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Author’s Note

This book is really dark towards the end, but it is a slow burn up there. I wanted to write something that grew in intensity, but remained sexual. Remember, this is purely fantasy, like someone who writes horror novels, it doesn’t mean that it is what I want. But as a fantasy, I think it plays out nicely.

In other news – I recently discovered someone downloaded and then stole my books, putting them online. I managed to get them taken down, but honestly, as a boutique author who doesn’t sell thousands of books a month, I found it heartbreaking. I considered being nice in my response on the forum, tried to be understanding, but then I saw other authors tried the same and got nothing in return, so instead, I went the ballistic route.

Thankfully, a friend of mine works with copyright law and is dealing with it. When it comes to book theft, strangely, courts take a far harder view than when it comes to movies. Who’d have thought? Anyway, MaidAmy – if you continue down the route you are going, things won’t end well. At some point, your IP address will be traced, your real name will come out, and the lawyers will be on you like hawks.

Now listen up, subbies. I want you to remember one thing. As long as you are living in my fantasies, then behave as such. If you want me to be a bitch, I can be a bitch, which means make sure you follow me on Instagram, (@juliagwenslater) make sure you email me asking for forgiveness for being such wimpy sissy sluts, and then make sure to wank that little cock as hard as you can, whilst saying my name.

By the way, if there are typos in my books, please drop me an email and tell me where (juliagslater@writeme.com). I don’t really proofread my stuff because when it comes to smut-books like mine, you’re kind of on a deadline otherwise you lose your place in Amazon. So I usually write, publish, and go back and fix later. I try not to have too many glaring errors, but you never know. Thanks.

As mentioned before, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people seeing you liked a kink fetish book, then worry not, people can’t see what you are rating. Same as if you leave a review, you can change the reviewer’s name! So, you know, please do. Oh, once I work out how to do it, I might even do a mailing list, so please subscribe to that, as and when.

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


Prologue

As I finished my fifth coffee, the bitter dregs coating my tongue, I tilted my head back and stared at the kitchen ceiling, its familiar cracks suddenly fascinating, as if they held answers. A nagging doubt crept in: had I been manipulated into this? If so, Mark deserved some kind of award for patience. Three years he'd spent building trust, nudging conversations, planting seeds, until I'd been the one convincing Allie to let him into our bed, to cuckold me with him.

The house was too quiet. Too well-insulated. No creaks from upstairs, no muffled gasps or rhythmic thuds, nothing to feed the jealousy burning in my chest or the embarrassment twisting my gut. Just the relentless tick-tock of that damned grandfather clock in the hall, an inheritance I loathed but couldn't bring myself to sell. It mocked me now, counting down the minutes while another man claimed my wife.

An hour dragged by, maybe more, before the bedroom door finally creaked open upstairs. Footsteps descended the stairs, deliberate and unhurried.

Mark appeared in the kitchen doorway, fully dressed again. His white shirt was rumpled now, clinging to the ridges of his broad, muscular frame, the dark skin beneath still faintly sheened with sweat. That small silver piercing in his left earlobe caught the light as he moved. He looked... satisfied, but not smug. A warm, almost gentle smile softened his chiselled features.

“Hey, Kev. You holding up okay?” His voice was low, laced with genuine concern.

“Yeah... yeah.” I nodded too quickly, eyes fixed on the empty mug in front of me. I couldn't meet his gaze. This man had just been inside Allie, bare, no condom, as we'd all agreed. He'd fucked her thoroughly, come deep inside her. He was tested, clean, everything checked out... but knowing it intellectually didn't make the reality any easier to swallow. “It's just... new.”

He chuckled softly, understanding. “Right. Listen, I'm gonna head out. You two need space to talk, reconnect. Whatever you need.”

I swallowed hard. “So... what happens now? Is there, uh, some kind of... protocol?”

Mark leaned against the doorframe, crossing his arms. “That's entirely up to you, man. You saw that others go upstairs and... clean up, as you know from the vids. Oral, you know? Reclaim her that way. It's a big part of it for a lot of couples.” He paused, watching my reaction carefully. “This is all new for you both. I know what you can do, but with Allie. You know her best.”

“Does Allie want that?” My voice came out thinner than I intended.

He nodded slowly. “I mentioned it to her while we were... cooling down. Told her not to expect it from you this first time. That most guys don't jump straight in.”

“But... she wants it?” It wasn’t ever something we talked about, even though I knew she’d seen it, we’d never commented.

A hesitant frown crossed his face, he knew how much I hated letting her down. “She doesn't have expectations, Kev. But yeah... the idea turns her on. She called it 'intense.' Unique.”

I exhaled slowly, rubbing my temples. I now knew the dynamics: hotwifing was more detached, sharing without the edge. But cuckolding, this, was about the humiliation, the power play, the raw interaction between the three of us. That's what had drawn me in, the psychological thrill layered over the arousal. But I was far further in than my wife, based on everything.

Still... tasting another man's cum straight from my wife's body? That was a line I'd fantasised about in abstract terms, late at night, cock in hand. But now, with it waiting upstairs, warm and real? It felt extreme and I wondered if she would even speak to me after. Maybe this time, I could skip it. Reclaim her some other way. Or just hold her.

But the clock kept ticking, and upstairs, Allie was waiting.

“So, I’m gonna head out,” Mark said again, lingering by the door. “We good, mate?”

“We’re good, Mark. I promise.” My voice sounded steadier than I felt.

He stepped forward and pulled me into a quick, firm hug, brotherly, reassuring. “I’m proud of you, man. Let go of the noise in your head. This can be fun, real fun, if you let it. See you at work Monday.”

“Yeah. See you.” I walked him to the door, hand on his shoulder for a second longer than usual. As he stepped onto the porch, I managed a clumsy, “Thanks for… taking care of her.”

He flashed a sympathetic grin, eyes kind. “Anytime, Kev.” Then he was gone, my best friend, my closest colleague, and now the man who’d just fucked my wife senseless.

Climbing the stairs felt like scaling a cliff. Each step heavier, the air thicker, until I reached the landing and had no choice but to push the bedroom door wider.

The room was dim, lit only by the spill of light from the hallway. Allie lay on her back, sheet kicked to the foot of the bed, legs loosely parted. Her skin, soft, pale, thirty-eight years old and still beautiful, bore the faint red imprints of strong hands on her thighs and hips. Sweat cooled on her collarbone, her breasts, the gentle curve of her stomach. Her long curly brown hair, usually sleek from all those expensive Korean serums, was now wild and matted across the pillow.

But what stopped me cold was the sight between her legs: her smooth, waxed pussy glistening, swollen, and at its entrance a slow, thick bead of Mark’s cum threatening to slip free.

My cock surged against my jeans, aching in a way it hadn’t in years.

Allie turned her head toward me at last. Her hazel eyes searched my face, wide with the same fear I’d been carrying, fear that this had broken something irreparable.

“Was it good?” I asked, the words tumbling out before I could stop them.

I saw the flicker of worry: she didn’t want to hurt me. But I pressed on, softer. “I hope it was. You look… incredible like this.”

“Like this?” Her voice was small, uncertain.

“Used,” I said, the word rough in my throat. “Satisfied. Beautiful.”

A tentative smile touched her lips. “You don’t hate me?”

“God, no. Do you hate me? For pushing this?”

“We decided together, Kev.” But we both knew I’d been the one who kept bringing it up, nudging, pleading until she finally said yes.

She drew a slow breath, then let her knees fall open a fraction wider, an invitation, a dare. Her gaze flicked downward, just for a second, telling me without words what she hoped I’d do.

“I meant what I said,” she murmured. “I won’t force you.”

We’d talked about this part endlessly. I’d told her I needed to feel forced, dominated, ordered. But she’d been terrified of going too far, of pushing me past a limit I couldn’t come back from.

Now, though, something shifted in her eyes. She lifted her chin.

“But I want you to do this for me. Tonight. No regrets, no take-backs. If you hate it, we stop forever. But I want it, Kev. Do you understand?”

My throat tightened. “Yes.”

She shook her head, gentle but firm. “Not like that. The way you told me you needed. Or we close the door on all of this and go back to normal.”

She was trembling, way outside her comfort zone, doing this only because I’d begged for it. I could give her this much, but what would she think of me after, discovering the real me that I’d hidden, albeit badly.

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.

Her lips curved into a small, surprised smirk, half nerves, half genuine power. It transformed her face.

“Good boy. Now lick Mark’s cum out of me. You know you want to. You’re pathetic.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Still fully clothed, I climbed onto the bed. The frame creaked under me as I settled between her thighs. Our eyes locked one last time; hers now held a glint of dominance I’d only ever fantasised about.

I lowered my mouth to her.

The first slow lick drew a wet, intimate sound into the quiet room, tongue sliding through slick, swollen folds, tasting salt and sex and another man’s release. Allie’s breath hitched; her fingers threaded into my hair, not guiding, just anchoring.

“God,” she breathed, voice husky. “I didn’t know this would feel so… filthy. Clean me up. Eat every drop like the desperate little cuck you are.”

Each whispered insult sliced through me, humiliation sharp and sweet, while her hips began to rock gently against my mouth. She came again quietly, thighs trembling around my ears, flooding my tongue with the mingled taste of her arousal and his seed.

Later, spent and shaking, we curled together under the damp sheets. Arms tight around each other, breathing syncing, we clung to the proof that we were still us, that love hadn’t been lost in the wreckage of everything we’d just shattered and rebuilt.

The next morning, breakfast was quiet in a way that clawed at me. We moved around the kitchen like strangers sharing a hostel, polite, careful, afraid of brushing too close. The clink of cereal bowls and the hiss of the kettle felt unnaturally loud. It reminded me of the morning after we’d first slept together, twenty years ago: that same thick, trembling intensity, both of us terrified that words might shatter something fragile and new.

Only this time, I wasn’t sure what was fragile, or whether it could even be saved.

Allie sat across from me at the little table, legs tucked beneath her, staring into her coffee as though answers might float to the surface. She hadn’t touched her toast.

Finally she spoke, voice soft, almost apologetic. “I think… we need some time before we do it again.”

My stomach dropped. “Yeah,” I managed. “Perhaps.”

She nodded, eyes still on her mug. “I don’t want us getting lost in this… game. It should be occasional. Something we only do when we both feel completely right.”

I heard the unspoken part loud and clear: when I feel right. Not you. Me.

Regret. That had to be it. She regretted letting Mark touch her. Regretted letting me push her into it. Regretted the way she’d whispered those cruel, perfect words while I knelt between her legs. Maybe she was already rewriting the night in her head, turning excitement into shame, pleasure into mistake.

I should have fought it, reassured her, told her it was incredible, that we were stronger for it. Instead I just nodded again, like a coward. “Of course. Whatever you need.”

Because part of me was relieved. A small, traitorous part exhaled at the thought of a pause, of maybe never going back. I hated that part. It felt like surrender.

We finished breakfast in near silence, the air heavy with everything we weren’t saying.

Later, alone in the shower, I replayed the night in flashes: her smirk, the taste of another man on her, the way she’d cum against my tongue while calling me pathetic. My body responded instantly, shamefully hard. That was the problem, I couldn’t switch it off anymore. My dreams the night before had been fevered, darker than ever, full of scenes I’d never dare voice aloud. And even now, awake and supposedly normal, the memory alone was enough to make me ache.

I’d spent years chasing this fantasy, convinced it would fix something broken in me. Now it had happened, exactly as I’d begged for, and I felt more confused than ever. Had it been transcendence or self-destruction? Did her hesitation mean she saw the damage too? Or was I just projecting my own panic onto her?

I wanted to crawl back into bed with her, pull her close, and pretend none of it had happened. I also wanted to text Mark right now and ask when he was free again.

Both desires sat side by side in my chest, equally true, equally unbearable.


One

Three years earlier from Cuck-Day

When Mark transferred in from the Chicago office, he arrived trailing a wake of rumours like exhaust from a muscle car. The juiciest one? He'd allegedly bedded the CEO's personal assistant, a stunning Indian ex-supermodel I'd crossed paths with at a couple of corporate retreats. Tall, poised, with a smile that could close deals. Yeah, it tracked.

Mark himself was a force: tall, broad-shouldered Black guy with a shaved head that gleamed under the fluorescent lights, and a laugh that boomed across the cubicles. We clicked instantly. He was the type to fire off crude memes via WhatsApp at 2 a.m., the kind that could land you in HR's crosshairs, but once he decided you were solid, that was it, unfiltered trust.

Turned out we both bled for the same hockey team. I'd suffered through my nosebleed season tickets for years, but Mark? He had a hookup for VIP boxes, catered spreads, leather seats, the works. Suddenly, my game nights got an upgrade, and so did our friendship.

But what really hooked me was how unapologetically graphic he got about his sex life. At the time, Allie and I had solid chemistry in bed, affectionate, reliable, but our sex life? Stale as week-old bread. No kids by choice, careers front and centre, and zero experimentation. It was missionary on autopilot, lights dim, done in fifteen. Hearing Mark spin tales of his conquests was like peeking into a parallel universe of raw, unbridled lust. I soaked it up, living vicariously through his stories, my pulse quickening in ways it hadn't in years.

"So she's here on vacation with her best friend, both Korean, killer bodies, and man, it was child's play getting them back to my place." He'd lean in over lunch, eyes sparkling with mischief. "They'd never hooked up with each other before, but I sold 'em on the classic: what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas. Check this out..." He'd whip out his phone, volume low, and play a clip: two petite women with neon-pink hair, tangled in a frenzy of kisses and moans. "They went all night, Kev. All. Night."

"Fuck, dude. You're living the dream," I'd say, forcing a laugh while my mind replayed the scene on loop, heat creeping up my neck.

Those wild, one-off flings were entertaining, sure. But the stories that really burrowed in, the ones that started to twist my thoughts, they were about the wives. Four of them, all white, all gorgeous, and their husbands? Fully in the loop. Three of those setups involved straight-up domination, the wives calling the shots while Mark played the starring role.

It was alien territory, perverse, taboo, the kind of thing that should've repulsed me. But as he described it, casual as recounting a golf game, something stirred. Husbands watching from the corner, silent and aroused, as he claimed their wives with a confidence I could only envy. I'd nod along, pretending it was just bro talk, but later, alone in the car or staring at my screen, I'd wonder: What would Allie look like like that? Splayed out, gasping, taken by someone like him?

I had to know more. It started innocently enough, a late-night curiosity. My usual go-to for solo sessions was lesbian porn: soft, sensual, two women lost in each other. The kissing alone could push me over the edge, tender, forbidden intimacy without the aggression.

But now? I typed "cuckold" into the search bar, heart pounding like I'd crossed a line. The results disappointed at first: over-the-top schlock, mostly in Russian or featuring some haggard old guy paired with a bombshell, the "wives" more abusive than alluring. It felt fake, exploitative, not the erotic puzzle I'd imagined.

Of course, I looped Mark in, no secrets between us. "Tried dipping into that cuck stuff online," I confessed over coffee. "Most of it's garbage, blurry, scripted bullshit."

He chuckled, unfazed. "Yeah, the free sites are a minefield. Who has time to sift through that? Here, I'll send you a link to some quality vids. But honestly, you're a reader, grab some ebooks. Way more immersive."

He didn't pry, didn't assume I was eyeing it for myself. Just practical advice, like recommending a mechanic. That was Mark: straightforward, no judgment.

At work, he was all pro. I'm presales, scoping solutions, bridging tech and client needs. Mark handled sales for my key account, Faulcon-DeLacy Dynamics. The last guy in his role had been a disaster, ignoring my input and nearly tanking the whole thing. Management wised up, axed him, and brought in Mark with his stellar retention record. He trusted my expertise from day one, and our professional synergy fuelled the personal one.

I yapped about him so much at home that Allie started teasing me: "When's your boyfriend taking you out again?" They hadn't met yet, just glimpses via my desk photos or her scrolling my Insta feed.

That night, I clicked the link he'd sent: a private cuckolding forum. Account setup, verification, Mark vouched for me. Inside? A goldmine of amateur vids, from vanilla hotwifing to extreme dom-sub play.

I eased in with mid-level stuff: strong wives, but loving. Firm, not cruel. I learned the lingo, female-led relationships, where the couple stayed equals in life, but she held the reins in the bedroom. That resonated. Who'd want abuse without affection? The point was connection, amplified.

The videos hit like a drug. Husbands on their knees, eyes wide, as bigger, bolder men used their wives in ways that screamed primal. I got it now, why I'd never gone rough with Allie. She was my partner, my love; treating her like meat felt wrong. But outsourcing that? Letting someone else unleash while I watched? It unlocked something dark and thrilling.

In one clip, the wife clutched her husband's hand as she writhed under the bull's thrusts. Her voice, breathy and tender: "You okay, honey? Like seeing Tom's big cock stretch me? You get why I need this now, don't you? I love you so much, thank you for letting me have him. But I can't stop anymore."

I edged myself, cock throbbing, and queued another. This one edged firmer: "Be grateful Josh is here to fuck me right, baby. Three more sessions, and I'll unlock your little cage. Then you can try, emphasis on try." She giggled, playful yet cutting. The humiliations poured out, whispered, seductive, slicing deep.

When the bull finished inside her, the camera zoomed in on the creamy evidence. Then, to my shock, the husband leaned in, lapping it up under her gentle coaxing.

I came instantly, ropes spilling as guilt crashed in. I slammed the browser shut, cheeks burning. Disgusting. Perverted. What the hell was wrong with me?

Hours later, horniness clawed back. What I'd deemed vile became irresistible. The cycle spun: binge, climax, shame, repeat.

Weeks blurred into obsession. I didn't confess to Mark, not outright, but it seeped in everywhere. During sex with Allie, fantasies hijacked my mind: catching her mid-affair, her declaring she'd never stop. Chastity belts. Her ultimatum, if I came too quick, it'd be my last fuck, a self-imposed celibacy while she sought satisfaction elsewhere.

Inevitably, it shortened my stamina. I'd apologise, blame her hotness. She'd laugh it off at first: "Don't worry, babe, quick can be fun." But in my head, I spiralled: Failure. Useless. Can't satisfy her.

To break free, I purged. Porn cleanse: back to lesbians, imagining Allie with women instead. I dodged Mark outside work, fabricating excuses.

Too late. The seed had rooted.

Without the outlet, bedroom issues worsened. I'd start hard, thrusting into Allie, but intrusive thoughts surged: her cheating, dominating me. I'd fight them, think of anything else, and panic would kill my erection. Soft inside her, humiliated.

"I'm sorry," I'd gasp. "Stress from work."

At first, comforting: "It's okay, honey. Really." But repetition soured it to resignation: "Whatever. I'm used to it now."

Our marriage frayed, and I owned the blame.

Mark noticed my distance at work but stayed quiet. We'd been tight for months, then ghosts.

Then came the Christmas party, his first full year with us. Partners invited. Allie in her slinky red dress, curls cascading, makeup flawless. As we dressed, one thought looped endlessly: What if Mark seduces her? What if this fantasy escapes my head and becomes real?


Two

Two years earlier from Cuck-Day

Allie wasn’t tall, wasn’t short, just right, the kind of height that let her tuck perfectly under my arm when we walked. She stayed active, ate well, but she carried softness in all the places I loved: a round, firm arse that filled out jeans like a promise, and breasts so full and heavy they strained every top she owned. Her waist nipped in tight, no trace of belly, the classic hourglass that turned heads. I thought it was perfection. Allie, though, stared at mirrors and sighed about being “fat.”

That night, in the red dress, even she couldn’t deny the effect. The fabric was slick, crimson satin that caught every light in the room. Short enough to show miles of leg, cinched corset-style at the waist, then two daring panels stretched across her chest, barely containing her. No bra possible, she’d bought sheer nipple pasties and spent twenty minutes in the bedroom adjusting them, muttering about wardrobe malfunctions. When she finally stepped out, hair in loose glossy curls, lips painted the same red as the dress, my mouth went dry.

“You look fucking incredible,” I told her.

She rolled her eyes, but the mirror betrayed her, she smiled at her own reflection.

At the venue, a glitzy hotel ballroom with too many fairy lights and an open bar, Allie clung to my arm at first. She knew Michelle from a couple of pick-ups at the office, but the rest were strangers. She smiled politely, sipped her wine too fast, nerves humming.

Then Mark spotted us.

He crossed the room in that easy, long-strided way of his, black suit tailored sharp across his broad shoulders, silver tie glinting against his dark skin. When he reached us, his grin was wide and genuine.

“So this is the famous Allie,” he said, taking her hand and brushing a light kiss across her knuckles, old-school charm that made her blush. “Kev’s been hiding you for a reason. Damn, girl.”

Allie laughed, the sound bright and surprised. “And you’re the infamous Mark. I was starting to think you were stealing my husband.”

Mark shot me a quick, sidelong glance, amused, curious, then turned back to her. “Guilty as charged. But now I see why he talks about you nonstop.”

They bantered effortlessly. I stood there, drink in hand, watching the way her eyes sparkled when he teased her, the way his deep laugh rolled out at her jokes. A dark, hungry thought coiled in my gut: Flirt with her. Touch her arm. Make her want you. I wanted to see her lean into him, wanted her to glance at me with that wicked little smile and mouth, I’m going home with him tonight.

Instead, the women from accounting swooped in, dragging Allie into an animated discussion about Korean skincare. She threw me an apologetic wave and disappeared into the circle.

Mark reappeared twenty minutes later, two tumblers of amber liquid in hand. “Company’s not paying for the good stuff,” he muttered, nodding toward the top-shelf Scotch, “but I’ve got a tab.”

We found a quieter corner near the windows.

He studied me for a second, then spoke low. “So… that site I sent you. Kinda freaked you out, huh?”

Heat flooded my face. “What makes you say that?”

“You ghosted me for weeks, man.” He shrugged, no accusation in it, just fact. “Figured you saw what I get up to and decided I’m some deviant. I get it. Still wanna be friends, though.”

I stared into my glass, then knocked back the Scotch in one burning swallow. Mark winced, blasphemy against thirty-year-old single malt.

“It’s not that,” I said, voice rough. “I didn’t think you were a pervert. I… liked the site. Too much. Started obsessing. It fucked with my head, invaded everything, even sex with Allie.”

His brows lifted, surprise softening into understanding. “Ah. So you tried the nuclear option, cut it all out. Including me.”

“Yeah. Sorry. Didn’t know how to handle it.”

He clapped a warm hand on my shoulder. “No apology needed. I’ve seen it before. But listen, I don’t want to lose you as a friend over this. You’re the best damn wingman I’ve ever had, on the ice and off. If it helps, we never talk about that stuff again. Stick to hockey, work, stupid memes. Deal?”

I felt something loosen in my chest. “Deal. I missed you, man.”

He grinned wide. “Good. Buddy’s back.”

The rest of the night blurred into laughter and shots. We rejoined Allie; the three of us formed a little island of noise and stories. Drinks flowed. Someone suggested a club. We piled into Ubers, music thumping, Allie sandwiched between us in the back seat, her bare thigh brushing mine, then Mark’s, then mine again.

Hours later, sweaty and drunk, we spilled out onto the sidewalk. Mark vanished with a quick hug for me and a cheek kiss for Allie, “Catch you legends later.”

Allie giggled as we stumbled toward our ride. “Your boyfriend ditched us for Debbie from finance.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“She told me in the bathroom,” Allie slurred, eyes sparkling. “He’s taking her home. Husband’s waiting in the car. Apparently they do this all the time.”

The words slammed into me like a shot of pure adrenaline. My wife saying it out loud, casual, amused, lit every dormant fuse in my brain.

In the Uber home we were all over each other, kissing messy and desperate, hands roaming. By the time the door shut behind us, clothes were already half off.

I stroked myself frantically, willing blood into a cock that had betrayed me too often lately. Allie watched, propped on her elbows, dress rucked up around her waist, pasties long gone, breasts spilling free.

“Think he’ll get hard tonight?” she teased, voice husky with wine and mischief.

“Dunno,” I panted. “Maybe you need a real lover. Like Debbie’s got.”

She laughed low. “Maybe I do. You could sit in the corner and watch me get properly fucked.”

My cock surged, fully hard for the first time in weeks. Her eyes widened, delighted. “Oh, somebody likes that idea.”

She pulled me down, mouth hot and wet around me, a rare treat she usually avoided. I groaned, threading fingers through her curls, but the fantasy roared louder. I wanted that mouth used by someone else.

I pushed her back, spread her thighs, licked her once, twice, tasting wine and her, then slid inside.

She arched, moaning. “Yes… fuck me.”

“Who’s fucking you?” I rasped.

“You want it to be my lover?”

“God, yes.”

“Then it is.” A pause, then wickedly: “But he’d be bigger, wouldn’t he? Much bigger.”

“Yes, fuck, punish you with a huge cock.”

“Because yours is useless,” she whispered, eyes fluttering shut.

“Tiny. Pathetic.”

“Can’t even stay hard most nights.” She was getting into it now, voice breathy, hips rolling.

“You need a real man. Someone strong. Like… Mark.”

Her eyes snapped open at the name, mine too late to hide the reaction. For a heartbeat I thought I’d killed it; the fantasy too real, too close. My erection started to flag.

But Allie’s gaze sharpened, frustration flickering into something fiercer. She tightened around me deliberately.

“Yeah,” she murmured, voice dropping into a sultry taunt. “Mark could take care of me properly. Bet his dick actually works. Bet he’d make me scream, something your little worm has never managed.”

Blood roared back south. I thrust harder, sweat beading.

“Mark would make me happy,” she continued, nails digging into my shoulders. “Maybe give me the orgasm you never can.”

“Yes.”

“You want that? Want me to be his slut?”

“Yes!”

She shoved me off suddenly, rolled onto hands and knees, arse high. “Then fuck me from behind so I don’t have to look at your pathetic face. So I can pretend it’s him.”

I slammed back in, groaning.

“Yes, Mark, harder!” she cried to the headboard. “God, this is what a real cock feels like. Fuck me, Mark, make me yours!”

“Tell him,” I begged, barely holding on.

“I only want your big Black cock!” she gasped. “I’m done with his worthless little pink dick, get it away from me, give me a real man…”

“Promise me!”

“I promise, Kev, I mean it, I don’t want your pathetic dick ever again!”

The words detonated. I came harder than I had in years, vision whiting out, hips jerking as I flooded her.

We collapsed in a sweaty, trembling heap, the longest, most intense sex we’d had since the obsession began. She hadn’t climaxed, but she was glowing anyway, peppering my face with soft kisses.

“You’re ridiculous,” she laughed tenderly, then padded to the bathroom with a tissue pressed between her thighs. “Where on earth did you get all that?”

I lay there, heart hammering, staring at the ceiling. Part of me wanted to confess everything, the forum, the spiral, the truth that it wasn’t just roleplay for me anymore.

Instead I called out, “Mark mentioned he… does that sometimes. Sleeps with married women. Some husbands like it.”

She was quiet a moment. Toilet flushed, water ran, then she reappeared in the doorway, silhouette soft.

“Cuckolding,” she said simply. “I’ve seen it online. Trendy these days.”

“Yeah.”

A pause. “You don’t actually want that, though. Right? Because I could never.”

My stomach dipped. “No, no, just hot to pretend.”

She nodded, crawling back into bed. “Roleplay’s fine. But let’s keep real people out of it next time. It threw me. Though…” She smirked, snuggling close. “It clearly worked for you.”

I forced a laugh. “Yeah. It was fun.”

She drifted off quickly, warm and trusting against my chest.

I stayed awake longer, mind racing, because for me, it hadn’t been pretend at all. Deep down, in the place I barely admitted to myself, I wanted it real.

I wanted Mark to take my wife. I wanted to watch.

I wanted, God help me, to become a cuckold.


Three

Over the next few weeks, Mark and I slid back into our old rhythm as if the awkward silence had never happened. We grabbed lunches, hit the gym after work, caught every home game in his VIP box. Allie started teasing again, “Glad you’ve got your boyfriend back”, and I’d roll my eyes, but secretly I loved it. The friendship felt easy again, warm, essential.

True to his word, Mark never brought up his sex life. Not a single story, not even a sly hint. And at first I was grateful. Then, perversely, I started missing it. I’d catch myself steering conversations toward relationships, dating apps, anything that might open the door. He never took the bait.

At home, I tried to be good. I really did. For a while I kept the cuckold talk out of the bedroom, hoping normal sex might reboot whatever circuitry the obsession had fried. But the harder I tried to ignore it, the more it clawed for attention. I’d be inside Allie, moving with her, and suddenly my mind would flash to some forum clip, her face replaced by the wife’s, my body replaced by a stranger’s, and only then would I stay hard long enough to finish.

Allie noticed, of course. She always noticed.

At first she played along eagerly, whispering filthier encouragements each time, eyes bright with the thrill of the game. But after a few weeks I saw the shift: a flicker of confusion, a pause before she answered my prompts, as if she were trying to solve a puzzle that kept changing shape.

One night, after a session that had started strong and ended with me coming too fast again, she propped herself on an elbow and looked at me in the dark.

“Kev… what’s with the obsession? You bring it up every single time now.”

I stared at the ceiling, heart thudding. “I’ve been watching porn about it,” I admitted quietly. “A lot. It just… gets in my head.”

She was silent long enough that I braced for anger. Instead she sighed, soft and resigned. “Okay. Porn’s porn. As long as it stays fantasy, we can keep playing. But if it starts messing with us for real, we stop. Promise me.”

“Promise,” I said, relief flooding me even as guilt twisted beside it.

I knew I should leave it there. But the fantasy had become the only reliable key to my arousal. Without it I was half-hard at best, apologetic and deflating inside her. So I tried a different strategy: I simply… withheld. Not overtly, never cruel, but sneaky. I’d schedule drinks with Mark on nights I knew Allie was home alone, waiting. I’d skip the evenings she was at yoga or book club, telling myself it was just bad luck, poor timing.

It worked, in the most pathetic way possible. We weren’t having sex nearly as often, which meant the fantasy stayed hungry, sharp, undulled.

And that left me alone with the forum again.

Night after night, hotel room on business trips or bedroom while Allie slept beside me, I scrolled deeper. Amateur clips, raw and unpolished, exactly what the glossy studio stuff lacked. I learned the posters’ usernames, their recurring wives, the rituals that turned me inside out.

It was inevitable, really, that I’d stumble across him.

Five pages deep in a thread titled “BBC owns sissy couple,” someone had uploaded a forty-minute video and tagged Mark’s username in the comments.

I clicked before I could talk myself out of it.

The scene opened in a dimly lit living room. A plump woman in her late forties, curly bottle-blonde hair, red corset squeezing generous curves, thick thighs in fishnets, stood over a figure kneeling at her feet. The figure wore a shiny pink satin dress, absurdly frilly and short, white lace trim fluttering around hairy thighs in sheer stockings. Lacy pink panties peeked beneath the hem. A black latex gimp mask covered his face, eyeholes wide and anxious.

“You’re going to be on your best behaviour for Master today, sissy,” the woman cooed, voice syrupy with dominance.

“Yes, Mistress,” the man replied, flat and bored.

Something felt off, stilted, like community theatre. I scrolled the comments and found the explanation: OnlyFans promo for a struggling couple.

The doorbell rang in the video. The sissy minced to answer it.

Mark filled the doorway, casual in a black tank and shorts, that easy grin flashing white. “Well, hello there, pretty girl.”

I barked an involuntary laugh, my friend, my colleague, playing porn star. It was surreal.

He stepped inside. “Undress me, sissy. Fold everything neatly.”

“Yes, Master.”

Trembling hands removed the tank, then slid the shorts down.

I froze the frame.

There was no trick of angle or lighting. Mark’s cock, soft and heavy, was thicker and longer than mine at full mast. Easily nine inches hanging, thick as my wrist. I stared, throat dry, a strange heat blooming low in my gut. Not attraction to him, not exactly. More the brutal, clarifying humiliation of comparison. Concrete proof that I was… inadequate. That someone else could give Allie what I physically couldn’t.

I hit play again, pulse racing.

The wife joined, kissing Mark deeply while the sissy knelt watching. She stroked that monstrous cock to full hardness, beer-can thick, veins prominent, and sneered at her husband. “See, baby? This is what a real woman needs. Not your pathetic little shrimp. And that cage stays on forever.”

They moved to the bedroom. She sucked him sloppily, gagging theatrically. Then the command that made my stomach drop:

“Sissy, come here. Good girl… open wide.”

I waited for Mark to stop it, to laugh, anything.

Instead he lay back, arms behind his head, grinning like he was enjoying a lazy Sunday.

The masked husband hesitated, then extended a nervous tongue and licked the swollen head.

My own cock throbbed painfully against my boxers.

The wife coaxed, threatened a spanking, and soon the sissy’s lips stretched around the tip, bobbing awkwardly while Mark murmured encouragement.

I killed the video, hurled my phone onto the duvet, and paced the dark room muttering, “No, nope, fuck no.”

But my erection tented my sweats harder than it had in months.

I switched to a tamer clip, straight cuckolding, no bi elements, and jerked off furiously, trying to erase the image. I came fast and hard, shame crashing in immediately after.

The next day at work I could barely meet Mark’s eyes. Every time he laughed, I saw that lazy, satisfied grin from the video.

That evening we had a game. We met early in the VIP lounge, beers cold, arena lights dimming below us. Conversation meandered safely, work, hockey, fantasy leagues, until the silence stretched too long. I felt the wall I’d rebuilt trembling.

“I, uh… found one of your videos on the forum,” I blurted.

Mark turned slowly, eyebrow raised. Then recognition dawned and he chuckled. “Oh shit. Sorry, man.”

“Sorry for what?”

He shrugged, smirking. “You’re jealous as hell now, right? Knowing what I’m packing.”

“Fuck off. I saw the woman you were with. Long dick or not, I’m good.”

He threw his head back and roared, drawing stares. “Ah, you got the sissy one. Yeah, that couple needed a boost. OnlyFans wasn’t paying the bills and they were really badly off. Husband on disability, she was laid off durin’ COVID. I was doing them a solid.”

A strange relief washed over me. Charity, not preference. Still…

“Dude,” I leaned in, voice low. “The guy sucked your dick.”

Mark rolled his eyes. “So? Happens a lot in these scenes. Comes with the territory.”

I gaped. “You let guys blow you?”

“If the husband’s deep into humiliation, yeah. Nothing gayer about it than a woman using a strap-on. It’s power play, not attraction. I don’t see them as men in that moment, just props in the wife’s game.” He studied me. “Didn’t peg you for a homophobe, Kev.”

“I’m not,” I protested, cheeks burning. “Just… surprised.”

He shrugged again, unbothered. “I top some of them too. Same deal. Ever fucked a girl in the ass?”

“No.”

“Try it sometime. Feels about the same.”

We dropped it when the puck dropped, but my focus stayed shredded. Second period, I caved again.

“You got more videos up there?”

That opened the floodgates.

He leaned back, beer in hand, recounting favourites like box scores. The redhead who deep-throated him while her husband filmed. The threesome where the wife brought her best friend and both husbands, dressed as maids, were forced to kiss each other while watching.

My cock stirred uncomfortably in my jeans.

Eventually he turned the spotlight on me. “So you’re really into this stuff, huh?”

“Fantasy only,” I muttered.

“Allie know?”

“We… roleplay sometimes.”

He nodded slowly, reading everything I wasn’t saying. “She cool with real names in the fantasy?”

“No. Hates it.”

A knowing smirk. “But you don’t.”

I stayed silent.

“How often you watching?”

I swallowed. “Daily.”

“Addictive, isn’t it?” He clapped my shoulder. “Advice from someone who’s seen it all: stop overthinking. Fun’s just fun. The only way this goes wrong is if the husband turns jealous and bitter. Good cucks relax and enjoy the ride.”

His words settled something restless in me.

From then on the firewall was gone. He talked openly again, new dates, new couples, new kinks. And now he didn’t edit out the bi elements. “Wife made him fluff me for twenty minutes, boy was crying by the end, but his little cage was dripping.”

I laughed along, secretly filing every detail away.

That night, alone again, I reopened the sissy video. This time I watched it all.

I watched the husband learn to suck properly. Watched him sit inches away while Mark pounded his wife into the mattress. Watched him “clean” Mark’s cock between thrusts. Watched him lap the creampie while his wife cooed degradations. Watched her strap on a dildo at the end and take the sissy’s ass, promising that next time it would be the real thing.

I came twice, harder each time.

And somewhere in the afterglow, a new fixation took root. I wanted to know what pegging felt like. I wanted Allie behind me, whispering the same cruel truths while she claimed me the way I could never claim her.

The spiral tightened.


Four

The strap-on lay on the duvet like a silent accusation, thick, veined, gleaming black silicone, seven inches of unapologetic threat. The empty box sat beside it, discreet brown packaging already crumpled in my fist. I could have chosen anything, flesh tone, purple, something small and beginner-friendly, but no, my idiot brain had gone straight for the biggest, darkest one on the site. A monster that looked exactly like the cocks I’d been fixating on in those videos.

What the fuck was I thinking?

I hadn’t prepared at all. No lube, no conversation, no clue how to even bring it up. “Hey, honey, fancy strapping this on and reaming me tonight?” The words curdled in my throat just imagining them. Shame burned hot in my chest, mixed with a treacherous pulse of arousal that made my cock twitch against my thigh.

Allie would be home in ten minutes.

Panic won. I shoved the dildo back into its box, heart hammering, and buried it deep in the bottom drawer beneath old routers, tangled cables, and dusty hard drives, a graveyard of tech junk she never touched.

There it stayed for a month while my obsession metastasised.

At first I searched for gentle pegging clips: loving wives easing slim straps into eager husbands, soft encouragement, shared laughter. But the algorithm knew me too well. Soon I was deep in femdom scenes, stern women in leather barking orders, husbands bent over furniture, moaning like animals. Then came the sissies: frilly panties pulled aside, painted lips parted in surrender, cages locked and dripping. I came harder to those than anything else, hating myself with every spurt, then opening another tab five minutes later.

I had a problem. A serious, spiralling problem.

It was on a two-night business trip in a sterile hotel room that the bomb finally detonated.

Allie called, frustrated. “My charging cable’s fried, yellow and burnt around the plug.”

“Classic. Time for a new phone,” I said absently, laptop balanced on my thighs, halfway through a solution diagram. “There are spares in the bottom drawer, bedroom, my side.”

The line went quiet except for the creak of our bedroom door, the scrape of wood on wood.

“Wait…” I said, realising my mistake.

Too late.

“Err…” Her voice was small, curious.

“I’m sorry,” I blurted, face flaming even though she couldn’t see it.

Silence. Then the rustle of cardboard, the soft thud of silicone hitting mattress.

A low, surprised chuckle. “Well. I’m guessing you’re not secretly planning a threesome with another woman.”

“No.” My voice cracked. “I didn’t know how to ask. I’m so sorry.”

“When did you buy this?” Still laughing, thank God, laughing.

“A month ago.”

“A month?” More laughter, then three low battery beeps. “Shit, hold on, phone’s dying. I’ll call you back.”

I sat frozen on the hotel bed, stomach churning with dread and, shamefully, a throb of excitement. At least she hadn’t screamed.

When she rang back twenty minutes later, her tone was light, teasing. “So you’ve been hiding a big black cock in our bedroom for a month and never said a word?”

“I thought you’d think I was… gay or something.”

“Kev.” She sighed, fond and exasperated. “Tons of straight couples peg. It’s just a prostate, not a sexuality crisis. Relax. If you want to try it, we’ll try it.” A pause, then a wicked little laugh. “Though I have to say, you went straight for the monster dick. Most people start small.”

Heat flooded me again. “I didn’t buy lube.”

“I’ll grab some tomorrow. Anal needs the good stuff.” Another giggle. “And no, we’ve never done anal, and we never will, my ass is exit-only. But yours? You’re about to get fuuuucked.”

The promise in her voice sent a shiver straight to my cock.

I flew home two days later to a dark house. Candles flickered on every stair, leading me upward like a trail of breadcrumbs. My pulse kicked hard.

In the bedroom, more candles, dozens of them, casting gold over the duvet. A single note waited on the pillow in her looping handwriting: Douche in the bathroom. Clean thoroughly. Then wait for me on the bed. Naked. Hands and knees.

My breath caught. She wasn’t home, or at least, I couldn’t hear her.

I obeyed, nerves jangling. Shower first, then the unfamiliar ritual of the douche, cool water, the strange fullness, the meticulous rinse. Clean. Vulnerable. Exposed.

I climbed onto the bed, knelt, waited. The air felt thick with anticipation; every second stretched. My cock hung heavy between my legs, already half-hard from surrender alone.

The door opened.

Click. Click. Click.

Stiletto heels on hardwood.

Allie stepped into the candlelight and my heart stopped.

Black lace corset cinching her waist, pushing her heavy breasts high. Sheer fishnets clipped to garters. Thigh-high PVC boots laced tight, gleaming. And jutting proudly from her hips, the black dildo, strapped on, thick and menacing, swaying slightly with each step.

She looked like every dominant fantasy I’d ever secretly devoured.

She didn’t speak. Just circled the bed slowly, predator-slow, trailing cool fingertips across my back, my ribs, the curve of my ass. Gooseflesh rose everywhere she touched. When she reached my head, she stopped, lifted my chin with one finger.

“Open.”

The word was soft, but absolute, barely a breath, but it was so sexy it hurt.

I parted my lips. She gathered my hair in a firm grip and fed the silicone cock into my mouth, slow, relentless, until the head bumped the back of my throat. I gagged, eyes watering, but she held me there, hips rocking gently.

“You’re going to be my bitch tonight,” she purred, voice velvet and steel. “My greedy little anal slut. Get it nice and wet, whore, this is the only lube you’re getting for now.”

Saliva pooled, dripped. She fucked my throat with shallow thrusts, smiling down at me, amused and powerful. The sight of her above me, corset heaving with each breath, breasts spilling over lace, sent blood roaring southward.

“Relax your throat,” she coaxed darkly. “Swallow when I push. Good cocksuckers take more.”

I tried, choking, tears streaking my cheeks, cock throbbing untouched beneath me.

Finally she pulled out with a wet pop, stepped back, gripped my jaw. “Enough. I want your ass.”

Cool lube drizzled between my cheeks, thank God she’d bought some. Her fingers followed: one, then two, then three, rough, insistent, scissoring deep. No hesitation.

“Fuck, yes,” I groaned, pushing back without thinking. “Use me.”

“Oh, I will.” She twisted her fingers hard. “Such a needy little whore.”

The stretch burned, delicious and terrifying. My mind flashed to sissy videos, frilly panties, lipstick, humiliation, and to my shock the image didn’t repulse me. It ignited me. I wanted it. Wanted her to dress me, degrade me, own me completely.

She withdrew her fingers. The blunt head of the dildo pressed against my hole.

Nothing.

“Push back,” she ordered. “Open for me.”

I bore down. The head breached, sharp, shocking pain.

“Fuck, ow, wait…”

She laughed softly. “Breathe. It always hurts the first time. Relax.”

She held still, one hand stroking my back until the burn eased into a heavy, stuffed fullness. Then inch by inch she sank deeper until her hips met my ass.

“Good slut,” she whispered. “You took every inch.”

The pressure was overwhelming, not pleasure yet, just intense presence. Then she drew back and drove forward again. Again. Again.

Something shifted.

Pleasure detonated low in my gut, electric and filthy. My arms gave out; I collapsed to my elbows, ass high, moaning like a porn star.

“Harder, Mistress, please…”

“Mistress now, is it?” She gripped my hips and slammed home. “Yes, I am.”

The room filled with wet slaps, my desperate cries, her breathy moans. I hadn’t expected her to enjoy it this much, but she was lost in it, head thrown back, grinding the base against her clit with every thrust. The strap-on had a hidden vibrator; I realised it only when she shattered first, snarling, “Take it, you fucking bitch!” as her orgasm ripped through her.

I reached beneath myself, stroking frantically. Three thrusts later I came with a hoarse scream, thick ropes splattering the sheets, prostate milking every drop while she kept fucking me through it.

“Stop, stop, too much…”

She eased out with a slick pop. I collapsed into the wet spot, trembling.

Allie flopped beside me, panting, flushed gorgeous. “Holy shit. I felt… powerful. Incredibly powerful.”

“That was…” I could barely speak. “Best sex of my life.”

She grinned, wicked. “Makes sense with that pathetic little cock of yours.” Then softer: “Want to do it again?”

“Now?” I squeaked.

She laughed. “Next week, greedy boy.”

“God, yes.”

We cleaned up, changed sheets, curled together. Then her hand drifted down, stroking me softly back to life, rare for her to initiate twice.

“Just imagine,” she whispered, voice husky again, climbing astride me. “I get real cock… from Mark. You get cock… from me.”

My dick surged in her fist.

“Mmm.” She sank down onto me slowly. “I need it, baby. I need a real man’s cock.”

She rode me with new authority, hips rolling, breasts swaying, eyes locked on mine.

“I’m going to fuck him,” she said, voice steady and dangerous. “And you can’t stop me.”

“I don’t want to stop you.”

“Nothing you can do about it.” A wicked smile.

The words hit like sparks on gasoline. “Promise me,” I gasped. “Promise you’ll fuck him.”

“You want it for real?”

“Yes, please…”

She sped up, grinding deep, pinching her nipples hard. “Then I will. I’m serious, Kev. I want him. I want you to make it happen.”

Her rhythm turned frantic. “Promise me you’ll set it up. Promise he’ll fuck me.”

“I promise!”

She froze, arched, clawed my chest, then screamed through the first orgasm I’d ever given her with my cock alone, body shaking, walls pulsing around me.

I followed seconds later, coming deep inside her with her name on my lips.

She collapsed forward, trembling, aftershocks rippling. Then, without opening her eyes, voice suddenly flat:

“That was a wild fantasy. But it was just a fantasy. Understood?”

“But…”

“Understood?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

She rolled off me, walked to the bathroom, and shut the door with a firm click that sounded, in the sudden silence, very much like anger.

I lay there in the cooling sweat and candlelight, heart pounding, confused and aching. Because for one electric moment, it hadn’t felt like fantasy at all. And I wasn’t sure which of us was more terrified of that truth.


Five

Six months to Cuck-Day

She stepped back from my backside with a deliberate slowness, her palm lingering just a moment before delivering that sharp, possessive spank. The sting radiated through my skin, a familiar heat that made my cheeks flush, not just from the impact, but from the way it underscored her growing command. We hadn't had penetrative sex in over a month now, the kind where I was inside her, reclaiming some semblance of traditional intimacy. Instead, our encounters revolved around her strapping on, taking control, and leaving me breathless and spent. Pegging had become her new favourite ritual, and while I craved it in ways I couldn't fully admit, it left a hollow ache in the spaces where our old connection used to thrive.

I cleaned up in the bathroom, the cool water a stark contrast to the lingering warmth between my legs, my body still humming from the intensity. Back in the bedroom, Allie had already reclined against the pillows, her curves soft and inviting under the dim lamp light. She held her favourite vibrator in one hand, the other scrolling her phone absentmindedly. A video played softly, moans and rhythmic slaps filling the air. She didn't look at me, lost in her own world, but I knew this was her way of unwinding, of chasing the release she'd denied us both in the traditional sense.

The drought in our sex life wasn't accidental. Allie had laid down the law weeks ago, her voice firm but laced with hurt: "I'm tired of you pushing this cuckold fantasy every single time, Kev. It's like it's the only thing that gets you going anymore. Until we find some normal rhythm again, something that's just us, without all this baggage, we're not doing it my way." She'd meant penetrative sex where I took the lead, and I'd nodded, desperate not to lose her entirely. But trying to comply only amplified the problem. I'd initiate, get close, feel her warmth envelop me, and then the fantasies would flood in unbidden. Mark's face, his body, Allie gasping under him. My erection would falter, leaving us both frustrated and silent. I needed the kink to stay hard now; it had woven itself into my arousal like a parasite, essential and destructive.

And it wasn't just cuckolding anymore. Since that first pegging session, the sissification videos on the forum had started to haunt me. At first, I'd skipped them, dismissing the frilly outfits and simpering poses as too extreme, too far from who I was. But curiosity pulled me back. I'd watch in secret, heart racing, imagining myself in their place, smooth skin, lace hugging my hips, a dominant voice commanding obedience. The humiliation twisted into something intoxicating, a surrender that made my cock ache with need.

It escalated without me fully realising. On my last business trip, alone in a sterile hotel room overlooking a rainy cityscape, I'd booked a waxing appointment on impulse. The technician's hands were professional, efficient, ripping away hair from my chest, legs, even my groin until everything was sleek and sensitive. The pain was sharp, but the aftermath, the smoothness under my fingers, felt electric, forbidden. When I got home and Allie noticed during our next pegging session, her eyes widening as she traced the bare skin, I'd stammered a lie: "Thought it'd make things... smoother for us. For the fun." She’d bought it, or at least pretended to, her smirk suggesting she enjoyed the vulnerability it exposed.

The day after our latest pegging, my ass still tender, a reminder of her thrusts, I couldn't shake the weight of it all. At work, Mark and I grabbed coffee in the break room, our usual routine of easy banter about clients and deadlines. He was my anchor in the office chaos, the guy who'd always have my back on a tough pitch or share a laugh over a botched demo. But today, the secret gnawed at me. As we sat at a corner table, steam rising from our mugs, I finally cracked.

"Man, that cuckold stuff... it's wrecked me," I confessed, voice low, staring into my coffee like it held answers. "I can't stop thinking about it. Allie's pissed, says it's ruining us. We haven't... you know, properly, in weeks."

Mark leaned back, his broad frame relaxed in the chair, dark eyes meeting mine with that steady, nonjudgmental gaze that always put me at ease. "Damn, Kev. That sucks. But hey, you're not the first guy to get hooked on a kink. It'll pass if you let it breathe."

His advice came unexpected, casual as if we were discussing a bad hockey slump. "Stick it out. She's frustrated now, but she'll break eventually. Get horny enough, and she'll give you the green light."

I blinked, processing. "You mean... sex with me again?"

He chuckled softly, shaking his head. "Nah, man. I mean she'll green light the real thing. Explore it safely, with me."

My throat tightened, a mix of shock and illicit thrill. "You... you'd want that? To... with Allie?"

"Hell yeah," he said without hesitation, but his tone was warm, brotherly. "She's gorgeous, sure. But more than that, I want to help you out, buddy. Fulfil that fantasy you've been chasing. Better me than some random asshole off the internet who doesn't get the rules or respect the boundaries. We're friends, I'd make sure it's good for everyone."

It made sense, in a twisted way. Mark wasn't some stranger; he was the guy who'd upgraded my hockey seats, covered for me on late reports, shared inside jokes that no one else got. Trusting him felt safer than the unknown. But hearing him say it out loud, admitting he wanted to fuck my wife, made the air thicken, reality crashing into fantasy. My pulse quickened, a flush creeping up my neck. I hadn't expected eagerness from him; it blurred the lines in my mind, making the whole thing feel tantalisingly close.

We shifted gears after that, talking shop over our cooling coffees. But the conversation lingered, a low hum in my thoughts. Later that evening, after work, we met at our usual bar for beers, dim lights, the clink of glasses, the hum of conversations around us. We dissected a couple of new movies we'd both streamed, laughing about plot holes and bad CGI. It felt normal, grounding. But halfway through my second pint, the itch returned.

"Hey, those sissies in the videos," I started, voice casual but my grip tightening on the glass.

Mark looked up from his phone, eyebrow arched slightly. "Yeah?"

"Where do they get their... clothes? Not that I'm into it or anything," I added quickly, heat rising. "Just curious. They're so over-the-top, don't think I've seen that stuff in stores."

He nodded, no judgment, pulling out his phone like it was the most natural question in the world. "Online, mostly. One guy I know shops Shein, cheap, lots of frilly, girly options." He tapped the app open and slid the phone over. "Check these out. FairyFlirt Pink Contrast. Loves 'em, and I love them on him."

The screen showed hot pink satin panties, full-cut and lavish with white lace ruffles, a bow at the front, ruched in the back. Over-the-top feminine, ridiculously affordable. My mouth went dry as I scrolled, fingers lingering on the images. "You... love them on him?"

Mark shrugged, easy as ever. "Yeah. It's part of the humiliation game. Seeing a guy like that, dressed up, vulnerable, it amps up the power play. Makes them respect their Master more."

"Master..." The word hung in the air, heavy. I scrolled further, stopping at a frilly pair with an open back, exposed, ready. My cock stirred uncomfortably in my jeans.

Mark leaned in, glancing at the screen. "Perfect for getting fucked," he said with a grin, voice low but matter-of-fact.

The bar noise faded; tension coiled in my gut, arousal warring with unease. I shoved the phone back, muttering thanks, insisting sissification wasn't my thing. But Mark just nodded, changing the subject smoothly to the upcoming game. He didn't push, didn't tease, he was just there, my friend, letting me navigate my own mess. Still, I felt exposed, like he'd seen right through me without trying.

That night, home and buzzed from the beers, I slipped into bed beside a sleeping Allie. The house was quiet, moonlight filtering through the curtains. I pulled out my phone, intending a quick forum browse, but paused. Instead, I downloaded the Shein app. An hour vanished scrolling lace, satin, pinks and purples, briefs, bloomers, thongs. Before I could second-guess, I'd ordered two dozen pairs, including those open-backed ones. Heart pounding, I switched to a forum video: a sissy in purple high-waist satin trimmed with pink lace, just like I’d ordered, exactly. Bent over and begging. In my mind, it was me, silky fabric hugging my skin, exposed and owned. I came hard, guilt crashing in like a wave.

The next morning, the order faded to the back of my mind, overshadowed by the previous day's talk with Mark. At work, I avoided his eyes during meetings, embarrassment simmering. But he acted normal, high-fives in the hall, a shared eye-roll at a client's dumb request. No awkwardness from his side.

Over lunch in the cafeteria, he brought up the forum unprompted. "Hey, notice the new feature? Owners for profiles now, wives, husbands, sissies. Helps with interactions."

I shook my head, fork paused mid-bite.

"Yeah, they're pushing for more community. Since you're marked as a cuck, you might get bulls DMing you. If it bugs you, just set me as your owner. Keeps the creeps away."

Suspicion flickered, but excitement drowned it out, my cock twitching at the idea. "How am I marked as a cuck? I didn't set that."

Mark smirked, casual. "I did when I vouched for you. Figured it fit, submissive cuckold."

"But how did you know?"

"Come on, Kev. Really?"

I sighed, mumbling "Bastard," but there was no heat in it. Just a flush of reluctant arousal.

That evening, alone in the bathroom while Allie cooked dinner, I opened the forum app. No messages yet, my profile was bare, no pics. But the owner option stared back. The tooltip warned: permissions for profile edits, photos, tasks, viewed. Revoke only via admin. Risky. Thrilling.

I hovered over Mark's username, cock hardening. Imagined his voice: "Now I own you, sissy. Dress how I say. Everyone knows what you are." I stroked furiously, coming with his name on my lips, then closed the app in shame, wondering what the hell I was becoming.

Days blurred. Then an SMS pinged: Shein shipment ready at the locker. My hands shook as I read it, pulse racing with equal parts dread and anticipation.

That afternoon, Allie cornered me in the kitchen, her hazel eyes serious. "We need to talk. I miss sex with you, real sex. Pegging's fun, but it's not enough. I don't want this kink to break us. I love you too much. So, I want to understand it…better."

My heart soared, then sank. "You... want to understand it better?"

She nodded. "Show me what you're watching. The stuff online is crap, I hope you're not tanking our marriage for that."

I laughed nervously, leading her to the bedroom. I carefully selected a mild video, female-led, light domination, and cast it to the TV. We lay clothed, watching the wife ride a bull while her caged husband knelt.

"What's that?" Allie asked, pointing at the flat nub between his legs.

"Chastity cage."

"Order one." No hesitation.

My cock jumped. She stripped, positioning on all fours at the bed's edge, eyes glued to the screen. "Get hard. Fuck me."

I did, sliding into her soaked heat. She guided the pace, pausing when I edged too close, drawing it out. "Phone," she demanded.

I handed it over, heart in throat. She queued another mild video, rubbing her clit as we moved. "He's hot," she moaned at the bull on screen.

She came first, hard, clenching around me. "Cum now."

I did, filling her instantly.

Panting, she stood, cum trailing down her thigh, a messy sight she usually avoided. At the bathroom door: "How do I get on that site?"

"Needs an invite from a bull."

"And your bull is Mark." Not a question, as if announcing that Mark was my owner, my Master, my bull. "Have him send it. Give him my email."

"You sure?" I asked, wondering if I really wanted to open a line of communication between them.

"Just do it."

She vanished behind the door.

I lay there, cock stirring again. It was starting. I could feel the tide turning.

Next day, I swung by the lockers, grabbing the discreet grey package. Hands trembling, I tossed it in the trunk, heading to work.

Mark and I crossed paths all day, normal as ever. But as we headed to the lot for the game, he walked with me. "Car's in the shop, remember? Riding with you."

Shit. The package.

He slid into the passenger seat, spotting it immediately. Held it up with a smirk, then set it back without a word.

We drove in tense silence. "So, uh, Allie found out about the forum."

"Oh, shit. Sorry, man."

"She wants access."

He nodded. "I can make an excuse if you want, say invites are capped."

"No... just do it." I gave him her email; he tapped away.

"Done. Tell her to set me as owner, keeps the creeps off. Linked her as your wife too."

"Thanks... I guess."

More silence. Then, passing a shadowed lot, he pointed: "Pull over there."

"Why?"

"Just do it." He said, no argument.

I parked in the dim emptiness. He grabbed the package. "Let's see what you got."

"Mark, that's…"

"Stop." Firm, but kind, but his position clear. "Phone out. Forum. Set me as owner. Now." He was making a clear point. He was in charge.

I gulped, obeying. Fingers shook as I searched his username, clicked. A jolt of arousal hit as it saved, my cock nearly erupting.

He unpacked, approving each pair. "These'll look good on you." "Perfect sissy bloomers."

Then the open-backed ones. "Allie's pegging me," I said, lying about why I really got them.

"Uh-huh."

He selected light pink briefs with white lace along the base, the front, pretty bows adorned the top hem. "Put these on."

I hesitated, then complied, trousers down, erection obvious. I could have argued, but I knew I was beyond that.

"Deal with that," he said casually.

"Can't... if I cum, I won't wear them."

"Libido drop.” He nodded. “Fine, panties on. You're small; it'll fit."

The insult stung, but also aroused. In the past, I would have snapped back, played insulted, but this time, I knew he was being honest, making a point, humiliating me. I slid them up, silky, cupping perfectly. A moan escaped and my eyes fluttered closed. They were perfect, the best…

I was broken out of my reverie by his hand on my thigh, warm, stroking. "You wax."

He moved upward, and my breath held, until he was cupping me through satin. Eyes locked, he rubbed, gentle, insistent. I gripped the wheel, moaned long and low, before coming in waves, soaking the fabric.

Panting, shaking, I sat there, confused, scared.

"Pull up. Hockey time." He repacked the rest of the panties, folding each with the care he felt they deserved, a show that this mattered to him.

I dressed, mind reeling. My best friend had just given me a handjob. Colleague. Confidant. What the fuck had I started?


Six

I don’t remember a single play from the hockey match. Not the goals, not the penalties, not even the final buzzer. The arena lights, the crowd roar, the slap of sticks on ice, it all blurred into white noise. Mark and I sat side by side in the VIP box like always, beers in hand, but the space between us felt charged, electric with everything we weren’t saying.

He didn’t mention the panties. Didn’t ask how they felt against my skin, still damp and clinging from the car park. Didn’t bring up the way his hand had wrapped around me through the satin, steady and sure, until I’d shattered against the steering wheel. He just watched the game, laughed at a bad call, high-fived me when our team scored. Normal. Brotherly. As if nothing had changed.

When the final horn sounded, he pulled me into one of those quick, back-slapping hugs, firm, familiar, the kind we’d done a hundred times after wins or losses. “Good game, man. See you Monday.” Then he was gone, phone already out to summon an Uber, leaving me alone with the echo of his cologne and the weight of what had just happened.

I drove home on autopilot, the grey Shein package sitting shotgun like an unexploded device. My discarded boxers lay crumpled beneath it, a stark reminder. I parked in the driveway, engine ticking as it cooled, and stared at the bag. No hiding this. No clever excuse. The panties were real, tangible proof of how far I’d let myself slide.

The house was quiet except for the faint, unmistakable sounds drifting down from upstairs, soft moans, rhythmic slapping, the low murmur of dirty talk. Allie had access now. She was watching.

I climbed the stairs slowly, package in hand, heart thudding against my ribs. A small, childish part of me hoped she’d be asleep, lights out, oblivious. But the bedroom door stood ajar, warm lamplight spilling into the hall, and the porn was louder here, intimate and unashamed.

I pushed the door open.

Allie sat propped against the headboard in one of my old band T-shirts, the hem riding high on her thighs. Her reading glasses perched on her nose, giving her that soft, studious look that always made my chest tighten. One hand rested casually between her legs, fingers moving in slow, deliberate circles. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes bright and curious when they lifted to meet mine.

“Mark sent me the invite,” she said simply.

“Yeah. I was with him when he did it.”

She nodded, gaze dropping to the package. “What’s in the bag?”

I swallowed. “I… made an order. A week ago. Drunk. Impulse. After we talked about… stuff.”

Her lips curved, just a hint of a smile, not cruel, not mocking. More like she was piecing together a puzzle she’d only half-suspected. “Show me.”

“Show you?”

“Yes, Kevin. The panties.” She set her phone aside, the video still playing softly in the background, moans and whispered degradations. “I’m assuming that’s what you bought. Sissy panties. I’ve been looking around the forum. Saw some… interesting ones.” A small pause. “I even saw one with Mark in it.”

My stomach dropped. She’d seen him. Seen what he did, how he took control. Heat crawled up my neck.

I tipped the bag onto the duvet. Pastel pinks, lavenders, whites spilled across the sheets, satin, lace, ruffles, bows. Over-the-top, shamelessly feminine.

Allie leaned forward, picking them up one by one. She held a pair of hot-pink bloomers to the light, tracing the white lace trim with her fingertip. “These are pretty,” she murmured, almost to herself. Then another, light blue with tiny satin roses. “And these… very sweet.”

“There’s… one more,” I said, voice barely above a whisper.

Her eyes flicked up, assessing, patient. “Go on.”

I set the bag aside and hooked my thumbs into my waistband. Trousers came down. The light-pink briefs with thick white lace hugged my hips, the front already darkened with the evidence of what Mark had done to me in the car park.

Allie’s gaze dropped. She reached out slowly, fingers brushing the satin over my still-half-hard cock. The touch was light, exploratory, not demanding, just curious. She felt the wet spot, then met my eyes again.

“Oh dear,” she said, rolling her eyes with exaggerated exasperation, but there was a softness in it, almost fond. “Really, Kevin? Already?”

She sat back, resuming the slow circles between her legs, the video still murmuring in the background. “That reminds me,” she added casually, as though we were discussing grocery lists. “Did you order the chastity cage like I told you?”

“I… forgot.”

“Don’t forget.” Her tone was firm, but not harsh, more like gentle correction. “Order it tonight. Put all these away in your underwear drawer first. Then do it.”

I nodded, dazed, gathering the scattered panties like evidence I couldn’t deny.

“By the way,” she continued, “Mark said I should add him as my owner on the forum. So creeps don’t message me.”

“Yeah. He told me the same.”

She gave a small hum. “We’ve been texting.”

The words landed like stones in still water. “You’ve… been texting?”

“Mmm.” She didn’t look up from the screen, fingers still moving lazily. “He recommended some videos. Sent links to ones he likes. Some he’s in. Said they’re the kind you’ve been watching a lot.” A tiny smile tugged at her mouth. “He even sent me a few sissy ones. Said you seem to like those best.”

Bastard.

The word echoed in my head, sharp and helpless. He’d played me perfectly, guided her right to the edge of my deepest shame without ever breaking the illusion of friendship. And now they were talking. Privately. About me.

Allie glanced up, catching the storm on my face. Her expression softened, just a fraction.

“Hey,” she said quietly. “I’m still figuring this out, okay? I’m not… jumping in with both feet. I’m just trying to understand what turns you on so much. What’s got you this twisted up.” She patted the bed beside her. “Come here.”

I obeyed, sitting gingerly, the lace whispering against my skin.

She reached over, fingers tracing the waistband of the panties. “These look good on you,” she murmured. Not mocking. Almost… appreciative. “Soft. Pretty.”

My throat tightened. “You’re not freaked out?”

“A little,” she admitted. “But mostly I’m curious. And… maybe a little turned on.” Her hand drifted higher, cupping me through the satin. “Seeing you like this, it’s different. Vulnerable. I like that you trust me enough to show me.”

She leaned in and kissed me, slow, tender, nothing like the dominance she’d wielded during pegging. Just us. For a moment.

Then she pulled back, eyes searching mine. “But we go at my pace, Kevin. I’m learning. I’m not ready to be some hardcore Mistress yet. I don’t even know if I ever will be. So if this gets too much, or I need to slow down, you tell me. Promise?”

“I promise.”

“Good.” She smiled, small, real, and patted my thigh. “Now go order that cage. And maybe… pick out which pair you want to sleep in tonight.”

She turned back to her phone, the video resuming, her fingers resuming their slow rhythm.

I sat there a moment longer, heart pounding, cock stirring again beneath lace that still carried the faint scent of Mark’s touch.

Everything was shifting. And Allie, my careful, curious, still-learning wife, was right in the middle of it, deciding how far she wanted to go.

I sat on the edge of the bed, phone in hand, scrolling through Amazon with the kind of frantic focus usually reserved for work deadlines. Airport security loomed large in my mind, frequent business trips meant metal detectors, pat-downs, the occasional full-body scan. A heavy steel cage would set off alarms, draw questions, force explanations I wasn’t ready to give. Plastic composite, then. Lightweight. Discreet.

I found one almost immediately: matte black, nearly flat, designed to compress everything down to a smooth, featureless bulge. From the front, it would look like I had nothing but balls, no cock at all. The reviews were mixed, some praised the humiliation factor, others complained about fit, but the photos sealed it. Tiny. Ruthless. Perfect.

My thumb hovered over “Buy Now.” I glanced at Allie.

She was still propped against the pillows, legs casually parted, fingers tracing lazy patterns over her clit while the forum video played low in the background. She looked up when she felt my stare, reading glasses slipping slightly down her nose.

“Found something?” she asked.

I turned the phone toward her. The product page filled the screen: clinical angles, size charts, close-ups of the tiny ring and confining tube.

Allie studied it for a long moment. Then she nodded once, decisive. “Put it on rush delivery.”

The words landed soft but firm. My stomach flipped.

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.

The title slipped out before I could stop it, small, tentative, embarrassed. Heat flooded my face. But Allie’s reaction wasn’t mockery. Her lips curved into a warm, almost tender smile, eyes crinkling at the corners.

“Good boy,” she murmured.

She reached for the remote. “Take those dirty knickers off. Get hard for me. I’ll put something on the TV.”

I scrambled. Fingers fumbled with the waistband of the light-pink lace briefs, still sticky, still carrying the faint musk of what Mark had done to me in the car park. I peeled them down, cock springing free, already thick and aching. The cool air of the bedroom kissed the sensitive skin, making me shiver.

Allie queued the video with practiced ease, as though she’d watched it more than once. The screen filled with familiar shadows: Mark, shirtless and powerful, pounding into a woman from behind while a sissy knelt beside the bed, head bowed, hands bound behind him.

The woman’s voice cut through the speakers, raw, furious, venomous.

“You pathetic fucking disgrace of a human being.”

Mark’s hips snapped forward, driving deep. The woman grabbed the sissy’s hair, yanking his head back painfully, forcing him to watch.

“You fucking wanted this shit, so you fucking live with it! You fucking asshole! I’m never stopping, and neither are you! You’ve ruined my life, you cunt! All I wanted was a normal marriage, but you had to have your little fantasy. Well, now you get what you wished for, and then some. Be careful what you wish for, darling. Your life is about to become a living hell!”

The words hit like punches. Not just at the sissy on screen, but at me. At us.

Allie turned her head slowly, eyes locking onto mine. Her expression was calm, almost gentle, but there was something new beneath it, something curious, testing, still learning the shape of her own power.

“Are you going to put that shitty little stick in me or what?”

The casual cruelty of it, soft-spoken, almost playful, sent a jolt straight to my core.

“Sorry!” I gasped.

I scrambled onto the bed, positioning myself between her thighs. She was soaked, glistening, ready. I lined up, pushed forward, and the moment I sank into her heat, the dam broke.

Everything crashed over me at once: the lace still warm on the sheets beside us, the echo of Mark’s hand on me in the car park, Allie’s quiet command to order the cage, the furious woman on screen spitting venom at her broken husband, and beneath it all, the terrifying certainty that this was no longer just fantasy.

I came instantly. Hard. Helpless. A choked groan tore out of me as I pulsed inside her, hips jerking uncontrollably, spilling everything in seconds.

Allie didn’t move. Didn’t push me away. She simply lay there, letting me finish, her hand coming up to rest lightly on the back of my neck, comforting, possessive, still figuring out what came next.

When the last tremor left me, I collapsed forward, forehead against her shoulder, breathing ragged.

She let out a soft, surprised laugh, fond, not cruel.

“Jesus, Kevin,” she murmured, fingers threading through my hair. “That was… fast.”

“I’m sorry,” I mumbled into her skin.

“Don’t be.” Her voice was quiet, thoughtful. “We’re still learning, right? Both of us.”

She shifted beneath me, easing me out gently. Cum trickled down her thigh; she made no move to wipe it away this time. Allie reached for the remote and muted the video. The room fell into a sudden, intimate hush.

She kissed the top of my head, gentle, almost protective.

Then she whispered, barely audible; “I’m not angry. I’m just… curious.”

The words hung between us, fragile and full of possibility. And terrifying promise.


Seven

One Month to Cuck-Day

The cage had become just another comfortable ritual in my daily life, much like the panties I now wore without a second thought. What started as two dozen pairs, my drunken impulse buy, had ballooned to nearly three times that, fuelled mostly by my own late-night scrolls through Shein and similar sites, chasing that illicit thrill of lace and satin against smooth skin. But Allie had started contributing too, in her tentative way. She’d spot something online, a frilly brief in baby blue, or high-waisted bloomers with delicate bows, and add it to the cart with a casual, “This might suit you.” Still learning, still testing the waters, her suggestions came without the sharp edge of command, more like gentle nudges from a wife trying to understand her husband’s unravelling desires.

And then there was the pair from Mark, for my birthday, no less. That one still replayed in my mind like a fever dream, blurring the lines of our friendship in ways I couldn’t quite process.

We’d spent the evening out, just the two of us, celebrating at our usual bar. Mark drove, staying sober while he plied me with round after round, beers turning to shots, the world softening into a warm, hazy buzz. He was his usual self: easy laughs, stories about work mishaps, hockey banter. No hints of the forum, no whispers about owners or sissies. Just buddies marking another year.

In the car afterward, he handed me a small gift bag, tissue paper crinkling under my fingers. “Happy birthday, man.”

I pulled out the contents: heavy ivory satin shorties, lavish with cream lace trim, and a matching camisole, silky straps, a deep V-neck edged in delicate frills. Over-the-top, feminine, the kind of thing that screamed submission.

I laughed it off, slurring something about “funny joke,” but the alcohol couldn’t drown the heat rising in my cheeks, the way my cock twitched against my jeans.

Mark didn’t laugh. He just drove in silence for a few miles, then veered off into a deserted industrial estate, dark warehouses looming like silent witnesses, the lot empty under sodium lights. It echoed that first time in the car park, the memory sending a shiver down my spine.

“Pull your pants down,” he said, voice low and even. “Take the panties. Wank yourself with them.”

“Mark… come on.” The words tumbled out, thick with booze and hesitation.

“Kev.” He turned to face me fully, eyes steady in the dashboard glow. “I own you, remember?”

The words hit like a gut punch. He’d already flexed that control on the forum, editing my profile to read like a confession: “Bicurious sissy seeking guidance. Wants wife to become Mistress. Open to new ideas.” I’d let it stand, too thrilled and terrified to revoke it. And now, here in the car, that digital ownership felt viscerally real.

“Take the panties,” he repeated, firmer now. “Masturbate.”

I gulped, nodded. Fingers fumbled with my belt, trousers pooling at my ankles. The satin felt cool and luxurious in my hand as I wrapped it around my hardening cock, stroking slowly, eyes fixed on the windshield.

Mark shifted beside me. The sound of his zipper cut through the quiet. He freed himself, that massive, heavy cock I’d seen in videos, now inches away, thickening in his grip as he stroked lazily.

“Look at it,” he murmured. “Stare.”

I couldn’t resist. My gaze dropped, mesmerised by the slow, deliberate rhythm of his hand. Thick veins, dark skin gleaming faintly in the low light. It dwarfed mine in every way.

“Now beg me to fuck Allie.”

The command hung heavy, pulling at something deep and dark inside me.

“Please… fuck Allie,” I whispered, strokes quickening against the satin.

“Louder. Say: Please, Master, take her from me. Make her your slut. Deny me.”

I repeated it word for word, voice trembling, eyes never leaving his shaft. The humiliation burned sweet, arousal coiling tighter.

“You need to do better,” he said, hand still moving with unhurried confidence. “She’s not replying to my messages. I don’t think you’re pushing hard enough.”

The cage had arrived two weeks after that first video session with Allie, rush delivery, as she’d insisted. I’d thought it was progress, a sign she was warming to the dynamic. She’d helped me fit it on that first night, her fingers cool and careful as she adjusted the ring, clicked the lock shut. “How does it feel?” she’d asked, voice soft, exploratory, not the commanding tone of a full-fledged Mistress, but a wife dipping her toes into unfamiliar waters.

But for Allie, the cage seemed like enough for now. She’d watch videos sporadically, maybe ten minutes here or there, enough to get me unlocked and inside her for a quick, desperate fuck. When I’d press about next steps, about Mark, she’d deflect with a gentle smile: “One day, maybe. Let’s not rush.” It felt like those classic husband fantasies of a threesome with another woman, the wife’s “sure, someday” that really meant never. Deflection. Stalling. She was still learning, still processing, not ready to leap.

“I’m trying!” I gasped now, in the car, satin slick against my skin.

“Try harder!” Mark snapped, though his voice held no real anger, just that steady authority that made my pulse race.

His cock throbbed in his hand, pre-cum beading at the tip. “Touch it,” he whispered.

My hand reached out before my brain could catch up, wrapping around the heat, the girth. He let go, leaning back as I stroked him tentatively, then with more confidence. Smooth, heavy, alive under my palm.

“Stop yours,” he said. “Use both hands on mine.”

The alcohol blurred the edges of shame, turning it into liquid fire. I obeyed, one hand pumping the shaft, the other cupping his balls, full, warm, demanding respect.

“Say: I’m a sissy slut.”

“I’m a sissy slut.”

“I’m a filthy sissy cuckold.”

“I’m a filthy sissy cuckold.”

“I know you bought those open-backed panties to get fucked in them. I know you’re confused. But be careful what you wish for, sissy, because if you let me take you, I’ll keep taking you. Understand?”

“Yes… Master.”

He grinned, slow and satisfied. “I’m going to cum now. When I do, take it. Use it to finish yourself.”

He didn’t just cum, he erupted. Hot ropes splashed across my hands, thick and plentiful. I transferred it immediately, slicking the satin over my cock, stroking frantically. The scent, the warmth, the degradation, it all collided, pushing me over the edge in seconds. I came hard, gasping, body shuddering in the passenger seat.

Mark tucked himself away without a word, started the car, and drove me home like nothing had happened. Another layer added to our friendship, another secret I carried, wondering if he’d tell Allie, if this was all part of some plan I couldn’t see.

I stumbled inside that night, the gift bag clutched tight, mind spinning. Allie was asleep, oblivious. But the cage clicked shut again the next morning, a reminder that while she wasn’t fully there yet, the pieces were falling into place.

A few weeks after my birthday, the air in our house shifted again, subtler this time, like the moment before a storm when the wind suddenly changes direction. We’d had sex that night, quick, urgent, unlocked for the first time in days. I’d lasted longer than usual, the cage’s absence making every sensation sharp and overwhelming. When I collapsed beside her, still catching my breath, Allie rolled onto her side, elbow propped on the pillow, studying me in the dim glow of the bedside lamp.

“If we do this,” she said quietly, “then we need rules.”

The words landed softly, but they hit like a thunderclap. I blinked, heart suddenly loud in my ears.

“Of course,” I managed, voice hoarse. “Anything.”

She exhaled slowly, as though she’d been holding the sentence in her chest for weeks. “I don’t want you in the room the first time.”

I swallowed. “Okay.”

“I need the ability to say stop. To change my mind. Without looking over and seeing your sad eyes, or your hopeful ones, or… whatever they’ll be. I can’t be in control if I’m nervous about how you’ll react.”

“Yes. Anything.” The agreement came out too fast, too eager. I tried to temper it. “I get it. You need to feel safe.”

She nodded, once, decisive. Then: “He needs to get tested. Full panel. Recent. I want to see the results before anything happens. And we’re not doing this with a condom. If I’m going to feel something, I want to feel it. Otherwise I might as well have you wearing the strap-on.”

The bluntness of it, her voice steady, almost clinical, sent a shiver through me. Not fear. Anticipation. “No, that’s… best. Sure. I’ll arrange it.”

Allie inhaled deeply, held it, then let it out in a long, slow sigh. “What about you?”

I stared at the ceiling, mind racing. What did I want? Everything. Nothing. The videos looped in my head: clean-up, fluffing, open-backed panties, whispered degradations. The thought of Mark’s cock, thick, dark, commanding, inside my wife while I waited downstairs, caged and aching… it was too much and not enough all at once.

“I… I don’t know,” I admitted.

Allie’s brow furrowed, patient but firm. “Not good enough. We’ve watched the videos together. We’ve seen what Mark does, how he takes charge, how the husbands end up. Do you want all of that? The sissy stuff? Being forced? Clean-up? All of it?”

The question hung between us, heavy and vulnerable.

“I kind of want to be forced to do it,” I whispered. “I don’t want to want it. I just… want it to happen to me. Like I have no choice.”

Allie was quiet for a long moment. Then she reached out, resting her hand on my chest, right over my heart. “I’m not forcing you to do anything, Kev. Not ever. That’s not who I am. Let’s keep it simple for now. Basics. Just sex. We see how it feels, how I feel, how you feel. Then we decide what comes next. One step at a time.”

“Deal,” I said, relief and disappointment tangling together.

“Good.”

We lay there in the quiet, breathing in sync. Allie’s hand stayed on my chest, warm and steady. After a while, she tilted her head, studying me again.

“Well?” she prompted.

“Er?”

“Call him.”

My pulse spiked. “Now?”

She raised an eyebrow, the corner of her mouth twitching. “Unless you want to wait another month.”

I fumbled for my phone on the nightstand. Hands shaking, I pulled up Mark’s contact. The line rang twice before he answered.

“Hey, everything okay?” It was late, I realised and he probably had company.

I swallowed, glancing at Allie. She gave a small nod.

I told him everything, rules, testing, no condom, first time private. My voice cracked twice. Allie watched me the whole time, expression unreadable.

Mark was quiet for a beat when I finished. Then he let out a low, relieved chuckle. “Fuck, man. Okay. Yeah. I’ll get tested tomorrow, full panel, clean results. We’ve got that business trip next week, so I’ll make sure it’s done before we leave. Results will be waiting when we get back.”

“That’s fine,” Allie said softly, loud enough for him to hear. “Saturday night. A month from today.”

Mark’s voice came through warm, almost gentle. “Saturday night it is. I’ll be there. And… thank you, Allie. For trusting me with this.”

She didn’t reply, just reached over and ended the call herself.

The room went silent except for our breathing.

Allie turned off the lamp, plunging us into darkness. She curled against my side, head on my shoulder, one leg draped over mine. The cage pressed lightly against her thigh.

“We’re actually doing this,” I whispered into the dark.

She didn’t answer right away. Then, so quiet I almost missed it; “Yeah. We are.”

The following week, Mark and I flew out for the annual leadership conference, five days, four nights in a sleek convention hotel in Berlin. The agenda was the usual corporate theatre: senior execs droning on about quarterly results, slide after slide of hockey-stick graphs, endless affirmations of how “we’re the best team in the industry.” Still, it was a break from the office grind. A chance to share bad conference coffee, trade inside jokes during the dull keynotes, and sneak off for beers after hours. Mark and I had always made these trips fun, until now.

The first night, after the welcome reception, the team lingered in the hotel bar. Laughter, shots, war stories. Mark nursed a single beer, then stood abruptly. “Early night for me, guys. Jet lag’s kicking my ass.”

I blinked. Mark never called it early. He was usually the last one standing, the one dragging people to the next spot.

As the others groaned good-naturedly, he clapped me on the shoulder. “Oh, Kev, forgot. I’ve got those papers for you in my room. Wanna swing by now and grab ’em?”

There were no papers. My stomach flipped.

“Erm… yeah, sure.”

I said goodnight to the team, pulse already climbing, and followed him to the elevators. The ride up was silent except for the soft ding of floors passing. He walked ahead down the corridor, key card in hand, and I trailed close behind like a man stepping off a cliff.

Inside his room, he dimmed the lights to a warm amber glow and locked the door. “Get undressed.”

“What’s this…”

“Sissy,” he said, voice low and even, “don’t argue. Do it.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. The room was a comfortable twenty-one degrees, yet gooseflesh raced across my arms.

“Yes, Master.”

The title came out small, trembling. I peeled off my shirt, trousers, socks, every layer until I stood naked except for the pink lace panties I’d chosen that morning and the cage locked snug beneath them.

Mark turned to his suitcase, unzipped a side compartment, and pulled out several carefully folded items. He approached without hurry, calm as if he were helping me with a tie.

First, the wide satin suspender belt, pink, thick white lace trim, six sturdy straps dangling like promises. He fastened it around my waist, fingers brushing my skin as he adjusted the fit. Then he knelt, holding out a pair of sheer black stockings, rolled neatly.

“Point your toes.”

I’d never worn stockings. The nylon whispered up my smooth legs, cool and slippery, hugging every curve. When he clipped the straps, front, back, sides, the gentle tug sent a shiver straight to my caged cock.

Next, new panties. Shein again, pale pink, delicate lace everywhere except the back, where a huge heart-shaped cutout framed my ass completely. Exposed. Vulnerable.

“Mark…” My voice cracked, pleading.

He met my eyes, steady. “I’m not going to fuck you. I just want to see you in them.”

Finally, the matching baby-doll nightgown, short, sheer pink chiffon, trimmed with more lace, straps thin as ribbons. It settled over my shoulders like a second skin, the hem barely grazing the tops of my thighs.

He stepped back, admired his work, then stripped himself, methodical, unhurried, folding each item neatly on the dresser. When he turned around, his cock hung heavy and thick, already half-hard, swinging with each step as he picked up his phone.

“Now,” he said, “well done for setting up the date. I’m going to tell you a little story. And I want you kneeling while I do. Understood?”

“Yes.” The word came out automatically. He cocked his head. I corrected myself, cheeks burning. “Yes, Master.”

I dropped to my knees on the carpet, the nightgown pooling around me, stockings whispering as my thighs pressed together.

Mark stood over me, phone in hand. “I once had a colleague in a previous office. Begged me to fuck his wife. Desperate for it. When I finally did, he lost it, jealousy, embarrassment, the whole mess. Started threatening me. Turned into a huge stink. So I vowed never to play in the workplace again.”

“Makes sense,” I whispered.

“Hmm. But here we are.” He tapped the screen; the red recording light blinked on. “So I know you’re a friend. A great friend. But I also know sissies can be fickle. I don’t want another mess. I want security. It stays between us, not even Allie will know, I promise. But if you ever have a change of heart, we end it amicably. No drama.”

I nodded slowly, throat tight.

“So I’m going to record this. Turn on the camera. You’re going to take my cock in your hand, grin like you mean it, and suck it. You’re going to moan. Then look up at the camera and tell it how much you love cock. Deal?”

My stomach lurched. “I… I can’t…”

“If you don’t,” he said softly, “I don’t fuck your wife. Simple. We stay friends. This play ends. Your call.”

The room spun. Allie’s rules echoed in my head, no condom, full test, first time private. Four weeks away. Everything hinged on this moment. On him.

I looked away, chest heaving. Then, slowly, I nodded.

I shuffled closer on my knees. The phone beeped, recording.

I forced a grin, wide, eager, performative. My hand reached out, wrapped around the thick shaft. Warm. Heavy. Alive.

“Your cock is so big, Master,” I said for the camera, voice shaky but trying. “I love it.”

I stroked him slowly, coaxing him harder, until the head glistened. Then, one deep breath, I opened my mouth and took him in, just the tip at first, like I’d practiced with Allie’s strap-on so many nights.

“Good sissy,” he murmured. “Wow. Natural.”

“Mmmm.” The sound vibrated around him. My own cock strained painfully against the cage, the heart-shaped hole in the panties leaving me achingly exposed. I sucked deeper, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing. The taste, salt, skin, him, flooded my senses. Humiliation burned hot through me, but beneath it, something darker, sweeter. I loved it. Fuck, I loved it.

I worked him for what felt like forever, five minutes, maybe more, lost in the rhythm, the degradation. Then I remembered.

I pulled off with a wet pop, looked straight into the lens. “I fucking love cock.”

I licked down the shaft, sucked his heavy balls into my mouth one at a time, then back up. “I can’t get enough of your sexy cock.”

“That’s because you’re a fag sissy cocksucker, aren’t you?”

“Mmm, I sure am! I love it!”

“Turn around. Wiggle that ass. Show everyone your pretty panties.”

I obeyed without thinking, turned on my knees, arched my back, wiggled. The heart-shaped cutout framed everything: smooth cheeks, the black cage peeking beneath.

Mark reached down, pushed a thick finger inside me, slow, deliberate. I gasped, moaned, rocking back onto it.

“One day maybe you’ll take my cock there, huh?”

I couldn’t answer. Just moaned as he fucked me with that single finger.

Then it was gone. I dove back onto his cock, slurping, glugging, desperate. Until he tensed, groaned low, and erupted, hot, thick ropes flooding my mouth.

“Show the camera before you swallow.”

I tilted my head back, opened wide, cum pooling on my tongue, then closed my mouth and swallowed, throat working.

The red light blinked off.

“Well done,” Mark said, almost proud.

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, dazed. “I thought this was quick. I didn’t think you’d… cum in my mouth. Or finger me.”

“Calm down. Nobody will know.”

“I’ll know!”

“You’re gonna be licking my cum out of her in a few weeks anyway.”

The words twisted in my gut. I wanted it, God, I wanted it, but Allie’s careful pace, her gentle deflections, made me wonder. If she saw this… if she knew…

“If you’re worried,” Mark said, shrugging, “we play dumb. Act nervous. Make her think it’s all her idea. You just follow my lead.”

I exhaled shakily, nodding.

“But how does it feel,” he continued, voice dropping, “to know you just sucked the cock of the man who’s going to take your wife from you?”

“You mean… sexually, right?”

“Yes.” He grinned, slow and dangerous. “I’m going to make her leave you. Sexually. She won’t want your little caged dick anymore after a while. But that’s the turn-on, isn’t it?”

I looked away, cheeks burning. “Yes.”

“Good.” He reached down, took my hand, pulled me to the bed. Then he lay back, cock still semi-hard, glistening. “Time for round two. No video this time. I need coaxing. Suck gently.”

“You want me to… again?”

He laughed, soft, warm. “Kev. I own you now. We’ve got the whole week here. You’re going to be sucking my cock every night.”

My caged cock throbbed uselessly. “Oh.”

He grinned wider. “But since this is your first time, I’ll give you something in return. What if I told you… you could cum while wearing the cage?”

I stared, blinking. “How?”

“Lie back.”

I did. He spread my legs gently, took my right hand, pressed two fingers together, and guided them to the satin gusset of the panties, just above my anus. Then he showed me the motion: slow, soft circles, occasionally drifting up to cup my balls, then back down.

I gasped. Writhed. The pressure, the friction through the fabric, it built in a way I’d never felt. Feminine. Helpless. Perfect.

“Now,” he said, lying back again, “get on your knees and suck me while you masturbate like a girl.”

No hesitation this time. I knelt between his thighs, took him into my mouth, gentle, reverent, and worked my fingers in those slow, maddening circles.

I was a cocksucking sissy. And for the first time in weeks, I came, shuddering, moaning around his shaft, without ever being unlocked.

The conference had only just begun. And so had everything else.

But I soon discovered that cocksucking wasn’t the only thing I’d learn at the conference.

After the second round, gentler, slower, my lips stretched wide around him while my fingers circled endlessly over the satin gusset, Mark eased me off with a hand in my hair. He didn’t cum again. Instead he reached for his laptop, propped it on the desk, and dimmed the screen to a soft, hypnotic blue.

“New videos,” he said, voice low. “This one’s different. I want you to watch while you use your new method. Or better yet, with a dildo, once you get one. The site’s called Hypnotube. Welcome to sissy hypno.”

I stared at the browser tab he opened. The interface was garish, pink and black, thumbnails flashing with rapid cuts of trans women, crossdressers, captions overlaying every frame. The first video he queued was titled “Bimbo Brainwashing Loop – Accept Your Place.”

“Hypno doesn’t work,” he said, almost amused. “Not like magic. But watch enough of this shit, and it rubs off. Rewires the way you think about yourself. If you’re going to be my sissy slave, you need to be ready.”

I knelt between his spread thighs again, still in the baby-doll and heart-cut panties, the stockings clinging to my legs like a second skin. He hit play.

The screen erupted.

Fast cuts: glossy lips stretched around thick black cock, ass cheeks spread wide for pounding, cum dripping from chins and holes. Interspersed text flashed in bold pink and white:

GOOD SISSIES SWALLOW YOUR ONLY PURPOSE IS TO SERVE COCK NEVER SAY NO TO SUPERIOR MEN YOU WERE BORN TO BE A CUM-DUMP ABUSE SLUT – ACCEPT IT BEG FOR IT, BITCH

Pulsing bass throbbed through the speakers. Spiraling patterns overlaid the footage. A breathy voiceover whispered mantras over and over: “You don’t need pussy anymore… real men use you… sissies crave cum… surrender… obey…”

It was ridiculous. Insane. Over-the-top. Amateurish edits, cheesy effects, laughable in daylight.

And it was perfect.

My caged cock throbbed uselessly. I rubbed in those slow feminine circles he’d taught me, moaning softly as the screen burned the words into my brain.

Mark watched me more than the video. “Every night this week,” he murmured. “You’ll watch. You’ll edge. You’ll rub like the girl you are. By the time we go home, you’ll be thinking different.”

I didn’t argue. I couldn’t. I just nodded, already lost.

That night, back in my own room, I spent hours on Hypnotube. Loop after loop. “Sissy Acceptance Training.” “Cock Worship Conditioning.” “Beta Male Reprogramming.” I rubbed until my fingers cramped, until the satin was soaked, until I came again and again in ruined, shuddering waves, never unlocked, never touching directly, just the relentless pressure of satin and shame.

But that wasn’t the biggest revelation of the trip.

The third morning, during a coffee break between sessions, a stranger approached me in the crowded atrium.

“Hey man. Bob Dirkins. Carolina office.” He extended a hand. Mid-forties, receding hairline, the kind of salesman smile that didn’t reach the eyes. “I saw you hanging with Mark Watts. You work with him?”

“Yeah,” I said, shaking his hand. “Same account team. Why?”

Bob leaned in, voice dropping. “Ah man… watch out for him. He’s a backstabbing asshole.”

I frowned. “Excuse me?”

“Listen.” Bob glanced around, making sure no one was close. “Mark doesn’t have friends. He has tools. If he’s playing the ‘buddy’ card with you, it’s because he wants something. And nine times out of ten, what he wants is your wife. Or your girlfriend. Or whatever he can get his hands on. You’ve been warned. He’s a manipulative bastard.”

He clapped me on the shoulder once, too hard, too familiar, and walked away before I could respond.

I stood there, coffee cooling in my hand, the atrium noise fading to a dull roar.

Three years.

Three fucking years of friendship. Hockey games. Late-night memes. Trust built over beers and bad pitches and shared wins.

Could it all have been… grooming?

The thought should have made me furious. Should have sent me storming to Mark’s room to demand answers, to call him out, to end whatever twisted game this was.

Instead, a slow, dark heat curled low in my belly.

What if he really did manipulate me? Planted the seeds, watered them, watched them grow until I was begging him to fuck my wife? Until I was on my knees in lingerie, swallowing his cum, rubbing myself like a desperate girl while sissy hypno looped in my ears?

The idea didn’t anger me.

It aroused me.

Violently.

I pictured it: Mark smiling that easy, friendly smile while he carefully, patiently dismantled my resistance. Turning friendship into leverage. Turning me into this, this eager, caged, panty-wearing thing who now craved the taste of him.

I didn’t confront him. Not that day. Not the next. Not once during the rest of the conference.

Instead, every night I returned to my room, locked the door, opened Hypnotube, and rubbed myself stupid to the same looping mantras.

YOU WERE BORN TO BE USED SUPERIOR MEN OWN YOU SISSIES DON’T GET TO CHOOSE

And when Mark summoned me to his room, I went. Eagerly. Without hesitation.

Because if this was all part of some long, calculated plan, if he really had spent three years turning me into his perfect little sissy cuck, then maybe that wasn’t the worst thing in the world.

Maybe it was exactly what I’d always wanted.

The conference ended. We flew home.

Four weeks until Saturday night and I still hadn’t told Allie about the videos.

Or the recording.

Or Bob Dirkins.

Some secrets, I decided, were better kept between a sissy and her Master.


Eight

Cuck-Day

Allie was a live wire all day, pacing the kitchen, checking her phone, touching up her makeup in every reflective surface. She’d spent the afternoon shopping: new black lace lingerie that left nothing to the imagination, a bottle of jasmine-and-amber perfume she’d never worn before, heels she could barely walk in. Everything had to be perfect. She kept asking if I thought the shade of lipstick was too bold, if the garter belt pinched too much, if Mark would like the way the stockings framed the curve of her ass.

I told her yes to everything. I was calm. Focused. Almost serene.

Because this was it.

This was what I’d spent months, years, quietly engineering in the darkest corners of my mind. And deep down, beneath the nerves she tried to hide, I knew Allie felt it too. The pull. The gravity. She’d agreed to the rules, set the date, let me arrange the testing. She’d even started leaving the chastity key on her nightstand instead of hiding it. Small signals. But signals.

The only thing that still twisted in my gut was the fear that this night might not consume her the way it had already consumed me.

Since the conference, I’d become something else entirely.

Mark and I no longer went out as friends. Hockey games were a fiction I fed Allie every other week. “Heading to the rink with Mark, don’t wait up.” Instead we drove straight to his apartment, where the blinds were always drawn and the lights kept low. I’d strip in the hallway, kneel on the hardwood, and let him dress me: satin corsets that crushed my waist, sheer stockings rolled up trembling legs, wigs in long platinum curls or glossy black waves, makeup applied with rough, practiced fingers, smoky eyes, glossy lips the color of fresh blood.

Then I’d spend the night on my knees.

Or bent over the arm of his couch.

Or sprawled across his bed while he fucked my mouth slow and deep, teaching me how to breathe through my nose, how to take him to the root without gagging. Sometimes he’d edge for an hour, making me beg in a high, breathy voice I barely recognised as my own. Sometimes he’d cum across my face and leave me there, dripping, until he was ready again.

We didn’t go for beers anymore.

“I don’t drink with my sissy slaves,” he told me once, voice flat. “That was for Kev. This is for you.”

At the office, the shift was colder, more deliberate. He no longer covered for my small mistakes; he pointed them out, in meetings, in emails copied to our boss, in casual asides that sounded helpful until they weren’t. Nothing egregious enough to cost me my job. Just enough to erode my credibility, inch by inch. My manager started routing more of my deliverables through Mark. “He’s got bandwidth,” she said. “And he’s proven he can keep you on track.”

Mark held my career in his palm now. He could squeeze whenever he wanted.

And the thought of it, being slowly demoted, diminished, made dependent, made my caged cock leak every time he gave me that knowing half-smile across the conference table.

The sissy hypno had become nightly religion.

The first loops were playful, almost cartoonish. But the ones he started sending after Berlin were darker. Much darker.

Become a Gay Whore – Full Degradation Cycle

Rapid cuts of strung-out twinks on their knees in filthy bathrooms, cum-smeared faces, needles glinting, bareback gangbangs in backrooms. Text overlays flashed like knife strokes:

Ruin your life for cock

Never use condoms again

Beg for any loads

You’re not a man anymore

You’re a cum-dump. Accept it.

Take it raw. Take it deep.

Never say no to superior men

Beg for drugs.

Beg to be used.

You don’t deserve a normal life anymore.

You deserve to be passed around like trash.

Get beaten.

Lose your job.

Destroy everything. Start over as a whore.

Voices layered over distorted bass: “You don’t need pussy… you need seed… you crave the risk… the shame…” or “Real sissies don’t use condoms. Real sissies don’t have limits. Real sissies destroy themselves for cock.”

I should have closed the tab. Reported the link. Run.

Instead I locked my hotel door on a short trip alone the week of the event that Saturday, dimmed the lights, and rubbed myself raw to every loop. I came three times the first night, whimpering “yes, Master” to the empty room, imagining the words were carving themselves into my brain. By the end of the week I was edging for hours, denying myself until I sobbed, then ruining in the panties he’d gifted me, whispering the mantras aloud like prayers.

I told Mark I wanted more.

“Oh, it’s going to get so much worse for you,” he texted after I told him how much I loved the brutal one.

I didn’t ask if he meant the videos. Or my life. Because the truth was settling in, cold and thrilling: I didn’t care which.

Tonight, though, tonight was for Allie.

I helped her zip the black lace dress that clung to every curve, kissed the back of her neck while she spritzed perfume behind her ears. She trembled under my hands, half excitement, half terror.

“You sure about this?” I asked softly.

She met my eyes in the mirror. Hers were glassy, pupils blown.

“I’m terrified,” she admitted. Then, quieter: “And I’ve never wanted anything more.”

I smiled, slow, certain, the same smile I’d learned to wear on my knees for Mark.

“Then let’s give him the perfect night.”

She exhaled, squared her shoulders, and walked downstairs to wait.

I stayed upstairs a moment longer, slipped the key to my cage into her jewellery box, right where she’d find it later, and whispered to my reflection:

“Be careful what you wish for.”

Then I followed her down. The doorbell rang at exactly eight. And everything we’d built, every fantasy, every secret surrender, every dark little step, finally cracked open.

The darkness wasn’t coming. It was already here. And we were going to invite it inside.

Mark arrived at exactly 8:00 p.m., the doorbell ringing with the same calm authority he carried everywhere. When I opened the door, he was all easy smiles and warmth, the same Mark who’d once high-fived me after a game-winning goal, who’d covered my ass on a botched client pitch. “Hey, buddy,” he said, pulling me into one of those familiar back-slapping hugs. “Thanks for having me. This means a lot.”

He stepped inside, coat still on, carrying nothing but himself. No overnight bag. No pretence. Just presence.

Allie appeared from the hallway, dressed in the new black lace teddy she’d bought last week, delicate straps, sheer panels that left very little to the imagination, the kind of thing she’d never worn for me before tonight. Her hair was down, loose curls framing her flushed face. She looked beautiful. Terrified. Radiant.

Mark’s smile softened when he saw her. “Allie,” he said, voice low and genuine. “You look incredible.”

She managed a small, shaky laugh. “Thanks. I… I’m a little nervous.”

He crossed the room in three easy strides, took her gently by the shoulders, and pulled her into his arms. “That’s okay,” he murmured. “We go as slow as you need.”

Then he kissed her.

It wasn’t rushed. It wasn’t aggressive. It was deliberate, his large hands cradling her face, thumbs brushing her cheekbones, lips pressing to hers with the patience of someone who already knew the outcome. Allie stiffened for half a heartbeat. Then she melted. Her body went soft against his, arms sliding up around his neck, mouth opening under his. I watched his tongue slip past her lips, thick, dark, claiming, and something inside me cracked open wide.

She was gone.

Without breaking the kiss, she took his hand. Their fingers interlaced. She led him toward the stairs, hips swaying in that new, unconscious rhythm she’d never shown me. At the bottom step she paused, glanced back over her shoulder.

Our eyes met.

In that single look I saw everything: excitement, guilt, apology, hunger. Maybe she was sorry I couldn’t be there to witness it. Maybe she was sorry it had come to this at all. Or maybe, and this cut deepest, she was sorry there was no undoing it now. No going back to the version of us that existed before Mark walked through the door.

Then they were gone. Footsteps ascending. The bedroom door clicked shut.

Silence.

I sat at the kitchen table, coffee gone cold in front of me. The house was too well insulated, no creaks, no muffled gasps, nothing. Just the relentless tick of the grandfather clock in the hall. I stared at the mug, knuckles white around the handle, willing some sound, anything, to drift down. A moan. A gasp. The rhythmic slap of skin I’d spent years fantasizing about.

Nothing.

I needed her to love it. Needed her to come downstairs flushed and starry-eyed, already craving the next time. Needed her to be as ruined by this as I was. Mark had turned me into a simpering, cock-hungry sissy who rubbed himself through panties while choking on his Master’s dick every night for weeks. The hypnosis hadn’t brainwashed me; it had simply peeled back the last thin layer of denial. I was addicted. I needed Allie to be addicted too. Without her, the whole thing felt incomplete, half a ritual, a private perversion instead of the shared descent I craved.

The minutes stretched into an hour.

Finally, the bedroom door opened.

Mark came down alone, shirt untucked, sleeves rolled to his elbows, skin still faintly sheened with sweat. He looked satisfied. Not smug. Just… complete.

We’d rehearsed this part. The loud, brotherly conversation meant to carry upstairs. I forced the role, nervous, uncertain, the scared husband still pretending this was all new.

As he was leaving he stepped close, pulled me into brotherly hug, the same back-slapping motion we’d done a thousand times. Except this time, what I hadn’t mentioned earlier, as his arms came around me, he caught my wrist. Pulled my hand down. Pressed my palm firmly against the front of his trousers.

Even through the fabric I could feel him, thick, heavy, still half-hard from whatever he’d just done to my wife upstairs. The heat of him radiated into my palm. My fingers curled instinctively, squeezing, trembling with the sudden, overwhelming urge to drop to my knees right there in the kitchen, unzip him, and take him back into my mouth. Taste her on him. Taste what he’d left inside her.

He held me there for a long second, long enough for the message to sink in, then released my hand, stepped back, and clapped me on the shoulder like nothing had happened.

The front door clicked shut and you know the rest.

When she spoke the next morning, soft, almost apologetic, I felt my heart break; fixing this would be hard. “I think… we need some time before we do it again.”

She’d said, “I don’t want us getting lost in this… game. It should be occasional. Something we only do when we both feel completely right.”

I nodded mutely. Inside, something screamed. This was supposed to be the beginning, not the pause. I’d spent years, three years, manoeuvring us here. The hypnosis loops still echoed in my skull at night: You were born to be used. Sissies don’t get to choose. And now she wanted to slow down? To ration it?

I forced a small smile. “Yeah. Of course. Whatever you need.”

She kissed my forehead, grateful, relieved. Then she got up, slipped into one of my old T-shirts, and padded downstairs to make coffee like nothing had changed.

But something had.

And yet, barely past noon, I came in from the garden, hands gritty with soil, shirt clinging from the late-spring heat, to find the bedroom door ajar and the unmistakable sounds spilling out.

Soft, wet, rhythmic.

I pushed the door open quietly.

Allie was on the bed, knees drawn up, the black lace teddy rucked high around her hips. Her laptop glowed beside her, screen angled toward her flushed face. On it: Mark. One of his forum videos, unmistakable even from the doorway, the deep, steady rhythm of his hips, the camera lingering on the wife’s trembling thighs, the husband kneeling silently nearby.

Allie didn’t stop when she saw me. Her fingers kept moving, two buried deep, the other circling her clit with urgent, practiced strokes. Her breath came in shallow gasps, eyes half-lidded, cheeks flushed dark with heat.

She met my gaze for a long moment. No words. Just the slick sounds of her hand, the low moans from the video, the quiet knowledge passing between us.

I’d spent years believing I was the one falling, the one being pulled under by the current I’d created. I’d orchestrated every step, surrendered piece by piece until I was on my knees in lingerie, swallowing cum and rubbing myself to hypno loops like a desperate girl.

But watching her now, lost in the memory of him, chasing it with frantic fingers, already slick and swollen from last night’s claiming, I realised the truth I’d missed.

It wasn’t me getting lost. It was her.

And pushing her over the edge wouldn’t be hard at all.

She was already halfway down.


Nine

The bathroom door was ajar, steam curling out like smoke. Allie was in the bath, I could hear the soft slosh of water, the faint clink of her wine glass on the marble edge, but her iPad lay open on the vanity, screen still glowing. The forum stared back at me.

I knew I shouldn’t look. It wasn’t my place. But the pull was stronger than shame.

I tapped the forum home screen. It was different from mine, cleaner, more curated. Two new folders sat there, unassuming but heavy with implication.

The first: Wives’ Experiences. I clicked, breath shallow, hoping, praying, to find her name, some quiet confession of last night’s ecstasy. Nothing. No posts. No trace of Allie. Just other women’s stories: tentative at first, then bolder, hungrier. I closed it quickly, chest tight with disappointment.

The second folder: Exposed Sissies & Failures.

My thumb hesitated. Then I opened it.

The contents were merciless. Photos and videos of men who’d broken, husbands who’d begged for this life, then panicked when the cage locked and the reality set in. Sissies who’d lashed out afterward, threats of exposure, lawyers, public rants. Every one had been doxxed, humiliated, their most degrading moments leaked across the forum as a warning to others.

And there, twice, was Mark’s username.

I clicked.

Not me. Not yet.

The first clip was from a different city, a different year, some man in lingerie, kneeling in a hotel room, grinning for the camera while he stroked a thick black cock, then took it into his mouth with the same forced enthusiasm Mark had demanded from me in Berlin. The second was later footage, same man, full makeup, wig askew, moaning around the shaft while his fingers rubbed desperate circles over satin panties, just like Mark had taught me. Both timestamped. Both watermarked with Mark’s tag.

Insurance. Leverage. A quiet, private threat he’d never once mentioned.

I scrolled further. Three more release notices over the past year, different men, different cities, different faces. All had tried to back out. All had fought. All had been publicly broken. Mark’s signature was on every one: calm, professional, final.

He wasn’t just active. He was a fixture. A collector of broken promises.

I closed the folder. The iPad screen dimmed, reflecting my pale, wide-eyed face back at me. My hands shook. I’d spent three years believing I was the one pulling strings, the one orchestrating our descent. Now I saw how many others had stood exactly where I was, curious, then addicted, then owned, before they tried to run.

And failed.

Allie emerged from the bathroom a few minutes later, skin flushed from the heat, hair damp and clinging to her shoulders. She wore the little ivory silk nightie, the one with the thin straps and the hem that barely skimmed her thighs. She glowed, soft and relaxed, like the bath had washed away whatever guilt had lingered from last night.

She glanced at me standing there in my plain T-shirt, then walked to the dresser without a word. Opened my sissy drawer. Pulled out the sheer lavender nightie, the one with the lace-trimmed cups and the slit up the side.

“Put this on,” she said quietly.

I obeyed, stripping quickly, the satin drifting like a sand dune in a breeze over my skin as it settled. The cage pressed against the satin gusset of the panties beneath.

Allie climbed onto the bed, propped herself against the pillows, and reached for her iPad. “Come here,” she murmured. “Lick my pussy.”

I crawled between her legs. She parted her thighs, nightie riding up, already glistening. I lowered my mouth, tongue tracing slow circles over her clit, tasting the faint trace of last night’s claiming still lingering inside her.

She sighed, fingers threading into my hair.

Then, after a moment I asked, “Will you fuck me today?”

“With the strap-on?” she asked, eyes glowing with fire.

I paused. I had meant sex but this would work too. “Yes.”

She grinned back at me, dark, evil sadism that wouldn’t have existed three years ago. “Beg.”

I pulled back just enough to meet her eyes. “Please, Mistress… please fuck my tight sissy arse with your huge cock.”

Her lips curved, small, almost sad. “Then put your sissy fuck panties on.”

I scrambled to obey, sliding the open-back heart-cut pair up my legs. The cool air kissed the exposed skin as I knelt again, ass presented.

Allie strapped on the dildo, the thick black one, and slicked it with lube. She entered me slowly at first, then deeper, hips finding a steady rhythm. The heart-shaped hole framed everything perfectly: her thrusts, my caged cock swinging uselessly beneath.

I reached back, fingers finding the satin gusset, rubbing in those slow, feminine circles Mark had taught me. The pressure built fast, shameful, perfect.

After a few minutes she slowed, hips still buried deep. “What are you doing?”

I froze.

She laughed, soft, surprised, almost disbelieving. “Holy shit… are you rubbing yourself like a girl?”

My face burned.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, half-laughing, half-awed. “Where did you learn to do that?”

“I… read about it,” I lied, voice small.

“Jesus, Kev.” She started moving again, harder now. “You really are a fucking sissy.”

The words hit like a lash, sharp, delicious. She switched into full dominatrix mode, voice dropping low and cruel. “So pathetic. Such a disappointment. Look at you, caged, dressed like a whore, rubbing your little clit through panties while I fuck you. You’re nothing. You’re less than nothing.”

I moaned, begged for more, darker, meaner, hips pushing back to meet her thrusts.

Then, without warning, she stopped. Pulled out completely.

I whimpered at the sudden emptiness.

“Take everything off,” she said, voice flat.

I obeyed, confused, trembling. The nightie, the panties, gone. Naked except for the cage.

She reached into the nightstand drawer, pulled out the key.

My breath caught. She unlocked me. The cage came away. My cock sprang free, hard, leaking, desperate after weeks of denial.

“We’re done,” she said quietly.

“What?” The word tore out of me, high and panicked.

“With this.” She gestured between us, cage, panties, strap-on, everything. “All of this. It isn’t healthy. It isn’t right. I look at you and I feel… disgust. And the worst part? I like it. I enjoy hurting you. I enjoy seeing you like this, broken, pathetic, begging. I don’t want to be that person. I’m a good person. I’m a nice person. I can’t keep doing this.”

Her voice cracked on the last word.

Tears welled in my eyes. Hot, sudden, unstoppable. I started sobbing, quiet, ugly sobs that shook my whole body.

She was right.

I’d nurtured this. Fed it. Let it grow from a quiet curiosity into a monster that consumed everything. I’d sucked cock. I’d worn lingerie. I’d begged another man to fuck my wife. I’d rubbed myself like a girl while he used me. And I’d loved every second of it.

She was right. This wasn’t right.

I curled into myself on the bed, crying harder, the cage lying discarded beside me like a shed skin.

Allie watched me for a long moment, silent, eyes wet. Then she reached out, tentative, and rested her hand on my back. Not to comfort. Just to acknowledge.

The darkness I’d invited had finally shown its teeth, and it had bitten us both.

The next morning at work felt like walking into a minefield with every step measured.

Guilt sat heavy in my chest, guilt at having to tell Mark that Allie wanted to pause, that the night he’d claimed her had been, in her words, “too much too soon.” I tried to avoid him all morning: head down, cubicle door half-closed, pretending to be buried in spreadsheets. But avoidance only works until someone comes looking.

He appeared just before lunch, striding straight to my desk like he owned the floor. Which, in a way, he now did.

“Do you have the Barker report?” His voice carried, louder than necessary, loud enough for heads to turn in nearby cubicles.

My stomach dropped. The report wasn’t due until Wednesday. He’d never chased me for anything early before.

“I… it’s not finished,” I said, keeping my tone even. “But it’s on track for Wednesday.”

He sighed, long, theatrical, dropped his head and shook it slowly, the picture of disappointed concern.

“I don’t know what’s going on with you lately, Kev.” He spoke clearly, projecting so the whole pod could hear. “Look, I know you’re having problems at home…”

The words landed like a slap. Heads turned fully now. Eyes lingered.

“…but you need to keep up. I can’t wait until Wednesday. I have to review it, add my notes, make sure it’s right. And honestly, given the errors in your last ten reports, I need to stay on top of this.”

Ten reports? I’d made mistakes, sure, small ones, fixable, but ten? The number felt inflated, weaponised.

I looked up at him, stunned. “What are you doing?” I whispered.

He leaned in slightly, voice dropping just enough for me but still audible to anyone straining. “Get it done by lunchtime today, or I’ll have to discuss a performance improvement plan with leadership.”

He straightened, gave me a tight, professional smile that didn’t reach his eyes, and walked away.

A performance improvement plan. PIP. The corporate euphemism for “we’re building a paper trail to fire you.” One misstep away from unemployment.

I stared at my screen, pulse hammering. Sex and kink were one thing, private, contained, intoxicating. But this? Destroying my career? Turning the friendship I’d once trusted into a chokehold?

I knew better than to confront him in the open. Not now. Not here.

Instead, I opened the report and worked like my life depended on it, because it did. Triple-checked every number, every sentence. By 11:45 I hit send, CC’ing him and our boss, subject line pristine: Barker Report – Final for Review.

Then I started digging.

I didn’t know anyone in the Chicago office where Mark had spent years before transferring here. But I knew one name that kept coming up: Bob Dirkins in Carolina. The man who’d warned me.

I pinged him on Teams: Quick chat? Private?

He replied instantly: Video call. Better not in writing.

I moved to a small meeting room, locked the door, and joined.

Bob’s face filled the screen, mid-forties, tired eyes, the same salesman smile from the conference atrium, now edged with something harder.

“So,” he started without preamble, “Mark started in Carolina same time I did. Easy guy, funny, connected. We hung out a lot. He’d sort anything, tickets, favors, whatever. Felt like a brother.”

I nodded, throat dry.

“Things got weird after about a year. Started sending me videos, girls he’d fucked. At first it was just bro stuff. Then he got into the kink shit. Husbands watching. Cuck stuff. I didn’t mind the porn, who doesn’t get off on that?, but then he started pushing stories, links, telling me to read them. And yeah… I did. I got into it.”

He paused, rubbed his jaw.

“I was engaged then. Ginny. Introduced them. She felt off around him, said he was too nice, too smooth. I brushed it off. Thought she just didn’t get guy humour. But Mark kept saying she was uptight, needed a real man. At first it was jokes. Then… I started wondering. Maybe I wasn’t enough. Maybe he could… show her.”

His voice cracked slightly. “I spiralled. Obsessed. Until I asked him, begged him, to seduce her for me.”

I felt sick. The parallel was too close.

“We went out one night. I faked a stomach thing, said I was going home. Told Ginny to stay, food was already ordered, blah blah. She stayed. They hit it off. She went back to his place.”

He exhaled hard. “She came home the next day. Knew it was planned. She was furious, with me. Mark swore he’d never say a word. We fought. She called off the wedding. I thought… maybe I’d pushed him into a corner. Maybe it was my fault.”

“But then at work,” he continued, “he changed. Got bossy. Started documenting every mistake. Small stuff, but constant. Suddenly he’s not my friend, he’s my supervisor in everything but title. Working angles to get me fired.”

I swallowed. “Did he… take a video of you? Leverage?”

Bob chuckled, dry, bitter. “Me? No.” The pause said otherwise. “But talk to Judy Ashton in Chicago. Office gossip. She’ll tell you a story or two. I’m guessing you’re asking because of a video of some guy sucking his cock, right?”

The question hit like ice water. I didn’t answer. The silence was enough.

“Right,” he said softly. “After me, he made some… corrections. Learned to get insurance first.”

I exhaled shakily. “Thanks, Bob.”

“Stay safe,” he said. “And whatever you do, don’t fight him openly. That’s how you end up exposed.”

The call ended.

I sat in the meeting room, lights off, screen dark, staring at nothing.

Mark wasn’t just a bull. He was a collector. A patient architect of ruin.

And I was his latest project.

Next call: Judy Ashton, Chicago office coordinator. Cute blonde with pink streaks, trashy in the way that made her magnetic on video. She answered on the second ring, already grinning like she knew exactly why I was calling.

“It’s reached that point already, has it?” she said, voice dripping with amusement.

I blinked. “Huh?”

“So he slept with your wife, and now your little friend isn’t your friend anymore, he’s a big, strong, mean man.” She mocked a baby voice, then burst into laughter, sarcastic, sharp. “Yeah, bitch. You’re his now.”

My mouth went dry. “What’s going on?”

“You think Mark doesn’t let me in on his little conquests? You’re his latest special project.”

“What does that even mean?”

She leaned closer to the camera, eyes glittering. “It means buckle up, sissy-boy. You’re about to become someone very special. Just like my husband was, when we were done with him. Yeah, he used to work here. Now I do.”

The pieces clicked. She’d been fucking Mark. Probably still was, long-distance or not.

“But Mark’s here now,” I said. “What are you doing without him?”

“This isn’t about Mark.” She scoffed. “Mark just opens eyes. I don’t need Mark. I find my own friends to play with. This job?” She waved a hand. “Just spending money.”

She laughed again, childish, careless, sexy in a dangerous way. “Listen, I ain’t giving you shit for free, baby. But you’re just at the beginning. My advice? Don’t fight it. That just makes things worse. I’m guessing Bob in Carolina told you to call me? Yeah, well… he thought he won. Hasn’t been promoted since. Name’s burnt. Fuck around and find out.”

I exhaled. “Okay. Thanks.”

“Pleasure, sugar.” She blew a kiss at the camera and ended the call.

I sat there in the dark meeting room, phone hot in my hand. She’d call Mark the second we hung up. I knew it.

I was in trouble. Big trouble.

And the worst part? My cock was rigid in my pants, and part of me didn’t want to get out.


Ten

I didn’t see Mark again that day. If Judy had called him, he gave no sign. At home, the air between Allie and me had thickened into something dense and unspoken, years of easy familiarity replaced by a tense, fragile quiet, every word held back for fear of where it might lead.

We sat on the couch after dinner, television murmuring in the background, neither of us really watching.

“You have hockey tomorrow, right?” she asked, breaking the silence.

Hockey. I hadn’t been to a game in over a month. “Yeah,” I said, uncertain.

“With Mark.” It wasn’t a question. She said his name like it carried weight, like she was testing the edges of something. “Send my best.”

“Sure.” The word tasted bitter. I wanted to say she’d already given him her best, on Saturday night, in our bed, while I waited downstairs like a coward.

Allie was coiled tight beside me. I could feel the battle inside her, something warring behind her calm face, but I couldn’t read it.

“I might not go,” I said quietly. “To the hockey.”

Her eyes snapped to mine, sharp and sudden. “You should.” The words came out firm, almost urgent. “You should definitely go.”

“Why?”

“Because I don’t want this to break up your friendship.”

“But…”

“Just… go, okay?” Her voice cracked on the last word, soft but unyielding.

We tried to make love that night. I kissed her neck, her shoulders, tried to summon the old rhythm. Nothing. My cock stayed limp, indifferent, as if it had its own mind now, protesting the sudden pause, refusing to play along without the fantasy that had rewired it completely. The cage might have been off, but the conditioning remained.

Allie didn’t push. She shrugged, a small, resigned gesture, then guided my head down. “Lick me,” she murmured.

I obeyed. She came quietly, fingers in my hair, hips lifting to meet my tongue. It was enough for her. We curled together afterward, she fell asleep quickly, breath steady against my chest. I lay awake, staring at the ceiling, wondering what was left of us and what would happen when the next wave hit.

The following day at work was just… work. Mark and I interacted like colleagues, nothing more, brief nods, clipped emails, no trace of the warmth we’d once shared. No outbursts either. The absence of tension didn’t reassure me. It unnerved me. Had I pushed back too hard? Scared him off? In some sick, twisted way, I found myself afraid he might actually stop, stop the game, stop the control, stop the slow unravelling that had become my obsession.

After work, to my surprise, he appeared at my desk. “Leave your car. We’re going together.”

I braced for the drive to his place, the ritual of changing, kneeling, servicing. Instead he took the highway toward the arena.

We ended up at the hockey game. Like old times.

He bought the beers, passed the hip flask of export-strength single malt, laughed at the same bad calls, traded the same stupid jokes. For two hours it was almost convincing, almost like we were still just friends.

I wasn’t buying it.

Halfway through the second period, during a timeout, I leaned in. “Is this because I spoke to Judy? And Bob?”

He scoffed, low laugh. “Please. I knew you’d call them. Those were different scenarios.”

“So you weren’t just cozying up to me to get to my wife?”

He turned slowly, studied me for a long moment, then smiled, patient, almost fond. “Bob’s an idiot. I was doing him a favour. Yeah, I’m horny and kinky, and sex means something different to me than it does to most people. But Bob was a friend. Just like you. The difference is, he fucked it up. You won’t.”

“And the thing at work?” I pressed.

The smile faded slightly. “Let’s take a step back. Up until a few months ago, your work was top-notch. Lately you’ve been obsessing so hard you’re slipping. I love you, man, but I can’t go down with you. So I’m pushing you to get your shit together. That report yesterday? That was old Kev. Be more like that. Keep the personal stuff out of the office. Do you see me making you suck my cock at work? No. Because that’s my job, keeping the lines clear.”

I stared at him. He was right. I’d spiralled so far I’d let work slide, small mistakes, distracted focus. I’d been hunting for a conspiracy when maybe there wasn’t one. Maybe I’d invented the villain to justify the fall.

“And Bob…” he continued, “Bob did the same thing. Almost got himself fired because of it.”

“What about Judy’s husband?”

“Liam?” He snorted. “That guy was one foot out the door the moment he joined.”

“Wait… Liam Pratt?” The name clicked. Liam Pratt, the sleazy networker who’d leave cards at competitor booths, always angling for a better offer. There’d been a running office bet on when he’d finally get canned.

“Yeah. That’s him.”

“Oh.”

“Judy kept her surname when they married.”

“Ah.”

I felt like an idiot. No grand conspiracy. No elaborate master plan. Just a man who liked control, who’d helped Bob crash and burn, who’d claimed Liam as collateral, and who was now trying, maybe genuinely, to keep me from doing the same.

And yet, rather than relief, I felt… disappointment. A hollow ache.

The game ended. I was drunk, properly, pleasantly sloshed. Mark had been generous with the beers and the flask, never letting my glass run dry. He half-carried me to the car, steady arm around my shoulders, laughing softly at how wasted I was.

I don’t remember the drive home.

Just the warmth of the leather seat, the low hum of the engine, and the strange, bittersweet comfort of being looked after by the man who’d once been my friend, and who, despite everything, still felt like one.

He could have reached into my trousers, fished out my keys, and let us in quietly when we arrived at the house. Instead, he rang the doorbell and held me upright, arm firm around my waist, steadying me so I didn’t stumble or slump against the frame like a drunk fool.

The door opened.

Allie stood there in the porch light, wrapped in a shiny red silk and black lace robe that clung to her curves like liquid night. The belt was cinched tight at her narrow waist, accentuating the swell of her hips and the heavy swell of her breasts beneath the fabric. Her hair was loose, slightly tousled, catching the glow in soft auburn waves. She looked like she’d been waiting, expectant, composed, but not entirely surprised.

She gave me one long look, eyes flicking from my flushed face to the way Mark was propping me up, then rolled them with exaggerated patience, a gentle, knowing smile tugging at the corner of her mouth.

“Idiots,” she said softly, voice warm despite the word. “Help me get him upstairs.”

“Sorry about that,” Mark said, guiding me over the threshold. “We had a bit too much fun.”

“One of you did.” She stepped aside to let us pass, her tone dry but not unkind. “This better not be a ploy because of what I wrote.”

“That you don’t want to continue?” Mark shook his head, sincere. “Nah, Allie. That’s your choice. I respect it.”

“Good.”

They half-carried, half-walked me up the stairs and dumped me onto the bed. The mattress dipped under my weight. I lay there, world tilting, eyes already heavy.

Allie leaned over me, unbuckled my trousers with quick, practiced fingers, and tugged them down. The huge purple satin-and-lace panties came into view, full-cut, ruffled, shamelessly feminine. I’d kept wearing them in secret, hiding them deep in the laundry basket before she could find them.

They both stared. I couldn’t read their expressions clearly, my vision was already swimming, but I heard the soft intake of breath, the quiet sigh from Allie, the faint tut that followed.

Then, something unexpected.

“Get undressed,” she said. The words weren’t for me.

Unfortunately, the alcohol chose that moment to pull me under. Darkness rushed in, thick and merciful. I passed out.

When I surfaced briefly, still drunk, still blurred, the room was dim, lit only by the bedside lamp’s low amber glow. Allie was on her hands and knees in the middle of the bed, facing away from me. Her breasts swung heavily with each thrust, nipples dark and hard. Sweat glistened across her back, her shoulders, the elegant line of her spine. Her mouth was open in a continuous, breathless moan, face flushed crimson, hair sticking to her neck and cheeks.

Mark was behind her, hands gripping her hips, slamming into her with steady, powerful strokes. The bed creaked in rhythm. Her panting filled the air, almost hyperventilating, desperate little cries escaping every time he buried himself deep.

I wanted to reach down, stroke myself, join in somehow. My hand twitched toward my cock, but the room spun violently. I squeezed my eyes shut against the vertigo. When I opened them again, I was gone, blackness swallowing me whole once more.

The next time I woke, my head throbbed like someone had driven nails into my skull. Nausea rolled through me in waves. I lurched upright, stumbled to the en-suite, and barely made it to the toilet before I was violently sick.

After rinsing my mouth with mouthwash, twice, I shuffled downstairs for water, bare feet cold on the hardwood.

I stopped at the bottom of the stairs.

The living room was bathed in the soft blue glow of the television, volume muted. Allie was on the thick beige rug in the centre of the room, bent over a stack of pillows, face buried in the shag pile. Mark was behind her, thrusting with slow, deliberate force. She was screaming, raw, broken pleas of “more,” “harder,” “anything”, voice cracking with need.

What stopped me cold wasn’t that he had her again.

It was where he had her. He wasn’t in her pussy. He was in her ass.

Deep. Relentless. Her body rocked forward with every stroke, cheeks flushed dark red, back arched in surrender. She took it, greedily, eagerly, moaning like she’d been waiting years for this exact violation.

I’d begged for her ass countless times. She’d always said no. Never. Exit only.

Now here she was, giving it to him, offering it, begging for it, while I stood frozen on the stairs, tears burning my eyes.

Hurt crashed over me in waves, jealousy, betrayal, raw pain. And beneath it all, shameful, undeniable arousal. My cock stiffened painfully against the confines of my boxers.

Mark’s hand slid into her hair, fingers twisting, yanking her head back sharply. He forced her to look toward the stairs, toward me.

She saw me.

Saw the tears, the hurt, the betrayal written across my face.

For a heartbeat her expression flickered, something soft, almost regretful. Then she grinned. Slow. Wicked. Triumphant. She closed her eyes, reached back, and gripped his thigh, pulling him deeper, urging him on.

I watched for a few minutes, transfixed, aching, until the headache surged again, too vicious to ignore.

I turned away, stumbled to the kitchen, filled a glass with water, and swallowed two painkillers with shaking hands.

The clock on the microwave read 3:47 a.m.

The hockey game had ended at ten. We would’ve been home by ten-thirty. They’d been fucking for over five hours. And they weren’t done.

When I woke for work the next day, I couldn’t move.

The hangover was apocalyptic, skull split open, stomach churning, every joint aching like I’d been beaten. Sunlight stabbed through the half-open curtains, merciless. I turned my head slowly to the right.

Allie lay beside me, alone now, arm dangling off the edge of the mattress, palm up, fingers slack. She was unconscious, utterly spent, face slack with exhaustion, lips parted, faint mascara smudges beneath her eyes like war paint from a battle she’d lost and won.

Her body told the story in brutal detail.

Bruises bloomed across her hips, dark purple fingerprints where strong hands had gripped too hard. Red welts striped her thighs and ass from slaps, from carpet burn, from being dragged and positioned and used without mercy. Her breasts were marked too, suction bites, faint teeth imprints, nipples raw and swollen. Her skin glistened with dried sweat. Between her spread legs, everything was wrecked: pussy red, puffy, glistening with old cum that had crusted in thick white streaks down her inner thighs, smeared between her buttocks, pooling in the crease where ass met thigh. She looked thoroughly, irrevocably used, like a woman who’d given every hole, every inch, every plea, and begged for more.

And God help me, all I wanted was to crawl between her legs and lick it clean. Taste him on her. Taste what he’d left behind. Claim back what little I could with my tongue.

I couldn’t move. Instead, nausea surged. I lurched out of bed, stumbled to the en-suite, and threw up again, violently, until my stomach was empty and my throat burned.

I rinsed my mouth, splashed water on my face, and shuffled back to bed. Allie hadn’t stirred. I grabbed my phone from the floor and texted Mark.

Can’t make it in. Worst hangover ever.

His reply came in seconds.

Sure buddy. Get well.

No questions. No judgment. Just calm, easy acceptance.

I dropped the phone. It clattered to the hardwood.

The room spun once, slowly. Then darkness took me again.


Eleven

Allie didn’t want to talk about it. I tried twice that night, softly, carefully, testing the water. Both times she shut me down before the first sentence was finished. A sharp “Not now,” a colder “I don’t want to discuss it,” then silence. Thick, accusing silence. She wasn’t just quiet; she was furious. With me. With herself. With something I couldn’t name. And the worst part was, I hadn’t forced her. I hadn’t dragged her into Mark’s arms that night. She’d led him upstairs herself.

The anger simmered, turning every room into a pressure chamber. She spoke only when necessary, pass the salt, did you feed the cat, goodnight. Each word clipped, precise, like she was rationing them to keep from exploding.

It wasn’t until Thursday morning, breakfast, me in a tie, her in yoga clothes, coffee between us like a demilitarised zone, that she finally broke the wall.

“Why didn’t you tell me you might lose your job?” Her voice was low, controlled, but the question cut like glass.

I froze, fork halfway to my mouth. “What?”

“Mark says leadership sees you as incompetent lately.”

The name landed like a slap. My stomach twisted. “I… I made a few little mistakes. Nothing that would…”

“You see?” She cut me off, eyes flashing. “This is exactly the problem. This is why I didn’t want to keep doing this.” Her voice cracked on the last word, anger giving way to something rawer. “You’re obsessing. You’re spiralling. And now we might lose everything.”

Her interior design work brought in money, but it was feast-or-famine, projects that paid big then dried up for weeks. My salary was the mortgage. The car payments. The stability.

“It’s not as bad as he’s making it sound,” I said, voice thin.

“It better not be.” She snapped the words, then exhaled hard through her nose, shoulders dropping. “Look… I’m worried about you. Please. Don’t let this fuck up our lives, okay?”

“I won’t.” The lie tasted like ash.

She stared at me for a long moment, searching for something I couldn’t give her. Then she stood, kissed the top of my head, quick, perfunctory, and left the kitchen without another word.

As I drove to the office, fragments of Saturday night reassembled in my mind like broken glass.

She’d texted Mark after the game, told him she didn’t want to continue. He’d replied politely, respectfully. Then, suddenly, he was buddy-buddy again. Plying me with drinks. Getting me blackout drunk. Driving me home.

A ploy.

A perfect, simple excuse to walk through our front door when I was too wasted to stand.

The realisation settled cold in my gut. It had all been orchestrated, every beer, every laugh, every “one more shot.” He’d engineered the night so he could end up alone with her while I lay passed out.

And it had worked.

When I arrived at the office, the receptionist’s voice was too bright. “Bradley wants to see you.”

For the next hour I sat in the vice president’s office and got torn apart.

Yesterday had been the big client presentation, the Barker account, the one I’d rushed the report for. I’d missed it. Because I’d been wasted. Hungover. Absent.

Bradley didn’t yell. He didn’t need to. His voice stayed level, cold, professional, the worst kind of anger. When he finished, he slid a single sheet across the desk.

Performance Improvement Plan.

The KPIs were impossible. Unrealistic deadlines. Metrics no one had ever hit. Zero margin for error.

I didn’t need to ask who’d drafted them.

Mark.

I left the office numb. Walked straight to the bathroom, locked myself in the farthest stall, and let the tears come, hot, silent, furious. Mark held everything now: my career, my future, my wife. I would have to crawl to him. Beg him to save me.

The thought alone, kneeling, pleading, offering more of myself, sent a dark, shameful rush through me.

I stood. Turned to the toilet. Shoved my trousers down. Wrapped my hand around my cock and stroked while tears streamed down my face.

I pictured it all: Mark making me wear panties under my suit every day. Forcing me to confess to Allie that I was a sissy who didn’t want to stop. Watching him take her again, harder, crueller, while she looked at me with disgust and pity. While she told me I was nothing. While she thanked him for finally giving her what I never could.

I came hard, hating myself, hating the way the orgasm felt like surrender.

I cleaned up, splashed water on my face, opened the stall door.

Mark was standing there.

Self-satisfied smile. Arms crossed. Blocking the exit.

“Tomorrow,” he said quietly, “you begin wearing stockings, garter belt, and bra under your work clothes. You’ll go to bed next to your wife in nighties. When she tells you to take them off, when she says she doesn’t want to do it anymore, you will say no. You will tell her you don’t want to go back. You will tell her you are a sissy. You’ll repeat it until she understands. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Master,” I whispered, voice robotic.

He grinned, slow, proud, then pushed on my chest, guiding me back into the stall. The door clicked shut behind him.

“On your knees.”

He’d said he didn’t play at work. A lie. Just like everything else.

I dropped.

As I took him into my mouth, he reached into his pocket, pulled out a small brown bottle. Popped the cap. Sniffed once under each nostril. Then held it under mine.

I inhaled. The chemical rush hit instantly, euphoria, heat, desperate need. My head swam. I moaned around his cock, sloppy, hungry, no longer caring who might hear.

When he came, thick, hot, filling my mouth, he pulled out, wiped himself on my cheek, then stood me up and pressed the bottle into my hand.

“Tonight I’ll send you new sissy hypno. You’ll sniff this at the exact moments and amounts the video tells you. Understood?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Good sissy.” He smiled, pride not for me, but for his own craftsmanship. “Remember: I own you. Completely.”

He turned to slide the latch.

I stopped him. Voice small. “Master… can I ask one question?”

“Go on.”

“Was there ever any… friendship?”

He looked at me, really looked. Then shook his head once.

“No. I was using you the whole time. I saw what you were from the beginning. A sissy waiting to be made. And yes, one day I will take your wife from you. You’ll be nothing but a servant. You’ll lose everything. Everyone. You’ll be nothing. Because you are nothing. You exist for abuse.”

Abuse. The word echoed from every hypno loop I’d watched.

“Of course, Master,” I whispered. “I am an abuse whore.”

His smile widened, satisfied, triumphant.

“Perfect.”

He unlatched the door and left.

I stood there, cum drying on my lips, bottle burning in my palm, heart hammering with the awful, exhilarating certainty:

There was no conspiracy left to uncover. Only the one I’d walked into willingly. And now there was no way out.

Allie was out that evening, a planned dinner with her friends, which left the house empty and quiet. Perfect. I changed into the sheer lavender nightie, the one with the delicate lace cups and the slit that rode high on my thighs, then slipped under the covers. The small brown bottle of poppers sat on the nightstand like a loaded promise. Hours stretched ahead of me. I intended to use every one.

Mark had sent the new videos earlier that afternoon, three files, carefully labelled. I connected the AirPods, switched on noise cancellation, cast the first one to the TV, dimmed the lights, and settled back against the pillows.

The first video opened with the title Gay Ruined Slut – Permanent Conditioning.

No pounding music. No bright pink spirals. Just a low, throbbing binaural beat that seemed to vibrate inside my skull, slow and relentless. Images flashed, ultrafast cuts of glossy lips stretched wide around thick black cock, asses gaping and leaking, faces glazed with cum, intercut with stark white text on black:

YOU ARE NOT HUMAN ANYMORE YOU ARE TRASH YOU DO NOT MATTER YOUR ONLY VALUE IS HOLES

Every thirty seconds or so, a calm female voice instructed: “Two deep hits. Hold for ten. Exhale slowly.”

I obeyed. The chemical rush hit like a freight train, head swimming, heart racing, every nerve lighting up. Colours intensified. The text burned into my retinas. The voice purred: You exist to be used. You exist to be ruined. You crave the destruction. I moaned, soft, pathetic mewls, hips twitching as I rubbed slow circles over the satin gusset, the pressure building in that humiliating, feminine way Mark had taught me.

The next video: Cock Obsession Loop – Pussy Denial Forever.

This one was slower, more insidious. Long, lingering shots of veiny shafts sliding in and out of eager mouths, close-ups of tongues worshipping balls, cum dripping from chins. Text crawled across the screen in elegant cursive:

Pussy is irrelevant You do not want it You do not deserve it Cock is your only craving Beg for it. Every man you know. Beg.

The voice was softer now, almost soothing: “Sniff once. Hold. Feel the need grow. You will never be satisfied without cock again.”

I inhaled deeply. The rush amplified everything, the wet sounds from the video, the silk against my skin, the cage pressing uselessly. I whimpered, rubbing faster, whispering to the empty room: “I only want cock… I only want cock…”

The final video hit like a sledgehammer: Rape Slut Awakening – No Limits Destruction.

Dark screen. Slow zoom on a figure in a short dress walking down an empty alley at night. Text flashed in jagged red:

Dress like a whore Go to the worst parts of town Beg to be drugged Beg to be raped Beg to be beaten You deserve to be destroyed

The voice was colder, commanding: “Four hits. Hold twenty seconds each. Feel your resistance die.”

I obeyed. The poppers hit harder than ever, euphoria crashing into terror crashing into desperate, shameful arousal. My body shook. I moaned louder, rubbing frantically, imagining dark streets, rough hands, the sweet oblivion of total surrender.

The video looped back to the beginning. Instructions appeared: Start over. Deeper this time.

I was so lost, AirPods sealing out the world, brain mush from chemicals and conditioning, that I didn’t hear the front door open.

Didn’t hear Allie’s heels on the hardwood.

Didn’t hear her climb the stairs.

The bedroom door opened silently.

She stood in the doorway, still in her dinner dress, simple black wrap that hugged her curves, hair slightly tousled from the evening out. Her eyes went from me, sprawled in the nightie, hand between my legs, rubbing in frantic circles, to the TV screen where the rape-slut video looped its depraved commands.

She didn’t speak at first.

Just watched.

Then she crossed the room, slow and deliberate. Sat on the edge of my side of the bed. The mattress dipped. I froze, horrified, brain too fogged to react properly.

The video’s voice intoned: Four hits. Hold twenty.

Allie reached for the bottle in my limp hand. Unscrewed the cap. Held it under my nostrils.

“Keep watching,” she said quietly.

Her voice was calm. Almost gentle.

Then she stood, walked into the bathroom, and closed the door behind her.

I inhaled, deep, desperate, while the screen continued its relentless assault.

And somewhere beneath the chemical haze, the shame, the fear, a new, darker certainty took root: She wasn’t angry. She was curious. And she was going to watch me fall.

When she returned from the bathroom, she moved with quiet purpose. She took the phone from my trembling hand, ended the AirPlay, and scrolled through the collection of videos Mark had sent. Her expression remained unreadable, calm, almost clinical, as she selected one titled Beg Your Wife to Destroy You.

She placed the phone back in my palm, the screen already queued. This one had no popper cues, no numbered instructions, just a slow, hypnotic pulse of dark crimson and black. Slow zooms on tear-streaked faces, mouths stretched wide around thick shafts, asses gaping and leaking. Text crawled across the screen in elegant, dripping white cursive:

BEG HER TO RUIN YOU BEG HER TO LOCK YOU FOREVER BEG HER TO TAKE REAL MEN BEG HER TO LEAVE YOU BROKEN

The voiceover was a soft, feminine whisper layered over a deep, throbbing bassline: “You don’t deserve her. You never did. Beg her to throw you away. Beg her to laugh while she does it.”

Allie sat on the edge of the bed, not watching the screen. Watching me.

Her eyes traced every twitch of my face, every flutter of my lashes, every hitch in my breath as the video burrowed deeper. When my hand drifted toward the popper bottle, she reached over without a word, unscrewed the cap, and held it under my nostrils.

“Sniff,” she said quietly.

I inhaled, deep, greedy. The chemical heat exploded behind my eyes. My hips bucked involuntarily. A low, broken moan escaped me.

She didn’t smile. Didn’t speak. Just held the bottle steady, waiting for the next cue only she could sense.

When that video ended, she selected another: Cum-Dump Sissy Prostitute – Self-Destruction Protocol.

This one was slower, more deliberate. Long, lingering shots of a figure in cheap lingerie walking rain-slick streets at night, heels clicking, skirt too short, makeup smeared. Text burned in slow pulses:

SELL YOURSELF CHEAP ANY HOLE. ANY PRICE. DESTROY YOUR LIFE FOR COCK NO CONDOMS. NO LIMITS. YOU ARE WORTHLESS MEAT

The voice was colder now, almost bored: “You will beg strangers to use you. You will take the drugs they offer. You will let them beat you. You will thank them when they cum inside you. This is your purpose. This is all you will ever be.”

Allie never looked away from my face. When the video instructed “four deep hits,” she pressed the bottle to my nose again. I inhaled until my vision swam, body trembling, cock leaking helplessly through the satin.

When the final video faded to black, she pulled the phone away, slipped the AirPods from my ears, and set everything aside.

We sat in silence. Just looking at each other.

Her eyes were blank now, distant, resigned, as though she’d finally accepted that any hope of a normal life had been burned away.

“This isn’t going to stop, is it?” she asked quietly.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, tears spilling over.

“No. Don’t cry.” Her voice was gentle, almost tender. “It’s okay.”

She sighed, a long, slow exhale, then reached for her own phone. Her long nails tapped the screen. A moment later, a soft ping.

She stood, grabbed a quick little throw-on dress from the closet, simple black, low-cut, easy to remove, and tossed a few cosmetics into a small overnight bag.

“I’m going to Mark’s house,” she said matter-of-factly. “You want this. So I’ll go. Get laid. Discuss what he needs me to do next.”

She zipped the bag, turned to me.

“No going back. This is what you want. This is what you’ll get.” She paused, eyes softening for the first time. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I managed, voice cracking.

She smiled, small, brief, bittersweet, then bent down and kissed the top of my head.

“Don’t overdo it with the poppers,” she murmured. “It’s a chemical, after all. But definitely watch more of that stuff. And don’t be late for work.”

“Yes… Mistress.”

“Good slut.” The warmth finally broke through, excitement, acceptance, a flicker of dark hunger in her eyes.

Then she turned and walked out, heels clicking softly on the hardwood.

The front door closed behind her.

I sat alone in the dark bedroom, bottle in one hand, phone in the other. The screen still glowed faintly. I hit play on the first video again, and inhaled.

Twelve

It had been a week since that night, and the countdown to my first milestone on the performance improvement plan loomed like a guillotine, one more week until the deadline I already knew I’d miss.

At home during the day, Allie seemed almost normal again. Happy. Alert. Bouncy. Chatty. She laughed at stupid memes on her phone, hummed while she cooked, curled against me on the couch for movie nights, her head on my shoulder, fingers laced with mine. We talked about nothing important, work gossip, weekend plans, the new coffee place downtown. She never mentioned Mark. Never mentioned that night. But she had seen him three times that week, always after I left for work, always returning late, always with that same distant glow in her eyes and the faint scent of his cologne clinging to her skin.

The moment we crossed the bedroom threshold, though, the mask dropped.

The bubbly wife vanished. In her place was someone colder, sharper, angrier. The first night she slapped me, open-handed, stinging, then shoved me to my knees and ordered me to lick her. When I hesitated or did it “wrong,” she punished me: nails digging into my scalp, thighs clamping around my head until I gasped for air, voice dripping venom as she told me how useless I was, how pathetic, how I didn’t deserve her pussy anymore.

Then came the sissy hypno.

She’d sit on the edge of the bed, legs crossed, watching me, not the screen, me, as I lay back, AirPods in, poppers bottle in hand. The videos had evolved. The latest obsession was Bimbofication Overload – Permanent IQ Drain.

The screen pulsed with slow, syrupy pink and violet spirals. Close-ups of vacant-eyed dolls in pigtails, glossy lips stretched around cock, asses bouncing on thick shafts. Text crawled in bubbly, dripping font:

DUMBER IS BETTER THINKING IS FOR REAL MEN YOU ARE A STUPID SISSY BIMBO SAY IT LOUD. SAY IT PROUD.

The voiceover was breathy, teasing, relentless: “You don’t need brains anymore. You need cock. You need to be empty-headed, giggly, obedient. Repeat after me: I’m a stupid sissy bimbo who lives for cock.”

Allie made sure I didn’t just whisper it. When the prompt appeared, she’d lean in, eyes glittering, and hiss: “Louder. Shout it. Let the neighbours hear what you are.”

I did. Voice cracking, cheeks burning, I shouted it into the dark bedroom: “I’m a stupid sissy bimbo who lives for cock!” Over and over until my throat was raw and she was satisfied.

Gone was the analytical stare she used to give me, detached, curious, studying my descent like a scientist. Now her expression was different: an interested grin, almost hungry, like she was watching a caterpillar turn into something grotesque and beautiful and wondering just how far it could be pushed.

The one small ritual that had started upon her return from Mark’s was the morning lingerie check.

She’d arrive home just as I was leaving for work, still in her robe or a silk slip, hair tousled from the night before. She’d stop me at the door, fingers cool and sure, lifting my shirt to inspect the bra (a tight little bralette, nothing visible under my dress shirt), running her hands down to feel the garter belt clips, tugging the waistband of the panties to make sure they were the right ones, silky, lacy, humiliating. Then she’d nod once, satisfied, and send me on my way with a soft: “Good girl.”

Today, though, was different.

Mark was coming over.

It was a big night. I was expected to serve.

When I walked into the bedroom after work, everything was already laid out on the bed like an offering.

A sissy dress, bubblegum pink, layers of ruffled tulle, trimmed with obscene amounts of white lace. A matching collar and cuffs in glossy patent leather. A frilly white bonnet. The blonde wig Mark kept at his place, the one I wore when I knelt for him. And the panties: my fuck panties, pale pink satin with the huge heart-shaped cutout at the back, the ones Allie used when she pegged me.

I stared at the ensemble, pulse hammering.

Allie stepped out of the en-suite in a black lace peignoir set, long sheer robe over a matching teddy, hair pinned up, makeup dark and dramatic. She looked like sin personified.

“You’ll be on your best behaviour for your Master tonight, got it?” Her voice was calm, almost sweet.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, already slipping into the subservient tone she preferred.

“I don’t want any hesitation. No hiding. What he says, you do. Understood?”

I paused. He’d promised never to tell her about the blowjobs. About the videos. About the poppers in the bathroom stall. But promises from Mark felt thinner every day.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She nodded, satisfied, then turned back to the mirror to finish her makeup, long strokes of eyeliner, glossy red lips that looked like fresh blood.

As I began to change, she spoke again, casual, almost bored.

“How are you doing with your performance improvement plan? Mark says he doesn’t think you’ll make the first milestone.”

There was no malice in her tone. No anger. Just… resignation. Like she was asking about the weather, or whether I’d remembered to buy milk.

I swallowed. “I… don’t know, Mistress.”

She glanced at me in the mirror, eyes cool, assessing. “What are your plans for us when you lose your job?”

When. Not if. The word landed like a punch.

“I… I’m sure I’ll find something,” I said weakly.

She gave me a small, pitying side-eye, the look you give an idiot who doesn’t understand how deep the hole really is. Then she turned back to the mirror, dabbing gloss on her lower lip.

The casual acceptance in her voice was worse than any anger. A week ago she’d been panicking about the mortgage, about stability, about our future. Now she sounded like she’d already mourned it. Already moved on.

I stood there in half my sissy dress, tulle scratching my thighs, heart pounding with the awful, exhilarating certainty: She wasn’t fighting this anymore.

A few minutes before Mark was due to arrive, as I trotted around the bedroom in the ridiculous pink tulle dress, layers of ruffles scratching my thighs, the white lace collar chafing my neck, bonnet already perched on the blonde wig, Allie stopped me with a gentle hand on my arm.

“One more thing to discuss,” she said, voice soft but deliberate.

I froze, pulse jumping.

“I want to film tonight,” she announced. “To put on the forum.”

The words landed like a cold blade. Public. Even behind the forum’s locked gates, even with faces blurred, even with usernames instead of real names, it would be out there. Permanent. Traceable. Anyone in the community could see me, my body, my shame, my surrender.

I never imagined she’d want that. Not her. Not the careful, loving woman I’d married.

But her eyes were steady, curious, almost excited.

“Unlike you,” she continued, “I discuss things with my partner first. So I’m asking you, Kevin, is this something you want too?”

My mouth went dry. My cock twitched uselessly in the cage beneath the dress.

I licked my lips. “Yes, Mistress.”

Her smile was slow, tender. She stepped close, rose on her toes, and kissed my forehead, soft, lingering.

“I love you,” she whispered.

“I love you too.”

When Mark arrived, she was already filming.

The moment he stepped through the bedroom door, phone in hand, red light blinking, I understood: I wasn’t just going to serve. I was going to perform.

Just like the first sissy cuckold video I’d ever watched years ago, back when it was all abstract fantasy, I was now part of that universe. And I had a job to do.

Mark stood in the centre of the room, still in his shirt and trousers, watching us with that calm, proprietary smile.

Allie turned the camera toward me. “Go on, sissy. Undress your wife’s lover. Fold his clothes nicely.”

I obeyed, trembling fingers undoing buttons, sliding fabric from broad shoulders, kneeling to unbuckle his belt, unzip him. Every motion careful, reverent, the dress rustling around me like a humiliating halo.

Mark spoke as I worked. “Kevin looks very cute as a sissy.”

He used my real name deliberately, clearly, for the microphone. For the record.

Allie giggled, light, cruel. “Yes. Almost funny to think he was ever a man.”

“Oh, he was never a man,” Mark said, voice warm with amusement. “I recognised that the moment I met him. And he thought we were friends.”

Allie laughed again, spiteful, genuine, not scripted. This wasn’t roleplay anymore. This was real. Because it had always been real.

“You’re very patient,” she told him, stepping close, running a hand down his bare chest as I folded his shirt with shaking hands.

“An angler doesn’t just cast and hope,” Mark replied. “The fun is in preparing the bait. Patiently waiting for the bite.” He looked down at me, eyes glittering. “Three years. My biggest project. And it feels so good.”

“Mmm,” Allie purred, then turned to me, camera still rolling. “You see, sissy? When Mark told me his plan, I have to admit, I was intrigued. He’s been trying so hard to get this right, and it never quite worked before. But this time… he picked the right couple.”

She tilted her head, studying me like a specimen. “And do you know what’s funny?”

“No, Mistress,” I whispered.

“For the first time, I’m more in the know than you are.”

She laughed, low, delighted, then reached down and rubbed Mark’s thickening cock, angling the camera to capture it. “Now,” she said, voice softening into something almost sweet, “come here, sweetie. Open. Suck him now. Taste him.”

I looked up into her eyes, bright with excitement, dark with hunger, daring me to show just how far I’d fallen.

I opened my mouth.

She guided the head past my lips. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Good girl.”

I moaned around him, soft, broken, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing. I’d done this dozens of times in secret. Now it was on camera. Now she was watching. Now she was directing.

“Mmm,” she said after a moment, surprise in her voice. “He knows what he’s doing.”

Then realisation dawned. She began chuckling, low, wicked. “Oh, I see. How long has he been your cocksucker?”

“About a month,” Mark replied casually.

“Oh, naughty boy.” She stroked his cheek, then looked down at me. “Have you fucked it yet?”

Not “him.” It.

“Not yet,” Mark said.

“Mmm… big night ahead then.”

My eyes went wide. Panic flared, bright, sudden. That was a hard limit. I’d told myself. I’d repeated it in my head like a mantra.

But as I slobbered on his cock, Allie moved the camera fluidly, between me on my knees, them kissing deeply, him sucking on her breasts through the lace, then back to me, drooling and moaning.

This was going to be on the forum. Public within the community. Permanent.

And all it did was make my caged cock throb harder.

Mark’s leg began to tremble. His hand landed on my head, firm, possessive. Allie’s chuckle turned into a delighted hum.

“Here it comes,” she sang. “Don’t forget to show the camera before you swallow.”

He erupted, thick, hot ropes flooding my mouth. I held it, cheeks bulging, then opened wide for the lens, cum pooled on my tongue, glistening in the light.

Allie bent down, looked straight into my eyes, and spat into the mess. Then she laughed, dirty, trashy, the way Judy had laughed on that call. No inhibitions. No remorse.

I swallowed.

Then I crawled behind them as they walked upstairs to the bedroom, phone now in my hands, camera operator, but with a look from her that warned: get everything, or else. And that “everything” included me.

For the next hour, I got my fantasy. My dream.

I filmed my wife taking cock, deep, bare, relentless. I filmed her begging for it, becoming a slut for it. I filmed her telling me how pathetic I was, how I’d always been a failure as a man, how I could never make any woman happy.

“Perhaps it’s good Mark’s turning you into a sissy fag,” she purred, spitting on my face again. “A rape-slut for men. Because you’re no good to me.”

The laugh was real. Gone were the last traces of concern, of guilt, of fear for our future. She loved me, she’d said it before she left for Mark’s, but she had accepted that I’d chosen destruction over love.

And she loved me enough to give it to me.

Whenever Mark’s cock slid out of her dripping pussy, I knew what was expected. I’d seen the videos. I leaned in, licked him clean, sucked him back to hardness, then guided him back inside her.

More abuse followed. More commands. “Tell her what you are. What you want.”

“I want you to destroy me,” I gasped. “To deny me.”

“What else?” she snarled, teeth gritted, evil grin spreading. “Say it, bitch. Say it!”

The words clawed their way out, the ones I’d never dared speak aloud, even to myself. The ones that had lived in the darkest corners of every hypno loop I’d devoured.

“I want you to leave me for him,” I choked. “I want you to fall in love with Mark. I want you to fall out of love with me. I want you to completely ruin my life. Forever.”

She grinned, slow, victorious, blinked once. Yes. I’ll give that to you. And more.

I cried. The tears only made her wetter. She’d woken something inside herself, suppressed the voice that once whispered “this is wrong” and embraced carnage. And what she found was pleasure. Pure, absolute pleasure.

Mark unloaded inside her, deep, pulsing thrusts that triggered her third orgasm of the night, body shaking, walls clenching around him.

She didn’t wait. Flipped onto her back, handed him the phone, and beckoned me forward.

I licked. Sucked. Lapped every drop of his cum from her swollen pussy while she held my head in place, moaning, grinding against my face.

Then I felt it, the blunt, slick head of Mark’s cock, erect again, pressing against me. No hesitation. He pushed in, slow at first, then deeper, claiming me completely.

I cried out, pain, shame, ecstasy crashing together. Pegging had been intense. This was different. This was real. This was the end of everything I’d pretended to be.

And it was everything.

Every mantra from every sissy hypno flooded back:

You were born for this. You deserve only cock. You exist for abuse.

“Yes, Master!” I screamed, voice raw. “Fuck me! Fuck me! I only want cock! I only want cock! I’m gay! I’m gay!”

The camera caught every word.

“I’m a gay sissy slut! Use me! Fill me!”

Allie just grinned at her lover, a look of confirmation, of triumph.

The feeling of his seed pumping deep inside me was almost as perfect as the act itself. I had been transformed. Used. Owned.

The camera turned off.

Mark washed up. Returned to bed with Allie, kissing, cuddling, whispering, whilst I lay discarded to the floor. A blanket for warmth. Nothing more.

I lay there, listening to their soft murmurs, the gentle creak of the mattress as they began again. I turned my head. Watched.

Their eyes locked, intimate, loving. Allie’s mouth curved in a grateful smile, lip caught between her teeth, lost innocence replaced by acceptance.

“I can’t wait until I have this every night,” she whispered.

“Soon, my love,” Mark replied.

The words sliced deep, longing, possession, permanence. They hurt. They cut. They made me desperate.

I reached between my legs, rubbing frantically, strumming my imaginary pussy, fingers slipping into my used hole, chasing the echo of him inside me.

Allie caught me. Smiled, slow, indulgent. She didn’t stop me. Why would she stop something so perfectly degrading?

“I love you,” she whispered.

But she wasn’t looking at me.

“I love you too,” Mark answered.

“Unngh… so hot…” I moaned, rubbing harder. “Promise me you mean it. Promise me you’ll do what you said, leave me. Destroy me.”

“I meant every word,” she whispered, giggling softly.

“Unngh!” I moaned again, fingers plunging deeper.

The darkness I’d begged for had finally arrived.

And it was perfect.


Thirteen

Mark spent the night. He fucked her almost non-stop, deep, relentless, claiming every part of her while I knelt at the foot of the bed, licking him clean between rounds, swallowing what he left behind, my face smeared with their combined mess. The abuse aimed at me grew bolder with every orgasm she had. At first it was playful taunts. Then sharper. Then vicious. She spat the words like she’d been holding them in for years, and now they poured out, cruel, gleeful, unstoppable.

I took it all. Every insult. Every slap. Every time she grabbed my hair and forced my mouth back onto his cock while telling me how worthless I was, how I’d never been enough, how she finally understood why she’d always felt something missing. I moaned around him, tears streaming, cock leaking in the cage, because the more she hurt me, the more she seemed to glow.

When we finally collapsed, Mark and Allie tangled in the sheets, me curled on the floor with a blanket, she was radiant. Exhausted, bruised, dripping, but radiant.

I woke at midday to the sound of them again, slow, lazy morning sex. Mark took her one last time, deep thrusts that made her gasp his name, then kissed her goodbye and left with a casual promise: “I’ll let you know when the video’s up.”

The bedroom door clicked shut behind him.

Allie lay there, sheets twisted around her waist, staring up at the ceiling with a wicked, relieved smile. Her body was a map of the night: purple finger-bruises on her hips and thighs, red welts across her ass from his hand, faint teeth marks on her breasts, carpet burn on her knees and palms. Cum still leaked slowly from between her legs, thick white streaks dried on her inner thighs and the sheets beneath her.

She looked thoroughly, gloriously ruined. And she looked happy.

She patted the mattress beside her, my side, once Mark’s side. “Come here.”

I crawled up carefully, still in the lavender nightie, wig slightly askew.

She turned her head, eyes soft, almost tender. “That was the best night ever,” she said simply.

“You enjoyed it all, Mistress?” I asked, voice small.

“Yes. All of it.” She reached out, brushed a strand of synthetic hair from my face. “I’m sorry I waited so long. But maybe it was for the best. From what Mark’s told me… maybe you weren’t ready to be transformed a month ago.”

“Maybe,” I admitted.

She studied me for a long moment, loving, caring, almost sad. Then she asked the question that cut deeper than any insult the night before.

“How does it feel?”

“Feel, Mistress?”

“To be gay?” Her voice was gentle, conversational, like she was asking about the weather. “Knowing you’ll never fuck me again?”

The simplicity of it, the lack of mockery, the absence of kink, made it devastating. This wasn’t dirty talk. This was real. This was her acknowledging the new truth between us.

I swallowed hard. “I don’t… feel gay like that. I don’t find men attractive.”

“Yet.” She giggled softly, the sound light but final. “But it doesn’t change the fact that from now on, you’ll only be having sex with men.”

She licked her lips, sat up slightly, the sheet falling away to reveal the marks on her breasts.

“When you lose your job,” she continued, tone still calm, “things will change around here. You can try to find a new one, no one’s going to stop you, but you won’t. Not a good one. Then we need to talk about what’s next.”

She paused, eyes searching mine.

“The plan was for us both to move in with Mark. You as a servant. Me as his live-in lover. He’s tried to set it up before, never quite succeeding. The idea is, he finds more like you, like us. Breaks them. Gets them to do the same. Builds his own little harem.”

I stared at her. “And you’re okay with that?”

Her smile was slow, appreciative of my concern. “Yes, honey. More than okay.” She reached out, traced a finger down my cheek. “I’ve accepted my sexuality.”

“Okay,” I said faintly. “That’s… good then.”

She tilted her head. “You said ‘the plan was.’ Has it changed?”

“Yes.” She looked at me, really looked. “You changed it. Last night. You asked me to leave you. To ruin you. Given everything you’ve been watching, everything you’ve become… I think you’re quite enamoured with the idea of being degraded entirely.”

Her voice softened, almost wistful.

“A couple of weeks ago, the thought of seeing you in the gutter would have made me sick. Now? I find it… delightful. Because I understand why you want it.”

She leaned closer, eyes dark.

“The problem with ruin is the permanency. It means losing me forever. It means a life full of danger, someone hurting you, overdose, disease. One way or another, it ends sooner rather than later. It’s not healthy. But…” She smiled faintly. “It’s a pleasurable one for someone with that kind of fetish.”

I exhaled shakily. The question I’d been avoiding sat between us now, naked and unavoidable.

“What do you want?” I asked her.

She stared at me, long, searching, then grinned, rolling her eyes like she’d been waiting for me to ask.

“You leave it with me,” she said softly.

The words were gentle, but they carried the weight of finality.

Allie didn’t lift a finger the rest of the day, but I was instructed to wear the sissy dress, to put make-up on. Late afternoon, the video was up and she was only too happy to show me. We watched together, both masturbating, both rubbing between our legs, no touching what would never be freed again, my penis.

Monday morning arrived like a quiet reckoning.

As I dressed for work, routine now, almost mechanical, I slipped into the usual lingerie: lace panties, garter belt, sheer stockings. Allie stepped into the bedroom just as I reached for the sports bra I’d been using to flatten everything under my shirt. She held out a different one.

“No more of those,” she said calmly.

It was a soft, loose bralette, pale lavender, matching the panties, designed more for sissies than support. The lace trim was thick, wide, decorative. Under a dress shirt, it would be visible: the faint outline of lace cups, the delicate straps peeking at the collar. No hiding it anymore.

She watched me put it on, expression neutral, almost clinical.

Today I got lucky: thick wool sweater over the shirt. The PIP review with Bradley would be survivable.

But the real strangeness wasn’t the lingerie.

I’d braced myself to fail the first milestone. I’d accepted it as inevitable. Mark had set the bar impossibly high, and I’d already missed the client presentation. The PIP was a death sentence; the KPIs were designed to be missed.

Bradley’s office felt colder than usual.

He looked at the metrics on his screen, brow furrowing slightly. Then he smiled, small, surprised.

“Erm, well, Kevin… you’ve hit all your KPIs for the first marker.”

I blinked. “H-how?”

“You’re surprised?” He chuckled, leaning back. “The targets were aggressive, yes. But you cleared them. Client satisfaction is up. Win rate solid. Meetings logged. Employee feedback positive. Two more strong markers and we can lift the PIP. Keep it up.”

I stared at him, numb. “Thanks, Bradley.”

As I stood to leave, I paused. “How… how are the metrics measured?”

“A mix. Client surveys, current pipeline, meetings held, and multiple employee feedback forms on your work.”

“Including Mark?”

Bradley shook his head. “No. That wouldn’t be allowed. He set the KPIs, but he’s not allowed to score you.”

I forced a smile. “Right. Thanks.”

Back at my desk, I called Allie.

“Well done you!” she sang, voice bright. “I’m proud of you.”

I blinked. “Erm… are you?”

“Of course! I’m always proud when you do well.” A pause. “But tell me… are you happy?”

The question hung there, simple, devastating.

I exhaled slowly. “No. Not really.”

“I didn’t think so.” Her voice softened, almost tender. “But don’t worry. It won’t matter.”

“No?”

“No, sweetie. Not anymore.”

The line went quiet for a moment.

“Anyway,” she continued, casual again, “I won’t see you tonight. I’m going to Mark’s. But you get him tomorrow.”

“Hockey night,” I said automatically.

She burst out laughing, bright, delighted, cruel. “I think we both know you won’t be going to hockey anymore. No, tomorrow you’re his bitch. But the good news is… it’s not just oral anymore, is it?”

I swallowed. “No.”

“No what, sweetie?”

I glanced around, Paula’s cubicle was close. I lowered my voice. “No, Mistress.”

“Louder,” she said sweetly. “Properly. So your colleagues can hear.”

I closed my eyes. “No, Mistress,” I said, loud enough for Paula to lean around the partition and stare.

“Good sissy.”

I didn’t know what to say. The silence stretched.

“Don’t you want to thank me for complimenting you?”

Another gulp. “Thank you, Mistress.”

The call ended.

Paula rolled her chair over slowly, heavy frame making the pneumatic base sigh. She looked at me, curious, not mocking.

“Mistress?” she asked, eyebrow raised.

I opened my mouth to deflect, to joke, to lie. Then I sighed.

“My wife has become my Mistress,” I said quietly. “And I’ve assumed the role of submissive to her… and her lover.”

The silence swallowed us.

Paula stared. No laughter. No quick comeback. Just stunned, searching eyes, like she’d expected a punchline and instead got a confession.

After a long beat, she rolled away without another word. What else was there to say?

When I arrived home, the bedroom looked like a fetish boutique explosion, packets of lingerie strewn across the duvet in a riot of pinks, lavenders, and whites; three new sissy dresses draped over the chair, each more frilly and infantile than the last; and several handwritten notes pinned to the mirror like commandments.

Dress up. Do your makeup. Clean the house. Wash. Iron.

Excitement, dark, shameful, irresistible, buzzed through me. I stripped quickly, chose the tiny pink satin party dress with its short, flared skirt and puffed sleeves, slipped into matching high heels, and set to work.

It was strangely cathartic: dusting the shelves in the living room, the dress swishing against my thighs with every bend; vacuuming the stairs, heels clicking sharply on the hardwood like a metronome of submission; folding laundry in the kitchen, wig bouncing as I pranced from counter to basket. AirPods in, pop music blasting, bubbly, brainless beats that made me sway my hips, twirl like the sissy I was becoming. It felt good. Degrading, but good. Like surrender wrapped in silk.

The last task before bed: putting away the new clothes. But when I opened my closet, everything had changed.

Gone were my sweaters, replaced by pinks, pastels, mohair, sparkling sequins. Most had text emblazoned or rhinestoned across the front: Sissy Slut. Cum Dump. Owned Fag. One had to be custom, pink cashmere with Gay Sissy Cumdump sparkling in silver stones.

My suits were missing too. Trousers gone. In their place: women’s slacks in white, pink, red, baby blue, beige, no black. Tailored slim, high-waisted, unmistakably feminine.

So that’s what she meant by “it won’t matter.”

Another note on my pillow: The TV is cued to play from a USB. I’ve set it to Hotel mode and locked the remote. You can only turn it on or off, no volume control.

I switched it on.

The screen flared. Sissy hypnosis blasted out at full volume, loud enough to rattle the windows, loud enough for neighbours to hear if they listened, loud enough to echo down the street.

I switched it off. Panic spiked. I could yank the USB, smash the remote, unplug the TV. But I didn’t. I wanted this.

Instead, I changed into my sexiest pink sissy nightie, short, sheer, lace-trimmed, and open-heart fuck panties that left my ass exposed. Grabbed the dildo and lube from the drawer. The poppers bottle from the nightstand. Dimmed the lights.

Turned the TV back on.

The volume hit like a wall.

First video: Expose Yourself – Blackmail Bait Sissy.

Slow, pulsing bass that vibrated in my chest. Flashing images of sissies in lingerie posting selfies on public forums, Grindr profiles with full faces and real names, captions: EXPOSE YOURSELF. BEG FOR BLACKMAIL. GIVE THEM YOUR ADDRESS. LET THEM OWN YOUR LIFE.

The voice was low, insidious: “You crave the risk. Post your pictures now. Beg men to blackmail you. Give them power to ruin everything. Do it. Destroy yourself for the thrill.”

Popper cues appeared: Two hits. Hold 10 seconds.

I inhaled. The chemical rush exploded, head swimming, heart racing, nerves igniting. Colors sharpened. The text burned into my vision. I moaned, soft, pathetic, hips twitching as I rubbed circles over the satin gusset, the pressure building in that humiliating, feminine way Mark had taught me.

It got darker.

Next: Become a High Gurl – Drug Addiction Descent.

Grainy footage of sissies in dingy motels, needles piercing pale skin, eyes rolling back in chemical bliss as rough men used their limp bodies. Text flashed in jagged red:

BUY HEROIN INJECT, GET ADDICTED, SELL YOUR HOLES FOR THE NEXT FIX, BEG YOUR DEALER TO OWN YOU, OVERDOSE ON COCK

The voice purred, almost seductive: “You need the high to feel alive. Start with pills. Move to needles. Let it hollow you out. Become a junkie whore. Ruin your body. End yourself in filth.”

Four hits. Hold 20.

I sniffed, deeper, longer. The room spun. My fingers plunged into my hole, fucking myself with the dildo now, gasping as the video whispered promises of oblivion, of being owned by dealers who’d beat me, whore me out, keep me chained and high until I broke completely.

Then a pause. Screen black. White text: SMOKE BREAK – OPEN YOUR DRAWER. GO TO THE BALCONY. SMOKE FOUR CIGARETTES.

“Huh?” We didn’t smoke. But the drawer held several packets of Marlboro Red 100s and a lighter.

The front balcony overlooked a busy road. Cars. Pedestrians. Neighbors’ windows.

I couldn’t break the rules.

I went out, nightie fluttering in the breeze, heels unsteady on the concrete, and lit the first one. Inhaled wrong. Coughed. Hacked. Tried again. The smoke burned my lungs, made my head spin, but by the third I managed to hold it in. Dizzy. Sick. Ashamed.

I smoked all four.

Back inside, the videos resumed.

Next: Fuck Doll Cum Slut – Total Debasement.

Close-ups of sissies in glory holes, mouths and asses filled by anonymous cocks, cum dripping from every orifice. Text burned in slow pulses:

YOU ARE A HOLE EXIST FOR CUM BEG TO BE FILLED SWALLOW EVERY LOAD LET IT DEFINE YOU DROWN IN IT – DIE IN IT

The voice droned, relentless: “You are a cum receptacle. Nothing more. Beg strangers to dump in you. Drink it from toilets. Bathe in it. Let it be your only sustenance. Choke on it. Starve without it.”

Six hits. Hold 30.

I overdosed on the fumes, vision blurring, body convulsing as I rode the dildo harder, moaning the mantras aloud: “I’m a cum slut… fill me… ruin me…” Imagining myself as a faceless doll, passed around, filled until I overflowed, until cum was all I knew, all I craved, all I was.

The note said watch to the end. I finished by three a.m., with cigarette breaks in between. Yes, I smoked the whole packet.

Exhausted. Broken. Aching.

I’d later learn Allie had curated the playlist herself. She loved the idea of sissy hypno for me. Loved what I was becoming. And she was only getting started.

I moved to turn the television off, fingers trembling toward the power button, but before I could press it, the screen flickered and changed again.

New white text crawled across the black background, slow and deliberate:

IF YOU ARE STILL AWAKE AND WANNA PLAY HARD, I HAVE OLD CODEINE PILLS IN MY DRAWER. TAKE TWO AND TWO SHOTS OF WHISKEY AND KEEP WATCHING.

I blinked. The words hung there, cold and clinical.

That was dangerous. Really dangerous. Codeine plus alcohol plus poppers? That was blackout territory. Respiratory depression. Possible overdose. The kind of reckless combination that ended in hospital beds, or worse.

And yet…

The thought alone sent a dark, electric thrill through me. The same thrill that had driven me to smoke a full pack of cigarettes on the balcony. The same thrill that had me shouting sissy mantras at full volume while neighbours might have listened.

I was already high, poppers still buzzing in my bloodstream, heart racing, skin too sensitive, mind soft and pliable. The videos had done their work. I wasn’t thinking clearly. I wasn’t supposed to.

I opened the nightstand drawer.

There they were: an old, half-empty bottle of codeine tablets, prescription label faded, date long expired. Beside it, the bottle of single malt Mark had left last time he was over.

I stared at them for a long moment.

Then I shook out two pills. Swallowed them dry. Poured two generous shots of whiskey. Drank them back-to-back, the burn chasing the bitter taste of the tablets.

The room tilted gently.

I hit play again.

The screen exploded into a new loop, no title, just relentless high-speed cuts: hardcore gay porn flashing at strobe pace, thick cocks slamming into eager asses, mouths overflowing with cum, bodies bruised and sweating. Interspersed with text in jagged, blood-red font:

GO OUT NOW

GET FUCKED

FIND A MAN

YOU NEED IT DO IT KEV

GO GET ASSRAPED NOW

DON’T CHANGE JUST GO LIKE YOU ARE

The voiceover was distorted, warped, almost demonic: “You’re dressed for it. Nightie. Heels. Makeup smeared. Walk out the door. Find the nearest alley. Beg the first stranger you see to use you. Let him take you raw. Let him hurt you. This is what you were made for.”

My head swam. The codeine was starting to hit, warm, heavy, dulling the edges of fear while sharpening the hunger. Whiskey burned in my chest. Poppers still lingered in my lungs.

I stood, unsteady, world tilting. The pink nightie clung to my sweat-damp skin. Heels wobbled on the carpet. I looked at myself in the full-length mirror: wig crooked, mascara running from earlier tears, lips swollen from sucking cock all weekend, cage visible through the sheer fabric.

I looked like exactly what the video said I was. A desperate, broken sissy whore.

I took one step toward the bedroom door. Then another. The hallway stretched ahead, dark, silent. The front door waited at the end.

Outside: the street. The city. Men who wouldn’t ask questions.

My hand reached for the knob. I was very high and very stupid.

And the videos were still playing behind me, looping, louder, demanding.

GO GET ASSRAPED NOW DO IT KEV DON’T CHANGE

I opened the door. Cold night air hit me like a slap. And I stepped out.


Fourteen

I sat at my desk, physically shaking. The comedown was brutal, head pounding, stomach churning, every nerve raw and oversensitive. I’d smoked six cigarettes already today, as she had demanded, each one leaving me dizzier, sicker. The codeine from last night still lingered in my system, dulling the edges but amplifying the nausea. And beneath my thin beige trousers and plain pink mohair sweater, the lingerie was impossible to hide anymore: red satin bra with thick black lace trim peeking at the collar, matching panties cutting into my hips, garters tugging with every shift in the chair.

I looked like death warmed up. Eyes bloodshot. Skin sallow. Makeup from last night smudged around the edges. Hair limp. I hadn’t slept. I’d spent the night in a park, on my knees in the dark, servicing a group of gay doggers who took turns in my mouth and ass. Six men. Raw. No condoms. I could still feel the ache, the stickiness, the shame that somehow twisted into arousal every time I shifted in my seat.

No one had noticed yet. Or if they had, they were too polite to say anything.

That was about to change.

“My god, Kevin, how are you dressed?” Mark’s voice boomed across the open-plan floor, loud, deliberate, theatrical.

Heads turned. Conversations stopped.

I closed my eyes. I should’ve known he’d out me.

“And why do you look like that?” he continued, voice dripping mock concern. “Have you been doing drugs?”

“I… I…” The words died in my throat.

Bradley stormed out of his office. The girls in the next pod giggled behind their hands. I didn’t look like a polished transvestite. I looked like a mess, a man in women’s clothes who’d clearly had a very bad night.

Bradley stared. Long. Hard. Then: “Go home, Kevin.”

“But, ”

“Kevin. Go home.”

“Am I fired?” My voice cracked.

“To be determined. We’ll discuss with HR. Go. Now.”

I stood. Legs unsteady. Turned to leave.

Mark’s smirk was unmistakable, quiet, victorious. He’d won.

When I arrived home, Allie was waiting.

She sat in the living room, legs crossed, wearing a simple black silk robe that clung to her curves. Her makeup was fresh, dark liner, red lips. She looked composed. Calm. But the smirk on her face was wild, almost feral.

“Mark already told me,” she said before I could speak. “I’ve left some clothes for you on the bed. Put them on. Wig. Makeup. Then call me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The clothes were whore clothes.

Pink metallic bra that barely contained anything. Neon pink fishnet crop-top. Pink fishnet stockings. Pink fuck-panties with the heart-shaped cutout. White PVC pleated micro-skirt so short it barely covered my ass.

I did my makeup whorish, thick black liner, fake lashes, glossy pink lips. Slipped into six-inch pink stilettos. The little pink handbag she’d prepared sat on the dresser: cigarettes, lighter, poppers, lube, condoms (though I knew I wouldn’t use them).

I called her.

She walked in, eyes raking over me slowly, approvingly.

Then she crossed to the dresser, picked up the old codeine bottle, pushed two tablets onto the surface, and crushed them into powder with the back of a spoon. Rolled a banknote. Held it out.

“Sniff,” she said.

I leaned down. Inhaled. The bitter rush hit fast, warm, heavy, euphoric.

“How many men fucked you last night?” she asked, voice casual.

“Six,” I mumbled, sniffing again.

“You realise Mark can’t fuck you without a condom now, right?” She tilted her head. “Don’t worry. We’ll get you tested. Put you on PrEP.”

“Thank you,” I whispered, hoping it wasn’t already too late.

She smiled, small, almost sweet.

“Come on. Shoes on. Let’s go.”

She drove me to a truckstop an hour away, neon lights, diesel fumes, big rigs idling in the lot. She pulled into a shadowed corner of the parking area.

“Call me if you want to come home, okay?” she said, voice soft, almost tender. She handed me the pink handbag.

I nodded. “I’m scared.”

“I know, honey. So am I.” She reached over, brushed a strand of wig hair from my face. “But it’s for the best. We both know it’s what you need. And if you don’t do it… you’ll only regret it, won’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I opened the door. Cold air rushed in.

I turned back. “Will you… still be there when I get home? If I don’t call?”

She shook her head slowly. “No point anymore. I’ll move in with Mark now. Just rip the band-aid off. Don’t worry, Mark’s already helping put the house on the market. You’ll live with us until we decide what to do with you. Maybe we’ll keep you. Maybe we won’t. Who knows.” She paused, eyes glittering. “I want to, though. I’m enjoying seeing you like this. I know it’s odd, but… it’s exhilarating.”

Her words hit harder than any cock last night. They turned me on more than the act itself.

I stepped out.

She watched me go, small, pink, ridiculous, terrified.

The truckstop lights glowed ahead. I started walking.

For the rest of the day, I stayed.

The truckstop lot was alive with engines idling, doors slamming, boots crunching gravel. Men came and went, mostly straight truckers, lonely, horny, pragmatic. They didn’t ask questions. They saw the pink micro-skirt, the fishnets, the smeared makeup, the hungry eyes, and they knew what I was.

I hadn’t considered pricing. No instructions from Allie. No rates from Mark. So I went with what felt right in the moment: “Whatever you can afford.” Some laughed. Some handed me crumpled twenties. Some just shrugged and unzipped.

The majority wanted blowjobs, quick, dirty, efficient. They’d lean against their rigs or pull me into the shadowed gap between trailers, eyes closed, picturing wives, girlfriends, porn stars. I dropped to my knees on cold gravel, fishnets tearing, palms scraped, and took them in. Thick, salty, unwashed. I sucked like I’d been trained, slow at first, tongue swirling, then deeper, gagging when they pushed, swallowing every drop when they came. Some groaned my name, Kevin, because I told them. Some called me slut, whore, faggot. I thanked them after, hoarse and dripping, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand.

A few wanted more.

The first one was a burly guy in a flannel shirt, beard streaked with gray. He didn’t speak much, just bent me over the tailgate of his pickup, yanked the heart-cut panties aside, and pushed in raw. No condom. No lube beyond spit. The stretch burned, sharp and sudden, but I gasped and arched back, moaning like the videos had taught me. “Harder,” I begged. “Use me like the disgusting whore I am.” He did, grunting, gripping my hips, slamming until he flooded me, hot and thick, pulling out to watch it drip down my fishnets. I thanked him too.

The second was younger, rougher. He dragged me behind a dumpster, shoved me face-first against the metal, and took me standing. Again raw. Again deep. His hand clamped over my mouth to muffle my cries. When he finished, he wiped himself on my skirt and walked away without a word.

By late afternoon, I’d lost count.

Ten. Twelve. More.

Each cock felt different, thick, thin, curved, straight, veiny, smooth. Some came fast. Some took their time, savouring the tight heat. Some slapped my ass until it glowed red. Some spat in my face. Some called me every name in the book. I took it all, grinning through the tears, moaning through the pain, thanking every single one.

Three years ago I was a straight man with a normal life. A wife. A career. A future.

Now I was bent over a truck tailgate, ass in the air, a stranger’s cum leaking down my thighs, begging for the next.

And the thought that Allie knew, had orchestrated this, had accepted it, had left me here, turned me on more than anything. More than the cocks. More than the degradation. Knowing I’d been manipulated, groomed, broken, and that she’d watched it happen and chosen to help… it was the darkest, hottest thing I’d ever felt.

When the sun finally dipped low and the lot started to empty, I straightened my skirt as best I could, wiped my face with the back of my hand, and started walking toward the road. Cum dried sticky on my inner thighs. My heels clicked unevenly on the gravel. My body ached, jaw sore, ass raw, throat raw, but I was still hard in the cage, leaking, desperate.

I didn’t call her. I walked, and an hour later, I reached the house. It was empty.

Most of my things were gone, clothes, books, photos. The living room felt hollow. The bedroom was worse: the TV still on Hotel mode, USB plugged in, ready to loop the hypnosis forever. A single note on the pillow:

You chose this. Enjoy.

I collapsed onto the mattress, still in the whore clothes, still sticky, still trembling, and stared at the ceiling.

The screen flickered on automatically. The first video started again.

Expose Yourself – Blackmail Bait Sissy

I didn’t turn it off. I just lay there, listening, letting the words sink in deeper.

I’d thrown away everything, and I’d never felt more alive.

The following morning, my phone buzzed with a series of messages that felt like nails being driven into the last remnants of my old life.

The first was from HR: Kevin, effective immediately, you are no longer required to report to the office. Please do not return. Your final paycheck and any severance will be processed according to policy. Contact us only through official channels regarding exit formalities.

The second was from a colleague I’d worked with for years, someone who’d once invited me to his daughter’s birthday party: Dude… they found a bunch of gay porn on your work PC. Like, a lot. What the hell, man? Everyone’s talking. Good luck.

I hadn’t put anything like that on my work computer. I didn’t need to. The videos lived on my personal phone, in private tabs, locked away. This was deliberate. Planted. Part of the plan.

The third was from Allie: Get changed and come over to our house.

I stared at the words until they blurred.

Our house.

Not the house we’d bought together. Not the one with the mortgage I’d paid for fifteen years. Our house now meant hers and Mark’s. The shift had happened overnight, clean, surgical, final.

The pain of jealousy bloomed sharp and sweet in my chest. My life was collapsing in real time, and the sickest part was how good it felt. How right. I was going insane, and I knew it. Normal people didn’t feel euphoric watching their marriage, their career, their identity burn down.

I was already dressed when the message came in, pink satin maid uniform, black lace apron, white frilled cap, stockings, garters, the cage still locked beneath. Makeup fresh from last night’s instructions: heavy eyeliner, glossy pink lips, fake lashes. Wig pinned neatly. I looked exactly like what I’d become.

I walked to their house, Mark’s house, heels clicking on the pavement, skirt swishing, handbag swinging from my wrist. Neighbours glanced. A car slowed. Someone whistled. I kept my eyes forward, cheeks burning, cock leaking in the cage.

Allie opened the door before I could knock.

She wore a simple black silk slip that clung to her curves, hair loose and tousled, no makeup yet. She looked like she’d just rolled out of bed after a long night. She probably had.

She greeted me the way one greets the help: cool, expectant, faintly amused.

“You can start downstairs,” she said, stepping aside to let me in. “All rooms scrubbed. Polished. Floors, counters, bathrooms. If I find a single speck of dust, I’ll beat you within an inch of your life. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, voice soft and submissive.

She tilted her head, studying me. “How much did you make yesterday?”

I opened the little pink handbag and handed her the wad of crumpled bills, $340 in twenties and fifties, damp with sweat and other things.

She counted quickly, then gave me an impressed smirk. “Not bad. At least you have a plan for tonight, then.”

I swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

She stepped closer, lifted my chin with one finger. Her eyes were bright, almost playful.

“You’re going to be very useful around here,” she murmured. “Mark likes a clean house. And I like knowing you’re the one keeping it that way.”

She released me, turned, and walked toward the kitchen, hips swaying in that new, confident way she’d developed since Saturday.

“Start with the floors,” she called over her shoulder. “On your hands and knees. I want to see you crawl.”

I dropped to all fours without hesitation.

The hardwood was cold against my palms and knees. The maid dress rode up, exposing the heart-shaped cutout of my fuck panties. I began scrubbing, slow, methodical, humiliating.

Behind me, Allie watched for a long moment. Then she laughed, soft, delighted, cruel.

“Good girl,” she said.

And I kept scrubbing, tears mixing with the cleaning solution, knowing this was only the beginning.


Fifteen

One year after Cuck-Day

“Open,” Allie said, her voice soft but commanding, as I knelt before her on the cold tile floor of Mark’s master bathroom, our daily ritual in this sprawling modern house that had once been just his, now theirs.

My mouth parted obediently, tongue extended like a supplicant. She held the first pill between her manicured fingers, PrEP, the blue tablet that kept me “safe” for the endless parade of cocks I now serviced. I’d gotten a clean bill of health last month, an immense relief amid the chaos. She placed it on my tongue, watched me swallow, then handed me the water glass to chase it.

“Good girl,” she murmured, stroking my cheek with the back of her hand. Her touch was tender, almost loving, but her eyes held that new, glittering edge, the one that had grown sharper over the months.

The second pill was larger, pinkish, unmarked, hormones sourced unethically, illegally, from some back-channel supplier in Mexico. Powerful. Probably dangerous. Definitely not calibrated for my body. Allie didn’t want doctors involved; this was her project, her canvas. She wanted the changes fast, irreversible, breasts budding under my skin, hips softening, muscle wasting away. I swallowed it too, feeling the familiar chemical warmth spread through my gut.

My wife had embraced the dominatrix role like it had always been lurking beneath her surface, waiting for permission to emerge. But she’d gone further. Deeper. We’d talked about it early on, what turned us on most, what lines we’d cross. For her, it was non-consent: pushing me far beyond my limits, ignoring pleas, revelling in the power of denial. It aroused me that she craved it, that the woman who’d once said “I won’t force you” now got wet at the thought of breaking me completely.

It was quite the transformation. A year ago she’d been hesitant, dipping toes into dominance. Now she thrived on it, her sadistic streak blooming like a night flower, dark and intoxicating.

In those twelve months, I’d become a chain-smoker, two packs a day, the Marlboro Reds leaving my fingers stained yellow, my lungs burning with every drag. But no hard drugs. Allie had teased the idea early on, heroin, meth, the full descent, but she’d backed off. Couldn’t source it safely. Didn’t want to risk Mark getting caught. Poppers and the occasional crushed codeine were my vices now, keeping me hazy, compliant, perpetually aroused.

Allie and Mark’s life had flourished. She lived with him full-time in his sleek, modern house, glass walls, minimalist furniture, a master bedroom with a view of the city skyline. They holidayed together: weekends in the mountains, a trip to Paris where she’d sent me photos of her in lingerie on a hotel balcony, captioned Wish you were here to clean up. They dated like newlyweds, candlelit dinners, late-night walks. They fucked constantly, her moans echoing through the house when I was there to serve.

Now she was helping him with his “projects.” The latest: another married couple, one Allie had met through her interior design work. She’d redesigned their home, spotted the husband’s tells, the lingering glances, the subtle submission, and fed it back to Mark. According to her, it was going better than ours had. The husband was already trying on panties after just three months. “He’s a natural,” she’d said one night, laughing as she strapped on the dildo for me.

Where did I live? Still in our old house, the one Mark had paid off the mortgage for in a single wire transfer, like it was nothing. A “gift,” he’d called it, though I knew it was a leash. I was there daily anyway: cleaning their house from top to bottom, scrubbing toilets on my knees in a maid outfit, cooking gourmet meals they’d eat while I knelt at their feet. Sometimes I stayed to suck Mark off, slow, worshipful, until he filled my mouth and dismissed me. Sometimes he fucked me, hard, impersonal, leaving me sore and leaking on the drive home. Always the weigh-in: stepping on the scale in their bathroom, naked except for the cage, while they measured my progress.

Today: sixty-nine kilos at one-eighty centimetres. Underweight for a man. Emaciated. Allie sighed as she read the number. “Four more kilos to go.”

The corsets helped, tight-laced every morning, cinching my waist to something almost feminine, ribs protesting but body adapting. I loved it. Loved being her doll. Her toy. Loved how she’d inspect me before work, adjusting straps, nodding approval.

Of course, I didn’t always please her.

Early on, she’d relied on Mark for punishment, unsure if she could wield the crop herself, if she could cross that line. But then she tried cock and ball torture one night, tying me to the bedposts, clamping weights to my cage, whipping my inner thighs with a thin leather strap until I screamed. She’d come hard just watching me writhe, her fingers buried between her legs.

Now it was her favourite game.

That night, after I’d burned dinner, distracted by a hypno loop she’d left playing on the TV, she dragged me to the playroom in Mark’s basement. The space was her domain now: black walls, red lighting, racks of whips, plugs, restraints. She strapped me to the St. Andrew’s cross, wrists and ankles cuffed wide, cage exposed, body stretched taut.

“You disappointed me,” she said softly, circling me like a predator. Her outfit was simple: black leather corset cinching her waist, thigh-high boots, gloves that reached her elbows. “You know what happens when you disappoint me.”

“Please, Mistress,” I whimpered, already hard in the cage. “I’m sorry.”

“Not yet,” she murmured. “But you will be.”

She started slow, fingers tracing my balls, squeezing gently at first, then harder, nails digging in until I gasped. Then the clamps: cold metal biting into the sensitive skin, weights dangling, pulling with every breath. She added more, one, two, three, watching my face as the pain built from ache to fire.

“Safe word?” she asked, voice mocking.

“Red,” I gasped.

She laughed, low, delighted, and added another weight. “Honey, we’re not doing safe, sane, and consensual anymore. You knew the risks.”

The whip came next, a thin riding crop, slicing across my thighs, my ass, my caged cock. Each strike was precise, calculated, red welts blooming like flowers on my skin. I screamed, raw, begging pleas, but she didn’t stop. Her eyes glittered, breath quickening, cheeks flushed with arousal. She slipped a hand between her legs while she worked me over, moaning softly as my cries grew louder.

“Beg me to stop,” she whispered, leaning close, crop pausing mid-swing.

“Please… stop… Mistress…”

She grinned, wild, sadistic, and brought the crop down harder. “No.”

By the end I was sobbing, body trembling, welts throbbing, cage leaking pre-cum in thin strands. She unstrapped me, let me collapse at her feet.

“Lick my boots clean,” she ordered.

I did, tongue tracing the leather, tasting dirt and salt and her. She came watching me, fingers buried deep, head thrown back, laughing through her moans.

The pain lingered for days. But so did the high.

She’d crossed the line and she loved it.

Now punishment was her domain. Her pleasure. And mine, in the twisted, broken way that only made sense anymore.

It was one day while I was cleaning their house, down on my knees in the pink maid uniform, scrubbing the baseboards of the living room with a toothbrush, that I overheard them. Voices drifting from the kitchen, low at first, then rising with Allie's insistence. I froze, ears straining, heart pounding. The power dynamic had shifted so far now that even eavesdropping felt like a transgression.

Allie's voice was sharp, laced with frustration. "I think I should divorce him. It's humiliating for me too, going around explaining that my husband's a gay sissy whore."

Mark chuckled, low and indulgent, like he was humouring a petulant child. "Is, or was? What's the difference?" A pause, the clink of glasses, probably wine, mid-afternoon. "No. I want you to stay married to him. I want the world to know I've taken a married woman. That I own you both. Understood?"

"Yes, Master." Her reply was immediate, submissive, but underneath, that new edge, the one that had grown sharper over the months, like a blade being honed.

"Then it's time we put him on drugs."

Mark's tone shifted, wary, but intrigued. "I said no to that before."

"It's what he wants." Allie's voice dropped, husky now, almost pleading. "And I want it for him too. Imagine it, him on his knees, trembling, begging me for his next fix. Eyes glassy, body wasting away even faster. Crying real tears, not just from the pain, but from the need. God, Mark… I want to see him shatter completely."

My cock twitched in the cage, useless, shrunken from the hormones, but the rush was there, dark and shameful. Hearing her like this, my once-loving wife, now drunk on power, revelling in the idea of my total annihilation, lit something depraved inside me.

"It's dangerous," Mark said, conviction already wavering. I could picture him leaning against the counter, arms crossed, eyes on her with that mix of lust and caution.

"That's the point." She laughed, low, wicked, the sound of someone who'd discovered a new vice and couldn't get enough. "I want the risk. I want to watch him degrade further, skinny, strung out, desperate. Begging on the streets not just for cock, but for a hit."

The casual cruelty in her words hit like a whip. She wasn't just accepting this anymore, she was thriving on it. The sadistic streak I'd awakened had consumed her, turning her into something darker, more depraved. She got off on the idea of my suffering now, the power of holding my ruin in her hands. It wasn't love twisted; it was love abandoned for the thrill of destruction.

"It’ll take years off his life," Mark said, voice weaker, probably as turned on as I was by her venom.

"So what?" She snapped, then softened into a purr. "Let it. The cigarettes are already shaving years off him, two packs a day, lungs blackening. I've come to terms with outliving him. But he'll be happy in his misery. Ecstatic. And I'll be there to watch every step, pushing him deeper, laughing when he breaks."

Mark let out a low laugh, the sound of surrender. "I don’t know who’s more addicted to this, you or him."

"Me. Definitely me." Her voice dripped with glee. "Ever since those sissy hypno videos, I knew I needed to give him that life. We're not there yet, the men aren't abusing him enough. Look at our OnlyFans clips: they're just fucking him. I want him crying when they use him. Sobbing. Bleeding. Begging for mercy that never comes. He's happiest when he's utterly broken."

It amazed me, terrified me, aroused me, that she knew me so well. That being scared, tortured, reduced to nothing… it was my deepest, darkest high.

"Fine," Mark relented. "You sort the drugs. But I won't touch it."

Her laugh was triumphant, dark, throaty, the sound of a woman fully unleashed. "Oh, I will. I'll administer every dose myself. Watch his eyes glaze over. Hear him whimper for more. It'll be beautiful."

The conversation shifted then, lighter, intimate, plans for dinner, but I stayed frozen on my knees, toothbrush forgotten, tears silent on my cheeks.

She'd gone all in. The power had corrupted her completely, drawn her into the abyss of depravity, where my destruction wasn't just a game, but her ultimate pleasure.

It was two days later.

I stumbled home just before dawn, body still slick and aching from the night on the street. Cum dried in crusty patches on my inner thighs, ass sore and leaking, throat raw from too many cocks. My pink micro-skirt was torn at the hem, fishnets laddered, makeup smeared into a clownish mask. I reeked of strangers, sweat, semen, cheap cologne, diesel fumes. My heels were scuffed, one broken. I felt used. Broken. Alive.

Allie was waiting.

She sat on the edge of my bed, our old bed, now just mine, in the house that had once been ours. Black silk robe open to her waist, legs crossed, one stiletto dangling from her toes. On the comforter beside her: a prepared syringe, elastic band, spoon with residue, lighter. The ritual laid out like a gift.

She grinned, sinister, triumphant, eyes glittering with something feral.

“Your complete end,” she said softly. “After this, you’ll be an addict.”

I nodded, voice hoarse. “I’m scared.”

“Good.” Her smile widened, slow, predatory. “You should be. But I’ve never been so turned on.”

She stood, robe slipping from one shoulder, exposing the curve of her breast. She stepped closer, cupping my face with both hands, thumbs brushing the dried tears and cum on my cheeks.

“This is what you made, Kevin. You begged for it. You pushed and pushed until I broke open and found this inside me.” Her voice dropped to a whisper, intimate, almost loving. “And now I want it. I want to watch you disappear. I want to hold the needle and push the plunger and see your eyes glaze over. I want to laugh while you beg me for more. I want to film it. Post it. Let the whole world see what I’ve turned you into.”

She guided me to the bed. I lay back, obedient, trembling, as she tied the elastic band around my arm. The vein rose, blue and eager.

The TV was already on, sissy hypno looping in the background, volume low but relentless. A new one: Junkie Whore Awakening – Permanent Addiction. Flashing images of sissies shooting up, nodding out, selling themselves in alleys. Text burned across the screen:

HEROIN IS YOUR NEW GOD

SHOOT UP AND SURRENDER

SELL YOUR HOLES FOR THE NEXT HIT

The voiceover purred: “This is your final surrender. No more pretending. No more limits. Let it take you. Let it own you.”

Allie picked up the syringe. Held it to the light. The amber liquid glistened.

“Yesssss…” she hissed, glee dripping from the word. “Look at you. Already shaking. Already desperate.”

She pushed the plunger slowly, deliberate, watching my face the whole time. The rush hit like a tidal wave: warmth spreading from the injection site, flooding my veins, melting every thought, every fear, every last shred of resistance. Euphoria crashed over me, pure, overwhelming, blinding. My body went limp. My head fell back. A long, broken moan tore from my throat.

Allie giggled, high, delighted, almost manic. She straddled my waist, robe falling open, fingers already between her legs.

“No going back for you,” she gasped, rubbing furiously as she watched my pupils blow wide, my breathing slow to shallow sips. “I’ve destroyed you. Completely. God, why does this feel so good?”

She leaned down, lips brushing my ear. “You’re mine to ruin now. I’m going to keep you high. Keep you broken. Keep you begging. And every time you shoot up, every time you sell yourself for the next hit, I’ll be there, watching, laughing, coming harder than I ever did with you.”

Her hips ground against me, slow, teasing, as the heroin wrapped me in velvet oblivion.

“I love you,” she whispered, voice cracking with dark joy. “I love what you’ve let me become.”

Then she kissed me, deep, possessive, while I floated away, lost in the rush, lost in her.

And somewhere beneath the chemical haze, I knew: This was what I’d always wanted. And she was going to make sure it lasted forever.


Epilogue

Five years after Cuck-Day

The sharp clatter of keys hitting the marble counter echoed through the vast foyer, jolting me from my dusting. Allie was home, and from the heavy sigh that followed, she was frustrated. I didn’t dare ask why, not that I could, with the metal gag locked in my mouth, my tongue piercing secured to the bar, the whole thing muffled behind layers of soft pink satin and white lace that covered my lower face like a doll’s muzzle. I was just grateful to be allowed to live in the house now. The main house. Their house.

The mansion was a far cry from the cramped suburban home Allie and I had once shared, the one that had become “the den” over the years. Mark had bought this place two years ago: a sprawling modern estate on the outskirts of the city, all glass walls, polished concrete floors, and high ceilings that made every sound carry like a in a cathedral. Ten bedrooms for the growing harem, a basement dungeon for “training,” a pool where the wives lounged naked on lazy afternoons, giggling over wine while sissies like me served drinks on silver trays. It smelled of expensive candles, vanilla and sandalwood, and fresh-cut flowers. Clean. Controlled. A palace for Mark’s empire.

The den, on the other hand… that was where I’d spent most of the past four years. Our old house, gutted and repurposed into a squalid hive for the broken ones. Twelve of us at peak, sissies in various states of ruin, high on whatever we could beg or trade for, bodies available 24/7 to anyone who knocked. The place was a disgusting hovel now: walls stained with smoke, floors sticky with spilled lube and cum, air thick with the stench of unwashed sheets, cheap perfume and sexual fluids. Mattresses strewn across every room, no beds, just piles of filthy blankets where we slept in heaps when we weren’t working. The bathroom was a nightmare: toilets clogged with used condoms, sinks crusted with residue from rushed clean-ups, mirrors smeared with lipstick messages like “Cum Dump Here” or “Sissy Owned.” We were always high, heroin at first, then meth when the highs needed to be sharper to numb the pain. Fights happened. Men came and went, truckers, locals, online creeps, paying what they wanted, doing what they liked. Some were gentle. Most weren’t. I’d been beaten more than once, left sobbing in the corner while the next one took his turn. It was hell. It was ecstasy. It was exactly what the hypno had promised.

Mark’s “projects” had grown exponentially over the years. What started with me became a system: identify weak husbands, befriend them, introduce the kink, break them slowly. Allie had become his perfect partner, scouting through her design clients, spotting the submissive tells in the men, the quiet frustrations in the wives. She’d whisper ideas during consultations, plant seeds over coffee. Three couples in the first year. Five the next. Now the harem numbered eight women, all living in the mansion, all devoted to Mark like priestesses to a god. They shared him, shared each other, bisexuality blooming in Allie like a dark flower, encouraged by Mark’s endless appetite.

Me? I was the prototype. The success story. Hormones had reshaped me: soft C-cup breasts straining against every outfit, hips rounded, ass plump and inviting. My cock, shrunken, useless, hadn’t been unlocked in two years. I was always in pink: the colour of my humiliation, my role. Gagged and masked during service hours, tongue locked, unable to speak unless released. I behaved like a dumb bimbo, giggles, curtsies, wide-eyed innocence, because that’s what the hypno had drilled into me. What Allie demanded.

I’d been clean from the hard drugs for a year now, ever since Mark decided the mansion needed in-house servants. Three of us sissies were selected from the den: me, and two others who’d survived the streets long enough to be promoted. We cooked, cleaned, pampered the harem, massages, manicures, running baths scented with oils. At night, we serviced whoever wanted us. Mark still found time for me, rough, possessive fucks that left me bruised and leaking, reminding me of my place.

Allie hardly designed anymore. Her days were spent training new sissies in the basement, whips, cages, hypno loops blasting from speakers, or lost in orgies with the other wives, exploring her bisexuality with abandon. Mark encouraged it all, his harem growing, his godlike status cemented.

The sound of Allie’s heels approached the kitchen. I straightened quickly, feather duster in hand, pink maid dress swishing.

She entered, frustrated, as I’d heard, still in her designer outfit: tight black pencil skirt, silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to show lace. Her hair was perfect, makeup flawless. She looked at me, up and down, with that mix of affection and disdain that had become her default.

“You know, you should be happy,” she said, voice casual but edged.

I nodded vigorously, the gag preventing speech, but my eyes wide and eager, as trained.

“The people on the forum are pretty dark. Evil.” She leaned against the counter, crossing her arms. “One says I should put you back on drugs.”

The forum. She’d become a star there, posting updates on my progress, videos of my degradation, soliciting advice from the cruellest corners of the community. Some suggestions were tame. Others… not. I felt a twitch in the cage at the thought, fear and arousal twisting together.

“I might,” she continued, watching my reaction. “Just for the fun of it.”

She stepped closer, fingers tracing the lace on my collar.

“Should I do it? One last time? A huge dose… to make sure it really will be your last?” Her voice purred, low and intimate, eyes locked on mine. The implication hung heavy, overdose, the ultimate ruin.

I moaned into the gag, eyes burning. Do it! They pleaded, my useless shrivelled cock drizzling cum into my panties.

She giggled, delighted, cruel, then stepped back. “It’s so easy to fuck with you. I’d never do that.”

Relief flooded me. Then she stopped at the doorway, turned back.

“But just like I said I could never cuckold you…” She added with a knowing, sinister grin.

The words lingered long after she left.

She wasn’t that evil. Was she?

THE END
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