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Author’s Note

Note, this book was written as a request. It is not an erotic novel (in the classic sense) but is rather a hardcore femdom/BDSM horror. It is very dark and is not designed for people to get off on. The eroticism for me comes just from the psychology of how dominant the women are, not the horror element. Each to their own though, I don’t judge.

In other news, my Instagram has taken off since the release of Kneel. I’m glad, but I’m not where I need to be yet. You now should know I am a dominant bitch, so I demand you go onto my Instagram and follow me.

Instagram: @Juliagwenslater

I also have Fanvue if you want snippets of my private life. I’m not ashamed of my body, so happy to get the old tits out. If you like that sort of thing and wanking off to my books isn’t enough, then subscribe at: www.fanvue.com/juliagslater

Finally, if you enjoy my books, feel free to tip me at: www.tipeee.com/juliagslater or buy me something from my wishlist at www.throne.com/juliagslater.

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.


One

Choices for affordable housing had been painfully slim. Everyone had promised us France would be cheap to move to, reasonable to live in. Provence, they said, would be a bargain compared to London. It wasn’t.

Still, we found an ancient stone building we could just about afford, so long as we rolled up our sleeves and renovated. Room by room, we told ourselves, we’d coax this gaunt, grey relic back to something approaching its former splendour. A fun little hobby, we called it, though the house already seemed to watch us with the patient indifference of something that had outlasted centuries of owners.

We weren’t short of money, not really. A modest inheritance from Desi’s side had left us comfortable for life, provided we stayed frugal and I kept up my remote work. We simply refused to burn through it all at once.

Desi found employment almost immediately, landing a position at an international private kindergarten catering to the expat children scattered across the region. She had always wanted to work with kids, studied for it, dreamed of it, and now the chance had arrived. At twenty-nine, my wife was still heartbreakingly beautiful: kind-hearted, soft-spoken, the sort of woman who made people feel safe. It suited her.

Born in Bulgaria, she had come to the UK at six, the only daughter among five children of wealthy industrialists who once even owned a Championship football club. When her mother died, the old Bulgarian fatalism rose in Desi like dark water. “His heart cannot survive without the woman he loved,” she told me one night, fingers tight around her mother’s worn necklace. “I can feel it inside me. He is in pain.” Six weeks later her father suffered a fatal heart attack.

When I first met Desi she had just left rehab, not for the substances most people assume. She was the first person I’d ever known treated for sex addiction. Part of me wanted to laugh; part wanted to weep, convinced our bed would remain forever chaste. It didn’t work like that, though. She spoke little of those years, only that she had been spiralling, dangerously out of control, and had forced herself to stop. Anything addictive became forbidden: alcohol, drugs, gambling, excess of any kind.

I fell in love with her anyway. Our sex life was… fine. Regular, controlled, vanilla. Safe.

After years grinding careers in London, building a modest nest egg, the inheritance arrived. We split it with her siblings, packed up, and chose to start again, somewhere quieter, somewhere new.

We settled in Rochebrune. The village crouched on its low hill like a beast half-asleep, grey stone houses stacked one atop another in a slow, deliberate climb toward a modest church spire that stabbed the sky. Narrow lanes of ancient cobbles twisted between buildings whose shutters were perpetually half-closed, as though the windows themselves were watching. The stone was the colour of weathered bone, streaked here and there with lichen and the faint black veins of time. In the early mornings a thin mist clung to the lower streets, softening the edges of doorways and swallowing footsteps so that every sound felt intimate, private.

Wrought-iron balconies, rusted to a deep oxblood, jutted from upper floors like lips parted in expectation. Climbing roses and wisteria had been allowed to run wild for decades; their thorny tendrils snaked over doorframes and up drainpipes, blooming in violent purples and crimsons against the monochrome stone. The scent hit you first thing each dawn, not just flowers, but something heavier: sun-warmed dust, old wood, the faint metallic tang of stone that had held secrets too long. Lavender grew in unruly clumps along garden walls, but in Rochebrune it never smelled innocent; the fragrance carried an undernote of something bruised, almost fermenting.

A single boutique bakery stood at the heart of the village, its windows fogged with breath and butter. Next to it, a cramped épicerie with shelves of dusty preserves and wines that looked older than the buildings. At the far end, where the hill dropped sharply toward olive groves and distant vineyards, a restaurant with two Michelin stars hid behind ivy-choked walls. Its terrace overlooked the valley, but the tables were seldom full; the villagers preferred to eat inside, behind thick curtains, voices low.

By day the place looked like something torn from a tourist brochure, picturesque, timeless. By dusk, though, the shadows lengthened unnaturally in the crooked alleys. Streetlamps came on late and burned low, casting amber pools that never quite reached the corners. Doors creaked open and closed without visible hands. Cats with knowing eyes watched from rooftops. And always, beneath the floral perfume and baking bread, there lingered the quiet promise that not everything here had been tamed.

It was beautiful. It was remote.

Across the road from our house stood tall wrought-iron gates, black and spiked, opening onto a long pebble drive that curved up a gentle hill. At the crest sat a classical mansion, pale stone walls, tall windows like unblinking eyes, surrounded by manicured gardens that looked too perfect, too controlled. It might once have been a vineyard estate or an old Provençal farmhouse, now repurposed into something grander and more private. I didn’t know who lived there. I only knew it was beautiful in the way abandoned elegance can be: remote, untouchable, faintly cruel.

One dark Friday evening, I was walking my dog Poppy along the lane when I noticed the change. Torches had been lit along the gates, real flames, not electric, casting long, restless shadows across the stone pillars. Men in dark suits stood sentinel, shoulders squared, checking embossed invitations as expensive cars purred up one after another. Headlights sliced through the dusk; doors opened and closed with soft, expensive thuds. Faces stayed hidden in the poor light.

My stomach twisted with the usual small-town curiosity. Some rich bastard throwing a private party, no doubt. Charity auction, perhaps. Corporate retreat. But lower down, in the place that never quite listens to reason, my cock stirred at a different story. Eyes Wide Shut. Masks and robes. Anonymous bodies in candlelit rooms. A secret society fucking in the shadows of old money.

When I got home, I dropped Poppy’s lead and grinned at Desi like a guilty schoolboy. “There’s a kink orgy happening across the street.”

She blinked once, slowly. “What are you on about?”

“The mansion people. Flaming torches at the gates. Invitations. People arriving in Bentleys and Porsches.”

She blinked again, then burst out laughing, bright, startled, almost relieved. “You absolute idiot. It’s probably a charity gala. Or a wedding. Why does your brain always go straight to orgy?”

“Hey.” I pouted. “I’ve seen Eyes Wide Shut. Let a man dream.”

Still laughing, she tugged me close and kissed me, soft at first, then deeper, her tongue teasing the edge of mine. When she pulled back, her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Awww, poor baby. Yes, of course it’s a dark BDSM play party. People getting spanked, fisted, collared, used in every filthy way imaginable.”

My eyes widened. “Jesus. That escalated fast.”

She rolled her eyes, playful. “Prude.”

“Prude?” I gasped, mock-offended. “Well, I never…”

But the laughter died in her throat. Something shifted behind her smile, small, almost invisible, like a crack appearing in porcelain. Her gaze dropped to the floor for half a second, then flicked back to me, guarded. I felt the air change.

I let it drop. Switched to the TV show we’d been watching. Pretended not to notice the way her fingers tightened around the remote. But the question had already rooted itself in me. We’d been married years now. I knew her laugh, her kindness, the way she hummed when she was content. I didn’t know this other woman, the one who had once chased oblivion between strangers’ bodies. And the not-knowing had begun to itch, then burn.

Later, when the credits rolled, I turned to her. Quiet. Careful. “Can I ask you something?”

She paused the screen. The frozen image of some detective froze mid-sentence on the wall. “I don’t tell you because I’m ashamed,” she said, voice low, almost a whisper.

“You have nothing to be ashamed of. You were sick. You got help. But… it’s part of who you are. Who you were. I want to understand.” I swallowed. “If you say no, I’ll stop. I promise.”

She stared at the paused television for a long moment. Then she nodded, once, twice, as though convincing herself.

“I was never a whore,” she began, the word sharp in her mouth. “Not for money. It started with parties. Hook-ups. One person, then two. Boys, girls, didn’t matter. Then one wasn’t enough. I needed more hands, more mouths, more… everything.” Her voice trembled, not with tears, but with the memory of hunger. “I started dressing a certain way on purpose. Short skirts, no underwear, tops that barely covered anything. I went to places where I knew men would grab me. Where they’d push me against walls, into dark corners, and just… take.”

She paused, breathing shallow. Then, without warning, she tugged her top and bra down in one quick motion. Her left nipple came into view, familiar, pink, the one I’d kissed and sucked hundreds of times. But now I saw what I’d never truly noticed: the tiny, pale scars. Three small holes at the top, two on the side. Faint, healed, but unmistakable.

“Piercings,” she said flatly. “They did that to me. I let them. I wanted it. I’d be on my knees sucking one cock while others fisted me, yes, fists, more than one at a time sometimes. I did things I can’t even say out loud now. And then I went back the next night. And the next.”

I pulled her against me, arms tight around her shaking frame. My heart hammered, for her pain, for her courage, for the sick heat pooling in my groin. My cock was painfully hard against her thigh. I hated myself for it. I wanted her more in that moment than I ever had.

“I’d crawl into bed at four a.m.,” she continued, voice cracking, “covered in cum, piss, spit, bruises. I’d sleep a few hours, wake up aching and empty, and go out again. My studies fell apart. I was sick constantly, antibiotics, UTIs, throat infections. I was lucky I didn’t catch anything permanent. I was dying slowly and I couldn’t stop.”

“How did you stop?” My voice sounded hoarse.

She drew a shaky breath. “A couple invited me to a body-mod party. Private. Illegal. They asked what I wanted done to me. I said anything. Anything at all.” Her fingers dug into my shirt. “When I got there… I saw things. A man sewing another man’s scrotum to his thighs with surgical thread. A woman castrating a willing man with garden shears while he thanked her. Blood everywhere. Screams that weren’t entirely pain. I knew, if I stayed, something irreversible was going to happen to me. They’d take pieces. Maybe all of me.”

My stomach lurched. My erection throbbed traitorously.

“They asked if I had family. People who’d miss me. I said yes, but it didn’t matter. Then someone recognised my last name. Bulgarian. Rich family. Suddenly they were nervous. No one wanted to be the ones who tortured and maybe killed the daughter of a wealthy Bulgarian industrialist living in London.”

She gave a small, bitter laugh. “They threw me out. Literally. Onto the street in the rain. I was furious. So I reported the whole thing to the police. Told Silvia everything later. She was the one who said, ‘You need help. Real help.’”

I held her tighter. But something in her stillness felt wrong. Too neat. Too final.

“Did you do anything at that party?” I asked softly. “Before they threw you out. Did you… take part?”

Her body stiffened against mine. A long silence. Then, barely audible: “No.” But her arms tightened around me like she was afraid I’d let go if she told the truth.

And in that moment, I understood: the woman who once begged strangers to ruin her was not entirely gone. She was still there, trembling just beneath the surface, waiting, patient, for the right moment. Or the right person. To be let out again.

If I’d worried that dragging up her past would kill the mood that night, I was wrong. Desi was already waiting for me when I came out of the shower, lights low, sheets turned back, her body curved toward me like an invitation she hadn’t offered in years. She was hungrier than usual, more insistent: hands guiding mine, hips rising to meet my mouth, a soft, surprised gasp when I stayed between her thighs long enough to feel her come undone against my tongue. For the first time in our marriage, she let herself go completely, no holding back, no careful rhythm.

Afterward she curled against me, breathing slow and satisfied, fingers tracing idle circles on my chest. I lay there staring at the ceiling, half-elated, half-terrified. Talking about her history hadn’t broken anything. If anything, it had cracked something open in her. I just prayed it was only arousal, not the old hunger waking up.

Over the next few days and weeks, life slipped back toward normal. I worked from the study, Desi came home smelling faintly of finger paints and small children, we cooked dinner, watched shows, fucked quietly in the dark like always, though now there was an occasional edge to it, a sharper breath, a grip that lingered a second too long. Nothing dramatic. Just… different.

The mansion across the road stayed quiet most of the time. A sleek black car would appear in the drive every so often, late arrivals, early departures, but I never caught more than a glimpse of tinted windows and taillights vanishing down the hill. No face, no name.

Then, about a month later, the torches returned. Same flickering orange along the gates, same suited men checking invitations, same low purr of luxury engines rolling in after dark. I told myself it was nothing, just rich people doing rich-people things. Charity balls. Private dinners. Weekend escapes from Paris.

Still, when I took Poppy out that evening, my feet carried me toward the gates almost without thinking. The bodyguards were bigger up close: broad shoulders under tailored black suits, earpieces glinting in the torchlight. I stopped a respectful distance away, leash loose in my hand, and tried for casual.

“Evening,” I said, nodding. “Nice night for it.”

One of them turned his head just enough to look down at me. Expression blank. “Please, sir. If you do not have an invitation, you must move along.”

His French was polite, clipped, final. The other guard didn’t even glance over. Poppy tugged the lead, bored. I gave a small, awkward laugh, “Right, of course”, and walked on, cheeks warm despite the chill.

The next morning I headed to the bakery as usual. Claudette was behind the counter, flour dusting her apron, the air thick with yeast and butter. We did the usual dance: weather, weekend plans, how the new house was settling. Then, as she slid my baguette into paper, I let the question drop lightly.

“So… the big house across from us.” I said.

“Ah, Dr. Durand.”

“She’s the one who has the parties now and then?”

Claudette’s hands paused for half a heartbeat. Then she nodded, smile unchanged. “Oui, Dr. Durand. A surgeon. Very respected in Paris. She only comes on weekends, sometimes holidays. A lovely woman. Very generous to the village.”

“Generous?”

“She’s helped a lot of people here. Medical advice, donations for the school, that sort of thing. Everyone likes her.” Claudette wrapped the bread with quick, practiced movements. “You’ll like her too, I’m sure. I’m surprised she hasn’t stopped by to welcome you properly.”

“But the parties…” I said, keeping my tone curious, not probing.

A small frown creased her forehead, gone almost before I registered it. “She’s… eccentric, perhaps. Rich. Many friends. But always correct. Always kind.”

She handed me the baguette. “Enjoy your day, monsieur.”

I thanked her and stepped back into the crisp morning air. The street was quiet except for the distant chime of the church bell. As I walked home, the conversation replayed in my head, not what Claudette had said, but how she’d said it. The quick repetition of “lovely,” “kind,” “generous.” The way her smile had stayed fixed, like a photograph of friendliness rather than the real thing.

It felt like she’d been reassuring me. Or maybe reassuring herself.

I told myself I was reading too much into it. Small villages love gossip; they also love protecting their own. A rich Parisian surgeon who summered here, threw elegant parties, wrote checks when the roof needed fixing, she’d be a treasure, not a mystery. The torches, the guards, the tinted cars… probably just privacy for people who could afford it.

And yet.

There was a small, quiet part of me, a part that had listened to Desi’s voice crack when she described those parties years ago, that wouldn’t quite let it go. Not suspicion, exactly. Just an inkling. A faint tug in the gut, the same one you get when you walk past a closed door and hear something move behind it.

Maybe it was nothing. Maybe it was only the echo of my wife’s old stories still rattling around in my skull, making shadows where there were none.

Or maybe not.

Given how tightly knit the village was, I shouldn’t have been surprised to find someone waiting at our front door when I returned from the bakery, paper bag still warm against my side. It wasn’t the doctor herself, at least, not the stern, grey-haired surgeon I’d half-imagined from Claudette’s description.

The woman on our step had long, fiery red hair that caught the late-afternoon sun like spilled wine. She was tall, lean, dressed in a tailored black coat that hugged her body like a second skin, and she carried herself with the effortless authority of someone who had never once doubted her place at the centre of any room. Sharp cheekbones, sharper eyebrows that angled downward even as her full lips curved in a sweet, almost playful smile. French aristocracy distilled into one elegant, predatory package.

“Ah, the man of the hour,” she sang, voice low and lilting, the accent wrapping around each word like silk. “I was just introducing myself to your lovely wife.” She extended a gloved hand, black satin, immaculate. “Vivienne Durand.”

I knew enough not to shake it. Instead I bent slightly, brushed my lips against the satin knuckles in the old-fashioned way, and straightened. “Keith Bishop. Pleasure to meet you.”

Her smile widened, just a fraction. “I must apologise for Claude last night. I understand you stopped by the gates, walking the dog, yes?, and he was… discourteous. We were hosting a private function. You are, of course, welcome any other time. Day or night.”

I felt my face heat. “No harm done. I was just being nosey, really. Sorry.”

Desi, standing just inside the doorway, rolled her eyes, subtle, but unmistakable. Vivienne noticed. Her gaze flicked to my wife, then back to me, amusement flickering behind the politeness.

“I understand curiosity,” she said softly. Then she sighed, theatrical but not mocking. “You’ll hear talk eventually, so I may as well tell you myself. Once a month we host a small gathering. Intimate. Guests come to enjoy… one another’s company. It is not to everyone’s taste, naturally. But I am a single woman, I work impossible hours in Paris, and this is how I choose to… satisfy certain appetites.”

The words landed like a match struck in dry grass. My face went from warm to burning. She was saying it outright: the torches, the guards, the expensive cars, they were for an orgy. Or something very close to it. My eyes darted to Desi. Her lips had parted slightly; surprise, yes, but also a faint flush creeping up her throat. I’d been right. And she knew it.

Vivienne followed my gaze to the basket sitting on our doorstep, pastries, éclairs, delicate fruit tarts, the kind of thing that cost more than our weekly grocery run. Poppy was already sniffing at it from a safe distance, tail low and hopeful.

“Enjoy those,” Vivienne said, stepping back. “And perhaps one evening we can open a bottle of wine. Get to know one another properly.”

Desi cleared her throat. “Well… maybe not wine. Tea, perhaps.”

Vivienne’s laugh was soft, musical. “Nonsense. You come to Provence and refuse wine? Unacceptable. I will bring something you’ll adore.”

Desi’s cheeks bloomed pink. “No, I… I can’t drink.”

“Oh.” Vivienne tilted her head, studying her. “An alcoholic?”

“Ah, no. Well… yes…” Desi faltered, realising too late that a simple yes would have ended it.

The doctor’s gaze sharpened, not unkind but piercing. “Which is it?”

Desi glanced at me, silently pleading for rescue. I opened my mouth, closed it again. The silence stretched, awkward and heavy. Finally Desi exhaled.

“I was treated for sex addiction.”

I waited for the professional nod, the clinical empathy one might expect from a surgeon. Instead Vivienne blew out a small, dismissive breath through pursed lips.

“That’s not a real thing.” She waved a gloved hand. “It’s a convenient label some people invented to shame others into expensive therapy and avoid messy alimony. What you mean is you once had a very enthusiastic sex life, someone told you to feel guilty about it, and you believed them.”

Desi’s blush deepened to scarlet.

“But neither of us truly believes that, do we?” Vivienne continued, voice velvet. “Sex is pleasure. In all its forms. If some of us chase it more fiercely than others… well, fuck them.” She smiled again, bright and unapologetic. “So yes, you can drink wine. And tonight, both of you will join me for dinner. Eight o’clock sharp. I won’t accept no.”

Desi’s eyes flicked to me again, desperate for an excuse. I managed only a helpless half-shrug. She frowned at me, sharp, wounded, but said nothing.

“Bon,” Vivienne declared. “Until tonight.”

She turned on one elegant heel and walked away, coat swaying like a dark wing.

The moment the gate clicked shut behind her, the house felt colder. Desi closed the door with deliberate quiet, then turned to me.

“You could have said something.”

“I didn’t know what to say.”

She crossed her arms. “You let her bulldoze right over me.”

“I didn’t mean…”

But the argument was brief and familiar. A few sharp words, a door closed a little too hard, silence settling like dust. Eventually she emerged from the bedroom, calmer but still prickly, and asked what she should wear.

“Stop stressing,” I told her. “Just throw something on.”

In the end she chose a simple black dress from Cos, loose, flowing, ending just above the knee. It skimmed her body without clinging, modest yet impossible to ignore. Tall, slim, full-breasted, long jet-black hair framing those high Slavic cheekbones, she looked like she belonged on a runway, not in a quiet French village with a man like me. I’d always felt quietly astonished that she’d chosen me: a skinny, pale Englishman with no fortune and no flair. She could have had anyone. Instead she’d stayed. That still floored me.

I dressed simply, charcoal trousers, blue shirt, nothing flashy, so she wouldn’t feel exposed beside me. At five to eight we walked down the lane, me carrying a bottle of single-malt scotch from my small collection as a peace offering.

The gates opened as we approached, no buzzer, no guard, just a slow mechanical glide, as though the house had been expecting us. Beyond them the pebble drive stretched uphill toward the mansion, windows glowing amber against the deepening dusk.

I felt a small, cold twist in my stomach. Not fear, exactly. Just the sudden certainty that we were stepping across a threshold we couldn’t uncross. That whatever waited inside, dinner, wine, polite conversation, might quietly change us both.

Or maybe I was just nervous. Maybe it was only in my head.

Either way, we kept walking.


Two

The heavy oak door closed behind us with a soft, final thud that echoed down the long hallway like a coffin lid settling. Inside, the air was colder than the night outside, damp, thick with the scent of old stone, beeswax, and something faintly metallic, like rust or old blood. The house felt less like a home and more like a mausoleum someone had decided to keep breathing. Furniture loomed in the shadows: heavy Empire pieces carved with too many cherubs and too much gilt, their velvet upholstery frayed at the seams, moth-eaten in places. The chandeliers overhead dripped with crystal that hadn’t been cleaned in decades; the bulbs beneath were the old incandescent kind, yellow, dim, filament-exposed, stockpiled, no doubt, before Europe banned them. In their weak glow everything looked jaundiced, preserved in amber like insects in resin.

If I’d been a superstitious man, I might have said we’d walked into Dracula’s summer residence. As it was, I just felt small.

Yet the long dining table, dark walnut, polished to a mirror sheen, was set with exquisite precision. Crystal, silver, porcelain so fine it seemed translucent. Every course that appeared (carried silently by servants who moved like ghosts) was flawless: foie gras seared to a perfect crust, truffle risotto that melted on the tongue, lamb so tender it surrendered without resistance. The wine, poured reluctantly into Desi’s glass after Vivienne’s insistent “One small taste won’t kill you, chérie”, was liquid velvet, dark fruit and earth and secrets. This was a woman of impeccable, almost obsessive taste. And yet she chose to live in a tomb.

The servants were another layer of strangeness. Women in black silk French-maid uniforms, short skirts, white aprons, lace chokers, glided past with trays; men in tailcoats so tight they looked painted on. No one spoke. Vivienne never addressed them by name. She simply lifted a gloved finger or clicked once, sharply, and they obeyed without hesitation or expression. It was theatrical. It was intimate. It made the skin on the back of my neck prickle.

Conversation began politely enough. Vivienne was indeed a surgeon, plastic, reconstructive, the kind that rebuilt faces after accidents or reshaped them for vanity. She hated it now. “People,” she said, swirling her glass, “have become unbearable. Just look at the world and try to pretend you still like them.” Hard to argue.

But that wasn’t where the evening turned. The real shift came when Vivienne leaned forward, elbows on the table, eyes locked on Desi like a predator scenting fresh blood.

“Tell me more about those years,” she murmured. “The wild ones. Don’t spare the details, ma chérie. I want to hear everything.”

Desi hesitated, glancing at me. I gave the smallest nod, I didn’t know what else to do. And then the stories poured out, quieter at first, then gaining speed, as though the words had been waiting behind a dam for years.

She hadn’t just been used. She’d used, too. Dominated. Hurt. There were men she’d tied down, whipped until they bled, made beg. There were nights she orchestrated entire scenes, groups of strangers brought in to service her while she directed them like a conductor. And then the darker ones.

“There was this boy,” Desi said, voice low, staring into her wine. “Twenty-one, maybe. Sweet. Thought he loved me. I let a group of men rape him while I watched. Then I joined in. Beat him. Broke his nose. His jaw. He kept saying the safe word, ‘red,’ over and over, but I… I didn’t stop. I was being fucked at the time, riding one of them, and I just kept hitting him. Harder. I blanked out. Came so hard I saw stars while his face caved under my fist.”

She shook her head slowly, hair falling across her cheek like a curtain. “When the others saw how bad he was, blood everywhere, couldn’t speak, couldn’t walk, they panicked. Ran. Left him with me on the floor. I just… sat there, still buzzing. God.”

Vivienne reached across the table and took Desi’s hand. I braced for comfort, for “It’s in the past,” for anything kind.

Instead she leaned closer, voice a velvet rasp. “It felt good, oui? When you heard the bone give way. That little crack.”

Desi’s eyes snapped to hers. For a heartbeat the room was silent except for the faint tick of a grandfather clock somewhere in the shadows. Then, so softly I almost missed it: “So good.”

My stomach lurched into my throat. I swallowed hard, bile rising. Those thoughts were supposed to be buried. Therapy. Rehab. Years of careful control. And yet here she was, admitting it, almost fondly, and the woman across from her was smiling like she’d just been handed a gift.

I pictured it against my will: Desi’s sharp Slavic features twisted in ecstasy, green eyes glittering, fist rising and falling while her body shuddered through orgasm after orgasm. My cock twitched traitorously against my trousers. I hated it. I hated myself for it.

“What happened to him?” I asked, voice barely above a whisper. “The boy.”

Desi turned to me slowly, as though she’d forgotten I existed. Her gaze was distant, almost dreamy. “I called Daddy. He took care of it.”

I swallowed again. “Took care of it… how?”

She blinked twice. The look she gave me wasn’t anger. It was challenge. Do you really want to know? Do you think you can handle knowing?

I looked away first. She turned back to Vivienne and continued.

Another story: a boyfriend who came home early, found her in bed with eight men. Instead of letting him leave in shock, she had him gagged, bound to a chair, forced to watch every thrust, every moan. Then she dressed him in her lingerie, stockings, garters, lace panties, and pushed him out onto the street at three in the morning.

Vivienne laughed, low and delighted. “You should have done more than lingerie. The nerve, thinking he had any claim over your body. Interfering like that.”

Desi’s lips curved, small and sharp. “Exactly. Who I fuck, what I do with myself… that’s mine. No one else gets a vote.”

I opened my mouth, some protest, some plea for sanity, but caught Vivienne’s eyes. They were fixed on me, daring, amused, almost hungry. Say something, Englishman. Interrupt. Judge.

I faked a sneeze instead, loud and awkward. Raised my napkin. The moment passed.

Vivienne poured more wine. The servants moved like shadows, clearing plates, refilling glasses. The candles guttered in their holders, throwing long, restless flickers across the walls. Somewhere deeper in the house a door creaked open, then closed again. Soft footsteps retreated down an unseen corridor.

Dinner continued. But the air had changed. Thicker. Hotter. As though the house itself were listening, and enjoying every word.

The night finally wound down, or so I thought. The last plates had vanished with a silent click of gloved fingers; the candles had burned low, throwing long, trembling shadows across the dining room walls. Relief washed through me like cool water: we could leave now, walk back down the pebble drive, close our own door, and pretend this evening had been nothing more than an awkward dinner with an eccentric neighbour.

Then Vivienne stood.

She moved with deliberate grace, circling the table until she reached Desi. Without a word she slid one satin-gloved hand around my wife’s waist, pulling her flush against her body. Desi didn’t resist. Their mouths met, slow at first, lips brushing like a question. Then Desi answered it. Her lips parted first, tongue slipping out to trace Vivienne’s lower lip, coaxing, teasing, hungry. Vivienne responded with a soft, approving hum that vibrated through the room.

I stood frozen a few paces away, wine glass still in my hand, forgotten. Two goddesses locked together: Vivienne’s fiery red hair spilling over Desi’s shoulder, Desi’s jet-black strands tangling with it like ink in flame. Desi’s hand rose, cupped Vivienne’s breast through the thin ivory silk of her blouse, squeezed firmly enough to make the older woman arch and sigh into her mouth.

My cock thickened instantly, straining against my trousers. Any man would have reacted the same. But beneath the heat pooling in my groin was something colder: the certainty that I was watching a door creak open, one Desi had spent years keeping bolted shut.

Their kiss deepened. Tongues slid, wet and deliberate. Hands roamed, Vivienne’s fingers threading into Desi’s hair, tugging just hard enough to tilt her head back and expose the long column of her throat; Desi’s palms sliding down to grip Vivienne’s hips, pulling her tighter. Quiet moans escaped them both, soft at first, then building, low, needy sounds that echoed off the high ceiling like confessions.

Vivienne’s gloved hand bunched the fabric of Desi’s black dress, dragging it upward in impatient fistfuls. Desi mirrored her, nimble fingers working the tiny pearl buttons of Vivienne’s blouse open one by one until pale skin and black lace bra were exposed. The air smelled of wine, candle wax, and the sharp, musky bloom of arousal.

Suddenly Desi’s head fell back on a sharp gasp. I looked down. Vivienne’s hand had disappeared beneath the hem of Desi’s dress; her wrist flexed rhythmically as her fingers plunged in and out of my wife’s cunt, slow, then faster, curling inside her with practiced cruelty. Desi’s thighs trembled; she clutched Vivienne’s shoulders, nails digging in, lips pressed to the side of her neck in open-mouthed kisses that left wet trails on skin.

I wanted to move. To join them. To stop them. To disappear. My erection throbbed painfully; pre-cum dampened my boxers. But I stayed rooted, a spectator in my own marriage, watching the thing I’d feared most uncoil.

Desi let out a long, guttural moan, raw, animal. Her knees buckled; Vivienne’s fingers held her up, buried deep, pumping relentlessly. Then, with a sudden roar of effort, Desi straightened. She shoved Vivienne backward into the nearest high-backed chair, the wood creaking under the force. Vivienne laughed, dark, delighted, as Desi dropped to her knees between her spread thighs.

The skirt came off in one violent tug. Vivienne wore nothing beneath; her cunt was bare, swollen, glistening in the candlelight. Desi didn’t hesitate. She buried her face between those pale thighs, tongue lashing against Vivienne’s clit in hungry, sloppy strokes. Vivienne’s head fell back against the chair; her gloved hands fisted in Desi’s hair, guiding her, grinding against her mouth. Wet sounds filled the room, sucking, licking, the slick glide of tongue on flesh, punctuated by Vivienne’s rising cries: “Oui… comme ça… plus fort, chérie…”

Desi ate her like a woman starved. Fingers joined her tongue, two, then three, thrusting hard while her lips sealed around the clit and sucked. Vivienne’s hips bucked; her thighs clamped around Desi’s head. She came with a broken shout, body arching off the chair, shuddering through wave after wave.

They collapsed together afterward, chests heaving, sweat-slick skin pressed close. Desi’s face was shiny with Vivienne’s release; Vivienne stroked her hair almost tenderly. Then they kissed again, slow, languid, tasting each other.

And then they turned to me.

Their eyes, Desi’s dark green, Vivienne’s pale hazel, fixed on me with identical hunger. Not lust, exactly. Something colder. Possessive. Like I was meat on a hook, not to be fucked, but to be claimed, used, broken if necessary. My stomach twisted with fear even as my cock jumped at the sight.

“Stay the night?” Vivienne murmured, voice husky, lips brushing Desi’s ear.

For one endless second I saw the war in Desi’s face: pupils blown wide, lips parted, the old hunger flickering like flame behind her eyes. Then reality crashed back. She blinked. Swallowed. Forced the words out.

“Not tonight.”

She didn’t slam the door. Just pushed it gently closed between us and the house, the latch clicking with quiet finality.

Vivienne’s gaze followed us through the narrowing gap. She didn’t smile. She didn’t wave. She simply stared, at me, with a look that made me flinch: cold, amused, warning.

Don’t get in our way.

Here is the rewritten and expanded next section. I've intensified the eroticism through raw, visceral sensory detail, taste, texture, pressure, sound, scent, while amplifying Keith's internal storm: helpless arousal clashing with terror, guilt-tinged desire, the sick thrill of danger, and the dawning horror that the woman riding him is no longer entirely the Desi he married. The scene builds from quiet unease into frantic, almost violent release, with the erotic fear threading through every moment.

We walked down the drive in silence. The gates parted without protest, exhaling us into the night like a predator releasing prey it hadn’t yet finished tasting. The cool air hit my face like a slap after the house’s damp, perfumed fug, jasmine, wax, sweat, and the unmistakable musk of sex that still clung to Desi’s skin.

I said nothing. Just turned the key, stepped inside, and closed the door on the glowing windows across the road. The image of her tongue buried in Vivienne replayed behind my eyelids on loop. My cock was still half-hard, aching with unfinished need. My chest felt hollowed out, grief and lust knotted together so tightly I couldn’t tell them apart.

We said good night in the hallway. I expected her to retreat, to pull the careful mask back on. Instead she reached under her dress, slid her black lace panties down her thighs, and stepped out of them. She held the damp fabric between two fingers like an offering, then turned and walked toward the bedroom without a word.

I followed. What else could I do?

The door clicked shut behind us. Desi turned, smiled, a small, bright, dangerous curve of lips. “Well, that was fun.”

“F-fun?” My voice cracked.

“Oh, Keith, please. Relax. It was just a little lesbian sex. Men are supposed to love that.”

“I did love it.” The admission tasted bitter. “That wasn’t the problem. In one evening you told her more than you’ve ever told me in our whole life together. Jesus, Desi, please tell me that boy is still alive.”

She shrugged, casual as if I’d asked about the weather. “Daddy never told me. But Keith, calm down. That was years ago.”

“You’re right. Years ago. And yet the way you talked tonight, the way you looked at each other, I’m starting to wonder if I should sleep with one eye open.”

She said nothing. Just reached behind her back, unzipped the dress, and let it pool at her feet. Naked now except for the faint sheen of sweat and arousal still glistening between her thighs. She stepped closer.

“Nothing is going to happen to you, Keith. You’re my husband.”

“He was your boyfriend.”

“Not exactly. But that’s beside the point.” Her voice softened, almost tender. “I’m not that girl anymore. And even if some part of her is still here… I’d expect you to support me. Not join in.”

“I can’t support something that terrifies me.”

Her brows drew together. “Don’t kink-shame me.”

“I’m not kink-shaming. I’m fucking terrified.”

She exhaled, shoulders dropping. Then she closed the distance and wrapped her arms around me, pressing her bare breasts to my shirt. “I promise. No plans. No pulling you into anything. I’m still the same Desi.”

That was exactly what terrified me: which Desi?

The answer came faster than I expected.

She pushed me back against the bedroom door, mouth crashing into mine, hard, tasting of Vivienne and wine and her own release. Her hands were already at my belt, yanking it open, shoving my trousers and boxers down in one impatient motion. My cock sprang free, painfully hard, already leaking.

She dropped to her knees without preamble.

In the past her blowjobs had been careful, polite, brief licks, a few shallow sucks, then up to ride me missionary-style. Safe. Controlled. This was different.

She took me deep on the first pass, throat opening around me with a wet, greedy swallow. No hesitation. No gag. Just heat, suction, the flat of her tongue pressing hard along the underside while she hummed, low, vibrating growls that shot straight to my balls. Her hands gripped my hips, nails digging in, pulling me deeper until my pubic bone pressed against her nose. She snarled around my shaft, eyes flicking up to meet mine, dark, feral, pupils blown wide.

I groaned, head thudding back against the wood. Pleasure spiked so sharp it hurt.

Then the shock.

Her finger, slick with spit, circled my anus, teasing the tight ring. I tensed. She didn’t stop. The tip pressed, breached, slid inside with slow, relentless pressure. I gasped, hips jerking forward involuntarily. No one had ever touched me there. Not even a doctor’s gloved finger. The intrusion burned, then bloomed into something else, fullness, pressure on nerves I didn’t know existed. She added a second finger, scissoring gently, curling to stroke that spot inside me that made white sparks explode behind my eyes.

My knees nearly buckled.

She pulled her fingers free with a wet pop, stood, and shoved me backward onto the bed. I landed hard, cock bobbing against my stomach. Desi climbed over me, straddling my hips. Her cunt hovered above me, swollen, dripping, still flushed from Vivienne’s mouth and fingers. She reached down, guided me to her entrance, then sank in one long, slick glide.

No pause. No gentle rocking. She slammed down, taking every inch, then started riding me like she was trying to break me, or herself.

Her hips snapped forward and back in brutal rhythm, cunt clenching around me in rhythmic pulses. She sucked her own fingers, the ones that had just been inside me, deep into her mouth, moaning around them like they were coated in honey. Her free hand braced on my chest, nails raking red lines down my skin. She snarled, growled, little animal sounds spilling from her throat.

Then her eyes locked on mine.

The orgasm hit her like a storm. Her head snapped back, mouth open in a silent scream that turned vocal, raw, triumphant. And in that moment I didn’t recognise her. The woman riding me wore Desi’s face, Desi’s body, but the grin that spread across her lips was something else entirely: cold, gleeful, the smile of someone who’d just remembered how good it felt to break things.

Her hands flew to my throat.

Fingers clamped down, stronger than I expected, cutting off air in a sudden vise. I gasped, clawed at her wrists. The more I fought, the tighter she squeezed, the harder her hips ground against me.

“Yes,” she hissed, voice low and venomous. “Beg me for your life.”

Tears stung my eyes. Black spots bloomed at the edges of my vision. My lungs screamed. And yet, God help me, my cock was steel inside her, swelling impossibly harder with every second she denied me breath. The fear sharpened everything: the wet heat of her cunt, the slap of skin, the coppery taste of panic on my tongue.

As my strength ebbed, as darkness crept in, she screamed again, another shattering orgasm ripping through her. Her grip tightened one final time.

Then she released me.

Air rushed in, sweet and violent. My lungs burned; my head spun. And in that exact instant my orgasm detonated, an adrenaline-fueled explosion that tore a scream from my throat so loud Desi clapped her hands over her ears and laughed, delighted.

My cock pulsed, jet after jet of cum flooding her, hips bucking uncontrollably. My whole body convulsed, back arching, legs kicking, muscles seizing in waves I couldn’t stop. It went on and on, pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

When it finally subsided I lay gasping, wrecked.

Desi climbed up my body, knees bracketing my head. Her cunt hovered above my mouth, swollen, dripping with my cum and hers.

“Now you know,” she murmured, voice soft again, almost loving. She grabbed my hair in both fists, yanking my face up. “Lick me clean.”

I stared up at her, this Slavic goddess with deadly green eyes, lips curved in quiet command. Her scent overwhelmed me: salt, musk, sex, the faint tang of danger. I opened my mouth. Tongue slid out. I licked, slow at first, then deeper, sucking my own cum from her folds while she rocked against my face, grinding, using me.

She came one last time with a shuddering sigh, thighs clamping around my head, flooding my mouth. Only then did she release me, sliding down to collapse beside me.

We lay there in the dark, breathing hard.

“They’re going to be some changes in our lifestyle if I am to become who I was,” Desi said, her voice steady, almost casual, as she traced a fingernail down my chest. We were still tangled in the sheets, her body warm and slick against mine, the scent of our earlier frenzy lingering in the air like smoke.

I swallowed hard, throat tight. “What do you mean?”

“I don’t want to be the full version of myself, not the one who lost control, who broke people and didn’t care.” She paused, eyes distant for a moment, then refocused on me with that sharp, emerald intensity. “But I want some of her back. The hunger. The freedom. That means you and I need to have sex when I want. It’s going to be a lot. Intense. Whenever the mood hits.”

My heart stuttered. I nodded, but the words slipped out anyway: “I’m scared.”

She smiled, soft, almost maternal, and pulled me against her chest, my face nestling into the soft swell of her C-cup breasts, still flushed from our exertions. “Don’t be. I love you more than life itself. But I can’t ignore my own happiness anymore. Vivienne… she cracked something open in me tonight. All those years in therapy, building walls around the parts of me that craved too much, it was like damming a river. Safe, controlled. But one breach, one taste of the flood, and it all rushes back. Addiction doesn’t just vanish; it waits. And when the gates give way, it overtakes everything because it was never gone, it was just starved. Now it’s ravenous.”

Her words hit like ice water mixed with fire. Psychologically, it made a twisted kind of sense. Vivienne hadn’t just seduced her; she’d validated the darkness Desi had buried. No shame, no judgment, just encouragement. That single evening had shattered the fragile equilibrium we’d built, unleashing the dopamine rush of old patterns, the thrill of power and surrender intertwined. Desi’s addiction wasn’t about love or logic; it was a chemical storm in her brain, hijacking reality faster than reason could catch up. One trigger, and the old neural pathways lit up like fireworks, demanding more, more, more.

“What if I’m not enough for you?” I whispered, voice muffled against her skin.

She blinked, then nodded matter-of-factly. “Then I’ll find someone who is.” No malice, just blunt truth, like discussing the weather. But she softened it a beat later: “Doesn’t change my feelings for you. You’re my anchor. My home.”

“And if I say no?”

Confusion flickered across her face. “You don’t get to say no. I decide who I sleep with. My body, my rules.”

“You’re right,” I admitted, stomach churning. “But you don’t get to decide if I stay.”

She chuckled, low and incredulous. “I’m sorry, so you’d throw away our marriage over sex? That seems petty.”

“No, you’d be the one throwing it away.”

“No.” She shook her head, patient as if explaining to a child. “If I sleep with someone else, it doesn’t mean I love you any less. Doesn’t mean I think less of you. It just satisfies a need. Physical. Primal. If you leave because of that… well, you’d be stupid. Why? Sex has nothing to do with love for me. It’s separate. Why destroy us over something so meaningless?”

The logic twisted in my gut, cold, unyielding, but laced with the raw honesty that had always drawn me to her. Our relationship had been built on vanilla safety, mutual respect, quiet affection. Now it was fracturing into something new: a complex web of devotion and detachment, where her love for me coexisted with her insatiable drive, no conflict in her mind. But in mine? It was chaos, jealousy warring with arousal, fear of losing her clashing with the dark thrill of what she might become. Could I adapt? Redefine us as partners in asymmetry, where her freedom was the price of her staying whole?

“So I can fuck who I like?” I tested, half-hoping she’d recoil.

She shrugged, unperturbed. “If you want. But think about it, Keith. You won’t ever find anyone as hot as this.” Her hands skimmed her own body, curves taut and inviting, skin glowing in the lamplight. “And why would you? I’m yours. Completely. In every way that matters.”

I hated how right she felt. Any other woman would pale next to her, the sharp Slavic beauty, the effortless sensuality. I sighed, defeated.

But then she pressed closer, body moulding to mine, lips brushing my ear. She bit her lower lip, seductive and knowing. “And know this, Keith. Now that I’ve got my mojo back… I’m willing to do anything for you.”

My eyes widened, pulse quickening. “Anything?”

“Anything. Whenever. Wherever. No matter how depraved. Push me. Test the limits. I want it.”

The offer hung there, electric. My mind raced, guilt flickering at the edges, I wasn’t wired for darkness like her; even thinking beyond vanilla felt wrong. But curiosity won. “Anal?”

She rolled her eyes, playful. “Please. Give me a real challenge.”

I hesitated, brain scrambling. Then: “Go on a live cam site. Masturbate for strangers.”

She giggled, bright, wicked, and reached for her laptop on the nightstand. “Too easy.” Faster than I expected, she found a site, signed up with an anonymous handle, and propped the camera up. Within minutes she was lounging on the bed, legs spread wide, fingers circling her clit in slow, teasing strokes. The chat exploded with viewers, tips pinging, messages flooding: “Hot AF,” “Deeper, slut,” “Show us more.”

I watched from the edge of the bed, cock hardening painfully. She was radiant, head thrown back, moans spilling free, hips bucking against her hand. Slick sounds filled the room as her fingers plunged inside, emerging glistening. She turned to me, grinned that feral grin, and crooked a finger. “Come here.”

Before I could protest, she pulled me onto the bed, angling the laptop so the camera caught us both. My face burned, exposed, vulnerable, but my erection throbbed as she pushed me back and straddled me again. The chat went wild: “Fuck him!” “Ride that dick!”

She sank onto me with a gasp, cunt still slick from earlier, gripping me like a vise. We fucked for the world, her breasts bouncing, nails raking my chest, moans echoing through the speakers. I thrust up into her, lost in the heat, the exposure, the rush of eyes on us. Shame and exhilaration blurred; I came hard, spilling inside her while strangers cheered.

She leaned down, breath hot against my ear. “Think bigger,” she whispered, voice laced with promise and threat. “Or I’ll do the thinking for us. And you might not like where it goes.”


Three

His name was Maurice. Twenty-two. Dishwasher at the village’s two-Michelin-star restaurant. Black, broad-shouldered, built like he spent more time lifting weights than plates. I’d seen him around, leaning against the back door on smoke breaks, cigarette dangling, eyes scanning the lane with the lazy arrogance of someone who knew exactly how women looked at him. He held them the way men like him always did: possessive, careless, certain.

Now he was holding my wife. Right there in our kitchen, Monday afternoon, less than forty-eight hours after Vivienne’s dinner.

Desi had only gone out for bread. Ten minutes, maybe twelve. She came back laughing, bright, breathless, Maurice’s arm slung around her waist, his mouth already on hers before the door even clicked shut. She kissed him back like she was starving, hands roaming under his white T-shirt, nails scraping down the ridges of his abs. He peeled her dress up over her hips without breaking the kiss, exposing the black lace thong she’d worn that morning when she kissed me goodbye.

His eyes flicked to me, once, brief, challenging. Dare you to stop this.

I didn’t move.

How had we gotten here so fast?

Sunday had been relentless. Desi woke me with her mouth on my cock, then rode me until I was raw. Again at noon on the living-room rug. Again in the shower, water scalding our skin. By late afternoon I was chafing, struggling to stay hard. She straddled me anyway, grinding desperately, frustration twisting her face.

“You promised,” she hissed, voice cracking. “What am I supposed to do? Just masturbate forever while you lie there like a fucking failure?”

The words cut deeper than the sting between my legs. I tried, God, I tried, but my body wouldn’t cooperate. She climbed off, tears in her eyes, and stormed to the bedroom. I lay there staring at the ceiling, shame pooling in my gut, wondering how long it would take her to find someone who could keep up.

Apparently less than a day.

Now Maurice had her bent over the kitchen table, dress rucked up around her waist, thong shoved to one side. He didn’t ask. Didn’t need to. She’d given him the green light the moment she’d laughed her way through the door. He fisted her long black hair, yanking her head back until her spine arched, then drove into her cunt in one brutal thrust. She cried out, half pain, half ecstasy, then laughed, low and wild.

“Harder,” she gasped. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

He obliged. The table creaked under the force of his hips slamming into hers, wood groaning against tile. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room, skin slapping skin, her slick cunt taking every thick inch. Halfway through he pulled out, glistening with her arousal, and pressed the blunt head against her anus. No lube. No warning. He pushed in slow at first, then harder, stretching her open.

Desi screeched, sharp, animal, then dissolved into breathless laughter. “Yes, fuck, hurt me. Really hurt me.”

He started light: hard spanks that left red handprints blooming across her ass. Then rougher. He shoved her face down onto the worktop, cheek pressed to cool wood, and wrapped one massive hand around her throat. Desi’s fingers closed over his wrist, not to pull him away, but to guide him. Tighter. Harder.

“Your husband won’t stop me?” Maurice asked, voice low, amused, not even looking at me.

“No,” Desi rasped, voice strained around his grip. “If he does, hit him.”

“Desi!” The word tore out of me, shocked, wounded.

Maurice’s other hand pinned her wrists behind her back. He squeezed her neck until her face flushed dark, veins standing out, breath coming in thin, ragged wheezes. Her body shook, trembled violently, as he pounded into her ass, relentless. I sat frozen at the table’s far end, heart hammering, torn between lunging to help her and the echo of her own words: Don’t interfere. She doesn’t want it.

“Please…” I whispered, barely audible.

He ignored me. His rhythm quickened, chasing his own release, getting off on the way her strangled breaths turned to whimpers, the manic smile spreading across her lips as her vision tunnelled. Just as her eyes started to roll back, he came, deep, guttural groan, flooding her ass with heat. He released her throat.

Desi sucked in a huge, desperate gasp, body jolting upright. The orgasm hit her like lightning, long, shattering, loud enough to echo off the stone walls. She coughed, choked, laughed through it all, manic and euphoric.

Not once did she look at me.

She just turned, pulled Maurice down, and kissed him with a hunger I’d once thought was mine alone. Tongues sliding, teeth clashing, her hands in his hair like she’d never let go.

“Do you have another in you?” she murmured against his mouth.

“Not now. Work soon. But I can come back. Yes?”

“Oui.” She grinned, wicked and bright. “Use me anytime you like.”

“And your husband?” He jerked his chin toward me.

Desi glanced over, smirk curling her lips. “You want to use him too?”

Maurice’s eyes slid to me, assessing, dismissive. “No. He won’t give me problems?”

“No,” she said softly. “I’ll make sure he understands his place now.”

“Good. I don’t want to hurt him.”

“I’m sure he doesn’t either.” She turned fully to me. “Do you, sweetheart?”

Shame burned through me, hot and humiliating. I looked down at the floor. “No.”

“See?”

Maurice kissed her once more, possessive, claiming, then pulled out with a wet slide. Cum dripped from her stretched holes as he tucked himself away, zipped up, and walked out without another word. The door clicked shut behind him.

Desi stayed sprawled on the table a moment longer, purring, hips rolling lazily. Then she propped herself on her elbows, legs still spread, pussy and ass red and glistening with his release.

“I want to come again,” she said, voice firm. “Go down on me.”

I stared at the mess between her thighs, swollen lips parted, thick white streaks of cum leaking out. “But he just…”

“You’re going to end up doing it whether you like it or not,” she cut in, calm, certain. “So you might as well get it done now.”

“Why are you doing this to me?”

She tilted her head. “I don’t get you. You wanted to know the real me. Well, now you do.”

I shook my head, tears already burning. But my feet moved anyway. I shuffled forward, dropped to my knees between her spread legs. The smell hit first, salt, musk, the sharp tang of another man’s seed. My stomach heaved. I retched, turned my head, fought the urge to vomit across the tiles.

Two more attempts. Then I forced my tongue out.

The first taste, bitter, warm, foreign, made me gag again. But I kept going. Licking. Sucking. Cleaning her while she sighed above me, fingers threading into my hair, guiding me deeper. My cock, traitorous, aching, twitched back to life against my thigh. I hated how much I liked her dominance. Hated how the shame only made it sharper.

Then something snapped.

I stood abruptly, turned, marched upstairs. Desi called after me, “Keith? Keith, stop!”, but I didn’t. I grabbed the suitcase from the wardrobe and started throwing clothes in.

“What are you doing?” she snapped from the doorway.

“I’m leaving. This was a mistake.”

Her face changed, dominance vanishing, replaced by raw fear. “Please. I’m sorry. I’m sorry!”

She dropped to her knees, tears streaming. “I’ll get help again. I swear.”

I froze. The sight of her crying, really crying, cracked something in me. I loved her. Loved her enough that even now, with another man’s taste still coating my tongue, the thought of walking away felt like tearing out my own heart.

But I forced the words out. “You can’t see her again. Vivienne. You can’t speak to her. And him, you need to fix this.”

“Fine. Anything. Please.”

“No. Not anything.” I met her eyes. “You need to go back to London. By yourself. Check into the clinic again. Will you do that for me?”

She looked away, breath hitching. Then she nodded. “I can do that. You’re right. I can beat this.”

I stopped packing. Turned. Kissed her, long, desperate, tasting salt and cum and sorrow. She clung to me like I was the only solid thing left in her world.

After phone calls, arrangements were made. An EasyJet flight to London. A month in the clinic. No visitors. Occasional calls.

By evening she was gone, wheels up, headed back to the UK.

The village knew within hours. Maurice had talked. As I walked Poppy that night, the stares followed me, cold, judgmental, pitying. Strange, how quickly they turned on the foreigner while still shielding Vivienne like a saint. Perhaps that was the real rule here: protect your own, judge the outsider.

Midnight brought a final text from Desi: Checked in. Safe. No more phone after this. I love you. Thank you for staying.

Then silence.

I tried to rebuild normalcy, renovations, work, walks with the dog. Friday night the mansion across the road lit up again. Expensive cars rolled in, torches flickered along the gates. Another of Vivienne’s parties.

I waited for the knock. For her to saunter over, all red hair and velvet invitation, asking where Desi was. It never came.

Desi must have told her. Must have drawn the line. Vivienne had tried to pull her back, I could almost hear the velvet persuasion, but this time Desi had said no.

I sat by the window, watching the amber glow spill from those tall windows, imagining the rooms inside: silk and candlelight, bodies moving in shadows, moans muffled by thick walls. A small, treacherous part of me felt jealous, not invited, not allowed to see. But the larger part, the part still raw from Sunday and Monday, felt only relief.

Desi was getting help. She was fighting. For the first time in days, I let myself hope she might win.

It was Saturday when I saw her.

Vivienne strolled down the lane from the village as I headed toward it, red hair catching the pale winter sun like spilled blood. That smile, aloof, knowing, a smirk that reduced me to something small and insignificant before she even spoke.

“Well, well, well,” she sang, voice lilting as she closed the distance. “You sent your wife packing, I hear. All because of a little tryst with the dishwasher.”

“Not because of that,” I spat, the words tasting like ash.

“Please.” She laughed softly, stepping nearer. “You were fine with it all. What’s the real problem, Keith?”

“I’m scared of her.”

Her eyes gleamed. “So? Fear is the most brilliant sexual driver. Better than any drug. Like pain, exquisite, addictive. You’re not afraid of Desi. You’re afraid of what she wakes in you. The part that wants to be broken.”

“Maybe,” I muttered. “But I don’t want to end up dead.”

She grinned, slow and predatory, raking her gaze down my body. Then she stepped closer, close enough that her perfume wrapped around me, jasmine and something darker, metallic. Her breath ghosted my lips.

“People chase the biggest highs by dancing with death, chéri. The risk is what makes the reward unbearable to live without. I can promise you this: any pain I deliver would be such a perfect rush that nothing afterward would compare. Ecstasy so sharp it ruins you for ordinary life. Desi knows that. She’s tasted it. And once you have… nothing else satisfies.”

Her words slithered under my skin. I hated how they made my cock twitch, hardening against my jeans despite, or because of, the threat in them.

“Yet you’re still alive,” I said.

“I am the deliverer, not the receiver.” She tilted her head, amused.

“I don’t think that’s true.”

“No?” She smiled, a small twist of her neck, another half-step forward. Her breasts brushed my chest, soft, deliberate.

“No.” I didn’t move. Couldn’t. “Your rush comes from giving the pain. From watching them break. And I think you’ve killed people.”

“Why do you think that?” she purred, voice velvet over steel.

“Because I think you’re a psychopath.”

She held my gaze, unblinking, then stepped back with a soft laugh. “To call me a psychopath assumes I feel nothing. I feel everything, delight, hunger, satisfaction. No.” She drew a slow breath. “I am no psychopath. I am a sociopath. So be careful, Keith.”

Her hand was suddenly on my crotch, bold, unapologetic, right there in the empty lane. We were alone, but the church spire loomed behind us, the village just out of sight. Instead of squeezing, she rubbed, slow circles through the denim, coaxing me harder. Then her mouth was on mine.

I froze.

Her tongue slipped past my lips, tasting of red wine and intent. I stood there, dumb, while she stroked me through my jeans, kissing me like she already owned me.

Her hand left my cock, grabbed my wrist, and yanked. She pulled me through the low iron gate into the church grounds, behind a weathered stone tomb, and shoved me against the cold granite. Her lips crashed back onto mine; her fingers worked my belt open, jeans down in seconds. I tried to push her away, weak, half-hearted, but she was faster, surer. Her long skirt hiked up, panties shoved aside, and she impaled herself on me in one slick, greedy slide.

I stopped pushing.

My hands found her ass, firm, warm, and I held her as she rode me. Loud, unashamed moans spilled from her throat, echoing off the gravestones. She clenched around me, wet and hot, hips snapping with brutal rhythm until she screamed, sharp, triumphant, her orgasm ripping through her.

“Cum in me,” she hissed against my mouth, biting my lower lip hard enough to draw blood. “Fill me with your seed.”

I spun her around, bent her over the tomb, hands braced on cold stone. I thrust back in, deep, punishing, fucking her cunt with everything I had. Logic screamed trap, screamed betrayal, screamed that Desi was in London fighting for her life while I buried myself in the woman who’d broken her open. But I couldn’t stop. Her body gripped me like a vice, milking every stroke, her cries rising again as she came a second time, clamping down so hard my vision blurred.

I let go. Groaned low and ragged, pumping into her, filling her until it leaked down her thighs.

The wildest thing I’d ever done. Public. Taboo. With my neighbour. My enemy. I’d cheated on my wife with the woman I’d begged her to avoid. Hypocrite. Weak.

Before guilt could fully crash over me, her hands cupped my face. She kissed me again, slow this time, almost tender.

“Don’t overthink it,” she murmured.

Then she straightened her skirt, walked away, leaving me behind the tomb with my jeans around my ankles, cum drying on my skin, breath ragged.

I pulled myself together, headed home, forgetting why I’d even gone to the village. My mind spun: Who the hell was I? Why had I let her? Had she done this to punish me for sending Desi away? If so, it worked. Shame burned hotter than the afterglow.

I sat in the dim living room, staring at nothing, when the doorbell rang.

Vivienne stood on the step in a long overcoat. She let it drop to the floor without ceremony, revealing nothing underneath but her toned, flawless body, skin glowing in the porch light. At her feet lay a black sports bag.

“Do you have plans tonight?” she asked.

“No,” I mumbled, throat dry.

“Good.” She stepped inside, brushing past me. “Because tonight we’re going to have some fun.”

She walked upstairs without looking back, only pausing at the landing to glance down. “Bring the bag.”

I swallowed. The bag was heavier than it looked, something metallic clinked inside. I shut the door, lifted it, and followed her up the stairs.

Each step felt heavier. My pulse thundered in my ears.

I wondered if this was the night I died.

Or worse, if this was the night I learned I didn’t want to live without whatever came next.


Four

I screamed into the gag again, the muffled sound vibrating through my chest like a trapped animal's howl. The restraints, thick leather cuffs bolted to the bedposts, held me fast, wrists and ankles splayed wide, my body an X of vulnerability on the mattress. Vivienne had wasted no time. The moment I'd followed her upstairs, bag in hand, she'd turned on me with that predatory grace, stripping me bare without a word. I'd let her. God help me, I'd stood there passive as she pushed me onto the bed, tied me down, even as she produced a razor from the bag and shaved every inch of me, chest, groin, legs, leaving my skin raw and hypersensitive, exposed like a newborn's. Why hadn't I fought? Complained? Some part of me, curious, masochistic, had whispered to let it happen. To see how far she'd go.

She'd climbed atop me first, straddling my hips with effortless command. Her cunt, still slick from our earlier fuck in the graveyard, sank onto my cock in one slow, deliberate motion. I'd groaned into the gag, the sudden heat enveloping me, her walls clenching like a fist. She rode me languidly at first, hips rolling in circles that ground her clit against my pubic bone, building her own pleasure while I lay helpless beneath. Her breasts swayed with each movement, nipples hard and dark against her pale skin. I thrust up instinctively, meeting her rhythm, and she rewarded me with a soft moan, low, throaty, almost approving. It didn't take long; she tightened around me, her orgasm crashing over her in waves, milking my release from me until I spilled deep inside her.

Then she dismounted, casual as if she'd just finished a light jog. Cum dripped from her in lazy rivulets, trailing down her inner thighs as she sauntered out of the room. I heard the faucet run downstairs, a glass of water. Minutes stretched; my body cooled, restraints chafing my wrists. When she returned, glass in one hand, she lit a cigarette from a silver case in the bag, inhaling deeply. The cherry glowed orange in the dim lamplight. She straddled me again, this time higher on my chest, her weight pinning me. Smoke curled from her lips as she leaned down, covering my gagged mouth with her hand and blowing a thick plume directly up my nose.

I coughed, lungs burning, eyes watering from the acrid sting. She watched me impassively, then, without warning, pressed the cigarette's tip against my right nipple. The sizzle was immediate, flesh hissing like meat on a grill. Pain exploded, white-hot, searing, radiating out in waves. I screamed into the gag, body arching as much as the bonds allowed, every muscle taut. But beneath the agony, something twisted: a dark alchemy. The burn ignited nerves I didn't know existed, sending jolts straight to my groin. My cock stirred, hardening impossibly fast. She noticed, her lips curving in that knowing smirk. "See?" she murmured. "Pain is the gateway."

She shifted lower, impaling herself on me once more. Slow rocks this time, savouring the friction. Another drag on the cigarette, another forced inhalation of smoke into my lungs. Then the burn again, left nipple this time. I howled, hips bucking involuntarily, thrusting deeper into her. She moaned, grinding harder, her free hand trailing nails down my shaved chest. The cigarette dwindled; she took a final drag, then stubbed it out on my sternum, another sizzle, another scream, before prying open the gag just enough to shove the smouldering butt into my mouth. "Swallow," she commanded. I did, choking on the bitter ash, tears streaming. Yet my erection throbbed inside her, desperate for more.

From the bag, ominous, bottomless, she pulled clamps: vicious crocodile clips connected by a silver chain. She attached them to my nipples, already raw from the burns, twisting the screws until the metal teeth bit deep. I hissed, the pinch turning to a constant, throbbing ache. But she didn't stop there. Mounting me fully again, she jerked her hips faster, riding me with building urgency. Her hand fisted the chain and yanked, hard. The clamps pulled, stretching my nipples taut. Agony lanced through my chest; I screamed, body convulsing. Yet the motion bucked my hips upward, slamming into her. She cried out, a sexy, breathless moan that echoed in my ears. My scream morphed too: pain bleeding into pleasure, a desperate groan escaping the gag. I wanted it again. Needed it.

She obliged. Three more yanks, each timed with her downward thrusts. The world narrowed to those twin points of fire on my chest, each pull sending shockwaves that amplified the slick slide of her cunt around me. Sweat beaded on her skin, her red hair swinging wild as she rode. Our eyes met, hers pale hazel, glittering with something feral. In them, I saw amusement, control, a hint of the sociopath she'd claimed to be. No empathy, just calculation: watching how I broke, how pain twisted into craving. It terrified me. Aroused me. I felt small, owned, yet alive in a way I'd never been, every nerve singing, every sensation heightened by the edge of danger.

She paused, breath ragged, and reached back into the bag. More clamps, a longer chain. These she affixed to my scrotum, one on each side, the teeth biting into the tender skin. Fresh pain bloomed, duller, deeper, a nauseating pull that made my stomach clench. For a heartbeat, my erection flagged, the ache threatening to overwhelm. But she linked the scrotum chain to the nipple one, creating a taut web of torment. Then she moved again, slow at first, building to frenzied bounces. Each downward slam tugged the chains, yanking nipples and balls in unison. I writhed, screams muffled, tears blurring my vision. Yet the pain fused with the pleasure of her gripping heat, my cock swelling harder, betraying me.

From the bag: a realistic dildo, flesh-toned, veined, intimidatingly thick. She sucked it languidly, lips wrapping around the head, tongue swirling, eyes locked on mine the whole time. In her gaze, I saw the challenge: defiance mixed with delight. She knew I was pleading, no, not this, but she revelled in it. The sociopath's thrill: not just the act, but my fear feeding her hunger.

She positioned it behind her, base pressed to the mattress, tip nudging my hole. Our eyes held, mine wide with terror, hers narrowed in wicked anticipation. She sank down hard onto my cock. The motion drove the dildo upward, breaching me in one brutal shove. Agony tore through, ripping, burning, fullness so invasive I thought I'd split. I screamed, body seizing, chains pulling taut with my convulsions. She bounced relentlessly, each descent forcing the dildo deeper, her cunt clenching around me in rhythm. Pain radiated from my ass, mingling with the clamps' bite, but my cock, impossibly, grew harder, the invasion stroking hidden nerves that sent electric pleasure spiking through me.

"This is just the beginning," she purred, voice husky. "Do you think you can take more?"

I shook my head frantically, eyes begging no, but my hips betrayed me, thrusting up into her. She laughed, low and triumphant. Bouncing harder, she leaned forward, lips parting. Drool gathered, then dripped, slow, deliberate, landing on the gag's edge, seeping into my mouth. Salty, warm, intimate violation. She hocked again, spit dribbling in thick strands. Vile. Gross. Yet from her, sexy, commanding, it stirred something primal. I swallowed, humiliated, aroused.

The pain had alchemised fully now: no longer enemy, but enhancer. Each tug of the chains, each thrust of the dildo, amplified the slick glide inside her. I needed more, craved escalation. Her eyes searched mine, probing deep. In them, I saw the mirror of my own darkness: her pupils dilated with power, a cold glee at my submission. No warmth, just the sociopath's void, filled momentarily by my suffering, my unwilling ecstasy. It chilled me to my core, yet made my pulse race, cock throb.

She nodded, as if reading my thoughts. From the bag: small metal clips, dozens, connected by thin string like a sadistic garland. She attached them methodically, any fleshy inch: inner thighs, sides, arms, even the sensitive skin under my arms. Each pinch stung, a constellation of minor torments. Not overwhelming alone, but together, a buzzing undercurrent. She resumed riding, one hand on the chains, the other on the string. Pull. Yank. The chains tore at nipples and balls; the string ripped clips free in clusters. Searing pain exploded, skin tearing, blood welling in tiny beads. My back arched as far as bonds allowed, screams raw. Yet my cock surged, closer to the edge, the agony pushing me toward release.

"It's not enough, though, is it?" she whispered, voice soft, almost loving. I blinked, once, deliberate. More.

The needle was absurdly long, sterile, unwrapped from plastic with clinical precision. She had a handful, but this first one gleamed under the lamp like a promise of ruin. My eyes widened; I shook my head violently. No. Too much. But she held my gaze, her eyes now alight with true joy, the sociopath unmasked. In them: pure, unadulterated sadism. Not play. Real delight in my terror, the fear feeding her like oxygen. She pinned one testicle steady, pressed the needle's tip to the sack, and pushed, hard.

Agony unlike any before: piercing, invasive, a white-hot lance through delicate flesh. I screamed, thrashed, tears flooding. Unsafe. Insane. But she didn't stop, driving it through sack into the testicle itself. Blood trickled; pain radiated up my abdomen. Yet in her eyes, grinning now, I saw the high: my wide-eyed panic her aphrodisiac. It excited me too, shamefully, cock twitching inside her as she rode through my screams.

"Yes," she murmured. "Submit to the fear. Piss yourself knowing I could kill you tonight, in the greatest pleasure. Know I can do anything, and you'd thank me with your dying breath."

Bluff? Or truth? No time to ponder. More needles, three, four, spearing my balls, each thrust a fresh hell. Screams blurred into moans; pain twisted into euphoria, my body betraying logic.

From the bag: a clear plastic bag and gaffer tape. I bucked wildly, pleading with my eyes. Her gaze held mine, cold calculation, thrill at my desperation. The bag went over my head; she shoved my chest, forcing air out. Tape wrapped tight around my neck, sealing it like a noose, leaving only slits for my eyes. Air gone. Panic surged; lungs burned. She yanked the dildo free, brief relief, then slammed down, shoving it back in. I gasped, grinding rasp from my throat, no oxygen. She rode furiously, grinning as blackness crept in. In her eyes: ecstasy, the void filled by my fading light.

Just as spots danced, she came, shuddering, screaming. My cock throbbed, release building. She ripped the bag and gag free. Air rushed in, sweet, violent. My orgasm detonated: back arching, cum erupting in endless pulses, intensified by the near-death rush.

"You could've killed me," I gasped, coughing.

"Could've… would've." She bent, kissed me, tasting of smoke and salt. "You like knowing I could. I will, you know. Tonight. Does that excite you? My evil?"

I stared, called her bluff. "No, you won't."

She grinned. "Spoilsport. Ruining the game."

"So it is a game?"

"It's always a game," she said, eyes darkening, "until it isn't."

She stood, rummaged in Desi's drawer, selected satin briefs. Pulled them over my head. Climbed atop, knees pinning my arms, cunt hovering. Through the fabric, I watched urine trickle, warm, soaking the satin. It seeped through, flooding my mouth, nose. I tried to breathe, couldn't. Convulsions wracked me; fear spiked pure. Her eyes now: true darkness, no game. Sadistic glee, uncaring if I lived. Evil. Horrific.

Bizarrely, as blackness claimed me, my cock hardened one last time.

When I came to, the room was shrouded in darkness, the only light a faint sliver of moonlight slipping through the half-drawn curtains. My body ached, a deep, throbbing reminder of the night's torments, but the restraints were gone. My wrists and ankles felt raw, chafed from the leather, yet free. I reached down tentatively, fingers brushing smooth, dry sheets. Fresh bedding. No trace of the urine-soaked mess, no lingering sting from the needles or clamps. How? She'd done it all while I was out, cleaned me, changed everything. Alone. Calculating, efficient, as if erasing evidence was second nature. But how had she known where Desi kept the spare linens? The thought sent a chill through me, even as her arm draped heavily over my waist, her warm breath steady against my neck. She was still here. Holding me. Asleep, or so it seemed.

"Mmm, go to sleep, baby," she murmured, voice thick with feigned drowsiness, lips brushing my cheek in a soft, almost tender kiss.

But tenderness wasn't her game. The kiss shifted, lips trailing to mine, pressing with sudden urgency. Her tongue slipped in, teasing, demanding. I froze for a heartbeat, then kissed back, helpless against the pull. Her hands gripped my shoulders, nails digging in just enough to sting, and she rolled me on top of her. Unexpected. Dominating even in surrender. My cock, still sensitive from earlier abuses, stirred to life, hardening against her thigh. She parted her legs, guiding me with a subtle arch of her hips. I found her entrance easily, wet, swollen, ready. I pushed in, groaning at the slick heat enveloping me, her walls clenching like a velvet trap.

"Yes, Keith," she whispered, voice a husky purr that vibrated through my chest. "Fuck me. Fuck the woman who will end you soon."

The words were pitch-black, laced with venom, but they ignited something primal. My thrusts deepened, hips slamming into hers with raw need. She was right, her darkness made it hotter. Fear twisted into fuel, making my cock throb harder inside her. I gripped her thighs, spreading them wider, pounding with a rhythm that bordered on violence. Her breasts bounced with each impact, nipples grazing my chest, hard points of friction that sent sparks down my spine.

"You like it, don't you?" she panted, nails raking down my back, leaving burning trails. Her eyes locked on mine in the dim light, pale hazel, glittering with that insane, calculating gleam. Like a predator toying with prey, knowing exactly how to push. "Knowing you're fucking the woman who will kill you?"

"Yes," I hissed, breath ragged, hating myself for the truth in it. "Yes, damn you."

She laughed, a low, melodic sound that sent shivers through me. "You never imagined screwing a serial killer would feel this good, did you?"

"No." The word escaped on a thrust, my mind reeling. Play? Or confession? I had to believe it was her twisted foreplay, her way of weaving evil into ecstasy. Surely not real. But doubt gnawed, her eyes held that unhinged spark, clever and cold, like she was always three moves ahead in a game where I didn't know the rules.

Yet there she was beneath me, body arching to meet every plunge, her moans rising in crescendo, raw, uninhibited. Sweat slicked our skin, the air thick with the musk of sex and smoke from earlier. Her hands roamed, fingertips tracing the burns on my nipples, reigniting the pain in delicious bursts. I leaned down, capturing her mouth, tasting salt and danger. She bit my lower lip, sharp, drawing a bead of blood, then soothed it with her tongue, a perfect blend of cruelty and seduction.

She was a storm: clever in how she read my every flinch, calculating in the way she angled her hips to take me deeper, insane in the gleeful abandon of her whispers. "Feel me, Keith. Feel how wet I am for you, the man I'm going to destroy." Her words coiled around my mind like smoke, turning terror into intoxicating thrill. I couldn't pull away. Like a drug, she hooked me, seductive, enigmatic, her body a weapon that disarmed me completely.

Our eyes met again as I drove into her, her gaze piercing, unblinking. In it, I saw the abyss: no remorse, just pure, predatory joy. She knew she had me, body and soul, dangling on the edge of her madness. "Yes," she whispered in my ear, breath hot and teasing. "I am."

The admission, real or not, tipped me over. I came hard, deep inside her, ropes of release flooding her as my body shuddered. She clenched around me, milking every drop, her own orgasm following, nails digging into my back, a cry escaping her lips that was equal parts triumph and ecstasy.

I rolled off her, panting, collapsing onto the fresh sheets. As my breath slowed, reality crashed in. What the hell had I gotten into? How long did I have before her games turned fatal?

I turned to her, voice hoarse. "Why?"

She shrugged, casual as if discussing the weather, her naked body glowing in the moonlight, curves flawless, skin unmarked by the night's chaos. "I think you already know. But let's just say every person was a willing participant. Or they were at first. I don't do takebacks."

"I'm not a willing participant," I said, though the lie tasted bitter.

She kissed me softly, lips curving in that enigmatic smile, clever, always one step ahead. "Yes, you are." Another kiss, deeper, her tongue tracing mine with lazy possession. She pulled me tight against her, warm body moulding to mine, breasts pressed to my chest, leg draped over my hip. "Good night. We can fuck again tomorrow."

I tried to close my eyes, to let exhaustion claim me. But sleep wouldn't come. Visions haunted me: needles piercing flesh, her grin as the bag tightened, the darkness in her eyes when she pissed on me, watching me fade with sociopathic delight. Who was this woman? A seductress playing mind games, or a killer hiding in plain sight? Why me? The questions swirled, fear knotting my gut even as her scent, jasmine and sex, lingered on my skin.

All I knew was I needed answers. Before it was too late. Before her insanity became my end, or worse, my addiction.


Five

The bed was empty when I woke, sunlight slicing through the half-open curtains in harsh, accusing bars. My body protested every movement, muscles knotted, skin tender where burns and bites had scabbed over, ass still aching from the intrusion, balls bruised and heavy. I should have felt wrecked. Instead, the soreness hummed with a strange satisfaction, like the burn after a punishing workout: proof I’d pushed limits and survived. I hated how much I liked it.

A faint clink drifted up from downstairs, metal on porcelain, the soft hiss of butter in a pan. Then the smell hit: eggs, herbs, something buttery and rich. My stomach growled despite everything.

I dragged myself to the bathroom, splashed cold water on my face, ran a hand through my hair. The mirror showed a stranger, eyes shadowed, lips swollen from bites, faint red marks blooming across my chest like a map of last night’s madness. I pulled on a faded black T-shirt and boxers, hesitated at the top of the stairs, then went down.

Vivienne stood at the stove in nothing but one of my white T-shirts. It barely skimmed the tops of her thighs, the hem riding up with every shift of her hips. The cotton clung to her curves, damp in places from the steam, translucent where it touched skin. Her ass peeked out, two perfect pale moons, and when she reached for the salt her back arched just enough to make the shirt lift higher. She didn’t turn, but the corner of her mouth curved.

“Hello, you,” she said, voice light, playful. “Sleep well?”

I leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, trying to look more composed than I felt. “Made a few mistakes.”

She laughed, low, delighted, and finally glanced over her shoulder. Her red hair was mussed, wild from sleep and sex, framing that sharp, knowing face. “I slept great.”

“That’s good.” I pushed off the frame, moved to the coffee maker. “You didn’t need to cook.”

“Scared I’ll poison you?” She flipped the omelette with a flick of the wrist, perfect, practiced, then turned fully, leaning back against the counter. The T-shirt rode up again, revealing the shadowed cleft between her thighs. No panties. Of course.

I didn’t appreciate the joke. My pulse kicked anyway. “I don’t poison people,” she added, grin widening. “That’s boring.”

“I thought that might be the case,” I said, pouring coffee. The machine gurgled, steam curling between us like a question mark.

She watched me pour two mugs, then slid one toward her without asking. Our fingers brushed. Electric. She took a slow sip, eyes never leaving mine.

“So,” she said, setting the mug down. “You’re still here.”

“So are you. It’s my house.”

“Observant.” She tilted her head, studying me like a specimen under glass. “Most men would have run by now. Packed a bag. Called the police. Something dramatic.”

“I’m not most men.”

“No.” Her smile softened, just a fraction, enough to make it dangerous. “You’re the one who stayed. The one who begged for more last night. Even when you thought I might actually kill you.”

Heat crept up my neck. I took a swallow of coffee, too hot, burned my tongue. “I didn’t beg.”

“You didn’t have to. Your body did.” She pushed off the counter, closing the distance in two slow steps. Close enough that I could smell her, my soap on her skin, sex still lingering beneath it, the faint trace of cigarette smoke. “You liked knowing I could. That’s the part that keeps you up at night, isn’t it? Not the pain. The possibility.”

I met her gaze. Those pale hazel eyes, clever, unreadable, always calculating the next move.

“Maybe,” I said. “Or maybe I just like fucking dangerous women.”

She laughed again, genuine this time, head tipping back so the T-shirt pulled taut across her breasts. No bra. Pierced nipples peaked against the fabric. “Honest. I like that.” She reached past me for her mug, body brushing mine deliberately. “Most men lie to themselves. You’re bad at lying.”

“Practice makes perfect.”

“Does it?” She sipped, then set the mug aside. Her fingers trailed up my arm, light, teasing, stopping at the faint burn mark on my chest. She pressed her thumb there, just enough to make me hiss. “You’re still hard thinking about it.”

I was. Painfully. I didn’t deny it.

She stepped closer, hips aligning with mine. The hem of the T-shirt grazed my boxers; I felt the heat radiating from her bare skin. “Tell me,” she murmured, lips inches from mine. “If I walked out right now, never came back, would you chase me?”

I swallowed. “Probably.”

“Wrong answer.” Her hand slid down, cupping me through the fabric. Slow squeeze. “The right answer is yes. Because you already are.”

She kissed me then, soft at first, almost sweet. Then deeper, tongue sliding against mine, tasting of coffee and her. I groaned into her mouth, hands finding her waist, pulling her flush. The T-shirt rode up; my cock pressed against her bare stomach, hot and insistent.

She broke the kiss, breathing steady while mine came in short bursts. “Breakfast is getting cold.”

“Fuck breakfast.”

Her laugh was wicked. “Patience, Keith. We have all day.” She turned back to the stove, hip-checking me playfully as she went. “Eat. You’ll need your strength.”

I watched her plate the omelette, golden, perfect, then slide it toward me across the island. She leaned on her elbows, chin in hand, watching me like I was the most interesting thing she’d seen all week.

“So,” she said, voice casual. “What’s the plan? Send me away? Or…” She trailed a finger through a drop of condensation on her mug, drawing a slow circle. “…see how far this game goes?”

I picked up the fork. The eggs were flawless, fluffy, herbed, impossibly good. I took a bite, chewed slowly.

“I haven’t decided,” I said finally.

She smiled, that slow, dangerous curve of lips. “Good boy. Indecision is foreplay.”

We ate in silence for a minute, her watching me, me watching her. The tension hummed between us, knife-edge sharp. Every glance, every casual brush of her foot against my calf under the island, felt like a dare. Like she was waiting for me to flinch. Or fold.

I didn’t. Not yet. But the coffee tasted like adrenaline, and the ache in my body whispered that I was already in too deep to walk away clean.

“I feel like a fraud though,” I said, staring at the half-eaten omelette like it had personally betrayed me.

Vivienne paused mid-sip of coffee, one perfect eyebrow arching. “How so?”

“Because I sent Desi away to get help. Rehab. Real help. And here I am…” I gestured vaguely between us, the rumpled T-shirt barely covering her, my own boxers tented embarrassingly. “…cheating. Like some pathetic cliché.”

She set the mug down with deliberate care, the clink of porcelain against marble sounding louder than it should have in the quiet kitchen. “She’ll understand.”

I laughed; short, bitter. “I can’t tell her. She’ll kill me.”

“Probably.” Vivienne’s mouth curved, that slow, dangerous smile that never quite reached her eyes. “But does it matter who does it?”

The fork and knife hit the plate with a sharp clatter. I stared at her. “Stop that.”

“What?”

“You know what.” My voice came out rougher than I intended. “Stop this… game. The death jokes. The threats wrapped in seduction. Just stop.”

She leaned forward on her elbows, the T-shirt pulling tight across her breasts, nipples visible through the thin cotton. Her gaze locked on mine; cool, unflinching, amused. “Keith, I already told you. I don’t play games.” Her voice dropped to that velvet rasp that made my skin prickle. “I can’t stay long today anyway. I have to go back to Paris. So eat up. I want to fuck one more time before I go.”

The words landed like a slap and a caress at the same time. My cock twitched, traitor, and I hated how predictable I’d become. I pushed the plate away, appetite gone.

“You say you don’t play games,” I said, forcing myself to hold her stare, “but every sentence out of your mouth feels like chess. Like you’re always three moves ahead, waiting for me to slip.”

She tilted her head, red hair spilling over one shoulder. “And yet here you are. Still sitting at the table. Still hard. Still breathing.” She reached across the island, fingertips brushing the back of my hand, light, almost tender. “If this were really a game, you’d have run by now. Or called the police. Or at least locked the door.”

“I should.”

“But you won’t.” She slid off the stool, rounding the island with that feline walk; hips swaying just enough to draw the eye, T-shirt riding higher with every step. She stopped between my knees, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her bare skin. “Because part of you likes not knowing. Likes the edge. Likes wondering if the next kiss is the last one you’ll ever taste.”

Her hand slid up my thigh, slow, deliberate, stopping just short of where I ached. I sucked in a breath.

“Tell me I’m wrong,” she murmured.

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.

She smiled, small, victorious, and leaned in. Her lips brushed my ear. “That’s what I thought.”

She kissed me then; slow, deep, tasting of coffee and sin. I groaned into her mouth, hands finding her waist, pulling her closer. The T-shirt bunched under my fingers; I shoved it higher, palms sliding over bare ass, gripping hard. She moaned softly, grinding against the bulge in my boxers.

“Bedroom?” I rasped when we broke apart.

“No.” She nipped my lower lip. “Right here.”

She pushed me back against the island edge, then dropped to her knees in one fluid motion. My boxers were yanked down before I could blink. Her mouth closed around me; hot, wet, perfect, and I hissed, head falling back. She took me deep, throat relaxing, tongue swirling, one hand cupping my balls with just enough pressure to remind me how easily she could hurt. The other stroked the base in slow, twisting pulls.

I threaded my fingers through her hair, not guiding, just holding on. “Fuck, Vivienne…”

She hummed around me; vibration shooting straight up my spine, then pulled off with a wet pop, looking up at me through her lashes. “You taste like guilt,” she said, voice husky. “I like it.”

Then she was back on me, faster, hungrier. I thrust shallowly into her mouth, chasing the heat, the suction, the danger of her teeth so close. She let me; encouraged it, nails digging into my thighs. When I started to shake, she pulled away again, standing in one smooth rise.

“Turn around,” she ordered.

I did; hands braced on the cool marble, ass presented. She pressed against my back, breasts soft against my spine, one hand reaching around to stroke me while the other slid between my cheeks. A slick finger, lubed from somewhere, circled my hole, then pushed in. I groaned, pushing back instinctively.

“Good boy,” she whispered, adding a second finger, scissoring gently. “You open so prettily for me.”

She worked me open with patient cruelty; curling to stroke that spot inside until my knees buckled, then withdrew. I heard the rustle of fabric, felt her shift. When she pressed forward again, it wasn’t fingers. She’d grabbed something from the counter, a thick, smooth handle of some kitchen tool, lubed and insistent. She pushed it in slow, stretching me, filling me.

I moaned, loud, broken. She rocked it in time with her hand on my cock, stroking me from base to tip while she fucked me with the improvised toy. The dual sensation, fullness inside, friction outside, pushed me to the brink fast.

“Cum for me,” she breathed against my ear. “Cum knowing I could leave you like this, bent over your own kitchen counter, dripping, ruined, and never come back.”

The words tipped me. I came hard, spilling over her fist, body jerking as she milked every pulse. She kept the toy buried deep, drawing out the aftershocks until I was whimpering, oversensitive.

When she finally pulled out, I sagged against the island, breath ragged. She turned me gently, kissed me, soft this time, almost sweet.

“I have to go,” she said, stepping back. She tugged the T-shirt down, pointless, it still barely covered her, and grabbed her coat from the chair. “Paris calls.”

I watched her dress, efficient, graceful, then walk to the door. She paused, hand on the knob.

“Don’t do anything stupid while I’m gone,” she said, glancing back with that enigmatic smile. “Like fall in love. Or call your wife and confess. Either would ruin the fun.”

The door clicked shut behind her.

I stood there, half-naked, cum cooling on my stomach, kitchen smelling of sex and eggs, wondering how the hell I was supposed to go back to normal life after this; and knowing, deep down, that normal was already gone.

Throughout the day, I felt like a broken man, torturing myself with this madness. Every ache in my body, every faint burn mark, every bruise blooming purple on my skin, served as a reminder of how far I'd let things go. By noon, the low growl of Vivienne's Mercedes faded into the distance, tires crunching over gravel as she pulled away toward Paris. The house fell silent, too silent, the kind of quiet that presses in and amplifies every doubt.

I opened my laptop on the kitchen table, still cluttered with breakfast plates, and typed her name: Vivienne Durand.

What came up shocked me.

She wasn’t just any surgeon. She was a legend. Pages upon pages of glowing articles in French medical journals, Paris society magazines, even international outlets. "Renowned reconstructive surgeon saves child after catastrophic accident." "Vivienne Durand pioneers technique in facial reconstruction, hailed as miracle worker." Photos of her in scrubs, poised in operating theatres, or at charity galas, red hair pulled back, that same sharp smile, but softer in professional light. Colleagues praised her skill, her precision, her refusal to accept "impossible." Patients' families called her a saint. There was no scandal, no whisper of impropriety. Nothing but accolades.

Until page ten.

A single news article, buried deep in search results. Translated from French via a clunky browser tool, the headline read: "Maverick Detective Claims Paris Surgeon Linked to Grisly 'Sex Game' Murder – No Evidence, No Body."

I read it twice, heart thudding.

The detective, Inspector Laurent Moreau, described as "unconventional" and "obsessive", had publicly accused Vivienne of murdering her husband, Dr. Alain Durand, a respected cardiologist. The allegations were lurid: premeditated torture over ten hours in some hidden location, extreme sadomasochistic acts escalating to a fatal "final stroke." Moreau claimed a witness had come forward, an anonymous attendee at a private masked party, who described watching Vivienne perform "extreme surgical modifications" on her husband while others in attendance engaged in ritualistic violence, including beatings and killings among the guests. High-profile figures were supposedly present, including a powerful British businessman and his wife: Mark and Tamsin Shaw.

The problem, the article emphasised, was evidence. There was none. No body had ever been found, Alain Durand had simply vanished three years earlier during a weekend in the countryside. No crime scene. No forensic traces. The witness recanted shortly after, claiming confusion from drugs and alcohol. The case was dismissed as the ravings of a detective who'd lost perspective after too many unsolved files. Moreau was quietly reassigned; the story faded.

But the details stuck. Masked parties. Extreme surgery as foreplay. Torture disguised as consent. It echoed everything she'd done to me last night, the needles, the asphyxiation, the gleeful edge of death. I knew it had happened. Some part of me felt it in my bones.

I searched the names: Mark Shaw Tamsin Shaw.

Mark Shaw appeared first, prominent London financier, CEO of a private equity firm specializing in healthcare investments. Clean record, charitable donations, photos at galas with politicians and celebrities. Tamsin Shaw, his wife, was less visible, socialite, occasional patron of the arts. Then, deeper in results, a tabloid headline from five years ago: "Wife of Millionaire Businessman Arrested in Brutal BDSM 'Torture Party' in Shoreditch – Elite Guests Paid Thousands to 'Play'."

The article was sensational but sparse on details. Police raided a converted warehouse in London's East End after anonymous tips. Dozens detained, including Tamsin Shaw, accused of organising and participating in sessions where "willing participants" were bound, whipped, cut, and subjected to hours of pain for high fees. Millionaires and high-society figures allegedly paid to watch or join. No serious injuries reported, everyone claimed consent, but the raid uncovered equipment that skirted legality: surgical tools, restraints, even modified medical devices. Tamsin was released without charge after 48 hours; the case collapsed when participants invoked NDAs and refused to testify. The Shaws issued a statement calling it a "private gathering misconstrued by overzealous police." The story died quickly, buried under bigger headlines.

I sat back, laptop screen glaring. My coffee had gone cold. The pieces fit too neatly: masked elite parties, extreme play bleeding into something darker. The detective's theory, torture disguised as sex, murder as climax, mirrored what she'd done to me. The thrill of near-death, the rush of power. She'd admitted it, in whispers and smiles: "I don't do takebacks."

My hands shook as I closed the tabs. I should have felt relief, proof she was dangerous, that I needed to end this. Instead, a sick heat pooled in my gut. The same heat that had kept me hard while she pushed needles through my flesh, while she watched me suffocate with that cold, ecstatic grin.

I thought of Desi in London, fighting her own demons in a sterile clinic room. I'd sent her away to heal, to rebuild the walls around her addiction. And here I was, cracking open my own.

The house felt too big, too empty. I stood, paced to the window. Across the road, Vivienne's mansion sat dark and silent, gates closed like a mouth. No torches tonight. No parties. Just waiting.

I needed to know more. Needed to decide if this was madness I could walk away from, or madness I was already too deep inside to escape.

Still, something gnawed at me, something I felt I was missing. I just couldn’t place what. A little voice whispered that the answer was right in front of me, but try as I might, I couldn’t see it. All I could see was my obsession: the hot, dangerous redhead with the calculating eyes and the smile that promised ruin wrapped in silk.

Before I could even take a moment to clear my head, my phone pinged. Vivienne’s name flashed on the screen, even though I didn’t remember us exchanging numbers. The message was simple, almost casual:

I miss you already. Why don’t you come to Paris? Stay with me here? Must be far more fun than being alone in that old house?

Paris.

The word hung there, tempting. I could go. Book a flight, pack a bag, spend days (nights) lost in her apartment, her world, while she worked surgeries that saved lives by day and… whatever she did by night. She’d be gone during the hours, leaving me alone in her space. Free to snoop. To search. To understand who, or what, she really was.

I stared at the screen, thumb hovering over the keyboard. Then, almost without thinking, I typed a different name into the search bar first: Inspector Laurent Moreau.

And there he was.

The results weren’t as buried as the old article had suggested. A few professional profiles popped up, LinkedIn-style pages for active and retired French police officers. Laurent Moreau, former inspector with the Paris Judicial Police (Brigade Criminelle), now listed as retired since 2023. A sparse bio: 28 years of service, specialising in violent crimes and cold cases. No photo, but a contact form for “consulting inquiries.” Nothing dramatic. Nothing accusatory.

Deeper in, a couple of archived news snippets from French outlets, Le Parisien, Le Figaro, mentioned him in passing during the mid-2010s. “Inspector Moreau leads investigation into high-profile disappearance…” “Moreau’s theory dismissed due to lack of corroborating evidence…” The Durand case flickered in fragments: Alain Durand, cardiologist, vanished in 2020 during a weekend retreat in Provence. Wife Vivienne, prominent surgeon, cooperated fully. No foul play established. Case closed as voluntary disappearance or possible accident. Moreau had pushed hard for more, raids, interviews, but superiors shut it down. He’d been quietly sidelined afterward, reassigned to desk work before early retirement.

No smoking gun. No scandal big enough to make headlines beyond niche true-crime forums. Just the faint echo of a detective who’d believed too much in his own instincts.

I leaned back, rubbing my temples. The ache in my body pulsed in time with my heartbeat, reminders of needles, clamps, the bag over my head. Her voice in my ear: “I don’t do takebacks.”

My phone buzzed again. Another message from her: Train’s easy. Say yes, Keith. You know you want to.

I set the phone face-down. The kitchen still smelled faintly of sex and coffee. Across the road, her house sat dark, waiting like a predator in repose.

I thought of Desi, safe in London, hopefully rebuilding. I thought of the articles: the Shaws’ raid in Shoreditch, the masked parties, the detective’s wild claims. And Vivienne, saint by day, something else by night.

The missing piece still eluded me.

But Paris… Paris might have it. Answers. Or more questions. Or the end of whatever sanity I had left.

I picked up the phone again. Fingers trembling, I typed: Booking a train. See you soon.

Sent.

The reply came almost instantly: Good boy. Pack light. You won’t need much.

I stared at the words until the screen dimmed, then switched apps and opened the contact form on Inspector Laurent Moreau’s sparse professional page. My thumb hovered over the message field for a long moment.

Need to talk about Vivienne Durand. Might be in danger. In Paris from tomorrow morning.

I paused, pulse loud in my ears. Adding my phone number felt reckless, too easy for her to intercept, too easy for a ping to catch me off-guard if she ever got hold of my device. So I typed the email address that forwarded to my phone instead: a secondary Proton account I’d set up years ago for spam and forgotten logins. Notifications were silenced there; nothing would buzz at the wrong moment.

Send.

The little loading circle spun, then vanished. Message delivered. No confirmation. No reply. Just the quiet certainty that I’d dropped a stone into a very deep well.

I opened the SNCF app next. The earliest service Paris was tomorrow morning, too soon, too fast, but there was a late-afternoon TGV from Marseille that connected through Lyon. I could drive to Marseille tonight, catch the train, arrive in Paris by midnight. Close enough to feel impulsive, far enough to pretend I still had control.

Booked. Confirmation emailed. Done.

I shut the laptop with a soft click. The house felt colder suddenly, the silence heavier. Whatever came next, I was walking into it with my eyes open, and that scared me more than anything.

Provence in early February was quiet, too quiet. The lavender fields were bare brown earth, the tourists gone, the villages half-asleep. Mist clung to the hills in the mornings and the evenings turned sharp enough to bite through a coat. I drove with the heater on full, windows cracked just enough to let in the smell of woodsmoke and wet stone. Marseille was four hours away; Lyon another three after that. The TGV would do the rest.

I stopped once, just outside Aix, at a roadside aire. Coffee from a machine that tasted like burnt rubber. I sat on a bench under sodium lights, staring at my phone. No reply from Moreau. No new message from Vivienne. Just the confirmation email from SNCF: seat 42A, carriage 12, departing Marseille Saint-Charles at 19:47. Arrival Paris Gare de Lyon 23:12.

I refreshed my inbox again. Nothing.

The drive felt longer than it should have. Every tunnel, every stretch of autoroute flanked by dark pines, gave my mind too much room to wander. I kept seeing her face, those pale hazel eyes watching me fade under the plastic bag, the grin when the needle went through. Then softer moments: her laugh over breakfast, the way she’d kissed me like I was something precious right before promising to end me.

By the time I reached Marseille, the city lights were smudged with rain. I parked in the long-term lot, shouldered the duffel, and walked into Saint-Charles like a man heading to his own execution. The station smelled of diesel and wet concrete. Announcements echoed in French and broken English. I found a corner seat near platform 4, bought a bottle of water I didn’t drink, and waited.

The train slid in on time, sleek, silver, humming. I boarded, found my seat by the window, stowed the bag. The carriage was half-empty: a few business travelers tapping laptops, an elderly couple sharing headphones, a young woman asleep against the glass. No one looked twice at me. I was just another man in a dark coat, carrying too little luggage for a city break.

The train pulled out smoothly. Lights blurred past, orange sodium, then the black of open country. I stared at my reflection in the window, superimposed over the rushing dark. The bruises on my neck had faded to yellow-green. The burns on my chest itched under my shirt. I touched one absently, felt the raised edge of scab.

My phone vibrated once, low battery warning. I plugged it into the seat outlet, then opened email again.

Still nothing from Moreau.

A new message from Vivienne, though. Timestamped seventeen minutes ago. Platform D, Gare de Lyon. Midnight. Black coat, red scarf. Don’t be late. I hate waiting.

No emoji. No kiss. Just command. I stared at it until the screen timed out.

The train rocked gently. I leaned my head against the cool glass and closed my eyes. Paris was two hours away. Two hours to decide whether I was walking into answers, a trap, or both.

Two hours to pretend I still had a choice.

The carriage lights dimmed for the night run. Someone coughed softly behind me. The elderly couple murmured to each other in Provençal-accented French. I kept my eyes shut, breathing slow, trying to quiet the voice in my head that kept repeating the same four words.

You are missing something. Yes, damn you, I know I’m missing something, but what?


Six

I blinked as the sunlight hit my eyes, burning my retinas in ways I really didn’t like. In my half-dreamlike state, I struggled to work out where I was. High, ornate ceilings with delicate plasterwork, long cream curtains pooling on dark parquet floors, the faint scent of polished wood and expensive perfume. Very Parisian. Very Vivienne.

Then I saw the silver tray on the bedside table, the small mountain of cocaine we’d snorted last night, now a sad, powdery residue. Regret hit like a second hangover. My mouth tasted metallic; my head throbbed in time with my pulse. The sheets were tangled around my legs, still carrying her scent, jasmine, sweat, something darker.

“Good, you’re awake.” Her voice came from the doorway, cool and amused. “Michelle is bringing breakfast.”

Michelle. Right. The maid. I groaned as I pushed myself up on my elbows, every muscle protesting. “You’re pampering me.”

She was already dressed for the day: tailored beige skirt hugging her hips, crisp white silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to show the edge of black lace beneath, hair swept into a sleek chignon. She stood in front of the full-length mirror, struggling to fasten a small diamond stud in her ear. “I already ate, but feel free to make yourself at home. I need to go to work.”

“When will you be back?” I asked, voice rough from sleep and last night’s excesses.

“A little before six.” She leaned down, kissed me, soft at first, then deeper, her tongue brushing mine with lazy possession. She pulled back just as Michelle appeared in the doorway carrying a tray.

The maid, young, dark-haired, impeccable in the classic black-and-white uniform, set the tray across my lap with a small curtsey and disappeared without a word.

Vivienne straightened, smoothing her skirt. “You’ll still be here, I hope?”

“Of course.” I managed a smile. “How are you still able to operate after that much cocaine?”

“I’ll be fine. Coke never bothered me.” She glanced at the tray, then back at me. “I didn’t drink last night, unlike someone.”

“You gave me that whiskey.”

“Hmm…” She sang the sound, kissed me again, harder this time, clearly getting aroused, then bit down on my lower lip, sharp enough to sting. She held it for a second, growling low in her throat before releasing me. “I need to go! Don’t get me wet!”

She jumped up, gave a little wave from the bedroom door, “Don’t snoop”, and was gone.

I stared at the closed door, lip throbbing, cock stirring despite the headache. Cameras. She had to have them. Everywhere.

I ate well. Croissants still warm, perfect scrambled eggs, fresh orange juice, coffee strong enough to wake the dead. I needed the fuel. Today I had a plan.

The email from Moreau sat in my inbox like a live wire: Meet me on a bench near the Medici Fountain in Jardin du Luxembourg, 11:00 tomorrow. Come alone. Sit and read a newspaper.

It was Monday. Eight-fifteen now. I had time.

I showered, hot water sluicing away the sweat and cocaine residue, then dressed simply: dark jeans, black sweater, coat. No need to look like I was trying too hard. I wandered the apartment instead of bolting straight out. If she was watching, I wanted it to look natural, bored, restless, killing time.

The place was vast. Three storeys of Haussmann elegance: high ceilings, herringbone floors, tall windows overlooking a quiet courtyard. I drifted through the library first, floor-to-ceiling shelves packed with medical journals, surgical textbooks, a few leather-bound classics. Then the BDSM section: well-thumbed volumes on female domination, power exchange, pain play. A complete set of the Marquis de Sade. I flicked through one, Justine, the pages marked with small, precise underlines. I put it back, sighed, tapped my hips as if restless.

“I’m going out,” I called to the empty hallway at ten-fifteen. No reply. The staff probably didn’t care. But it helped sell the performance.

I left the building before ten-thirty, locking the door behind me with the spare key she’d left on the hall table. The building’s concierge nodded politely as I passed. Outside, the February air was crisp, carrying the faint smell of rain. I walked slowly toward the Seine, then cut left toward the Luxembourg Gardens. No need to rush; arriving early gave me time to watch my back.

The streets were quiet, locals hurrying to work, a few delivery bikes weaving through traffic. I kept my pace casual, eyes scanning reflections in shop windows, checking for anyone lingering too long. Nothing obvious. No black Mercedes idling at corners. No red hair catching the light.

Jardin du Luxembourg was only a twenty-minute walk. I arrived at ten-forty-five, bought a copy of Le Monde from a kiosk near the entrance, and wandered in.

The gardens were subdued in winter: bare plane trees, gravel paths crunching underfoot, the Medici Fountain quiet and half-frozen. A few joggers, dog walkers, elderly Parisians on benches. I found a spot near the fountain, close enough to see the approach from Rue de Médicis, far enough to look casual, and sat. Opened the newspaper. Pretended to read.

My eyes flicked up every few seconds. A man in a grey coat walked past twice, too deliberate? No, he was on his phone. A woman with a small dog paused to adjust her scarf, normal. No one lingered.

At eleven sharp, a figure approached from the east path: mid-sixties, lean, grey hair cropped close, dark overcoat, scarf knotted tightly. He carried a folded newspaper under his arm, moved with the deliberate economy of someone who’d spent decades watching people without being watched.

He sat on the bench two down from mine, close enough to speak quietly, far enough to look unrelated. Opened his paper. Glanced my way once, brief, assessing.

I folded my own paper, stood, walked over slowly, sat beside him.

“Inspector Moreau?” I asked, voice low.

He didn’t look up. “You’re the Englishman.”

“Yes.”

He turned a page. “You said you might be in danger.”

“I think I am.”

A long silence. Then, quietly: “Vivienne Durand?”

I nodded.

He exhaled through his nose. “Then you’re smarter than most of the men who’ve crossed her path.” He finally looked at me, sharp blue eyes, tired but alert. “Tell me everything. Start from the beginning. And don’t leave anything out.”

I told him everything so far, down to the finest, most embarrassing details, the needles, the bag over my head, the way she watched me fade with that cold, ecstatic grin, the cocaine, the whiskey, the way my body betrayed me every time she pushed further. If any of it shocked him, he didn’t show it. He sat perfectly still on the bench, coat collar turned up against the February chill, eyes fixed somewhere in the middle distance across the Medici Fountain, listening as though he were taking mental dictation.

When I finished, the silence stretched long enough for me to hear the distant laughter of children near the playground and the soft crunch of gravel under someone’s shoes.

“It sounds to me you have already reached your conclusion about this woman,” he said at last, shrugging in that quintessentially French way, shoulders rising, palms turning upward, a gesture that managed to convey both resignation and faint amusement. “So why come to me? Why not leave while you still can?”

“Because I’m missing something.” I rubbed my hands together against the cold. “It’s been gnawing at me since I woke up this morning. Even if I walk away right now, she’d find a way to insert herself back into my life. She already has my number. She knows where I live. She knows… everything.”

Moreau exhaled through his nose, a short, dry sound that might have been a laugh or a sigh. “That sounds like an addiction. And one you must deal with.”

Addiction.

The word landed like a dropped coin in still water. Ripples spread outward.

“Addiction… addiction…” I muttered, clicking my fingers as the connection finally clicked into place. “Why did you use that word?”

He turned for the first time and looked directly at me. Sharp blue eyes, tired but piercing, the kind that had spent decades reading people who lied for a living. “Why don’t you tell me why that word bothers you so much?”

“Because my wife, Desi, is a sex addict.” The admission tasted bitter, but I pushed on. “Vivienne brought it all back in one night. One dinner. One conversation. Desi was different the moment she walked out of that house. I didn’t even see it happen.”

Moreau licked his lips, intrigued now. He leaned forward slightly, elbows on knees, newspaper forgotten across his lap. “It is possible for one drink to return an alcoholic to bad habits. One trigger. One enabler. But something tells me this is not the case.” He paused, studying my face. “Mr. Bishop, I used the word addiction because your own behaviour shows every sign of it. But now… something else comes to mind. Have you heard of a lady called Tamsin Shaw?”

My muscles tensed involuntarily. He saw it.

“I can see that you have.” His voice dropped lower, almost conspiratorial. “Tamsin Shaw was arrested at a hardcore event in London, Shoreditch, five years ago. A converted warehouse. Millionaires paid thousands to watch or participate in sessions that crossed every line: lips sewn shut, testicles stapled, breasts reshaped with surgical inserts while the subjects were awake. It was like a horror show masquerading as kink.”

I swallowed. “I read about it.”

“You read the public version.” Moreau’s eyes never left mine. “I am led to believe Vivienne Durand was not only a visitor that night, but a co-organiser. She was never arrested, of course. Never appeared on any warrant sheet. But I know she was in London that weekend. Flight records. Hotel booking under an alias. A remarkable coincidence, no?”

He let that sit for a moment.

“At that party, gruesome things took place. People’s bodies used as canvases for pain and modification. There was a man tied to a surgical table, instruments laid out beside him. The plan, according to the witness, was to perform extreme, live surgery on him. Awake. Conscious. A public demonstration of power. Then… the final cut.”

My stomach turned. “The police raided the place.”

“Yes. But how did they get the tip-off?” Moreau leaned closer, voice barely above a whisper. “A young woman came running into a Shoreditch police station at one in the morning. Hysterical. Claiming she had almost been a participant. She said she’d been invited by a friend, that things had gone too far. The friend who brought her told the officers the girl had a sex addiction problem, couldn’t be held accountable for her own actions. The raid happened within the hour. The party was shut down before the surgery could begin.”

The world tilted.

Desi.

The Shoreditch party, the one that ended her spiral, the one she’d reported, was ended by her. But the timeline…

“That was before I met her,” I said slowly. “Years before Durand’s husband went missing.”

Moreau smiled, thin, mirthless. “And how long do you think I have been investigating Vivienne Durand?”

The question hung between us like smoke.

“I have followed her for nearly twelve years,” he continued. “Since the first disappearance. A young man from a techno club in Berlin. Then another in Amsterdam. Then Alain Durand, her own husband. Tens of people, perhaps more. All of them ‘willing participants’ at first. All of them vanished after nights that began with masks, champagne, and promises of ecstasy. All of them connected, in some way, to her circle.”

He paused, letting the weight settle.

“She is incredibly intelligent. Beautiful. Beyond criminally insane. And she has more friends than you can imagine. The case against Tamsin Shaw? Dismissed because Durand made phone calls. My retirement from the force? Organised by Durand, or people who owe her favours.”

I stared at him. “So that’s it? You’re leaving?”

He stood, folding his newspaper with precise movements. “I am an old man with no friends. A disgrace to the force. What can I do?”

“You have no interest in fixing this? In bringing her down?”

“I have three daughters,” he said quietly, “and seven grandchildren.” The words carried the full weight of a life already compromised. “Goodbye, Mr. Bishop. I wish you a great deal of luck.”

He walked away without looking back, coat flapping in the wind, footsteps steady on the gravel path. I watched until he disappeared behind a row of bare plane trees. The gardens suddenly felt too open. Every passer-by looked like a potential watcher. Every rustle of leaves sounded like footsteps behind me.

I sat there another ten minutes, newspaper forgotten in my lap, heart hammering.

Desi had almost been one of them. Desi had stopped one of them. And Vivienne, clever, patient Vivienne, had never forgotten.

The missing piece clicked into place with brutal clarity. She hadn’t just reawakened Desi’s addiction out of boredom or lust. She’d done it to punish her, to pull her back into the circle, to finish what the Shoreditch raid had interrupted. And I, fool that I was, had delivered Desi straight back into her sights.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled it out with shaking fingers. Vivienne.

Where are you, darling? Lunch break soon. Come meet me at the hospital. I want to show you something.

The message ended with a single red heart emoji. I stared at it until the screen went dark. Then I stood. The Medici Fountain glittered coldly in the winter light.

I walked toward the exit, fast, head down, pulse roaring in my ears.

I had two choices. Run. Or go to her hospital and see what “something” she wanted to show me.

The rational part of me screamed to buy a ticket back to Provence. Burn the house. Disappear. Pack the duffel, catch the first TGV south, vanish into the hills before she noticed the empty apartment. Every instinct honed by fear and survival shrieked that staying was suicide, that every second I lingered in her orbit tightened the noose.

But the other part, the quieter, darker part, still felt the ghost of needles sliding through skin, clamps biting down, her teeth on my lip drawing blood while she whispered promises of death. That part remembered how the pain had twisted into something electric, how the fear had sharpened every sensation until the world burned brighter than it ever had before. That part whispered: Just one more look. Just see what she wants to show you. You can still walk away after.

I kept walking toward the métro.

My thumb hovered over the screen for three heartbeats before I typed: Where?

The reply arrived before I reached the stairs: Hôpital Cochin. Main entrance. 13:15. Don’t be late, darling.

I descended into the tiled tunnel, the familiar rumble of trains vibrating through the soles of my shoes. The platform smelled of metal and damp concrete. I boarded the first southbound Line 4 train, found a seat near the door, and stared at my reflection in the window as the carriage lurched forward.

I expected the revelation from Moreau, the Shoreditch connection, Desi’s role in the raid, Vivienne’s long game, to settle something inside me. To give me clarity. Relief. Instead the weight only pressed harder. There was still a missing piece, a shadow at the edge of my vision I couldn’t quite name. It itched like a half-healed burn.

I thought about Desi, poor Desi, how I’d dragged her into this, convinced her to move to France. Well, I didn’t drag her. I chuckled under my breath, remembering the night she’d told me about her father’s villa in the Luberon, the way her eyes lit up describing summer evenings on the terrace, cicadas screaming, rosé cold from the cave. I’d been so jealous, coming from a cramped semi in Croydon, holidays meant caravans in Devon if we were lucky.

“We should visit there someday,” I’d said, half-joking.

“Gosh, my dream is to live there someday.” She’d laughed, laying her head on my chest, sighing like she could already smell the lavender. “You’d love it. The light. The quiet.”

I smiled again as the metro carriage rattled through the tunnel. “Yeah, if we win the lottery!”

“Well, Daddy’s sick. I’ll inherit his money someday. How about we look for a place in France?”

My smile began to fade a little. It… it had been my idea, hadn’t it?

Still, we’d spent ages searching, not just Provence. Linda had been the one who’d first suggested it, hadn’t she? During that group chat when we were all drunk on cheap wine, Linda typing: Provence is stunning this time of year. You two should look there. Cheaper than Paris, prettier than the coast. Definitely Linda. And yet…

I pulled out my phone. Typed to Linda: Was it you who suggested Provence?

The message sat on delivered but unread. I closed my eyes, replaying the memory: Desi standing over my shoulder while I scrolled property sites on the laptop. “That one looks nice…” she’d said, pointing at the screen. “Did you find that?”

“Yeah, looks cool.” I hadn’t. It was a random listing, three down on the search criteria she’d entered herself.

The phone pinged.

Sorry! Desi put me up to it. Said you wouldn’t want to spend the money unless you heard it from your friends. Don’t tell her I told you!

The smile vanished from my face.

The train slowed for Saint-Michel Notre-Dame. Doors hissed open. I stayed seated, staring at the message until the carriage lurched forward again.

Every expensive property Desi had sent me, too rich, too grand, had been deliberate. She’d known I’d push back, search on my own, find Rochebrune. The house across from Vivienne’s. The perfect perch to watch, to wait, to draw me in.

The escalator carried me upward toward the hospital exit. My legs felt leaden, each step heavier than the last. The rational voice was still screaming, turn around, buy the ticket, run, but it sounded thinner now, drowned out by the slow, sick certainty settling in my gut.

As the escalator crested, I saw her.

Vivienne waited in front of the glass doors, white coat open over her skirt and blouse, red hair catching the pale winter sun. She smiled, warm, welcoming, the same smile she’d given me over breakfast.

And then, from behind a thick pillar, Desi stepped out.

Tight black leather skirt forcing small, deliberate steps. High boots. Hair loose and dark. That smirk, sharp, knowing, said she’d never been in London at all. She’d been over the road the whole time. Watching. Waiting.

“You’ve been busy,” Vivienne said, voice light, amused, as Desi closed the distance.

My wife leaned in to kiss me. I kept my lips sealed. She pulled back, feigning hurt. “Not happy to see me, darling?”

“This whole time?” I whispered, voice cracking. “This whole time I was a pawn in some game?”

Desi laughed, soft, delighted, and shook her head. “Do you know how hard it was to pretend to be a cured sex addict?”

“But why?” The word tore out of me.

Vivienne stepped closer, kissed me, slow, possessive, then murmured against my mouth: “Mark Shaw.”

She pulled back just enough to meet my eyes.

“He was my financier for a long time. Tamsin knew nothing about the parties, but Mark… he was getting sloppy. Costing me business. My friends were frustrated. I was asked to deal with him, but killing him outright would raise too many questions. So when Mark arranged the Shoreditch party, I arranged for a colleague to bring Tamsin along. I needed him to see I could reach his love, too. With Tamsin watching in horror, I had my good friend Bogdan take care of the rest.”

It clicked, sickeningly clear.

Desi hadn’t gone to the police because a friend dragged her there. It was staged. The “sex addiction” excuse, the recanting witness, the raid just in time to stop the surgery, it was all a performance. Desi had played her part perfectly. The innocent girl who almost got in too deep. The addict who couldn’t be trusted. The perfect cover.

“And me?” My voice sounded distant, hollow.

“My project,” Desi sang, stroking my cheek with the back of her fingers. “Vivienne’s been mentoring me.”

I inhaled sharply, fighting the burn behind my eyes. “Why now? I could leave.”

“You can’t leave.” Desi’s touch turned gentle, almost loving. “I’m sorry, but you can’t.”

Vivienne held up her phone. The screen glowed with a video thumbnail: a black car accelerating on a rain-slick Paris street. The clip played silently, impact, body tumbling, the car speeding away. Inspector Laurent Moreau, mid-sixties, grey coat flapping, crumpled on wet asphalt.

“That was silly of you,” Vivienne said softly, “looking for him.”

“You followed me?”

“Your computer at home,” Desi answered. “I checked it the moment you left. We knew you were meeting him. We just needed to know when.”

“How?” The word came out as a gasp.

Vivienne smiled, slow, radiant. “I have a camera in the canopy of my bed.” She leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “I like to rewatch some of my playtime.”

The escalator’s hum faded. The hospital entrance loomed behind them. People moved past us, doctors in scrubs, visitors with flowers, none of them noticing the three of us frozen in place.

Desi slipped her hand into mine. Vivienne took the other. They walked me forward, between them, smiles perfect, eyes glittering with shared triumph. And in that moment the last piece fell into place, not with a click, but with a slow, crushing weight. I hadn’t walked into the trap. I’d been born into it, and there was no way out.

“What now?” I asked as we walked into the hospital cafeteria.

The place was bright and sterile, white walls, fluorescent lights, the low hum of conversation and the clatter of trays. Nurses in scrubs lined up at the counter; a few visitors sat at small round tables with paper cups of coffee. Normal. Ordinary. It made the three of us feel like intruders.

“Now, darling,” Desi said, linking her arm through mine with casual possession, “we enjoy Paris. We enjoy Vivienne’s company. We have a lovely week, sightseeing, good food, better sex, then we travel home, where you will cook dinner, you will clean the house, and you will serve me, while I enjoy playing with other men and women.”

Vivienne walked on my other side, white coat open over her skirt and blouse, red hair catching the harsh light. She smiled, warm, almost gentle, as if Desi had just suggested a weekend in the countryside.

“This Friday is a play party,” Vivienne continued, voice low and smooth. “You’re welcome to come. Join. Watch. Take part if you want. Or you can stay at home and wait for your wife to come back to bed with you, warm, satisfied, smelling of someone else.”

The words landed like slow punches. I stopped walking. They stopped with me, turning to face me in the middle of the aisle.

“Why?” I asked Desi, voice cracking on the single word. “Why keep me? Why not just do it?”

Desi tilted her head, confused. “Do what, darling?”

“Kill me!” It came out louder than I intended. Heads turned, two nurses at a nearby table, an elderly man with a walker. I lowered my voice, but the tremor stayed. “Get it over with.”

Vivienne waved a hand dismissively, murmuring something in rapid French to a passing orderly who’d glanced over, il est mélodramatique, I caught, then smiled at me like I’d told a mildly amusing joke. “Darling, I’m not going to kill you,” Desi said, giggling softly. She reached up, brushed a thumb across my cheek. “I’m going to keep you. As my slave. My submissive. My toy. Until you’re ready to join me.”

“Join you?” The words tasted like ash.

“Yes. At the party.”

“Where you’ll kill me?” My voice was flat now, resigned.

Desi took both my hands, squeezing gently. “I promise,” she said, eyes locked on mine, “I will not kill you.”

“You promise.”

“I swear on my life.”

I inhaled, long, shaky. The cafeteria noise faded to a dull roar in my ears. “Is there any chance of love?” I asked.

She looked at me with that queer, almost puzzled expression again, like the question was sweet but slightly absurd. Then she smiled, soft and slow.

“You can fuck me and Vivienne whenever you like,” she said. “No chastity cage. Nothing to stop you. Take us both whenever you want, I promise. We’re sexual beings, and I want to fuck you. I just want the freedom to play too. And I want to boss you around some. But in bed together? We’ll be equals. You can even spank me.” She giggled again, light and teasing. “If you’re good.”

It was hard to argue with.

Sure, Vivienne was dangerous, beautifully, terrifyingly insane. And Desi… Desi had become something else entirely. But they were offering me a place. A role. Safety, in the strangest possible way. Safer, maybe, than running and signing my own death warrant by disappearing. For now.

“Last question,” I said quietly. “Have you ever loved me?”

Desi’s smile softened. She squeezed my hands again.

It was Vivienne who answered first.

“I discovered my feelings for you this weekend,” she said, voice low, almost intimate. “Desi told me, spend time with him, and you’ll see. It’s hard not to fall for you.”

I looked at Desi directly. “So you do love me?”

“I do.” She smiled, and for a moment, just a heartbeat, I saw a glint of something honest behind the smirk. Something real. Something that might have been there all along, buried under layers of performance and calculation.

It wasn’t much, but in that moment, with the cafeteria lights buzzing overhead and the smell of institutional coffee in the air, it was enough. I hoped. I nodded once, slow, final.

Desi leaned in and kissed me properly this time. I let her. Vivienne watched, smiling, then slipped her arm through mine on the other side.

“Come,” Vivienne said. “Lunch is on me. Then we’ll show you the rest of the city.”

We walked toward the counter together, three people in a crowded room, looking for all the world like a happy couple and their friend.

No one stared. No one screamed. No one knew.

And as Desi’s hand tightened in mine and Vivienne’s perfume wrapped around me again, I realised the truly terrifying thing; I wasn’t sure I wanted them to.


Seven

The next few days were actually… really nice.

Paris in felt softer than it had any right to. The cold kept the tourists away; the streets belonged to locals hurrying past with scarves and paper bags from boulangeries. We walked arm-in-arm-in-arm, me in the middle, along the Seine at dusk, watched the lights come on across Notre-Dame, drank mulled wine at a tiny bistro near Saint-Germain, laughed over escargot and too much Bordeaux. Vivienne knew every hidden corner: a bookstore with creaking floors and rare medical texts, a chocolatier who made truffles laced with chili, a rooftop bar that overlooked the city like a private kingdom.

In the evenings we fucked.

Not the frenzied, near-death edge-play of that first night, nothing that left me gasping for air or bleeding, but intense, deliberate, almost tender. Strap-ons, yes, Vivienne’s favourite black silicone one, thick and curved, which she wielded with surgical precision while Desi rode my face and whispered filthy encouragements. Pain, too: nipple clamps tightened just enough to sting, a riding crop across my thighs that left red stripes I could trace in the mirror later. But they never pushed past the line. Never made me fear for my life. It was controlled. Consensual. Addictive.

I hated how much I craved it.

Every morning I woke between them, Vivienne on my left, Desi on my right, limbs tangled, skin warm, their breathing soft against my neck. They kissed me awake, fed me croissants in bed, teased me until I begged. It felt dangerously close to happiness. And that terrified me more than the needles ever had.

Then Wednesday evening arrived, the night before Desi and I were meant to travel home.

We were in Vivienne’s apartment, sprawled across the wide velvet sofa in the salon. Fire crackling. Wineglasses half-empty. Desi’s head in my lap; Vivienne’s long legs draped over mine. The conversation had drifted, art, food, the best arrondissement for late-night falafel, until Vivienne set her glass down and looked at me with that calm, predatory focus.

“Tomorrow you go back to Rochebrune,” she said. “But Friday… Friday is the play party.”

Desi lifted her head, smiling lazily. “You should come.”

I tensed. “I…don’t think so. But tell me about them.”

Vivienne nodded. “Every guest with a pink wristband is available for sex with anyone. They cannot say no. Every orifice is open, man, woman, or other.” She traced a fingertip along my thigh as she spoke, casual, almost absent. “Red means they can be hurt. Beaten. Whipped. Black marks denote severity, how far is too far. Anything serious happens in rooms that can be cleaned.”

My mouth went dry. “And the sacrifice?”

The women exchanged a glance, quick, amused, conspiratorial, then Vivienne leaned in and kissed me, slow and deep, tasting of red wine and certainty.

“There’s no sacrifice, baby,” she murmured against my lips. “Just fun. And pain.” She pulled back enough to meet my eyes. “You should come. I can get you a special red wristband. Almost black.”

Desi giggled, sliding a hand under my shirt to toy with one of the fading clamp marks on my chest. “Full body modification.”

“No,” I hissed, but the word lacked conviction. My cock twitched against Desi’s thigh; she felt it, pressed closer.

“Think about it,” Vivienne purred, kissing my neck now, teeth grazing the skin just below my ear. “We could remake you. Piece by piece. You’d be beautiful. And you’d belong to us completely.”

I swallowed hard. “I… I need to think.”

“Of course.” Vivienne stood gracefully, stretched like a cat. “It is the day after tomorrow. Plenty of time.”

Desi kissed me next, soft, almost sweet. “Whatever you decide, darling. No pressure.”

But there was pressure. It lived in the air between us, in the way their hands lingered, in the promise and threat woven into every touch.

Thursday morning we packed. Desi chattered about benign things the entire drive to Gare de Lyon, new curtains for the living room, whether we should repaint the kitchen, how nice it would be to have fresh lavender in the house again. She sounded exactly like the woman I’d married. Like nothing had changed.

We stopped at a Monoprix on the way home from the station in Marseille. Grocery shopped like a normal married couple, pasta, tomatoes, wine, bread. Desi teased me about buying too much cheese; I teased her back about the chocolate bars. For forty-five minutes I could almost pretend.

Then we pulled into Rochebrune.

The house looked the same, grey stone, climbing roses dormant in winter, the familiar creak of the gate. But when we stepped inside, everything shifted.

On our bed lay a silky pink outfit: French maid’s uniform, short pink skirt with white frills, matching apron, pink satin lingerie folded neatly beside it. Stockings. Heels. A choker with a tiny silver bell.

I opened my wardrobe. All my clothes were gone, replaced by silky camisoles, lace panties, corsets, dresses, everything feminine, slutty, delicate. No jeans. No shirts. No boxers.

Desi stood in the doorway, arms folded, watching me.

“Get changed, darling.”

I gulped. Nodded. Sighed. I knew there was no way out, not tonight, not like this. But when I stripped and reached for the lingerie, she stopped me.

“Go shower first. We need to get this hair off you.”

Twenty minutes later I sat at her makeup table, naked except for a towel, opened her makeup case, and began.

“Drag, not passable,” she instructed. “Heavy. Obvious. You’re not trying to convince anyone you’re a woman. You’re showing them you’re mine.”

Foundation. Contour. Smoky eyes. Bright pink lipstick. False lashes. She talked me through every step, patient, encouraging, like a big sister teaching her little brother to ride a bike.

When she finished, I stared at the reflection: painted, feminised, ridiculous. Humiliated. And hard.

Desi kissed the top of my head. “Perfect.”

She helped me into the lingerie, pink satin bra and panties so big, silky and lacy, they shouldn’t have been as sexy as they were, then the maid dress. The skirt was obscenely short; every movement flashed lace. The bell on the choker jingled softly.

She stepped back, admired her work.

“From now on,” she said, voice sweet but steel-edged, “this is how you dress at home. You cook. You clean. You serve. And when I want you, you spread. When I bring someone else home, you watch. Or join. Or wait in the corner with your hands behind your back. Understood?”

I nodded, mute, trembling. She cupped my chin, lifted my face to hers.

“You’re safe,” she whispered. “I promised. Just… surrender.”

I wanted to believe her. God help me, part of me already did.

The bell jingled again as I stood, soft, mocking, a tiny sound that echoed louder in my head than it should have. Desi smiled, bright, beautiful, terrifying, her eyes sparkling with that mix of affection and ownership I was starting to recognize as her default expression now.

“Dinner won’t cook itself, darling.”

I turned toward the door, legs heavy, the satin of the panties sliding against my skin with every step. The maid dress swished around my thighs; the stockings whispered. I felt ridiculous. Exposed. Owned.

And then I stopped.

Something she’d said earlier replayed in my mind, clear as a bell of its own: You can fuck me and Vivienne whenever you like. No chastity cage. Nothing to stop you. Take us both whenever you want, I promise.

A test.

I needed to know if it was real. If the leash had any give at all.

I turned back.

Desi was still watching me, one eyebrow lifted in mild curiosity, as though she could already read my intention.

I stepped close, close enough to smell her perfume, the same one she’d worn since we met, now layered with something darker, more deliberate. My hand slid to the back of her neck, fingers threading into her hair. I pulled her in hard and kissed her, aggressively, without asking, without hesitation. No gentle prelude. Just hunger and demand.

She kissed back instantly, mouth opening, tongue meeting mine with equal force, a low hum of approval vibrating between us. No resistance. No reprimand. Just heat.

My other hand dropped between her legs. The leather skirt was tight; I had to bunch it up around her hips to reach her. No panties. Of course. My fingers found her slick and ready, already swollen, already wanting. She moaned into my mouth, hips tilting forward to give me better access.

I didn’t wait for permission.

I pulled back just long enough to free my cock, hard despite everything, straining against the satin confines, then pushed her backward onto the bed. She went willingly, laughing softly as she fell, legs parting, skirt rucked up to her waist. I climbed over her, lined myself up, and thrust in deep, one long, forceful stroke that buried me to the hilt.

Desi gasped, sharp, delighted, then smiled up at me, eyes half-lidded, wicked. “There he is,” she breathed. “My good boy taking what he wants.”

I fucked her hard, harder than I ever had before we came to France. No tenderness. No asking if it was okay. Just raw need, hips snapping, bed creaking under us. She wrapped her legs around my waist, heels digging into my ass, urging me deeper. Her nails raked down my back through the thin fabric of the dress; I hissed at the sting but didn’t slow.

She was telling the truth.

No pushback. No punishment. She arched under me, moaning my name, clenching around me like she’d been waiting for this exact moment. When she came, sudden, shuddering, crying out, I followed almost immediately, spilling inside her with a groan that sounded more like surrender than release.

We lay there afterward, breathing hard. Her fingers traced lazy circles on my chest, over the fading clamp marks, the burns.

“See?” she whispered, kissing my jaw. “Whenever you want. However you want. I meant it.”

I stared at the ceiling, heart still hammering; it should have felt like power, like a small victory, instead it felt like the final knot tightening; because if she’d give me this, if she’d let me take her without consequence, then the real chains weren’t physical at all, they were deeper, and I was already wearing them.

The bell on my choker jingled again as I finally rolled off her. Desi stretched, catlike, satisfied.

“Now,” she said, voice sweet again, “go make dinner, darling. You’ve earned it.”

I stood and adjusted the skirt; tugged at the hem, pointless, it still barely covered anything, and walked to the kitchen. The bell jingled with every step, a tiny, constant reminder. I wasn’t just her husband anymore; I was her toy; and the worst part of it was part of me was already learning to love the sound.

That evening, I discovered that being a woman, or at least performing one, took work.

Removing makeup was almost as tedious as applying it: cotton pads soaked in micellar water, gentle circles around the eyes until the black liner and mascara dissolved into grey smears. Then the cleanser, the toner, the moisturizer Desi insisted on slathering across my freshly shaved face and body. “You’ll thank me when you don’t break out,” she said, kissing the tip of my nose like I was a pet she was particularly fond of.

Shaving came next. Legs again, because apparently once wasn’t enough, underarms, chest, the sensitive skin around my groin. She supervised, perched on the edge of the tub, directing the razor with clinical precision. “Slow. No nicks. You’re not in a rush, darling.” Afterward came the lotion, thick, scented with vanilla and something faintly floral. Her hands smoothed it over every inch, lingering on the places that made me twitch. The ritual felt intimate, almost caring. That was the worst part: how easy it was to mistake control for tenderness.

To bed, she gave me a cute pink satin babydoll nightie, short, sheer in places, trimmed with lace that tickled my thighs. I wanted to hate it. Wanted to rip it off and burn it. But when I slipped it over my head, the fabric whispered against my skin like cool water. It was one of the most comfortable things I’d ever worn, light, slippery, barely there. What I hated wasn’t the feel. It was what it represented. My freedom, or the absolute lack of it.

We fucked again that night.

She started slow, kissing me deep while her fingers teased under the nightie, circling my nipples until they hardened painfully. Then she pushed me onto my back, straddled my hips, and rode me with lazy rolls of her pelvis, drawing it out until I was begging. When she came, head thrown back, nails digging into my shoulders, I followed, spilling inside her with a groan that sounded too much like surrender.

She didn’t let me rest.

She reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out the strap-on, the black silicone one she favoured, thick and ridged. She buckled it on with practiced ease, the harness framing her hips. “On your knees, darling,” she said, voice soft but unyielding.

I obeyed.

She lubed me generously, cool gel, her fingers working me open with patient cruelty, then pressed the head against me. Slow at first. Then deeper. I gasped as she filled me, the stretch burning in that familiar, addictive way. She fucked me steadily, long strokes that hit that spot inside until my cock leaked against the satin. Her hands gripped my hips, nails leaving crescent marks. “You take it so well,” she murmured, leaning over me, breasts brushing my back. “My pretty little toy.”

The rhythm built, faster, harder, until I was moaning into the pillow, hips pushing back to meet her. When she reached around to stroke me in time with her thrusts, I came again, shuddering, spilling across the sheets, while she fucked me through it, drawing out every aftershock until I was trembling and oversensitive.

She pulled out gently, kissed the back of my neck, then rolled me onto my back.

Her eyes were bright. Hungry.

“It’s time,” she said.

She reached into the drawer again, disinfectant wipes, a small sterile pack of needles, curved bars gleaming in the lamplight. My stomach dropped.

“Desi…”

“Shh.” She wiped my nipples with alcohol, the cold sting making me hiss. “You’ll like this. Trust me.”

The first needle went through fast, sharp, searing. I cried out, back arching off the bed. She moaned, low, aroused, watching my face with rapt attention. “So beautiful when you scream,” she whispered, sliding the bar through the fresh piercing, securing it with a tiny ball on each end. The metal felt foreign, heavy, tugging with every breath.

The second nipple followed. Same burn. Same scream. Same moan from her.

Then the ears. The lobes were quick, sharp pricks, the tug of the needle, the cold slide of gold hoops. Manageable. Almost routine.

The helix was worse. She held my ear steady, pressed the needle against the cartilage. “Deep breath, darling.”

The pain was white-hot, grinding, like someone had driven a nail through bone. I bucked, gasped, tears springing to my eyes. She threaded a curved bar through, fastened it, then kissed the shell of my ear, soft, soothing, as though she hadn’t just caused the agony.

“Almost done,” she promised.

The navel came last.

She pushed me flat again, wiped the skin below my ribcage. The needle pressed in, slow this time, deliberate. The pain was deep, visceral, radiating outward in waves that made my vision blur. I cried out, raw, broken, and she moaned again, louder this time, thighs pressing together as though the sound alone was enough to get her off.

When the bar was in place, dangling, glittering, she leaned down and licked the tiny bead of blood that welled up, tongue warm and wet against the fresh wound.

“There,” she whispered, kissing the piercing. “Perfect.”

I lay there panting, body trembling, every new piece of metal tugging with its own pulse. The nightie clung to my sweat-damp skin. The bell on the choker jingled faintly with each ragged breath.

Desi curled beside me, head on my chest, fingers tracing the new bars.

“You’re so pretty like this,” she murmured. “My perfect little doll.”

I stared at the ceiling, chest rising and falling.

The rational part of me was still screaming, quietly now, almost resigned; but the other part, the one that had come harder than ever while she pierced me, while she claimed me piece by piece, was louder.

Friday was busy for me, endless, humiliating busy.

I scrubbed floors on my hands and knees until my palms were red, the pink satin maid dress riding up with every movement, the bell on my choker jingling like a taunt. I vacuumed, dusted, polished silverware I didn’t even know we owned. I cooked, coq au vin from scratch because Desi “felt French tonight”, while she drifted through the house in a silk robe, humming, laying out her outfit for the evening like a general preparing for battle.

Black lace lingerie, crotchless panties, garter belt, balconette bra that pushed her breasts up like an offering. Then the dress: deep emerald silk, clinging to every curve, slit high enough to show stocking tops when she walked. She looked like sin wrapped in luxury. And the darkness in her eyes, the way she watched me scrub while she sipped wine, made her even sexier. Dangerous. Magnetic. I hated how my body still responded, how the satin panties strained every time she bent over to adjust a heel or trail a finger down my spine as she passed.

At five o’clock the doorbell rang.

I smoothed the dress, pointless, it still barely covered anything, and opened the door.

Vivienne stood there in a red silk minidress that looked painted on, short enough to be scandalous, low enough to show the swell of her breasts, the fabric shimmering like liquid fire in the porch light. Her red hair was loose, wild, lips painted the same crimson as the dress. She lit up when she saw me, genuine delight flashing across her face.

“You look so pretty!” she gushed, clapping her hands once like I was a doll she’d dressed herself. “Oh! Please tell me you’re coming tonight!”

“I’m not,” I said, voice flat.

Her face fell, comically exaggerated disappointment. “Why not?”

“Because I don’t want to be fucked. Or hurt.”

She rolled her eyes, dramatic, playful. “Spoilsport.” Then she stepped forward, cupped my face in both hands, and kissed me.

It was quick but not chaste, her tongue slipped past my lips for a teasing second, tasting of red wine and intent, before she pulled back with a soft laugh. “Where is she?”

“Upstairs.”

Vivienne started to move past me, then paused, turned slowly, eyes narrowing with that calculating gleam I’d come to dread and crave.

“I want you to cum in my ass,” she said, voice low, matter-of-fact. “Are you coming up?”

I blinked. My cock, already half-hard from watching Desi dress, from the constant friction of satin against skin, twitched hard enough to tent the front of the maid dress.

“Er… sure,” I managed.

She smiled, slow, victorious, took my hand, and led me upstairs.

Desi was in the bedroom, stepping into her heels when we entered. She looked up, saw Vivienne pulling me behind her, and grinned.

“Starting without me?”

“Just borrowing him for a minute,” Vivienne purred. She pushed me toward the bed, gentle but firm, then turned to face me. “On your knees, darling.”

I sank down. The carpet was soft under my stockings. My heart hammered.

Vivienne hiked up the red silk, revealing she wore nothing underneath, then turned, braced her hands on the footboard, and bent forward slightly. The dress rode up over her ass, exposing pale skin and the tight pink ring waiting.

Desi stepped behind me, fingers threading into my hair. “Go on,” she murmured against my ear. “Give her what she wants.”

I leaned in. Licked first, slow circles around her rim, tasting clean skin and faint musk. Vivienne sighed, pushing back against my tongue. I pressed deeper, tongue-fucking her ass while my hands gripped her thighs. She moaned, low, needy, hips rocking.

When she was slick and open, I stood. Pulled the satin panties aside. My cock sprang free, hard, leaking. I pressed the head against her, pushed in slow.

She hissed, pleasure-pain, then groaned as I sank deeper. Tight. Hot. Perfect.

I fucked her steadily at first, long strokes, letting her adjust, then harder when she started pushing back, demanding more. Desi watched from the side, one hand between her own legs, rubbing slow circles over the lace. “That’s it,” she breathed. “Fill her up, darling.”

Vivienne’s moans grew sharper, more desperate.

“Come tonight…” Vivienne hissed. “I promise it’ll be the best night of your life.”

“I… I can’t…”

I gripped her hips, slammed in deep, once, twice, and came hard, spilling inside her ass with a groan that felt torn from my chest. She clenched around me, milking every drop, then shuddered through her own quiet climax.

I pulled out slowly, cum leaking from her, glistening on her thighs. She straightened, turned, kissed me, deep, tasting herself on my tongue.

“Shame.”

The ladies eventually left, heading across the road to Vivienne’s mansion, already lit up for her party. I found myself staring, wishing I had the courage to go over there and take part, whilst simultaneously wishing I could run away. At the moment, I was too weak to do either.


Eight

Desi arrived home the next morning with Vivienne in tow.

The front door opened just after nine. I was in the kitchen, still in the pink satin babydoll nightie, bare feet on cold tile, making coffee like some twisted parody of domesticity. The bell on my choker jingled faintly as I turned.

They stepped in together. Desi’s hair was damp, freshly showered, but her body told a different story: dark purple bruises bloomed across her throat like a necklace, finger-marks on her hips visible through the sheer black robe she wore over lingerie. Red welts striped her thighs; a bite mark on her collarbone still looked fresh. She moved with that loose, satisfied swagger of someone who’d been used thoroughly and loved every second of it.

Vivienne looked immaculate, red silk dress from last night swapped for a tailored black coat, hair perfect, makeup flawless. She carried a small overnight bag and a smug, sated smile.

Desi crossed the room, kissed me on the lips, soft, lingering, tasting faintly of mint toothpaste. “Morning, darling.”

“How many men?” I asked, voice low, already knowing the answer.

“Twenty or so.” She grinned, proud, unashamed. “Pink bracelet holder. I was open all night. Every hole, every cock. They passed me around like a party favour.”

My stomach twisted, jealousy, disgust, arousal, all at once. “You should’ve come,” she added, pressing closer. “The men would’ve gone wild for a girl like you.”

“I’m not a girl,” I muttered.

She scoffed, eyes sparkling. “You’re not a man!”

Something snapped.

I grabbed her, hard, fingers digging into her upper arms. She laughed as I threw her backward onto the kitchen table, dishes rattling. The robe fell open; no panties underneath. I shoved the nightie up, yanked my cock free, and thrust into her in one rough motion. She was still slick from the night before, wet, loose, welcoming. I fucked her hard, hips slamming, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand.

“Not a man?” I growled, pounding deeper. “Pretty fucking manish now!”

“In your pretty dress!” Desi laughed, breathless, legs wrapping around my waist. “Fucking sissy!”

“FUCK!” The word tore out of me. Her taunts lit something inside, shame and lust twisting together until I was harder than I’d ever been. “Fucking whore!”

“Like you will be soon,” she gasped between thrusts. “A whore for men. Because you’re a fucking sissy slut!”

“Yeah!” I snarled, pace brutal. “But I can still fuck you!”

“Good!” She arched under me, moaning. “Then while men pound you, you can pound me!”

The filth poured out of her, each word a spark. My balls tightened; pressure built fast.

“So you’ll come to the next party?” she panted, voice breaking on every slam. “Be a bi sissy slut for me?”

“Yes, goddamn you, yes!”

“And a torture slut for Vivienne?”

“Ah fuck, yes!”

Vivienne had stepped close while we fucked, silent, watching. Now she moved behind me. One hand slid between my legs, two fingers pressing into my ass, still tender from being fucked by the dildo so many times. Her tongue traced the shell of my ear.

“I can do anything I want to you?” she purred, voice velvet over steel.

“God, yes Vivienne, yes!” I moaned, submission cracking through me like glass.

“End you if I want?”

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t. Too scared of what the truth would sound like.

Desi looked up at me, eyes dark and glittering. “Tell her yes, honey. I promise, it’ll be the greatest moment. Nothing will feel better.”

“You promised…” I gasped, orgasm coiling tight.

“And I meant my promise,” she whispered. “I won’t kill you…”

Vivienne licked my ear again, slow and deliberate. “I told you, you were fucking the woman who was going to end you. And you weren’t fucking Desi.”

I kept thrusting, desperate now, chasing release. A tear slipped down my cheek, hot and humiliating.

“Yes, Vivienne,” I whispered, voice breaking. “Yes… you can do it.”

She smiled against my neck, soft, triumphant.

“I will,” she murmured. “But not next week. I want you to enjoy this a little first.”

I came then, hard, shuddering, spilling deep inside Desi while Vivienne’s fingers curled inside me and Desi’s laughter rang in my ears.

I collapsed over her, panting, tears mixing with sweat. They held me between them, Desi stroking my hair, Vivienne kissing the back of my neck; and in that moment, broken and spent, I realised the worst truth of all; I wasn’t just afraid of what they’d do to me, I was afraid of how much I wanted them to.

That Saturday was a blur of sex, pain, torture, and humiliation, hardcore in a way that left me shaking, yet I was shocked at how much I could ejaculate in one day. My body seemed to have no limit, each orgasm pulled from me harder than the last, even as the lines between agony and ecstasy blurred into something unrecognisable.

The humiliation didn’t stay private.

Desi and Vivienne decided I needed “fresh air.” They dressed me in the full sissy regalia: the puffiest pink satin dress I owned, layers of white petticoats that flared out like a bell, making every step a rustle of fabric and a jingle of the choker bell. White thigh-high stockings with lace tops, pink Mary Janes with little bows, full makeup, bright pink lipstick, heavy eyeliner, false lashes so long they brushed my cheeks. No wig; they wanted my short hair visible, wanted everyone to know exactly what I was: a man dressed as a parody of a girl.

I begged. I pleaded. I even tried to lock myself in the bathroom.

Desi simply unlocked the door with the spare key, took my wrist, and led me downstairs. “You’ll behave,” she said sweetly, “or we’ll take the dress off and make you walk naked except for the lingerie and heels. Your choice.”

I chose the dress.

The hypermarket was forty minutes away, big, bright, anonymous. Saturday afternoon crowds: families with trolleys, teenagers in hoodies, elderly couples comparing prices. Normal people doing normal things.

We parked at the far end of the lot. Desi and Vivienne flanked me as we walked in, Desi on my left in tight jeans and a leather jacket, Vivienne on my right in a sleek black coat and red scarf. They each held one of my hands like proud parents showing off their doll.

The automatic doors hissed open.

The first reaction came almost immediately: a middle-aged woman with a basket of vegetables did a double-take, mouth falling open. A teenage boy pushing a trolley nearly crashed into a display of canned goods, staring openly. Hushed voices rippled outward like cascading water.

I kept my head down, cheeks burning, but the petticoats swished with every step, the bell jingled, and there was nowhere to hide. Desi squeezed my hand. “Smile, darling. You’re beautiful.”

Vivienne pulled out her phone, held it low and discreet, recording. “For our private collection,” she murmured. “And maybe a little blackmail insurance.”

We moved deeper into the aisles. People stared, some shocked, some laughing outright, a few openly hostile. An older man muttered something ugly under his breath. A group of teenage girls giggled behind their hands, phones already up. One woman whispered loudly to her friend: “Is that a man?” Her friend laughed; “Poor thing. Looks like someone lost a bet.”

My cock, traitor that it was, stayed rock-hard the entire time. The humiliation poured over me like oil, slick and hot, making every rustle of satin against skin unbearable. The petticoats were so full they hid the bulge, thank God, but I could feel it throbbing, leaking, desperate. Every stare, every laugh, every whispered insult only made it worse. Better.

We walked every aisle. Produce, Desi made me pick up cucumbers, hold them up while Vivienne filmed, commenting loudly: “These would look lovely inside you later, wouldn’t they, princess?”

Frozen foods, Vivienne “accidentally” bumped me into a display of ice lollies, making me stumble so the skirt flared high.

Household goods, Desi stopped at the cleaning aisle, handed me a bottle of bleach. “You’ll need this for the kitchen tomorrow, won’t you, sissy? You’re going to be such a good little maid.”

The checkout was the worst. The young cashier, a girl maybe twenty, froze when she scanned the items: lube, condoms, any item that could be used as a dildo. She looked up at me, wide-eyed, speechless, then at Desi and Vivienne, who smiled sweetly and paid without comment. People in line behind us stared. Someone took a photo.

I walked out of there trembling, cock aching, tears pricking my eyes.

In the car, Desi kissed me, slow, deep. “You were perfect,” she whispered. “So brave. So pretty.”

Vivienne leaned over from the back seat, licked a tear from my cheek. “You dripped the whole time. I could smell it.”

That evening they decided I was ready for “the next level.”

They walked me across the road to the mansion, still in the pink dress, wrists lightly bound with silk ribbon, blindfolded. The gates opened silently. They led me down a narrow staircase, cool air, stone walls, into a basement I hadn’t known existed.

When the blindfold came off, I froze.

A modern, well-equipped BDSM playroom stretched before me: black leather furniture, St. Andrew’s crosses, a padded spanking bench, walls lined with whips, floggers, restraints. But we didn’t stop there.

Vivienne opened a second door.

White-tiled room. Bright overhead lights. Stainless steel surfaces gleaming. A gynaecological chair with stirrups. An operating table with restraint straps. Drawers labelled with medical precision.

Two women waited inside, beautiful, tall, dressed in green-and-white latex nurse uniforms. Masks covered the lower half of their faces; eyes sharp and professional.

“What are you going to do to me?” My voice cracked.

Desi stepped behind me, arms sliding around my waist. “We’re going to show you that in the worst, most horrific moments, you can still find sexual bliss.” Her voice was gentle, almost loving. “Don’t worry. Everything will be fine.”

“Do I get a safeword? A stop phrase?”

Vivienne smiled sweetly, stroked my cheek with the back of her fingers. “No, not anymore. This is about trust. Trust that we’ll keep you safe.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. I was scared shitless, genuinely, viscerally terrified, but I nodded.

The nurses moved with practiced efficiency. They undressed me, pink dress, petticoats, lingerie peeled away until I stood naked, piercings glinting under the lights. They guided me to the gyn chair, lifted my legs into the stirrups, strapped my ankles wide. My wrists went into padded cuffs above my head. I was spread, exposed, helpless.

“Lidocaine injection into his anus,” Vivienne ordered one nurse, stating the exact dosage like a surgeon calling for instruments. The needle stung going in; then numbness spread, dulling the edges.

Desi fitted a head harness, leather straps buckling around my skull, metal hooks slipping under my lips and pulling them back into a permanent grimace, mouth forced open.

Vivienne picked up a tongue clamp, cold steel, and pinched my tongue, pulling it out painfully. Desi sprayed something bitter onto it, disinfectant. Then she took a long syringe needle and, without hesitation, pushed it straight through the centre of my tongue.

I screamed, raw, muffled by the open mouth. Tears streamed. The pain was blinding, white-hot. But at the exact moment it peaked, a hot, wet mouth closed around my cock. One of the nurses, latex gloves gripping my thighs, sucked me deep, tongue swirling, distracting, rewarding.

Vivienne released the clamp. Desi threaded a thick barbell through the fresh hole, secured it. Blood trickled; the other nurse licked it clean.

Vivienne lubed her gloved hand, elbow-length latex, and began to push into my now-numb ass. Even with the lidocaine, the pressure was immense, stretching, burning, forcing my body to yield. I whimpered around the open mouth.

Desi selected a long, fat silicone dildo. She pushed it past my stretched lips, down my throat. I gagged, choked, tears flowing freely, but Vivienne’s fist kept advancing, forcing screams that opened my throat wider, letting the dildo sink deeper until I felt it bulging my neck.

One nurse hooked a mask over my nose. A rush of chemical sweetness, poppers. Heat exploded through me; horniness crashed over the pain like a wave. I bucked, desperate now, needing more. Vivienne’s fist finally popped past the ring; she pumped slowly, then faster.

Desi fucked my throat in rhythm.

The other nurse replaced Vivienne, smaller hands, but relentless, trying to work both fists in. I felt impossibly full, split open, used.

Then glasses were strapped over my eyes, screens flickering fast: cocks, words flashing, gay, impotent, sissy, whore, a relentless barrage of hypno-porn. I didn’t believe in hypnosis. But the doubt was there, sharp and cold.

A sudden sharp pain below my balls, a needle pressing in. Then another. And another. Piercing my perineum, my sack. I screamed around the dildo, body jerking.

Someone began sewing, needle and thread through delicate skin, stitching my ballsack tight to my inner thighs. The pain was blinding; I sobbed, tears soaking the mask.

More needles, into my balls, deeper than before. Each one a fresh hell. But always, always, a mouth returned to my cock, stroking, sucking, keeping me hard through the agony.

An injection in my neck, adrenaline, heart racing, senses razor-sharp. I couldn’t pass out even if I wanted to.

Then the scalpel.

Cold steel against my chest, left side first. A shallow incision. I screamed louder than ever, raw and broken. Hands opened the cut; something was forced inside, implants, I realised with sick horror. Breasts. They were giving me breasts.

Right side next. Same brutal process: cut, stuff, sew. No anaesthetic. Just pain so sharp it should have blacked me out, but the shot kept me conscious, kept me feeling every second.

Two fists inside me now, pounding, stretching. The dildo fucked my throat relentlessly. Poppers kept me desperate, cock leaking.

A buzz, tattoo gun on my knees. Words I couldn’t read through tears, but I knew what they’d say. The pain was intense, constant, and with each scream they didn’t laugh, each moaned, some climaxed with my loudest screams. It was sadism at it’s best, or worst…

More pain, needles, piercings, cuts, sewing. My body a canvas for their art. Until finally, I came. Hard. Violent. Spilling into the nurse’s mouth while everything else burned. Then, silence. One last injection in my neck.

Everything went black.

When I came to, daylight was streaming through tall, arched windows, soft and golden in the way only late-morning winter light in Provence can be. The room smelled faintly of antiseptic and beeswax polish. I wasn’t in our bed at home. I was in a hospital bed, high, narrow, crisp white sheets, but this was no hospital. Wood-panelled walls rose around me, heavy and dark, carved with subtle floral motifs that looked centuries old. A crystal chandelier hung overhead, unlit. Heavy velvet drapes framed the windows. Vivienne’s mansion. One of her private rooms.

I pushed the sheets down with trembling hands.

My chest was swollen, bruised a deep violet-black at the edges, the skin stretched tight over the unmistakable mounds of E-cup breasts. They were so large, so unnaturally firm, that I couldn’t even see the incisions beneath the swelling. The areolas were still raw, puckered around thick stainless-steel bars that glinted coldly in the light. Below, my groin ached, deep, dull, violated. I felt the bars in my perineum, the multiple piercings through my scrotum, though the stitches that had sewn my ballsack to my thighs were gone. My tongue throbbed too, swollen, clumsy, the new stud clicking against my teeth every time I tried to swallow. My mouth tasted of copper and chemicals.

The door opened without a knock.

A pretty brunette entered, the same nurse from last night, still in green-and-white latex, face mask pulled down to reveal a small, professional smile. She carried a tray with water, ice chips, and a small syringe.

“Whath didth youth dooth to me?” The words came out slurred, thick, pathetic.

“Relax,” she said sweetly, checking the IV line in my arm. “Behave, or I have permission to hurt you.”

I believed her instantly. Pain was their currency now, and I had no capital left to trade.

She held a cup of water to my lips. I sipped gratefully, then sucked on the ice chips she offered for my tongue. Every swallow hurt; every movement tugged at the new weight on my chest. She adjusted the pillows behind me with gentle efficiency, then left without another word.

I lay there, breathing shallow, trying to catalogue the damage. Breasts. Piercings. Numbness in my groin that felt wrong, too complete. Fear coiled in my gut, cold and heavy.

The door opened again. Vivienne.

She wore a simple black silk robe that clung to her body like liquid shadow. Her red hair was loose, still damp from a shower, framing a face that looked almost tender. She crossed the room, checked the monitors beside the bed with a surgeon’s practiced eye, then leaned down and kissed my forehead, soft, lingering, almost maternal.

“That was just a preview,” she said quietly, sitting on the edge of the mattress. “You won’t be well enough for this weekend’s party, so you get a little reprieve. But it’s time to come clean about something.”

I tried to speak. My tongue felt like a foreign object. “Whath?”

“When I said I’d end you,” she continued, voice calm, reasonable, “I meant it. But that doesn’t mean I’ll kill you.”

“Huh?”

She smiled, slow, patient, the smile of someone explaining simple arithmetic to a child.

“I’m a surgeon. Yes, I’ve killed people. For fun. For art. For power. But that isn’t what I’ll do with you.” She reached out, traced one of the new bars in my nipple with a fingertip. I flinched; she pressed harder, watching my face. “Eventually, when you’re ready, you’ll be turned into a woman. Completely. Just like I did with my husband.”

My heart stuttered. “Yourh husbandth isn’t dead?”

“No, silly.” She laughed, soft, delighted. “He’s a whore. He works in a house I own in Marseille. Every Friday night, he’s one of the dozens of whores I rent out. Used. Passed around. Broken in every way that matters. Just like you will be.”

The words hit like ice water. I shook my head, slow, weak. “No…”

She leaned closer, breath warm against my ear. “Breasts, obviously,” she said, cupping one of the swollen mounds, squeezing just hard enough to make me whimper. “Tattoos on your knees, ‘slut’ on one, ‘whore’ on the other. Your anus has been stretched and trained for repeated, hard use. Your balls are effectively dead, nerve damage from the piercings and injections. You’ll never achieve an erection again. You’ll never fuck anyone again.”

Tears burned my eyes. “But you promith…”

“I fucking lied.” She laughed again, bright, cruel, delighted. “We don’t care about your pleasure. You’re a canvas. A toy. An amusement. Once you’re healed, we’ll use you as a gay sissy, bent over, mouth open, ass filled, until we’re ready for the full transformation. And the one thing I did while you were out…” She reached behind my neck, fingers finding the fresh stitches there. “…was implant a device. If you try to run, we activate it. Instant cardiac arrest. So don’t even bother.”

The tears spilled over now, hot, helpless. She bent and licked them from my cheek, tongue slow and deliberate.

“You pathetic little loser,” she whispered, voice almost affectionate. “We’ve got you. There’s no escape. And do you know what’s funny?”

I couldn’t speak.

“Desi is already on her way to your younger brother. She’s going to tell him you’ve run away with another woman. You know he always fancied her, poor Max. Well, he’s her next project now. Soon he’ll be here, right alongside you. And he’ll never know how it happened.”

“You can’th!” I gasped, voice breaking.

“I can,” she said simply. “And I will.”

She stood, smoothed her robe, and walked to the door. Paused. Looked back at me, crying, broken, pierced, swollen, helpless in her bed.

“Rest,” she said gently. “You’ll need your strength. The real fun starts when you’re healed.”

The door closed with a soft click.

I lay there, sobbing quietly, the weight of new breasts rising and falling with each ragged breath. The bell on my choker jingled faintly every time I trembled. There was no escape. No rescue. No hope. Only the slow, inevitable slide into whatever they wanted me to become. And the sick, terrifying truth that part of me, buried deep, but growing, was already curious to see how far they could take it.

I closed my eyes. The mansion was silent except for my own uneven breathing, and the faint, mocking jingle of the bell around my throat.


Nine

The descent downstairs felt like walking into a fever dream, a nightmare scripted by demons with an eye for aesthetics. The fetish ballet heels locked onto my feet, pink patent leather, seven-inch spikes with no platform, forcing my toes en pointe like a deranged ballerina, clicked against each stone step with a precision that echoed my mounting dread. I'd spent the week training in them, hobbling around the house under Desi and Vivienne's watchful eyes, ankles screaming until they went numb. Now, they carried me downward without a stumble, but every clack sent vibrations up my legs, reminding me of my vulnerability. The metallic pink dress shimmered under the low chandelier light, short, flouncy, with a built-in corset that cinched my waist to an impossible hourglass, the skirt barely covering the open-anus sissy panties that left me exposed from behind. Pink fishnet stockings clung to my shaved legs, matching elbow-length gloves adding a touch of absurd elegance. Makeup heavy: cherry-red lips, smoky eyes, rouged cheeks like a porcelain doll. The choker bell jingled softly with each breath, a constant, mocking soundtrack.

Fear clawed at my throat. Memories from last weekend flooded back, the muffled screams and thuds I'd heard while locked in an upstairs room, recovering from the "preview" session. The party had raged below without me, but the sounds had seeped through the floors: whips cracking, bodies slamming, cries that blurred pain and pleasure into something monstrous. Now, healed enough, bruises faded, piercings settled, breasts still swollen but no longer raw, I was deemed ready. Vivienne had considered just a pink bracelet: open for sex, no refusals. But Desi had convinced her otherwise. Red with two black strips: pierced, punched, whipped, beaten, kicked. No broken bones, this time.

The foyer exploded into view.

Not the elegant entrance hall I remembered from dinners past. Tonight it was a carnival of depravity: masked guests in tuxedos and evening gowns mingled with naked submissives on leashes, bodies already marked with fresh welts. Crystal chandeliers cast flickering shadows over velvet sofas where couples, no, groups, writhed. The air reeked of sweat, latex, and something sharper, blood? Incense burned in silver censers, heavy and cloying, masking but not hiding the undercurrent of musk and fear.

Eyes turned to me immediately. Masks, Venetian, animal, demonic, hid faces, but the hunger was palpable. Lips licked. Whispers rippled. "Vivienne's new project." "Look at the tits on that one." "Red band, let's break it in."

Before I could even acclimatize, before I could spot Desi or Vivienne in the crowd, a boot slammed into my back. Hard. Unexpected. I pitched forward, heels skidding on marble, crashing face-first to the floor. The impact jarred my teeth; my new breasts smashed against cold stone, sending fireworks of pain through the fresh implants. The bell jingled wildly.

Laughter erupted, cruel, collective, echoing off the high ceilings like a chorus from hell.

No gasps of concern. No offers to help. Just amusement at my sprawl.

I tried to push up, palms flat, arms shaking, but a hand fisted my hair, yanking my head back. Rough fingers shoved my skirt up, exposing the open panties. A cock, thick, hard, anonymous, pressed against my ass and thrust in without warning. No lube. No preamble. Just violation.

I cried out, sharp, muffled by the floor, as he buried himself deep. The first time a man had fucked me. Right there on the foyer marble, guests stepping around us like we were discarded coats. He pounded hard, grunts above me, hips slamming into mine with bruising force. No condom. No care. Just raw use. He came fast, hot spurts inside me, then pulled out, zipped up, and walked away without a word.

The laughter continued.

Someone else replaced him almost immediately, boots nudging my thighs wider. This one grabbed my hair tighter, slamming my face against the stone with each thrust. Cheek grinding on cold marble, tears blurring my vision. Pain bloomed, sharp in my ass, dull in my jaw. He finished too, unloading with a satisfied grunt, then kicked my side lightly as he stood. "Good hole."

I stumbled to my feet, heels wobbling, dress askew, cum leaking down my thighs. The crowd parted just enough to let me through, but hands groped as I passed, fingers pinching my ass, twisting a nipple bar until I yelped. I aimed for the living room, desperate for a wall to lean against, but a masked woman in a black gown shoved me hard. I staggered; a man in a tux caught me by the waist, spun me, punched me in the gut. Air whooshed out; I doubled over, gasping.

His cock found my mouth before I could straighten, thick, salty, forcing past my lips. Another body pressed behind me, entering my ass without pause. Spit-roasted. Right there in the doorway. The one in front gripped my ears, using the new piercings like handles, fucking my throat with brutal snaps. The one behind slapped my ass rhythmically, each impact jolting me forward onto the cock in my mouth. Gagging. Choking. Tears streaming. They came almost in sync, throat filled, ass overflowing, then discarded me like trash, laughing as I slumped to my knees.

To my right, a scream.

I looked over, wiping drool from my chin.

A young blonde girl, no older than twenty, pink bracelet glinting on her wrist, was bent over a side table. Her dress torn open, breasts exposed. A man behind her fisted her hair, pulling so hard her back arched unnaturally, while he rammed into her ass with vicious thrusts. Blood trickled from her nose, someone must have hit her. Another guest, a woman in a fox mask, slapped her breasts over and over, open-palmed strikes that left red handprints blooming across pale skin. The girl sobbed, begged, “Please, stop”, but the pink band meant no. She couldn’t refuse. The slaps turned to pinches, twists; the man behind laughed as he came, pulling out to spray across her back.

It was a sadistic horror-show.

Everywhere I turned: depravity scripted from nightmares. A sissified man in a frilly blue frock knelt in the corner, mouth open, as a line of guests took turns urinating on him, face, dress, everything soaked while he whimpered and thanked them. A submissive woman, red band with black stripes, hung from ceiling hooks by her wrists, feet barely touching the ground. Two men whipped her back with braided leather, lashes cracking like gunshots, skin splitting into bloody welts. She screamed, raw, animal, but her hips twitched with each strike, a vibrator humming between her legs, forcing pleasure through the pain.

In the centre of the room, a group encircled a naked man on all fours, black band, no limits. They kicked him like a dog, boots to ribs, stomach, groin. He curled foetal, begging, but they yanked him up by a collar, forced him to crawl while one rode his back like a pony, crop whipping his ass until it bled. Another pissed in his mouth; he swallowed, choking, vomiting, only to be beaten for the mess.

It looked like a Pasolini movie, Salò brought to life: sheer horror, power stripped bare, bodies reduced to objects for amusement. The rich in masks laughed, sipped champagne, while the submissives sobbed and bled. Consent? Maybe at the door. But here, in the thick of it, it felt like something else: orchestrated cruelty, a ritual of dominance where the powerful fed on the weak.

I tried to move, toward the stairs, toward anywhere, but hands grabbed me again. A woman in a bird mask pulled me down, straddled my face, grinding her cunt against my mouth while a man knelt behind her, fucking her ass. I licked, desperate, drowning in her, while someone else flipped my skirt and entered me. Another cock in my hand; I stroked mechanically. Bodies piled on, fingers in my piercings, twisting, pulling screams from my throat. A whip cracked across my thighs, five lashes, each drawing blood. I sobbed as I was used, pounded from behind, face-fucked from the front, hands roaming, pinching, slapping.

Time blurred. Orgasms, mine, theirs, came in waves. I came twice on the floor, once while a boot ground against my cock, crushing it against marble until pain and friction forced release. Humiliation fuelled it; the laughter, the stares, the casual degradation. They passed me around like a toy, bent over furniture, hung from a chandelier hook by my wrists while feet kicked my dangling legs, cocks alternating between mouth and ass.

In one corner, a woman with an almost black band was strapped to a rack, limbs stretched taut. Guests took turns with scalpels, shallow cuts across her thighs, carving initials or patterns. Blood flowed in thin rivulets; she screamed until her voice broke. Another submissive, a young man, pink and red bands, crawled on a leash, forced to eat from dog bowls while his "owner" urinated in it first. Guests spat on him, stubbed cigarettes on his back, laughed as he lapped it up.

The horrors escalated. A group encircled a red-banded girl, fists in every hole, three at once in her cunt, stretching her until she tore. She wailed, but her hips bucked, poppers forced under her nose, keeping her aroused through the violation. Nearby, a sissy like me, black band, no mercy, was pinned to a table, needles threaded through his skin in intricate patterns, hooks pulling flesh taut like a human pincushion. Guests yanked the strings, making him dance like a marionette while they fucked the holes between.

I was dragged to a side room, white-tiled like the dungeon below. Strapped to the gyn chair again. Guests filed in, masks leering. They pierced me fresh, more bars through my sack, a ring through the head of my useless cock. Someone branded my ass with a hot iron. I screamed until my throat was raw. They fucked me through it, cocks in my mouth to muffle the cries, fists in my ass to stretch me wider.

Hours bled together. Bodies on bodies. Pain layered on pain. Cum dried on my skin, mixed with blood and tears. The air thick with moans, screams, the wet slap of flesh, the crack of whips. Like Salò, endless degradation, power absolute, no mercy. The powerful feasted; the weak were consumed.

In the distance, through the haze, I saw Desi.

Pinned to a table, nipples clamped and stretched to the edges, chains pulling them taut as a man in a wolf mask fucked her mercilessly. Another slapped her face, hard, rhythmic, while a woman sat on her mouth, grinding. Blood trickled from her lip, bruises blooming across her breasts. But she laughed, wild, ecstatic, screaming in delight between thrusts.

Her eyes met mine across the room. She winked, and in that moment, the horror peaked, not from the pain, not from the use, but from the realisation that she wasn’t a victim. She was one of them, thriving in the chaos; and I, broken, used, sobbing on the floor, was exactly where she wanted me.

The party didn’t end. It just blurred into dawn, bodies collapsing in heaps, masks discarded, the air thick with exhaustion and fluids. I was left on the floor, cum drying on my skin, bruises throbbing, the pink dress torn and stained.

Vivienne found me eventually, lifted my chin with a finger, smiled down at me.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “You’re almost ready.”

They carried me upstairs, and locked me in the recovery room.

As the door clicked shut, the bell jingled one last time, a tiny, final reminder. This was just the beginning.

The following weekend, they gave me a new band: four black marks on red, so close to solid black that the distinction felt academic. It meant no limits short of death, no broken bones, no organ failure, but everything else was fair game. Piercings, burns, electricity, heavy impact, extended restraint, fluids, humiliation, anything that could be done without killing me outright. Vivienne had smiled when she buckled it around my left wrist, kissing the inside of my elbow as the leather snapped shut. “You’ve earned this,” she said. Desi had giggled and added a second band to my right ankle, “just in case someone wants symmetry.”

That Friday night I came downstairs in full regalia: the metallic pink dress again, petticoats flaring, open-crotch panties, fishnets, ballet heels locked tight, makeup reapplied thicker than before, lips glossy scarlet, eyes ringed in kohl, cheeks rouged like a doll. The new piercings glinted: tongue bar, nipple bars, perineum rings, the fresh navel bar still crusted with dried blood. My breasts, now E-cups, heavy and tender, strained the dress’s bodice, nipples visible through the thin satin. The bell on my choker jingled with every shaky step.

The foyer was already alive when I descended. Masks everywhere: porcelain harlequins, black leather demons, feathered plague doctors. Guests in tuxedos and gowns mingled with naked submissives crawling on leashes. The air was thick, sweat, latex, incense, the metallic tang of blood. Champagne flutes clinked; low moans and sharp cries drifted from the shadows.

I barely reached the bottom step before it began.

A hand fisted my hair from behind, rough, no warning. My head yanked back; I stumbled in the heels. Someone kicked the back of my knee; I dropped to the marble, knees cracking against stone. Laughter rolled over me like a wave. Before I could gasp, a cock shoved past my lips, thick, unwashed, tasting of salt and musk. Another hand ripped the dress up; fingers tore the panties aside. A second cock forced into my ass, no lube, just spit and force. I screamed around the shaft in my mouth, but the sound was swallowed.

They didn’t wait. The one in my throat fucked hard, balls slapping my chin, while the one behind slammed in with punishing strokes. A third guest, a woman in a crimson gown, stepped forward and slapped my face, open palm, sharp, stinging. Then again. Again. My cheeks burned; tears streamed. She laughed, grabbed my new nipple bars, and twisted. Pain lanced through my chest; I bucked, gagging, which only made the throat-fucker thrust deeper.

Someone else pissed on my back, hot stream soaking the dress, running down my spine. Another boot caught me in the ribs, hard enough to knock the wind out of me. I wheezed around the cock, vision spotting.

They came fast, hot spurts down my throat, more in my ass, then pulled out. Cum dripped from my mouth; I coughed, spat. Before I could breathe, hands dragged me across the floor by my wrists. Heels skidded uselessly. I was thrown onto a padded bench, face down, ass up. Straps cinched my ankles and wrists; a collar locked around my neck, chaining me to the frame.

The real torment began.

A tawse, thick leather strap, split at the end, cracked across my ass. Fire exploded. I screamed. Another lash, lower, catching the backs of my thighs. The split tips bit like teeth. A third, across my shoulders. Each strike drew blood; skin split in thin lines. The pain was white-hot, relentless. I sobbed, begged, but the mask-wearers only laughed louder.

Someone shoved a funnel into my mouth. Warm piss filled it, bitter, acrid. I choked, swallowed, coughed. They poured more. My stomach roiled.

Then electricity.

A violet wand, glass electrode crackling purple, traced my spine. Sparks jumped; my muscles seized. They moved lower, over my pierced balls. The shock made me buck against the restraints, screaming into the funnel. Another guest attached TENS pads to my nipples, cranked the voltage. My chest convulsed; I felt my heart stutter. They laughed as I thrashed, cock leaking despite the agony.

Fisting next. A gloved hand, large, lubed, pushed into my ass. Past the first ring, then deeper. I felt impossibly full, knuckles, wrist, forearm. The stretch burned; I screamed until my voice cracked. They pumped, slow, then fast, until my body gave up resisting. A second hand joined the first, two fists, stretching me wider than I thought possible. Pain radiated up my spine; I pissed myself in a hot gush, soaking the bench.

They didn’t stop.

Needles appeared, long, sterile. One through each nipple bar, re-piercing, twisting the metal. Another through my tongue, again, fresh bar threaded while I gagged. Then my perineum, multiple punctures, rings added, blood dripping onto the floor.

A guest with a cattle prod stepped forward. Low voltage at first, zaps to my thighs, ass, balls. My body jerked like a puppet. Then higher, crackling arcs that made me convulse, piss again, scream until my throat bled. They zapped my new breasts, pain so sharp I saw stars.

A woman in a nurse mask brought a tray: scalpels, forceps, thread. She pierced my scrotum again, five new rings, threaded with fine chain. She pulled the chains tight, attaching them to my thighs, forcing my balls downward. The tug was constant, excruciating.

Then the real horror.

A medical gurney was wheeled in. I was unstrapped from the bench, dragged onto it, strapped down, wrists, ankles, waist, neck. Legs forced into stirrups, spread wide. A mask clamped over my face, poppers flooded my nose, heat rushing through me, cock throbbing despite everything.

A guest in a black latex apron approached, scalpel in hand. He made shallow cuts across my inner thighs, thin lines that welled red. Another sliced small patterns on my ass, initials, I think. Blood dripped; they licked it off, laughing.

Then the branding iron, red-hot, pressed to my left ass cheek. Sizzle. Scream. The smell of burning flesh. Another press, right cheek. I blacked out for a second; they slapped me awake.

A violet wand returned, electrode pressed to my new piercings. Electricity arced through metal, through flesh. My body seized; I pissed again, hot stream arcing across my stomach.

They fucked me through it, cocks in every hole, fists stretching my ass wider, hands twisting my nipple bars until blood trickled. A woman sat on my face, grinding, smothering, while another whipped my cock with a thin cane. Each strike made me buck; each buck drove the cocks deeper.

Hours passed, five, maybe more. Time dissolved in pain.

They suspended me from the ceiling, wrists cuffed overhead, toes barely touching. A bullwhip cracked across my back, skin splitting. Blood ran in rivulets. A flogger followed, leather tails biting my breasts, my thighs. They pissed on me, streams from all sides, soaking me, stinging open cuts. A guest shoved ice cubes into my ass, freezing after the heat, then followed with boiling wax, dripping from candles onto my back, my cock, my balls. The contrast was excruciating.

They pierced my cock, Prince Albert, frenum ladder, each needle a fresh scream. They threaded rings, attached weights, pulling downward, stretching the skin. I sobbed, begged, but the red band meant no mercy.

A guest with a tattoo gun worked on my lower back, script in black ink: Vivienne’s Property. Another on my thigh: Sissy Slut. The buzz and burn blended with everything else.

They fisted me again, two hands, then three fingers from a third. My ass gaped; I felt air rush in where it shouldn’t. They laughed, spat into the opening, fucked me with bottles, fists, toys, anything at hand.

A woman with a violet wand pressed it to my tongue piercing, electricity arced through my mouth. My jaw locked; I bit my tongue, blood filling my mouth.

They lowered me to the floor, puddle of piss, cum, blood. Guests circled, pissing on me, spitting, stepping on my hands, my cock. One ground a heel into my balls, slow, deliberate, until I screamed myself hoarse.

Finally, hours later, they dragged me to a padded bench. Strapped me face-up and punched my balls over and over.

When I came to, they were still going, fucking my holes, pissing into them, laughing as I sobbed.

I lost count of the orgasms, forced, painful, humiliating. Cum mixed with blood on my skin. My voice gave out; I could only whimper.

At some point, dawn, maybe, they carried me upstairs. Dropped me on the recovery bed. Strapped me down. The door closed, and then silence, just my ragged breath and sobs.

The horror wouldn’t end; it had just paused.

I paced the recovery room in slow, careful circles, every step a reminder of the damage. The new breasts bounced heavily with each movement, tugging at the stitches hidden beneath the bandages. My ass throbbed, a deep, bruised ache from repeated fisting, the stretched ring still loose and sensitive. The piercings in my perineum and scrotum pulled with every stride, the fresh rings clinking faintly against each other like tiny bells. My tongue clicked against the new barbell when I swallowed; my throat felt raw from endless cocks. The brand on my ass cheek burned under the loose hospital gown they’d left me in, VD, Vivienne Durand’s initials seared into my skin like a signature on a canvas.

I should have been broken. I should have been sobbing, plotting escape, screaming for mercy. Instead, as the hours ticked by in that quiet, wood-panelled room, something else stirred.

I missed it.

The realisation came slowly, creeping up like the first hint of arousal after a long drought. I stopped pacing, leaned against the wall, and slid a hand under the gown. My cock, flaccid, bruised, pierced, was unresponsive at first. The nerve damage Vivienne had inflicted was thorough; erections were a distant memory. But when I touched myself, gentle at first, then firmer, the pain flared sharp and immediate. Each stroke along the shaft sent jolts through the fresh rings, the Prince Albert tugging downward, the frenum ladder catching on my fingers. It hurt. God, it hurt.

And I kept going.

I remembered the foyer floor, cold marble against my cheek, the boot in my back, the first cock forcing into my ass without mercy. The laughter. The way the crowd had parted for me like I was entertainment. The piss soaking the dress, the whips across my thighs, the needles through my tongue. The screams, mine, theirs, everyone’s, blending into a symphony of agony and ecstasy. The squelching sounds of fists in holes, the wet slap of flesh, the drip of cum and blood mixing on the floor.

My breathing quickened. I stroked faster, pain spiking with each pass, until a thin dribble of cum leaked from me, not an orgasm but a slow, aching release. It dripped down my thigh, warm and sticky.

I chuckled, low, broken, the sound startling in the silence.

I missed it.

The brutality. The helplessness. The way pain had twisted into something electric, something alive. The way they’d used me, passed me, broken me, rebuilt me in their image, and I’d come harder than ever before. The humiliation, the dress, the heels, the bell, the stares, had stripped away every pretence, left me raw and exposed, and in that exposure I’d found something primal. Something that craved more.

I leaned my forehead against the wall, hand still moving, chasing the ghost of sensation. The piercings tugged; the brand burned. I remembered the scalpel’s cold kiss on my thighs, the hot iron searing my ass, the poppers flooding my lungs until pain became hunger. I remembered Desi’s laughter as she was pinned to the table, nipples stretched, body used, her eyes finding mine across the room, winking like we shared a secret.

We did.

I came again, another weak dribble, more pain than pleasure, but the memory kept me going. The sounds replayed: whips cracking, flesh slapping, screams rising into a chorus. The smells: blood, cum, latex, fear. The feel of bodies pressing in, hands everywhere, cocks in every hole, fists stretching me beyond reason.

I wanted it again. Needed it.

The door opened. Vivienne stood there, black silk robe, hair loose, eyes gleaming. Behind her, Desi, still in the emerald dress from last night, makeup smudged, bruises blooming like dark flowers across her skin.

They saw me, hand on my cock, tears on my cheeks, and smiled.

Vivienne crossed the room first, cupped my chin, tilted my face up. “Miss us already?”

I nodded, slow, ashamed, honest.

Desi laughed softly, stepped closer, pressed her body against mine. “Good girl,” she whispered. “We knew you would.”

Vivienne kissed me, deep, claiming, then pulled back. “The next party is in a week. You’ll be ready.”

She traced a finger over the new breast implants, still swollen, still tender. “We’ll make you even prettier. Even more broken. And you’ll beg for it.”

I shivered, but I didn’t pull away. The bell jingled faintly as I leaned into them. The horror hadn’t paused, it had become home.


Epilogue

Several weeks had passed since that final night in the mansion’s basement, weeks that blurred into a pink, perfumed haze of satin, silicone, and endless cock. Vivienne had been right about the PTSD. She’d warned me, almost tenderly, as she’d strapped me to the operating table: “You’ll wake up screaming sometimes. Cold sweats. Nightmares. But give it time, darling. Your new brain won’t care. It’ll just want to be filled.”

She was correct.

The nightmares came every night at first, vivid, sensory, merciless. I’d bolt upright in the narrow cot they kept me in, sheets soaked with sweat, heart jackhammering, the phantom sting of scalpels still slicing across my chest, my groin. I’d clutch at the space between my legs where my cock and balls used to be, now just smooth, puffy labia and a tight, surgically sculpted pussy that never quite stopped aching. The first few nights I cried until my throat was raw, until one of the other girls, usually the platinum-blonde one they called Candy, would crawl into bed with me, wrap her arms around my waist, and whisper, “Shhh, it gets better. Just let it go. You’re so much prettier now.”

She was right too.

By the third week, the nightmares still came, but they changed. The fear would wake me, yes, cold, choking terror, but by the time my eyes focused on the pink canopy above the bed, the panic had already melted into something else. Heat. A deep, throbbing need. My new pussy would be dripping before I even sat up, clit swollen and pulsing, inner walls clenching around nothing. I’d reach down instinctively, fingers sliding through slick folds, and within seconds I was moaning, hips bucking against my own hand, chasing release like it was oxygen. The trauma didn’t vanish; it just got rerouted. Pain became foreplay. Fear became lubrication.

After the third week, I stopped fighting the wake-ups. I’d simply roll onto my back, spread my legs, and finger myself until I came, quick, messy, shuddering orgasms that left me panting and giggling like an idiot. Then I’d stumble to the shower, wash off the night’s sweat and cum, and start the routine.

Shower first, hot water sluicing over my altered body. The breasts were still settling, full, high, E-cups that jiggled with every movement, nipples perpetually hard from the nerve rerouting Vivienne had done. I’d soap them slowly, pinching the bars until the sting made me whimper. Then the pussy, careful around the fresh labiaplasty scars, the clit hood piercing that made every touch electric. I’d finger myself again under the spray, just because I could. Just because it felt good. Just because I’d been rewired to need it.

Dressing came next. They kept my wardrobe in a walk-in closet that looked like a candy store exploded in a sex shop: pink, white, baby blue, all satin, all lace, all barely-there. Today it was a baby-pink micro-bikini top that barely covered my nipples, matching thong so tiny it disappeared between my ass cheeks, and a sheer babydoll cover-up that floated around me like gauze. Six-inch platform heels, pink, of course, with ankle straps. Full makeup: glossy lips, heavy lashes, blush high on the cheeks. Hair, now long extensions bleached platinum, teased into bimbo waves. Collar with a heart-shaped tag: Vivienne’s Property.

Breakfast was in the communal dining room downstairs. Six of us now, me, Candy, two other sissies who’d been “graduated” the same weekend as me, and two bio-girls who’d chosen this life. We ate fruit, yogurt, protein shakes, Vivienne insisted on keeping our bodies “fuckable.” Conversation was light, giggly, mindless: new lingerie hauls, which client had the biggest cock, how many loads we’d taken yesterday. I contributed, “I took eight last night, but I want ten tonight!”, and laughed when they clapped. My old self would have recoiled. This self just felt proud.

After breakfast, the drug cocktail. They kept a silver tray in the hallway: lines of white powder already cut, each one labelled with our names. Mine was a mix, MDMA for euphoria, amphetamine for energy, a touch of ketamine to keep me floaty and suggestible, plus a custom nootropic blend she’d designed herself to “enhance sexual response and reduce higher-order cognition.” I knelt, snorted my line through a pink straw, felt the rush hit my bloodstream like a warm wave. Within minutes my pupils were blown, my skin tingling, my pussy clenching emptily. I giggled for no reason. Everything felt good. Everything felt right.

Then the viewing room.

It was a converted salon on the ground floor, large, mirrored, soft pink lighting. Ten padded benches lined one wall; the other three walls were floor-to-ceiling mirrors. A small stage at the far end held a gynaecological chair, a sling, a fuck-machine, and a few restraint points. We took our places on the benches, legs spread, smiles on, wrists cuffed loosely to the frames so we couldn’t close our thighs. A digital counter above the door showed the queue: men (and occasional women) paying ten euros each for ten minutes. Cheap, yes. But volume mattered.

The first client of the day was a middle-aged man in a cheap suit, nervous, sweaty, eyes wide behind thick glasses. He chose me. Paid. The attendant unlocked my cuffs, led me to the stage, bent me over the padded rail. He fumbled with his zipper, pushed into my pussy without foreplay. I moaned, loud, performative, the way they liked. He lasted maybe three minutes, short, frantic thrusts, then groaned and came inside me. Pulled out. Zipped up. Left. Ten euros in the bucket.

Next was a younger guy, tattooed, cocky. He wanted my ass. I lubed myself, bent over again, let him take me. He slapped my cheeks, pulled my hair, called me “slut” and “whore.” I came twice, once from the anal pounding, once from rubbing my clit against the rail. He finished on my back. Left.

They kept coming. One after another. Some gentle, some brutal. One wanted to choke me while he fucked my pussy, his hands around my throat until spots danced in my vision. Another wanted my mouth, face-fucked me until I gagged, tears streaming, mascara running. A woman paid to sit on my face while her boyfriend fucked me from behind. I licked her until she came, grinding on my tongue, while he pounded me raw.

Between clients, we posed for photos, selfies, videos, close-ups of cum dripping from our holes. We posted to Instagram and OnlyFans under Vivienne’s accounts. Every like, every subscription, every tip went straight to her. We didn’t care. We were high, horny, empty-headed. Money was just numbers. Cock was everything.

The only time I remembered that last night, the night of the operation, was when I slept.

The nightmares came every time I closed my eyes. Vivid. Sensory. Merciless. I’d wake gasping, sheets soaked, heart racing, the phantom pain still burning across my groin. I remembered everything.

The operating theatre had been set up in the basement’s deepest room, white tiles, blinding lights, stainless steel everywhere. They’d wheeled me in on a gurney, strapped down, legs in stirrups, arms bound above my head, blindfold removed so I could see it all. Vivienne in green latex surgical scrubs, mask pulled down, smiling. Desi beside her, also scrubbed, eyes glittering. Two nurses, latex-clad, silent. Guests in the observation gallery above, paying extra to watch the “transformation.”

No anaesthetic. Vivienne had explained it calmly: “You need to feel every moment. It’s part of the art.”

The first cut was across my scrotum, scalpel cold, then hot as it parted skin. I screamed, raw, animal, until my voice cracked. Blood welled; a nurse suctioned it away. Vivienne worked methodically, removing testicles one by one, severing cords, cauterising vessels. Each snip sent fresh agony through me. I thrashed against the straps; they tightened them further.

A man from the gallery paid extra, ten thousand euros, to fuck my mouth while she operated. He shoved his cock past my lips, groaning as my screams vibrated around him. “I love how it feels when you scream,” he said, thrusting deeper. I gagged, choked, tears streaming, but he didn’t stop. He came down my throat just as Vivienne began hollowing out the scrotal sac.

Then the penis. She sliced along the underside, slow, precise. I felt every millimetre. Blood poured; suction whirred. She dissected the corpora cavernosa, removed the erectile tissue, preserved the glans and urethra for relocation. I blacked out twice; smelling salts brought me back each time. Desi held my face, kissed my forehead. “You’re doing so well, baby. Almost a girl now.”

They inverted the penile skin, turned it inside out, fashioned it into labia majora. The glans became a clitoris, nerves rerouted, hypersensitive. The urethra shortened. They carved a vaginal canal, deep, tight, using the scrotal skin for lining. Every cut, every stitch, every tug of tissue was agony. I screamed until my voice gave out, then just sobbed, continuous, broken.

Halfway through, when the canal was formed and they were beginning to suture, Vivienne paused. She stepped back, stripped off her gloves, hiked up her scrubs. Climbed onto the gurney. Straddled my face. Ground her cunt against my mouth while the nurses continued stitching. I licked, desperate, obedient, while they sewed my new pussy closed around a mould to hold the shape. Vivienne came hard, shuddering, moaning, right there, mid-operation, her juices mixing with my tears.

The guests cheered.

The final stage was cosmetic: breast implants already in place from the preview, but now they added fat grafting for roundness, areola tattooing for colour. Then facial work, lips plumped, cheeks filled, brow lift, but that was later, under sedation. The genital transformation was the centrepiece, done raw, live, broadcast to the paying audience.

When they finished, they wheeled me out, still strapped, still bleeding, still sobbing. The crowd applauded. Vivienne bowed. Desi kissed me, soft, proud.

“You’re perfect now,” she whispered.

Back in the present, I finished my line of coke, sharp, clean rush, and giggled at nothing. The other girls clapped; we were all high, all horny, all empty-headed.

Breakfast done. Makeup touched up. Phones out for selfies, pouty lips, cum-glazed thighs, hashtags: #BimboLife #Fucktoy #CheapWhore.

The viewing room opened at ten. Men filed in, ten euros each, ten minutes each. I took my place on the bench, legs spread, smile wide.

The first client wanted my pussy. He fucked me hard, grunting, came inside me in under three minutes. I moaned, loud, fake at first, then real, because the stretch felt good. The next wanted my ass. I bent over, let him in. He slapped my cheeks red; I came while he pounded me. The next wanted my mouth, face-fucked me until I gagged, then pulled out and came on my face. I licked it off my lips, smiled for the camera.

Between clients, we posted: close-ups of cum dripping, fingers in pussies, captions like “Just got filled again! Who’s next?”

I didn’t remember much beyond the operation. Just fragments. The scalpel’s cold kiss. The scream when she severed the cords. The way the crowd cheered when she held up my removed cock, bloody, limp, like a trophy. The way she came on my face while sewing my new labia. The way Desi whispered, “You’re so pretty now,” as they wheeled me away.

I giggled at the memory, high, empty, dripping.

Another client stepped up and I spread my legs wider, smiled my glossy, vacant smile, and waited for the next cock.

He was middle-aged, balding, in a rumpled suit that smelled faintly of cheap aftershave and office coffee. Ten euros changed hands; the attendant nodded. He didn’t bother with words. Just unzipped, stepped between my thighs, and pushed into my pussy, still slick from the last three. I moaned automatically, high-pitched, breathy, the way Vivienne had trained us to do. My walls clenched around him reflexively; he grunted, thrust hard a few times, and came inside me with a low, satisfied groan. Pulled out. Zipped up. Walked away.

Cum trickled down my inner thigh. I didn’t bother wiping it. The next one would like it messy.

That was the rhythm now. Ten minutes. Ten euros. Repeat. My days had shrunk to this: fuck, post, fuck, post, sleep, repeat. The drug cocktail kept me floating, euphoric, empty-headed, always wet. The only time my old self flickered back was in sleep, when the nightmares came.

But even those had softened. The terror of the operating table had dulled into something almost nostalgic. I’d wake up soaked, sweat and arousal, fingers already between my legs before I opened my eyes. The memory of Vivienne’s scalpel was no longer horror; it was the moment I became this. The moment I stopped being Keith and started being Kathy.

It was nearly a year later, when a new girl joined us.

She arrived in the late morning, escorted by one of Vivienne’s drivers. We were in the common room, six of us sprawled on pink velvet sofas, legs spread, phones in hand, taking selfies for OnlyFans. Candy was filming a slow-motion video of her fingering herself; Bambi (formerly a stockbroker named Brian) was practicing her deep-throat on a dildo for content. The rest of us scrolled comments, giggling at the filth men typed under our posts.

The door opened. The driver pushed her inside, skinny, trembling, platinum extensions already glued in, lips plumped to cartoonish proportions, breasts so huge they looked comical on her narrow frame. E-cups at least, maybe bigger. She wore the standard arrival outfit: sheer white babydoll, no panties, collar with a blank tag. Her eyes were wide, pupils blown from whatever sedative they’d given her during transport.

She looked familiar.

I couldn’t place it. The face was too altered, cheek fillers, brow lift, lip injections, but something about the way she held herself, the nervous twist of her hands, tugged at a memory buried under layers of pink fog.

She stood in the doorway, shivering.

I set my phone down, stood on wobbly heels, and walked over, hips swaying, breasts bouncing, bell jingling.

“What’s your name?” I asked, voice high and breathy, the way Vivienne liked.

“M-Ma-Maxine,” she stammered. “Y-you?”

“Kathy.” I smiled, big, glossy, empty. “Come. You’ll like it here. We get all the cock you like.”

She blinked, eyes glassy. “Do… do we ever get a holiday?”

“Holiday?” I laughed, high, tinkling, mindless. “Why would you want that? No. We just fuck. That’s all. Forever.” I took her hand, manicured nails, pink polish, and led her to the sofa. “And if we’re good, Mistress Vivienne invites us to a play party. I’m going this Friday.”

“Really?” Her voice was small, scared.

“Yes.” I held up my wrist. The black band with the tiny silver skull glinted. “I already have my special one this time. It’s black with a skull on it. Vivienne said it will be the biggest night of my short life!” I giggled, high, vacant. “I think I get to stay there. Because I’ve been told someone new will get my room here.”

“Wow…” Maxine whispered. “I’m looking forward to when I get that too!”

She tried to smile. It came out trembling.

I didn’t recognize her, not consciously. The drugs had done their job: higher-order cognition dulled, memories fragmented, identity reduced to fuck, smile, post. But somewhere deep, a flicker remained. A name. A face. A younger brother who’d once looked up to me.

Max. Maxine.

I pushed the thought away. It didn’t fit anymore. Thoughts like that just made my head hurt.

Instead, I leaned in, kissed her cheek, soft, sticky with gloss.

“You’ll love it,” I promised. “They’ll make you so pretty. Just like me.”

She nodded, slow, scared, already breaking. I took her hand again, led her to the viewing room. The door opened. Men were already lining up, ten euros each, cocks out, waiting. I spread my legs on the bench, and Maxine watched, wide-eyed, trembling.

I smiled at her and waited for the next cock. The bell jingled faintly as I shifted, a tiny, constant reminder that I was home, and soon, she would be too.

THE END
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