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Author’s Note

So whilst this book is a work of fiction, I have incorporated elements from my real-life into it, as well as some of the emotions I feel when cheating/cuckolding. Those who know me, know that I am very cruel and dominant to my husband when I want to be, but to some men, I’m extremely submissive and masochistic. I like pain. I think managed well, pain can lead to some amazing experiences. I like being degraded, and a like degrading. Everything is about setting and story.

There are some of you who might thing parts of this are overly extreme, but actually nothing in here is really that out of reality. Things done to Adriana have been done to me, and yes, my husband has had many of the things done to Greg, done to him – just not hormones for health reasons (unfortunately).

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I recently started an Instagram account (@juliagwenslater), though I’m not really a social media person. I just can’t get into it, but feel free to add me and once in a while I try to post a picture of myself.

Funnily enough, I have been chatting with a sissy in the US recently. She’s a bit of an influencer, and really hot. It made me realise how many of you girls are out there. She’s single and really believes she won’t be able to find a Mistress, which is crazy, because once you are in this community, you suddenly realise there are a lot of dominant women who love sissies and cuckolding. I think what I’m trying to say is, don’t give up.

I am a woman in a top position in a German multinational, where thankfully my bosses know about my proclivities and tolerate them. In my company, in various offices, I’ve met dozens of women who share my love for BDSM and Female Domination. We do exist.

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.
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Prologue

Before I met my husband, Greg, I was quite the party girl. I used to go clubbing a lot, drank, did drugs, and really tried to be as free as possible. Getting guys was never a problem; tall, blonde, decent larger B-cup breasts, tiny, tight arse, and I loved dressing up and showing off. Mini-skirts, stockings, crop-tops to show off my pierced belly. Yeah, I got laid a lot.

Things settled down for me when I hit twenty-seven and I got my first serious job as a support technician in an American software house. That was where I met Greg. He was a sweet guy, not my usual type of guy, rather meek, shy, skinny, scared to talk to me, but for some reason, I was attracted to him.

When I was twenty, there was a guy I hung out with in college. He was similar to Greg, kind and shy, but he was a good friend. Then one day he asked me on an official date. I said no, apologise, and then saying the thing I now knew was such a stupid thing to say. “I prefer guys who are a little mean. You’re too nice.”

Girls, here’s a life lesson. If a guy is mean to you, it’s because he’s a cunt. He won’t suddenly become nice later, you won’t adjust him to be just right, no, he’ll be a cunt for the rest of his life, and if you’re lucky, he won’t hit you.

I had just come out of a short relationship, and I do mean short, with a mean guy, who treated me badly, to the point that he backhanded me once when he was drunk. Yeah, I was done with that shit.

So in steps Greg.

The problem was, Greg was sweet but he kept his distance. I even invited him to lunch and he turned me down, which made me want him more. It would be the Christmas party when I finally got the chance to have a proper personal conversation with him, partially fuelled by alcohol, when he admitted that he didn’t even bother to try flirting with girls like me because we were never interested. “You’re out of my league.” He shrugged.

Honestly, it made me a little sad, and if anything, I hated myself just a little bit for that. We existed in a world of cunts, and I had been one of them. But not anymore.

“Try me.” I smiled softly. “I like you, Greg. I’m done with the mean guys, I want someone who is husband material.”

“Don’t you go partying every weekend?” He asked. “Jenna said she saw you making out with two guys at once the other week.”

I sighed, yeah, I liked to fuck around, but that didn’t mean I wanted to do it forever. “Please, just give me a shot.” I told him.

He smiled, flattered that I was pretty much begging him, something he was not used to. “I should be saying that to you. I mean, look at you…look at me.”

Okay, I get it, a lack of self-appreciation is a turn-off, but when you are bullied your whole life and told you are ugly, at some point it rubs off. Greg was not ugly. He dressed boring, black jeans, t-shirts. His hair was a little scruffy, but that could be cut and styled. Facially, he was attractive, with softer features, which I could see would become better as he aged. More importantly, he had amazing blue eyes. I told him all of this, and he stared back at me as if I was insane.

“Greg,” I chuckled. “I’m trying to tell you that I like you.”

After that evening, we went on an official date and I had the chance to learn more about him. He had been in three relationships, all lasting over a year, and all ending because the girl went and got a make-over and suddenly felt she could do better. He explained that the first two tried to get back together with him some time after because they realised that had inflated their own egos, but he admitted to having at least some self-dignity.

“When did you break up with the third?” I asked him.

“About a month ago.” He smiled. “She’ll be back, just like the rest of them.”

He then asked about me and my dating life, so I told him. I told him that I was a slut, that I didn’t understand love until recently. “My best friend, Tamara, got married recently. She was my clubbing partner…”

“And you felt lonely?” He asked.

My eyes widened. No, it wasn’t that at all. Tamara married a guy she met whilst clubbing, a so-called alpha-male, follower of that twat Tate and shit. “Turns out he was married to three other women in different countries. It was a bit of a wake-up call, so I decided to try to find someone. The first guy I found got drunk and hit me.”

“Fucker!” Greg seethed.

“Yeah. Made me really reassess where I was going with my life, and I decided it was time to wake-up to the reality that I was a bit of a twat. So yeah, I want to settle down and be a wife. I want to settle down with someone nice.”

The smile on Greg’s face was warm, soft, but there was a sadness to it too. I asked him what was wrong, but he shook his head and said nothing. Maybe it was a trust thing. Maybe he thought I was just playing, testing to see if maybe I could try being with someone like him. What he didn’t know was that I had already made that decision some time ago.

We dated for two years before he finally proposed. For the first year, it was hard to convince him that I was in this for the long term. Like any couple, we argued sometimes, and rather than fix the problem, he basically accepted that it was over and that I was going to leave him. In the end, we had to go to therapy together so that the therapist could explain to him that I really wasn’t going to leave him. This all meant that our second year together was our first real year of the relationship. One where the tension was finally gone and we were able to live as a happy couple.

He was nervous in bed too. He believed he had a small dick, but he didn’t. I’d say it was average, it did the job, and that was fine. Sex was nothing special, but it was nice. Put it this way; for lovemaking, it was perfect. He was a hopeless romantic, but he was never going to be a shut-up and take it type of guy, but trust me, I’d had enough of those, I didn’t need one to spend the rest of my life with.

We moved in together that year, and he finally proposed. The wedding was a beautiful affair in a Czech castle. For us, it was the perfect destination wedding, affordable, but luxurious. For the next few weeks, we fucked like crazy, with me off birth control for the first time since my teens. I was pregnant soon after.

Amy, our daughter, was born nine months later, and I decided to quit my job to be a full-time mom. Greg had been promoted multiple times, whereas I was overlooked. Given that I never really made an effort, it wasn’t surprising. Suffice to say though, Greg was earning well, so I didn’t need to worry about money.

The good thing about being home with Amy was that I could exercise and get myself back to my original shape. I was still proud of how I looked, and proud that I could still dress slutty for Greg. He actually admitted to me that his favourite pastime was showing me off to former school friends or former bullies, and I’ll admit, it felt good to be a trophy wife.

As Amy aged and started going to primary school, I found myself wondering what to do with my life. I really didn’t feel like working, and Greg never said I needed to, but at the same time, I felt bad for him. He worked hard and never asked for anything. We discussed having another kid, but he said that he never really wanted more than one kid because of how many were already in the world, and I kind of agreed with him. Honestly, I was glad I could give my love to Amy.

I tried to find a hobby. At one point, I did actually work in a charity shop, but that bored me. I tried knitting, but then questioned my life. I just couldn’t find anything to do, other than cook. And when I say cook, I don’t mean huge cakes and stuff, but I was actually really good at creating very balanced dishes based on need. If my body needed protein, I knew how to create a dish that got it to me, without increasing fat and so on.

So, I wrote a healthy cookbook, self-published it, and then sat there looking at the one sale per month on KDP. That was until I did a free book deal, and a ton of people downloaded it. Dejected at my hobby being worthless, I was about to give up on it, until I saw the five-star ratings pile up. Suddenly, my book was propelled upwards and people were buying it.

“Do you have an Instagram I can follow?” Someone wrote.

I was not a very big fan of social media. Sure, I had a Facebook account, but I didn’t really get the point of Instagram, and I wasn’t one to post pictures of myself. Yeah, I knew I was hot, but I didn’t need prove it to the world.

But the requests came in. They wanted to know what I was eating that day, and what work out routine I had. So, feeling pretty proud of myself, I opened up an Instagram account and started to post pictures of the dishes I was creating, and videos of some stretches and such. Within six months, I’d gained fifty-thousand followers, and somehow, I was receiving money from Instagram for doing that.

That wasn’t the only thing. I was receiving requests from businesses to represent them, offering me ridiculous amounts of money to promote a food item, or some piece of exercise equipment. For a long time, I tried to ignore it, but then once I was at the half-a-million followers mark, I was getting requests from bigger businesses, like Under Armour.

I didn’t want to sell out, but I did actually like Under Armour, so I sold out.

At home, things were still good, but in his new role as division head, Greg was working late and coming home stressed. Sex went from daily, to weekly, and more recently, once per month. On the other hand, with my success online, I was actually getting horny, and there was a reason for that. People were messaging me, telling me how hot I was, and asking me to do stuff for them. I ignored most of it, but when men are writing to you offering to spend thousands of dollars on you, just to called them a worthless loser, you suddenly begin to wonder about life.

I didn’t do that, by the way…not then.

It wasn’t until I was running in the park one day, that I was finally recognised. A muscular man with dark hair and a chiselled jawline, was running opposite me and staring. As he approached, he slowed and said, “Are you Adriana Marsh?”

Rolling my eyes with a smile, I said I was.

“Wow, your photos don’t do you justice.” He said, then looked embarrassed. “I don’t mean that to soon as creepy as it did, I just meant that maybe you should hire a professional to shoot you. The ones you put online don’t really show all, erm, this, off.”

I saw where this was going. “Oh, and I assume that professional is you?”

His eyes widened as he realised how what he was suggesting sounded. “Oh god no. My wife always asks me to take pictures of her and then berates me for making a mess of it.”

“Sounds like something husbands do.” I laughed, now feeling a little more comfortable that this was a genuine fan.

It turned out he was. “My wife and I have your book. We cook from it every day. Hell, you’re the reason I exercise more than I did.”

We chatted about diet and exercise for a bit, but he never asked for anything from me, and after a few minutes, he let me go and I continued on my way. However, he did get me thinking, that perhaps with the following I had, it was time to get professional.

Eventually, I found a photographer who not only took professional shots with me, but would also be on-hand a few times per week to come over to help do professional shoots of me working out, or of the food. Diane would become my right hand and a good friend.

However, that I was being recognised on the street boosted my confidence a bit. I don’t know why, but I began wearing more risqué sports clothes on my runs; sports-bras instead of t-shirts, tiny, tight shorts which were no bigger than panties, and yes, men were literally falling over themselves to look at me run by. Eventually, my piercings went back in for the first time in years, and through the tight bras you could see the nipple bars.

“You’re fucking gorgeous.” One guy said, stopping me in my tracks because I didn’t hear him properly with my Airpods in. He was exactly the type of guy I would’ve gone for in the past, big, muscular, sexy, confident. A slight beard covered what was an impressive jawline, and dark eyes were framed by perfectly groomed hair.

“Excuse me.” I asked.

“I said you’re fucking gorgeous.” He told me. “Like, seriously fit.”

“Erm, thanks.” I shrugged, about to put my Airpods back in and run more.

“Can I buy you a drink one day?” He said quickly.

I raised my hand, showing off my wedding ring. “Married.”

He shrugged. “So?”

The incredulous response made me burst out laughing, and suddenly I was reminded of why I was with Greg. Twats like this were good for fucking, and that was all. And yet, it was as I was thinking that, that I realised something. I was horny and not getting it at home.

“Where do you live?” I asked him.

“Around the block, why?” He asked, confused.

“I’ll let you fuck me if you want, but that’s it. No date, no exchange of numbers. And you wear a condom.”

The man stared at me, trying to work out if this was a wind up or not. Finally, he shrugged and said sure. We walked around the corner and into a posh-looking apartment block, and into an elevator where he pounced, kissing my lips. I grabbed him tighter, my hand on his crotch, ensuring I was getting someone with a big cock. I was not disappointed.

In the bedroom, I dropped to my knees immediately after her stripped down, taking that huge circumcised erection into my mouth, staring into his eyes and slobbering on him like whore. If I was going to cheat, I was going to go all in.

By now, I was like a bitch in heat. I needed that thing inside me. Pulling down the shorts and thong, I told him to get it in me. “Hold on.” He said, going towards some drawers. “I’ve got condoms somewhere.”

“Fuck it! Just do me already!” I snarled.

“Okay!” He laughed, pushing his huge dick into my pussy. I screamed in delight at the feeling of being stretched, as he pounded me hard, just the way I wanted. Seconds later, I had my first orgasm. He chuckled as I yelled expletives, flipping me on my back and pushing my bra up to reveal my pierced nipples. Hands grabbed at them, at me, squeezing hard.

“Fucking use me! Make me your slut!” I screamed.

For the next half hour, he banged me six ways from Sunday. I was used in ways I hadn’t been for nearly a decade, and I fucking loved every second of it. It ended with his cum being shot all over my chest, and then as I dressed, he asked if I was sure I didn’t want to exchange numbers. In the end, I took his and said that if I needed another fuck, I’d call him.

I left his place with a spring in my step. I should’ve felt guilty, but I didn’t. I’d just used a man for sex, not promised to leave my husband. I loved Greg, and I wouldn’t do anything to hurt him, and what he didn’t know, wouldn’t hurt.


One

That one lay satisfied a desire for a week or two. I felt reenergised after it, and the person who reaped the rewards was my husband. It was me who instigated sex, dressing up in sexy lingerie one evening to seduce him, being rough and ready. Of course, the lingerie served another purpose too, and that was to hide the bruises from the rough sex I’d had with the man from before. I didn’t even know his name, I just saved his number as Physical Trainer. If asked, I’d just say some physical trainer saw my videos and wanted to get in on them.

Then after two weeks, I got the urge again, so whilst I was out for my usual weekday run, I texted the guy and asked if he was available. He said he was, so I ran to his place, where he buzzed me in and immediately we began kissing.

“Get undressed, slut!” He said, markedly more certain of himself this time.

I gave him a slutty smirk as I pulled off the bra and shorts, revealing my naked body. His mouth instantly found a pierced nipple, sucking and biting it, before his shoved me hard onto the bed and then climbed over my face. Grabbing my hair, he pulled me to his cock, skull fucking me for a minute, then choking me, shoving the eight-inches down my throat. When he let me loose, I panted and moaned, laughing at how good I felt in the role of slut.

“Fucking choke me.” I laughed, and again, he pushed the cock deep down my throat, and like a season professional, I took it.

He did this a few times and was going to pull out to fuck me, but I suddenly had the urge to feel him cum down my throat. I told him I wanted him to skull fuck me till he deposited directly in my stomach and he was only too glad to do so.

By the time I felt his cum line my oesophagus, I knew I’d have a hard time speaking later, but I didn’t care. I needed this feeling of being a trashy whore, I liked it, I missed it. This was the old Adriana, and I missed her.

The problem with him climaxing in my throat was that I needed to wait for him to get hard again to fuck me. He got me a bottle of water to drink, and then I watched him as I gulped it down, eyeing the swollen muscles on his arms, the washboard abs, and I felt my pussy juice up even more.

Rather than give him chance to ask me questions, I put the bottle down and then purred, crawling over to him and sucking on that flaccid dick, determined to get it back to full strength.

“Put two fingers in my ass.” I growled, licking and bouncing the cock off my tongue like a brazen whore. The moment I felt his fat fingers enter me, I squealed in delight, and instantly, his dick came back to life. “Wanna fuck me there?” I giggled.

“Seriously?” He asked, surprised a woman like me was offering something like that.

“I wanna feel it rip me apart.” I laughed.

He opened a drawer, pulling out some lubricant he had handy, I assumed it was for wanking. After applying some to himself and me, I felt him push in carefully.

“I’m not a delicate little flower, I’ve been fucked there before!” I snapped, and he let out one loud laugh and pushed inside all in one go. I howled in pain, but it was a pain I’d come to love and miss at the same time. He didn’t hold back, he used me for his pleasure, fucking my arsehole deep and hard like a jackhammer.

“I want your cunt.” He snarled.

“Then fuck me there!” I snapped back at him. “Fucking use me however you want! Stop being a pussy and treat me like the slut I am!”

Finally, he began to understand his role in this. Pulling out of me, he slammed me onto my back and pushed into my soaked cunt, ramrodding me hard and fast as I screamed and moaned in delighted, clenching on his cock, determined to feel it all inside me.

“Fucking hurt me with that thing!” I screamed.

“Fuck yeah, you dirty bitch! I knew you were a desperate slut the moment I laid eyes on you!” He laughed, grabbing my throat and squeezing a little.

“If you’re gonna choke me, then fucking choke me, you pussy!”

He grinned, squeezing down hard as he slammed in and out as hard as he could go. As I felt myself turning blue, I grabbed his wrist, pulling on it to squeeze harder, feeling my orgasm grow. Then just as he screamed and came, he let go and as I was about to pass out, air engulfed my lungs and I let out a long deep moan as I came harder than I had come in my life.

I lay there, writhing in his bed, smiled, and feeling the smooth cotton sheets. I chuckled, laughing at how good I felt, laughing at how dirty I was. I had another man’s cum inside me, and all I could think about was how I wanted more.

“Are you gonna be able to go again?” I asked him, feeling the pain in my throat.

“Give me a few minutes.” He nodded, panting. “How long do you have?”

“Two hours or so.”

“Yeah, I can go a few more times.” He said, then seeming to realise he now held the upper hand, he said, “But you need to tell me your name.”

I rolled my eyes. “Fine. It’s Adriana.”

“Jake.” He said.

I snorted. “Of course you are.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” He said, looking a little hurt.

“I mean it’s the kind of name I expected you to have. Jake the jock.”

Shaking his head, he stood up. “You know what Adriana, maybe this is a mistake.”

Was this guy really hurt by what I said? I decided to be less bitchy and apologise. “Jake, sorry, I’m just being bitchy because of the role. I just want the chance to feel slutty.”

“Yeah, but you don’t need to make fun of my name.”

“You’re right. Sorry. Can we continue, please?”

The hunk frowned and then nodded, pointing to his dick and telling me to suck. I really didn’t care that it had been in my arse before my pussy, I just wanted it in my mouth. I’d done arse-to-mouth before, and as a dirty fucking slut, I loved it. I loved it this time too.

We fucked one more time but this time, I felt like he was less into it, like he was feeling a bit used. I wondered if maybe I’d gone a little too far, after all, I was the one asking him for sex. As I dressed to leave, I looked around the place, noting how beautiful and modern his place was. It was immaculate, well-furnished, and had like a woman’s touch to it.

“Do you have a partner?” I asked him on the way to the door.

“Nope. We broke up about a year ago.” He told me.

“Why?” I asked.

He looked at me and then chuckled, shaking his head. “You’re a hypocrite, you know that right?”

It was true. I had tried to keep this just to casual sex, forbidding him from asking questions, but I was the one questioning him. Rather than say anything else, he opened the door, and this time, without a kiss, I left.

That day, once I got home, I actually felt guilty. However, as I looked at my bruised neck in the mirror, it wasn’t guilt that I’d cheated on my husband. I actually couldn’t place the guilt I felt, because whilst it weighed on me, I wasn’t sure why I felt it at all.

By the time Greg got home, I’d already picked up Amy from school, and had wrapped a scarf around my neck. My voice was a little hoarse from the fucking it had received, so when Greg asked if I was okay, I told him that I was starting with something.

“Go to bed honey, I’ll feed Amy, and will bring you some warm soup and a tea.” He told me.

I kissed his forehead and smiled. “Thanks babe.” I said.

As I climbed the stairs to the bedroom, I wondered if my guilt was at the fact I was cheating on my great and caring husband, but for some reason, when I thought about the fact that I had cheated on him, I felt my pussy warm; so it clearly wasn’t that.

For the next few days, I had to feign illness so that my husband didn’t see the bruising around my throat. He made sure I stayed in bed and relaxed whilst he took care of everything. He really was the best.

Eventually though, things were better, and I found myself texting Jake to ask if he was up for a shag. The message moved from delivered to read, but there was no response. I had to assume I’d pissed him off with my comments about his name. The next day, I texted him again, asking if he was angry with me, and again, read but no response.

Fine, if he didn’t want to see me again, then that was fine, but at least he could have the decency to tell me, rather than ghost me. It all felt like a pretty dick move.

For the next week, I instigated sex with Greg, but so angry was I with Jake that rather than enjoy the sex with Greg, I felt myself getting angry with him. It reached such a bad point that when he came inside me in under a minute, as per usual, I climbed off him and stomped away to the bathroom, feeling pissed off and unfulfilled. Obviously, Greg could tell something was wrong.

“Can’t you try, at least try,” I snapped, “to last longer than five fucking seconds!”

Greg’s mouth dropped open in horror. Never in my life had I criticised sex with him, never had I belittled him for his poor performance. He tried to speak but nothing came out, instead, he began to tear up.

“I’m sorry.” I said, pulling him to me. “I’m really sorry, I guess I’m just still not fully well.”

“No, I’m sorry. I didn’t realise. You never complained.” He cried. “I’ll try to do better.”

“No. It’s fine, really. You go down on me, not many men do that. I just, I don’t know, I’m not feeling myself.”

“I can go down on you now, if you like?” He asked.

I smiled and stroked away a tear from his cheek. “I’m still dirty down there. You don’t need to.”

He shrugged. “I don’t care. It’s my cum.”

That actually made my pussy twitch a bit. A smirk appeared on my face, and then I took his hand and led him to the bed. “Go on then. Lick me clean.” I purred, feeling pretty hot all of a sudden.

Without hesitation, he dived between my legs. In a world where I was a complete and total whore, I had never once had a man lick me after climaxing inside, and I had to admit, there was something really kinky about it.

For the first time in our marriage, we went to bed, both feeling sexually satisfied. Was it the same of being jackhammered by an eight-inch cock? No, but it was new, it was unique, and it was kinky, and right at that moment in my life, it was exactly what I needed.

As my husband fell asleep next to me, I opened Instagram on my phone and checked messages. To my surprise, one of my newest followers, was a Jake Patton, and one click on his profile, showed me exactly who it was. I immediately clicked Follow Back, then looked through his profile. The moment I did, I realised I was a complete bitch.


Two

Jake was an artist and professional freelance designer. His personal art was amazing, but the professional stuff was out of this world. But that wasn’t what got to me. I’d assumed that Jake was a jock, another one of the mean guys girls like me fancied when we were young. However, Jake was anything but. He was an advocate for LGBT rights, an advocate for change to the law about protecting women, and most of all, he was a kid who was extremely ill as a child with a genetic defect, that he fought hard to beat, eventually putting on muscle to support the fact that his spine would essentially turn to dust if he didn’t.

Jake was not a jock. Jake was an intelligent, muscular guy, and he was that way because he needed to be healthy, not because he was showing off.

The next day, I didn’t write to Jake, but I did call him. After the tenth ring, he picked up. “Yeah?” He asked dismissively.

“I’m sorry. I’m really, really sorry.” I told him. “Meet me for a coffee and I’ll explain everything.”

“Fine.” He sighed.

A half-hour later, we were sat together in a small café not far from his apartment. I decided to dress up a bit, rather than wear running things, so put on black stockings and white halter-neck mini-dress. I saw him give me a doubletake when he saw me, the first clink in his armour.

We sat down and talked properly for the first time. He told me about his childhood, how he was bullied as a kid because of his disability, then struggled to meet anyone growing up, until he bulked up. The woman who he had been with until recently, left him after a long relationship because she took a job abroad. He hadn’t been with anyone until me, because he was heartbroken.

“So why did you chat me up in such a way?” I asked.

“How?” He shrugged.

“Coming on to me? Saying I was gorgeous?”

“Well…aren’t you? I had no expectations, just wanted to put myself out there, make a new friend.”

“And when I pointed out I was married, you said so?”

Again, he looked confused. “Yeah.” He gasped, nodding. “Because as I just said, I had no expectations. I just wanted you to know that I appreciated you.”

“You know that in this day and age, that’s pretty fucking creepy.”

“Sue me for being old-fashioned. Do it on Instagram, and you’re a superstar. Try to make someone feel better about themselves in person and you’re a creep.”

I sighed and smiled. “I’m so sorry.” I then went on to tell him my story, about how I was a slut who only went for jocks, right up until I got hit by one. I told him about my husband, and how perfect he was, but that I was feeling sexually unattractive to him.

“You know that isn’t really fair on him?” He explained. “When I’m massively stressed and under the weather, my dick isn’t exactly Nelson’s column. It doesn’t take much to get into a man’s head, and when that happens, we just go flat.”

“I know.” I sighed. “I’m selfish. I like sex, and, well, I saw you as an opportunity to feel like a slut again.”

Jake chuckled, looking down at the table, then he placed a hand on mine. “Oh Adriana; I already know you’re a filthy slut.”

“Hey!” I complained, laughing. “Does that mean you forgive me?”

“Maybe.” He smiled. “Come on slut, you can make it up to me.”

The moment we got into his elevator, he had me strip off the dress, leaving me in just panties, stockings and a suspender-belt. He then said that if I wanted to be a slut, then I could crawl to his apartment behind him. I almost told him to fuck off, but then the urge in my pussy made me drop to my hands and knees. Thankfully, nobody saw me, though I wish they had.

I had one request for him, and that was not to choke me this time because it would be problematic to hide my neck so soon after telling hubby that I was sick. He agreed, though he said he might not next time.

As he slammed his erection in and out of me as hard as he could, punishing me and my pussy, my head jolted back and forth. I moaned, begging for more, feeling the constant flow of cum out of me as I was hit by wave after wave of mini-orgasm.

“If you wanna be my slut, my whore, then you’ll be my bitch, got that? That means you call me Sir! That means you are owned by me when you are here. Understood?”

“Yes Sir! Yes Sir! Oh my god! Yes! Yes Sir!” I moaned, his dick ramming into me painfully.

He flipped me over, mashing my tits, then thumbing my clit as he continued to fuck me. My breasts bounced up and down as I screamed out in ecstasy. This was the best sex of my life, and I couldn’t believe I got to have it as much as I liked with him.

After my third orgasm, he still hadn’t cum. Again, he flipped me over, this time forcing me flat onto my belly, and repositioning his cock with my anus. Without hesitation, he pushed inside me, eliciting a screech from me as he took me all in one go.

“Oh god that hurts so much, I love it!” I told him.

“So you like pain do you?” He chuckled, then slammed his hand down on my arse. I screamed out again, knowing he’d leave a mark.

“Again! Again!” I begged, and he spanked me hard as he slammed my rectum with that huge monster of a dick.

Pulling me back, he slid a hand under my tits, grabbing a pierced nipple and rolling it between his finger and thumb, before squeezing it hard. I cried out, a long ear-piercing scream but still he just pressed harder, grabbing the other with his other hand, making me cry out even louder, until my pain turned into another climax.

Suddenly, my face was buried in the covers, held down by his hand as he increased the pace in my arse. I felt him get closer, but he pulled out and slammed into my pussy, fucking me even faster and harder. He grabbed my nipple again and twisted it. “Aiiieeeeee!!!” I screamed, my back arching in pain, as I clenched my pussy, and as I did so, his cock spat into me, jet after jet of warm cum filling me up.

He collapsed onto me, spent, both of us panting. We lay there for several minutes as I felt his cock slowly deflate. Then he spanked me hard and told me to get dressed. “You can go now.” He told me firmly. “I’m done with you for today. Be back her tomorrow.”

“Yes Sir!” I said meekly, rushing to pull on my panties and dress, feeling the cum trying to leave me.

He didn’t even look at me as I left the place, but when I got home, I found a message on Instagram. “I hope that made you feel like a dirty slut.” He sent. I licked my lips, excited for tomorrow.

That night, after we put Amy to bed, I pounced on my husband, determined to get him erect. He was clearly stressed and tired, but I saw hunger in his eyes too. “Come on baby, shoot your cum in me so you can lick my dirty pussy again!” I snarled, pinching his nipples like Jake pinched mine.

That did it. He was hard in an instant and was pounding me. I could see from his expression that he was trying to hold on, but this time I didn’t want him to, this time I wanted him to be my little quick-spurt.

“Come on babe, cum in me. I know you can’t hold on, go on, cum fast again.” He snarled, smiling and giggling.

“It…sounds like…that’s what…you want…” He panted, thrusting.

“I do. I’ve decided that’s all you are good for, and I like when you lick my dirty pussy, like a good little bitch.” I laughed. He couldn’t hold on, climaxing inside me, but I had to admit, I was impressed. He lasted all of three minutes. “Now lick me clean!”

I held his head as he licked me, and I moaned, my eyes closed, imagining it was Jake who had just cum inside me. Yes, I was evil and mean, but I couldn’t stop myself, this was getting me so hot that I couldn’t believe.

“Did you enjoy that?” I asked him sweetly, trying to show that it was just an act.

He nodded quickly, a huge smile on his face. “I like roleplaying like that. It was fun.”

“I think we need to get back on track again, with our sex life. Right?”

“Sure. This helps!” He laughed.

The next morning, after dropping off Amy at school, I headed home and did some videos of my latest work-out, then a photo of the meal I was preparing for lunch. However, as I uploaded it to Instagram, I received a message from Jake.

“Be at my place at twelve. Mini-skirt – as short as you have, crop-top, stockings, no panties or bra. Slutty make-up. Understood?”

“Yes Sir!” I wrote back immediately.

My shortest mini-skirt was ages old, from when I used to go clubbing. It was neon pink and I worried my pussy would be visible underneath. For sure, that I was wearing stockings would be! Still, I don’t know why, but I did as I was told. I knew I could easily have hidden the fact that I had a skirt that short, but my desire forced me to do something so perverse.

I could have driven, parked outside, it was a two-minute drive, or a ten-minute walk, I chose to walk. The looks I got made my pussy drip. Women hated me, men wanted me. I loved it, it made me feel like the slut I was.

When I arrived at his place, he opened the door for me and told me to kneel, right there on the pavement. Without a care about who saw me, I did as I was told. He was holding a collar and a leash, both pink leather, which fit well, given I was in a pink outfit.

“Come on slut, inside. Crawl.”

It was depraved, and I loved it. Anyone who might walk behind would see my cunt, but I didn’t care. I just wanted it filled.

In the elevator, he had me stand up, and looked me over, looking at the pink clubbing outfit, he reached up and pulled down the little zip on the front of the crop-top, opening it to let my tits fall out. Then as we arrived at his floor, the door opened and we ran headfirst into a woman in her fifties, who saw us both and for a moment seemed startled, but then smiled and said, “You didn’t tell me you had a new girlfriend Jake. Good for you.”

“Thanks Janet.”

“Ho-hum. To be young again.” She winked, stepping into the elevator as we stepped out. However, just as the door was about to close, she put her hand over the door, forcing it open again. “Oh, love your cookbook, by the way. I subscribe to your Instagram.” She said with a smile, winking at me.

“Oh shit.” I mumbled.

“Don’t worry. Janet won’t say anything. She’s a dirty girl too.”

“Have you…”

“Oh, oh no. But I’ve seen the type she comes home with.”

“Really?”

“Young…usually two of them.”

I giggled. It was nice to know that it didn’t matter what the age, you could still get it on.

Once we were inside the apartment though, Jake was all business. He pushed up the skirt and spanked my backside until it was red, making me crawl around the room and bark like a puppy. It was humiliating yet at the same time, that feeling of eroticism from it.

He made me stand with my arms behind my back, my posture upright and straight. Circling me, I felt his fingers on my smooth skin, examining me like a piece of meat, just the way I wanted to feel. Then, fingers entered my pussy, feeling the moisture dripping from my body, until finally, he pulled out and walked over to a wardrobe, pulling out a black plastic bag and removing leather cuffs from it. Before I knew it, he locked my arms behind my back, before returning to the bag and retrieving a box. From it, he took a red butt-plug, which I saw him wash in the bathroom, before returning to me.

“Bend over.”

I grabbed the edge of a chair and pushed out my pert backside. The plug was presented to my mouth so I sucked on it for several minutes, before he pushed the long and two inch in diameter plug, into my rectum, eliciting a moan of delight from me.

Next, from the bag he got out some sort of leather straps joined together by a rivet in the middle. On the four ends of the straps was a small metal hook. He placed it around my head, hooking each into a corner of my mouth, forcing my mouth open. Then he stripped, revealing his erect cock, shoving it directly into my throat and fucking it for several minutes. With the hooks holding my mouth open, he had direct access deep into my throat, going further down then he’d ever gone.

He wasn’t holding back this time, this was about his pleasure, using me as a slut, and eventually, I felt his warm semen pour down my throat.

Rather than saying anything, he left me where I was and walked back to the bag, where he retrieved four clamps. One he placed on each nipple, and then one on each labia. I hissed as much as I could with my mouth forced open, tears rolling down my cheeks. I never considered pain as one of my kinks, but somehow, I was enjoying this feeling, this loss of control.

Already, Jake’s cock was returning to strength, and as he stood behind me, I felt his dick enter my pussy, getting harder with each thrust. Weights on the clamps began to shake and suddenly the pain was excruciating, but he didn’t stop, I didn’t want him to stop.

With the plug inside me too, the feeling of his dick was sheer ecstasy. Each thrust brought a new feeling of pleasure, and soon I was screaming out my first orgasm. After that, they just kept on coming.

For thirty minutes, he pounded me, moving me to the sofa, forcing me on my back, slapping my breasts, choking me. By the time he finally came inside me, I was spent, a drooling mess covered in sweat and tears. The clamps were removed from me, making me scream from the sudden pain.

“How was that?” He asked with a wry smile, pulling me to the bed after he released me, holding me tight and kissing me all over.

“Amazing.” I gasped. I couldn’t stop smiling, I felt like a new woman.

We lay like that, coming down from the feeling of wild, uninhibited sex, until I felt him get hard again, pushing his cock inside me. This time, he treated me with care, going slow, feeling me softly. This was not raw sex now, this was him showing me that he also knew how to make love, how to provide me with a different kind of pleasure; and after that wild, intense session, this was just what I needed.

“Tell me about your husband.” He said, after he came inside me again. “What would he feel if he found out?”

There was no chance that he’d become aggressive, that just wasn’t Greg’s style. It would upset him deeply. “Maybe it would break him.” I said.

“Would he leave you?”

That was a good question. I think I didn’t really need to think about that, which was why cheating felt so easy. It wasn’t about what would happen if he caught me, in terms of where I would go, but rather about how to deal with the psychological implications of such a situation. “I don’t think he would. He’s not the type.” I told Jake about Greg, about how we met, and then I explained to Jake that there really wasn’t anything wrong with our marriage. “I know it sounds horrible, but I just have a hard time turning off the slutty part of me. Which is maybe why I’m not worried about falling for you.”

“How do you mean?” He asked.

“Well, let’s say I fall for you, leave Greg, right? How long do you think it would be before I cheated again, just for the sake of it? You probably wouldn’t react the same way as Greg. On top of that, Greg really is a good husband, and a good father. Much as I’m sure you’re amazing, I doubt we would get to the point Greg and I are in the relationship.”

I felt him nodded against my back, but I knew there was something hidden in his thoughts. I pushed him, asking what the real problem was. Finally, he spilled the beans.

“I want to have a kid one day.” He said. “I want to fall in love. Honestly, I don’t know if it matters to me if I am in an exclusively monogamous relationship or not, but I don’t know if this what we are doing is a long-term thing.”

“I don’t think I ever asked it to be.” I shrugged. “It was meant to be fun.”

“It is. I like it. I like you.” His voice softened. “That’s the thing…” He paused. “I kind of want a slut like you to own and control. I don’t think I ever really thought of being dominant before, but I like this.”

“And…?” I could feel there was more to this, something he was afraid to say.

“Well…” He sighed. “I read a story yesterday, completely by chance when I was looking for ideas. It was about a guy who sleeps with a woman, a married woman, and also controls her husband too.”

My head jolted at that. I turned to look at him with a confused smile. “You wanna fuck my husband?” I squeaked.

“Ha, no. Well, not exactly. It’s about taking a couple and making them my bitches. I never really imagined doing something like that, but given how your husband is, do you think he could go for it? Not right now, obviously.”

Wow, that was something really out of a porn film but at the same time, it kind of made sense. Could I have my cake and eat it? Would two partners satisfy my desires? So far, yes, but I was too scared to even broach the subject with my husband.

“Can we continue as we are?” I asked him.

“Of course, but eventually, I’m going to want something…real.”

And yet, his request woke something up in me, something wild.


Three

My affair with Jake continued with us both coming up with increasingly depraved ideas, including me drinking his piss. Eventually, the public humiliation extended outside the building, with him walking me around the block in a see-through bra and a red PVC micro-skirt which didn’t properly cover me, whilst also wearing a collar and a leash.

Of course, we ran into Janet on one of our walks, and she happily walked with us, even taking the leash from Jake. It seemed only natural for us to invite her to our games too, and that was how I ended up being dominated by an older woman.

It was quite a weird feeling, kneeling there in my lingerie, clamps, weights, buttplug and a dildo sticking out of me, whilst this sexy woman with her tits out walked around me in high-heels, wielding a crop. And yet, with Jake sat watching, it felt so fucking erotic.

Out of nowhere, she grabbed my head and pulled me to her smooth pussy. Clearly, this was a woman who never had a kid, or at least I thought not. I learned later that she’d had plastic surgery on it. Still, I licked that slit for dear life, not realising that she signalled Jake to begin fucking me. The dildo came out, replaced by his huge cock. I moaned into Janet’s pussy, slobbering over the thick folds of flesh under my tongue. I hardly knew this woman, and yet I’d do anything to taste her, that was how depraved I was.

Sex with them both continued far longer than it should have. So lost was I in the experience, that I barely noticed my phone ringing. However, thankfully, Janet did, allowing me to grab it as Jake continued to pound me.

“Mrs Marsh, it’s St. William’s Primary School here. Your daughter has been waiting for twenty minutes. Are you picking her up today or your husband?” The voice asked.

Fuck! I screamed in my head, pushing Jake off me. “Oh, yes, sorry, get sidetracked! Won’t happen again.” I said, panting and hoping she thought I was at the gym, but my guess was that she didn’t.

I ended the call, rushing to collect my clothes. I’d been there for five hours! As I dressed in the slutty clothes, I realised I would normally have time to get changed, this time I didn’t. Thankfully, Janet rushed to her apartment and came back with a beige raincoat which covered me.

As I turned up at my daughter’s school, I chastised myself for being so stupid. Running into the building, I expected a lecture, but when I arrived, I found the headmaster, a man about the same age as me, slightly receding hairline, but an otherwise handsome look, sat with Amy.

“I’m so sorry!” I cried out, hugging my daughter, who smiled at me and said not to worry. She was such a positive little girl. “Why are you wearing a dog collar?” She giggled.

Fuuuuuckkk! I’d forgotten to take the collar off. I stood suddenly, pulling the coat tighter, my face a picture of embarrassment. “I…I was trying on an outfit for a costume party.” I told the headmaster, Mr Price.

Mr Price had a knowing smirk on his face. “Quite alright, Mrs Marsh. Amy and I were just having a chit-chat about school.” Then he turned to Amy. “Amy, why don’t you go find Ms Warwick and sit with her for a minute? I need to talk to your mother.”

“Yes, Mr Price!” She said in that way little kids do.

The headmaster led me into his office and shut the door. As I sat in front of the desk, he sat in his seat and began explaining that as a one-off, he will of course let this go. It can happen. But should it happen repeatedly, he is required by law to note it as an instance of neglect. “It’s different when you call ahead because of traffic, but at this age, we have a requirement…”

“I get it.” I nodded, embarrassed I’d even let things get this far.

“Obviously, erm, in school, please try to dress appropriately.” He blushed, embarrassed at having to say such a thing, though not as embarrassed as I was at the whole situation. “Of course, I don’t mind, but, you know, the other parents and teachers can be such a bore.”

“Yes, erm, I’m sorry. I’ve been trying on outfits…”

“Yes, you mentioned.” He said suddenly. “Mrs Marsh, I follow your Instagram account, and I’ve noticed your change in attire there. Many influencers do go in the direction of, erm, ahem, OnlyFans. If you do go that way, please let me know.”

I nodded, probably it would have an impact on the school. “So you can take steps to protect the school?”

He chuckled. “Erm, no…for my own personal entertainment, of course.”

Suddenly, it occurred to me what he was suggesting. I don’t know what came over me, but that suggestion got me wet, and without realising it, I let my hands fall loose from the coat, allowing it to fall open, revealing the kinky pink PVC outfit and the pink fishnet stockings underneath. I think not finishing with Jake on that last stint didn’t help.

“Mr Price…” I paused, then smirked, “Sir. Maybe we can come to some sort of arrangement, as an apology for what happened?”

The man clicked immediately. “Arrangement,” he asked, smiling, leaning back.

“Yes…” I said, standing and dropping the coat. He stood and walked over to me, grabbing a breast through the thin pink bra. “Maybe you should spank me for being naughty, Sir.”

“Bend over.” He hissed, pulling up the little micro-skirt and cupping my buttocks. Then, picking up a ruler, he began to spank me hard, over the already marked and well-whipped backside. I hissed and moaned, trying not to make too much noise. Then after twenty or so hits, I turned and saw him wanking a decent sized uncircumcised cock. With a growl, he pushed it into my pussy, fucking me hard and fast, clawing at my boobs from behind. “Oh you fucking little slut!” He gasped.

He was not one to last long. Like my husband, he was done in a couple of minutes, but that was fine by me. As he pulled away and zipped himself up, he grabbed a box of tissues and held it out for me. I grabbed a couple and held it against my leaking pussy.

“Of course,” I told him, “I don’t mind this being a regular thing, Sir.”

The man grinned, then pulled my chin towards him, pushing a fat tongue into my mouth. “What about your husband?”

“What he doesn’t know, won’t hurt him.”

The headmaster nodded with a smirk. “Same for my wife. We’ll keep this between us. Feel free to stop by whenever you come for Amy.”

“Yes Sir.”

We kissed again, and then put my coat on, throwing the cum-soaked tissues in his waste bin before walking out sexily.

After picking up Amy, I headed home with a smile on my face. Yes, I was being a complete slut, but that was me, that was how I used to be, and it felt good to be bad again.

By the time Greg arrived home, I was changed into sweatpants and a sweatshirt, nothing fancy, but under it, I still had my kinky outfit on, only minus my collar. There was something sexy about knowing that underneath my normal clothes, I was a complete slut.

Of course, Greg had noticed the return of my piercings, even complimented me on them. The one change he wasn’t massively keen on was the fact that I had started smoking again. When I met Greg, it was a pet peeve of his, and I had to agree, I wanted to live a long life, so smoking was not ideal. That said, I liked smoking. I like the taste of it, and I loved the look of it.

At some point in our marriage, it had come up in conversation that whilst Greg hated cigarettes, he did admit that he found me smoking to be sexy. I’d given them up before becoming pregnant, and given my healthy lifestyle thing, smoking didn’t really seem to fit. But now I was a slut again, did I really care so much about my healthy lifestyle, after all, my followers predominantly were males writing hot or such a tight bod.

The moment I put a cigarette to my mouth a week ago, I knew how much I had missed it. It began as a three or four a day thing during the day when nobody could see me, and I thought I could hide it from Greg, but he sniffed it out on me immediately, so I came clean. So then I started smoking in the garden after Amy had gone to bed.

Tonight, I decided to do something a little different. I was riding Greg’s cock slowly, looking down at him. He was blown away by my slutty, strappy pink outfit, but when I became dominant, tough with him, I could feel him get harder inside me.

“I think I want a cigarette.” I purred with a grin.

“Wh…what? Now?” I asked.

“Mmmhmm.” I said, reaching to my pack and pulling one out. I lit it and stared in his eyes as I sucked on the long 100s high-tar cigarette, then pulling in a breath, I held it, before blowing it into his face with a laugh. His cocked leaped inside me, and I knew it was because of how sexy I was doing it. “Do I turn you on?” I asked.

“Yes.” He said in a hiss.

I continued to do it, smoking into his face, and then I saw him, close his eyes and inhale the second-hand smoke, as if getting off on me forcing him to smoke. This time, I took a long drag and leaned to his mouth, closing his nose and blowing it into his lungs.

“Oh!” He moaned, and his whole body shook with desire.

“Hmm…” I said. “Take a drag.” I told him, placing the cigarette to his lips. “Do it!” His eyes locked on me as he sucked on it, blowing out immediately. I slapped his face hard. “No! Inhale into your lungs, like this.” I showed him, then forced him to do it, still riding his cock slowly. This time, he got it right, coughing after. “Mmm…” I purred, chuckling. “Do it again.” I said softly, “soon you’ll get it right, like a good little slut.”

“Oh fuck!” He cried out, and out of nowhere I felt him cum inside me.

I burst out laughing, rolling off him and onto my back as I finished the cigarette, putting it out in an old glass. “Lick me.” I said. “Get me clean.” And as he licked me, I found myself enjoying the fact that I had learned something new about my husband. He enjoyed me taking charge.

Once he had licked me to an orgasm, I raised my foot and pushed it against his face, pushing him down the bed. Picking up the cigarettes, I smoked another, blowing the smoke in his direction. I watched as he licked and sucked on my toes, worshipping them, and for the first time, I seriously considered telling him the truth about everything, about the fact that I had a boyfriend, a man I was falling for, willing to do anything for. But then I pictured how heartbroken he would be and all I could do was keep it inside me.

“Do you like licking my feet?” I asked him.

“Yes! So much!” He gasped around the toes.

I gave a brief, pained smile. I so wanted to go further, but I couldn’t risk my marriage. “Do you like me being in charge?”

“I…I do.” He said, although there was some hesitation there.

“Why did you hesitate?” I asked, wondering if he was lying to me.

“Because I’m scared of what you might think of me.” He said, a sadness in his eyes.

Suddenly it clicked. He was scared I might think he was a wimp, a pussy. “I love you, Greg. I love you for who you are, regardless of what the world might think. What if I said you were a wimp but that I liked that you were? That it turned me on to think of you like that?”

His eyes widened, and for a moment, I thought I’d upset him. “I’d love that, Mistress.” He said, and there it was. Maybe I wasn’t the only one hiding things from my partner, maybe he was too.

“Mistress?” I asked with a wry smirk. “Yes, I am, aren’t I?” I asked, blowing smoke in his direction again. “Come here.” I said softly, and watched as he approached the cigarette I held out. “You know what to do.” I said, and watched as he sucked on it. “Mmm, good wimp. Such a fucking pussy. I love it. You’re my wimp pussy, aren’t you?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“If there was one thing you’d want your Mistress to do to you, what would it be?” I asked, silently hoping he’d say to cuckold him.

He gulped, looked down, then said, “To kick me in the balls repeatedly.”

I burst out laughing. I know I shouldn’t have, but it was so random, so unexpected. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry. I’m not laughing at you.” I said, knowing better than to kink-shame. “I just didn’t expect you to say that.”

“It’s okay.” He said, though he looked a little hurt.

“No, I’m sorry. Honestly, kicking you in the balls sounds fun, but I don’t want to damage you.”

He shrugged and looked away, like he wanted to say something else, instead he was silent.

“No, tell me.” I said firmly. “What did you want to say?”

“I mean, if you did damage me, then it would be part of the game. It’s why it’s called ball-busting. The fetish is the possibility you will literally destroy my balls.”

Smiling, I nodded. He was talking about destroying his manhood, what made him a man. And yet, not having kids was one thing, but what if I destroyed his erection. I asked him exactly that, and his answer was like music to my ears.


Four

“I told you.” Said Jake as we lay there smoking, post-coital. I had taken the night to process what my husband had told me. Maybe I knew this about Greg from day one, maybe subconsciously I knew that I had married a submissive man, and maybe that was why fucking Jake had come so easily to me. At the same time though, I didn’t want to rush anything, as I knew that Greg was a very emotional man who struggled to come to terms with the fact that he had married up in the looks department, or at least, that was how he saw it.

The moment I had said to him that there was a risk I could make him impotent by kicking him in the wrong place, he immediately replied that there were ways to compensate. I asked him how, expecting him to say licking pussy, to which he said, “Maybe you could find a lover.”

It was so hard for me not to say that I hadn’t already found a lover, that I had slept with his daughter’s headmaster, but I needed to hold on. I needed to make sure that what he was saying was the truth and not just some sort of horny episode.

We fucked again after that. I didn’t ball-bust him just yet, I wanted to find a reason, a time, a place, for that. As I rode him though, I made him smoke another cigarette, this time his own, and I put mine out on his tongue. I did question him during sex, asking why me having a lover turned him on, but it turned out that wasn’t just what he wanted.

“I remember you talking about how you used to be, during therapy, about how much you loved being a slut.” He blushed. “I can’t stop thinking about it. I can’t stop thinking about all the wild things you did.”

“Like having gang-bangs with random strangers? Fucking who I liked, when I liked?”

“Yes…” He hissed.

“Maybe I should never have stopped.” I told him.

“You shouldn’t have!” He screamed, and then came inside me.

“Now lick me clean. Lick out all the semen deposited there by all the men.”

He didn’t hesitate, diving in to taste it.

Of course, when I told this to Jake, he wanted me to rush it through, to make sure Greg was aware that Jake was my lover, and my Master. But as much as I wanted to do as ordered by my Master, he just had to respect the fact that I knew my husband, and I knew that one wrong move would send everything tumbling.

There was another consideration I had. Since getting fucked by the headmaster, and hearing what turned Greg on, I needed to know if Jake expected me to be faithful to him and Greg, or not. This was something I needed to know now, because quite honestly, yes, I wanted Jake as a regular fuck, but I also wanted to fuck others.

“If I was to tell Greg everything, and he was okay with me cheating, do you expect to be my sole lover?” I asked Jake.

For a moment, Jake stared into my eyes, and then he said, “I was a good boyfriend to my girlfriend, and when she left, I was heartbroken. But at the same time, I don’t think I’ve ever been vanilla, and quite honestly, I’m not sure if monogamy works. What turns me on about you, is that you are horny…like, all the time. I think forcing you to be my lover, exclusively, is a recipe for disaster.”

I smiled, he had answered my question, and answered it well. “Thank you.” I said.

He hadn’t finished. “What I do expect though, is that I will own you. That you will only be my slave, to others you can be the whore you want to be, and to your husband you will be dominant. But I will collar you, and one day, I will expect that collar to stay on. I also expect that you will give me a child.”

Again, I nodded, and enjoyed the idea he had. I was on board with that, more than on board.

After getting done with Jake, I popped on a wrap-around dress I’d brought with me and headed to school to pick-up Amy. I was a half-hour early, so headed to the headmaster’s office and knocked. I stepped inside when he said to come in.

Mr Price smiled warmly when he saw me, and smiled even more when I closed and locked the door, undoing my pink dress to reveal the white lingerie set underneath. Without a word, I dropped to my knees and crawled to him, pulling down his fly and pulling out his cock, sucking it down.

“Oh, what a good little slut you are.” He moaned, and my eye met his innocently as I bobbed up and down on the cock. “I have a present for you, something I found in an old closet.” He pushed me away and walked over to a cupboard, where he pulled out an old school cane. “Bend over the desk.” He hissed.

The pain from the cane was excruciating. In order to stop me from screaming, he pulled down his briefs and pushed them into my mouth, before caning me thoroughly. I knew there was no way of hiding this, that my purple backside and welted legs would be visible to Greg. I would need to wear pyjamas.

Once again, after the beating, Mr Price fucked me, climaxing in just a few seconds.

“Same time tomorrow, slut?” He asked me.

“Yes Sir.”

The man chuckled. “I think I’m going to like this arrangement.”

“Me too.” I giggled.

That night, I wore a long silk nightgown to bed. It was enough to hide everything from Greg, and I made sure that he kept his hands above his head as I rode his cock. The cigarettes during sex were becoming part of our routine, and I was glad, because I was hooked again, but also because I enjoyed making him to drags from mine, enjoyed the power I had over him.

After he came inside me, I had him lick again, making sure my nightgown made it nice and dark for him so that he didn’t see my backside or legs.

Once we’d had time to calm down, I decided it was time to try ball-busting. I’d been looking at porn videos for how to do it, and realised the dorsum of the foot was the important part. It was also important not to be hesitant, but to actually appreciate it as something he wanted.

“Stand up, legs apart, hands behind your head.” I snapped, lighting another cigarette. Once he was ready, I swung my foot as hard as I could using the dorsum to hit his cock and balls. Immediate, he gasped in pain and dropped to his knees. I worried I’d done something wrong, but at the same time, I had seen that happen in the videos, I knew I had to be strong. “Up! Same stance!”

“Yes Mistress.” He said. As he stood, I saw his dick, jutting out, harder than it had ever been.

“Good slave.” I purred, then hit him again. This time he didn’t collapse, just bent over in pain. “Mmm. You like it, don’t you? You like it knowing I’m destroying your manhood, ruining you.”

“God, please yes! Please harder, destroy my balls!” He cried out.

“Mmm…maybe I should have boots on?” I purred naughtily.

“Oh god! Please!” He begged.

I needed to leave the room to get my boots on, but before going, I told my husband to light and smoke a cigarette. Downstairs, I found an old pair of black PVC thigh-high lace-up boots, that thankfully had a zip on the side. Once I had them on, I walked upstairs, feeling good in the high-heels.

“Ready to have your sex life ruined?” I smirked. His eyes widened, a slow nod of the head. “Assume the position.”

The scream he made when my foot made contact, made my pussy drip with desire, but at the same time, I knew he couldn’t scream like that or risk waking Amy. I shushed him, then found my old panties, noting how stained by cum from both Mr Price and Jake they were, and shoved them in my husband’s mouth. That he was now sucking on old cum from other men just served to turn me on more.

I kicked him a solid ten more times, before I pushed him back on the bed and rode him.

“Still hard.” I said, faux sadness in my voice. “And here I thought I’d have an excuse to go fuck around again.”

“You still should.” He gasped as I moved my hips back and forth.

“Should I? Whose to say I haven’t already? Once a slut, always a slut.” I laughed.

His eyes widened by his cock got harder. “Have you?”

“Yes, I have. Do you have a problem with that?” I asked, but from the look on his face, I could tell he didn’t believe me. “And if I did, who should I fuck would you say?”

“Grant.” He gasped. Grant was a guy from Greg’s work. He was attractive, big, like wrestler big, but he was arrogant as sin, and a bully to Greg. I hated Grant for the way he treated Greg. It wasn’t that he bullied him like a schoolkid would, but he always made Greg seem small. I never realised that Greg got off on the idea of me fucking his bully though.

“Wait.” I said, pausing on him. “Are you serious?”

Suddenly, Greg looked embarrassed. “No, I’m just saying a name for the fantasy.” He said, but he didn’t convince me. He was serious.

I smiled. “No, no jokes. I’m going to fuck Grant then. But I’ll let him know that you know.”

“Are you serious now?” He practically squeaked. I felt him grow inside me.

“If you promise me no repercussions, that we will continue to play this game, and I can fuck whoever I want after, then yes, I’m serious.”

For what felt like a minute, he stared at me, before gasping. “Yes, please do it. Please fuck Grant and humiliate me, tell him he’s better than me.”

“You want that? He will bully you more…” I warned.

“I know, but I don’t care about that. I want to feel…”

“Humiliated. I get it.” Once again, I paused my rocking, then reached to the bedside stand and grabbed my phone. “Give me his number then.”

Again, he checked to see if I was being serious, before scrambling excitedly for his phone. A few seconds later, I was texting Grant. If this was what Greg wanted, if this was my way to get everything out in the open, then this is what I would do.

I read the text back. “Hi Grant, this is Adriana. I’ve decided it’s time for me to start playing with other boys. Greg’s little dick isn’t doing it for me, so I have told him that I’m going to start to cuckold him. How would you like a go?” I then looked down at my husband. “Yes or no. Send or not?”

“Send it.” He said without hesitation.

The sound of the text sending whizzed through the air, an ominous alert to the official beginning to my allowed infidelity. I put the phone to the side of me and continued to ride my husband. “I need to tell you something now though.” I said, knowing it was time to come clean. “Put your hands on my arse.” He did, feeling and squeezing them, but then slowing, running his fingers across the welts. Looking around me, he finally raised the nightie and saw what was there. “I’ve been seeing other men.” I told him, and his horrified eyes met mine. The firmness of his cock told me he was turned on by my infidelity, but the look in his eyes indicated a fear that our marriage was over. I needed to put a stop to that immediately. “This isn’t about whether I love you or not. That’s established and clear. No matter what, I will never, ever leave you.”

“Oh.” He visibly relaxed.

“I’m a slut, Greg.” I smiled apologetically. “I’ve always been a slut, as you know, but for a while, I tried to tell myself that I’m not. Then I met a man, he pissed me off, so I fucked him, and I’ve been fucking him ever since. His name is Jake, and he’s my Master. He has collared me, and he does depraved things to me, like fuck his female neighbour, or drink his piss, and I love every second of it.”

“Holy shit, Adri.” He gasped, then he began laughing. “That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.”

Finally, I felt myself relax. “That’s not all. The other day, I was late picking up Amy. I was dressed in that pink outfit, remember?” His eyes widened and he nodded again. “I had to borrow a raincoat to pick Amy up, but I…” I bit my lip. “I let Mr Price spank me and then cum inside me as an apology.”

“I think I might cum.” Greg said. I could feel him holding back, trembling.

“Today, he caned me. That’s why my arse and legs are like this. He caned me hard, after I blew him, and then he came in my dirty pussy.”

“Oh god!” Greg screamed, and came inside me as I giggled. “Please tell me that was all true.” He asked after he came, and I was so glad his libido had held firm.

I continued to giggle. “Yes, it’s all true. Do you hate me?” I asked sweetly.

“No, I love you! My god, babe! That’s so hot!”

“I know. I was so looking forward to telling you, but I needed the moment to be right.”

“No, it’s perfect!”

Just as he said that, the phone pinged. Not only was Grant up for it, but he was up for it that night, and he only lived around the corner. I asked Greg one last time, if he was sure, and he assured me that he was. So I showered, put on a black suspender-belt, black fishnet stockings, and a black see-through bra. I kissed Greg and smiled, “do not wank!” I told him.

Finally slipping on a short coat, I put the thigh-high boots back on, and left.

I was shaking with nerves when I arrived at Grant’s apartment, which was literally a two-minute walk from our place. The moment he opened the door, I dropped the coat, stepping over without a word and placing my lips on his. He was a muscular guy, huge, and in his hands, I felt fragile, just the way I liked it.

“On your knees and suck me. See what you’ve been missing married to that pussy.” He snarled.

His cock was huge. Yes, he had every right to be arrogant, because the fucking thing was a baseball bat. My lips had to stretch to fit over it, it was that fat. I was producing so much saliva that my oral sounded almost comically porn. “Yucka-yucka-yucka,” sounds emanated from my throat as it struggled to accommodate the cartoonishly large penis. I just hoped he knew how to use it.

He did.

With me bent over the bed and a hand holding my throat, he slammed that ten-inch thing in and out of me with reckless abandon. I screamed at the pleasure and pain of having the equivalent of a beer can thrust in and out of me over and over, but also knowing the my husband was at home waiting for his colleague and arch-nemesis to fuck me, was making me doubly-hot.

This beast of a man just kept going, over and over. I told him to grab me, bruise me, mark me as his, and he was only too happy to do so, squeezing my breasts in ways which they shouldn’t have been squeezed, choking my throat so hard I thought he was going to kill me, and that just turned me on more.

As he fucked me, he wanted me to tell him what I really thought about Greg. “He’s a fucking pussy! He can’t fuck me to save his life! He’ll never be half the man that you are!” I snarled, grinning sadistically. “And I mean it too! I’ve never been satisfied by him. I’ve a slut who has been cheating on him. I fucking love cheating. I love getting other cocks than his”

“That tracks. I always said he was a pussy.” Grant laughed.

“He is! Fucking pussy!” I snarled, slamming myself against his huge dick.

“Gonna send you back full of my cum for him to clean.”

“Yeah, that way tomorrow you’ll know he’s a cum eating pussy.”

“I’m gonna want video proof.”

“Sure!” I laughed.

It was all very evil and sadistic, but I also knew that by providing Grant with regular sex, I’d be able to help Greg too. So after Grant made me cum several times, it was my turn to take control. I pushed him on his back and began riding him, but at times I would slow down and tease him.

“But if we are going to have sex together, you need to be nicer to Greg at work.” I told him with a smirk.

“Seriously?” He moaned, and I stopped moving. “Fine! Fine! I’ll be nicer to him.”

“And if you feel he deserves a promotion, you support him, not speak badly about him, like you did last time.”

The man sighed and looked away. “Fine!” He said, but his eyes bolted to me. “But I get to fuck you a lot!”

“Yes, fine by me.”

“And if I come over to your place to fuck you in front of him, I get to humiliate him there.”

“Definitely.”

Finally, I decided to let him off the hook and let him cum inside me. I used my muscles to squeeze his cock, extracting as much cum from him as possible, then jumped off and ran to my purse, where I pulled out a tampon, pushing it inside, watching him as I did it.

“Thanks Grant. See you tomorrow?” I giggled.

“Yes please!”

A few minutes later, I was home and grinning naughtily at my expectant husband, laying there in bed. Without a word, I dropped my coat to the floor and he looked at my bruised and used skin. Then he saw the string of the tampon and he gulped, before sliding down the bed to lie flat. He wanted this.

I readied my camera on video, then climbed over his head, aiming the camera down, and reached for the string, pulling the tampon out. As I did, a huge glob of cum dropped heavily into Greg’s awaiting mouth. “That’s it wimp, eat Grant’s cum. Know that a better man has fucked me.” I snarled, grabbing his hair now and pulling him to me. Fuck, this was getting me off way more than I had expected. It was such a power trip, and it made me wonder what it would be like with Grant here.

“Grant’s going to come around here eventually, and when he does, you’re going to serve him like he was your lord and master. And do you know why?” I snapped, pulling him back to look me in the eyes. “Because he is your lord and master!” I then spat on him and forced him back to my cunt.

Today I discovered so many new things, about my husband, sure, but about myself too. To big strong men, I was a wimpy submissive bitch, that I already knew, but to wimpy men, I was a dominant queen, and I got off on being evil. When I was younger, I didn’t do being a slut by half. I found men, fucked them, and went home, or I found a strong dominant man, and let him use me like an old cloth. Men railed me over and over. I was passed around in groups, and I loved it. I was sexually abused as a fetish, and I loved it. Sure, I could be beaten during sex, come away bruised and be happy, but what I didn’t like was men who beat me just as a power trip, just because they were abusers. That wasn’t okay.

Either way, I didn’t do anything by halves, and I sure wasn’t going to do this by half. Poor Greg didn’t know what he was getting himself in for.
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As I walked around the kitchen preparing my daughter’s lunchbox, I watched my husband run around grabbing his coffee and breakfast. He was late for work because we played well into the night and then overslept, which meant I would be driving Amy to school this time. But looking at Greg, dashing around in his suit, I felt a warmth of love in my heart. This man had given me so much, and now I was becoming a cheating slut again, he was not only accepting it, but encouraging it.

I grabbed him, pulling him into a kiss. “I love you.” I said with a soft smile, adoration in my eyes.

His rosy cheeks and embarrassed smile told me he felt the same way. “What was that for?” He asked softly.

“Because you are the most wonderful person ever, and you love me the way I am. Games aside, I worship you. I think without you, my life would be miserable.”

“Mmm…I think you’d find a way to make it fun.” He said, squeezing my bum through the thin red satin skirt.

“Wouldn’t be the same.” I told him, kissing him again.

I felt his fingers twang the suspender-belt under the skirt and his chuckled. “Going to see the headmaster?”

“Uh-huh.” I grinned.

His lips came close to my ear. “Naughty girl.” He whispered.

“I am.”

When I arrived at the school this time, I was disappointed to find a young blonde woman sat outside Mr Price’s office. It turned out that she was the school secretary and only worked part-time as she was on semi-maternity leave, but I guessed it meant we couldn’t play. However, when Mr Price came out to collect me, he still seemed very happy to see me.

“Will you be coming back this afternoon too?” He asked once we were in the office, his hands roaming my body.

“Yes Sir.” I said. “Is that a better time to play?”

“Oh, no, just I get to have you twice in one day. A premium I’d suggest.” He chuckled, squeezing my breasts through the black silk blouse. “Pull up your skirt and bend over the desk.”

“What about the secretary?” I asked,

He looked at the door. “June? Oh, no need to worry about her.” He smiled. “June and I have been having an affair for a while. She knows about you. Bit jealous mind, but…” He walked to the door as I bent over the desk with my skirt up, exposing my knickerless bum. “June, come in would you?”

My eyes widened in surprise as the girl walked in, gasping to see me in such a position. However, her expression changed when Mr Price handed her the cane. “Give her ten of the best. Punishment for fucking your lover.” He said with a sneer, and then she smiled.

June didn’t hold back, smashing the cane down hard on my already damaged backside. Then after the ten were complete, I was forced onto the rug where June spread her legs for me to eat her pussy, as Mr Price fucked me hard. For me, eating pussy whilst getting fucked was like whipped cream on a brownie. You could eat it without, but with it made it that much better.

I licked June to an orgasm, but when Mr Price came in me, June scrambled down to my cunt and began licking away, sucking the cum from me. I moaned as this woman expertly licked me clean and then brought me to an orgasm.

After we dressed, I followed June out, telling Mr Price I would see him later. I had the chance to talk to the blonde girl, and find out more about her. It turned out she began having an affair with Mr Price about a week before her wedding. Apparently, she found out that he fiancée had fucked the stripper, but rather than just leave him, she decided that she would fool around too.

“But once I did it, I found it kinda hard to stop.” She giggled.

“I get that.” I laughed, telling her about my life up to that point, a life she found hot. “Maybe we could fool around sometime.”

“I’d like to.” She smiled, giving me her phone number. “Let me know if you ever need help with Grant or Jake.”

I promised I would, then turned to leave, when something occurred to me. “Erm…your kid… how old is, erm, it?”

“He.” She told me. “Three months.” Then she saw what I was leading up to and blushed. “Yes, he is…”

I couldn’t help but giggle. In a few years’ time, the truth would come out and it would make for one hell of a scandal. Headmaster of primary school father’s secretary’s child.

After that, I headed home to do some work on my Instagram. This time though, I decide to wear a pair of black spandex hot-pants and a tiny black crop-top for the shoot. When Diane arrived and saw me, she stared and bit her lip.

“Too much?” I asked.

She looked me up and down, then smiled. “Okay, so, cards on the table, you’ve been dressing up differently lately. You told me about Jake, and I get it.”

“Right. Now Greg knows.” I saw the look of horror on her face, but I smiled. “And he’s cool with it.”

The look of horror transformed into a knowing smile. “Where are you going with this? You realise that if you open an OnlyFans, you’ll lose part of your fanbase, right?”

“Right. But how much would I earn?”

The look on Diane’s face told me what I needed to know. With the following I had on Instagram, opening an OnlyFans would probably make me very rich. “So rich that Greg wouldn’t need to work anymore.” Diane explained.

“I assume I’d need to find a new photographer.” I noted sadly.

“No. I’m not a prude. If you wanna do porn, I’d be happy to film it.” The redhead explained.

For a long moment, I gave it some thought, then I asked, “Would you help me get setup?”

Diane grinned, and then nodded, walking over to my computer. Together, we began building the OnlyFans profile. Then she explained that I would need an introductory video.

“Like what?” I asked.

“Get naked except for the boots.” She said. As I did so, she showed me where in the kitchen she wanted me to stand, holding only a wooden spoon and a mixing bowl. Then she readied her camera. “Okay, say something like you have decided to be naughty, and need someone to a wooden spoon to your backside, and then welcome people.”

Nodding, I thought about it, then I signalled to begin and said, “Hi Fans! Lately I’ve been a naughty girl and cheated on my husband. It turns out that he’s fine with me being a slut, so I thought I’d document it for all of you loyal followers. Obviously, I’m going to need punishment for being such a dirty little slut.” I swished the spoon. “I hope you all have a good time watching me do some really depraved shit here. Love you!”

Diane ended the video and then nodded, “Perfect.” She then uploaded it to the site.

The moment it was up there, I shook with nerves, giggling and asking her if I was doing the right thing. Diane asked me what I hoped to get out of this lifestyle, as a whole, to which I explained about how I was a slut at heart, and liked the idea of being so sexually free that I could essentially fuck who I liked and not worry about attachments.

“Anyone you want?” She asked.

“Yes, anyone.”

“So, you are doing the right thing, because with the following you have, mixed with the lifestyle, you’ll become a very rich woman, and you’ll have fun doing it. It’s different if money is an issue and you are doing it just for that.”

It suddenly occurred to me that I didn’t know how much Diane made in total. I paid her on a monthly basis based on the hours worked, and she only made thirty-five pounds an hour. “How many clients do you have?” I asked her.

“Well, I’m still studying, as you know, so I don’t have many. This pays the bills though.” She was studying her Ph.D. in Psychology, so yeah, she was going to be in university till her late twenties.

“Can I make a suggestion?” I began.

“Sure.” She shrugged.

“You be my official photographer and videographer, full-time. Between studying of course. And also my social media manager. I’ll pay you thirty percent of my earnings.”

Her eyes widened. “Thirty percent? Adri, if you are as successful as I think you’ll be, that will be a lot! Ten is more than enough.”

“Twenty-five.”

“Fifteen.”

“Thirty-five!”

She gave me a queer look. “I’m not sure you understand how negotiating works. Eighteen.”

“Twenty-five and bonuses and benefits.”

“Do benefits include the occasional orgasm?” She asked me.

My face softened. “Oh honey!” I gushed, pulling her to my naked body. “You can have me anytime you want.”

She smiled and licked her lips. “Twenty, bonuses, and I get to fuck you and take part in some of the videos with you. On the videos I take part in, I get fifty percent of the tips.”

“Deal!” I said quickly, then pulling her lips to mine.

“Wait! This is wasted good footage.” She said. “Bedroom. I’ll bring a tripod.”

For the next hour, she left the camera running, connected directly to the computer, and recorded us fucking in various positions. Soon, viewers would be able to see me and Diane scissoring, licking, 69ing, and much more. God, all of this was making me so horny.

Once we finally got that out of our system, Diane helped me select lingerie to wear for the Instagram video, deciding it to be more enticing than the hot pants. We settled on a white lacy corset, a white lace thong, white stockings, and white lace elbow gloves.

“Hi Fans, I know many of you have been asking for this, so I decided it was time to do it. I am now on OnlyFans, where I will be recording all my latest exploits. Those who know me, know that I was always a bit of a slut. I stopped for a bit, but we agreed with my husband, that it was time for me to be me. As such, you’ll be finding more intimate details about me on OnlyFans. See you there!” I said.

Finally, it was posted online.

I’m not sure what I was expecting because I didn’t know too much about OnlyFans, but I expected that I’d get about a hundred dollars a week or something from it. I left it online, ignoring the DMs coming my way, and then did my usual content.

A couple of hours later, I was at Jake’s place, and he was telling me that he’d subscribed already and loved the lesbian video I put up. I told him that it was my videographer and now manager, to which he said that he would be happy to do videos with me, so long as we blurred his face. That gave me pause, so I asked him if he was up for it now, to which he said he was.

After calling Diane, she said she had time and drove over. When she arrived, I was shocked to find she had changed into a tiny pink skater skirt and a pink bralette, and if anything she got me even more wet than before.

We explained the plan, to which Diane said that an auto-blur was easy.

For the next two hours, Diane moved around, recording a hardcore BDSM porn video of me being whipped, fisted, spanked, choked and fucked. This was not for the feint of heart, this was dark hardcore porn. Bodily fluids were clearly visible, but Jake didn’t hold back, he treated me the way he always did.

Then about halfway through, Diane couldn’t take it anymore. She stripped down and put the camera on a tripod, joining us in bed, pinching and pulling the clamps on my nipples, and calling me a dirty fucking slut. I slobbered over her cunt as my lover ramrodded me, taking me hard and deep, pulling my long hair and using them like reins.

I screamed and begged for more, telling them to treat me like the filthy slut I was.

By the time they were done with me, I told Diane to first email the video to Greg so that he could watch. She promised she would, then would clean it up and make it ready to upload.

“So Greg knows now huh?” Jake smiled. “About me too?”

“Everything.” I filled him in on the events of the last twenty-four hours, and rather than get upset about Grant, Jake said that it sounded like the perfect opportunity to make Greg into what he needed to be.

“Have you thought about sissification?” He asked.

“What is it?” I asked back.

Diane answered for him. “Forced feminisation. Forcing Greg to dress in over-the-top sissy dresses to humiliate him and take away his manhood. You’ll find a lot of your followers will ask you to do it to them for money, and they’ll ask you to be a keyholder.”

“A what?” I was getting lost in the terminology.

“A keyholder.” Diane explained. “They pay you to look after their chastity cage keys.”

“Wait, wait, wait. Chastity cages for men really exist?”

The other two looked at me like I’d been living under a rock. “Yeah.” They both gasped.

“Where can I buy one?” I grinned.
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Sissification was something I would need to research, but not chastity. Diane and I travelled to a sex shop where she helped me to pick out a chastity cage for Greg. I was going to go for a heavy metal one, but Diane told me to start him on a nano-cage made out of composite materials, explaining that it would be lighter and more comfortable for him.

“It’s flat!” I gasped. “How can it be possibly more comfortable?”

“His cock will push inside him, but the weight won’t pull. Trust me, this is more comfortable for long-term wear, and it will make him a little smaller too.” She grinned.

“Oh, you are evil!” I gasped, then pushed her a little. “I love it!”

After dropping off Diane at her place, I drove on to the school to pick up Amy. Unfortunately, June was gone, but still, Mr Price gave me another thorough caning. This time though, he wanted to try something new. As I was bent over his desk, panting from the thrashing I’d just received, I felt him press his cock against my arsehole. With a hiss, I felt the head enter, but I didn’t dare argue; I was just a slut for cock, no matter where.

Most women don’t care for anal sex, at least, that’s been my experience, but I enjoyed it. The feeling of being filled there was one thing, but more, it was the downright dirtiness of it.

“Fucking dirty slut with an OnlyFans now!” Mr Price snarled as he rammed his dick in and out of my tightest of holes. “You’ll take cock anywhere, won’t you?”

“Yes Sir! Because I’m just filthy, Sir, filthy!”

“Yes you are!” He said, moving in and out fast and faster, until finally, with a long gasp, he came inside me.

As I dressed, Mr Price told me how much he liked my first lesbian video, and that he’d already given me a tip. It made me wonder, if Jake and Mr Price already knew, how many others had followed them there.

When I finally had Amy and was walking to the car, I read a message from Greg, stating that he’d loved the video. For a moment, I wondered which one, but then realised Diane had already sent him my video from today.

Once I got home, I sent Amy off to play and logged into OnlyFans. Diane had uploaded the sex video with Jake and her, as promised, blurring his face. I was surprised that Diane hadn’t blurred her own, only to find a comment underneath to another OnlyFans account, belonging to Diane. It seemed, she’d been working on OnlyFans longer than me, but I’d find out later that she didn’t really make anything from it, until now, that is.

To my utter surprise, in just those first few hours, I’d made nearly two thousand dollars. I couldn’t believe it. And on top of that, I was getting requests from people for other content. People were offering me hundreds of dollars for private videos just for them. Men were asking me to dominate them and send them mean videos in return for them paying me money on a regular basis, and as Diane mentioned, people were asking me to be their keyholder. Fuck, I had to look up what SPH meant!

When Greg got home, we talked about the video and the OnlyFans. He was supportive, of course. “If this is what you want to do, then do it. I don’t mind.” He told me. However, when I told him how much I had already made, he began to calculate it in his head. “That’s from just a few hours?” He asked me.

“Yeah. And the Yanks aren’t even properly up yet.” I laughed. “Honestly though, today you saw how I am treated on a regular basis. That’s me to other men. It’s a lot, I know. How did it make you feel?”

He blushed. “It’s hard, obviously. I’m sad because I can’t give you that, but at the same time, it turns me on that I can’t give you that.”

“You give me much more than that.  And sexually, I like that I can be dominant with you. Which reminds me, I got you a present.”

“Really?”

“Later.”

We discussed his day, and he told me that Grant actually didn’t say anything to him. In fact, Grant was nice to him that day, which meant I owed Grant. I told Greg that I’d be seeing Grant again that night, and rather than answer, I saw Greg get an erection. One of his last for a while, I thought.

I texted Grant to say I’d be there at eight, to which he wrote back that I should be on my knees naked when he opened the door. I said I would.

Finally, it was time to put Amy to bed, and once that was done, I showed Greg the cage. For a moment, he just stared at it in shock, but then he grabbed me and pulled me in for a tight hug. He thanked me for being the perfect wife, the one who always dreamed of having.

“Honestly, I have been getting off on femdom porn for years.” He admitted. “I’ve just been too scared to tell you.”

“Honey, I’ll give you everything you’ve ever dreamt of. By the way, what do you know about sissification?”

Once again, his eyes went wide, then nodded. “Oh my god, babe…” He said, and out of nowhere, his cock came right there and then, without touching it. I giggled and nodded.

“I need to read up on this, because we’re gonna have so much fun.”

I was about to put the cage on him, when he stopped me. “Let me shower and shave myself first, then record me.”

Was he suggesting I out him on my OnlyFans? “Babe, but publicly…”

“Mistress, they already know. You started an OnlyFans and showed you are having an affair. People I know, who follow you, my family included, have already called me. The cat’s out of the bag. You might as well go all in, make as much from this as possible.”

I bit my lip and considered what he was saying. That I would publicly humiliate him in such a way, in such a sexually public way, well, it wasn’t something I had considered, but at the same time, it turned me on. It turned me on that his parents now knew I was a rampant slut, that was something I’d forgotten to consider earlier that day, but honestly, I no longer cared. I wanted to be out.

“Do it.” I said firmly, getting into the role.

I readied the camera as he was showering, then began recording myself, holding the cage, now completely naked. “Hi Fans! So, hubby’s in the shower. Today he found out just how much of a slut I am for other men and women, but now he’s about to discover something else.” I held up the cage. “I’m not a slut for him. Tip me the number of days he should stay locked up.” I winked. I then paused the video and walked to the bathroom. I told Greg to act scared and shocked that I was locking him up, to beg me and behave like a submissive little bitch. He promised he would.

I was recording as he stepped out of the bathroom, completely naked. “Honey, what’s this? Why are you recording me?”

“Shut the fuck up! Kneel!” I screamed.

“What?” He replied, confused, but as he did, he spread his legs, and I knew what he wanted.

Giving him a hard kick to the balls, he collapsed to the ground. I then grabbed him by the hair and made him look at me. “You know I’m fucking men now, real men, not pussies like you. I’m done with you. All you are good for is making money and licking my lover’s cum from my pussy. As such, I’m gonna lock you up.” I said, showing him the cage.

“But Adri…” He began, so I slapped him, then spat in his face.

“Apologise to me. Apologise for being a wimp ass pussy. Apologise to Mistress for not being able to satisfy me.”

“I’m sorry Mistress. I’m sorry I could never satisfy you. I’m sorry Mistress for being a wimp ass pussy.”

“On the bed, lie back.”

I made him hold the phone whilst I put the cage on him, locking it up. “That’s it honey.” I said in mock sweetness. “No more sex for you. Maybe I’ll peg you on camera. Beg me. Beg me to fuck you up the arse!”

“Please Mistress! Please peg me! Please fuck my arsehole!”

I giggled and turned the camera to me. “I’ve been reading about sissification. I need to learn more. Should I do it to my husband? Should I make Greg as sissy? Let me know fans!”

After I ended the video, Greg burst out laughing. He said that whilst it was hot, the scene was pretty funny to film. I asked him if he was sure I should upload it, to which he said I definitely should.

It was funny for me, but in a different way. It just goes to show how sometimes you don’t really know the person you are living with. I was so afraid of hurting Greg, that I could have ended up sacrificing our ultimate happiness. In the end though, it seemed we were the perfect fit.

Before heading out to Grant’s place, he texted to say I should bring an overnight bag. Whilst the idea of spending the night fucking was good, I certainly had no desire to sleep with any other man than my husband. I wrote back that that was not an option. Thankfully, he accepted it.

When Grant said I was to be waiting on his doorstep naked, I thought he meant of his apartment, not of the building itself. It was raining outside, my coat was lying next to me, and whilst dark, people were still out and about. Women whispered comments of how disgusting I was, men lusted after me, as I knelt there on the concrete step, torrential rain washing over my naked body, pouring down my breasts and off my pierced nipples.

Eventually, I was let in, and crawled to his apartment, where he wasted no time filling my mouth with his cock, skull-fucking me. When it came time to fuck me, he put the lights on full and moved me out to the balcony, in full view of the apartment block across the street and the public below, as he fucked me hard, so hard I screamed and moaned, unable to keep silent. People stared, people recorded me, but I didn’t care. This was who I was, and I was done hiding it.

Grant sent me back to Greg with three loads of cum inside me, and the word WHORE written across my breasts in marker, and SLUT across my face.

“You should get tattoos.” Greg said when he saw me, shocking me.

“I’m not having slut tattooed on my face.”

“No silly.” He said, using some sort of spirit to wipe off the ink. “But you could have something kinky tattooed on your bum.”

He was right, I could, but so could he. “Only if you have cuckold tattooed somewhere.”

“Deal.” He smiled.

I recorded Greg licking my pussy, telling my fans that I’d just been fucked by one of my lovers. However, when I went to my profile on OnlyFans, I was shocked by what I saw. “Honey.” I stammered.

“Yeah?” He asked.

“I’ve made over ten thousand dollars so far. I already have over seven hundred subscribers!” I told him.

“Holy shit!” He gasped, looking at the screen in front of me. “Heck, look at the number of likes and comments.”

“Look at the tips!”

Okay, so I’d built up a huge following on Instagram, but I hadn’t expected such a high number of people followed me because of my looks. I honestly thought it was because of my exercise routines and food advice. This was ridiculous though. I texted Diane who wrote that her subscribers had gone up thanks to me too. It was insane!

I’d begun to get responses to my questions about sissifying my husband too, with everyone egging me on, telling me to do it. Honestly, I still hadn’t read anything substantial about it, so I decided to do some digging.

On Instagram, I came across a profile of a sissy in the US, named Christine Bellejolais. At first, I thought she was just a transvestite, but the more I looked at her extravagant outfits, the more I realised that she epitomised everything I had just read about how sissies dress (look her up @Christine_Bellejolais – she’s gorgeous).

I turned the phone to Greg and showed him. “I want to dress you up like this.” Christine was in a purple satin sissy party dress, too short to cover her backside with the ruffled petticoat, with big puffed up shoulders, and a huge pink bow on her head. “I want you to dress like this all the time, forever. It’s so hot!”

Greg gulped, nodding slowly. “Yeah. But it’s scary.”

“Why?”

“What about work? What about Amy?”

Amy was still young, and liked the idea of dress-up. “I think seeing outfits like this will normalise them for her. She’ll be less inclined to hate it later.”

“Maybe.” He nodded.

“As to work…” I had already been thinking about this. If my OnlyFans picked up the way it seemed to be, did Greg need to work? “If this works out, then how would you like to be my OnlyFans partner and official sissy maid?”

The horniness Greg felt clearly made him want to say yes, but he knew how the real world was, and it scared him. Not that he couldn’t play or didn’t want to, but rather what the reaction would be. “Do you honestly care?” I asked him. He didn’t really have friends, and he didn’t really see his family. He had me, predominantly, and work. And work stressed him. In fact, more recently, he hated work and really wished he didn’t need to do it. I agreed.

“Let’s start slow.” He said. “Let’s see where this goes, and then yes, if the money comes in the way it is, then I’ll quit my job and we’ll do this full-time.”

We kissed and I thanked him for being such an understanding husband. This whole thing could end up changing our lives in more ways than just sexually. And I was excited for the times ahead.


Seven

It would be a week before Greg finally got to experience being a cuckold face-to-face. That was because Amy had a sleepover at a friend, and we decided that Grant could come over. The rules were simple. Greg was Grant’s submissive at home, and he could not argue or say no to something. He could act disgusted, ashamed or reluctant for the cameras, but other than that, he was to accept everything, unless, he said the word, Avocado. That was our safe word.

For the event, Greg would be wearing pink satin panties, pink suspender-belt, white stockings, a pink satin and white lace nightie from Satini on Amazon, a blonde wig, and make-up, along with his new pink and white Mary-Jane shoes. We still did not have any proper sissy outfits because they were being made to order, something I paid a fortune to have done for just ten dresses.

Still, in my first week on OnlyFans, I’d made over a hundred-thousand dollars. It turned out that providing regular content really made a difference, and we noticed many subscribers switching from one-off to recurring.

The bell went and I knew that was Diane. She was now a regular in our house at night to record the process of dominating and sissifying Greg. In fact, just two days earlier, we recorded and lengthy BDSM session, where Diane and I beat Greg with crops, and then fucked him with our strap-on dildos, and unforgettable experience if ever there was one. Not just for me. After that Greg begged me to do it again the next day too.

Just yesterday, Diane recorded me collecting all of Greg’s male underwear, and throwing it onto a bonfire in the garden, with me telling the viewers that that was it for male underwear, that it was Greg’s first real step into permanent sissification. Of course, for the camera, Greg begged me not to, but in reality, he was loving it more than me.

For tonight, Diane was clearly ready to get fucked too, and given that she was thin and slight, she’d gone for the girlie-girl look, in a red metallic pleated micro-skirt and a white spaghetti-strap tank-top, her C-cup boobs stretching the fabric so thin that her dark nipples showed through.

The bell rang again so I sent Greg to open the door. Diane followed, camera rolling as this was the start.

In the meantime, I readied myself in my pink underbust bra, my pierced nipples elevated by thick lace, a pink satin waspie, and pink stockings. I lay on the bed in wait, listening to the sound of Grant telling my husband what a little bitch he was.

Finally, they arrived in the room and instantly, Grant and I kissed. My husband knelt behind, his head down, looking embarrassed and sad, but I knew it was all an act. “Oh I missed you baby.” I told Grant, undressing him for the camera.

“I missed you too.” He said, taking one of my nipples in his mouth. “I see you’ve turned your pussy husband into a sissy for me.”

“Mmm-hmm, just like we agreed. He’s only good for bringing in the money, but other than that, you’re the man here.” I told him. Then turned to Greg. “Apologise for being such a pussy.”

“I’m sorry Mistress, Sir.” Greg said.

Grant and I kissed as I moaned, his fingers already inside me, pulsing, feeling my sopping snatch. I dropped to my knees and sucked on the cock, glugging and choking on it, before pulling loose and looking at Greg. “See sissy. See what he has and you don’t?” I asked.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Come closer. Come take a look.” I told him sweetly.

“No Mistress, please!” He begged for the camera.

“Do it, fuckwit! Now!” I snapped, reaching over and slapping his face hard. He shuffled over and I grabbed his hair, forcing him to look at the cock I was holding. Suddenly, and completely off script, Grant turned and shoved the cock into Greg’s mouth. Knowing this wasn’t what we agreed, I let Greg go so he could pull away, but I didn’t break character. Greg’s questioning eyes caught mine, and I quickly glanced at Grant. However, I said, “Did you like that sweety? Did you like a real man’s cock in your mouth?”

“No Mistress.” He sulked.

“Nothing you want to say?” I asked, hinting at his safe word.

He said nothing for a moment, then shook his head, but from the blush on his face, I saw how embarrassed he was. “No Mistress.”

Well this was a turn-up for the books. Was I now discovering a new fetish?

I went back to sucking Grant, but at the same time, all this new information was spinning in my head. So I decided to go for broke and pulled off, grabbing Greg’s hair again and forced his mouth onto Grant’s cock, laughing as I forced his head up and down the huge shaft, before forcing him to choke on it before releasing it.

“Nothing you wanna say now?” I asked with a grin, challenging him to say his safe word.

“No Mistress.” He whispered.

“Good.” I said, going back to sucking Grant’s dick.

I forced Greg to suck Grant’s dick one more time, then spat in his face and pushed him to the floor, telling him to watch a real man take me. The moment the cock entered me, with my husband on the floor watching, I knew it was different. It was such a great feeling, like a pleasure enhancer, to have Greg there, eyes glued on me as I moaned and panted.

“See Greg. See how good he is?” I moaned, the sound of skin-on-skin slapping filling the room, as Diane moved around, zooming in.

“Yes Mistress!” Greg gasped, “It’s so beautiful.” And I knew this was Greg talking now, not the script or for the camera, this was how he felt.

“Give me your hand.” I said, holding my sissy husband’s hand as Grant railed me hard.

Grant pulled out and held out his cock, telling Greg to come taste my juices. He moved a little, then acted like he didn’t want to.

“Go on honey. You know you want to.” I said softly, pushing on Greg’s head.

Slowly, Greg climbed up and began sucking on Grant’s cock, eyes closed, he bobbed up and down, until Grant pulled out to the sound of a plop, then placing it back into my cunt. Diane had done a close-up of the whole thing, and from the look on her face, she was having a hard time not creaming her panties as it was.

I pushed Greg’s head, forcing his lips to my clit, so Diane zoomed in on Greg’s tongue coming out, licking the shaft moving in and out of me, but also tickling at my clit. Every so often, Grant’s cock came out, and this time, Greg didn’t hesitate, sucking on the cock for dear life.

“Lie on your back, head down here.” Grant told Greg, then manoeuvred me onto all fours over Greg. As Grant began fucking me doggy-style, I felt Greg’s mouth make contact with my mound, sucking and licking. Diane had to crouch to get the shot.

My first orgasm hit hard. Diane got that too. One of the things Diane said I had going for me was that I had a cute orgasm face, a soft almost scared look, whereas many people had to be trained to get a nice face. “Some men look like Frankenstein’s monster or something.” She laughed.

At some point, Grant dipped his balls down, forcing Greg to suck on each like an egg. He laughed, telling Greg he was a fucking waste of space. “You’re never fucking your wife again.” Grant laughed.

“Hear that honey?” I asked, and as I said what I said next, I realised I wanted to mean it, that this was the natural order of things. “You’re never putting that useless cock in me ever again. Greg, honey,” I looked down at him. “I mean it, yeah? I’m not just saying it, I mean it. Have you got anything to say?”

“No Mistress.” He replied.

I nodded. “No more fucking me or any woman. Anyway, based on the tips from everyone, your cage isn’t coming off for the next five years anyway.” I laughed. “I’m not letting my fans down!”

“You’re a slut for anyone else’s cock, aren’t you?” Grant asked me.

“I am.”

“Hmm… So why haven’t you offered yourself to a high-bidder from your fans? Maybe some rich guy with a big dick will fuck you on camera?”

I stared at Grant, chewing on my bottom lip as he continued to fuck me, then turned to the camera and said, “Hear that guys? Got a big dick? Or are you a group and want a girl who will do anything? Write to me and make an offer, maybe I’ll consider it.”

Diane couldn’t take anymore. Still holding the camera, she shuffled out of her panties and climbed in front of my face, camera pointing at Grant’s dick still pummelling me, then zooming on my tongue licking furiously at her soaking wet cunt. As Diane erupted in orgasm, so did I, which also kicked off Grant’s. I tapped at Diane’s leg and she immediately moved to record what was going on behind me.

As Grant’s dick came out of me, so did his cum, dripping into my husband’s mouth. Using my muscles, I forced as much out as possible, but then I pushed too much and began urinating. Rather than clench and stop, I leant into it and let it flow into Greg’s mouth, much to the laughter of Grant and Diane.

“Something to swallow your protein shake.” I said to Greg.

Grant then pushed his dick into Greg’s mouth and Diane recorded him sucking the cock clean. Then as Grant pulled back, he too urinated into Greg’s mouth, taking care not to go too fast so that he spilled it.

“Get on your knees and suck me, sissy.” Said Grant. “I want to get hard again so that I can fuck Diane.”

“Yes Sir.” My husband said, getting on his hands and knees, taking hold of the huge softening cock and sucking on it.

As Greg sucked, I crouched beside him, stroking his back and speaking words of encouragement; telling him what a good little sissy slut he was, how he was such a great little cocksucker. “Because that’s all you are good for, isn’t it? You’re only good for sucking men’s cocks, aren’t you? But that’s okay, because I’m going to have so many men here, you’ll have more than enough cocks to suck.”

Once the cock was erect again, Grant pushed him away and told him to take the camera. “I want my girls to play together whilst I fuck Diane. You can record.”

As Grant fucked Diane, I sat myself on her face, letting her lick away. This week, I’d had sex with Diane so often that it had become second nature, to the point that when we saw each other, it became normal to kiss like lovers. And when we weren’t together like lovers, we were like best friends, sending each other memes, telling jokes, gossiping, or even shopping.

But yes, she was a great pussy-licker, and I was glad to have her under me at that moment.

“Oh fuck!” Diane cried out, and her body tensed up before she let out a guttural moan. I giggled as her voice vibrated through me. “So good!” She gasped.

“Keep licking me, you dirty little whore.” I purred.

But Grant clearly had another idea. Suddenly, he was out of her and pushing on my back. Using the lubrication of Diane’s pussy, he forced himself into my anus, making me squeal in pain. Greg gave me a look that suggested I should stop everything, but I stared back, a quick shake of the head. Greg didn’t know that I fucking loved anal, so Grant using me like this was just what I needed.

“Diane, climb out and get next to her, same position.” Grant said, and Diane scrambled to it.

“Is it going to hurt?” Diane whispered to me.

“Yes, but it’ll be okay.” I told her. “Never done anal?”

“No.”

I felt the cock leave me and Grant move to her. I looked across and from the corner of my eye, I saw Grant being extra-careful with her. He wasn’t an idiot, he didn’t want to hurt her. Diane hissed a moment and he paused, before continuing, and eventually, bottoming out.

“You okay?” I whispered.

“Yeah…yeah. Fuck, I feel so full.” Diane gasped, and at that moment, Grant began to move.

Over the next ten minutes, Grant alternated between us as we both kissed passionately. It was a truly bizarre event, and yet it was the most interesting way of sharing each other I’d ever experienced, and I felt closer to Diane than ever.

“What do you say sissy?” Grant asked. “Room for one more if you want to assume the position next to your wife?”

With a snort, I tried to stop laughing. That would be too much, but as much as I thought that, I also wanted him to do it, to get in position and take Grant’s cock. I looked across and tapped the bed next to me, but Greg simply shook his head quickly, making it clear that he wasn’t ready for anything so far over the line.

Eventually, Grant pushed into Diane’s pussy and came. Handing the camera to me, I filmed my husband sucking on Diane’s pussy, licking up the cum, then licking her to an orgasm. Not wanting to feel left out, she then pushed his head to the bed, and slowly began urinating in his mouth.

After sucking and licking Grant’s cock for a bit, we ended the filming, and finally each allowed ourselves a glass of wine. Everyone was in a jovial mood, and much to my surprise, Grant and Greg chatted normally, no bossiness or bullying.

“I hope you didn’t mind the cock in your mouth thing, but I just thought it would look better for the video.” Grant told Greg.

“No, erm, it’s kind of a fetish of mine anyway. To be forced.” Greg blushed.

“I was serious about fucking you. I don’t mind.” Grant told him. “A hole is a hole.”

“I…I’m not ready for that.” Greg admitted. “I get where I fit in, but psychologically, it’s too much for me. I had to think hard about sucking you.”

“Okay. Nobody’s going to force you to do something so far outside your comfort zone.” I told Greg, kissing him.

The tender moment made everyone silent for a moment, with Diane looking between each of us. Then she said, “But I think we can all agree it would be fucking hot, though, right?” She said.


Eight

My first month on OnlyFans paid off our debts. Literally the mortgage…gone. Car loan…gone. People loved my content, and they loved my transformation. I was the keyholder to about thirty slaves around the globe, with each of them sending their cage keys to a PO Box I’d set up. I had paypigs sending me not just a few dollars here and there, I actually had one in Dubai sending me thousands of dollars. It was insane.

The money was a nice benefit, but I had to remind myself that at the end of the day, I was doing this for me. The videos with Grant became more frequent, but that too was beginning to feel like organised porn. Thankfully, I still had Jake and Mr Price to help things along and keep this all feeling real, rather than a show for my fans.

Once a week, I began to meet up with June for coffee. She didn’t follow my OnlyFans account, even though I offered to set her up. However, I did send her videos regularly, and eventually, she wanted to talk to me about my life and my feelings. Whilst June was quite feisty during sex, she was meek and shy to talk to one-to-one. I could see she wanted more from her marriage, but she was scared of what may come of it.

Then one day, she invited Greg and I for dinner, to meet her husband, Liam. Like her, Liam was shy, very typically British, constantly apologising for little things. He was skinny, wore round glasses, and looked like a typical accountant, which he was. It also seemed like he wasn’t used to meeting people, or having guests, so clearly we’d put him out of his comfort zone.

It was during the discussion about our work that Liam asked me what I do. I’d discussed this with June, stating that I wasn’t one to hide my sexual proclivities, and she asked that I didn’t. Apparently, she wanted to gauge how Liam really felt about our lifestyle, and to see if he was also submissive, like Greg. So I went into great detail about my OnlyFans account, how I cheat on Greg, and how Greg is my slave.

Of course, Liam blushed and seemed thoroughly embarrassed by the whole thing, but rather than get up and walk out of the room, he simply smiled and said, “Really? Wow! Golly! And Greg, you’re okay with all of this, are you?”

“It’s the most fun I’ve had in my life.” Greg admitted. “You see, you need to get over the preconceived notions of how we’re supposed to behave as men.”

“And when you found out Adriana was cheating on you? Were you not scared?”

“Of what?”

“That she might leave you. I think that would be my biggest fear, that June was doing it because she was looking for the door.”

June took his hand and looked at him seriously. “That would be your biggest fear?” She asked.

“Well…yes.” He shrugged. “I don’t want to lose you.”

I smiled and shook my head. “No Liam, I love my husband more than I ever did. That we can play together in such an adult game, just makes life all that much more worth living. If I left him, none of this would feel the same. It would be empty.”

The man nodded slowly, and then said, “When you put it like that, I see what you’re getting at. I once read a book by Erik P. Nygaard about the influence the Roman Catholic church had on modern relationships, and how with intelligence, these preconceived notions of relationships are actually falling apart, but leading to far happier relationships. It’s an interesting read.” Liam stated.

With a warm smile, June placed another hand on her husband’s and said, “He’s a real bookworm.”

“I like to read.” Liam blushed.

My feeling was that Liam was more open to this that June had thought, and if anything I got the feeling that if we dug down deeper into Liam’s reading habits, then we would find something more connected to cuckolding. I decided I needed to be more direct.

“Liam, in those books, have you read about cuckolding?” I asked with a soft but firm smile.

He looked down and blushed. “I’ve read a couple of books, yes.”

“Fiction, or some sort of psychological analysis?” I smiled.

“Fiction.” He mumbled. He was reading cuckolding porn, and from the smile on June’s face as she rubbed his back, I could tell she knew what was going on. She took over the questioning.

“Honey, does the idea of me cheating turn you on?” She asked him.

He didn’t reply, just nodded shamefully.

“What about it turns you on? What specifically?” She asked. He shrugged, not willing to answer. “For example, would it turn you on if you found out that I’d been fucking someone for years behind your back?” She asked, and he nodded, still looking down at the table. “Would it turn you on if I was dominant and threw it in your face, and told you that I’d never stop fucking him?” Another nod. “Would it turn you on to lock your little clitty in chastity, like Greg’s is?” We hadn’t told him that, and from the look he gave Greg, we saw it would. It was a look of sheer jealousy.

June and I shared a look. I took the baton. “Liam, what if, hypothetically, June became pregnant with another man’s baby, and forced you as the cuckold to raise it?”

He spoke for the first time. “With a black man?” He asked, hope in his voice.

“Would that turn you on?” June asked. “So the world knew you were a cuckold?”

“Yes.” He said, his voice dry, a light crackle.

“What if Julian was someone else’s?” She asked.

“Is he?” He asked, his face looking at her, searching for an answer.

“Answer my question.” She said firmly, her shyness giving way to the dominance she knew he craved.

“Yes, it would turn me on so much.”

She nodded, then looked at me. I smiled and nodded back at her. Turning back to Liam. “I’ve been fucking William Price for three years. Since before we were married. I did it as revenge for the stripper.”

For a moment, he looked confused. “Stripper? What stripper?” His confusion seemed genuine.

“Liam, come on.” She smiled. “It’s fine, I forgave you ages ago. I know about the stripper at your stag do.”

“Yeah, there was a stripper, so what? Oh, well, Mark and Ian fucked her, but I’d already left by then.”

Suddenly, her eyes widened. It was then that I realised that June had based her whole affair on the word of someone else. “Who told you?” I asked her.

“Mark.” She sighed, visibly deflated, tears welling up in her eyes. “Mark said you and he did it.”

Rather than getting upset with June though, Liam suddenly felt bad that his wife was crying. He pulled her into his arms and held her tight. “Hey, hey, hey. It’s okay. Mark was drunk and high. I’m surprised he got it up, really, because when I left, he was mostly out of it. He didn’t realise I’d left, although I’m pissed he told you anything at all, especially when he wasn’t sure.”

“You know Mark’s had a thing for me…” She sniffed.

“Did you…?” He let the idea hang there.

The look she gave him made it clear what she felt about that idea. “Ew! No!”

“Good. Not him. Bill Price? I don’t mind. It’s hot.” He said, kissing her forehead.

“Really? You’re not angry?”

“No. I’m…” He blushed and then bent over and whispered something into her ear. She gasped and then looked down at the tent in his crotch area. “And Julian is really his?”

She nodded. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t apologise.” He smiled, stroking her hair. “Goddess June. A Goddess should never have to apologise for celebrating her own sexuality.”

June visibly perked up. “Goddess. I like that. Yes, I’m your Goddess, aren’t I?”

“Yes, my Goddess.”

I reached out and took June’s hand, pulling her to me. With a gasp, Liam watched as I kissed her, passionate demonstrating the fact that she could do what she wanted, with whoever she wanted. Part of me wanted to encourage her to fuck Mark, just to show that she could, but the visible reaction she gave when he suggested made me think that was not the right move.

Standing, June took my hand and led me away from the table, and up the stairs. The boys followed behind, as Liam whispered something to Greg. Both laughed and smiled. In the bedroom, June and I stripped down and continued to make out on the bed, then she pulled away to tell the guys to strip.

As Greg automatically stripped down to the shiny pink satin, black lace lined lingerie he had on underneath, Liam gulped and looked over at him embarrassed. However, once Liam saw the lingerie, his eyes bulged and the tent returned to his trousers.

“Somebody wants to be a sissy.” I purred, and Liam nodded slowly.

June and I held each other, rubbing our bodies and moaning with each touch. We were so horny that every little brush of the nipple sent shockwaves through us. But the more excited we were getting, the more dominant and daring June became, until finally, she snapped to her husband, “Do a show for us, you two! Dance! Dance together!”

As the two submissive men held each other, blushing as the moved together to non-existent music, I had to laugh. Liam’s four-inch erection bobbed and bumped into the satin covered cage on of my husband’s dick.

“Kiss each other.” I purred.

Both men gulped, but Liam then nodded quickly, closing his eyes and placing his lips on Greg’s surprised face. I could see a range of emotions running through my husband, and he later admitted to me that based on how easily Liam was jumping into the role, it made him realise that he was massive overthinking things.

The men rubbed each other, with Liam feeling the satin on Greg’s body, clearly excited by it. It became too much for him, and I turned to his wife and asked if she would make him wear a nightie or a bra.

June giggled, jumping to one of her drawers and pulling out a short pink chiffon babydoll, throwing it at her husband. “There sissy. Put that on!” Liam pulled it on in a hurry, then went back to kissing Greg.

“Greg, be a good sissy and give your new girlfriend a blowjob.” I told my husband.

Instantly, Greg dropped to his knees and began sucking. There was no hesitation this time, no concern, and it was then that Greg made a decision. As June and I locked into a 69, Greg asked me if Liam could be the one to take his anal virginity.

Now, obviously, I’d pegged him a lot by now, but so far, he hadn’t been able to break the psychological barrier. This was clearly his step forward, and I was not going to hold him back.

“Yes, Liam, if you like, you can fuck my husband.” I told the new sissy.

“I would like.” Liam said excitedly, making me think that maybe there was more that Liam was hiding from his wife than he cared to let on.

The moment the small cock entered my husband, I could see the look on his face, and see that he was feeling something very different than the dildo, even though the dildo was bigger. As his eyes rolled back, I knew he was feeling a totally new pleasure.

“So can Grant fuck you now, sissy?” I purred at him.

He bit his lower lip and smiled, nodding. “Oh god, yes!”

“Good girl.”

Our evening continued until two in the morning, with me even unlocking Greg to allow him to fuck Liam, but that came with a warning that he could not tell my fans that he had been unlocked. By two though, it was time for Greg and I to go, as the sound of the baby crying meant the couple needed to return to reality for a bit.

After that, Liam and June became a regular fixture in our lives, and two months after that, they both appeared in a femdom party video I did for OnlyFans. Liam took to sissification like a duck to water, but given neither of them had the money we did to spend on dresses, June ended up making sissy dresses for Liam. They were actually very good, so we ended up buying some ourselves, and she started her own business on Etsy.

When we arrived home that night, I watched Greg prepare for bed, finding a pink satin romper to put on. Now that I was sissifying home on a consistent basis, I only allowed him sissy clothes at home. However, as I watched him, and as I remembered our night, I realised that it was perhaps time to make more serious changes at home.

“Honey,” I said, a word I used when I wanted us to be serious. “I think it’s time you quit your job and focused on this lifestyle full-time.”

The only reason he hadn’t quit his job was because of the money, and the fear that OnlyFans wouldn’t pay off. That clearly wasn’t the case.

I continued. “My idea is that we do this for a few more years. Build up a retirement and fun fund, then we decide if we want to continue, or if we end it and travel or something. But clearly, for now, it’s paying off more, and we’re having fun doing it.”

He nodded, agreeing. “I want to go forward.” He admitted. “I think it’s time too. It’s a lot of fun.”

It was definitely a lot of fun, but the question was how far to go with it? I had so many dark and dirty ideas, stuff I really wanted to do to him, but was scared to go too far.

“Do you trust me?” I asked.

“Of course.” He said, shrugging.

“No, not that.” I frowned, trying to articulate what I wanted to get across. “Do you trust me to do what is best for us, even if you might not like it at first?”

He blinked, trying to read into my words, then said, “You mean give up on the safe word, and just trust you no matter what?”

“Yes.”

It was clear that his masculinity was fighting against what he wanted to say, but thankfully, he answered correctly. “Yes, I trust you. Whatever you do to me, for us, you can do.”

I nodded, then looked at him in that romper, looked at his soft skin and thin body, and thought about how good it would be, if he had real breasts.


Nine

Finding a friendly doctor who didn’t protest was the hard part. I had power of attorney over medical matters for Greg, so that was easy, but sitting down with a doctor and explaining that I wanted to put my husband on hormones and feminise him was another. Eventually, I found Dr Patel, who agreed to do the blood tests on my husband without letting on, and then agreed to share the results with me. She then gave me a calendar of which hormones and tablets to give him, when, but told me that she could not write the prescriptions because of ethics concerns. Instead, she directed me to a reputable site that would send the required drugs needed.

In the two months since we started this journey, Greg had become a sissified slave, only dressed in extravagant satin party dresses; he’d become a bisexual fuckslut for his former colleague and bully, Grant, and had become a daily receptacle for my piss. He’d also become a pain slut, regularly taking kicks to the balls, just for fun, beatings from me, Diane, and June, and was now out to his parents as transgender, which was the hardest thing of all.

Coming out as transgender to one’s parents, no matter how old you are, is always difficult. They were already angry about my slutty behaviour, but this was the cream on top. However, like it or not, coming out or telling bad news whilst accompanying it with the news that this lifestyle was making us millionaires softens things up a bit. Greg’s parents were the types who worked their arses off their whole lives, did the lottery every week, hoping to end their misery, and then coming away with nothing.

When they came over and he showed himself as a sissy, they both flew off the handle. They threw insults at me, blaming me for destroying their son, and so forth. Then I showed them my OnlyFans earnings for month number two, seeing that I made over a million dollars after tax, and neither of them could speak. Finally, Greg’s dad spoke.

“Honestly son, fuck ‘em.” He said. “Fuck the establishment. If this is how in these modern times you need to get rich without trying, well more power to you. Fine. You have my attention.”

“Yes Greg. I have to agree with your father. I thought this was some horrible modern kink thing, but if you are making this much money, and you don’t need to lift a finger.” His mother turned to me. “And if you’re having the time of your life in bed with all those men, well, good for you! Good! Look at the world today. A young family can’t buy a house without selling their soul. Good for you. Dress how you want!”

And that was how we converted a conservative pair to become supporters of a sissy son.

But in those two months, Greg hadn’t met just one person. Jake.

Jake was my daily fuck. Every single day, including weekends, I spent two hours at least with Jake, as his submissive. The collar around my neck now never came off, it was padlocked in place, for Jake. And the first tattoo ever on my body, was the word, Jake. One of the things I made very clear to Greg was that I was Jake’s now, through and through, and that I needed to serve him. He accepted, but he wondered when he would get to meet this man.

That time was coming.

The first step came with a new chastity cage. For the first time, Greg would wear a metal cage, but like his composite one, it was a nano-cage, designed to completely eliminate his dick. The difference was, this one locked differently.

Jake had ordered it especially for Greg. The first thing Greg needed to do was get a piercing; a Prince Albert. That happened shortly after the dinner with Liam. Six weeks after that, I replaced the composite cage with the metal one, threading the Prince Albert piercing through the front of the cage, then locking it in place with the lock. All of this took place on camera, as did the moment I snapped the key inside the lock, something Greg hadn’t been expecting. But, as agreed, he didn’t say a word.

Nor did he say a word when I sealed the key in the lock with metal glue, before slipping E-clips into the top part of the metal join, and sealing those with the glue too.

“This is permanent.” I told him. “The piercing is healed and I see no reason you ever need to let out. Do you agree?” I asked firmly.

“Yes Mistress.” He replied, though I could see from the horror in his eyes that he didn’t understand.

“Good.”

The truth was, if all went to plan, and the hormones worked, then the cage would fall off by itself eventually anyway, once his balls shrank. For now though, he’d be permanently locked. Of course, he didn’t know about the hormones.

So that was stage one of the plan.

Stage two of the plan involved my birth control. Jake wanted kids, and I agreed to give him one. My one condition was that it could not interfere with how and who I fucked others. I regularly fucked Grant, and Mr Price, and at the same time, once a week, I fucked a black man who followed me on OnlyFans and paid me good money to fuck on camera named Jamal. He was American but lived in London.

“There is a chance I’ll have a kid and it won’t be yours.” I warned Jake.

“Then I want a meeting with the others, whereby they forgo paternity testing or wear a condom.” He said.

I put it to the others. Mr Price wasn’t bothered. He’d already fathered a child with June so he was fine. Grant also didn’t care, because he wasn’t interested in becoming a father. Then there was Jamal, who agreed to wear a condom, but did admit that at some point, he too wanted to impregnate me, but wanted me to keep the kid. Given that in the longer term, Greg, Amy and I would end up moving in with Jake, that made little sense.

So, stage two happened, also on camera. In front of my husband, I flushed away all my birth control.

Stage three was Greg’s first tattoo. In large letters on his lower back, he had the words Adriana & Jake’s Sissy inscribed. By this point, I had already explained to Greg that Jake would be living with us, and we’d had a conversation about the sleeping arrangements. From the stories, Greg thought he’d be relegated to a sissy room, but that was something I told Jake I was against. “I want my daughter to growing up seeing that no matter who Greg is, and what circumstances, that I love him and he is my partner.”

Of course, Jake smiled at me and said, “My hope is that I get to fuck two beautiful women every day, you and your sissy.”

I let Greg know that the bed would need to be enlarged to fit all of us. Something that made it easier for him to say yes to the tattoo. Given how much he loved anal sex from Grant, getting it from Jake was more than welcome too.

Stage four happened ten minutes before Greg finally met Jake. Diane held the camera as I walked over to my sissy as she scrubbed the floors in the ridiculously short sissy dress, his huge pink satin panties exposed to the world without a hope ever covering them. I carried a glass of water in one hand, and his first hormones in the other.

“Sissy. Jake is coming over in a few minutes, and I think now is the time you see what is next for you.” I told him. “Now, open your mouth.”

He opened it without question, but his questioning look made me aware that he was doing his best to trust me. Then as I placed the pills on his tongue and handed him the water, he finally understood. He understood why I’d wanted the power of attorney, the blood test and so on. Without question, he swallowed the pills and smiled. “Thank you Mistress!” He sang in the camp girlie voice he’d been training.

“Such a good girl, aren’t you baby?” I gushed, and his rosy cheeks lit up in delight.

“Yes Mistress!” He giggled. The extravagant, thick make-up highlighted every feminine feature, but in time, that face would become a feminine picture of beauty, I just knew it would.

When Jake finally arrived, he saw my sissy and gushed over how beautiful she was. He made her stand, spun her by her hand as if performing a classical dance move, and admired her beautiful body, cupping one of her buttocks, placing little kisses over Greg’s face.

“What a beautiful girl you are, sissy!” He gushed, and I swear I saw a tear of happiness in Greg’s glowing face.

“Today, she got her first girlie hormones!” I sang. “Soon, she’ll be a real sissy t-girl, isn’t that wonderful?”

“I’ve always wanted two girlfriends as beautiful as you two.” Jake said, kissing us both passionately, as Diane recorded the whole thing. For the first time, Jake’s face would be uncovered, shown to the world, as he became part of our lives officially.

Greg watched for the first time, as Jake made me submit to him. He stared as tears streamed down my face, whilst Jake beat me with his crop. He hissed on my behalf, as he watched Jake clamp a heavy weight to each nipple then whip my breasts with a cat of nine tails. And then I saw his panties get wet as he watched my face turn blue as Jake choked me, whilst filling me with his cum.

For the first time, Greg saw me debase myself, wetting myself from the pain I begged my Master to inflict on me. It was only when I was this low that I felt most alive. Jake even made small talk with Greg, as I stood at the window, naked with weighted clamps all over me, feet and arms spread by bars.

Then when finally, Jake decided I’d had enough, covered in spit, piss and cum, he turned to Greg and asked, “Are you ready to submit to me too?”

Greg swallowed, stared at me as I lay crumpled on the floor, bawling my eyes out in shame and pleasure, exactly how I wanted to be, and then he dropped to his knees and said, “Master, I am yours fully and truly.”

Jake did not hold back. He beat Greg’s balls with his hand and with a crop. Like me, he tortured Greg’s nipples, but told him he needed to be doubly punished for not being properly prepared with piercings.

“Master, I’m sorry!” Greg begged. “Please. Immediately after, I’ll go do it.”

“I can do it by hand.” Diane said from behind the camera. “I can make it hurt.” She purred sadistically.

“Yes, Mistress Diane!” Said Greg.

Then finally, with the weights attached to Greg’s nipples and balls, Jake shoved his hard erection inside Greg’s anus, and pounded him in front of the window, for the word to see. It was truly a sight to behold, seeing my husband crying, begging, sobbing in pain, screaming with each shove, whilst begging for more, deeper and harder.

Once Jake finally came inside my husband, Diane ended the video and we entered aftercare mode. We said very little, instead, we all lay on the bed, with Greg curled up in his lingerie next to Jake on one side, me on the other, as he held us both, whilst Diane cuddled up to me. We put a show on TV, and just relaxed, enjoying each other’s warmth.

An hour later, Jake finally asked Greg how he felt about everything that had happened.

“It’s hard to watch Adriana like that. Not because I think less of her, but because it’s my natural instinct to protect her. But I know she’s fine, that she’s enjoying herself. Then to feel it myself, I suddenly understood why she enjoyed it. It’s like spicy food; the pain, in that setting, it’s like a hypersensitised pleasure component.”

“Can you live like that everyday? I’m not saying permanently, but we play like that daily. Can you?”

“Yes, I can. I want to. I want to serve you, Master. Permanently. I want to be your sissy slave, for you and for my wife, my Mistress.” He said softly. “I understand it now, and I want it fully.”

Jake smiled and then kissed his head softly. “I’ve learned a lot about you, have been following your progress on OnlyFans, and I have been looking forward to this day a lot. I never imagined this life, until it became a possibility with Adriana. I want this to be permanent. So, arrangements. My apartment is big, yes, nice, yes, but not good enough for a family. This house is nice but once another baby comes along, it will be too small. Also, I want a dungeon to punish you both in, a play space, which we can lock and keep hidden.”

“That makes sense.” I agreed.

“And, I’ve decided, I want Diane to move in too.”

Actually, that wasn’t something he decided. It was my idea which he loved, but Diane wasn’t aware we were considering it. Behind me, she bolted upright and pounced onto all of us, arms stretched across all three of us. “Yes, yes! A thousand times yes!”

An hour later, Diane nipped off home to come back with her piercing kit. I filmed her as she pierced Greg’s nipples, navel, nostril, and tongue. Of course, he played up the pain somewhat but later admitted it didn’t hurt as much as he thought it would.

“So when can you move in?” Greg asked Diane and Jake.

The two looked at each other, then back at the sissy. “When can you get a new bed?” They asked laughing, and immediately, Greg began searching the net.


Epilogue – Two Years Later

The sound of heels on the floor of the corridor alerted me to the impending arrival of either Greg or Diane. Given that I’d just gotten Erica to sleep, I really hoped they knew to be quiet. Thankfully, Greg popped his pretty head around the door, his long blonde hair around his cute, soft feminine face. The sissy smiled at me as she stepping inside, his C-cup boobs pushing out against the satin of his dress. Without a word, I handed Erica off to him, and he took her in his arms, placing her in the crib. Then he turned to me and curtseyed as he usually did.

In those two years, he’d become such a gorgeous woman, that it shocked me to imagine he was ever born a man. For some time, once the hormones really kicked in, he struggled psychologically to come to terms with who he was. We tried using the she/her pronouns, but it made him worse, and for a time, I worried we had gone too far.

Eventually, he came to us and admitted that he still thought of himself as a man, but rather a sissy male. He wanted to be identified as a male, even though he looked anything but. Once we all adjusted to that, emotionally, he adjusted too and the depression went away.

It took me a while to get pregnant. The pill had messed me up a little, so once that settled, things started working. Of course, there was a worry that I was incompatible with Jake, so we had him checked, and for good measure, Grant too. It turned out that Grant did have low motility, but Jake was fine. Eventually, it was Jake who got be pregnant, that was clear from the baby.

We moved into a much larger house, together with Diane. In fact, the house was so big, that on the weekends, we were joined by June and her sissy, Laura. Liam had adapted to sissy life so perfectly, and admitted to being bisexual. We were also joined by Grant on the weekends, which meant after lights out, it was a real party, but during the day, whilst Amy was awake, it was one big family event, gaming, eating, and generally being great parents and family.

The new dungeons got a lot of use. Jake taught Grant how to be a Master, how to wield a whip safely, and so on. But that wasn’t the most surprising thing about the new friendship between those two. It was while us three girls were chained up and gagged, that Jake and Grant first kissed. Two men kissing and discovering their true bisexuality. It was the first time both men took a penis, but for me, it seemed to round out our route to trues sexual freedom.

Now two years later, at our family summer garden party, I watched as our extended family of friends kissed and hugged like lovers. It was now normal for Grant and Jake to greet each other with a hug and a kiss on the lips. It was now normal for Greg to sit on Jake’s lap and rest his head on his shoulder. It was now normal for all of us to tell each other how much we loved one another.

That night, in our large weekend bedroom, there were more of us than usual. In my pussy was Grant, whilst I ate June’s pussy. To my left, Diane was being fucked by Mr Price, whilst she was eating the pussy of the surprising new addition to our group, Eva Price, the wife. That was a strange one.

Mr Price ended up confessing everything, and of course, Eva left him. I mean, why wouldn’t she. The headmaster came to us begging to talk to her, that she was threatening to ruin her career. So, a few weeks ago, we invited her to the house and showed her who we were and why were doing things. I showed her how much I earned on OnlyFans, and told her that nobody was trying to steal her husband.

Of course, she respected our choices but couldn’t be a part of it. However, then one day I got an invitation to coffee from June; apparently Eva wanted to meet Julian, Price’s son, and June wanted me there for support. Eva seemed like a very prim lady. Well-spoken, curly brown hair, lacy white blouses buttoned to the neck. Convincing her of anything sexual seemed out of the question. However, after looking and playing with the boy, then putting him to his afternoon sleep, she walked back with us to the living room to have coffee and talk.

I hadn’t made three steps into that room, before I felt Eva’s lips on mine, and her hands on my bosom. Then panting, she grabbed at the shocked June, and did the same to her.

“If I do this, then I want access to all your men.” She panted, her huge E-cup boobs heaving, fingers reaching to undress me.

“Of course.” We both said.

“Then fuck me, for god’s sake! I’ve been so horny!”

And that was how Mr and Mrs Price became part of our family.

It was about three weeks after that huge orgy, that Diane began to feel sick. First smells began to bother her. Then she wanted to eat her favourite cheese, and found she didn’t like it. I knew exactly what it was and made her take a test. She was pregnant. The question was, with whom?

That weekend, the whole extended family, as we called them, was invited over. As the two sissies served us dinner and drinks, we chatted as normal, and then eventually, Diane made an announcement.

“I’m pregnant.” She told everyone, to whoops and jeers.

“Oh my god!” Eva screeched with happiness. “So am I!”

The two women whooped happily. “I think your husband is the father.” She admitted to Eva.

And Eva giggled. “I think either Grant or Jake is the father of mine.”

“Well…” I began, looking at Grant.

The big man smiled smugly. “Actually, all it took was to wear loose underwear and change my diet, and things are fully functioning again.” Grant stated. “So yep, it could be mine.”

Jake and I shared a look. One way or another, we didn’t want to lose Diane from our life. We loved each other deeply. The mansion we had bought was huge, a playboy-style mansion, so why not use it as such.

“Bill, Grant, Eva, and June and Laura,” Jake began, “How would you like to all live with us, full-time? You’d have your own rooms, but this place would be yours as much as ours. I think there’s plenty of love to go round here, and I know I love you all.”

Everyone shared a look, but Grant, June and Laura all agreed immediately. I knew Eva would need more time, and Bill Price knew it too. However, Eva had an alternative proposal.

“How about Bill and I come here on the weekends, and then once the baby comes along, then we see how we feel it’s all working?” Eva said. “I think our decision will come sooner, but I just want everyone to be sure.”

“I think that’s a great idea.” I told her, leaning over to the pretty, yet plump woman, and kissing her.

“I do love you, Adri, I love all of you.” Eva noted. “But it’s a big decision, and I want us to all feel right about it.”

“No, you’re one hundred percent correct. We’ve all known each other for a couple of years now, whereas you’re just getting to know us.” Jake told her. “Take all the time you need.”

The woman smiled, smoothing down her long brown skirt. She still dressed like a librarian, but I knew that if anything, that was good cover for how she really was. Eva Price was a born dominant sadist, who learned all she could from Jake about how to beat and torture someone. She got off on seeing me cry, and really enjoyed seeing a sissy covered in her piss. She would roar with delight when one of us begged her to stop, crying sobbing. We knew when she was in a dominant mood, because those plain skirts suddenly became leather and PVC ones, but the strict blouses remained.

Over the next several weeks, we became closer. Sure, we occasionally had our differences, but given there were more of us, rather than argue, we created a democratic system where ideas were voted on. It worked, and eventually, Eva and Bill’s visits became more frequent, during the week as well as the weekend, until finally Eva decided it was time to move in with us.

To the outside world, this was all very crazy, and whilst Greg’s parents were surprisingly supportive, mine were less so. It reached a point where they decided it was time to say goodbye to me, and honestly, that was more of a relief than a burden.

Even with such a busy household, Greg and I made sure to find alone-time at least once a week. Today was one of those days, as I sat in our private cinema room, waiting for him. He tottered in, in his ridiculously high-heels, pretty white lace gloves on his hand, and a tiny baby-blue and pink lace puffy sissy dress, finishing just above the waist of his pretty matching satin panties. His boobs hadn’t stopped growing and now stretched the fabric to a huge D-cup, bordering on DD.

“You’re really grown.” I told him, making him giggle girlishly.

“A man pinched my bum in the store today.” He giggled.

I rolled my eyes. He had turned into a bigger slut than me. “What did you do?” I chuckled.

“I blew him in the toilets.” He said.

“Greg!” I laughed. “Stop blowing random strangers!”

“You do it!”

“I do not…much.”

He sat down on the double seat and cuddled up next to me, as I pressed the play button on the controller. I wasn’t sure what film was going to play and frankly, I didn’t care. I just wanted to hold my sissy husband and occasionally pinch myself, a reminder that I had the luckiest and best life, and it wasn’t all a dream.

THE END
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