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Chapter One




David Worthington-CEO TRUEFOODS

I stood surrounded by the forest of black and luxury suits, each one a costume I wore as CEO of TrueFood, the food distribution empire my grandfather built from nothing. My fingers trembled slightly as I reached for tonight’s armor—the Armani. People saw the title, the corner office, the firm handshakes, and assumed I was naturally assertive. They never witnessed how I collapsed alone in my car after board meetings, drained from the performance. Being submissive came naturally; hiding it consumed me. Only on those secret weekends away could I breathe.

I buttoned the crisp white shirt and sighed. As a husband, I maintained the same exhausting charade. I earned the money, made the decisions, initiated sex, not so much lately, while fantasizing about Sarah taking control, telling me what to wear, how to please her. I tried to be the man she married, but my attempts at dominance felt hollow, mechanical. The disappointment in her eyes after sex told me everything I couldn’t bear to hear aloud.

My hands trembled as I adjusted my black bow tie. It felt like it was strangling me, as did the sea of masculinity surrounding me—suits, ties, and jackets. I tugged at the collar of my shirt, trying to create some breathing room. It was no use. Everything was too tight, too masculine, too constricting. I felt the urge to remove it all, to let things fall out of place, but I couldn’t. I ducked outside my immense walk-in closet and checked for Sarah before pulling out my secret stash of panties and other girly essentials from their hiding place. I buried my nose in a frilly pink pair and considered slipping them on to help me relax. Then I pulled out the chastity cage Mistress Bond had demanded I wear. I’d tried. But only for a few hours at a time. Not that it hurt—it did—but wearing one made me so fucking horny I couldn’t concentrate on running the company I was stuck with. I always ended up taking it off and masturbating. The previous week, I’d almost gotten busted in the men’s room at the office, forgetting I had it on, standing at the urinal with the pink nub exposed.

When Mistress Bond said, “I will punish you for your disobedience.” Her words didn’t scare me. I wanted to break more of her rules.

I unbuckled my pants and slid the soft panties down, wrapping my cock in the silky fabric. My eyes fluttered closed as I massaged myself through the delicate material. The sensation was exquisite—until my grandfather’s firm, unwavering voice cut through my pleasure: “Someday, you will take charge of the family business. Image is everything in this world.” I could see him adjusting my first tie when I was twelve, his weathered hands moving with military precision. “Never show weakness. Present yourself with absolute perfection in your dress and demeanor; it will compel others to invest in our business.”

I gazed at my suitcase, torn between the urge to ditch the fundraising gala and escape to what waited for me across town. Every expectation—my father’s voice in my head, the board members’ handshakes, Sarah’s disappointed eyes—smothered the part of me I’d never dared show anyone. “Just wait till tomorrow morning,” I whispered to my reflection. Tomorrow I could spend two days in apartment 4C, where no one knew me. Where my cosplay outfits hung in the closet instead of Armani suits, where no one would ever imagine David Worthington, CEO of TrueFood, might just be on his knees, mascara running down his cheeks after servicing an anonymous stud. But if anyone ever discovered it—if Sarah hired someone to follow me and discovered my secret, I’d lose everything, and she was becoming suspicious.

I stepped in front of the mirror, and every inch of me screamed CEO—a powerful, uncompromising man, except for the delicate features of my face. A face that would become unrecognizable as a man once I got this damned gala over with. I hated the look that my public life demanded of me. I hated the way they all expected me to act. The decisive business executive. The capable leader. The perfect husband, surrounded by signs of wealth that a life of privilege brings. I wanted none of it. I put on the cuff links, diamond-studded anchors that cemented my role as a man, but I felt like a fraud playing dress up in a stranger’s role more and more.

I glanced at the suitcase again, packed and ready for a trip that was all fiction—a bald-faced lie. There was no new client. No corporate agenda. I pondered for a moment its contradiction. To the world, what and where I was going was a lie, but to me, it was the truth. My true nature unveiled. But something was missing. Just dressing up and prancing around my apartment wasn’t enough. I opened the secret compartment sewn into the suitcase inside, pulled out Mistress Bond’s business card, and rubbed it between my fingers. I wanted to call her, explore my submissive side, but… was I cheating?

I returned the business card. The thought of being in my secret space again, free from the weight of my demanding expectations as a man, thrilled me. But just as I drifted back into that world, the demands of the conservative board of directors, my father, and grandfather, the legacy of my family, and my traditional wife pulled me back from what I truly wanted. They would never forgive such a betrayal of their values. Even if I mentioned it in passing, the very mention of something so taboo would ruin me.

And Sarah, my wife?

The thought of everything at stake filled my mind—not just the money, the house, the power, but my wife. She’d never understand. Nor accept it. But I can’t stop. I’ve tried. I clenched my fists, feeling the urge to cancel the trip and have my apartment emptied of all the crossdressing gear I’ve accumulated. I had to do it. I’d cancel the trip, tell Sarah I’m staying home. Take her out on a romantic dinner and make love to her, like a man.

I returned my gaze to my reflection in the mirror, and my imagination took over. My male face faded, replaced by the one I’ve perfected during my secret weekends tucked away in the seediest part of town. I’m adorned in makeup and feminine attire. As the image formed of what I feel was the real me, my heart pounded with a mix of panic and arousal, as lust and submission swirled within me like forbidden currents, pulling me into the depths of depraved fantasies I’d never dared imagine until I started ‘sissy training’ with Mistress Bond.

I startled as Sarah’s voice, rich and commanding, filled my walk-in closet with an undeniable presence, “David? Our guests are already arriving.”

Behind me, her reflection shows me how gorgeous she is, dressed in a stunning gown that shimmered under the dim light. She stood with an air of confidence that was larger than life. Her sharp gaze swept over my tuxedo, taking in every detail—from the crispness of the white shirt to the careful knot of my black bow tie. She scanned me with a cool, almost clinical detachment, inspecting every inch of my appearance. Not just my outward appearance, but the very essence of the man standing before her. I can tell she’s disappointed with me, as a man. Not what marrying me offered. She liked the life, my money, and the status of my family name that came with it. I wondered what she wanted in a man.

The question gnawed at me: What kind of man did Sarah want? I tried to picture myself through her eyes—the Worthington heir, perfectly engineered for public consumption, but so defective as a specimen of masculinity that even my wife looked at me with pity. She’d married a legacy, not a person. Did she imagine someone who could fuck her hard and make her come just by looking at her, instead of stammering apologies after another mechanical performance? Did she lie awake, scrolling Tindr for men who looked like they’d snap me in half with a glance? I’d never dared to ask, because the answer would destroy me.

But I couldn’t look away from her. She was beautiful, yes, but more than that: she was formidable. The way she could silence a room with a word, the way she could reduce me to a boy with the arch of an eyebrow. I felt a sudden, desperate urge to drop to my knees and beg her to take control.

I contemplated for a moment whether, if she had all the money, the status of the Worthingtons without me, what kind of man she’d choose. A powerful man? I imagined her with a stud. Tall. Broad-shouldered. Massive biceps. And a big, long, thick cock. The exact opposite of me.

Her sharp and inquisitive eyes dropped momentarily, and she fixed her gaze on the tent pole between my thighs, the evidence of my drift into my sissy training, and the taboo fantasy of what Mistress Bond provided me. The air between us thickened as I saw disappointment in her eyes. Not because I have an erection. But that I didn’t have one two hours ago when she was naked, practically begging for me to fuck her.

Sarah recovered, and in the lifeless tone I expected, said, “You look handsome, David.” It pained her to praise me as she brushed my shoulder for invisible lint.

I folded my hands over my crotch, covering the erection. “Thank you. I had trouble with the tie. Is it straight?”

She rested her head on my shoulder, the warm scent of her perfume, a mix of jasmine and vanilla, enveloped me, creating an irresistible aura of allure that made my heart race. But it doesn’t make me desire her in a manly way. I don’t want to take her, as a man should. I wanted to ask her where she got her perfume so that I could buy a bottle for myself.

“Yes.” There’s disappointment in her tone, like I’m forgetting something.

“Oh, that dress is stunning.” I managed. It sounded forced, even to my ears. Mechanical.

Sarah spun and left me alone. I remained frozen in place until my erection subsided. I stepped into our bedroom, a vast expanse of untouched sheets and undisturbed pillows, where silence hung heavy in the air. On the bed, Sarah sat, head buried in her hands. The bed, once a haven of warmth and connection, now felt cold and distant—a stark reminder of the long months since we last shared an intimate moment. I sat beside her, wondering if I should tell her why I’d ignored her. The words are there, and I’d practiced the speech hundreds or thousands of times. “Sarah, I’m not sure what’s wrong with me. But I have had these desires since my earliest memory. I’m…”

I’m what? A sissy? Submissive? A freak? An abomination? That’s what my father would say if he ever discovered what I do on my secret weekends away from home.

Sarah lifted her head and looked at me with pleading eyes, “What’s going on with you? Where have you gone?”

That’s the million-dollar question: Where have I gone?


Chapter Two




Sarah Worthington

I couldn’t do it anymore. I felt David enter the room, and he sat next to me. It was a bad time to bring this up, but I couldn’t wait any longer. I lifted my head and looked into his eyes. “What’s going on with you? Where have you gone?”

“What? I’m right here.”

“No, you’re not. You are not right here.”

My pulse quickened as I watched him do what he’d been doing forever…. He turned away and walked to our bedroom door. He grabbed the handle, and without looking at me, he said, “You did a fantastic job putting this all together, Sarah.”

“Look at me,” I said. “I can’t take this distance anymore. What’s going on?” I couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that my husband might be cheating on me. But why? I’d been the perfect wife. Or the version society expected of me. I wondered what this other woman looks like? Is she glamorous and confident, or is she someone completely ordinary? What qualities did she possess I seemed to lack? I just wanted to ask him. Just tell me, David. But the words don’t make it out. Instead, I asked, “Is everything okay?”

Without looking at me, he said, “It’s work.” I know he’s lying. “It’s been crazy lately. All these new clients. Like the one I’m meeting this weekend. Crazy. It’s good, though. For the business. Stock price keeps climbing.”

“Look at me.”

David turned, but kept his hand on the doorknob, as if to make a quick escape. “You’ve been saying that a lot, David. But that doesn’t explain your…” I wondered if he gets hard for the woman he’s keeping on the side? I wondered if he was thinking about her when I caught him with an erection he hadn’t been able to achieve in our bedroom with me. “Problem. It’s been months. The distance. God damn it, you know what I’m talking about.”

David hung his head. “I know,” he whispered. “After this trip, things will change. I promise.”

I studied him. “Really?”

“I just—”

I cut him off, tired of the same old tired answers, the same old excuses. “Are you having an affair?” The words rolled off my tongue with more hostility than I intended.

“No! I’m just going through a phase. It’s work. Nothing else.”

I didn’t believe him. I stood, brushed past him, and left, heading for the gala I put together for him, for his company, and his family. I stopped in the hallway, turned, and said, venom in my voice. “I suppose we’ll see.”

As I left him standing there, I realized something I’d never dared to think until now, not even to myself: I would make a better CEO than David. I would make a better man than David.

The thought planted itself like a seed in my mind, and I couldn’t shake it loose even as I focused on my role tonight, smiling at board members and investors, pretending I belonged in my role as the graceful, supportive wife. But the evidence had stacked itself up over the years—my ability to read people, to anticipate needs, to manipulate a room until I had every participant’s agenda mapped and cross-indexed in my mind. My vision for the company had always been clearer than his, and I’d made a habit of steering him away from mistakes he would have blundered into, had I not been there to correct his course subtly. I drafted his speeches, crafting the company’s public persona, handling crises before he even knew they existed. David was the respectable face on a puppet I pulled from behind the curtain. Why did I need him then? Certainly not for the terrible sex. I knew why I needed him. His family name.

When I hit the bottom step, Lily approached with a graceful stride. Her ebony skin glowed as much as her energetic personality. “Mrs. Worthington,” she said in her rich Jamaican accent. Her presence is both powerful and alluring—intelligent eyes, sharp mind, and undeniable charm. “The guests are arriving. Do you have any last-minute instructions?”

“No. Thank you, Lily, I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

“You’re welcome, ma’am. About my brother…”

I’d been thinking about it for a week now. But could I do it? Helping Lily and doing a favor for her brother isn’t a problem, but spying on my husband was. What if he’s having an affair? What then? Do I leave him? I liked, no, I loved the life I’m living, the money, the power, and the parties. The prenuptial was iron-tight—I leave, I get nothing. It made no difference if he’s cheating or a serial killer—I get nothing. I suspected David was like his grandfather, father, and all the Worthington men—lecherous cheats. But when I married him, I hoped he’d be different. I sensed it. That David would be. But how wrong I was.

“Like I said, Mrs. Worthington, he’s having a tough time. Lost his apartment. Let him stay in your cabana for a few weeks. He’s a private investigator and would be happy to look into Mr. Worthington for you. He could use the work, and he’s discreet.”

The wheels turned in my mind. I needed to know, even if I didn’t leave or confront David with the truth. I had to know. “I want to meet him first. Since we never use the cabana, you can get him settled in. I’ll tell David your brother, Marcus, is it?”

Lily nodded, “Thank you so much. He won’t be any trouble, I promise you.”

Lily and I went our separate ways, and although I feigned uncertainty, deep down, I had already hired Lily’s brother. I struggled with the decision, torn between the risk and the need to satisfy my curiosity. One way or another, my marriage would change. What got into me, I’m not sure, but I needed something more than being the doting wife, the planner of events, the sexually frustrated housewife pretending sex was optional. I wanted it. I needed it and I was getting it. But first, I needed to know if David was getting his and denying me mine. If he were, he’d pay. The only thing I’m not sure of is how. But that he’d pay, I’m sure. Vengeance would be mine.

As I begin my role as social planner for the Worthingtons, I fantasize about the most humiliating thing I could do to David when I take over as CEO. It was a ridiculous fantasy, I knew—the board would never allow a woman to helm the Worthington dynasty, not even one married into the bloodline. But I savored the daydream anyway, sipping from it like a forbidden cocktail. I imagined what it would feel like to take the leather chair behind the gleaming conference table, to command the floor with my voice instead of whispering instructions into David’s ear. I imagined reshaping the company in my image, not just for show, but as a living, breathing organism that moved with precision, elegance, and power.

I even let myself imagine David in the supporting role. My social assistant—an extension of my will, dressed impeccably in whatever I chose, greeting guests and shmoozing for me, instead of the other way around.

I fantasized about the most humiliating thing I could do to David, forcing him to grovel at parties, rebuked and corrected at every turn, made to feel both needed and insignificant, every line rehearsed, every gesture mine. The thought brought a tremor of guilt, but overwhelming the guilt, a warmth spread through my body, pooling at my lower belly, and as I glanced down at my sheer evening gown, I realized my nipples were hard and oh so sensitive.

I tried to fight back the sexual arousal flowing through my body as I considered my relationship with David. Maybe that was what had always drawn me to him in the first place: the delicacy, the suggestion of submission so deeply repressed I’d only ever glimpsed it in the rarest, most vulnerable moments. I wondered what I could make of him if I ripped his true nature out of him, buried beneath decades of Worthington posturing, desperate to break the surface. What would he become if I stripped all that away?

I was still mulling this as the evening’s first guests trickled into the foyer—old money couples clad in navy and cream, sons and daughters of board members, the gaggle of young associates struggling to look less terrified. I shook hands, smiled, introduced and re-introduced, conscious of the eyes on me, as I realized my fantasy of being CEO would never come true. Not in a million years.


Chapter Three




David

An hour later, our home swelled with polite laughter and the soft clinking of crystal filled with the most expensive champagne on the planet. String quartet music weaved through the air. I tried to circulate to do what they expected of me as the host. As the CEO. As the hard-core business executive everyone envisioned, but the charade I’ve been putting on is cracking.

“David, it’s good to see you.” I extended my hand and offered a firm handshake. It was a manly act, but the foundation of my masculinity continued to crack. I wanted out of this deception.

Another approach, this time from a woman, a friend of Sarah’s. “Going on another business trip?” There’s sarcasm and doubt in her voice. “Be good to her, David.”

What did she mean by that? Did Sarah tell her about my problems? I considered my difficulty in achieving an erection, at least with Sarah. When Mistress Bond ordered me to do dirty, taboo things, my cock was hard as a rock. In a fantasy, I switched what Mistress Bond made me do with Sarah, and as the fantasy unfolded, I could feel the twitch in my crotch. It wasn’t Sarah who turned me off, but the things she did. I wanted her to be more dominant, more controlling, and less orthodox in sex, and well, all of it.

But how could I tell her, I didn’t have any issue getting hard when I’m the submissive one, the girl?

“Of course.” I forced myself to move along.

My thoughts are not on the gala or my role as CEO, or as a man, but on my hunger for submission and how Sarah could fit into it all. Feeling the weight of my shame, I retreated into a corner, out of reach, and considered life. Everything here—everything in my life—was perfect on the surface, including my marriage. Though I worried about Sarah telling someone about our lack of marital bliss, I knew in my heart her traditional temperament would never permit her to discuss any deviation from the tradition. Normal sex.

I caught sight of Sarah, laughing with a group of donors as I wondered what they’d think of the truth about David Worthington. About us. About me. What would they do? How would they react if they knew about the shameless thoughts swirling around in my mind? I run my hand along the rim of my champagne glass, finding comfort in the mechanical motions as my mind slips into forbidden fantasies.

Sarah searched the room and found me. The intensity of her gaze tells me she’s got something on her mind. She thinks I’m cheating. Is that preferable to the truth? My mother stayed loyal to my father through all his cheating. My grandmother did the same. But they were different women. Sarah presented herself as the ideal loyal wife, ever attentive and caring. Yet, beneath that carefully crafted exterior, I sense it’s merely a performance, masking her true identity. Maybe she’d go for it. My kink. I’m not worried about her leaving. She liked the lifestyle that my money and family name provided her. But would she tell? If she did, it would be a scorched earth campaign because if my family ever found out… Both of us would be homeless, destitute, and alone.

I turned away from her piercing gaze and circulated, each encounter stripping the layers of the mask of masculinity I’m trying so hard to maintain. I’m on a slope of sheer ice, and no matter how much I tried to climb back, I can’t. I had to get away.

I considered leaving, grabbing my bag, and heading straight for my secret apartment. I’m sick and tired of the same empty compliments and strained pleasantries, and as the night progressed, my mind spiraled further from the role my family, wife, and shareholders all wanted me to play. My head spun, and the edges of the room blurred. I couldn’t wait to leave this world behind and disappear into my secret world of lace, pink, and silk. The facade continued to slip.

I tugged at my collar and watched the guests watching Sarah, knowing something had to give. In the erotic stories I delved into, there’s a recurring theme. A man cross-dresses. Wife catches him. Wife seeks vengeance and forces him into kinky acts he desires but can’t do on his own. This coercion forces him into a world of feminization and forbidden activities. Like the men in those stories, I lacked the courage to explore my kink in real life. To confess. To go after it. If only life were like the fantasies portrayed on the pages of my favorite authors, and someone would force me into feminization, unleashing all the forbidden desires I’m too scared to pursue.

I excused myself from the thousandth conversation about markets, mergers, and corporate profits. It’s a language I’m fluent in, but tonight I couldn’t seem to add anything to the conversation. The party faded as I stepped onto the terrace, the evening breeze cooling me off. I thought about my last conversation with Sarah. Her words echoed in my mind. She thought I was cheating on her. I am, in a sense, as we both know. But she has no idea what I’m doing behind her back. I wish I could just admit it and tell her the truth. But I don’t have the guts to accept who I am. Not to her. Not even to myself.

Lost in thought, I didn’t see the two other men step outside on the terrace. I had no idea how long I was there, deep in thought, standing in the shadows of the terrace, or how long they were there. I snapped out of my thoughts only when what they were discussing caught my attention, “She had a cock…. I mean a fucking cock. I’m telling you she… I mean, dude looked hot, fucking hot. Better than my wife. I mean, he looked good.”

The other guy spewed out his drink, laughing.

“So what did you do?”

“What the fuck am I going to do? I mean my cock’s out, and it’s hard as a rock. I figured I might as well get a blowjob. That dude’s lips were the best lips I’ve ever had.”

“Damn….”

I sighed. They noticed me, breaking off the conversation, looking in my direction.

“Yeah…. I say it’s a buy,” one said, trying to hide the conversation they’d just had.

They continued talking about mergers and acquisitions as I fantasized about these two guys pinning me with a predatory look. I’m dressed to the nines in my favorite little black dress, stiletto heels, and sexy thigh highs.

The party melted away as I drifted into a fantasy, “Hey, pretty girl.” I loved being called a pretty girl. They stepped closer to me, guiding me into a bathroom. One of them reached out and gripped my wrist. I melted, powerless to resist. It felt good to be impotent.

“I know what you’re up to and who you are. So you want me to keep what you’re doing here a secret? Well, maybe we can come to an arrangement.” His words are music to my ears. He pulled me closer, his hands finding their way to my shoulders, sending a jolt of arousal to my groin.

“So you want me to tell the board? Your wife? Your father? Or you want to do what girls do?”

I stuttered. “Please don’t tell anyone. I have lots of money.”

He laughed. “Not money I want.”

I begged him. “Please don’t do this.” But I know it’s a game, a lie I’m telling to myself and the world.

He pushed me down, my back against the bathroom wall, my pride left behind. He unbuckled his pants, rummaged around inside, and pulled out a thick, veiny piece of meat.

“Open up.” He ordered.

My mouth was dry, humiliation surged through me as I opened my mouth, tongue darting out tentatively, trembling. He gripped a handful of my hair, forcing my head back. I don’t resist. The cold tile wall bites my shoulder blades through the thinness of my dress and bra. The sounds of the party raised goosebumps along my thighs, exposed and trembling where the dress had ridden up. I felt the hot, pulsing head of his cock push against my lips, sliding in, the weight and heat of it pressing down my tongue. He tasted of salt, expensive Scotch, and primal. I sucked and gagged and whimpered, pumping him with practiced strokes, like I was born for this. Maybe I was.

He jammed himself deeper, bending me at the neck, making my eyes water. I choked, tears streaming down my cheeks. He groaned, then gathered my hair tightly in a fist, rhythmically thrusting, using my mouth as nothing more than a pleasure sleeve. I surrendered to his demands, each breathless gasp an echo of the shame and delight sluicing through my body. It’s all happening not in the dark, not in secret, but out in the open where anyone could see. My arousal, thrilling and traitorous, thundered in my veins. I wanted to be caught. I wanted someone, my wife, the board, my dead-eyed father, to see me like this, on my knees, beautiful and powerless, humiliated and cherished as nothing more than a fucktoy, a vessel of pleasure.

He finished with a shuddering grunt, flooding my mouth, and I swallowed instinctively, because that’s what the fantasy required. I blinked up with mascara running down my cheeks, and he buttoned himself up with a grin, contemptuous but, in that way, intensely intimate. Not a word more. The other guy stepped up and took his turn. When done, they just left me there, half-dressed, exposed, burning with shame and satisfaction.

Voices returned. The night air shifted, “David! David! What the hell are you doing out here? Your father’s looking for you.” Sarah said.

I staggered back to the party. My face flushed, and it felt like every guest was staring at me with full knowledge of what I’d been fantasizing about. How long was I standing there, lost? The voice of polite conversation and laughter takes hold of me again, reminding me of who I am supposed to be. The pristine and very straight host of a high-class charity event. The posed and confident CEO. Not a sissy slut, but the loyal husband. The strait-laced husband.

Dad sat alone in the library, papers and business journals stacked high, attention fixed squarely on the newspaper in his hand. The name emblazoned on the headline catches my eye. It’s one of our competitors. He looked up, acknowledging me with a nod, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth as he put the paper on a pile. As if on cue, I approached, forced a smile, and attempted some light conversation about the gala. It’s the usual stuff—stock prices, the latest corporate gossip, who’s in and who’s out, and all the other things that seem to consume him.

“It’s a damn shame you had to leave Sarah behind,” he said, folding his arms across his chest, giving me the same look he would if I were a junior exec at the company rather than his son. I quickly made some lame excuse about the demands of business travel. Then he leaned in, motioning for me to do the same. I sensed something conspiratorial in his behavior, as if he were about to share a secret I’ll want to remember for years. His eyes flashed with a mix of seriousness and amusement. “Son,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper thick enough to cut, “let me tell you something about women.”

I fidgeted in my seat, not sure whether I should flee or listen. “A man in your position,” he continued, “can work late, stay in the city, have his fun, and still keep the home fires burning. If you know what I mean.”

The words dangled in the air like a trap meant to catch me off guard. I felt like it had knocked the air out of me. He’s always been a hard-ass about having a family and living respectably, and here he is calmly sharing tips on how to have an affair. I couldn’t decide whether he’s testing me or if he’s genuinely okay with it, or both. He raised an eyebrow, waiting for me to respond, to see if I understood the scandalous proposition he’s laid out in front of me.

“I get it,” I stammered, trying to wrap my head around the bizarre ethics he’s suddenly espousing. “Work-life balance.” The phrase sounded foolish the moment it left my mouth, and I immediately wished I could take it back. He chuckled, clearly amused by my awkwardness, and it left me wondering what kind of man he expected me to be. His relaxed candor is unsettling, a stark reminder that maybe he knows more about me than I’m willing to admit. My face flushed as I awkwardly changed the subject back to the party, making an excuse to leave before he dug any deeper and found out what I’m doing on my secret weekends.

Later that night, after the party was over, I was so nervous about getting caught that I told Sarah the client canceled abruptly and I wasn’t going on the trip, which only raised more suspicions.


Chapter Four




David

Sarah didn’t say a word all morning.

When I said, “Good morning,” And slid in for a kiss, she turned her back on me.

When she lit the stove, set the frying pan, and put three eggs for breakfast on the counter, I said, “I’ll make it for you.”

She left, mumbling, “I’m not hungry anymore.”

I caught up to her on the terrace. “Listen, I know there’s been distance between us, let me make it up to you. I’ll make a nice romantic dinner for you and—”

With a firm voice that commanded attention, she interrupted the conversation and stated, “Lily’s brother is arriving this afternoon.” Then she left me alone on the terrace. I wondered even if I cooked a fabulous meal, her favorite foods, created an ambiance of romance in the dining room, if she’d even show up?

I thought canceling my business trip would please her and show my devotion to her and our marriage. But it raised more doubts than going would have. I was guilty. I was the unfaithful husband. I wasn’t unfaithful. Yet. But in the depths of my imagination, I often wandered into uncharted territory. Territory few have journeyed, a world of dominance and submission, a world of kinky sexual acts, forbidden desires, a world that even speaking about would bring rebuke and exile from my straightlaced and cultured world. Even though physically, I have never cheated on her, Sarah wouldn’t understand why my thoughts weren’t for her, not even for another woman. I tried to justify my actions, the actions I wanted so badly to do, by telling myself that when I’m en femme, I’m not really me, I’m Daisy. Daisy the slut.

How could I fantasize about such perverse things? If I told her, she wouldn’t understand how I could even fantasize about another man and still want her. But did I? Did I want her as a man wants his wife, or in another way?

As the morning progressed, the turmoil inside me gave me a splitting headache. The tug of war stretched my mind to its limits. The two opposing needs of making things up to Sarah and my secret apartment, with all its delightfully silky clothes, were ripping me apart. I wanted to feel the soft caress of women’s clothes on my skin, but I needed to save my marriage, too. How was I going to save my marriage, drowning in my lies? How am I going to pursue my taboo desires and remain faithful to Sarah? How am I going to fulfill my duties sexually as a husband?

Sarah went about her Saturday, ignoring me until Marcus arrived. Apparently, without my approval, Sarah allowed Lily’s brother to stay in our cabana by the pool.

I raced to the window above the front door when the Uber pulled up. The man who emerged was my polar opposite, with dark skin and long dreadlocks. A body like a pro wrestler, all muscles and cocky street-wise swagger, worn jeans and a bright, skintight T-shirt that mocked the finely tailored world he’s entering.

Sarah practically undressed him when she greeted him. Her eyes lingered on his broad shoulders and easy, laid-back grin. They stood too close—way too close—and it was Sarah who was invading his space, not the other way around. They chatted for a few minutes. I couldn’t hear her, but I could see her laugh, a laugh I had loved and found so attractive when we first met. Jealousy coiled inside me for a brief instant. But what overtook it, smothered it, wasn’t jealousy. There’s another emotion piggybacking on the jealousy, a thrill. No, it’s lust, maybe. No! It’s a craving to watch Sarah make love. No, what I’m feeling right now, making love, is too tame. What I want is to watch Sarah get fucked by this stranger.

After several minutes of flirtatious conversation, Marcus slung his only bag, a well-worn backpack, over his shoulder and trailed behind my wife into the house. He fixated his gaze on her, his eyes tracing the curve of her hips with every step she took. Her dress clung to her shapely figure, swaying slightly as she walked, and he seemed utterly captivated. I realized she’s showing off, trying to get him to look at her ass. Swinging her hips more. That’s not her walk. As they entered the house, a forbidden thought zipped through my mind, one that felt so scandalous and inappropriate that I dared not even give it voice.

Boiling over with conflicting emotions, so hot I could barely sit still, so pissed I was trembling in a way that felt more like foreplay than rage. Any normal husband, confronted with a living, breathing, sexual threat like Marcus, would have done something decisive—marched right up to him, looked him dead in the eye, and warned him to stay the hell away from his wife. Especially when your wife’s eyes lingered and her laugh bloomed like it hadn’t in years, not since before the wedding, and maybe not even then. A normal man would have claimed his territory, shut down the competition, and restored order to the universe. But what did I do? Nothing. I stood there at the window, watching the Uber’s taillights fade, while my wife and her new friend—her houseguest, her living, breathing, musclebound temptation—trailed into my house, into my kitchen, into my life.

I told myself I’d do something, confront Marcus later, lay down ground rules, and make my expectations clear. I imagined the conversation: “Marcus, I appreciate you’re here for Lily, but this is my home, and I expect you to treat Sarah with respect.” But I knew I couldn’t say it. I knew, even as I rehearsed the words in my head, that they would come out weak and unconvincing, and he’d just smile that easy, dismissive smile and do whatever he wanted, anyway. I was helpless. Powerless. It should have made me furious, should have made me want to smash something or scream, but it made my cock ache for more.

No, what made it worse was that I wanted it to happen. I wanted to see how far Sarah would go, how far Marcus would push, how it would feel to be on the outside of my marriage, watching someone else crack the code I’d spent years trying—and failing—to crack. The images that flashed behind my eyes weren’t of fighting for my marriage. They were in submission. Of watching from the shadows as Sarah’s hands wandered over Marcus’s body, as his lips crushed hers, as she shivered and gasped and did things for him she’d never done for me. I imagined her moaning beneath him, my name erased from her mind, her body moving with a wildness I’d never seen. I pictured myself standing there, powerless and seething, but unable to look away. The thought alone was enough to get me hard, shame rising in my throat like bile, and I wanted to vomit up the whole mess of jealousy and lust and self-loathing.

I needed to get away. I needed to escape before I did something humiliating, before I went crawling to Sarah and confessed my perverted cravings, or worse, begged her to act them out for me. The only way to survive was to run—to retreat to my secret apartment, shut the door, and lose myself in silk and lace and the anonymous comfort of the city at night. So when Sarah found me in my office and asked if we could have that romantic dinner after all. I lied. I told her the client had changed his mind, that I had to leave after all. I pretended to be annoyed, to be frustrated by another last-minute inconvenience, like any good husband would. She didn’t even pretend to be disappointed. She just nodded, lips tight, eyes unreadable. I think she knew it was bullshit, but she didn’t care enough to call me on it.

I packed a single overnight bag with the barest essentials—what I needed for the business trip, and what I needed for the weekend. I rehearsed a farewell that sounded casual but final, kissed her on the cheek, and left her in the dining room, a glass of wine in her hand and her phone already lighting up with messages. I wondered if Marcus was texting her, or if she was texting him. I wondered how long I had until she invited him up to our bedroom, or down to the cabana, or out back to the pool, where anyone could see them in the moonlight. I wondered how it would feel when she told me about it, if she ever told me at all.

In my car, I gripped the steering wheel until my knuckles went white, then let go. My hands trembled. I drove away from the house, from my wife, from the whole illusion of control I’d built around myself. I was alone, but the ache in my chest was almost a relief. For the first time in months, maybe years, I could be honest with myself about what I wanted and what I couldn’t have. I was running away, but it felt right.

I drove into the city, into anonymity, knowing exactly where I headed and what I would do the second I got there. I didn’t think about Marcus, or Sarah, or the life I was leaving behind. I thought only about escape, and the sweet, breathless surrender that waited for me in my secret apartment.


Chapter Five




Sarah

I knew I was risking a lot by planning to provoke my cheating husband as I waited under the portico for Marcus to arrive, hoping that David was watching.

As I watched the little car on my Uber app approach our property, I imagined what my friends and social circle would say if they heard about me flirting with this stranger.

An insistent whisper at the back of my mind, one of my friends, one of the gossipy wives, chimed in as they became aware of my plans for vengeance. “Did you hear? Sarah practically got down on her knees for this man. And he’s black. Not just black, this man she’s got living in her cabana just isn’t black; he’s homeless and decidedly beneath our social standing. What’s wrong with her?”

I imagined all other cancelations from social gatherings, including my bridge club and the book club, and I wondered who would play tennis with me. What about my charity work? Did I care about that crap, anyway? Or was all this trophy wife disease?

When the Uber pulled into our long driveway, rage rushed through my veins at my husband for putting me in this position. His cheating. His lies. His deceptions, for taking me away from a rewarding career, to be his… Trophy. To be owned by The Worthingtons.

As the Uber approached the portico, I drifted into an alternate universe where I’m CEO instead of David, and David’s my trophy… what? Wife. I could have been the one with a building named after me, rather than the nameless face smiling beside a man, a weak man, a man who’s got no interest in pleasing me sexually. If only it were me with those three letters after my name—CEO—I could not only command a boardroom, but the bedroom as well. Men, particularly my wimp of a husband, would kneel at my stilettos, begging for a taste of power they couldn’t possess. I pictured myself at the helm of TrueFood, walking into what used to be David’s office, dressed in a fitted black blazer and a skin-tight skirt to turn heads. It would feel good to be in control, and not an accessory to David’s genetic legacy, locked in a gilded cage, courtesy of my prenuptial prison.

“If I were a man,” I whispered, as the Uber came to a halt, tracing the wedding band on my finger, “they’d celebrate my infidelity like another corporate takeover.” I smiled, knowing my chickenhearted husband waited upstairs while I weighed how I’d exact my vengeance upon him. Could I break him before sunrise? The rules of two-timing were about to be rewritten—and this time, I’d be holding the pen.

For a second, I entertained ditching my devious scheme. That thought lasted as long as David’s unsatisfying fucks. I committed to not letting David make a fool of me ever again. The rumors about his incessant, so-called business trips had caused something long dormant, buried deep inside me, to snap. I refused to be made a fool!

When Lily’s brother, Marcus, stepped out of the Uber, I would have never believed, in a million years, that a man of his social standing could captivate me. Marcus’s eyes trailed up and down my body like I’m his next conquest. How dare he? Does he know who I am? I’m Sarah Worthington! But as his eyes undressed me, it somehow felt good to have that kind of attention, instead of the prim and proper world shrouding me.

When his eyes landed on my breasts, I fought the urge to tell him to get back in the Uber.

Isn’t this what I wanted?

As his eyes pondered what my breast might feel like, I did my probing of his body, like I owned it, and it felt good. Marcus imagined how he’d take me, while I imagined how I’d take him, pressing down on his broad shoulders with my hands as I rode him, like I owned him. I pictured his massive biceps flexing, straining against the handcuffs I secured to the four-poster bed as I dug my bright red nails into his massive chest muscles. A chill descended, sending shivers down my spine and into that most deprived place between my thighs. It was as if the air held its breath, waiting for what would come next. I tried to shake free from the fantasy unraveling by reminding myself that I run five charities. I’m a respectable member of the community, and I’m thinking about tying this man up and riding him like one of my treasured thoroughbred horses. I should not have the least inkling of desire to get involved with him. But I did. I fought it, telling myself I’m infuriated. Mad at David. I’m not a sadist. I’m not a pervert. But I couldn’t deny it any longer.

Our mutual fantasy fucking lasted only a flicker in time, but it felt like an eternity, a wonderful, blissful eternity.

I said, trying to deny to myself that I’d just fucked this guy in my mind. “I want you to know upfront, I’m doing this for Lily…” I was. But if you’ll let me tie your massive body up, I wouldn’t mind. You can be my toy. “Can I give you a tour of our estate?”

I unbuttoned two buttons of my blouse, fanning myself, and said, “It’s so hot.” Before I knew it, I had my hand around his massive, hard right bicep.

“Nah,” he said in a thick Jamaican accent, his eyes never leaving my double D’s. “Like to get settled in if you don’t mind. Been crashing at my friend’s place for the past month.”

In the cabana, Marcus thanked me in his thick Jamaican accent. “Thanks, I appreciate the favor. You’re old man sure is one lucky dude.”

Did he just lick his lips? Like, I’m his next meal? I have a mind just to tell him to get down on his knees and worship me as my eyes dropped to his crotch, which I imagine is much bigger than anything David packed. I grazed his shoulder with my hand, “Thank you, but I don’t think he appreciates all I offer. So you broke up with your girlfriend?”

Did I just say that? Get a hold of yourself, Sarah! I’m fulfilled socially. Monetarily. But… I needed more. I deserved more.

His eyes lit up, and he licked his lips again, “Yeah. Dating this girl from the States, and while I was away on a big work assignment, I was following her cheating husband. Like yours, I guess. I don’t understand why dudes like your husband cheat. Damn you, one fine woman…”

There’s a stirring down below I haven’t felt in… How long had it been since a man made my pussy flutter? As the most taboo thoughts I’ve ever had filled my mind, flushed my cheeks, and crept down my neck, landing in my nipples, tightening them against the fabric of my blouse. Suddenly, I was hyperaware of my body: the way my skin prickled, the way my pussy fluttered. I hadn’t responded to a man like this in months, maybe years. Certainly not to David, who seemed to go out of his way to avoid even brushing against me. What’s wrong with me? But here I was, blushing for a man who’d barely known me for half an hour, a man who looked at me like he wanted to devour every inch of me. I wanted to tell him. If we do it, I’m devouring you.

Marcus’s eyes roved hungrily up and down my body, cataloging every curve, as a traitorous pulse of desire ignited to a flame between my legs. It was mortifying. I tried to tell myself it was just the novelty, the danger, the sheer animal energy he projected. I imagined David peering through the window, watching me play with my new toy, Marcus. I pictured the look on David’s face watching me flirting shamelessly with Marcus, or—God forbid—something even more explicit.

The fantasy took hold before I could stop it: we tied David to a chair and forced him to watch, powerless, his mouth agape in horror or jealousy. Or humiliation, as I did my best to break the bedsprings.

In my fantasy, I said to David, “Not once in our marriage did you make me scream like this. Money can’t buy this much fun.”

The fantasy took off into something more taboo. Slowly, in my forbidden fantasy, David wasn’t David. He was more like a trollop named Slut. I forced David to wear a frilly pink negligee and a pair of heels. Standing off to the side, nervously playing with his cock. But he can’t touch it because it’s locked up tight in pink plastic. He can’t join in; he can only watch.

I let Marcus bend me over the end of the bed. Marcus fucked me hard and deep, the key to my trollop’s locked up cock swinging back and forth like a pendulum in rhythm to Marcus’s bad boy thrusts. I clutched the sheets, crying out every time Marcus slammed into me, while David whimpered in the background, his arousal unmistakable and shameful.

I shuddered, both thrilled and disgusted by my fantasy. The images wouldn’t leave me alone. In another flash, I was riding Marcus, splayed out on the bed, his hands and legs tied to the frame. My hands braced atop his chest, my body moving with a wildness I never allowed myself. This time, David sat in a chair at the edge of the bed, hands bound behind his back with one of my silk scarves, forced to watch as I lost myself riding a big black cock, yelling filthy and humiliating critiques of David, the big shot CEO’s manhood, gasping, panting, and moaning with David helpless to do anything but squirm and whimper.

The worst part? I wanted it. I wanted to degrade him, to make David watch while another man took me. The thought made my knees weak, my heart pound, and my pussy throb. What kind of woman finds that arousing? I needed to escape before something happened that overwhelmed me. I had to get out of here, run to my bedroom, get out my vibrator, and release some tension.

I realized Marcus was talking, in the middle of a story, “…rich dude, like your man. Don’t understand why these guys cheat on such hot ladies they have. Bastards. Anyway, my girl, or ex-girl, threw a bunch of parties, lots of drugs, and well, the cops raided the place and I got evicted. It was a bad decision on my part to let her water my plants and watch the place, and it was an even bigger problem dating her. But I sorta fall for the dominant ones.”

I struggled to make sense of the whirlwind of emotions swirling within me, and a dark realization dawned on me: Marcus would not just be a guest in our home. He was a catalyst for change, a disruptor of the carefully curated façade David and the Worthingtons created for me. Nothing would ever be the same again.

“Hey, you okay?”

“Yeah. I’m fine. Just worried about my husband.”

“So, you want me to check up on your husband? I’ve got another assignment, but I can make time for this. I’ll do it for free, no problem, ma’am.”

Did he just call me ma’am?

The word curled around my spine, warm and forbidden, and I felt my face flush again—this time with something that wasn’t embarrassment at all. The half-grin Marcus gave me was slow and submissive, and I imagined those lips doing unspeakable things to my neck and pussy, as I tugged on the leash around his neck. My body, starved for actual affection, responded in ways that made me want to slap myself. I absolutely could not let this man, this homeless black man, with his rolled-up sleeves and eyes like molten chocolate, affect me. But the line between want and need blurred by the second, and I couldn’t help myself: I pictured his hands on me, rough and certain, holding me open, holding me down, making me feel like nothing else in the world mattered except the way he could fill me. I imagined him bending me over the marble counter in the pool cabana, the faint chlorine scent mixing with sweat and aftershave. My skirt hiked up, panties around my ankles as Marcus pressed behind me, big and hot and not the least bit gentle. Where David had always been so polite, so cultured, so gentle, Marcus would be reckless, where David treated my body like a fragile heirloom, if and when we ever had sex, Marcus, if I demanded, would treat it like flesh to conquer, to subjugate, to claim. But that’s not what I wanted from Marcus or any man; I wanted to destroy them, to subjugate them, to lay claim to their bodies, and make all men mine.

“So… I figure next time he goes away on one of his weekend…”

As Marcus told me about how he’d follow David, bug his room, and take pictures of his weekend getaway, a strange fantasy unfolded. More than strange, like bizarre. A fantasy I wouldn’t dare repeat in the social circles I traveled in, it unfolded in a rush: I was naked, and between my thighs, I had a cock. Not a strap-on like in porn movies, but a real cock. Long and thick and in a single, determined thrust, I rammed it into my feminized husband. I experienced no sexual pleasure from the penetration, but there was a nasty thrill that pulsed through me as I gripped my husband’s hips. The thrill of power. The thrill of control, as every thrust of my hip becomes a declaration of my dominance over David and TrueFoods. I love the image of David’s body as it tensed beneath me, helpless, as a surge of satisfaction flowers in my bouncing boobs. Power radiated from my core. It’s not a sexual thrill in the usual sense. It comes because I’m setting the pace, I’m taking, not giving.

I’ve got a mirror in front of him and I make him watch his submission. I love seeing the flush of shame and arousal on his face. It feeds something deep and primal inside me, as I meant each conquering thrust not to please me or him sexually but to remind him I’m in control, that he’s surrendering to me in ways he’d never dare admit outside this room.

“… So once I have some pictures, you can decide what to do. If you want me to proceed…”

I thought that fucking not getting fucked was like taking the reins of a wild stallion—every thrust, every movement, a test of my authority. Each time my hips smacked my husband’s ass, I was shaping his surrender to my will, his world bending to my will. I knew how I wanted this to end. I wanted to get drunk on reducing men to whimpers and moans, impaling their masculinity with a plastic cock because I’d never grow my own. Their humiliation would be mine to wield, to shape into pleasure for me. With that thought, I felt invincible, alive, and absolutely, deliciously in command.

“Sarah! Sarah! You okay, Sarah….”

“Yeah. What were you saying?”

“I’m discreet, very discreet. I’ve been doing this for a long time, so…. So, I can trail him, find out what’s going on without him finding out, and you can decide what to do about it. You sign a prenup?”

I nodded.

“Airtight?”

I nodded.

“Sometimes knowing takes some of the strain off.”

I took the plunge like jumping into a pool of water, not knowing how cold it was. A thought, a plan erupted in my mind: an idea so bizarre, outrageously twisted, deliciously devious, yet as ancient as humanity itself: vengeance. “So, would you like to join us for dinner? David was supposed to go away for the weekend, but he canceled his so-called trip. I’ll pay you for your time. Of course.” Marcus listened intently as I explained what I wanted from him. The flicker of curiosity in his eyes told me I liked Marcus already.

Marcus nodded, his lips curling into a sly smile, and I felt a strange sensation stir within me. “Damn! I’m not pissing you off.”

It was as if a dormant force had awakened, a subtle tremor in my stomach and below, much like the first faint tremors of an impending volcanic eruption. My life was about to take a dramatic turn in ways I never could have imagined. Ways that were never part of my traditional upbringing, I’d have never believed I’d not only like but also embrace so wholeheartedly.

“I’ll spank you if you do.”

Marcus’s once bold, deep, powerful tone softened. “Yes, Ma’am.”


Chapter Six

Sarah

The next day, David had said, oh so lamely, briefcase in hand, stuttering through the pretense that a client who had suddenly canceled, unpredictably, had become available. Again. He simply had to leave right away. The urge to call him out, to verbally castrate him, was overwhelming. But I held my tongue. What was the point of exposing him now, when his mounting lies would only tighten the noose around his neck? No, I decided, it would be far more satisfying to let the web of deceit grow, to let him dig himself deeper, before I delivered the precise blow that would leave him gasping for air.

As the echo of David’s hurried footsteps faded down the marble corridor, a hollow ache gnawed at my chest, equal parts rage and humiliation. I paced the foyer, the sharp click of my heels a counterpoint to the silent scream building inside me. How dare he? Was I truly such a fool, so easily lied to, so efficiently replaced? The rumormongers in my social circle would feast on every morsel of my disgrace. I could imagine the headlines in their little private chats: “CEO’s wife gets traded for a younger, trashier model—film at eleven.”

I thought of my mother, of all her warnings about men like David. “Don’t let your guard down, Sarah. They’ll steal your heart and then your dignity.” I thought I could handle him. But what I hadn’t counted on was the bone-deep hurt that came from being discarded. It wasn’t just the loss of affection. It was the annihilation of the future I’d so carefully mapped out, the one where I played the perfect wife and David the model husband. I’d sacrificed my career ambitions for this role, and now he was casting me aside as if I were a dress gone out of style.

But despite the pain, I felt the chill of something new—resolve. I would not be the passive, weeping victim. No. I would take control of the narrative, even if that meant burning the entire script. Let him believe he had the upper hand. Let him bask in whatever tawdry pleasures he was after. By the time I was done, he would regret underestimating me.

My “plan,” if one could call it that, was a nebulous thing as yet, more an impulse than a strategy. I supposed it would clarify itself as the hours passed and the situation developed. Right now, step one was to gather ammunition, to get the sort of incontrovertible proof that could break a man like David. The kind that would destroy his career, his reputation, his standing in the community. The kind that would leave him with nothing but the bitter taste of defeat.

As I stood in the driveway, watching David leave as a new and improved Sarah took hold, the new Sarah wasn’t the demure, polished debutante from the Worthington holiday cards. This Sarah was hard-eyed, her lips pressed into a grim line of determination. I barely recognized her, but I liked her. She looked like a woman done playing by other people’s rules.

I heard a soft cough behind me and turned to find Marcus leaning against the doorway, arms crossed. He’d watched the entire scene. His eyes flicked between me and the door David had disappeared through. “You good? Mistress,” he asked, voice low, not unkindly.

Did I hear what he’d just said? Mistress? Thinking I misheard him, I said, “Fine, just fine.”

He tipped his head, as if to say he knew better. “You want him followed, Mistress?”

I turned and wondered if I heard him right, and if I did, what does it mean?

Marcus’ breathing quickened. His broad shoulders—shoulders that could easily snap my body in two if he wanted—trembled slightly as he swallowed hard. The muscles in his neck tensed, then surrendered as he lowered those piercing eyes that usually commanded. To see such raw power deliberately caged, leashed, and offered to me like a gift... I felt the intoxicating rush of control flood through me, knowing he chose this submission, placing his strength entirely under my command.

“Find out what he’s doing. I want reports every hour.”

Marcus’s voice, thick with strain and anticipation, managed a shaky but clear, “Yes, ma’am.” The words quivered in the air, trembling with the effort it took for him to speak them. He blinked, his eyes darting up to my face, then down to the floor again. The thrill of humiliation and the fierce pride of submission warred visibly in his expression, his breath coming in ragged little huffs, his whole being seemed to shape itself around the vacuum of my command, primed to be filled with my voice, my will, my pleasure.

Then, in the strained silence, Marcus said something that, even in the context of everything that had just transpired, seemed to me both completely absurd and completely inevitable. He said, “I want to serve you.”

At first, I thought I had misheard—maybe it was the heady rush of my anger that had twisted what came out of his mouth. I felt myself spinning with delight and surprise and an odd pang of pity for this man who had laid himself open at my feet.

“I want to serve you,” he repeated, softer, with the shame and the need and the hope that I accepted his loyalty. “In whatever you desire.”

I felt power blossom. Not the cruel, impersonal power of the world, but something intimate, intricate—a power of knowing, of careful attention, of rewarding trust with exquisite control. I leaned forward, ran my long red fingernail along his bottom lip, and watched the way his eyes fluttered, his jaw slackening not in defeat, but in a kind of relief.

He wanted to serve me and wanted me to use him. He wanted to be good for me; it shocked me. More than shocked, it floored me. “Sarah. I’ll get you everything you need to know. And I’ll be invisible.”

We both watched David’s car peel out of the long driveway. I marched to the key cabinet and riffled through its rows, finally selecting the keys to the navy blue Mercedes. I held them up to Marcus, who accepted them with a nod, his face now all business.

“You know which car to tail,” I said.

“Yeah. I’ll keep my distance. You want pictures?”

“Yes,” I replied, my voice cold. “Get me proof and I’ll reward you. Fail, and I’ll punish you.” The words shocked me, that I’d said it. But they came naturally. I wanted this new Sarah. I liked her. “I know he’s got a secret apartment. Someplace. Break in. I want to see it. Pictures. I want proof.”

He grinned, flashing teeth so white they belonged in a toothpaste ad. “Yes, Mistress.”

This time, I knew what I heard. But what did it mean? What was I supposed to do? I said, “Dismissed.” Unsure and surprised by my newfound assertiveness.

I watched through the window as Marcus trotted to the Mercedes and revved the engine. He waited until David’s BMW had turned the corner, merging into the flow of traffic like a shark slipping beneath the surface.

I stood there, watching the empty driveway. I was alone. But not powerless. Now the game would begin in earnest. For a long time, I simply stood in the entryway, locked in stillness, as if any movement might shatter the delicate membrane of opportunity that had descended over the house. The light, filtered through the glass, cast intricate patterns across the floor—geometries of the new order of my life. There was no doubt in my mind, from this point on, I’d preside over my home.

It wasn’t just about David and his secret life anymore. It was about the terrifying, exhilarating implications of what had just passed between Marcus and me. The memory of his trembling, the way he’d addressed me, the way he’d admitted to wanting my orders… it all replayed in my mind, each detail sharper and more electric on every pass. I knew I could bend Marcus to my will because he had chosen to submit to me. He had given me the keys, literally and figuratively, and in doing so, had reversed our entire dynamic. I knew soon David would submit, just as Marcus had, to bend at the knee.

I wasn’t sure if I was excited or terrified. Was this what my mother had meant when she warned me about men like David? Had she guessed that the world was full of men who secretly wanted to be told what to do, who longed for submission and the control of a dominant woman? The thought made me laugh, a bitter, startled sound. The world was less a chessboard than a carnival—everyone wearing masks, no one playing the part they truly wanted.

I stared at my reflection in the gilded mirror—tall, composed, every hair immaculate—and saw a stranger looking back at me, replaying Marcus’s last words. “I want to serve you.” Not just I want to serve you. “I want to serve you, Mistress. In whatever you desire.”

The possibility of it made my pussy tingle, and for the first time in years, I felt honestly, viscerally alive. Was this the answer to the ache of disappointment? Was this how I could reclaim my life, not just my marriage, but my very self?

I gathered my thoughts. The next move was crucial, and now, blessed with an unexpected ally in Marcus, I could afford to think bigger and act bolder. If David believed he was outmaneuvering me, he would soon learn there were other pieces in play.

I slipped off my heels, padded to my makeshift office, and began my research into female domination. Five hours later, full of possibilities of my blooming new lifestyle, I made my demand to my new sub, Marcus, with a single word: “Update.”


Chapter Seven




David

My cheap little haven was three flights up, wedged in a building that had once been luxury condos, now mostly Section 8. The elevator opened onto a peeling hallway that reeked of weed and someone’s slow-cooking ethnic stew. The stench should have repelled me, but it didn’t. It brought solace and a strange arousal because just down the hall lay all the tools of the trade I needed to transform myself from the dignity of my world into something so provocative, so risque, so bold, if the people in the orbit of the sophisticated world I came from knew. Well, they’d hang me out to dry and no longer welcome me as a Worthington.

The door, as always, stuck in the middle, so I put my full weight behind it and stumbled inside, heart hammering with anticipation. The apartment was a shoebox, but I kept it tidy. If my father or my grandfather, or Sarah for that matter, ever saw it, they’d be appalled, but that was the point: this was mine, untouched by society’s rules. The light through the filthy window was watery, faintly yellow, like morning after a rain. I locked the door behind me and turned the bolt twice, then dragged my suitcase across the cheap faux-wood flooring into the bedroom. My sanctuary.

The closet wasn’t much, just a warped Ikea with a single rod, but inside, my dresses, skirts, cosplay outfits, and lingerie all hung in a neat rainbow, sleeves and hems aligned with obsessive precision. I pressed my fingers to the fabric and let the tension leak out of my shoulders. The jacket peeled off, then the shirt. I couldn’t peel away the maleness fast enough. The tie was next, a black snake I flung to the floor. I caught my reflection in the mirror strategically placed on the wall. Already, a subtle change in the face—my face—as the tired lines of the company man receded and something else appeared.

As the man faded, I drew a careful breath. My hands were small, like pianists, and my groin, dead an hour ago, fluttered like I had a bird trapped in my underwear. I let my slacks pool at my ankles and kicked them to the side, exposing my hairless legs, pale and trembling, the last frail evidence of the masculinity I’d once worked so hard to preserve. In its place, someone half-formed and desperate stared back, eyes rimmed with feverish hunger to be a slut. I knew exactly who she was. Now she stood center stage, trembling, hungry, nearly visible.

I slid open the top drawer of my pink dresser. Rows and rows of panties in every color—lace, mesh, cotton, silk—each one folded and arranged, each pair chosen with the same rigor I brought to deciding on what would increase TreuFoods’ share prices. I ran my thumb over a pale pink thong and held it to my face. The smell alone could knock me over.

I selected a pair—black, nearly see-through, with a tiny white bow at the front—and stepped into them, savoring the way the fabric slid up my thighs and cupped me, sharp and electric, a thousand miles from the rough seams of boxers. My hand trembled as I pulled on the matching bra, feeling the straps dig lightly, lovingly, into my skin. I breathed. I was myself. I was safe here.

I returned to the mirror and gazed at my reflection. I barely touched the waistband of my panties before my cock stiffened and pressed against the lacy fabric, tenting it with a force I had never once felt at home. I stared at my engorgement in the mirror, the absurdity and the arousal of it hitting me all at once, a wave of shame and pleasure that nearly took my legs out. What was wrong with me? Why, after years of marriage, after countless fruitless attempts at passion with Sarah, could I only get hard for this? For the forbidden, the unmanly, the exact opposite of everything I was supposed to want.

I stepped out of them, the transformation a ritual: shower and shaving, cologne off, perfume on. Not the sophisticated blend Sarah used. But something cheaper and sluttier. I dabbed it on my wrists, my neck, the arches of my feet, until I loaded the air with the odor of a whore.

I put my panties back on and the bra and sat before my makeshift vanity, my cock jutting skyward, urgent and insistent, a red flag for everything wrong and right about my transformation. The chill of the apartment prickled down my skin in waves, and I shuddered a little—not from cold, but expectation. I stared at my reflection. This was no executive’s marble-and-gold powder room; it was my altar, my confession booth, my operating table. Arrayed before me, the tools that would make Sarah weep: foundation wedges, stubby pencils, tubes and pots and wands, each would peel away a layer of David like a surgeon’s scalpel, a ritual meant to erase the man like a doctor removing a wart.

I started with a primer, a cheap, tacky brand, and dotted it across my cheeks, my brow, then smoothed it in with short, expert strokes. My hands were steady now, the nervous tremble replaced with professional grace, as if I were prepping for a quarterly review. Foundation next, pale as death, then concealer, to kill off any trace of manhood. Each pass of the brush felt like a benediction—here, cheekbones, chin, here, obliterating my masculinity, creating the secret slut no one knew about.

Eyeshadow. I used a palette still crusted with fingerprints, chose a hot violet. I looked more and more like a little slut, precisely as I wanted. Every step, every detail, built another layer of distance between me and the man who’d stormed out of the Worthington mansion hours before.

Liner. I uncapped the little jet-black wand, held my breath, and drew it across the lid, just above the lash line. The first time I’d tried this, I’d stabbed myself in the eye; now, it was muscle memory. A flick at the end, then another. Suddenly, my eyes were twice as large, the irises brighter, the effect lethal. I was a slut. I did the other eye, hand barely shaking. Then the mascara. This was always the best part. One swipe and the lashes doubled in length, thick, lush, and dirty. I did three coats, and the slut in the mirror blinked back, her gaze capturing both sexually provocative and innocent.

I went slowly, to savor it, and I loved watching as the man in the mirror vanished. I’d learned long ago that patience paid off. Rushing left you looking like a clown. There was an art to the contour, to the tricky way you could blur a jawline, shadow a nose, soften an Adam’s apple until it was nothing but an afterthought. I’d watched YouTube videos for hours, obsessing, trying to unlock the secrets the other girls seemed born with. The first attempt made me look like a drag queen left out in the rain. Now, the strokes were graceful, calculated, and washed me in femininity. I knew which angles flattered, which lie to tell with a brush or a wand. My cock throbbed, a steady pulsing.

The blush was next. I used a soft coral, circular motions high on the cheekbone, just like the tutorials. The effect was instant: my face lost its masculinity and took on a girlish flush, a wild, impetuous, and slutty look.

I couldn’t stop glancing down at my erection, perverse and proud and entirely at odds with the face I’d assembled. I dipped my fingers between my thighs, just beneath the hem of the panties, and pressed. The shiver was immediate, irresistible, but I forced myself to keep working.

All the while, the arousal grew, urgent and insistent, until my cock was leaking clear fluid into the panties, sticking the fabric against my groin. I looked at it, at myself, and felt something that wasn’t quite pride and wasn’t quite disgust. I wanted to fuck myself, to bend myself over this dollar-store vanity and pound away until the mirror broke. I wanted, above all, to be seen. Tonight, I’d do it. Tonight, I walked the streets.

I pictured myself, pink clutch tucked under one arm, stilettos loud on the cracked sidewalk, strutting past the patios and corner stores of this wreck of a block. In my fantasy, the street was a runway, every passing car a spotlight, every catcall an ovation—my audience horny men. I could almost hear it: whistle, shout, the drawled come here, baby, the explicit commentary on my ass and legs, the way my cock tented the skirt even after I’d tucked, evidence of my perversion. I wanted it—the danger, the humiliation, the promise that someone might see me, might drag me off somewhere unknown and make me beg for it.

The last step was the lips. I chose the bright red tube, which was cheap as hell, and twisted the tube and felt a rush of arousal, a color Sarah would never go for. I pressed the lipstick to my mouth, being careful to outline first, then fill in, and finally blot, hoping that someone’s cock ruins all the work I put into it, making my lips perfect. The effect was instant. My mouth blazed, wet and obscene, perfect, vulgar, and more than a little whorish.

My hands, which had always been steady on a conference-room table, now shook as I reached for the wig—a neon pink wig with tight curls, naughty and unapologetically brash. It screamed confidence and fun. When I shook it out and settled it onto my scalp, I could feel the person I was becoming.

I paused, staring at the reflection. The face wasn’t mine, and that was the point. For a moment, David, the corporate CEO, the heir to a fortune most people would never earn in three lifetimes, screamed back at me. “Are you serious? You’re going to gamble with everything you have? A gorgeous wife. A beautiful mansion. A rewarding job to parade around on the streets like a cheap whore?”

The answer came easily. “Yes.”

More than anything, I wanted to be a fuckable, disposable thing—a bimbo in panties and perfume, the polar opposite of what society taught me a man was supposed to be. That was my core, a whore with no dignity, desperate for whatever scraps of affection or abuse the world tossed my way. Looking at the reflection of the whore I’d become, and feeling the ache in my cock was humiliating, shaming. I teased a finger along the lace, loving how I looked: sensually provocative, morally loose, but right.

Time mocked me as I glanced at it, heart pounding against my ribs—not from being late, but from what awaited me. With trembling fingers, I opened my laptop, each keystroke bringing me closer to the moment Mistress Bond had promised two weeks ago when I scheduled our session tonight. The night she said would forever shatter my concept of manhood. “You’ll learn what it truly means to surrender everything.”

As the screen illuminated my face in the darkened room, I wondered: was I prepared to cross this threshold, knowing I could never return to the man I once was?

I snapped a photo with my phone, as Mistress Bond had demanded, with hands trembling. Uploaded it to Mistress Bond’s chat room and waited.

My message a single word: “Ready.”


Chapter Eight




David

As the minutes ticked away, every second passing felt like an eternity. Did I want to go through with this? Renting a secret apartment was one level of lying. Filling it with thongs, bras, sexy lingerie, revealing cosplay outfits, makeup, dressing up, and prancing around in private was another level of betrayal. But going through with what Mistress Bond, a woman I found online, would be an act of betrayal to all I held dear up to now. I aligned the pointer over the end session button. Do I end it? Or do I wait?

Just before I clicked the mouse, Mistress Bond appeared, a manifestation of the power and control I wished Sarah would embrace. How does one tell their wife something like that?

I lifted my eyes, gaping at her. So tall, close to six feet, at least as tall as Sarah, but more curvy. Where Sarah was model thin, Mistress Bond was more like an Amazonian warrior priestess. Her auburn hair, tied into a severe bun, makes her look even more dominant and stricter. My cock pulses with the thought of submitting to her will. She’s dressed in her signature, custom-fitted black leather corset and thigh-high leather boots, which add a sultry flair to her ensemble. She or maybe one of her sissies polished her boots to a high shine. My first thought was, I wish I could polish them with my tongue.

She snapped her riding crop in her palm, wasting no time with pleasantries, like hello, or how are you? “This weekend, you show the world what you truly are. That you are a faggot, a degenerate, a pretty little slut. Tonight, you walk the streets. Tonight, you suck your first cock. You shall walk the streets until you have done this and provided me with proof of your depravity. I require a picture of your pretty little face and red lips impaled with a man’s cock and the aftereffects of your expertise plastered on your face. Once you have it, send it to me. Only then may you return for your next sissy task. Stand, let me see you.”

I stood.

“Did you buy the cage as I requested?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Put it on. You’ll not need that worthless little worm this weekend.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I peeled my panties down to my ankles, the cold plastic of the cage in one hand and the pulse of humiliation making my cock harder and larger. I blundered as I attempted to slide the plastic over my swollen balls. Mistress Bond stood in front of me, her image large in my laptop’s screen, tapping her thigh-high leather stiletto boots in rhythm to the smacking of her riding crop. A deliberately sinister cadence.

“Struggling, slut? A real man, a man worthy of the masculinity granted him at birth, would lose his erection in an instant when faced with the prospect of losing the right to his God given virility. But you? You are unworthy of that flesh. So lock it up.”

Despite lubing the inside of the ring, I couldn’t get the ring, which was the smallest size available, to fit around my engorged base. “I’m trying, Mistress.”

A dose of precum leaked out.

“What a pathetic excuse for a man you are. You can’t even control your arousal for a moment, can you? Why are you having such a hard time with those little peanuts, sissy?”

“I’m trying, Mistress.”

Finally, I managed to get one ball to slip inside the tight pink ring.

“Good girl.”

My other ball slipped through, and the tightness did nothing but make my cock harder. I stared at the tiny plastic sleeve, wondering how I was going to my cock, which didn’t seem so puny anymore compared to the pink plastic sleeve. But try I must. So, I squeezed my throbbing flesh into the entrance of the plastic sleeve, trying to will my flesh down into a size that would fit. Trying to force my throbbing, swollen flesh into the tube was like trying to fold a flag in a windstorm—awkward, stubborn, the fabric, like my hard flesh, fighting every attempt to be pressed flat and locked down and what was worst, the more I pushed, and just thinking about what I’d be doing this weekend, and knowing I’d be locked up, only made my flesh harder.

Mistress Bond laughed. Sadistically. The humiliation was like a furnace, changing shame into arousal, sending more blood to my shaft.

“This is why you need me. You’re nothing but a depraved, desperate sissy, cock hard for my strictness. You should be grateful to me. No wonder your wife ignores you. I have a mind to call her.”

I’d confessed everything to Mistress Bond over the last month. Maybe too much. “No!”

“Then get that cock locked up. Or I shall tell her about her perverted sissy husband. You can’t please her or most probably any woman, so you might as well lock it up. You have all we need, slut in your bank account.”

Her words made my knees weak, and my cock throbbed, but I managed to get an inch in.

“Hurry! Stuff it in. You don’t get to pleasure yourself this weekend. You’re not spending the whole weekend jerking that pathetic cock.”

I’d also confessed to her about my chronic masturbation.

I winced as I crammed my swollen flesh into the plastic, inch by inch, until it was nothing more than a nub. The lock clicked.

“Put it in the box.” She meant the key and the white lock box she required me to purchase for the weekend. An unusual box, indeed. The locking mechanism required a code that only Mistress Bond would have. I opened the door. Dropped the key inside and hesitated. Once I placed it in the box, there would be no getting out of the cage, unless Mistress Bond wanted me out. The box locked with a whir, knowing that there would be no way out unless I completed her sissy assignments.

I stared at the box that secured the key for the weekend. Then it occurred to me she could technically keep me locked up for much longer if she was so willing. The feeling of finality was like a cold wind; the sissy assignment was no longer just a fantasy or an online chatter in the dark. I’d agreed to expose myself, degrade myself, and then return with proof. In my mind, the two halves of myself clawed at each other—the half that wanted to lose control, to be owned, to be shamed and praised and reduced to nothing but a pair of lips and a hole, and the half that still clung to what I’d been bred for—success, competence, respect, the patriarchal mask of the Worthington name.

The thought of it aroused me. It’s a maddening disappointment as the constriction of the plastic magnified every throb and pulse inside the unyielding cage, desire surging with nowhere to go. Pleasure becomes ache; heat coils tight and insistent, helplessly trapped. The pressure built with every teasing thought, leaving me desperate and on edge, every nerve raw with longing. The denial is exquisite—a mix of torment and thrill, making my craving for submission more profound, until compliance to her will was all I felt.

Mistress Bond leaned in, her eyes finding mine through the screen. “You may dress, sissy. Remember: tonight you obey or Sarah will know your every detail of what you do on your kinky weekends.”

That was that. Locked up brought on a perverted type of arousal, inducing a tight, almost constrictive sensation as the cage strangles my arousal. It’s a persistent pressure that oscillates between discomfort and a perverse pleasure. I wanted to beg for release, but I wanted her to deny it if I asked.

“Remember. You remain locked until you have completed all sissy assignments for the weekend. Now get dressed. Slutty. Like you want every guy in the world to use your mouth.”

The humiliation slammed into me like a brutal punch as the inability to have an erection intensified the sensation of arousal I usually get when I dress up. Each pulse of my imprisoned flesh reminded me she owned me.

I riffled through the closet and pulled out the scantiest skirt I owned, hugging my curves so tightly it would barely cover my ass, and set it down on the bed, covered in pink, facing the camera of the laptop.

“Good choice, Daisy.”

Daisy was the slutty name Mistress Bond gave me. I returned to the closet, lost in a whirlwind of frustration and exhilaration. There’s a vulnerability in being in chastity and submitting to another’s will, that’s both humiliating and stimulating.

I chose a clingy tank top, a pair of fake breasts, and nestled them in a pocket bra, topped with a cheap, bubblegum pink hoodie that would cling to my feminine frame. I selected pink stilettos that made my legs seem to go on forever as my mind wrestled with the reality that my sexual relief was in the hands of another, which heightened the arousal, turning my act of submission into a powerful adventure.

Mistress Bond said, “Get dressed and go make me proud.”


Chapter Nine




Sarah

Marcus briefed me in a phone call. “He went into this rundown apartment building and hasn’t come out. The neighbors I talked with said they never see him leave the apartment, nor do they see anyone enter. Wait,” he said suddenly, sharpening his voice and flattening any trace of boredom. “A girl is leaving.”

“Mistress, she’s a total slut,” Marcus said, with a kind of professional approval. “Short skirt, fuck-me heels, you know the deal. What do I do?”

“A girl? Is he still in his apartment?”

Seconds later, Marcus banged on the door. “He’s not there. I don’t understand it. I’m sure he never left.”

“Break into his apartment, find out what’s going on, then follow her.”

Five minutes later, I had images of the apartment that left me with only one interpretation of what my husband was doing on his weekend getaways: it was a sissy’s lair. An altar to humiliation so explicit it nearly buzzed with deviance through the phone screen. Lace, latex, shelves of designer heels polished more lovingly than our wedding silver, writhing stacks of dirty magazines and DVDs, and satin lingerie so gaudy the camera lens drank in the shine.

The coffee table was a tribute to denied masculinity: pink ball gags, cuffs, and a thick, spiral-bound “training diary” covered in lipstick kisses. Next to it all, a business card: Mistress Bond. Sissy Training Services.

Marcus’s text popped up, interrupting my pulse-quickening rage. “Following.”

She, this “slut,”—this was my husband. The discovery hit me like a jolt of lightning—suddenly my world cracked open with possibility. I realized, with a dizzy rush, that I could have it all: the money, the power, even the upper hand in my marriage. The images Marcus sent and the ones that I suspected would only reveal more humiliating truths about my husband cracked the steel door of my iron-clad prenuptial agreement. The image of my husband, the heir to billions, now exposed and vulnerable, sent a thrill through me, almost euphoric. For the first time in years, I felt light, nearly giddy—a queen inheriting a throne. Inside, I was jumping for joy, savoring the sweet, intoxicating taste of control and freedom all at once. With the phone number of this Mistress Bond, I called her intending to bring her into my sadistic plans for my sissy husband.


Chapter Ten

Daisy

I opened my door and stepped outside, the pink stiletto heels striking a sharp, high-pitched rhythm on the warped floorboards of the hallway as I floated in a haze of arousal, adrenaline, and anguish. I clutched the purse to my chest and headed for the stairwell, my body trembling with yearning and disgrace. I was the CEO of the largest Food Service company in America. I was a billionaire. I was David Worthington. I’d been on the cover of Time.

The dose of arousal and degradation hit me before I’d made it ten feet. “Goddamn, look at that ass!” It was the guy from 2C, the one who always smoked weed in the stairwell and never wore a shirt. He leered, mouth open, eyes locked on my legs, and a primitive thrill rippled through me. The humiliation made it magic. I could feel his eyes burning through the cheap skirt, through the panties, right to the secret they hid. This was what I’d wanted, wasn’t it? To be seen and perceived as a slut. As a bimbo.

By the time I reached the ground floor, the lobby was a fishbowl of bright fluorescent light and peeling yellow linoleum, with every surface echoing the sound of my heels and my ragged, desperate breathing. Two more sets of footsteps had joined behind me, both male, both predatory and eager.

“Whoa, slow down, hot stuff,” another voice called. My pace doubled, driven by the script in my head, Mistress Bond’s words pulsing with each heartbeat: “Your task is simple. Walk the streets. Suck a cock. Take a picture as proof. Send it to me.”

I hit the outside enveloped by the neon of the night, alive with sexual tension, the air filled with sounds of sensuality and debauchery of the nightclubs, adult bookstores, and strip clubs of the district, people came to for one reason, sluts like me.

I strutted down the first block, savoring the attention, hating the competition from other sluts and women wanting to spread their legs. I turned onto Polk Street, and I got a strange feeling. I was being followed. Not by a guy wanting my mouth, the services Mistress Bond required me to provide, but it was a different feeling altogether. I turned and watched a man hop into a Blue BMW parked across the street. He cranked the engine and slid down in the seat, letting the engine idle at the curb, headlights pale and insomniac in the mist. It took a second to recognize the car—my car, my fucking blue BMW, the one that should be in my garage. It couldn’t be my car. Could it? There must be a thousand blue BMWs in the world. Why would it be here? Suddenly, the excitement faded, and paranoia set in. What if I get caught? But somehow, the fear of getting caught only heightened my arousal, sending a pulse of depravity into my cock as a fantasy ripped through my mind of what Sarah would do to me. Or I wished she’d do to me.

Dress me in a sexy pink maid outfit, one that barely covered my ass, making me serve every guest at her parties. Making me bend over to dust the legs of a chair or pick up a dropped napkin, exposing my thong, the one she’d picked out for me, a humiliating, lacy whiff of fabric in a shade of pink I’d never admit to liking but loved all the same. She’d smile coldly as her friends snickered behind their wine glasses. Maybe she’d make me kneel and refill the champagne, the line of my stocking running up my calf like an invitation for more insult. The humiliation of it dug deep, made me weak with need. But that kind of stuff only happened in stories or porn movies. But then again, what I’m doing now only happened in porn movies. I shook it off. No one’s following me.

I continued my journey down the street, taking hesitant steps at first, my body consumed with arousal and the accompanying restriction of charity and the tight skirt that hugged my thighs and ass, making it hard to take a full stride. The cage forbade the arousal that being exposed so publicly gave me. I forced my hips to sway sensually, making my buttocks bounce slightly under the tight fabric of the miniskirt. My high heels clicked confidently on the ground, accentuating the curves of my calves and emphasizing the sway of my hips. Every move bled fornicator and hooker, drawing the attention of all who watched, and the pressure of my cock against the pink nub reminded me of how much I loved it. I swayed down the sidewalk, skirt riding up with every step, my heels clicking like an alarm, then I stopped.

Where had I seen the guy before in the Blue BMW? Where? I stopped. Turned. The car was cruising slowly behind me. The guy behind the wheel, a silhouette, oversized, broad-shouldered. The engine rumble deepened as I closed in on The Pussy Cat lounge, my destination.

No way anyone knows who I am. I look nothing like the man who graced the cover of Time magazine.

I rolled my shoulders back and let my heels pound on the cracked sidewalk, pulse even louder in my ears. This was wrong. I clutched my purse, ducked my head, and quickened my pace. The Blue BMW passed me, and in the periphery, I caught his face lit by his phone. Wasn’t that Marcus? Lily’s brother. The houseguest.

No way. I’m being paranoid. What would he be doing here? Even if he was, there was no way he’d recognize me.

I shook it off and continued my sissy task. Repeating over and over. “Suck a cock.” This was it. Tonight, I would do it. See if I liked it. If I didn’t, no harm done. Except that I had betrayed my marriage. I strut my stuff, walking like Mistress Bond made me practice in my apartment during my secret getaways.

The city at night was a long, slow undressing. The wind found its way up my calves, between my exposed thighs, stimulating and revealing, and I felt the eyes of every driver and passenger of every car that passed slowly just enough to take me in. The world—the world of men, of sex, of open hunger—took me in, piece by piece, through each lurid stare and every honk and every “hey, girl.”

My legs felt shaky, not from the stilettos but anticipation, and my lace panties were now slick with my hunger. Mistress Bond’s words echoed, pounding in my mind with every click of my heels: “Tonight, you walk the streets. Tonight, you suck your first cock.”

The first block was easy. Insignificant-safe. A slow pass in front of the strip club, a catcall from a bouncer, a whistle from a passing car.

A group of men in sports jerseys loitered on the stoop across the street, beers in hand. I crossed carefully, every step a lesson in balance and performance. I was acutely aware of the bounce in my walk, the way my ass swayed. Thankfully, the cage subdued my arousal under the skirt and lace.

“Hey, honey, you lost?” A big guy with a buzz cut and neck tattoo motioned me over. The others joined in, a chorus of catcalls and laughter. My face flushed, a furnace of hunger, I lifted my chin and kept walking, every nerve thrumming on high alert.

Somewhere, Sarah’s voice echoed in my head: “Why can’t you just be normal?”

I forced the thought away. There was only the task. Mistress Bond waited for proof.

Too chicken to enter the strip club, I walked block after block, the parade of shame mounted. I passed a group of teens on skateboards who hooted and made obscene gestures. A pair of Uber drivers slowed their cars, rolled down windows, and propositioned me with a sly, transactional efficiency. I wondered if they could tell what I really was, or if the fantasy was complete—if they saw a woman, a whore, or just a hole in need of filling.

I was outside the liquor store when it happened. A rugged biker was leaning against the wall by the door, a cigarette dangling from his lips, his hands shoved casually into his pockets. He wore a sleeveless leather jacket decorated with patches, and tattoos snaked down his arms, telling tales of a life of crime. He was older, maybe forty, with deep-set lines carved into his weathered face and eyes that met mine with a fearless intensity that didn’t waver. He gave me a look—ravenous—and without a word, flicked his chin toward the alley beside the store. I hesitated for only a second before following.


Chapter Eleven




Daisy

The dimly lit alley, its air thick with the intoxicating scent of cheap booze, piss mingling with the stale remnants of discarded cigarettes. Condoms swollen with the aftermath of intimacy lay before me, a stark reminder of my purpose and that this alley served one purpose: a clandestine haven, where men used sluts like me, they filled us with their seed, then discarded us just like the latex littering the ground.

Biker Dude leaned against the wall, arms crossed, and smiled without showing teeth.

“What’s your name, sweetheart?” he asked, voice low.

“Daisy.”

Biker Dude nodded like he’d expected something cheap and false. “You working, or just lookin’ to party?”

I didn’t know how to answer. My whole body shook. The cock in my panties throbbed against the plastic. My flesh pushed so hard against its prison, I thought it might rupture.

He stepped closer, intrusion total. “You know what you’re doing out here?” His hand was on my hip, sliding up under the hoodie, fingers digging into the bare skin above the waistband.

I nodded, unable to speak.

“You wanna make me happy? How much?”

The words caught in my throat, but I whispered, “Yes.” I had no idea what to charge.

“Shy one. Hey. How about I tip you? You do well. I give you a good tip.”

He unzipped his fly and freed himself and said, “Here’s your first tip.”

I dropped to my knees; the pavement digging into my skin; the world reduced to the scent of him, the size of him, the filthy, overwhelming truth of what I’d become. The humiliation was perfect. I took him in my mouth, my cock pressed against the plastic. Deprived. I stretched my jaw and dribbled more precum when the roughness of his hand seized the back of my head, setting the pace. I fished out my phone with shaking fingers and handed it to him. “Can you take a picture?”

“Kinky, huh?”

He snapped away.

I gagged and drooled, the concrete bit into my knees as I submitted to his taboo need in the shadowy alley, never suspecting how this moment of submission would remake me, how this one act would set in motion a change so dramatic that I’d look back on this moment as the catalyst that turned me into Sarah’s toy.

My knees hurt, my jaw hurt, my cock ached, my neck hurt, but I didn’t stop. I sucked with the desperation of someone trying to erase every scrap of dignity. I pictured Mistress Bond watching approvingly, laughing.

As I got my first taste of cock, in my mind, Sarah was there in the alley with us, arms crossed, clicking her tongue in cold, delighted disapproval. Her voice cut through the groans and wet sucking sounds: “Is that what you call service, David? Pathetic. No wonder I had to bring in help.” Every humiliating thrust became an act of penance, a debt paid out in spit and shame for a marriage I’d ruined with an unquenchable urge to be something perverse.

The biker pulled out and finished with a grunt and splattering my face with a heavy dose of cum. The phone caught the evidence. I licked off what I could, wiped the rest with the back of my hand, and smiled obediently for the camera, the taste bitter and dizzying. Biker Dude wiped his cock on the side of my face he’d missed and zipped up and dropped a crumpled twenty. “Not bad.”

I stayed there, kneeling, my lips swollen, spit and cum smeared across my chin, then I saw him. Taking pictures, at the entrance to the alley, and damned if it didn’t look like the guy in the blue BMW, Marcus. Finished with his spying, he ducked from the entryway and disappeared before I got back to the street. I stumbled back toward my apartment, head swimming, body aching, and alive. The shame was a drug, the misery in my groin a reward. I wanted more.

I ducked into a public restroom, splashed water on my face, and retouched the makeup as best I could. I stared at my reflection—my real reflection, not the one I’d built for the world. I saw the hunger. Now that I’d released it, I knew this thing I’d never quench Daisy the Slut’s need for the taboo.

I left the restroom, walked back out into the night, the dirty deed done, and headed back to my apartment.


Chapter Twelve

Daisy

At my apartment, the walls seemed to have eyes. My hands trembled as I scrolled through the photos Biker Dude took. I’m on my knees. Looking all too enthusiastic. My cock pressed against the plastic prison as I scrolled through the humiliating images. I selected the most incriminating shot of myself, kneeling, face glazed with arousal and surrender, a white cock splitting my painted lips. Before I could talk sense to myself, I hit send.

I waited, stalking my apartment restlessly, my stilettos clicking, and the swish of my ultra-tight and short skirt reminding me of the new perverse reality I’d entered.

What had I done? I dropped to my knees and serviced a total stranger in an alley. The shame is so thick now I could cut it with a knife. Minutes ticked by with no reply. What if she ghosted me? I paced, my eyes straying more than once to the time-locked box that held the only key that could free my raw, throbbing cock.

I collapsed onto the couch and stared at the ceiling, the city’s hungry light distorting through the blinds and painting stripes across my bare thighs. I closed my eyes and replayed the scene, the roughness of the stranger’s hands on my skull, the taste and texture and heat. Mindlessly, my hand slipped under the panties in search of relief. None would come.

Half an hour passed before Mistress Bond appeared on my laptop again, responding with my second task of the evening. “You will walk to the drugstore. No panties this time. Buy a box of extra-large condoms, take them to the counter, and ask the man behind the counter, specifically, if they are big enough for a real man. Take a selfie with the clerk and the condoms. Then, on your way home, stop at the donut shop, order a cream-filled, and in the middle of the restaurant, take a video of yourself sucking all the filling out. No hands, just mouth. Don’t break character. Submit the video to the social media sites you created the last time you snuck away, you dirty little pervert. I’d like you to wear the faux leather pleated skater skirt. It should just barely cover your caged clitty. Then wear the deep V-neck short-sleeved crop top shirt, and this time use the double D’s you bought.”

I stared at Mistress, smacking her riding crop in her hand, the embarrassment and humiliation of my arousal denied by a simple scrap of plastic. The slightest movement made the head throb. I could taste the previous man on my tongue, even after rinsing my mouth out with mouthwash. I had become the perfect slut, like I always wanted to be.

Mistress Bond: “Mistress is watching, slut. No hesitation. The world will see you. It’s what you want, isn’t it, my little whore?”

It was. Every step I took deepened the humiliation, folding it into me like batter, sticky and alive. I tugged on a new skater’s skirt—pleather, scandalously short—and peeled away the ruined panties, tossing them so they slapped wetly on the dresser. The chill against my skin was a shock. No padding, no modesty; my caged cock dangled shamelessly, bouncing painfully with every step.

I surveyed my face in the bathroom mirror. I winked at myself in the mirror, adjusted the wig, and unlocked the front door. If anyone in the building had noticed me before, they’d get a full dose now. The elevator was in use, so I braved the concrete stairwell, heels sharp on every step, my chastity cage swinging torturously with every step. The cooling air, the sticky badge of humiliation on my chin, the residual salt on my lips—it all blurred my vision with a desperate, shivering excitement.

The drugstore was only four blocks away, but every intersection stretched into an eternity. The streets glared brighter under the sodium lights, exposing me as the cheap slut I appeared to be.

A pair of women—girls, really, college age—passed me, their conversation trailing off as they openly stared. They didn’t see a woman. They saw a spectacle, a sideshow. I wanted to die. I wanted to do it again. The paradox made my knees weak, and I relished the high-wire walk of agony and release, each footstep an apology to the man I never really was and an advertisement for the cumslut Mistress Bond created.

The pharmacy interior was too bright, buzzing with overemotional pop music and the smell of floor polish. The cashier, a bored college guy in a blue vest, nodded when I entered, then did a double-take when he clocked my face—or maybe a flash of plastic between my thighs, unrepentant, at the hemline of my skirt. The scandal scorched my skin, but I couldn’t let go.

I sashayed straight to the Family Planning aisle, head up, hair flipping from shoulder to shoulder, making sure every mirror in the place got a good, long look. The box was right at eye level: “Magnum Xtra-Large, 24 Pack.” My fingers trembled as I reached for it, and when I turned, there was that guy again. The guy who looked just like Marcus, Lily’s brother.

He ducked into the next aisle when I saw him, oh fuck what do I do? It was him. I think. What’s he doing here? I glanced at the door, but my phone buzzed again. A message and a pic of me sucking cock from Mistress Bond. “Keep going, slut. No bitching. You are popular. Your image has garnered five hundred likes so far.” I felt the jolt in my stomach, the click of obedience, as if she’d yanked a leash I hadn’t known I was wearing.

I headed for the counter, oblivious of the consequences. At the counter, the boredom on the cashier’s face flickered into something else—disgust? Curiosity? Maybe both. His eyes dragged up my body, flicked to the skirt, and then, with an adolescent’s desperate attempt at professionalism, landed somewhere just above my left eyebrow.

“Did you find everything you need, uh, um, ma’am?” the cashier asked, voice a pitch higher than usual, betraying his nerves.

I set the box of condoms on the counter with a flourish, feeling the weight of the moment coalesce around the act—the cheap, bright overheads, the mirrored wall of cigarettes, the way the clerk’s Adam’s apple bobbed at the display of my body and my shame. The air between us was raw, charged, even more so because I wanted it to be. I leaned forward, elbows on the counter, my skirt riding higher, a cool hand of air brushed past my ass, between my thigh and tickled my caged cock, anyone standing behind me would see my ass, and between my thighs dangling a set of painfully blue balls and a plastic nub. I met his gaze, dared him to look away.

“Do you think these’ll fit a real man?” I asked, making my voice as breathy and performative as the girls on the porn sites I’d watched, cock in hand, stroking, wishing I was sucking cock like they were.

I could hear two dudes behind me—their voices just above a whisper, but clear enough for me to savor every syllable. “Dude, look at that ass,” one said. “Shit, she’s not even wearing panties.” The other sniggered, then went quiet. I could feel when they realized what was actually between my legs: a queer hiccup in their desire, quickly curdled into confusion and maybe even something like disgust. That’s a dude, I heard, a little too loud for even the clerk to ignore.

I realized I loved it—the stares, the whispers, the disgust, the risk that at any moment, someone might call me a freak or worse, might try to put their hands on me, or might simply turn away in protected revulsion. I wanted all of it, needed the humiliation to cauterize the shame that never stopped burning in my chest.

“Because the man I’m looking for is a real man.” I made a show of holding my hands apart, measuring out a length that was, if anything, would break me if it ever materialized.

The cashier’s face went beet red. He coughed into his fist, eyes darting down to the box, then to my lap, then back up to my eyes. He wore a badge, “Ethan,” in block print, and his tremor told me he was probably a freshman, maybe working to pay off a DUI or impress a disinterested father. His nostrils flared. He fumbled for the scanner, nearly dropping the condoms twice before he got the barcode aligned. The beep was a gunshot in the silence.

“Huh,” he stammered, voice cracking, “yeah, it’s… uh, it’s the biggest size we carry. Magnums. A lot of guys—well, like, not a lot, but some guys—say they’re too tight, I guess. So, uh, yeah. Probably.” He forced a laugh.

“Good,” I purred, drawing out the word. I flipped my hair, exaggerating the movement, and watched as his gaze followed the motion, unable to look away from the tramp standing before him.

I let the moment hang there, delicious and cruel, then leaned in even closer. “You should see the guy I’m meeting tonight. He’d probably need two of these, just to be safe.” I winked, and my hands shook with adrenaline, arousal, and agony. Agony. Why? My cock was determined to crack the prison cell that Mistress Bond locked me in.

Ethan’s mouth opened, then snapped shut. He slid the box towards me with a trembling hand, never letting his eyes linger too long on any one part of me, as if I were Medusa and he might turn to stone. The moment was too perfect, too utterly humiliating to ruin.

“Can I get a bag?” I asked, dropping my voice again, making it sweet and innocent, and yet titillating. “Or do you think I should just carry it out like this? You know, so everyone knows what a slut I am.”

I could see him figuring, wondering if this was a trap, if he was supposed to play along or call security or what. It didn’t matter. I’d already won. I’d debased myself so thoroughly that no one could salvage the scene. The power in that was intoxicating, almost holy.

He fumbled out a paper bag, slipped the box inside, and slid it toward me, along with the receipt. His hands shook so badly that he dropped the bag. I picked it up for him, did my sexiest twirl, giving him a nice shot of my ass and my pink nub. Then, when I handed him the bag, I brushed his fingers with my hand and didn’t let go.

“Thanks, Ethan,” I whispered, holding his sweaty hand. “You’ve been super helpful.” Then, unable to resist, I asked, matching my voice to the breathy, tarted-up cliché I’d watched in so many sissy porn videos, the ones I watched nightly. “Maybe someday you’ll be working behind the counter at a real store. Like, I don’t know, a sex shop. I’ll visit. We can size test together.”

His mouth made a silent “O” of disbelief. He looked like he might faint. I batted my lashes at him. The humiliation was excruciating, my cock straining to escape. What do I do now?

I headed for the door, practically running for the safety of the street and its forgiving dark, the paper bag clutched to my breast like a corsage. I imagined Ethan behind the counter, seething with shock, or disgust, or maybe just the embarrassment that clings to a person for years. It should have made me want to die, but as I passed the sliding doors and the cold air hit my ass cheeks, I felt so alive I almost stumbled. Every nerve prickled with sticky heat. I took a picture of the condoms and sent a text message to Mistress Bond, and there was that guy again, Marcus or his doppelgänger. I thought about ending my night, but Mistress Bond’s texts kept coming, each one more degrading than the last, and my cock throbbed in response, the ache devastating between my legs, never ending.

I realized that sucking one cock just wasn’t enough. I wanted more. But I had an assignment to complete. I queued it up in my mind like a suicide mission: walk into the donut shop, order a cream-filled, and humiliate myself further.


Chapter Thirteen

Daisy

The neon sign said, “Late Night Donuts For Nuts.” The shop was a squat, all-hours bakery a few blocks from my apartment, the sort of place with plastic orange chairs and a countertop sticky with generations of glaze. The bell over the door jangled as I stepped inside, and every head swiveled—A trio of tattooed girls dressed in grunge, two cab drivers, and behind the counter: a bored-looking kid with hair dyed purple, tattoos spidering up both arms. All eyes on me, the portrayal of my new life as a sissy flashing like neon. The humiliation was sweet and foolhardy as acid, and despite myself, I smiled.

I strolled to the counter, caged cock swinging agonizingly appearing quickly from time to time from under the hem of the pleather skater’s skirt, legs wobbly on the bright pink heels. The kid behind the counter perked up at my approach, his gaze dropping and then ricocheting back up to my lips, as if he couldn’t quite decide if he was supposed to leer or be mortified. The girls at the corner table twittered in a tight, mean way, and I felt their gazes like nails hammered into the back of my ass, which, unless I tugged my skirt down, was half exposed. I didn’t. I let it show. I was not aiming to be classy or refined. I was in full-on slut mode.

“Yeah, can I help you?” said the kid, voice tired and affectedly disinterested, but he couldn’t stop glancing at my breasts. I could read his thoughts, are those real? If they’re not, then what am I looking at?

I forced a smile onto my sticky red lips and crooned, “Mm-hmm, one of the cream-filled.” I tilted my hips for maximum effect, “Lots of filling, please. I enjoy sucking it out.” Then I licked my lips suggestively.

The clerk made a strangled noise and reached for the tongs. Behind me, the girls at the table had dropped their pretense of ignoring me and were now openly recording, phones out, hands barely covering their snickers.

I turned my head, making sure that turning lifted my skirt so everyone knew I was naked underneath. I batted my lashes. What did I do? Hide? No. I turned and lifted my skirt, revealing to the world my shame of being locked up. Their camera phones clicked. I shivered, wondering if the cops would soon arrive to take me away.

The donut hit the counter, a small paper plate already stained with greasy rings. “Three bucks,” said the kid, and I pulled the crumpled twenty from my purse—the one Biker Dude had handed over after my alley debut.

“Thank you, sweetie,” I said. “I earned it the hard way, like all sluts do.”

“Oh, fuck…. I mean enjoy.”

One girl muttered, “Fucking gross.”

Another one said, “What kind of man locks his cock up?”

“Sick.”

“I think it’s kind of sexy.”

It stung, but the humiliation was gasoline on the fire of orgasmic denial steaming through my veins. The cage seemed to tighten around my swollen and bloated balls, reminding me how much humiliation aroused me as I texted Mistress Bond that I was ready.

“Do it,” wrote Mistress Bond, “In the customer area, when you have the donut in your mouth, say…”

I held the phone in one hand and the donut in the other, hit Rec, and as the donut squished in my grip, I said. “I’m a cock sucking sissy slut, and this is how I suck cum out of a cock.”

The cheap filling oozed from the puncture as I pressed my lips to the hole and sucked with porn-star enthusiasm. The two cab drivers cheered. “You need a ride?”

“I got a donut with lots of cream, honey.”

My cock taxed the strength of the plastic, like the squeeze of a python around its prey.

From the grunge gang, I got mixed reviews, but the taste was pure sugar. The texture was as obscene as the act itself. The soft, sticky filling immediately coated my lips and tongue. I licked at the leaking white, letting it seep across my lips and chin, then caught my reflection in the window and moaned. The sound was raw, animal, like a slut begging for more cock. My cock ached for relief; it was like an engine revving in neutral, all power and nowhere to go.

The grunge girls laughed, but their cameras continued to flash. I wanted to send them the video, post it somewhere, and watch as the world recoiled, then circled back for a closer look.

I could already read the comments: “Gross,” “Pervert,” “God, what a mess.” It made me harder. I angled the camera, so the wig shaded my eyes, the messy lips and ruined face the centerpiece of the shot, and forced myself to keep sucking, each pull louder and more desperate than the last, until the donut collapsed and my mouth was empty.

Then Mistress Bond told me to go home, ride my dildo until she told me to stop. On my way home, that guy was there again. But I ignored it.

I did as told, setting up my phone so it caught every angle of my shame. I lubed the fake cock with the little bottle of drugstore jelly and pressed it against my hole. The smell of lube and shame, the chill against my skin, the sting as I forced it inside—these were the sensations I lived for, the raw, stinging proof that I’d abandoned every scrap of the life I was meant to have. I moaned and whimpered for the camera, pitching my voice high and whispering, the better for the audience I could only imagine watching on the other end.

I made a show of every movement, over-acting like the girls in the porn I’d been raised to revile but secretly worshiped. The dildo wasn’t enough by itself, not at first, so I matched its thrusts to the frantic stroking of my caged cock, all the while Mistress Bond narrated my ruination in whispery, breathless gasps: “Such a slut, such a useless fucktoy, just a hole now, not even a real woman.” I hated myself for how much I loved it.

When Mistress told me I could stop. I was spent. Sweating. My ass was raw. My legs were jelly. I asked her when I could get out of the cage, and she said we’d see tomorrow.

Sunday came and went, and when it was time to return home and for Mistress Bond to unlock the lockbox, she didn’t respond to any of my pleas. What now? How do I hide my shame? What if Sarah found out? With my cock still locked up in pink plastic, I stuffed the white box into my bag, wondering how I’d get out of this.

As I drove home, panic seized me, the pink plastic chastity device digging into my flesh like a dirty secret I couldn’t escape.

What had started as a submissive fantasy had morphed into something far more sinister—I never expected she’d leave me locked up, trapped in this humiliating prison beneath my business suit, with three crucial client meetings ahead, a wife to dodge, and a growing suspicion that this was only the beginning.


Chapter Fourteen




Sarah

I had him. I had not only David but it all. I’d use the knowledge, Mistress Bond’s dossier on David’s submissive tendencies, the compromising photos Marcus had captured, and the tiny silver key now dangling between my breasts for all its worth. David had no idea that the box hidden in a corner of his closet was now empty.

Power surged through me like thunder. My strategy was elegantly cruel. First, I’d systematically dismantle the last vestiges of David’s masculine facade left over from his weekend of debauchery by keeping him perpetually aroused yet denied, his pathetic manhood under lock and key. That I now controlled.

Some nights I lay in bed, the key cool against my skin, and imagined David in the dark rolling restlessly, hands absently wandering the length of his body, eventually finding only smooth plastic, locked and humming faintly with his pulse. Many nights he moaned softly into his pillow, shamed and desperate, pressed to his limits. To shame him more, I’d bring myself to an orgasm cumming so hard knowing he didn’t have control of his pleasure. I came so hard, I nearly wept.

That first night it came to me and I understood, then, the greedy, secret magic at the core of domination: it wasn’t enough to own someone’s body or break their will, not really. The real narcotic was the way they learned to crave their defeat, and how that hunger, once planted, never faded. It only grew.

I knew eventually, he’d break, thanks to the pink plastic cage secured, courtesy of Mistress Bond. That cheap piece of plastic, so unsubstantial, had the power of the world in it. It would ensure his complete submission. Soon, he would crawl to me, begging for the release only I could grant.

I recalled how Mistress Bond explained the techniques for psychological domination over a submissive—a kind of chess played on the board of lust and humiliation. “Don’t just punish, Sarah,” she had said, “cultivate gratitude for your cruelty. Make him thank you for each humiliation.”

Her words vibrated through my bones each time I imagined David on his knees, so humiliated, but oh so grateful.

As Mistress Bond finished one of her hour-long lectures on dominance, “To paraphrase, it isn’t what I make him do, but in the way I make him love it.”

“Yes! You are a fast learner. I pity your husband.”

Mistress Bond sketched out a few scenarios.

I wasted no time and went to work on David. I mean, I worked him over for three weeks. I wanted him so fucking horny he would be on the brink of spontaneous combustion, or perhaps it might be more fitting to refer to his denial as spontaneous orgasm.

I started things off right, letting David wake up alone that first night he came back from his experimental weekend, wondering where I was. I timed my return perfectly, so when he turned left onto the street to head out to do whatever bloodline sons do for the family business, I pulled into the driveway with Marcus driving. Marcus committed to me, tapped me on the back of my head when David’s car appeared, so that when my head popped up, it appeared I’d been sucking off Marcus. The expression on David’s face was priceless.

I ignored the hundred texts David sent me that day. Another small dose of humiliation for my dear sissy husband, for breakfast, I had Lily leave out a chocolate cream-filled donut from the same donut shop Mistress Bond had shamed him at. Each morning, the same note accompanied his sweet treat, “I hope you enjoy the filling, best to suck it out. I love the cream from chocolate donuts. How about you?”

David never questioned that. Not sure why? But I watched his reaction on the cameras Marcus installed throughout the house for me. Priceless.

To twist the knife already planted in his gut, I made it extremely difficult for David to refuse my advances. I started small—walking around the mansion in a silk robe, naked underneath, robe open, making sure Marcus was around and both of the men I possessed got a good shot of what neither would have. Unless I requested it, then they’d have no choice.

I’d sit in front of both men and cross and uncross my legs, doing my best Fatal Attraction recreation. To David, I’d pause, legs spread, pussy in plain view, “Does this make it harder for you? Can you get hard? I want you aching for me.”

“Sarah! What are you doing?”

I smiled, “I bet you’re dripping with need. Both of you.”

“Sarah. Get a hold of yourself. You’re a Worthington. Stop acting like a…” The words caught in his mouth. “What’s wrong with you?”

“Rough day at work?” I asked, my eyebrow cocked in false innocence. “You seem so restrained lately,” I practically spelled out restrained, making sure my eyes remained locked on his crotch.

I’d lean across the breakfast table just so while my cleavage and the key to his chastity cage dangled. He’d scrutinize my necklace and the shiny silver key, wondering, “Could it be?”

Every time I allowed his chastity cage key to swing tantalizingly around my neck, breasts exposed, he scurried away, desperate to open the box that held his freedom. The sight of his frantic attempts, captured perfectly on the hidden cameras, was deliciously entertaining. Pathetically, he would call Mistress Bond, his voice laced with desperation as he begged, pled, and even threatened, offering obscene amounts of money for the code. His pleas, however, Mistress Bond returned, were nothing but cold, unyielding silence, leaving him to wallow in his helpless humiliation. The only thing that bothered me about the game we played was that he might enjoy it more than I did.

I’d press myself against him whenever I got the chance, sliding my hand down his chest, along the tight plane of his stomach, pausing just at the waistband of his pajamas, pants, or jeans. There, I’d let my fingers linger, only to smile knowingly and kiss his cheek. His body heat rose, and he shook with denied hunger. I’d whisper, “I love watching you squirm. Knowing I have the key to your relief.”

“What? What’s that supposed to mean? What am I supposed to do?” Then off to the white box. A hundred calls, texts, and messages would arrive in Mistress Bond’s box. And more denial and shame for my sissy husband.

I wondered when he’d crack. Would he confess? Or would I have to yank it out of him? I hoped, honestly, that I’d have to force it out of him, which would be much more fun for me. There were cracks in the masculine facade by the second week. After two weeks, when I teased him sexually, edging him, David no longer battled my psychological torture but stood submissively.

If he fought back, I replied heartlessly, “You’re so close to unlocking the secret…” drilling into the double entendre. “But not tonight, let’s save it. Every second you remain imprisoned….” Then I’d cut my sentence off, letting the implication hang in the air. “You get a little weaker for me. That’s exactly how I like you.”

By the third week, he’d still not confessed his secret. “He kept asking me what’s going on? What’s up with you? Are you having an affair with Marcus?”

I’d tighten my lips in a tight line and fake locking them. “Some things need to be kept under lock and key, my little caged bird.” Then I mimicked locking the key in a box.

The day before the Grand Finale, I waited in the garage as he got into his car to head to work, “Make sure everything is locked up tight?” A sadistic grin on my face. He knew I knew.

It was three fun-filled weeks for me. Three torturous weeks for David. By the end of the third week, his underwear was always a sticky mess, and I could tell he couldn’t concentrate. It was time to bring him to his knees.


Chapter Fifteen

David

I sidestepped her predatory seductions and evaded her in every hallway, every shadow of the Worthington mansion, all while the plastic confines of the chastity cage gnawed at my skin and soul. Each night, she seemed to prowl the house with renewed purpose, finding excuses to brush against me, to needle me with questions that sounded innocent but landed with the force of accusation. My dreams were a chaos of locked doors and keys never given. I got no sleep, waking up all night, restless, my flesh having been forbidden pleasure for way too long, straining to force its way out of the unyielding plastic. And Sarah mocked me by masturbating next to me, her vibrator whirring and humming. Her moaning.

When the long nights finally ended and morning arrived, it became harder to concentrate on anything but how to get free of the plastic. Each day, piled more desperation onto the last, my body an unsettling puppet of Sarah’s teasing. I became a ghost in my life, a master of the back staircase and the forgotten rooms. I spent hours staring at my phone, willing it to vibrate, hoping Mistress Bond would send me the code I begged for.

The days blurred, not because they were empty but because each one was so densely packed with the same anxious longing that they became indistinguishable. I haunted the corridors of the house with my phone in my hand, as if it were a talisman that might one day vibrate with deliverance. In meetings, I’d keep it face-down on the conference table, my eyes flicking to it every time someone’s phone buzzed. I took it to the bathroom, setting it on the marble counter while I washed my hands, scrubbing myself raw as if I could purify the ache that had lodged itself between my legs.

Every lunch break, I’d retreat to my car and recheck it, hoping for a new message from Mistress Bond, my fingers trembling even as I told myself nothing could arrive in the five minutes since I last checked.

The message I waited for was one I both craved and dreaded: the combination to my release, and the instructions that would come with it. Instead, nothing came. I hated how the very act of being denied, edged, and humiliated made my cock strain against its prison, as if it took a sick delight in its subjugation.

But the longer I waited, it wasn’t just about the cage anymore, or the shame. Now it was about Sarah—what she might know, and what she was capable of if she ever learned the whole truth. Every time she looked at me, I couldn’t tell if she was playing dumb or playing me.

Each day, as I tried to eat my breakfast silently, which comprised the same damn donut I debased myself with on my sissy weekend. After I tossed it, Sarah asked, “You don’t like cream?”

Then she leaned over, giving me a shot of her gorgeous tits. That wasn’t the torture. What was? The key dangling around her necklace, the necklace she always wore, now had a key around it. And that key looked startlingly like the key that locked my cock up.

I was late to work every day, because I’d race to the closet and try new combinations of the box until it locked out for twenty-four hours, wondering how Sarah could have that key?

At night, Sarah followed me from room to room, always happening upon me when I was most vulnerable. One time when I was bent over the dishwasher, she grabbed me by the hips and reached for my crotch. I wanted to scream. I begged Sarah to stop, but I was just as afraid of what would happen if the game ever ended. At the end of each day, I’d lie awake in our enormous bed, tracing the outlines of the ceiling with my eyes, imagining Mistress Bond’s hands, her voice, her orders.

After three weeks locked in chastity, relentlessly edged and teased by Sarah, I feel like a live wire stretched to the breaking point. Every nerve in my body aches with hunger, my thoughts tangled and restless, unable to focus on anything except the constant, throbbing ache between my legs. It’s a raw longing, and it’s humiliating to know that if Mistress Bond doesn’t return my pleas, I’ll have to tell someone. But who?

I’m desperate for release yet utterly powerless; my desire was owned and orchestrated by Sarah’s every glance, word, and touch. Shame and excitement coiled together inside me. I feel exposed, vulnerable, and maddeningly alive, reduced to hope and hunger, waiting for her next move.

On Thursday afternoon of the third week, I sat at my desk pretending to answer emails when Sarah entered my office wearing a silk blouse and a pencil skirt. Leaning against the doorframe, she looked at me as if she possessed secret knowledge that could solve all the world’s problems, holding a glass of red wine with her eyes locked on mine, playing with that key. That fucking key again.

“Let’s have a romantic dinner tomorrow night,” she said, swirling her wine with quiet authority. “Just the two of us.” She teased the key between her red fingernails, “Maybe, I can unlock your tension.”

Then she laughed sadistically and turned as if leaving. Then she left me with words that made my denied cock strain against the plastic. “Oh, and you are making dinner for me. Not me. Not Lily. You. And remember, you can beg all night. But this key only unlocks good girls who know their place. So make dinner an experience I’ll never forget, or I’ll keep you locked up till the end of time.”

Before I could respond or ask my standard question, “What’s that supposed to mean?” She was gone. I didn’t see her until our Friday night dinner was ready.


Chapter Sixteen

David

Friday Night - A Romantic Dinner




Sarah entered, leading Marcus by the hand as I lit the last candle on the table. My heart shattered. What was Marcus doing here?

“Oh, honey,” she said, tossing her sleek black hair over one shoulder and smirking, laughing at my humiliation. “I hope you made enough for three.” She played with the key around her necklace as Marcus leered at me, his eyes roving over my body. It was then I knew. There was no doubt about it, Marcus had followed me, and he told Sarah.

What could I do but whimper and nod? Trapped, ensnared by her cruelty and my taboo craving, all my pathetic dreams turned to ashes as I watched them embrace. She owned me, body and soul.

I approached the chair to pull it out for her, but Marcus, the stranger, beat me. Marcus leaned into her and whispered something in her ear as I stood, mouth agape, knuckles gripping the table’s edge, turning white with anger. Marcus brushed Sarah’s hair back in a romantic gesture, and what do I do? Protest? No. Demand that he take his hands off my wife? No. I watched. And I liked it.

Sarah said, “We’re hungry. Where’s dinner?”

I’m not sure what to say. Or do. Ultimately, I spun around and headed for the kitchen, unsure of how to react. My cock denied an orgasm for over three weeks, expressed pleasure, which made my pain greater, and my humiliation doubled because my cock endeavored to swell watching my wife flirt with another man.

I returned the champagne chilling in a silver flute. Marcus, in his thick Jamaican accent, was in the middle of a story, “So there I am.”

Sarah, chin in her hands, listened intently with a love-struck look.

“In a godforsaken town, with no car, no phone, no clue what I was about to find. Get this. This lady hired me to find out who her husband was cheating on her with, and it turned out to be another dude.”

Sarah noticed me, “Oh, David, did you know Marcus is a private investigator?”

“No. I didn’t.”

I tried to pour champagne for Sarah, my hand shook so sharply the glass rim rattled against the lip of the bottle. Marcus’s gaze flicked to my wrist, then to my eyes, then back to my wrist. He smiled, lazy and confident, and the implication was clear as day: I know what you are. I know everything.

“Look at Marcus, David.” Her eyes trailed over my body, playing with that fucking key again. “You always wished you had a more muscular body, right? Remember when we first met, you tried bodybuilding to impress me? How you said you hated your effeminate body. And how I told you I didn’t care.”

I could only nod.

“Well, I think… I was wrong. I do care.” She paused, glanced at Marcus, licked her lips, and then turned to me, looking disappointed. “Well, quit standing there… Where are the appetizers?”

I spun and darted into the kitchen and returned without the food. Nervous, my heart thumping, cock and balls reminding me of my confinement. My hands are sweaty because, without a doubt, Sarah knew about my weekend, since Marcus had seen me. My stomach curdled at the thought, but my cock leaked precum. The only question now was what was her endgame? Money? Disgrace? Blackmail?

Sarah snapped her fingers, pointed to the kitchen, and said, “Where are the appetizers? I’m famished.”

I rushed into the kitchen like a servant. When I returned, Marcus was in the middle of another story. I set the plate of appetizers down, Marcus stopped telling his tale, and looked at me, rubbing his chin. “You know you’d look good in a skirt, David. You have very effeminate features.”

Sarah has defended me about the femboy jokes in the past, but in this instance, she joined in. “Since you can’t get it up anymore, maybe that’s not a bad idea.”

Marcus’s lips curled into a mocking sneer as he leaned across the table. “You can’t get it up?” The words hung in the air, thick and heavy, and I watched Sarah’s face as she pretended not to hear, dabbing her mouth with a napkin, as if she were somewhere else entirely. The shame burned through my skin; I felt raw, exposed, like a patient flayed open for the world to prod and examine.

Marcus wouldn’t let up. “That’s a real problem, you know, especially in a marriage.” He turned to Sarah, addressing her as if I were no longer even in the room. “I mean, a man’s supposed to take care of his lady, right?”

He punctuated the question by popping an appetizer in his mouth—deliberate, obscene. “What’s the issue, David? You’re walking around too much in those tight little panties, getting chafed? Or maybe you wore yourself out pounding the sidewalk over on Polk, huh? Burned out the engine before you even got home?”

Fuck I thought. Marcus knows, but does Sarah?

Sarah’s gaze drifted to me, cold and impassive. “He’s always had a sensitive side,” she said, lips barely moving. “It’s not the end of the world.”

Marcus shook his head, tutting. “Nah, it’s the end of something.” He stared straight at me, daring me to look away. “Bet you make a better wife than a husband, though. The way you set the table, the way you bring out the food—all dainty and precise. I’ll be honest, I’ve seen real French Maids who don’t move as fast as you do.”

I felt myself shrinking. My hands were trembling so badly that I nearly dropped the tray of appetizers. The words wouldn’t come to my defense, not even a stammered protest. Instead, I watched as Marcus’s eyes lingered on my hands, then my lips, and every part of me that had ever failed to measure up.

He leaned toward Sarah again, speaking in a stage whisper, “You ever think about trading up? Get yourself a real man, someone who can take care of business?” His laughter was a low, rumbling thing, and I realized with horror that a small, traitorous part of me wanted him to keep going—to see just how much humiliation my body could absorb before it crumpled completely.

Marcus cocked his head, sensing the shift. He grinned, teeth white and predatory. “Or is it more fun with him like this—tamed? You got him trained, don’t you?” The question wasn’t for me. It was for her.

Marcus laughed, “Might as well lock it up. Put it in a little pink cage.”

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. He knows? What do I do now? Confess?

Marcus put his hand out, and Sarah took it. They stood, and Marcus spun her around, modeling a form-fitting, tight little black dress. Then Marcus grabbed her ass, his eyes on me, daring me to protest. What was my reaction? My cock throbbed inside my chastity cage. What kind of sick pervert am I? A stranger grabbed my wife’s ass, and I’m aroused?

“Sarah! What’s gotten into you? We’re married?”

Sarah giggled and said, “David never touches me like that. Maybe he’s gay like that guy you were following.”

“I am not gay!”

Marcus sat, and Sarah put her ass in Marcus’s crotch and wiggled. “My it’s big. Not like David’s. It’s so little. At least when it’s erect.”

“It works.” I protested as I watched Sarah grind on Marcus’s crotch. Sarah. My wife.

“No worries, dude. I can take care of her if you can’t.”

Sarah inched the hem of her skirt up, exposing her elegant thighs. Sarah noticed my blank stare and said, “Look all you want, sissy. But you know you’re not allowed to touch. Not anymore.”

“Oh, fuck.”

Marcus grabbed the hem of her skirt and pulled it up further, exposing… Holy fuck, she’s not wearing any panties. Sarah didn’t protest but threw her head back, rolled her eyes, and moaned. Are they going to fuck right here?

As I watched my wife grind in a stranger’s crotch with no panties, her pussy glistening with arousal, my cock stirred. Then, just like that, it ended, and Sarah fixed her skirt and returned to her seat. Marcus reached into his pocket, pulled out a pair of monogrammed black lace panties, and dangled them before me. “Your wife gave them to me, after we…”

As I clenched my fists, the rush of anger surging through me, I couldn’t help but wonder... had she betrayed me? The thought of her with another man was like a knife twisting in my stomach, but to think she’d do it without me watching, without sharing that intense, humiliating pleasure... it was unbearable.

Marcus grabbed one of the mouthwatering appetizers I spent hours making, popped it into his mouth, and launched into another tale about a biker gang.

He knew. He’s taunting me. But to what end?

Sarah’s eyes are glued to him, her smile wide.

Sarah? What was going on? What happened to my Sarah, the cultured, prim, and proper woman? I don’t know. But I liked the new Sarah.

I huffed off to the kitchen while the two flirted and chatted. I slammed pots around, trying to sound angry, but what I wanted, a thought I tried to keep from having, God, would it be so cool to watch Marcus fuck my wife? The fantasy didn’t stop there. It unraveled as I listened to the laughter and flirtatious behavior in the other room.

As I finished preparing dinner, I imagined myself dressed in the French maid outfit Mistress Bond made me buy, stored in my secret apartment, and I’m serving my wife and her lover dinner as they flirt. I shook it off. Fantasies are fantasies. Nothing more. This man is flirting with my wife, I reminded myself. Fight! Take charge. Be a man. Demand that Sarah get a hold of herself. Be a man, but I don’t want to. I returned, glared at Marcus, claiming what’s mine or trying to, but it only made him laugh harder.

I slammed a hand on the table and retreated to the kitchen, mind boiling, cock throbbing under the plastic, shame burning. I thought about my sissy assignment—what Mistress Bond had made me do, what Marcus had seen, what he might have told Sarah. I pictured Marcus reporting back to my wife, spinning out the private details of my humiliation, maybe even showing her the evidence: the video, the pictures, the sticky receipt from the drugstore. Would she use it against me? Would she make me perform for her, parade my new slut self in front of them both? My body betrayed me, heat flooding my groin, the memory of my voice on those videos echoing inside my skull. The disgust only matched the horror of it, a ravishing thrill. I wanted her to force me. I wanted her to make me do it. I wanted to be punished.

Sarah yelled from the dining room, “Get back here! Sissy”


Chapter Seventeen




David

I returned and stood, fuming. “Don’t call me a sissy!”

“That’s what you are. Why not. They called you a sissy in college.”

“Seriously? Is it true that everyone made fun of you in college? Called you a sissy?” Marcus asked, his eyes wide with mock disbelief.

“Oh yeah, look at him.”

Marcus’s eyes roamed my body, up and down. “Damn, Sarah, put him in a skirt and he’d pass as a girl.”

“Sarah! You can’t expect me to do that!”

The words are a protest, but the tone conveyed a hopeful expectation that she will take action. In that moment, a subtle shift in the dynamics occurred—a barely noticeable change yet undeniably present. The game started. I was aware of it, Sarah was aware of it, and so was Marcus.

Sarah’s eyes hold a knowing look, darting between Marcus and me, eagerly absorbing the possibilities. She’s scheming. I sensed something in her surfacing, a dominance I found attractive. I wanted to encourage her to take this shift in dynamics further, but what if I’m imagining it?

Sarah stood and circled me like a predator, a force of nature, like the truth I couldn’t escape. The shame runs deep, but so does the thrill, the rush of giving in, of discovering who I am beneath the mask I’ve worn for so long.

Sarah’s words peeled away another layer of masculinity, “Maybe all those jokes they told about in college are true.” She said, trailing a highly polished fingernail down my chest, down my stomach, and stopping at the hem of my pants. “I mean, you don’t want to fuck me anymore. What are you doing on all these trips? Is another woman satisfying your male cravings? Or maybe you don’t like women? Maybe Marcus is more your type.”

I pictured myself, knees bruised from the alley, lipstick smeared, mouth open for business. Was it Marcus following me last weekend? Had he sent the proof of what I’d become to Sarah? Maybe they’d watched together, laughing until they cried, their bodies pressed close on the couch as they rewound and replayed my humiliation like a GIF. I burned with shame, and yet the urge to confess, to kneel and beg for forgiveness, was overwhelming. I was a coward and a deviant, but most of all, I craved the humiliation. I was a liar. I wanted to come clean and watch the world forced onto me burn. I wanted to be myself this weekend, but under Sarah’s authority.

She leaned forward, her eyes fixed on mine as she wormed a finger into my pants. “Tell me the truth. Do you like men?”

I wanted to answer. It’s complicated.

“It’s okay if you are. Just admit it.”

She unbuckled my belt. “You can’t get it up anymore. Is it because you don’t like women? Remember the last time?”

My mind flashed back to the last time we’d had sex: the way I’d gone limp, the way she’d stared at me afterward as if I’d suddenly become a stranger. The unspoken accusation: What are you hiding from me? Who are you?

I grabbed Sarah’s hand, trying to hide my secret. She slapped it away. “Put your arms at your side.”

I obeyed, my breathing quickened as Sarah’s long fingernails spidered down toward what would be the revelation of a lifetime. A low moan escaped from my lips, and it felt like the plastic tightened around my cock. I knew better; it wasn’t the plastic shrinking, but my cock swelling, or trying to swell.

I can’t speak.

Sarah unbuttoned my pants. “Let’s see what’s down there. Shall we? Maybe you want an open marriage. I fuck who I want…” Sarah glanced at Marcus. “…and you fuck who you want. We can explore that option.”

I waited silently for what would be Sarah’s revelation, aching with the desire to obey.

“You’ve been avoiding me for three weeks. Why is that? I’ve practically begged for your cock. What’s wrong? What’s that wet spot there?” She pointed out the stain on my pants.

I almost fell to my knees as her elegant fingers snaked under the hem of my pants, returning to the journey that would reveal the shame of a lifetime.

Contrary to how my father taught me to act-‘look them in the eye’-I couldn’t. I didn’t want to. I lowered my gaze submissively, letting her violate me. My body language said it all, “command me, my Mistress. My wife. My Goddess.”

Finally, with enough room in my pants, Sarah’s fingers toy with the flesh a hair’s width away from the plastic. Then, in a swift maneuver, she clutched the plastic cage and my aching balls with the same casual familiarity as one might test the ripeness of a piece of fruit. “This is interesting. Explain this to me.”

“I…. Can…. Explain.”

But could I?

My face burned. My humiliation was a physical thing, weighing down my shoulders and pressing me into the floor. It felt like a betrayal of my manhood, a weakness grandfather warned me about, old lessons of what a man should be clawed at my insides. But I liked it. I didn’t want to be strong. I wanted to give in to Sarah, as the humiliation of being exposed in front of Marcus, the raw thrill of arousal, causes the base of my cock to swell.

She turned to Marcus, “You know, Marcus,” Her fingers edging my aching flesh. “Maybe, it’s time to change things around here.”

Marcus said, “I’d say so.”

She tightened her grip around the base of my cock and turned to Marcus like I wasn’t even there. Like I’m a piece of furniture. “He’s getting aroused. What kind of man gets aroused by being locked up and can’t get aroused when his wife throws herself at him?”

Marcus said, matter-of-factly, “You saw the videos I sent.”

There it was. Sarah knew. Then, vengefully, she twisted, her hand full of cock and balls, making me wince and double over. “Yes, things are going to change.”

I tried to be strong. But my knees were shaking. I tried to take my father’s advice and never let them see you falter. But, I winced. Sarah’s words echoed through me: “I own you now.” Relentless and taunting, a ghost of the man I once tried to be. Here I am, the embodiment of Dad’s worst fears, and I was happy. A sissy.

Sarah lifted my head, with a finger under my chin, “I own you now, David. Or should I tell everyone about your little pink device here? And what you do on your business trips?”

She twisted.

I cringed.

Sarah contorted the loose, swollen flesh around the base of my cock, her anger and sexual frustration finding an outlet, “Let’s get one thing straight. It’s no longer about what you offer me. Your money. Your family name. Your company. This house. The servants. The social gatherings. From now on, you are not giving me anything. You are not providing me with anything. You are surrendering. Surrender unto Caesar what is his. In this case, I am Caesar. You will surrender to me what I want, when I want. What you have, you will gladly pay tribute to me, your Mistress. From this point on, you serve me. In any way I desire. I want you to understand this is not about me fulfilling your fantasy. This is about doing as you are told. You will listen. You will obey. I own you. Is that understood?”

I’m unable to summon the strength to speak, to protect my family’s wealth and power as Dad would have demanded, unable to play the part he cast me in. I can’t meet Marcus’s eyes. I can’t meet Sarah’s. The sting of failure as a man, the burn of inadequacy, the unbearable thrill of being stripped bare, becomes a symbol of who I always wanted to be. But what was that? A girl? Somewhere in between? A sissy? A fucktoy? A slut? Yes to all the above. I hoped.

Sarah tightened her grip around my cock and balls, squeezing my old life out of me. My old self unraveled around me, slipping through my fingers like sand, like water, like a lie I believed for too long.

There’s one last push, a thread really to be the man my father raised me to be—the man I thought I should be—the man I thought I was. But as each second stretched into eternity, I’m losing my grip, and I don’t know if I want to find it again.

“Tell me! Are you ready to surrender all to me?”

I never thought I’d be here, a fantasy on the edge of reality. I never thought for a minute that my hidden desires would ever become reality, or that the secret part of me I’m so terrified of becoming would play out. But that’s precisely where I am, and the irony, the arousal of it, makes my head spin, my heart race, and my body tremble with anticipation.

“Sarah, what are you doing? Let go. Please.”

Sarah released her grip. I found myself torn, fascinated, and attracted to Sarah more than I’d ever been, and I wanted her to humiliate me even more. Keep going. Strip me bare. Spank me for my harlotry. Yet another part felt the need to object, as if it were my duty as a man. How could I explain my cock being locked up? How could I explain I don’t even have the key?

“You know, Marcus is right, you would look good in a skirt.”


Chapter Eighteen




Sarah

“Marcus is right, David, you really would look good in a skirt. What do you think? Should we try it?”

David crossed his arms firmly over his chest, a defensive gesture that contrasted the slight tremor in his voice as he insisted, “No way.” The nervous edge betrayed his attempt at firmness in his tone. “A skirt? No way.”

I’m pretty sure he suspected I knew, but he’s not sure yet that I have pictures, proof of what he did or how, in a few short minutes, I’d take a wrecking ball to his masculinity, destroying it in one swing.

The most telling sign of all that I’ve got him, David didn’t run from the room, as would be his right, but remained rooted to the spot. There was no doubt in my mind he wanted me to feminize him, but what was about to happen wasn’t about him. It was about me. My wants. My needs. He’d be along for the ride.

“You’ll wear a skirt if I tell you to.”

“Listen. I’m not sure what you think you’re doing, Sarah, inviting him to this dinner, bringing the hired help along, flirting with him and all, but I’m not standing for any more of this, and if you’re Caesar, then what am I supposed to be?”

I hadn’t planned what I said about render unto Caesar what is Caesar’s. But when the words came out, I knew with all my heart I’d never again let a man tell me what to do. I was no longer that woman, and the game would not end until I controlled David, his philandering father, and the family fortune.

“My slave. I own you, and if you even think about disobeying my every command, my every desire, you’ll never lay eyes on that cute little cock of yours again.” I toyed with the key around my neck, then took my necklace off and removed the key, laid it on the table, set my phone down on the table, swiped, and pulled up the videos Marcus had taken surreptitiously. I hit play and then pointed. “That, my dear, is why you will do everything I ask of you. You will please me in any way I desire. You will wash my feet. Serve me breakfast, lunch, and dinner. Cater to my every whim. I own you completely. You’re mine now—mind, body, and soul.”

He avoided watching the video. “I have a company to run. No way.”

“Oh, my dear, you underestimate the power I have over you. Your resistance only makes this game more exhilarating. Your company, the family business, is no longer your main purpose in life. My pleasure is.” I leaned back in my chair, crossing my legs deliberately. I slid the video playing toward him. “Look! Look at you! Maybe I’ll send them to your father and perhaps the whole board of directors, make available all the pictures of you, dressed like a whore, sucking some biker dude off in the alley.”

The words cut into his masculinity like a Ginsu knife. David flinched as I wondered how far I could take it, how much he could take, how much of his pride I could strip from him before he finally broke.

“Pictures! Those videos, they’re not of me! Someone’s setting me up. They’re blackmailing me. Some woman. She’s doing this! You can do all sorts of things with AI nowadays. This isn’t a game, Sarah. I have responsibilities. I won’t. I’m done.”

I leaned in closer, voice low and dangerous, knowing this was part of the forced feminization game. “Don’t make me use these pictures.”

“You’re blackmailing me?”

“Oh yes, my pathetic little husband, I’m blackmailing you. You have no choice. I decide what happens here. You belong to me now. You will dress as I desire when I desire. If I want you to dress you up in a tight little secretary outfit when I take over as CEO, you will follow me to work dressed like that.”

“You, CEO? Never.”

The balance of power had never been so clear. I examined my new toy, staring at his feet, as he shrank to nothing. I let my voice go soft, almost maternal, and said, “Oh yes. Not only will I be CEO of your company, but I plan to become CEO of our household, CEO of our sex life, CEO of your cock, and CEO of your ass and mouth.”

David nearly fell over. Gasping for breath.

“It’s okay, honey. From now on, you serve me, not Mistress Bond, not the board of directors, not your father, not your family, not your male ego, but me, and you will do what I say, and you will do it with a smile.”

But even as I relished my newfound dominance, a part of me—the old Sarah, the one who believed in vows, family, and self-control—felt a glimmer of guilt. Was I being too cruel? Was I turning into something monstrous, the very thing I used to fear and hate? Was I losing myself in this taboo game?

David shook his head, “No way. I won’t do it.” Then he held up his hands, “Okay, I admit it, I like kinky sex. But I’m not gay. I tried it, that’s all. So, what? That’s one thing. However, taking over my company is something my father will never consider. No way.”

“Oh yeah, he will. Because you will make him go for it.” I said, my voice low and sweet and deadly. The threat hung in the air, invisible but dense. David tried to play dumb, but I saw the way his lip trembled, the way he dropped his gaze to the floor, already picturing the shame. He knew I had him. He just hadn’t realized how badly yet.

“Bow to me. On your knees as I tell you why I own you.”

David rolled his shoulder back, and for a moment, I thought I’d lost. But then his legs folded slowly downward as if pulled by invisible strings. On the hardwood, in front of my chair, he kneeled, uncertain arms at his side like a bad actor in an audition, eyes glued to some distant point on the floor. The moment stretched, fragile, humming with terror and anticipation. Marcus watched, unblinking and pleased, arms folded in approval, watching a puppet master and admiring his work.

I let the silence thicken, enjoying the sight. This wasn’t some rented fantasy dungeon. This was the Worthington dining room, a cathedral to ritual, respectability, and family roots, and I had just torn it open and filled it with a goddess.

“Repeat after me,” I whispered, sliding my foot up his spread thighs until it hit the plastic imprisoning his cock. I felt the tension there. The arousal grows from relinquishing control to me. “I am owned. I am Sarah’s slave. My will is hers.”

“Sarah?”

I said, “You will repeat it. Here’s why: your family can forgive a great many sins, but not this one. Imagine the scene, David. Your father, red-faced with disgust, as the gossip spreads around him over a single word—sissy. How long before he turns his back on you, his only son? Can you picture the board, old men with fat, hairy knuckles and pinkie rings, clearing their throats and refusing to meet your eyes at the next meeting, refusing to follow you? I can see the headlines, the whispers at charity galas, the invitations rescinded. You have but one choice.”

“Okay, we can play. You know, add some spice to our marriage, but…. I will not—”

“Oh, you will, my dear sissy. Reputation is everything to the Worthingtons. All your wealth, your empire—TrueFood, the board seats, the donations to the ballet, the overtures to the community, and the veiled philanthropy—none of it matters if the family name becomes a punchline. Your grandfather, the founder, built this company from nothing and would not hesitate to destroy you, his progeny, if he thought the bloodline was damned. One hint of disobedience and I go on a scorched earth campaign. I only need to hint at your secret, sissy. You will do whatever I want. I can sleep with whoever I choose. I will run the company myself, and if I choose, I will burn the whole thing down and salt the earth, and you will kiss my feet for doing it. Understood?”

The words flowed from my lips with such fluidity and force that even I was taken aback. Where had that come from? Perhaps it had been simmering within me all along, waiting for the perfect moment to surface. Like finding out my husband allowed himself to be turned so easily into a cheap whore, succumbing to the humiliating ordeal of letting a stranger lock his cock up.

“Okay. Okay.”

“Not the response I’m looking for. It is okay, Mistress, from now on.”

“Yes. Mistress. I am owned. I am Sarah’s slave. My will is yours.”

I smiled. A devious smile. The smile felt good. It was a knowing grin. A grin that sprang from the power bubbling to the surface. Moments ago, I had him by the balls and twisted them like I owned them and made him blubber like a baby. But that was only the beginning because I not only could twist his balls and cock physically whenever I wanted, but the cock he never used to please me in the first place would remain locked up tight until David earned the privilege to use it. Mistress Bond had not only opened up a new world for me, but she had been so kind as to give me the combination to David’s secret lockbox.

It astonished me how rapidly my vision of David had changed. Just a month ago, he was my spouse, a man I vowed to love and cherish until death do us part, and I was a frustrated, but faithful wife. Now he was my toy, my servant, slave even perhaps, and I was his queen.

Marcus, perhaps a little unnerved by the scene, grinned, his eyes on me, but his words were for David. “How ’bout it, Sarah, let’s get on with it and get him in a skirt. Maybe we do a little fashion show, yeah? Bring out the real David. I’m sure he’s got a few things hidden away, don’t you, pretty boy?”


Chapter Nineteen




Sarah

I had broken David Worthington, CEO of his universe, into obedience. He had arrived expecting a romantic dinner. What he received, instead, was an education in submission that terrified as much as it fascinated, the kind that makes you question if you ever knew yourself at all.

David’s jaw clenched, but he remained on the floor. Prostrated. “Sarah? You can’t be serious? You think I’m going to put a skirt on here? No way. I swear I won’t do it again. I’ll never dress up like a girl again. I love you.”

I felt his capitulation like a pulse under the table, and that feeling, that power, sent a zing down my spine that almost brought on an orgasm.

Marcus grinned. “Tell him to strip, Sarah, let’s see how good he looks in panties?” Marcus tossed them at me. “Do it. Make him.”

My chest tightened with an unexpected pang of guilt. Would he despise me for orchestrating this? For exposing him like this? Or, perhaps worse, would he love me for understanding the parts of him he can’t admit to? For seeing through his facade to the vulnerability beneath? What would he say? I’ve wanted this all along? Would he thank me? Would he hate me? Would he even be able to tell the difference?

Scared to look up at me, he said, “Sarah. Let’s talk about this in private. You can’t expect me to strip in front of a stranger?”

“You got down on your knees in an alley and sucked off a stranger’s cock, so it seems to me you lost the right to be embarrassed about a little crossdressing, don’t you think?”

David grabbed my ankle, lifted my heels, and kissed my feet. “Please. Sarah. I mean, Mistress. Please. This isn’t fair. You’re just doing this to humiliate me.” He tried to inject backbone into his plea, but the waver in his voice betrayed him.

“Yes. This is only the beginning of what I have planned for you.”

The revelation that came to me, the real stroke of genius, was that I now wanted this as badly as he did. Maybe more. The sensation was intoxicating. I could taste it in my spit, feel it scalding the inside walls of my mouth. The secret, unspoken thing at the heart of our marriage set loose. It was as if, all these years, we had been circling a pit of passion, carefully avoiding it, me arranging the furniture, cooking elaborate meals, managing his moods, always the perfect hostess; him forever distracted, searching for the next distraction, in work, in fantasy, in whomever or whatever crossed his path. Now, with a savagery I barely recognized, I cracked the foundation and sent us both tumbling in.

I savored the memory of what I’d just done to him. Minutes ago, I had squeezed his balls—not figuratively, but with my own, perfectly manicured hands. I had twisted, with the cold precision of a medieval torturer, and watched the color drain from his face. He had whimpered. He had tried to stifle it, but the sound escaped anyway, chaste and shameful.

I saw it in his face; this was not a game. This was a reckoning. And I relished the knowledge that I could make him sing any note I wanted whenever I wanted. The cock he never used for my satisfaction was now utterly, hilariously, locked up. It would remain that way until I, and only I, determined he deserved it back.

And the best part? David was utterly, hopelessly at my mercy. Mistress Bond had made sure of that. She had handed me—a gesture so casual, so calculated, the key to David’s chastity contraption.

I caught sight of myself in the beveled mirror above the sideboard—just a glimpse, the woman in the mirror was smiling, not with the sophisticated politeness I’d trained myself to wear, but with something more profound. A smile that bordered on savage. The corners of my mouth tugged upwards, sharp and knowing. I realized, abruptly, that I was enjoying myself more than I’d enjoyed anything in years. There was a heady, almost childlike pleasure in the power I now possessed. I was no longer operating under the shadow of David’s desires. I was inventing new rules, rewriting the terms of our marriage.

I stood and paced, circling David like a predator circling prey. I liked the way his shoulders tensed when I passed behind him, the unconscious shudder that ran through his body when my heels clicked just a little too close. For a moment, I imagined myself as an actress, a scientist, a goddess. Mistress Bond had told me that real dommes were simply frustrated actresses—women with better ideas than their husbands, women who saw the world in brighter, bloodier colors. She had laughed, then, and I hadn’t known whether to take it seriously. Now I understood.

As I circled, I knew beyond a doubt that if I’d told him to bark like a dog, he would comply. Instead, I let him linger in the anticipation, savoring the silence. I could feel his need, vibrating in the air like a plucked string. I had broken him.

Marcus seemed uncomfortable with the silence, too. “Uh, Sarah.”

“Shut up. I own you, too.” A command from a Goddess. It surprised me as much as it shocked both men.

Marcus played with the cold food in front of him, as I contemplated my new life. A life by luck, or fate, or the simple mechanics of ruthlessness, I now held the instructions to disassemble David’s life, piece by piece. I could finally take what I wanted, without apology, and I no longer cared what I looked like doing it.

I wanted to see how far I could push it, how much more of his dignity I could peel away before he snapped. I wanted to make him suffer, not out of revenge—though there was that, too—but out of sheer, pure inquisitiveness. What was the absolute minimum a man could be reduced to before he ceased to be a man at all? Would it be his clothes? His title? Or something more profound, more internal? I wanted to make him adorable in his surrender. I wanted to sculpt him, to transform him into something pretty, yet degraded, something that would make even Mistress Bond raise an eyebrow.

As I circled, I pictured him in a skirt, in lipstick. I imagined turning him into something resembling a filthy mockery of femininity. I wanted to see the look on his face when he realized he was never, ever going back to the way things were before.

But first, I wanted to watch him squirm. I wanted to drag it out, savor every second of anticipation, until the tension became unbearable and he begged me for direction.

“Stand. Slave.”

David popped up and stood, shifting on his feet, unsure of how to stand.

I sat again, folded my arms, and leaned against the dining room table, careful to let my gaze wander over his body, up and down, as if appraising a piece of meat at the market. He caught my eye, then looked away, his ears going crimson. That was when I realized he was bouncing ever so slightly on the balls of his feet, shifting his weight from one side to the other, desperate for my attention, desperate to be told—at last—what I would make him do.

I nodded, not to anyone but myself, as I stripped my husband naked. Not only did I have him by the metaphorical balls, but I had him physically by the balls, and he’d never be free from my control ever again. I opened my mouth to speak, but the thrilling surge of ecstasy as I savored the intoxicating power I now wield made me pause and enjoy it for another beat or two.

I glanced at Marcus, knowing I was going to betray my husband with this man. Tonight, I would plunge the knife into David’s back, and after I had the knife in his spine, I planned on twisting it.

An image popped into my mind. David stood before me in a pink dress. Not just any dress. But a humiliatingly short and frilly dress, and as that image took form, a delicious shudder shot through me. The flame of power, the power I had over these two men, ignited a craving between my thighs I never thought I would ever in a million years feel, at least not from having dominion over men.

I’d made him suffer long enough, so I said, “Strip.”


Chapter Twenty

Sarah

David looked at me in disbelief, as if those words were a physical blow, but there was a sick, flickering hope behind his eyes, too. His jaw worked, a tremor running along the delicate outline of it as he stared down at his feet, expecting them to leap up and bite him.

“Now,” I said.

He hesitated for a single heartbeat, then, in a flurry of frantic, choppy movements, he unbuckled his belt and slipped off his slacks right there at the end of the table. The air shivered with the sound of zipper teeth. His shirt, crisply pressed, hung down over his pale thighs and the boxer-briefs that looked comically out of place on such a slender frame. He peeled those down and folded them over the back of the chair. David stood completely naked, except for the mockingly pink fig leaf between his thighs.

David stood there, utterly exposed, his entire body flushed with the embarrassment of nakedness, the pink chastity cage—its color so offensively perfect, so calculated to emasculate—jutted forward with every nervous twitch of his hips, like the world’s most humiliating dog tag.

It was so small, so tight, and the more he tried to ignore it, the more pronounced the caged twitched—a neon sign advertising his secret shame. I had never seen him so aroused. I’d tried every trick in Cosmo and then some. I could recall only an inert, hurried erection. Now I suspected that if I removed his chastity device, he’d have a raging hard-on. In this most humiliating situation, his body was alive with need.

I grabbed the prop, black and sheer with the Worthington family crest on the front—a golden “W” interlaced with a sheaf of wheat—looked indecent, as if a flag planted on conquered territory. I let the panties dangle from my finger for a moment before tossing them to land at David’s bare feet. He flinched, as if the silk might burn him. His eyes locked on the crest, his jaw flexed and unflexed, but the pink cage told the indisputable truth, pulsing against his body with helpless longing.

“Look at you,” I said, voice smooth and low. “You never managed to get it up for me during our marriage, but now you can barely stand still.” I took a step closer, letting my toes graze the lace where the Worthington crest stared up at him like a challenge. “Does it turn you on, being humiliated? Is that what you wanted all along?”

David’s mouth trembled, his lips forming the beginning of a denial, but the sound died in his throat. His hands, which had hovered at his sides, now clamped behind his back in an unconscious gesture of surrender. I circled him, watching the way his shoulders tensed under the scrutiny, the muscles of his back flexing and releasing with each shallow breath.

I bent, picked up my discarded panties, and stretched them between my hands. “You know what these mean, right?” I asked. “Once you put them on, it means I own you. They mean everything you once thought was yours—your dignity, your name, your cock—is mine now.” I pressed the crest against his face, letting the fabric tickle his nose. “Breathe it in. Smell my pussy. A pussy you will never have again. A pussy, men like Marcus will have, while you watch. Get used to it.”

The pink chastity cage, snugly fitted, bounces and twitches, a telltale sign of his excitement contained beneath its confines. He shuddered. A strange, stifled moan escaped him, half-pleasure, half-despair.

“Put them on, slut.”

They fit him perfectly, clinging to the curve of his ass and the narrowness of his hips. Marcus let out a whistle, loud and exaggerated, and then started clapping slowly and heavily, like a bar fight about to break out.

“Goddamn,” Marcus said, “look at that. What a pretty girl you’re going to make.”

David blushed so hard his whole body seemed to vibrate, but he did not—could not—protest. He stood there, on display, the silk tight against the outline of caged cock as a stain of arousal and humiliation spread. My mouth curled in a smile I didn’t know I was capable of.

“Good. Now get on your knees,” I said. “Show me how grateful you are.”

David looked at me in disbelief, as if those words were a physical blow, but there was a sick, flickering hope behind his eyes.

“Now,” I said.

David hesitated for only an instant, then kneeled, the movement too graceful, too natural, for a man who’d once insisted on controlling every room he entered. The Worthingtons had always been raised to stand, never to bow, but here at my command, my ex-husband dropped to his knees, head bowed so low his hair brushed the floor. Every muscle in his body thrummed with suspense, as if he expected the ground itself to give way and swallow his shame whole.

I stretched out my leg and placed the sharp tip of my stiletto beneath his chin, forcing his gaze up, like some medieval penitent. “Look at me as you do it.”

He stared up, his blue eyes wide and wet, his lips parted but unable to form words. I twisted my heel slightly to remind him who was in control. He inhaled, shuddering, and then his pale, shaking hands reached for my ankle. He hesitated, unsure if he could touch. I let him stew for a few seconds in that uncertainty, then, with a brief nod, granted permission.

David’s hands cupped my foot as delicately as if it were a relic. He bent forward and placed a reverent kiss on the pointed tip. The act was both pitiful and sensational: here was the man who once refused to so much as massage my feet after a long day, now worshiping them with devotion.

“Lick it,” I said, as if I were commanding a squadron of new Army recruits.

He obeyed, running his tongue along my shoe. The sound—a faint, wet rasping—as his humiliation bloomed visibly on his cheeks, but so did something else: relief, almost gratitude, as if this debasement was the only thing that made sense anymore.

I let him work his way up the arch, then extended the other foot. “You missed a spot,” I said.

He didn’t even hesitate this time. The panties clinging to his hips and the twitching chastity device made him look powerless.

Marcus, who had been lounging in the corner with his arms folded, let out a low whistle, his eyes never leaving the display. The sound goaded David on, and he lavished even greater attention on my feet, his tongue desperate to please.

After a moment, I kicked off my heels and wrapped an ankle behind his neck and pulled him closer, so close his nose pressed into the instep. “You’re going to thank me for this later,” I murmured. “But for now, I want to see just how much you can take.”

He nodded, his face smearing against the arch of my foot, and I could hear him panting through his nose. I could sense it. How his cock strained underneath the pink cage with each humiliating second. Next, I yanked his head back by the hair and forced him to look up at my pussy. “If you’re lucky, I might let you worship that too.”


Chapter Twenty-One

Sarah

“Stand up, slut, and strut your stuff. Give us a show,” I commanded.

For a moment, David just stood there, his hands playing with the lacey hemline of the only thing he wore. I could see the confusion and embarrassment warring across his face. He caught my eye, as if searching for mercy, but all he found was cold expectation. Marcus’s posture radiated a lazy confidence, seemed electrified by the tension. Finally, David straightened, running a trembling hand down his naked thigh, and took a tentative step forward. At first, a stuttering attempt at feminine grace, but he forced himself forward.

He started awkwardly, moving as though every muscle had to be coaxed into cooperation, hips swinging with the exaggerated rhythm of strippers’ parody. Each step was a negotiation with the unfamiliar, a negotiation he was losing—until, as he made the first pass in front of us, something inside him seemed to click. He stole a glance at Marcus, noting the man’s seductive gaze, and then back at me. He swirled, more than he spun, to make another pass at the imaginary runway, giving me a clear and decadent view of the panties stretched tightly across his ass.

The more he paraded for us, the further he walked, the more the guy faded, replaced by something not quite feminine, but not quite masculine, either. David exaggerated the sway of his hips, the angle of his shoulders; he arched his back just so when he turned, openly presenting himself, the blush rising high on his cheeks, but no longer embarrassment alone. The room transformed into his runway with all the eyes on him.

The sight surprised me. I never realized how delicate and girlish my husband’s ass looked. Marcus grinned and leaned back in his chair, arms up behind his head, enjoying the show.

“Bravo!” Marcus and I applauded.

David’s face flared red, and the rest of him stood rigid as a statue, his hands trembling at his sides, his knuckles white. I wondered if he’d cry or scream or run; instead, he just blinked and stared at the floor, the humiliation soaking into his skin like dye in silk.

I leaned forward. “Well? Are you going to serve dessert?” My voice was honey-sweet, but the edge was unmistakable.

“You want dessert? Like this?”

“Yes. Now. Hurry.”

David slunk off, bare except for the panties, and, after a minute, returned with the dessert tray trembling in his hands, cock still straining pathetically against the Worthington crest. Each step was a humiliation, the air gone electric with Marcus’s slow, relentless stare. I could see David’s pulse jump at his throat as he shuffled to the table, set down the tray, and waited. For what? Permission to sit? For the next command?

Marcus took his time, inspecting every inch of David’s body like a butcher eyeing up a cut of meat. “Damn, Sarah, you sure your husband’s not a chick? Look at those legs,” he said, and reached out, running a thick finger up David’s thigh, stopping just shy of the lace.

David flinched but didn’t move away. He looked so small, so delicate, and so desperate all at once—the effect was hypnotic.

I slid the dessert plate toward Marcus, who ignored it in favor of the main course in front of him.

“Turn around again,” I said, voice firmer now. “Show us. I chatted with Mistress Bond, and she said what an obedient little slut you were. So, prove it.”

David stood, feet frozen, a large sticky stain on my panties.

“Don’t just stand there, David. Dance.” The command surprised even me, but I liked the way it echoed in the soft, expectant silence of the dining room. Marcus grinned at me, a great, slow grin, as if I’d read his mind.

David’s eyes darted between us, desperate for some sign that I was joking. I was not. “You heard her,” Marcus rumbled. “Let’s see you move, princess.”

I leaned back in my chair and waited. There was a full thirty seconds where David just stood there, mortified and paralyzed, hands clamped to his sides as if trying to hide the shaking. Then, slowly, mechanically, he lifted his arms, did a stiff twirl, and attempted something like a sashay. It was pitiful—the movement of a marionette with all its strings tangled—but it was also beautiful in its surrender, every gesture a confession of shame.

I laughed, not cruelly but like I was seeing something profoundly true, something that had been there all along, waiting for the perfect moment to wiggle out. Marcus’s laughter joined mine, booming and careless.

David had given up even the illusion of control. David’s face was blank as he twirled again, shamelessly seductive, letting his hips sway, the chastity cage jumping with each swing of his hips and bob of his knees.

Then, David stopped. Ashamed as he clapped his hands in front of his crotch, desperate to hide the evidence of his excitement, a quarter-sized stain of disgrace on the front of the black lace panties.

I swallowed the last mouthful of champagne in my glass and felt a laugh bubble up, pure and vicious and happy. I said, “You’ve ruined my panties. Take them off and clean them up.”

His voice trembling, “Mistress, how do you want me to do that?”

I laughed. “You sucked the cream out of a donut and the cum out of a nasty biker, so let’s see how well you do with precum.”

David gingerly slipped his thumbs into the waistband of the ruined panties, eyes never lifting from the floor. He hesitated at the knees, as though hoping for a reprieve from my command, but I was merciless. In one fluid motion, he shucked the soiled lace and, holding them delicately between his trembling fingers, presented them to me as if they were a peace offering. I didn’t take them. Instead, I said, “Clean them up.”

David stood frozen a second too long, and Marcus clicked his tongue with exaggerated disappointment.

Red-faced, silent, David turned my lacey panties inside out and brought the sodden panties to his mouth. His tongue flicked nervously, just the tip at first, testing, tasting the shameful cocktail of silk and his shameful discharge. Marcus leaned forward, elbows on the table, gaze never leaving David’s face. I watched every mortifying second, fascinated by the subtle ballet of disgust and arousal that played across my husband’s features as he licked at the sticky spot, the lace clinging wetly to his lips.

“You missed a bit,” I said, voice sweet, yet deadly. “Be thorough.”

David hunched over, eyes pinched shut, and sucked and tongued at the delicate fabric until the black lace was damp with spit. The little performance was shameful, emasculating, and I loved it. Marcus barked a short, delighted laugh.

“Damn,” Marcus said, “I’ve seen some desperate junkies, but I saw no one work for a fix like that.”

The comment landed sharp and true: David shuddered, hands shaking, but did not stop. His caged cock, small and pathetic in its plastic prison, twitched with each flick of his tongue; the Worthington family crest seemed mortified by the act.

I let him labor a minute longer, savoring the collapse of decency, the total surrender of a man who had once believed himself master of the house. It was a glorious moment. When satisfied that I’d humiliated him enough, I snapped my fingers and David stood, holding the panties in one hand, unsure of what to do next. He looked at me, then at Marcus, and back to me, speechless and breathing ragged.

“Put them in your mouth and stand before me,” I said. It amazed me how easily each humiliating act sprang out of nothing in my mind. I wondered for a moment if, in a past life, I might have been a medieval torturer.

David obeyed without question, inserting the panties one inch at a time into his mouth. Once done, I stared at him. The sight before me was a symbol of his not only emasculation and degradation, but also my ability to dominate. I let him simmer for a few minutes, chastity cage twitching, sucking on the lacy material like a pacifier as drool streamed out of the side of his mouth.

I didn’t have to look at Marcus. I felt the heat of his attention grazing David’s bare skin, the sharpness of his smile. The room was so quiet I could hear David’s tongue working behind the fabric, could see the pulse jumping along his collarbone. A flush rose on his neck. He wanted to die, but there was a shine in his eyes that betrayed him. It was hunger, a hunger for me to humiliate him more.

“Look at him,” Marcus said, voice so casual it barely counted as a command. “Once you get him in a skirt… Maybe a wig and some makeup, he’s gonna be one pretty girl. I’m gonna love looking down at you, sucking my cock.”

David whimpered, but silk smothered the sound. He tried to look away, but Marcus moved in, circling, his hands in his pockets, every step predatory. David’s breath stuttered.

“What kind of man are you? Sucking on her panties in front of me. Your cock locked up. You know what that makes you?”

David shook his head, whether in protest or confusion, I couldn’t say. His eyes never left the floor.

“Answer him,” I said, and the voice I used was as much for me as it was for David. I needed to hear it.

David’s words came out muffled, but the intent was clear: “A sissy.”

I said, “Close. Try again.”

David thought for a minute, then said through his lacey gag, “Your sissy, Mistress.”

“Bravo!”


Chapter Twenty-Two




David

A wave of arousal flooded my mind, my body, and the harsh, all too familiar ache of my forbidden arousal strained against the uncompromising plastic. The persistent pressure of being denied relief and edged for three weeks strangely only increased my thirst to be humiliated even more. Sarah stood and traced the curve of my slick plastic prison, only making my shame and desire for her increase, not in the way a husband should want his wife. I wish she’d degrade me even more.

Her nails flicked the chastity cage, producing a hollow, humiliating ping. The pain caused more fluid to leak out, as I gasped on the lacy gag. She let her hand linger, then pressed the cage down, hard, forcing my cock to bend even further, making it clear who owned it now.

I waited for the shame to suffocate me, for the horror to tip into panic, but it never came. The humiliation was a hot, steaming shower, a drug, a sinking comfort that told me I’d finally found the bottom. Sarah continued to tease my caged flesh, as my cock ached and pulsed against the pink plastic, caged and helpless, and yet I’d never been so aroused, so desperate, so alive. I wanted to thank her, more than I wanted to beg for mercy. I wanted to see what hell came next.

Sarah spun, and she didn’t bother with words, just curled a finger and beckoned. I followed, the cage pinching and throbbing with every step, my pride long gone. She led me to the bedroom, dragged a straight-backed chair to the center of the room, sat on the bed’s edge, and pointed to the chair she’d dragged out from the corner. She wanted me on display. I sat. The cage pressed my cock so tight it hurt. I kept my hands folded in my lap and waited.

Marcus arrived and, his eyes never leaving mine, crossed the room in two easy strides, dwarfing everything in his path. As he walked, he unbuttoned his red shirt, displaying his chest, a corded slab of muscle. He looked down at me, smirked, a gold incisor glinting in the lamplight. “So this is your cocksleeve,” he said, voice low and amused, as if he were sizing up a toy in an adult store.

Sarah said to Marcus. “You ready?” she asked, as if they’d rehearsed this moment, as if it was a performance and I was the only one who hadn’t seen the script. Marcus offered something between a bow and a salute, a cocky, flourishing little gesture that said he was more than ready. What was about to happen, they’d discussed, plotted, fantasized over. My role as audience, as prop, was already determined; my ignorance of the choreography only deepened my humiliation. My arousal.

Sarah walked to the cedar armoire on her side of the bedroom, opened it with a theatrical swing, revealing not just her color-coded dresses and blouses, but three boxes perched on the bottom shelf. She kneeled, opened the first box, and laid its contents on the bed in a precise, clinical line. Each item was more surreal than the last: a lacy pink French maid’s costume, complete with a ruffled apron; fishnet stockings still fresh in their plastic sleeve; a pair of six-inch stiletto heels that looked sized for a doll but would, with pain, fit my own feet; a garter belt, a tiny feather duster, a ridiculous pink satin collar with a silver bell. The writing proclaimed to the world my new role in white rhinestones: sissy. Sarah positioned each piece like a surgeon staging her tools, her movements slow, deliberate, with a kind of reverence.

While she did this, Marcus leaned on the dresser, arms crossed, his eyes fixed not on Sarah or the strange array of garments but on my face. I felt his gaze as a tangible thing, a finger tracing every contour of my shame.

Sarah applied makeup, just enough to stress my natural effeminate features. The soft brush of her fingers added a hint of color to my cheeks and a seductive glimmer to my eyes, creating a look that was both scandalous and sensual.

The transformation continued with the fishnets. She bent, lifted my foot, and began the careful, excruciating process of sliding the stocking up my calf, over my knee, repeating with the other leg. My cock, already aching, spasmed with humiliation and a sick anticipation. She made a point of tugging the stockings until they bit into my thighs, adjusting, smoothing, making me presentable. She handed me the pink panties, then tossed them aside, leaving me to go commando. The garter belt, bra, and inserts followed. I realized she’d thought of everything. The dress, what there was of it, came next, an obscene confection of pink lace and white ruffles. She bunched it up, slipped it over my head, and yanked it tight at the waist. The skirt barely covered my ass. She accessorized with the apron, then kneeled to buckle the heels with hands that lingered a moment too long on my trembling ankles.

All the while, Marcus watched, saying nothing, letting the spectacle wash over him. He looked at Sarah once, and in that glance, a lust so pure it bordered on religious. Sarah stood, stepped back to admire her handiwork, and then addressed me for the first time since opening the box.

“Look at you,” she said, her voice cold and delighted. “Ridiculous. Stand up.”


Chapter Twenty Three

Daisy

I obeyed, nearly falling over, my legs wobbly, my balance shaky. The skirt had a humiliating ruffle and left my ass exposed to the cold drafts of the bedroom, to the avid stare of Marcus. The slightest movement caused the hemline to expose my ass, making me feel more right than wrong. More right than I’d ever been in tailored slacks and pinstripe. My humiliation became a hot, living thing, flooding me with a sense of dirtiness. The stockings made me want to do nasty things. I knew that every step in my heels would declare my true desires. I loved the way the maid uniform clung to my skin, accentuating the feminine curves I always tried to hide as a male. The short skirt made me feel exposed and vulnerable, yet aroused. As Sarah and Marcus’s eyes raked my new image, I wanted to do nothing but surrender completely. Each time I shifted on my feet, the tiny, tinny jingle of the sissy collar bell was a constant, teasing reminder of my submission.

Sarah circled, inspecting every inch of her creation, and her lips curled into a sculptor’s smile. “You’re wobbling, dear. That won’t do. You’re a Worthington. You must do better. You will soon carry trays through rooms full of leering men. So walk.” She gestured, sweeping an arm towards Marcus like a banquet host announcing the evening’s main course.

My knees trembled. I crossed the room, desperate to please her, to not look ridiculous—even as I understood that looking ridiculous was the entire point. Each step was a soft, staccato click of stiletto on hardwood. Marcus’s eyes followed my every movement with clinical curiosity. When the skirt hem rode up, exposing my ass, he said. “What about the butt plug?”

Sarah opened the second box and produced a sleek, lacquered-black plug from its velvet nest. She weighed it in her palm, appraising both it and me. The anticipation made my heart hammer. When she handed it over, I noticed Marcus’s pupils dilated, the slight tremor of his jaw as he bit back a smirk.

Sarah held my chin between her strong fingers. “David. I know you know how to use this. Don’t make me wait.”

The plug was smooth, heavier than I expected, and the base shimmered with pink. My hands shook as I took it. Marcus’s gaze was unblinking, predatory.

I bent over at the waist. The skirt fluttered up, exposing my pale, shaved ass. The air was icy against my skin. My fingers were clumsy, my senses overloading with shame and suspense. I could feel Sarah’s eyes and Marcus’s eyes, both hungry.

The plug slid home with the practiced ease of a secret habit. It filled me, stretched me, marked me as what I was—a man in a dress, submitting. I stood carefully upright, feeling the unyielding presence, the plug pressed inside me like a brand.

Marcus let out a slow, approving breath. “There we go,” he said. “Now you look complete.”

Sarah’s smile was razor-sharp. She bent to adjust the skirt, her breath warm on my ear. “You’re such a quick learner. And so eager to please. Do not let it drop out.”

Then she smacked my ass. And I knew all was right.


Chapter Twenty-Four

Daisy

I stood waiting, my breath caught between desire and dread, as the sheer short fabric of the maid’s skirt revealed my shame. My cock locked, David Worthington, CEO, was no more. I’m ashamed that I enjoyed being exposed and humiliated, and I despise myself for how much I craved their eyes on me. I wanted the floor to open and swallow me whole. That would not save me. I was Sarah’s now.

Sarah nodded at Marcus, and Marcus nodded back, his eyes never leaving mine. Marcus stepped forward. He’s so big, so wide, that his physicality seemed to fill our massive bedroom. Everything about him was bigger than me: the hands, the chest, the cock, rising to the occasion. It was hypnotic. I’d always assumed that porn exaggerates things, but Marcus, I suspected, had a cock made for porn—massive, swinging, utterly unselfconscious. It was hard not to look at it. Not feel jealous, not to hope that this night would involve his cock in my wife’s pussy.

I couldn’t move. Humiliated, and aroused, my cock caged, struggling, begging even to swell, it hurt with every beat of my racing heart. Marcus stood over me, his body a monument to everything I wasn’t, and I felt something collapse inside, the last wall of resistance. The last remnant of who I was, or who I pretended to be. A man.

Sarah traced a finger along my jaw. “You want to make yourself useful, little sissy?” she said, voice so soft I almost didn’t hear it. The words shot through me, melting to the bone. I nodded, not trusting my voice. She stepped aside and pointed at the floor in front of Marcus.

Sarah said, “On your knees, slut.”

I obeyed, sinking to the hard floor with practiced submission. The skirt rode up my trembling thighs, exposing the pink nub, straining against its confines like some desperate, forgotten creature. The cool air kissed my exposed skin, a reminder of how utterly I’d surrendered my masculinity.

Marcus looked down at me, he reached out and pinched my chin, tilting my head up, examining my face like he might a peach. His hand was enormous; the tips of his fingers almost reached my ears.

His gaze swept over me—my lips glossy with drool and lipstick, cheeks flushed ridiculously with denied orgasmic shame. He stuffed the pink panties I was not allowed to wear into my mouth. I glanced down at my short badge of emasculation, my sissy cage poking out from the impossibly short pink frilly hem of my French maid dress. Every second I stayed in his grip, the more I felt myself shrink, collapse backward into the sweet, suffocating submission I craved so much, yet feared even more. Who would I become after tonight was all said and done? Would I be nothing but a vessel for Sarah’s amusement? It scared me, but I hoped it would be my only worry in life.

“Open up,” Marcus said.

His thumb pushed down on my chin, and, obedient, I opened. Sarah stood behind him, arms folded, watching with a clinical interest—an investor eager to see her new asset in action. Sarah moved from my view, to behind me, and in front of my face appeared a white device. She clicked it.

Instantly, the butt plug in my ass roared to life. Not a gentle buzz or even a polite thrum, but a military-grade, rocket-engine vibration that obliterated my insides, sending a shockwave of pleasure and torment up my spine and back down, discharging pleasure into my caged clitty. I gasped—what little air left in my lungs surrendered in a single, high-pitched whine muffled by the lace in my mouth.

Marcus grinned, approving. “See, that wasn’t so hard.”

The vibration intensified, modulating in cruel, unpredictable pulses. I fought not to fall flat on my face, my thighs quivering as my body wanted to worship the hardwood floor. The cage on my cock went from an idle tickle to a blinding, molten pressure. Every nerve in my body connected directly to the mad, relentless rhythm thumping in my ass. It was like being caught in a slow, relentless current—tension building with every breath, every vibration in my core.

Sarah kneeled next to me, her fingertips grazing the hem of my dress, teasing the cheap nylon, then gliding up the curve of my hip, across the ridiculous, lacy apron. Then she grabbed my cock, played with it while leaning in, her breath electric on my ear: “You’re shaking.”

I looked her in the eye, and then I saw realization as she smacked my aching cock. “Do not cum without my permission.”

I tried to look at her, tried to gather my shattered composure, but the overstimulation made my eyes roll. My mouth was too full of satin and spit to beg, so I whimpered. My dignity was gone, replaced by the pure, uncut need they’d engineered.

“Good girl,” she whispered, and kissed my cheek with a taunting affection that burned hotter than the plug.

Did they let up? No! My disgrace, it seemed, would have no end as Marcus removed the panties from my mouth and slipped two thick fingers into my lips, stretched, helpless to resist. He probed, as though testing the depth and give. “I know you’ve sucked cock, but has a man ever fucked you?” he asked, out of curiosity. I tried to shake my head, but he wouldn’t let me move.

Sarah laughed, her tone dry as desert sand. Sarah stood behind me, her hands on my shoulders, squeezing. “Let’s see what you’re working with, Marcus,” she said, her voice calm and businesslike, as if she were appraising inventory for the purchase. “Strip.”

Marcus grinned, wide and lazy, and peeled the shirt off in a single motion. Tattoos covered his chest of taut black muscles, impossible to ignore. His hands went to his belt, and with elaborate slowness, he unbuckled, then let the pants sag on his hips. He held the pose, as if daring me to look away; then he let the jeans drop. No boxers. His cock hung there, thick and heavy, and it bobbed as he kicked the jeans aside, making my caged, aching cock dribble precum.

Sarah’s hands squeezed my shoulders harder, her nails digging in just enough to hurt. “You see that?” she whispered in my ear. “That’s what a real man looks like.”

Marcus stepped closer, and I could smell the sweat and the clean, sharp tang of his body. He wasn’t hard, not yet, but the promise of what was coming hung in the air, the thick, growing slab of flesh dangling between two muscular thighs.

Marcus never broke eye contact as the butt plug hit another gear and the driving force of the plastic sadist doubled. My cock seemed to want something. It’s a strange feeling, like a growing, excited ache deep inside, nerves sparked and fluttered, anticipation coiling tighter and tighter. It’s helpless and out of control, a pleasure simmering just beneath the skin. Each sensation magnified. My eyes rolled back as I felt…. I felt like I was going to cum. I hovered on the edge, trembling and desperate, hoping the pleasure finally crested and crashed through me, sweet, overwhelming, and easing.

I sagged into a squat, exhaling a raw, startled noise at the overload. Marcus loomed, took my chin in both hands, and lifted my face, then ran his thumb along my bottom lip, tracing where the lace had left a clean, wet groove. “Open wider,” he said, and I did, tongue lolling out, desperate for what he intended to use my mouth for.

Sarah said, “You want to suck it, don’t you? Tell us.”

I worked my jaw around the ruins of my pride and heard the yielding, wobbly voice come out before I could stop it: “Yes, Mistress. Please.”

Marcus’s cock was huge, of course, maleness I’d spent a lifetime wanting or wishing I had. He stroked it in front of my face, the way a Porn star massages his cock before shoving it down a slut’s throat. At the first touch against my lips, my tongue flicked out instinctively as if I’d been born for this. I took my first taste, eager and grateful. He let me worship it, dragging the fat mushroom head across my cheek, smothering me with the earthy, male scent. I inhaled it, whimpering, the plug’s thrumming now a steady, punishing presence that had reprogrammed my entire nervous system to answer only to its stimulus.

Sarah forced my hands behind my back, gripping my wrists so tight my fingers hurt. “Take it slow,” she said, but Marcus’s size filled my mouth, his cock stretching my lips, my jaw, my throat.

As Marcus choked me on his cock, Sarah said behind me, holding my hands, “After you’ve warmed my bull up, slut, this man is going to fuck me, your wife. He’s not going to just fuck me, but obliterate any sense of rivalry. Once he’s done, you will understand your place in this marriage. You will watch as he takes what was once yours, that you never took. This is your initiation into the new you.”

Sarah let go of my hands and drifted around my torso, tracing the notch of my collarbone, then my arms, feminine and so opposite of the arms that were soon going to be holding my wife. Sarah trembled a little, or maybe I was—it was the tremor of the past, of the future, the Worthington legacy set for ritual slaughter on the mattress.

She circled to the front, met my eyes, and for a split second, just beneath the haze of humiliation and lust, I saw her. My Sarah. She winked, then bent and brushed her lips against my temple, a soft, mocking benediction.

“Be a good girl,” she whispered, and then straightened, her expression flipping to pure command. “Show us your skills. The only skill I will have use for.”

Marcus rested a hand on the back of my head—not rough or cruel, just possessive, inescapable. My hands trembled as I reached out, wrapping my fingers around the base of Marcus’s cock. The weight of it was shocking, the heat and pulse so alive that I could barely process it. I opened my mouth; the cage squeezing my cock like a menace, and took him in. I could barely get the head past my lips—the size of him, thicker than the dildo Mistress Bond had made me practice with in my filthy little apartment, forced my jaw open wide and made my eyes water almost instantly. I sucked with the desperation of a schoolgirl being tested, eager to show that I’d learned every lesson, every humiliation, every technique from hours spent watching porn.

My tongue explored the ridge, the slit, the salty sheen of pre-cum already slicking the skin. Marcus smelled of sweat, pure maleness, the sort of scent that instantly dominated a room. His hand kept its steady pressure at the back of my head, guiding me, holding me, reminding me I no longer controlled my motions.

I choked a little, drool escaping down my chin, and felt a hot flush of shame and pride intermingle. I was a mess already, and I hadn’t even taken him halfway. Behind me, Sarah kneeled and ran her nails up my bare back, sending a lightning bolt of pleasure through my trembling frame. Her words poured over me in a low, measured command: “Take all of him. Make me proud.”

I did or tried. I gagged and spluttered as Marcus’s cock hit the back of my throat and pressed further. My jaw ached. My nose pressed to the wiry patch of his pubes, the scent overwhelming and animal. I wanted to recoil, but the hand at my scalp said otherwise. I looked up—my eyes brimming, makeup already beginning to streak—and saw Marcus’s face. He smirked down at me, a little shake of his head, and a low rumble of approval. He was in no hurry, content to let me work, to let my humiliation breathe. He rocked his hips with lazy confidence, every inch a lesson in who was in charge.

Sarah, meanwhile, watched with a fascination I’d never seen. She didn’t just enjoy it—she orchestrated, narrating my performance in a voice that rode the fine line between wife and warden. “My. My. I wish he ate pussy like that,” she told Marcus, and her hand gripped my neck while she spoke. “Desperate. Like if he didn’t, I’d leave him.” She laughed, light and perfect. “Maybe I should have, but this is so much more fun.”

The words stung, but the pain only sharpened my need to impress, to please, to bury myself in the work of my undoing. I bobbed my head faster, using both hands to steady the shaft, tongue working every ridge and vein.

“This is your future, now slut. No more pussy for you. Cock, night and day.”

When I hit my limit and gagged again, Marcus didn’t let up. He thrust, forcing himself even deeper, and the sudden violence made me moan around his cock. My knees burned on the wood. I felt Sarah’s breath on my ear as she leaned in, and for a second I thought she’d whisper something tender, but she only spat, “Don’t stop now, we’re just getting started.”

Marcus fucked my face in earnest. His rhythm was slow, then faster, and I let him set the pace. Tears streamed down my face, my nose, when, after fifteen minutes of abuse, Sarah grabbed Marcus by the hand and led him to the bed.


Chapter Twenty-Five

Daisy

She pushed Marcus down, like she owned him. I suppose she did. Then she guided me to the edge of the bed and said, “Stand there and watch me extract pleasure from him, pleasure you failed to provide. Watch Marcus closely, because the joy you’ll see on his face is an experience you’ll never experience again. Your joy now exists in serving me….” Sarah straddled Marcus, guiding his cock into her while she faced me. She gasped as his massive head hit her entrance. “And my dear little pet, this is just the beginning of your education.”

I thought my cock might rupture the plastic.

Sarah guided Marcus cock inside her, when it filled her, Sarah screamed—a primal, beast-like wail, a sound she had never made with me. She spun around, her gorgeous ass facing me, raking her fingers down his chest, then she spun around again and fixed her eyes on me. Her look was all predator. Every pump of Marcus’s cock into her body was a deliberate, grinding humiliation. She never broke eye contact with me; her wails of satisfaction were not just pleasure, but a conquest. Of me. Of Marcus. Of her dominant side.

I dropped to my knees, not out of reverence, but desperation because my anal trespasser drove into me with a fury that hurt as much as it pleased. I clung to the edge of the bed, the cage’s plastic digging savagely into my swelling cock, which caused more humiliating pain than I thought was possible.

Despite the discomfort, I was approaching something. Something so powerful, so unmanly, it wasn’t something I could describe. There was no single word for it. Orgasm. Not really. It was an unyielding tension coiling inside me, and I wondered if this was the end of something special, or the beginning of a walk down an infinite tunnel of pain and pleasure where dawn is a rumor, not a promise?

Sarah ordered me to the side of the bed. I obeyed, crawling rather than walking, and stared as Sarah rode Marcus, bloodthirsty and ravenous, clutching his shoulders for leverage, her beautiful breasts bouncing and slapping against each other in rhythm with her hips. The mattress squealed under their weight. Marcus’s hands cupped her ass, kneading it, spreading the cheeks to give himself fuller access, and in that moment, I was less than a spectator—I was a prop, a witness to my insignificance.

“See what you’ve been missing?” Sarah said, breathless, a river of sweat running down the middle of her back. “See what a real man can do?”

I shuddered, but didn’t look away. Couldn’t. Marcus grinned up at her, reached for her hair, and yanked her head back, exposing that long, beautiful neck I had always loved. She laughed at me and rode Marcus even faster until the slap of skin was louder than my ragged breaths. The room reeked of their sex and my shame.

Sarah flattened her palms on Marcus’s chest and started grinding, tiny tight circles, her eyes locked on me. “Look at you,” She said as my cock pounded against the plastic, “just sitting there helpless, impotent, watching while another man takes your place.”

Marcus groaned, hands gripping her waist, and for a moment, I thought he’d try to take charge, but Sarah had all the power.

Sarah said, setting the rhythm, grinding low and slow, making a show of every bounce and shiver. “Maybe if you beg, I’ll let you clean up afterward.”

Then she laughed, a sinister snicker as her breasts swayed sensually with each motion. She threw her head back and screamed; it was as if she was howling at the moon.

She rode him for several more minutes, her hands dug deep in his hair, then leaned toward me, placing her lips so close to my ear I could feel the heat of her words. “Enjoy the show, sissy,” she taunted, voice soft. “Because that’s all you’ll ever get now. A show.”

I shivered.

Marcus stared up at Sarah with a look of awe that was almost tender, and when he reached up to cup her breast, she didn’t swat him away. Instead, she arched into his palm, revealing the scene for me: my wife, taking pleasure from another man, while I stood locked and impotent and desperate to be anything but what I was. I suspected, as she moaned like a porn star, that every sound was calculated to slice through me, to make it stick. My legs went numb; my eyes blurred; still, I watched.

Sarah clamped down on Marcus, her whole body shuddering, her nails carving deep crescents in his arms. She arched her back. Shuttered. Clutched Marcus. Then collapsed forward, hair falling across his face, and for a moment they clung together, sweat and breath mingled, as if they’d been lovers for years and not for the space of a single, perfect humiliation. Marcus thrust up, once, twice, then with a low animal grunt, came inside her, gripping her so hard I thought she might bruise.

They stayed locked together longer than I thought possible. My cock, caged and purple, throbbed so hard it felt like the plastic would crack. I kneeled, trembling, paralyzed, hollowed out by the spectacle.

Sarah finally rolled off Marcus, stretching catlike across the sheets, her face aglow. She glanced at me, a lazy, victorious smile curving her lips, then crooked her finger in a come-here gesture. “Beg and I’ll let you clean me out.” The words are thick, making me feel like I was wading through a river of want, lust, and craving, pleasurably dirty. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak.

Sarah crooked two fingers at me, “C’mere,” she commanded. I crawled up on the bed, positioned myself between her spread legs, obedient, pathetic, she let me wait, savoring the anticipation, before she spoke again in a tone meant only for me. “Beg and I’ll let you clean me out.”

My tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth. The request—demand sent a jolt through me, as if my entire being was now wired for one purpose: her pleasure. I wanted it. I hated I wanted it.

I opened my mouth to speak, but she cut me off with a soft, silencing finger. “No, no, not like that,” she said, pointing at her pussy leaking with a mix of their fluids. “I want you to work for it. Beg me appropriately. Like the Goddess I am.”

The word smacked me like a slap, and I shuddered, my cock finding another perfect excuse to cause me pain. I stared at her pussy glistening and open; her face alive with a satisfaction I never brought her and something else. What was it? Then it hit. It was the afterglow of power.

“Please,” I whispered, surprised at how pathetic I sounded. “Please let me clean you. I need it. I need to taste you, to taste him. I’ll do anything you want, I swear—”

She laughed, cut me off, and brought her foot up, pressing it against my caged cock painfully. “That’s not begging, buttercup. That’s barely an ask. Do better.”

“Please, Sarah. Please. I’m begging you, Mistress—let me clean your pussy. Let me take my place. Please let me prove I belong to you. I want to serve. I want to serve you.” The words tumbled out, raw and desperate, each syllable a surrender.

She reached down, seized my chin, and forced me to look her in the eye. “Repeat it, but this time, admit what you are. Admit it to both of us,” she said, her tone gentle but merciless. “Say you’re a sissy. Say that’s all you’ll ever be: a caged, cockless, desperate little bitch who lives to eat your Goddesses’ leftovers.”

I surrendered. “I’m a sissy,” I breathed, then louder, “I’m a sissy, and this is what I’m for. Please, please let me clean you, Mistress. Please.”

Sarah smiled with a kind of benevolent cruelty. “That’s more like it,” she said, and with her hand, she guided my face right into her, my mouth pressed to the living proof of her victory.

Marcus’s cum oozed out of her, milky and obscene, and as I leaned in, the scent—a mix of Marcus’s cock and Sarah’s pussy filled my nose. I hesitated, just for an instant, bracing myself for the flavor of it, the humiliation of it. Then, heart pounding, I bent my head and used my tongue, licking her clean, just as she’d ordered. The cum was warm and salty, unfamiliar, with a tang of masculinity and Sarah’s scent mixed in, and I felt my cheeks burn as I realized what I was—what I’d finally become.

I lapped and sucked as she instructed, every movement a new humiliation and a new reward. Above me, Sarah moaned softly, her fingers curling in my hair, satisfied, as I took my place at last.

The world narrowed to the wet, salty sweetness, the ache in my cock, the heat of Mistress’s body above me. The room was silent except for the slick sound of my tongue and Sarah’s quiet, mocking gasps. I was nothing now but a mouth, a service, a vessel for her pleasure. And I loved it. I hated it. I couldn’t stop.

Sarah laughed, a light, victorious sound, and arched her hips into my face. “That’s a good sissy,” she said, her voice the only truth left in the world. “Remember this feeling. Remember what it’s like to know your place.”

Sarah guided me to the right spots, holding me in place when I tried to move too quickly past the taste. Her thighs pressed tight to my ears, trapping me, and she let out a shuddering sigh that sounded almost like gratitude. Marcus, still sprawled on the bed beside us, watched with lazy amusement, stroking himself back to full hardness as I tongued his cum from my wife’s cunt.

I cleaned every drop, then looked up, face smeared and eyes red from tears I hadn’t noticed until now. Sarah smiled, then patted my head with a mock-maternal fondness. “Good girl,” she murmured, her voice slurred with satisfaction. “That’s how you do it.” She pressed my face back into her, making me dig my tongue deeper, and I did, because there was no denying her anymore. Never again.

Eventually, she let me up for air. “You like that?” she asked, her fingers still tangled in my hair. She didn’t wait for an answer. “Of course you do. Look at yourself.”

I did. I looked down and saw my cock caged and hopeless, dripping pre-cum onto the expensive sheets.

They fucked and laughed. Their laughter sharp and winey, their bodies a rolling, screaming, symphony of skin and hunger. They devoured each other, their pleasure a rising tide that threatened to drown me. I could tell by the way Sarah’s voice changed—her moans lengthened, grew throaty, the sound that only comes when every inch of the body is alive and raw. The bed shuddered beneath them, a living thing, and the slap of bodies was a metronome for my humiliation.

I tried to count their orgasms. It was pointless, a sad little exercise, but I did it anyway because it gave me something to do, trapped within myself and the confines of my mind. The second came quickly, brutally, both of them gasping and cursing as if it hurt. The third, I think, was slower, lazy, a long tease of friction and heat, Sarah’s voice swinging between laughter and pleading, Marcus’s deep baritone answering back, “That’s it, take it, good girl, you take it all.”

Before the fourth, Sarah tied me down to the chair with one hand free. Then she opened the last box, producing a spinning vibrator. She put it in my free hand, turned it on, and placed it where I should hold it between my spurting nub and my balls.

“Watch.” She said. “Leave that vibrator there.”

The fourth orgasm for Sarah and Marcus was a drawn-out torment. Somewhere between number five and six for Marcus and Sarah, I had mine. The spinning menace proved too much for my swollen balls. When it came, it washed over me with humiliating intensity—a pleasure so fierce it felt like surrender itself, every nerve on fire, the denial twisting each sensation sharper and sweeter. I gasped, shuddering uncontrollably, hips bucking uselessly as an orgasm rippled through me, leaving me panting and desperate, slick with shame and need. It was a climax of pure submission: helpless, hands-free, and utterly at Sarah’s mercy, the pleasure tangled with humiliation until I’m left trembling and undone, every shred of masculinity stripped away in a wave of ecstatic defeat.

She left me sitting there, my cum drying on my thighs and ass, while they fucked more. When she finally untied me, she made me lie back and mounted my face and made me clean out what Marcus had left inside her before mounting him again, hungry for more.

In the lulls, they whispered—sometimes soft, sometimes sharp. In between their fuckathon, tied to the chair, they plotted my fate, drafting the rules of my new existence without me. Marcus suggested a new name for me, something girlish and humiliating. They decided on Mistress Bond’s name: Daisy. They debated whether I should sleep at the foot of the bed like a pet or in the closet with the shoes. In the end, I was to sleep on the floor.

After a time, their laughter and fucking ceased, and a strange calm settled over me. And the room quieted, with only the soft sounds of their breathing and the gentle creak of the bed remaining, I lay there on the floor, broken down, reshaped, and in the process, I discovered my new place in the world, carrying me into a restful, contented sleep.
 


Epilogue

Sarah Worthington, CEO, True Foods

When I sat behind my desk for the first time as CEO of TrueFood, I think I came harder for power than for any cock. I hadn’t expected to discover this about myself—certainly not sitting behind the antique mahogany desk in what had been my husband’s office, listening to the hush of the city thirty floors below, the click of my pumps on the lacquered floor, the gentle vibration of David suffering in his new role, somewhere out there in the cubicle farm.

I flexed my foot, loving the way my heel pressed into the oriental runner beneath my chair, each movement an assertion: this space, these walls, even the air conditioning’s temperature—my rules now. I’d staged the transition with the precision of a divorce attorney carving out child custody. Not a single board member had seen it coming. The senior partners, long allies of David’s father, had watched their golden boy’s slow-motion self-destruction with a mixture of pity and disgust, unwilling to intervene until my coup de grâce: a single, devastating presentation that left no doubt where the future of TrueFood Distribution should lie.

The first order of business as CEO wasn’t to fire David—oh, no, that would be too ordinary. Instead, I promoted him, in a sense, to my personal assistant; it wasn’t quite a punishment, nor was it quite mercy. It was my way of keeping him.

I found I liked the view from above, and especially the way my husband responded to my requests. The morning was a blur of meetings and power brokering—new retail partners, a touchy lawsuit, a visit from the city council’s ethics committee—the only thing on my mind was Daisy.

He’d taken to the name with a submission that bordered on religious. Even now, as I called him from my private line, I knew he’d be waiting, the way a starved animal waits for its portion.

He appeared in my office exactly sixty seconds later, punctual as a Swiss clock, carrying my oat milk latte and an armful of compliance reports. The outfit was technically office-appropriate, if you squinted and ignored the hand-tailored fit: white silk blouse tucked into a black pencil skirt that clung to his hips like spray paint, nude nylons, and six-inch stilettos he’d fought me on for a week before finally admitting he liked the tickle of the strap. He never complained. Not anymore.

“Your latte, Ms. Worthington,” he said, voice even softer and more feminine after months of practice. I let the silence stretch, watching him from across the desk. The skirt didn’t just flatter his ass, it announced it: a neat, fragile curve, something to squeeze or let one of my many bulls destroy with their cocks, depending on the mood. Daisy set the latte down with practiced care, then hovered at the edge of my peripheral vision: waiting, trembling.

I didn’t thank him. Instead, I took a sip—deliberately, eyelid half-lowered—and set the mug aside. For all the ways Daisy relished humiliation, I’d found that the best tortures were quiet, scalpel-sharp, barely visible to anyone but us.

“You’re standing,” I remarked, not looking up from the compliance sheet.

Daisy hesitated. “You haven’t given me permission to sit, Ms. Worthington.”

The little twinge of heat between my thighs, that ever-present sweetness of power, intensified. “And if I told you to kneel?” I asked.

He did, instantly, pencil-skirted knees pressed to the rug, palms flat on his thighs, gaze lowered. A pretty little marble statue of shame and adoration. If any of the partners dropped by, they’d see only an overworked, loyal executive assistant kneeling to file a report or recover a dropped document. Only I saw the tremor in Daisy’s wrists, the adaptive mixture of dread and longing.

I marked a paragraph on the report for follow-up. “This is unacceptable. What do you think I should do about it?”

Daisy stood. Sashayed to the cabinet on the far wall, pulled out the pink studded paddle, set it on the desk in front of me, walked to the door, locked it, and closed the blinds. Daisy lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties, and assumed the position, hands on the desk. “I’m sorry, Ms. Worthington, I’ll do better.”

I stood, picked up the paddle, and caressed the flat leather against the delicate, newly hairless skin of Daisy’s ass. The pink nub of her caged cock dangled helplessly between her creamy white thighs. I could see her body flush, even in the morning light: the way her spine tensed, the way Daisy didn’t flinch or beg. She only arched, offering herself, as if she’d been waiting for this all along.

“Count for me,” I said, my voice as cold as office air.

“Yes, Ms. Worthington,” Daisy breathed.

I swung once, crisp, not cruel. Daisy exhaled, “One,” as obediently as if she were reciting multiplication tables, but I heard the invitation in her voice, the subtle upward curl that begged for more. I gave it. Two, three, four—each strike measured, each echo of how much I wanted her never to forget who she belonged to now.

By the fifth, Daisy was shuddering, not from pain, but from the resonance of humiliation and pleasure. I knew her tells: the way her knees trembled just shy of collapse, the faintest dampness on her inner thigh.

“Hold.” I let the paddle rest, savoring the blotchy red marks that would fade in an hour, but the memory would linger all day. Daisy stayed bent, perfectly still, her breath a quiver in the high-ceilinged office.

“Repeat what you did wrong,” I said.

“I submitted a non-compliant report,” she whispered, a tremor turning the phrase into something far more intimate than paperwork.

“And we need numbers on the retailer incentives by the end of the day,” I said briskly, “and redraft the distributor contract. No errors this time.”

“And…”

“I don’t know Ms. Worthington.”

I swung with determined force—a single, businesslike stroke, then another, painting his skin with the tidy geometry of control. Daisy’s knuckles whitened on the mahogany desk. I kept up tattooing Daisy’s ass until I hit twenty-five; his breathing, shallow at first, soon turned ragged. I finished with a flourish, then pressed the paddle’s cool studs against the new flush of his skin, holding it there as an anchor.

“Do you understand why you’re being punished?” My voice was almost intimate.

He swallowed. “Because I failed you, Ms. Worthington.”

“And—”

“Because I need to learn,” Daisy gasped. “Because I want to be good.”

“You are a good girl already,” I said. “You just need a little help to remember.”

I left him there, skirt bunched, panties snagged around his knees. I opened my laptop and began dictating edits to the new rollout. Daisy’s presence—her suffering, her obedience—was an ambient background hum, binding the room with invisible cords I could tug whenever I pleased. I clicked through spreadsheets, made a show of ignoring her, the way a cat might ignore a mouse, until her breathing steadied and I heard the nearly inaudible whimper of need.

The silence was thick. I let it gather weight. Only the slick, mechanical sounds of office life filtered in around us—the muted clatter of a junior staffer sprinting to the copier. There was a peculiar sanctity to that moment, a bubble of vulnerability inside the concrete-and-glass cathedral of commerce. I felt the charge in Daisy’s posture: the way she angled her head, waiting, always waiting.

When I finally addressed her again, my tone was all business. “You may compose yourself, Daisy. Schedule the ethics committee write-up for noon and make sure the Q3 incentive numbers are on my desk by eleven. Understood? Tonight, we have a new bull coming over. I’ll need your mouth.”

“Yes, Ms. Worthington,” she said, voice hoarse, as she ever so carefully smoothed the ruined silk and straightened the seam up her thigh. She returned the paddle to its sacred spot.

She padded to the door, hips swaying not out of affectation, but because her body demanded it after the sting. At the threshold, she paused, casting a back-glance heavy with worship and fear. I didn’t return it. Instead, I savored the closing click.




THE END
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Taylor's delicate features and soft mannerisms make him stand out among the crowd, but his wife Harper relishes in his femininity. She discovers Taylor's hidden desire for cross-dressing and sees it as an opportunity to spice up their monotonous sex life. With a cruel glint in her eye, Harper demands that Taylor become her sissy, dressing him in frilly lingerie and locking his manhood away in a cock cage. As she delves into the world of Femdom, Harper plans an exotic vacation where she can fully explore her newfound power over Taylor. Despite his reservations, Taylor allows himself to be dressed in women's clothing and taken out for a night on the town by Harper. Their encounters with three strangers lead to a wild, debaucherous night filled with kinky exploits that transform their once dull relationship into something fit for a X-rated film.

My Sissy Cuckold Husband : Femdom Sissy

Cole exudes an alpha male's confidence and assertiveness, often behaving like he possesses his wife, Grace, like a prized possession. Yet, beneath this facade lies a hidden truth. In the privacy of their home, Cole indulges in a clandestine passion—crossdressing. An unspoken desire simmers within him, yearning to become Grace's sissy cuckold. In secret, he adorns himself with delicate fabrics, slipping into her silky panties whenever he gets the chance. This hidden world of his remains undiscovered until one fateful day when Grace stumbles upon him, caught in the act of wearing her lingerie. In that single moment, his carefully guarded secret is laid bare.

My Sissy Cuckold Husband : A Boring Marriage

Cy, a successful and powerful corporate attorney, has a weak spot for her husband, Paul. She’d never let anyone at work or anywhere else run over her like she lets Paul. Cy can’t figure out why. He doesn’t work anymore. He doesn’t clean or make love to her like she wants.

Cy tells herself one day, things will change. She thinks about cheating and finding an alpha male, which Paul is not. But there’s that weak spot she has for him. She considers divorcing him, but her moral character won’t allow that. She’s going out of her mind for good, mind-blowing affection when she meets a lady online.

Paul, her husband, will either accept his new role as Cy’s sissy or pack up and hit the road. Together, Cy gets some much-needed sexual relief, and Paul finds he loves being Cy’s sissy cuckold husband.



My Sissy Cuckold Husband: Book Five : Rekindle The Romance Tour 

Morgan loves her husband, Blair. Morgan also loves men—especially wild, muscular, handsome alpha males. Not just one or even two. Morgan wants them all. Being married hasn’t stopped Morgan from pursuing her desires.

One day, Morgan wants something else. Morgan intends to feminize Blair, which won’t be hard. Blair is a beta male, effeminate with lots of femininity to work with.

Morgan has kept her cheating a secret until one day; she doesn’t. She flaunts it. Blair seems more aroused by it than angered. They go on a vacation that Blair calls “Rekindle the Romance Tour.”

Morgan refers to it as “Turn My Husband Into My Sissy Cuckold.”

Shameless Submission: My Sissy Cuckold Husband

Jen made it in a man’s world. She married a lovely, kind, and gentle guy, and he dotes on her. She’s the top-performing stockbroker at her all-male firm, but something is missing. Sex. Greg isn’t bad in bed, but he can’t keep up with her sex drive. Control. Control is missing, too.

After a strange conversation with John at a cocktail party, things change. John reveals his secret life as a dom, and Jen is hooked.

What happens next transforms not only Jen’s life but Greg’s. Jen begins feminizing Greg, and life as a Mistress begins for Jen, and Greg’s life as her sissy maid and sissy cuckold begins for Greg.

Under Her Heels: A Sissy Husband's New Life: My Sissy Cuckold Husband 

n this steamy and provocative tale, we follow Audrey and Joey as they uncover hidden and taboo desires neither thought they had: submission, dominance, feminization, chastity, and discipline.

Audrey’s husband, Joey, has a secret passion for her to be more dominant in bed, and he wants to be feminized. Slowly, Audrey inches into her new role, at first finding it repulsive. Feminize my husband? Dominate him? But once she has him in chastity, she discovers how much power this gives her. It’s addictive. And she loves it.

As Audrey becomes more dominant, Joey loves her more and only wants to submit more. How far will Audrey go? How far will Joey go to prove his devotion and obedience to her?

It’s a journey into domination and submission for both of them, and it won’t end until they’re satisfied with their new life.

Naughty Sissy Cuckold Wedding: My Sissy Cuckold Husband

In this femdom romance novella, a retired dominatrix decides she needs a husband. But not just any husband, a sissy cuckold. She finds it in her college-aged renter.

Margie made a fortune as a dominatrix. When she made enough from humiliating men, she started her beauty studio, Makeup Maven, and semi-retired from training sissies. Margie has to be the best and wants the best. When she began her beauty studio, she only hired the best artists. Her equipment was the best. When she decided she wanted a husband, she decided he would be the best sissy cuckold on the planet.

Trinity, a college senior one month away from graduation, strove to be the best. He was the best at everything, including school and swimming, but one thing he’d never been able to be the best at was with the opposite sex. This bothers Trinity, and his classmates tease him.

All Margie has to do is convince Trinity that he can never be the best in a normal relationship, but with her guidance, he can be the best sissy cuckold in the world. A chance encounter brings the two together, and his sissy training begins. He fights it at first, but once she convinces him that being a sissy is the only option for him, Trinity is on board to be the best sissy on the planet.

They tie the knot of course their wedding is the best—the naughtiest sissy cuckold wedding ever.

Craving Humiliation: My Sissy Cuckold Husband 

Lilly is restless and dissatisfied. She craves sexual fulfillment, but her husband Ollie seems distant during their lovemaking. Is he preoccupied with work, making money, or playing golf?

Lilly is shocked when Ollie hires her old friend Nova, who happens to be a dominatrix, for some kinky play. As they delve into their sessions, Lilly uncovers a secret about Ollie: he enjoys wearing women's panties and being humiliated. This revelation angers Lilly and she considers divorcing him or ruining him in revenge. However, Nova, being the creative dominatrix that she is, comes up with an idea to use this situation to her advantage.

Lilly takes charge and transforms her husband into a feminized version of himself.



Feminized By Mistress : My Sissy Cuckold Husband 

Lila Montgomery takes control of her submissive sissy husband, Miles "Mia" Montgomery after Mia's naughty activities in the women's restroom result in his termination. Lila's infuriated that her husband got fired, so to teach him a lesson, Lila seizes the opportunity: "So you want to be a girl?"

Lila feminizes him and makes him her sissy maid. "Might as well make use of your free time."

But that's not all - Lila has planned an elaborate evening at a notorious nightclub, filled with humiliating tasks for Mia as she searches for a bull to fulfill her desires. And when they finally find one, he joins them back at Miles and Lia's home for a night of wild sex. Mia's submission is pushed to its limit.

Sissy Maid For Hire: My Sissy Cuckold Husband

John, a dedicated nurse, has been secretly harboring a desire to be a sissy maid. When his wife Samantha goes away on a business trip, John indulges in his fantasy by dressing up in a frilly maid outfit. However, Samantha returns home early and catches him in the act, leading to an honest discussion about John’s submissive, feminine desires.

After weeks of trying to wrap her mind around this new twist in their marriage, Sam meets Charles Thompson, an older gentleman. The couple agrees to meet Charles, and they are drawn in by his sophistication and understanding of nature. Charles proposes an arrangement where he will act as a mentor, guiding the couple in exploring John’s sissy cuckold desires.

During their first visit to Charles’ apartment, John transforms into his maid persona as Charles eloquently explains the benefits of a sissy cuckold relationship. He suggests that by embracing John’s desires, Samantha can explore her dominant side, leading to a more fulfilling dynamic for them all.

As the arrangement continues, Charles introduces the concept of chastity to further John’s submission. While Charles and Samantha openly flirt and dance, John watches from the sidelines, experiencing a mix of arousal and jealousy.

As the ‘arrangement’ unfolds, it pushes the boundaries of their relationship. Their marriage undergoes a significant transformation. John fully embraces his submissive side, and Samantha discovers a newfound enjoyment in her dominant role, exploring sexual relationships with other men.

This Femdom short story follows John’s journey of self-discovery and the evolution of his relationship with Samantha as they navigate the complex dynamics of a sissy cuckold arrangement under the guidance of Charles. The story explores themes of submission, dominance, trust, and the power of open communication in exploring taboo kinks such as feminization, chastity, spanking, edging, and pegging.
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I sincerely appreciate you taking the time to read my book, and I hope you enjoyed it! If you did, please consider adding and reviewing it. Those little gold stars help me out.

Follow me on:

Bluesky

 Tumblr 

 Amazon Author Page

Check out my webpage and read free stories and insights into my writing process:

PhoebePearlErotica

Thank you again and look for more!
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