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HOUSEWIFE FROM HELL

A VERY SHORT EXCERPT

The feelings I had were way too intense for me to ignore.

The craving in me was growing stronger by the second, the fantasies I’d been imagining all this time taking over my own body.

I wanted to take him now.

As soon as he placed my bag on the kitchen floor, I grabbed his arm. He gasped softly. I sidestepped to his back and snugly pushed myself forward, lining my crotch level with his buttocks. The feel of his dress slightly scratched against my arms as I wound them tightly around his waist. I gathered his fake blonde hair and swiped them over one shoulder, gently kissing the nape of his neck. Todd shivered like a scared kitten waiting for its fate. It was an incredible feeling.

“Eyes closed,” I said softly.

I pushed him forward and rammed him against the kitchen counter. He gasped again. I held him with his back bowed over and yanked down his panties before spanking him hard. An outline of my palm appeared, red and slick with sweat.

I yanked his wrists back and stacked his arms one top of the other, pulling out the brand new pair of handcuffs from my purse. The cuffs were just optics, really. I could manhandle this sissy easily, cuffs or not…


HOUSEWIFE FROM HELL




CHAPTER 1

I stood before the mirror, running my hand up and down the front of my satin nightgown. It was dark blue and had feathers printed on it, and on top I’d worn its matching robe. Leaving the robe untied, I reached for my pot of concealer. Using gentle dabs, I worked at getting rid of the darkness underneath my eyes.

I twisted my body a little and looked at my reflection from the back. I’d been blessed with an hourglass shape and a butt that was big enough to turn any man on. Satisfied, I turned back around and fixed the heart-shaped pendant in my necklace. It caught the light and glinted prettily right under my collarbones. The necklace had been a gift from my husband Todd for our first wedding anniversary, and I’d worn it ever since.

I took the curlers out of my hair, one by one, and began brushing my curls out. Then I put away the pot of cream concealer and inspected myself one last time—a final check for sanity’s sake.

I’d dimmed the lights enough so you couldn’t really see any of my scars or my pores—not that I had much. But I could hardly recognize my face. I’d once been a cute, young bubbly girl. My mother even used to call me 'Bubbles' because of it. She loved that I could light up any room and be the life of the party in a finger snap. But now? All I saw was a serious-faced woman who had a chip on her shoulder.

I used a dab of creamed blush over the highline of my cheeks and kissed my fingertips so a little of the color would go over my lips. A girl should wear just the right amount of makeup to look all-natural in front of her man, so he’s tricked into thinking she wakes up and goes to bed like a natural beauty. That was a love lesson I learned from Janice Kendig, my mother.

I tinkered a little more with my hair and laid the neckline of my nightgown just the right way over my cleavage. Then I looked at the mirror once more.

Would my husband want to fuck me? The answer, I thought, was an emphatic yes.

I plopped down on the bed, stared out the view from the window, and stayed there until Todd came back home. My nerves raced with excitement as I thought about what I was going to do.

Tonight, I was going to try something new.

I heard him pull up into the driveway twenty minutes later. I felt what I always felt whenever Todd came home to me: a steaming blend of anxiety, dread, and excitement. I’d also get just a little wet down there—even after all these years, Todd could still set off the butterflies in my stomach.

Tonight, though, I also felt sexy and that was all down to my blue satin nightgown. It had been a while since I’d worn it, and the last time had been in a hotel in Champs-Élysées five years ago when I’d joined Todd on a short business trip to Paris. I’d hoped that wearing it would bring back good memories for him.

Without waiting any longer, I rushed downstairs and opened the front door.

“Honey! How was work?”

“Same old, same old,” Todd said, stepping inside. His face cracked into a grin. “Something smells delicious.”

“I’ve cooked up one of your favorites, so I hope you’re hungry,” I tittered. “Salmon and shrimp pasta with a side of buttered broccoli.”

Todd licked his lips. “Just what I need,” he said. He slipped off his shoes and socks in the foyer and handed me his bag. “I’m so hungry I could eat a baby whale.”

“Why don’t you go take a shower while I heat everything up and set the table for you?” I said sweetly.

“Make it quick,” he said. “I won’t take long.” He pulled down his pants, leaving it like a puddle on the floor and shuffled up the stairs in his shirt and boxers.

I quickly cleaned up after him before heading to the kitchen. Dinner was nice—the pasta was delicious and Todd even had seconds after the big first plate I’d served him. But I’d spent the entire time wondering if he’d noticed my new hair—or that I’d lost another five pounds within the last month and could fit into my clothes better. But Todd didn’t say anything—though that wasn’t really anything out of the ordinary for him. Maybe he’d been too hungry to notice.

We headed upstairs after dinner. Even though I'd just a glass of wine, the jitters in my nerves flared up again. My heart was racing and goosebumps had cropped up all along my arms.

It was now or never.

Todd flopped down on the bed, yawned, and switched on the bedroom TV. I hurried into the bathroom and brushed my teeth and sprayed on a little perfume behind my ears—just enough to make me smell nice but not enough to be all that noticeable.

When I came back out, Todd had put on a movie. I relaxed next to him, nuzzling my head against his shoulder. Just in time for the raunchy scene, apparently. The long-haired actress had her head smushed into a pillow while the actor buried himself to the hilt behind her. Grunts and moans filled the room while he grabbed her hair and twisted it around his wrist like a rope, yanking her head back with brutal force. The camera switched to her face. Her cheeks were red. Sweaty. Delirious with pleasure.

“You’ll take it how I want it, little pet,” the actor growled, his hips and ass still thrusting violently.

I held back the urge to cover my eyes.

What even was this?

I snuck a glance at Todd. His eyes were fixed on the screen as the actress’s breasts bounced practically onto her tummy.

“That’s not what sex is,” I said finally, letting my voice rise above the sound from the TV.

“Huh?” Todd asked, whipping around.

“Did you know that 75% of screenwriters are men and that most movies are written for the male gaze?” I asked. “Women don’t actually want to be treated like that. At least, most don’t. They want to be loved. Courted. Romanced. Remembered. Especially by their husbands.”

Todd snorted. He didn’t seem particularly interested in my factoid. “Okay. Whatever you say, honey.”

I picked up the remote and hit the mute button. “Well, it’s true. It’s no different from the porn industry if you really think about it,” I explained. “Men need to start taking women a little more seriously. We’re not just sex objects or punching bags for sexual violence. It’s harmful and I’m tired of it.”

“Why don’t you tell that to Romeo and leave me and my movie alone.” Todd grabbed the remote from me and turned the volume up by several points.

Anger, hot and frothy, bubbled inside me. Will the entire night go on like this? I took a deep breath and said, “Honey, you’re being rude. I was trying to make a point—”

“Oh, fuck! And I’m just trying to relax,” Todd snapped. “Stop nagging. Did you know that’s the number one reason for divorce? Nagging? Bet you didn’t know that.”

“Well, aren’t you the one who nagged me out of my career?” I snapped back.

Todd acted like he hadn’t heard me. I stared at him. He was perfectly content to watch TV—and a bad, cringeworthy sex scene at that—while his wife was clearly unhappy. Things weren’t going the way I wanted and I’d had such high hopes. I found myself wondering the same thing that had been on my mind since I’d woken up: how long does it take for a woman to reach her breaking point?


CHAPTER 2

Todd and I met nearly ten years ago while we were both still in law school. His blue eyes were what had attracted me at first—along with the hot faux hawk he’d been sporting those days.  He’d always bring a yoyo along to our lectures and sit right behind me, and the zinging sound kept driving me crazy until one day I just snapped at him. That was the first time we’d talked to each other, and even though we argued, I could tell by his creeping blush that he had a crush on me.

Before I knew it, Todd and I were seriously dating. We’d slipped into a relationship as easily as a knife slipping through warm butter.  Our futures had seemed so bright and exciting then, and I loved how ambitious we both were. Everything had come to us so naturally. Maybe a little too easily. That had made it difficult for me to read the warning signs.

A year into our relationship, Todd quit law school to kickstart a corporate career. Four-and-a-half years later I was working as an associate at a litigation law firm and Todd was still in corporate, outearning me at a pretty good pace. After we got married, he convinced me to quit.

“Why should you work when I’m earning enough for both of us?” he’d asked. “Quit and do what you like instead.”

I hadn’t realized at the time that ‘do what you like’ had been code for ‘cook and clean like a 1950s housewife’.

Now, I tapped him on the back, hard enough to hurt. “I’m not done with our conversation, honey. I want to talk.”

“Oh yeah?” Todd switched off the TV angrily. “Wanna talk? We can talk after this.” He climbed over my lap and leaned in, bringing his face close to mine. His breath smelled of shrimp. Ugh, why couldn’t he try for once? Just for me?

He kissed my neck. Holding me still by my arms, he slowly started to suck on the spot right below my jawline, causing tingles to shiver up and down my body. He hadn’t done that in a while. It was my favorite place to be kissed and he’d remembered. Yes, I thought feverishly as I moaned to encourage him to keep doing what he was doing. We’re making progress. He just needed a little nudge in the right direction. Well, more like a shove and a kick…but progress was progress.

I slipped my robe off, letting the air cool my shoulders. I shifted my weight, leaning back even more, hinting at him to move towards suckling my collarbone.

But Todd had suddenly stopped. He was frowning.

“These gowns you keep wearing hide your body. They’re like tents. They don’t do much to me in the mood.”

I folded my arms and gritted my teeth. “Way to kill the mood!” I hissed. “If you don’t think satin nightgowns are sexy, I don’t know what to say to you.”

Todd was eyeing me in a way that made me feel a little embarrassed. I turned away from him, grimacing.

“What happened to the kit I got you last year?” he asked. “I don’t think you even opened it.”

“Kit? What kit?”

I was only pretending like I didn’t remember. The truth was it had been just one set out of a dozen or so ‘kits’ I’d received over the years—Todd’s attempts at degrading me and treating me like a sexual object rather than a person. Almost all of them consisted of latex fetish wear.

“No, it’s degrading,” I said when Todd reminded me of the thoughtful ‘gift’ he’d bought me. “It’s not romantic at all.”

“Alright. Then how about a blowjob, wifey?”

“Wifey?” I asked.

I suddenly felt gutted. Why was I even trying? It was painfully obvious that my entire identity revolved around being Todd’s housewife—a sacrifice I hadn’t been willing to make. I felt dumber by the day and could feel my husband’s respect for me fading away at practically the same pace. And honestly, I didn’t even blame him. How could a man respect his girl when she barely provided any value apart from cleaning counters, folding laundry, scrubbing dishes, and satisfying his sexual urges?

I felt stuck, frustrated, and helpless. What was even the point anymore?

“Oh, don’t look upset, Jess,” Todd whispered, nestling his head into the warmth of my breasts. “It was just a suggestion. You don’t have to wear anything you don’t want to.”

I literally felt it then. The snap. The thing inside holding me together—whatever it had been made of—cracking into two like a blade of glass.

This moment, I thought, strangely calm considering what I was about to do to him. This—right here, right now—is the breaking point.

And in a way, it had been the perfect moment.

“Fine,” I murmured. “I’ll wear what you want.”

Todd’s blue eyes lit up as he blinked at me. “You’re kidding.”

I shook my head. He slapped my ass as I climbed out of bed. I stood on a small stool while I patted the top of our closet until I found the bag. Then I hid myself in the bathroom.

I took the kit out of the bag and stared at it. It was a black catsuit with a blue glossy sheen to it, and it had a hideous zipper going from the front of the crotch to the back—for easy access to the slits, I guessed. I had no clue how much Todd had spent on the costume, but touching it I could see it was a very high-quality piece of garment. It could’ve been anywhere in the hundreds.  

If this was what he wanted me to wear, I was going to do it. And more.

As soon as I tried to put one leg into it, though, I knew it was going to be an uphill battle. I’d barely rolled the catsuit up my ankle and I was already out of breath. But I wasn’t ready to give up. Todd was out there, salivating at the thought of me wearing this. I couldn’t disappoint him, could I? After all, this was going to be the last time in a long while that I was going to do anything special for him…

Thinking quickly, I grabbed the bottle of baby powder I kept under the sink. I sprinkled and dusted some over my body and on the inside of the suit. Hopefully the powder was going to make the material a little more pliable. I sat on the toilet seat, spread my legs as straight out as I could and started to roll the rubber suit up my calves. Once I’d gotten it past my hips, the rest of it became just a tad easier.

I checked out my reflection and smirked. I liked how the latex clung to my curves and sucked my stomach in but I didn’t like that I looked like I’d stepped out of a sci-fi TV show. Mom would’ve laughed if she’d seen me like this.

From the small collection of shoes I kept on a rack inside the bathroom, I picked out the biggest pair of wedge heels I had. Then I slicked on a layer of dark red lipstick and combed my hair back with a little water and hairspray. If Todd wanted me to look like a sexy spy girl from space, then that was exactly how I was going to look.

Before I stepped out of the bathroom, I picked up the special toys I’d kept hidden in the cupboard underneath the sink. My plan had only changed slightly, but I was going to roll with it.

Todd’s jaw dropped when I returned to the bedroom. I could tell he almost didn’t recognize me. Gone was the soft, romantic wife he’d once had. In front of him was someone totally different. A confident Dita Von Teese.

I tried to channel that confidence as I walked up to him, climbed into bed, and straddled him. I showed him one of the toys—a twin pair of leather handcuffs, one dangling from each of my wrists. I’d snuck the other under the covers for later.

That one was going to be a surprise.

“Feels like I’ve been waiting for this for years,” Todd breathed. He tapped on one of the cuffs in awe and grinned. “Just wanted to check if it was real. Thanks for doing this!”

Don’t smile, I instructed myself. Act confident. Wrapping one arm around his neck, I kissed him. It wasn’t a soft kiss, the kind that he’d come to expect from his sweet baby Jessica. It was a raw, hard, tongue-filled, lust-fueled endeavor that left him breathless.  

Todd’s hands roamed my back before coming back up to the front and fondling my breasts. My nipples peaked almost instantly. His eyes sparkled as he enjoyed the sensual feel of latex. He touched my suit again, tracing a finger down the midline of my stomach. This was new and exciting to him. Thrilling and dangerous at the same time. This was what he wanted, right? He didn’t want to make love. He wanted to fuck. Get dirtier than one of my dishcloths.

Todd began to touch me even more frantically. Feeling my curves and the shape of my body through all the latex that covered it, hiding my secrets. His eyes were clenched shut and his forehead was creased in concentration. I let him take his time exploring me like I was a new woman. I needed to get him breathless and excited. Todd hadn’t touched me like this in years.

I looked down at his face and his shuttered eyelids and suddenly wondered what it would be like to slap him.

Whoa. I was having dark thoughts again. My fingertips were itching to get back at Todd for everything he’d done to me. But instead of going down that path I forced myself to moan. I wanted him to think I was enjoying this. I slowly lifted myself up and took off the silly Mickey Mouse boxers he’d worn for bed. His eyes were still closed and now he was also naked. Vulnerable. A hot, rushing thrill rang through my body. There was just something about having a man bare and defenseless underneath you, while you were shielded and fully clothed yourself.

When Todd’s eyes opened again, I swung the handcuffs in front of him, flashing him a naughty smirk. He didn’t resist. I clipped each of his wrists to our bed’s railing with his arms extended on either side of him.

“Jesus. Didn’t know you could be like this,” Todd whispered.

“Shhh,” I said, placing my finger on his lips.

He nodded and shut up. A tickle of delight went through me as I realized I now had his full attention. It was funny how a catsuit and some handcuffs had been all it had taken for his annoying attitude to go away.

His chin jerked down at the sound of my zipper peeling away towards my ass, exposing the hatch to my pussy. He gasped softly when I lowered myself onto his length. His hips twitched as my thighs made contact with his own. He was harder than a rock—so hard, in fact, I was positive he could cum in under a minute even if I just lay there motionless.

The thought made me giggle out loud before I could stop myself. Todd looked at me, confused. I started to ride him and he was instantly distracted. His chained wrists clunked rhythmically against the railing as my hips undulated against him.

I finally let myself smile when he closed his eyes again, succumbing to the pleasures of my tight, hot pussy.

Poor Todd. He was going to learn that having a cock wasn’t the superpower he thought it was after all.


CHAPTER 3

I rode him hard. There was no slow or steady. No real build-up. And even I was buzzing with the next steps of the blueprint etched in my mind, Todd’s cock was slightly distracting me. So I let myself have a few seconds to enjoy the warmth and euphoria before I refocused on what I had to do.

“You’re so big, honey,” I moaned, cupping his head with both hands. “Fuck me as hard as you can. You can do it!”

A second later Todd stopped thrusting to my rhythm. He had a big, goofy grin on his face.

“So soon?” I asked.

He reddened.

Way too soon, little boy.

“I’m sure you have energy for another round,” I said huskily, biting my bottom lip. “Don’t you want to enjoy all this latex for a while longer?”

His chin dipped up and down in a nod. He glanced at my outfit with a forlorn expression before giving me another face-splitting grin. He was craving to touch my latex suit again. Too bad he couldn’t. I returned his grin with a vampiric smile of my own, hoping that would be enough to entice him. I had to keep the heat up. Fuel the fire and keep it going. Keeping him restrained throughout all that extremely critical.

I spread his thighs a little and hovered over his lap, levitating just high enough for the tip of his length to kiss my lower lips while I complimented him in soft, hushed tones. I talked about how much I loved him and how much I needed him inside me. I started gently rocking my hips back and forth, stroking his member with just my pussy, until it flexed upwards and finally hardened.

When Todd spurted in me for the second time, I didn’t stop. I continued to ride him until his penis softened underneath me. I kept bucking and gyrating, looking into his blazing sky-blue eyes, telling him without words that I was still going strong and that he hadn’t been enough to satisfy me. The clink of his handcuffs was so erotic, a reminder of just how weak he was.

Suddenly, the power I felt over him felt so real. It felt all-consuming and electrifying. I wondered what it would be like to tie him up in a room and have sex with him, over and over again, until he gave me however many orgasms I wanted. Another dark thought, one that Dr. Ola wouldn’t approve of. At least, not so soon. Her philosophy was to take things slow, so slow that your husband’s changes were barely noticeable even to himself. But after years of locking up my own desires to satisfy his own, I was drawn to the fantasy like a moth to a flame.

Todd’s penis had shrunk enough to flop out of me. I laid a hand on his chest, feeling his heart still pounding in time with my own. Had we flown back in time? I held still as his heartrate rose in response to the unexpected silence between us. Why did this feel so romantic? I wasn’t sure, but whatever we had going on between us right now, I liked it. I let go of his chest and smiled at him, knowing he could sense what was coming next.

“Round three?” I asked with a half-smile.

Todd’s eyes gaped. I could tell by the deer in headlights look that a warning bell had just gone off inside his head. Something was wrong with this scene. Was he surprised, scared, or both? He was definitely not used to me speaking like this. His wife had apparently transformed from a sweet, nice lady into an assertive mistress, and he wasn’t sure what to make of the change. He looked like a lost child, really, who was waiting for an authority to tell him what to do. Had he forgotten that he was the one who’d asked me to put on this latex suit to cater to his stupid rubber fetish?

“I…I’m tired…” he muttered after a beat. 

I pouted. “In that case…how awful would it be if I still fucked you since you wouldn’t be able to do anything about it?”

“I’d like to see you try.”

I looked at him questioningly. Was that a challenge?

I slid towards the bedside table and took out my trusty pink vibrator. I couldn’t remember the last time we’d used it together. His back perked up as he surveyed it, the cogs in his brain turning. I’d snooped around enough in his browser history to know that he was into the idea of being dominated and losing control. He was going to love this.

I held the vibrator against the head of his penis. I watched the knot on his throat deepen as it started to work. Soon he was redder than I’d ever seen him. I hummed as I worked.  It was nice playing with his dick like this, like it was a little toy.

I kept the vibrator going until—inevitably—he was hard again.

“Jess—” Todd gasped. He’d turned his face to the side so I couldn’t see how embarrassed he was.

“Yes, Todd?” I asked him sweetly.

He opened his mouth but nothing came out. He shut it close while the pressure mounted within him. He wasn’t sure he had any cum left, but knowing how often and how much he secretly jerked off when he thought I was sleeping, I was pretty sure he had about a bucket left inside those balls of his.

Tossing the vibrator behind me, I mounted him. This time, as soon as Todd came, I faked my orgasm. I could’ve done it for real—I was so aroused by what I was doing—but I didn’t want to give him the real thing. Todd didn’t deserve it—not yet anyway. Cumming would be for myself in my own time.

When we were done, I was panting from the workout but still full of energy. I shimmied along his body, making sure to sit down hard on his limp cock. He let out another gasp, but this time it was faint and weak. He was wiped out. His cheek was resting on the bed’s railing and he was sweating like he’d run a marathon. Of course. He was all talk. He couldn’t really handle me in a latex catsuit, let alone anything else his silly brain had been fantasizing about. I leaned in and gave him a peck on his forehead, feeling both proud and satisfied. This was exactly how I wanted him. Dog-tired. Spent.

He was going to have a hard time resisting what came next.  


CHAPTER 4

I searched under the covers for the second toy I’d bought from the adult shop down the street. The surprise toy. As I pulled it out, my fingers trembled, excitement fluttering within my ribs. I couldn’t remember the last time I was this excited and jumpy. I forced myself to stay still, keeping my mask of stern confidence on me.

Even in his exhaustion, Todd instantly recognized what the object was. His mouth dropped open. “Where the hell did you get that?” he asked, his tone dripping with accusation.

I looked over at him, wondering whether I should tell him the whole story. Well, there was no reason to lie. “Over at Cassie’s last week. I was out for a walk after lunch and had this amazing idea just pop into my head. I headed straight to Cassie’s. I couldn’t wait.”

“An idea? What are you talking about?” A flicker of something crossed Todd’s face. Was that another one of his warning bells ringing? In any case, he didn’t wait for me to answer. “You don’t mean to really use that on me, do you?”

Calmly, softly, I smiled and nodded.

He scoffed in disgust. “I’ve heard those can be uncomfortable.”

“That’s why I bought you the best quality,” I said, bringing the gadget under his nose so he could inspect it. “This isn’t just some cheap plastic thing. This cost me $200. You’re not even going to notice it when it’s on you.”

He shook his head and yawned. He looked completely disinterested. I could feel the power I had over him slipping away like oil on my fingers, and it made me feel helpless, desperate, and depressed all over again.

“What a waste of my money,” he muttered.

His money. Of course. The difference in personality pre-and post-male orgasm never failed to amaze me. As if he hadn’t been the one to beg me to step out of the workforce so he could be ‘my provider’. I really thought it had been cute at first. He’d suggested I take a year’s sabbatical, and I thought it would be nice to take a break and be pampered by him for a while. But when the year was up, he begged me again. It had become less about love and caring for me and more about flaunting his status—not just to me but also to his despicable group of buddies. Look at me. Ain’t I the shit. I make so much money my girl doesn’t need to work!

I fought to hide my anger, but I knew it was only a matter of time before it all erupted. Years of it stewing inside me had made it an explosive threat. “Come on, it’s just a little toy, Todd,” I said softly, tickling him in his armpits. “You’re not scared of a little toy, are you?” Without thinking, I decided to blaze through to the next step in Dr. Ola’s blueprint. “You know what? The salesperson said that if you wear something tight down there it can help with the discomfort. Lift everything up and keep it in place. Nice and snug.”

He looked me up and down. He was irritated. “Jessica, stop it. I’m a fucking man—I don’t own anything tight. What do you want me to wear? One of your microscopic thongs?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Well. You suggested it, not me.”

“Oh, forget it.”

My blood had reached its boiling point. I forced in a breath. Think calm and happy thoughts. Think calm and happy thoughts. You came this far, didn’t you? When my racing heart finally slowed down, I spoke.

“Like you said, I don’t want $200 of your hard-earned money to go to waste. And it would go to waste if you didn’t even try it on…” Then teasingly, jokingly I added, “It’s so unfair. I wore your fetish suit, didn’t I? Now it’s your turn. Don’t be such a pooper, honey. If you don’t at least try I’m not going to unlock your handcuffs and you can stay in them all night.”

Todd blew out a breath. “Fine,” he muttered. “Just put it on.”

He’d agreed. I braced myself for what I was about to do. The truth was, I was pretty nervous. I had to do this right or the rest of my plan could come crashing down. I picked up the toy—a chastity cage—and angled it toward his crotch. The metal ring slid through his balls, followed by the cage through the body of his penis. Then I inserted the little pin that secured the two together. Snatching up the key, I locked the cage up before Todd had any time to change his mind. He started to protest but I blew him off. It was too late anyway. A rush of satisfaction spread through me when I had the key safely clutched inside my fist. Wow. I did it. 

I smiled.

Todd looked so good with his face beaten down, his wrists chained, his arms arched upwards, his cock locked. I took a minute to admire the view.

Now for the icing on the cake. I brought out one of my thongs and slipped it up his legs. Todd stiffened when I pulled the thong up his hips so the string cradled between his ass cheeks. Even better. If it had been up to me, I would’ve just left him cuffed to the bed like that for an hour or two. Maybe the entire night—with the TV dead and all the lights switched off. The thought made me want to crack up.

But I had to be patient. I didn’t want to move too quickly and scare him off. This was all only a means to an end, after all. So I went ahead and removed his handcuffs.

“You’re not going to get this off me?” Todd asked, looking down at his brand new chastity cage.

“No!” I said, coming off a little more harshly than I should have. I cleared my throat and tried again. “I mean, no, honey. Doesn’t the cage feel nice? I thought you could rock it for one night. I’ll free you up in the morning.”

“Whatever,” Todd grumbled. He was too sleepy to argue. Good. He rolled over, brought the covers up to his chin, and yawned again.

Five minutes later, Todd was snoring so loudly I could hear him from the kitchen. I paused at the sink, took off my house gloves, and fingered my new pendant. I’d slotted the key in right next to the heart Todd had gifted me. Both pendants belonged to him, I supposed, but this one made me feel better. It felt more meaningful, even though it wasn’t made from sterling silver.

I was loading up the dishwasher when I realized that my heart was pounding so loudly I was getting light-headed.

What was going on? I sat on a chair, chugged down a glass of water, and tried to catch my breath. The pounding had traveled downstairs. The need inside me writhing, clenching, twisting as it demanded its release. I touched the key again, slower this time, and felt my insides tickle and tingle. Before I knew what I was doing, I’d hitched up my nightgown and had spread my legs into the air. I kissed the key to my husband’s chastity while I rubbed myself. I zoned out and let myself feel whatever I wanted this time. Todd wasn’t here to judge me. He was upstairs, knocked out, wearing a thong and a steel cage because of me. It was his gilded prison, and I was the only guard.

I screamed when the throbbing between my thighs heightened and pure electricity flowed through my whole body.

I orgasmed so hard I squirted all over the kitchen floor.


CHAPTER 5

It was still dark when I woke up. I glanced at my alarm clock. 4 a.m. My day typically started at five in the morning, so I had an hour on my hands. I rolled over in bed and saw that Todd was still sleeping contentedly, a splotch of drool drying on his pillow. I pulled slowly at his sheets and took a peek. He was wearing nothing but my thong and his cock cage, the outline of which created a faint bulge through the polka-dotted fabric. His legs were bent slightly, his toes pointed, making them look strangely feminine. I smiled to myself.

“Someone’s looking cute in his teeny-weeny panties,” I whispered.

Then I climbed out of bed. It was time to put the next phase into action. Taking another clean thong out from my dresser drawer, I placed it at the bottom of the bed bench where Todd kept his work shoes. I threw on a sports bra and a pair of black biker shorts, came back to a lightly snoring Todd, kissed him on the shoulder, and went out for a long walk. When I came back home, the house was empty. I laughed out loud.

Todd had gone to work, and he’d had no choice but to wear his chastity cage. I checked the bed bench. Sure enough, my high-waist black thong was missing. He’d have needed something tight to cover the extra bulge.

I dove into my chores with a big smile on my face. Tuesday’s chores mainly consisted of cleaning: washing the floors, which—considering we lived in a 2000-square-foot home—took up most of day. Then, if I had time, I’d normally head outside to do some gardening.

The morning hours zoomed by, so much so that I’d finished up with the floors early and had some extra time on my hands. So I went up to my home library and took out my bible: In Her Hands: The Seductive Guide to Feminine Power by Dr. Ola Hawthorne. The book was dog-eared and stained full of notes, but it was one of my most precious possessions. I actually had a small collection of Dr. Ola’s books, but In Her Hands was the one I’d come back to the most.

When I’d first bought the book at a secondhand bookstore three years ago, I considered it to be escapist fiction. Dr. Ola had described a window to a world that was so alien from mine, where wives ruled with an iron fist and husbands were mere servants. I couldn’t imagine asking Todd to do all those things and having him at my beck and call at all hours of the day. Dr. Ola, who was born in England but then moved to the US, was a Harvard-trained psychologist. Most of her life’s events were kept mysterious and private, but she’d gone through a very ugly divorce to a narcissistic man that had obviously shaped her theories.

I sat knees-up on my velvet reading sofa and was soon engrossed in Dr. Ola’s words. I couldn’t believe I’d once dismissed her radical feminist theories as fantasy fiction. Her book really was groundbreaking. The meat of the text revolved around a controversial blueprint about how a woman could dominate her partner using her feminine power.

I began reading out loud one of my favorite passages.

“Feminine power is not about crushing masculinity, but more about recognizing its flaws and reshaping it in a way that respects and cherishes femininity. When one practices the steps outlined in this book, she gains the realization that true masculinity is not the opposite of femininity but rather simply femininity in disguise. All men can be coerced to bring out their true feminine selves with dedicated and effortful training.”

I remembered reading that passage for the first time and having chills run down my spine. It was really what had planted the first of many seeds, where I could imagine in my mind’s eye the process of stripping Todd of his masculine identity and controlling him like a true alpha woman.

I flipped through several more pages until my finger landed on another one of my highlighted passages. Dr. Ola had written:

“Male chastity, often thought of as a degrading act, is in fact a powerful tool in regaining one’s feminine power. By confining man’s physical symbol of masculinity, one can force him to lose his ego and dignity. In such a state, he is led to explore life beyond mere physical pleasures, promoting his mental, emotional, and spiritual growth in the process. Chastity is not about humiliation, but rather about humility—a chance for the male to understand the value of vulnerability, submission, and true partnership. It is a powerfully liberating act for both parties, opening the door to a deeper, more romantic form of both sexual and emotional intimacy.”

“Yes…yes…yes!” I found myself muttering. As I shifted my legs I noticed the dampness between my thighs, a side effect whenever I read Dr. Ola’s books.

Could you change a man? Mom had always drilled into me that you couldn’t do that to a man who was set in his ways, and I’d believed her for the longest time. But now, with Dr. Ola’s guide under my belt and Todd getting used to his brand new cage, hopefully my misbeliefs could be finally gone for good.

I closed the book and stood up, a wave of excitement washing over me all over again as I imagined Todd’s and my future together. Our journey was far from over, but at least I’d been confident enough to get the ball rolling down the hill.

“Hope you’d be proud, Dr. Ola,” I whispered into the silence of the library.

***

The call came through around noon, much later than I’d expected.

“You better come over here right now,” Todd growled. Each word carried a shot of his red-hot anger. “And take this fucking thing off me.”

“If you want really need me to take it off,” I said, keeping my voice level, “I think it's you who should be coming here.”

“You don’t understand! I’ve got back-to-back meetings! I barely have time to take a shit in here!” He lowered his voice to a whisper. “Jess, I think it’s fucking noticeable. I keep hearing people laughing behind my back. I’ve been trying to hide it all day but I don’t know if your thong is even doing enough. What would my staff think of me if they found out?”

“Oh, you’re just being paranoid.” I hesitated, then bit my lip, wondering what I should do next. I’d wanted Todd to feel stuck and helpless, but I didn’t exactly want him to get fired.

What would Dr. Ola tell me to do? She’d tell me to come up with a solution that was out of the box.  An idea bloomed quickly in my mind, one that was even more erotic than I’d expected.

“Fine,” I told Todd. “I’ll be right over. Give me twenty minutes.”


CHAPTER 6

I reached Todd’s office thirty minutes later. I’d dressed to impress: a red strappy dress that beautifully cinched in my waist and a pair of nude stilettos that made me look taller than I was. My hair was in loose, romantic waves that swept down my back. I wasn't just a visitor, after all. I was the Senior VP’s wife. And I wanted to remind everyone—and Todd most of all—about who I really was.

When we were newlyweds, Todd used to bring me to his office all the time. He was so proud to show me off to his staff and coworkers, introducing me as his beautiful wife. I’d thought it was really sweet of him. That stopped happening around two years ago, which made me think that he’d started having flings at the office. I had a habit of checking his shirts and pants before I put them in the wash—looking for a stray earring, a forgotten condom packet, or traces of a perfume that wasn’t mine—but so far they’d always come up suspiciously clean. If Todd was really cheating on me, he was doing an impeccable job of covering up his tracks. 

When I sashayed through the office swing doors, I saw her instantly.

My chest tightened. She’d spotted me too. She made a face—she clearly hadn’t expected to see me—but then she quickly recovered and gave me one of her nicest, dimpliest fake smiles.

“Jessica! I haven’t seen you in so long!”

I twisted my chin at her. “It’s Mrs. Palmer, actually,” I said.

“Oh, right,” Stacey said. Her lips puckered slightly as she stared at the screen in front of her and pretended like she’d received a notification. She adjusted her wireless glasses. “I’ll let Todd know you’re coming?”

“There’s no need,” I said, already swooping past her toward the open-plan office space. “And it’s not Todd, Stacey. You’re the receptionist. You of all people should know how to address your boss.”

I left her sulking and confused, but exactly in her place.

Todd spoke as soon as I walked into his office and shut the door behind me. I didn’t need to look at him to see that he was the angriest I’d ever seen him.

“You have the key?” he asked.

I nodded.

Todd looked around furtively above the frosted glass surrounding us, his cheeks a bright pink. Even his personal office didn’t afford us much privacy. He pointed at his crotch and muttered desperately, “Unlock me right this second.”

“You better fix your tone,” I said, folding my arms across my chest. “I’m not one of your company minions. I’m your wife.”

It was incredible how powerful being a keyholder was making me feel. My husband needed something and I was the only one who could give it to him. And there was no way he was getting it unless he played by my rules.

I felt like I was at the top of the world.

Todd threw his hands up in frustration. “I have a meeting in under ten minutes. What do you want me to do, Jess? Get down on my knees and beg?”

I smirked. “Actually, that would be nice.” I flashed him a smile that was almost as nice as Stacey’s.

“Come on,” he said, running a hand nervously through his hair. His eyes had gone dark, his features tight and tense. He dropped his voice to a whisper. “Please, honey. This is my livelihood. Our livelihood. Don’t make me a laughingstock in front of my own employees. Just set me free from this torture machine!”

Above the frosted glass, I could see people turning their heads around to look at us. The boss and the boss’s wife were having an argument! Great. They had something to gossip among themselves today. I loved that I was smashing the illusion Todd had built of himself of this macho, all-powerful man who could do no wrong.

“Nope,” I said finally.

Todd’s eyebrows shot up. “No?”

“No,” I repeated. “I’m not going to unlock you until you do what I say.”

“Jesus, Jess! For fuck’s sake. I don’t have time for this.”

“The more you’re going to act like a kid and throw tantrums, the less time you’ll have,” I said coolly. “Don’t get me wrong—I want to unlock you. I really do. But you’re making this really difficult for me.”

A sudden image of him invaded my mind, making me go still. A half-naked Todd in a short pencil skirt, a revealing blouse, high heels, and a wig, with huge breasts and big overlined lips. Lips as big as Stacey’s. Lips as big as a whore’s. I was suddenly wet at the thought, but I braced myself. One day Todd was going to beg me to make him over just like that. He was going to crave my cruelty just as much as his body craved oxygen.

As much as I wanted it to happen as soon as possible, it was going to be impossible to do it in one day. But I could make a start…

I dragged Todd to the couch and sat before him, making him kneel before me. I unbuckled his belt and yanked down the zipper. I giggled when I exposed his black thong, which he’d stretched up so high it was sitting a good five inches above his bellybutton.

“Wow! Who knew Todd Palmer could get this girly?” I said, exposing his hidden cage and running my fingers through the jutting loops. “Panties just look just so…pretty on you!”

Todd blushed. What was he thinking? Was some part of him turned on by what I was doing to him? Making him wear a locked cage and controlling his sexuality like this? He was clearly angry. Confused and embarrassed. But underneath all that, was there a seed of pleasure that had been starting to sprout? Yes, I decided. Our playful little role reversal was secretly stirring something deep inside him, and he was trying hard to act like it wasn’t happening.

Well, I could play along.

I folded my arms over my chest and started to speak, translating the half-boiled idea I’d had in mind into a full-blown job in real time.

“Here’s your task, honey. Think of it like a mission. You’re going to go downstairs and ask Stacey if you could use her lipstick. Then you’re going to rub that lipstick nicely all over your lips, using this mirror…” I pulled out my compact mirror from my purse. Todd’s quivering fingers curled around them. “Then you’re going to hand her lipstick back and thank her like the nice lady you are. When you walk away from her, I want you to do your best interpretation of a model’s sexy catwalk. Stacey needs to see your ass swinging in the air. Got it?”

Todd looked dazed. He could see this wasn’t just a game anymore. His wife meant business. He said in a tiny voice, “But I can’t do that. I’ve got—”

I held my hand up. “I know, honey. You’ve got meetings. Big meetings. Important meetings. And I’m sure you don’t want them to think you’re packing it in there, you know? Believe me, you don’t. You don’t want them to think their boss is a pervert, or worse, a pathetic beta who’s got himself locked in chastity! Which is why you need to step on it and get a move on. Now.” I pulled out a tissue and smirked. “Don’t worry, I’ll be wiping the lipstick off as soon as you come back. It’s lunchtime so I don’t think anyone will see you—”

“Stacey would see me, dammit!”

“So?” I snorted. “She’s just your bimbo receptionist. Who cares what she thinks? Am I right?”

His face twisted into a grimace. He couldn’t argue with me there. He swallowed hard, pausing for time, then looked down at his watch. That seemed to do it. Finally, he nodded, and slowly rose up from his knees.

“Oh, and give me your phone,” I added quickly.

“Why?”

“I want to watch you on the security cameras. Open up the app, quick, and go!”

As soon as Todd left, I relaxed back against the couch, widened my thighs as much as I could, and snuck my finger up my dress. I knew it wasn’t such a good idea to do anything that could show Todd how horny I was getting by humiliating him, but I couldn’t help it. This was a thrill like nothing else. I was going to have a toe-curling orgasm just by watching a camera feed. And I didn’t even need Todd’s dick inside me.

That was the best part.


CHAPTER 7

When Todd came back, he really did look like a child who’d lost his way. He looked down and dejected. My heart skipped a beat.

Seeing him like that made a pang of guilt hit me. I’d had a heck of an orgasm, seeing him cower in front of his slutty receptionist, smearing that fuchsia pink lipstick all over his face. Seeing the shock and disgust on Stacey’s face as her once-macho boss made up his girly face and did his girly walk had done it for me. There weren't going to be any more flings between them—that was for sure.

But had I been too tough on him? Despite everything Todd had done to me, I still loved him. I didn't want to see him hurt. I just wanted him to learn a lesson.

“Time’s running out,” Todd said, glancing at his watch. “I’ve got exactly two minutes.”

“Two minutes is more than enough,” I said. “Now undress.”

He knelt down, ducking under the line of frosted glass and out of his staff’s visibility. While he stripped, I made a fuss over him, wiping his lipstick off with the same piece of tissue I’d used to clean myself up. Then I removed the key from my necklace. I stared down at his locked cage, key in hand, fully exposed and showing off the shrunken penis inside it. For just a second, I was tempted to leave him locked up. He just looked so nice and cute in it.

But I had to remind myself why I was doing this. This wasn’t just about instant gratification. It was about the future, about punishing Todd in a way that held significance and purpose. Each one of my actions had to be deliberate and send off a clear message. If my husband was being good, I’d hold up my end of the bargain too.

“Well, you’re taking your sweet time, aren’t you?”

He hadn’t really meant for me to hear that. It was more about him speaking his mind, and he sounded both strained and frustrated. But the way he’d said it made my skin crawl. He was sporting that stupid smug look on his face again, the one he sported whenever he knew he was about to win. He was going to change into an asshole as soon as he got what he wanted. A storm of emotions clashed inside me—pain, fury…but also love. Oh god. Did I really still love this asshole? My heart ached because I already knew the answer. And that was why I had to make the hard choice.

“I’m sorry, honey,” I said, holding the key to my chest. “You shouldn’t have said that.”

A wild look of desperation swept over him. “What do you mean?”

“I mean,” I said with a straight, stern face. “I’ve decided you’re not getting out of your chastity just yet. No, don’t look at me like that—it’s all your fault, Todd. I was just about to remove it, and reward you for being a good little girly boy but then you had to say that.”

Todd buried his face in his hands and exhaled. “I don’t get it. Why are you doing this?”

“Simple. I don’t like your attitude. Maybe treat me with some respect and then we can talk about unlocking you.”

It was like watching one of those symphony orchestras, where you don’t really know where your eyes should land because there was so much going on. Todd’s features twisted and morphed, his eyes darkening by the second, his brain running through an impressive range of emotions. He didn’t understand what I was doing to him, but that was okay. He’d understand soon enough.

The timer on his watch zinged loudly, making him flinch. He zipped up his pants, stepped up, and pointed to the door. He yelled, “Leave!”

Without looking at him even once, I got up and left.

***

I rolled up my sleeves and began cooking as soon as I got home. I went all out and roasted a whole chicken with fresh herbs and lemons, blended up roasted carrots and parsnips into a nice, creamy soup, sautéed a plate of green beans, and fluffed a giant bowl of mashed potatoes to perfection. For dessert, I made a walnut cake. I’d hoped to clean up and have a shower before Todd came home, but I heard the front door open at four—much earlier than I’d expected.

He came into the kitchen a minute later, his bag slung over one shoulder. All of my muscles had been braced for a heated argument, but one glance at him and I knew that wasn’t about to happen. He was slumped and looked like he’d shrunk a good three inches.

“I was just finishing up here,” I said. “Hungry?”

He nodded.

Dinner was oddly silent, even by our standards. I had a feeling that—chastity cage aside—he’d had one of those brutally hard days at the office. My insides suddenly twitched with worry. Maybe I had been too tough on him. So tough I’d broken him. I took a moment to think it through. If I’d let him have his way at the office, wouldn’t he just go straight back to the old Todd? The man I now hated? Change was never going to be possible unless I made him uncomfortable, and we were going to have our painful moments as we worked this through.

Pain sucked, but I also knew that we needed to sort through our issues. We couldn't just brush them under the rug anymore.

After our slices of cake, Todd finally spoke.


CHAPTER 8

“Uh, I’ll clean up.”

I gaped at Todd.

“You don’t need to do that,” I said, though a little thrill bolted through me. Were those words really coming out of his mouth? It felt surreal.

“It’s okay,” he said. Plate in hand, he scraped his chair back and stood up, then started piling the rest of our plates, bowls, and servings spoons on top. “You’ve done so much today. You deserve a break.”

I looked at him suspiciously. Was he trying to sweet-talk his way into getting his chastity removed? My heart sank a little. Maybe I had to test him. Just to be sure.

I wiped my lips with a napkin and said, “Thanks for offering, honey. You can clean up tonight, but before that, I’ve got something else for you to do. Could you come with me?”

His eyes fixed wearily on me, assessing silently. Then he put the plates down. “Of course.”

Perfect. I went upstairs to our room, leading him straight to the bathroom. Heading over to the tub, I let the water run a little before dropping in one of my Lush bath bombs. The water began to froth among the swirls of baby pink and blue. I asked Todd to have a soak inside. He stared at the tub, then glanced at me. He actually looked slightly relieved as he loosened his tie and began unbuttoning his shirt. Just a bath. Right.

He plopped right in and let out a long, happy groan. I handed him my pink loofah and asked him to scrub well. I sat down on the tiled bench at one end of the tub and watched him. His face finally looked relaxed and his cheeks seemed to have gained some color. He closed his eyes and leaned back, apparently ready to have a nap among the bubbles. I tapped him on the shoulder to wake him back up. Then I handed him my tube of hair removal cream.

He squinted as he read the label on the tube. “This is body hair removal cream,” he said, as if I didn’t already know what it was.

“You can read,” I deadpanned.

“Why?” he asked in a trembling voice.

I sighed. “It’s a punishment, Todd,” I said. “Didn’t you want to make it up to me a few minutes back? Doing the dishes was a great idea, but I’d like you to do this too. So it’s on my terms.”

Todd scratched his temples. His jaw clenched, but surprisingly, I didn’t see anger. “You’ll take the cage off if I remove my body hair?”

I hesitated, then nodded. “If you do a good enough job of it. I want you to remove everything, honey—you get that, don’t you? Do you know how to use the cream? You’ve got to time it right and there’s a spatula inside to lift the hair off.”

“I’ll figure it out,” he muttered, his eyes fixed on the back of the package.

Another bolt of excitement ran through me. I couldn’t believe he’d actually agreed to do it. If that wasn’t a sign of change, I didn’t know what was.

I left behind a clean towel for Todd, then stepped out of the bathroom and settled into our bed. Before long I could hear him sloshing around, stretching his limbs in and out of the tub, accompanied by long stretches of silence, probably as he waited for the cream to work. I tied up my hair into a ponytail and let him be, taking my own time to relax for a change. I’d completed an episode of Desperate Housewives when Todd shuffled into the room, shivering lightly.

I smiled at him and patted the side of the bed. “Why don’t you lay down here? Face to the bed, on your knees.”

“What…what are you doing?” he asked nervously.

“Just checking,” I said airily. “Spread your knees a bit. Yes, just like that. I need to see, um, inside.” I was glad I was behind him then, scooting myself, because—to my own surprise—I was blushing. I had no doubt Todd was blushing too. I’d never been interested in my husband’s ass before—or the hair on his body—but tonight we were going to do something not many married couples ever did.

I looked him over, passing a hand over his thigh and ass cheeks. He’d done a remarkably good job. His frontal area was thankfully shaved already—he did that on the regular and for now, a day’s shave was good enough for me. I narrowed my eyes, waiting for Todd to say something, but he didn’t. The room was quiet and I had my husband completely hairless, crouching over, like a girl that was open and willing for a man to take her. His ass seemed so plump, his legs thin, his skin creamy. Why was my heart fluttering so much?

“Are you…are you done?” Todd asked softly.

“Not yet,” I said. I'd been working so hard to slow my heartbeat down that I hadn't even done my examination properly. I started to touch him again, feeling the peach of his ass, smoothing down the curve toward his thigh and then up toward his hips, partly wishing he was wearing one of my thongs again. Todd shivered underneath me. His skin was definitely soft—probably even softer than mine, and clear as milk, with no ingrown bumps or scars in sight.  

Cupping his butt cheeks, I slowly stretched them apart. And there it was. His tiny, rosy butthole. I traced my fingers along his crack, which was still slightly damp from the shower, working my way down until I reached his forbidden entrance. I pressed one fingertip against the opening, waiting for Todd’s reaction. He flinched like a frightened deer.

Oh, he was sensitive. I liked that.

“Turn around, sweetheart,” I said.

I stuck to my promise and unlocked him then. When I was done, Todd sat on the bed with his knees up to his chin, still naked, like he wasn’t really sure what to do with himself. He hadn’t moved even after I’d washed his cage and come back. I glanced at him, confused. Maybe he was reflecting on what he’d done to me over the years, and if that was the case, I was going to give him space to do that. I hopped back onto the bed and curled up with a pillow, opening up one of my magazines on my phone.

But I couldn’t concentrate.

“Honey?” I said quietly.

When he turned around, his eyes were big and brimming with desperation, begging to understand what I was doing to him. That was when I saw him exactly as I did before we’d gotten married: a person full of promise and potential. My soulmate. My heart twirled and danced. It was like both of us had been in a dark, windowless room for years and someone had allowed us to see the sun again.

I leaned forward and kissed him.

When he kissed me back, a hunger I’d never felt before consumed me. I needed him. Needed to smell him all over, kiss his soft skin, watch him as he pleasured me and treated me like I was his only woman. I think he was feeling it too, because when I edged in and placed my hand around his waist, he whimpered softly.  I stripped off my sleepshirt and unfolded my legs, spreading my thighs open. His lips parted, eyes shining, as he waited for me to give him permission.  I smiled and edged closer. This—this caring, submissive person—was Todd, not the mask he’d been wearing all this time.  

“Wait!” I said, just as he leaned in.

I got up and hurried to the closet, grabbing one of my old dresses. A summer dress I’d last worn when I was twenty pounds lighter, with a stringy V-neck top and a mid-section cutout. It might not be a sexed-up catsuit, but tonight I was all about doing what I wanted.

But the moment I picked the dress up, I knew I wanted something more. My heart pounding, I decided on a simple blue lingerie set and a pair of stilettos. With my findings in hand, I returned to the bed, where Todd had been patiently waiting for me.

“Could you wear these for me?” I asked.

His lit-up face brewed over with confusion. Of course he’d thought I was the one planning to dress up for him again. I let the tension grow between us as he considered my request, looking intently at the dress, his eyes widening when he saw the bra and string thong. He gulped and moved aside to let me hop back into bed.

“It’s your turn for the bathroom,” I said, licking my lips. “I want to be surprised, honey.”

“O-okay,” he stammered. His hands shook as he held on to his outfit.

He took his time in the bathroom. I chewed on a nail as I waited, though I was more excited than anything. I needed to see my husband the way I had in my mind: a feminized man who was willing to obey me and belong to me—and no one else. Then the bathroom door squeaked open, and my husband was everything I’d been picturing him to be and more.

“Oh god,” he muttered and hid his face with his hands.

“Someone’s shy,” I teased.

I let him curl up on my lap first, while I held him and whispered that it was okay, even if he was shy. I’d been mean to him all day and maybe it was time to switch gears a bit.

I grabbed the lipstick I’d placed by the bed and slid the tube over his lips, amazed at how quickly it made them seem so big and luscious. My legs parted and I let him see me. Let him catch a whiff of just how aroused I was. He feasted on the view for several seconds until I couldn’t ignore the throbbing in my pussy any longer. I pushed his head onto my slit. My clit felt more swollen and more sensitive than it had ever been. Pleasure rippled at the point where his tongue met the swelling and kissed it. His hands curled around my ass as he flicked, lapped, and served me. I stretched my legs and crossed them over his back, making him my prisoner.

The rush swept over me too quickly, too intensely. Just seeing him like that, between my thighs, feeling his sexy red lips pinching and playing with my clit, was too hot. Something exploded out of me, leaving me dizzy. When Todd blinked and began retreating, I held him by the hair and pulled him back up.

“You’re not going anywhere, sweetheart.”

He whined. I could sense his desire—could almost taste it on my mouth. He wanted it, though he was still trying not to show it. He wanted it as much as I did.

And oh god, his lips…

I kissed him and felt my own salt on his tongue.

I stood up on my knees, whisked him around, and spanked his butt. “From now on, I’ll be your mistress,” I whispered. “You’ll do everything I say. I’ll push your limits and I’ll make you uncomfortable, but it’ll be for your own good. Let go of who you thought you were in the past. If you obey me, I’ll reward you for your behavior. I’ll make you feel so good that you’ll be screaming in ecstasy and take part in fantasies you’ve never known you had. But if you’re bad, or you’re not listening to what I say, all I can say is good luck to you.” I spanked him again, letting his ass wobble.

“Do you understand?” I asked sternly.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said in such a meek voice it made me quiver with lust.  

I stretched his ass cheeks again before me. I tickled him along the balls and the inside of his thighs as he moaned. I bent down and kissed him around his entrance, then nipped the delicate skin softly with my teeth. His ass bloomed in red as I whacked him straight onto his crack. All I wanted to do was to shove a dildo inside him, but that was definitely going to be too big for him. I wanted to give him just a taste of the pleasure I could give him if he was good, not scare him away.

I spat on my fingers. Clutching him close, I slid a wet finger inside him. He groaned, but didn’t move away. Good. I started to fuck his little hole with my finger. In and out, in and out, making his hole twitch around my invading finger. Todd gasped and whimpered, his feet rising off the bed as they started to shake. His balls looked painfully full, his penis as hard as a block of lead.

I slowly inserted another finger.

“No, no, no!” Todd whined, although his actions said the opposite. He was moving his body back and forth, wanting more. Desperate for more.

It was funny to see him rejecting the pleasure his own body was giving him. His masculinity was taking a beating so it probably wasn’t so surprising. My fingers went faster, stretching him as tight as they could. I imagined it wasn’t my fingers, but a big cock coming out from me. A small moan escaped my lips. I was imagining it all like it was really happening. The way his rosy, girly asshole would gape open upon entry with my hard cock, how hard he’d be begging for me to fuck him, all while he wore my slutty heels and lingerie. Without thinking, I grabbed his cock—which was fire-hot to the touch—and started to stimulate him. I wanted him to lose himself to the pleasure. The pleasure that was all under my control. He creamed himself only a second later, breathless and gasping like a person who’d just been rescued from drowning.   

“Good girl,” I whispered, wiping my hand against his crack, imagining that it had been my cum that had just landed on him. It had all been so erotic, so sensual that my own needs were stirring inside me again, brewing a storm. I needed my alone time, and I needed it now.

“Good little girl,” I whispered again. “You’ve been so good. Now why don’t you clean yourself up and go wash those dishes?”


CHAPTER 9

The next afternoon, I went on a quiet hike.

I stopped at my favorite bakery on the way back and treated myself to a milkshake, a croissant, and a cinnamon roll. Fuck diets. It was going to be a ‘me’ day and I was going to eat what I wanted.

With my head cleared and a new dash of energy under my belt, I came home and slipped off my shoes. Then I frowned. I stared at the interior of our house in silence. Everything looked too perfect, too polished, like stepping into a furniture showroom. Over the years, I’d worked hard at keeping every piece of furniture, every painted surface, every decorative piece we’d accumulated perfect…but maybe it was time to turn this house into a home. Ignoring the urge to stick to my normal routine, I ran myself a bath instead. I floated in a sea of bubbles, feeling my head clear some more.

Todd and I hadn’t talked about what we’d done last night. I could see he was embarrassed to talk about it, but I could understand that. Men were such insecure creatures and Todd was no different. Was he thinking about me at work? Thinking about what I’d made him do the night before, and how much he’d enjoyed it? I was sure he was. He was probably also really confused and having an identity crisis. The thought turned me on more than I’d expected. Before I knew it, I came hard, gasping for air, not even realizing I’d been rubbing my clit while thinking about Todd being helplessly cornered by his own arousal, unable to accept his natural submissiveness and growing femininity.

Post bath, I brewed a cup of peppermint tea and slouched in bed, flicking through my phone. We needed to eat, but I didn’t feel like cooking. Take-out it is. Just for tonight…and maybe tomorrow night. I caught up with my friends’ texts and readied my pillows for a nap before Todd came home.

I had a few important things I wanted to discuss with him. His fate—and our fate—was going to depend on how he responded. First, there was the Big Thing. The muck I’d been brushing under the carpet in an attempt to make everything look good on the surface. I wasn’t going to do that anymore. The muck had to be cleaned up, no matter how much it stunk. And then there was the call. The call I’d received that morning, the one that had prompted me to go on a mind-clearing hike. There was no point in keeping that from Todd either.

At fifteen minutes past five, I heard the hum of Todd’s car pulling into the driveway. It was time.

“Todd, we need to talk,” I said as soon as he walked through the entryway.

He didn’t look too intimidated. “Sure,” he said. “Right here?”

“Back porch? It’s nice out there.”

I grabbed two cans of Coke and headed out. When he sat down, I took a deep breath. I gazed out at the pool, which was still covered up from the winter, while Todd recovered from the heat with a couple of sips. I let the tension grow in prickly silence until he could no longer hold onto his Coke and had to place it on the ground before he dropped it all over himself.

“I have something to tell you,” I began.

Todd’s face drooped and fell. “You want a divorce,” he muttered.

“Huh?”

He looked as white as a ghost. He also looked all wrong in that boring shirt and trousers. My mind was already picturing him in a tight skirt, maybe with a pair of kitten heels to show off those nice legs.

“After what we did, how could you see me the same again?” Todd whispered. “I embarrassed myself. I was pathetic, so I don’t blame you.”

What? Is that what he was worried about?

I rushed to comfort him. “Are you kidding me? You thought I’d divorce you over that? Honey, that was the hottest thing we’ve ever done together. I liked it. I loved it. The energy we shared, the way we shedded off stupid marriage norms to focus on what actually felt good—I thought it was so romantic. What’s wrong with you liking it too? And you did like it a lot, didn’t you?”

He paused, but then he nodded.

I reached out and took his hand in mine. His palm was so cold. “What did you like about it?”

Silence. He let go of me and rubbed his temples, frowning. Either he was trying to avoid giving me an answer or the truth actually pained him. But eventually he answered. “That was the first time I’ve ever done anything like that, so it’s hard to say. You turned me into someone else and you became a different Jess. You were pretty rough with me, and I—well, it was pretty fucking obvious my body liked it, huh? I guess it surprised me, that’s all.”

Hearing him talk like that made my heart flutter. “You liked the fingering?”

He grinned lightly. “That was part of it, yeah.”

I imagined those cute lips of his covered in red lipstick again, kissing me all over, and decided there was no other man I wanted to feminize other than him. Todd was mine…and he’d always be mine.

“Todd, I don’t want to divorce you,” I said again, firmly, just to get that through his head. “I want to make this work. I still think we’ve got something special here. But for the longest time, I’ve been unhappy. This marriage has always been about you, and now I want that spotlight to turn on me. I want us to make up for everything I’ve missed out on. Do you get that?”

He nodded, heaving a shaky sigh of relief. He looked genuinely remorseful.

My heart gave a lurch. It was time to tell him about the call. “Which is why…well, I got a call this morning, right about after you left,” I said. “From Vineberg & Associates. My old firm. You remember the Cooper case I’d been working on? The lawsuit for surgical malpractice? We’ve just had a whistleblower get in contact with them—a former nurse from the practice. It’s a big break, and they asked me if I was interested in getting involved.”

“You want to get back to working for them?” he asked.

“Well, yes, but not like you think,” I said. “It’ll be more of a consultant role. I think I’ll like it.”

Todd sniffed. At first I thought he was going to start another one of his emotional blackmail attempts, but he surprised me by saying, “Go for it, Jess. I’m sorry I held you back for so long. I was an asshole.”

I cracked a smile. Todd himself seemed like a different person today—his whole demeanor had changed into a quieter, more bashful version of himself. I wanted to strip him right then and there, penetrate his asshole—hell, I wanted to dominate every inch of his sweet, sorrowful body.

But sex had to wait, because really, everything hinged on the next thing I was about to toss over at him. I inhaled. Suddenly I felt like I was teetering on the edge of a cliff, ready to jump.

“Honey? I have something important to ask you. And before I ask it, I want you to promise to be 100% honest with me.”

“Uh, sure. I promise.” Todd looked quietly confident. Though, I noticed, the porch tiles had suddenly become a lot more interesting to him.

I let out a slow exhale. “Have you ever cheated on me?”

Todd’s lips trembled, his cheeks turning pale. Then he was bawling. He fell to the floor and hid his face with his arms. His chest heaved as the sobs grew louder.

I clutched onto the arm of my chair, feeling like I’d leapt off that cliff. I’d held onto a small sliver of hope, the tiniest dash of optimism my battered emotions could grant me, but now I knew I’d just been delusional.

Even though I was a mess inside, I held my head high, steepled my fingers and asked, “How many times?”

He struggled to speak through his panicking sobs. “Jess, I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have—”

“I asked you a question, cunt.”

He winced. Stared off into the lawn with his legs crossed as if he had trouble remembering. “On and off,” he whispered. “It was around two years ago and I’ve never put my hands on another woman since then. Jess, they were interns. They were throwing themselves at me, and—”

Anger burst behind my ribs. I stood up and waited for him to stop talking. Oh, the things I could do to him right now! I wanted to hold him up by the ears, have him hanging off the ceiling by his thumbs. I looked down at his body, feeling the disgust in my throat as I imagined his cock—my cock—pleasuring another woman. There was nothing left to say. No words could come close to the hurt and betrayal I was feeling.

“What about Stacey?” I asked. “Your receptionist?”

“Stacey?” Todd crawled towards me, craning his neck. “I’ve never touched her.”

“Be honest, Todd.”

“I am!” he shouted, glowering at me. “Believe me, I fucking hate myself for what I did. I wanted to tell you, but I knew we’d be over. It was selfish, I know. But I’m telling you the truth now, and it was just those two girls, Jess, and no one else.”

He looked at me, but his eyes were strangely vacant. He knew he’d messed up. It didn’t really matter if it had been two or twenty.

“Jess? Are you okay?” Tears had bloomed through Todd’s long lashes as he blinked up at me.

He was so good at playing the victim.

“Never been better,” I said. I picked up his can of Coke and threw the contents in his face.


CHAPTER 10

Everything had been built on lies.

All of it.

Todd slept in the basement that night. I tossed and turned, unable to go to sleep, our conversation playing over and over again inside my head. I’d suspected it for years, but that didn’t mean the truth hurt any less. I couldn’t believe Todd had actually done it. Kissed me, held me, told me he loved me, fucked me, all while he was groveling after a couple of young sluts. It was so much worse than I thought.

In the morning, I went downstairs and found Todd snoring, curled into a ball in the basement couch, his eyelids rimmed with red. The TV was blaring and the room stunk of alcohol and regret. It was a punch to the gut to look at him, his sweet face saddened by his own actions. We’d been making such good progress but everything had been smashed by a wrecking ball. I wanted this Todd to be real, the honest Todd, the one who could be pretty and feminine and kinky and adorably helpless. The Todd that actually gave a shit about me.

By the time he woke, I had already packed up. I told him I needed space and I was going to check into a hotel for a couple of nights. I couldn’t stay inside these walls anymore, the same walls that had been built on a pile of shit.

Todd cried. Cried so much I thought he was going to drown in his tears. I had no plans of giving in though. This wasn’t even about him anymore.

“Jess,” he pleaded while I made myself snacks to eat on the go. “Don’t leave me. I want you. I want you to dominate me.”

I raised an eyebrow and stopped drying my bowl of grapes. His last words had caught my attention.

“I want you to use this.” Todd was holding up the chastity cage I’d bought him. “It’ll be my punishment. You can kick me if you want to. I’ll do whatever it takes to make you forgive me, honey, and I just want you to know that.”

I snorted. “Is this some kind of joke? You want me to play dominatrix so I can forgive you? Is that what you think my trust is wo—?” I stopped short, because Todd was lifting up his T-shirt and then, with tremoring fingers, pulled his boxers down.

He’d worn a pair of panties, a polka-dotted cotton one he’d no doubt scurried to find from my dresser. I bit back the sudden urge to giggle, but I’d noticed something else too. His thighs and pubic area seemed too smooth to be three days post shaving. Which meant he’d shaved again. For me.

“Did you wear that last night?”

He nodded. “I wanted something that would remind me of you. Something comforting.”

I stared at him. He was still baring it all for me to see. I wondered if he’d had a hard-on when he’d put on those panties. Maybe he’d even jerked off to make himself feel better. I tried to catch onto my last train of thought, the one where I wanted to talk about trust, but found myself lost again. All I could see were his tiny waist and curvy hips, which had now been emphasized by my underwear.  

I was startled back into reality when I felt a cold object being placed into my hand. I looked down. Then I sighed. I motioned him to come closer and secured the cage, finally locking it with the key I still held around my neck.

“Thank you for locking me up, Mistress,” he whispered. “This is what I deserve.” He blinked with his blue baby-doll eyes.

“It’s not a punishment if you want it,” I said.

“Okay,” he said in a small, defeated voice. “Are you still leaving?”

I set my napkin aside, grabbed all my Tupperware and placed them inside my tote. “I am.”

“Okay,” Todd said again. “I’ll be waiting for you. I…I’ll be good.” He glanced down reflexively, then placed a palm over the front of his boxers, feeling the confines of his new prison.

I nodded. “You can wait. Goodbye.”

He stood by the front door as he watched me drive off, looking crestfallen. A small pool of satisfaction swelled inside me. For the first time since we married, I wasn’t the girl being left behind. Todd was going to learn a lesson whether he liked it or not.


CHAPTER 11

I cushioned my towel-wrapped head against the soft pillows, sighing. My skin felt soft and my muscles were achy in a good way. I’d just splurged on a great Thai massage and had a bath back in my hotel room. My stomach growled. I grabbed the room service menu off the bedside desk and thumbed through it. I was up for something fancy. Maybe a salmon main and a fruit platter, followed by the tiramisu cheesecake, their most expensive dessert item. Spending money—Todd’s money—on myself felt so good.

I dialed the number for the hotel’s kitchen and placed my order, then cushioned myself back in bed, stretching my legs and arms wide open. The past couple of days had been blissful. I’d gone on long walks, tanned by the pool, soaked in some of the local touristy sites, done a lot of shopping and reading and meditating. I’d had more croissants and pastries than I could count. Now that I wasn’t playing a role and had no expectations for myself, I felt untethered and free, just like an unmarried woman.

I’d also been able to fit in a few meetings at my old firm. I enjoyed them so much more than I expected. It was like slipping back into, well, a really old but comfy pair of panties. The people there seemed to be open and supportive about me returning in some capacity, though I wasn’t sure what the role would look like yet. I had options—full-time work, consultancy, or getting involved with their more grassroots projects—but I was excited about the possibilities.

I’d also brought my vibrator along for the trip, which I’d been using almost sinfully. I funneled all my anger into making myself cum, over and over again, until my clit felt raw but alive. Now that I was away from Todd’s manipulative tactics, it was easier to be angry at him. I needed to figure out if I could—or if I even wanted to—forgive him. And if I did, was the rest of our marriage even fixable?

But even as I pressed my humming vibrator against my clit for the umpteenth time, staving off the hunger until my food arrived, I had a nagging feeling that it wasn’t enough. Something was missing. As annoying as it was, and no matter how hard I tried to squish down those feelings, I realized I still wanted Todd. Wanted to feel my skin against his and kiss him and pull on his hair and watch him as he gave me pleasure. I found myself aroused by dark thoughts again.

Maybe punishing Todd was going to be part of my healing journey. But if I were to go down that route, I had to do something spectacular. The punishment had to make a statement. Be impactful. And yes, I wanted it to be cruel. I wanted it to be heartless. I wanted to see his tears as I humiliated him, made him and his short dick feel small and useless. Because if this wasn’t the perfect time to act out my dark desires, there was never going to be one.

My phone rang, disturbing me from my thoughts and building orgasm. I checked the screen. When I saw that it was Todd, I rejected the call, set my phone to Do Not Disturb, and went back to pleasuring myself. After a particularly toe-curling orgasm, I called Todd, who answered on the first ring.

“What color did you pick?” I asked.

“Um, it’s called ‘Blushing Petals’, Mistress,” Todd answered quietly.

Blushing Petals was a baby pink the color of cotton candy. “Nice one,” I said. “Send me a picture then get back to scrubbing the bathroom floor. I’ll need another picture of you licking the floor when you’re done. Oh, and please don’t call me for the rest of the day. I’m busy.”

“I understand, Mistress. Thank you. I’ll send a photo right away.”

My phone buzzed a few minutes later. I zoomed in on the photo of his feet with his toenails freshly painted. There were a few spots where the color had dried on his skin, but I could call him out on that later.

Todd and I hadn’t really talked since I left. I messaged him more than I called and kept my calls brief, using it only to go over his progress on the list of chores I’d assigned him. Todd didn’t deserve the luxury of hearing my voice.

After dinner, I decided to head down to the hotel bar and relax while I put my thinking cap on. The perfect punishment…did that even exist? I was just about to call it a night, feeling just a tad tipsy, when I saw the stranger staring at me. A flurry of butterflies took off in my stomach as he met my eyes, smiled, and walked over to me. He was an older man, tall, and had a devilishly good-looking face.  He sat down beside me and I returned his smile.

“Can I buy you a drink?” he asked.


CHAPTER 12

One week later, I was finally ready to go back home.

I drove with adrenaline buzzing through my veins, knowing what my plan was as soon as I stepped through that front door. I waited until I was just five minutes away to call Todd and let him know I was coming. I wanted to see for myself if he’d been a good girl and could put his money where his mouth is.

As I pulled into the driveway, I noticed the house looked different. It wasn’t just the clipped hedges and the freshly mowed lawn Todd had sweated over as part of his duties. Our house didn’t seem as ominous anymore, like it was transforming itself in response to the changes in our own relationship.

The front door flew open and Todd sat on his knees, waiting for me. I smiled as I took him in, taking in his knee-length dress, the ends splashing the floor, and the blonde wig hiding his chestnut brown hair. There was a grace to his seating pose that reminded me of one of those French ballerina paintings. His makeup was badly done, though I was willing to give him credit for the effort.

“For you, Mistress,” Todd whispered, offering me a bouquet of fresh tulips. His face was full of both hope and dread.

Tulips were my favorite flower. I breathed in its floral scent, then said, “Please get my bag. It’s in the car.”

I’d had a plan coming in—to tell him to run a bath for me and do a check to see if he’d done all his tasks properly. Then I was going to have him cook me a special dinner before I’d go to bed early. But seeing Todd now…so meek, so submissive…had made the plan flow out of the window. The feelings I had were way too intense for me to ignore. The craving in me was growing stronger by the second, the fantasies I’d been imagining all this time taking over my own body. I wanted to take him now.

As soon as he placed my bag on the kitchen floor, I grabbed his arm. He gasped softly. I sidestepped to his back and snugly pushed myself forward, lining my crotch level with his buttocks. The feel of his dress slightly scratched against my arms as I wound them tightly around his waist. I gathered his fake blonde hair and swiped them over one shoulder, gently kissing the nape of his neck. Todd shivered like a scared kitten waiting for its fate. It was an incredible feeling.

“Eyes closed,” I said softly.

I pushed him forward and rammed him against the kitchen counter. He gasped again. I held him with his back bowed over and yanked down his panties before spanking him hard. An outline of my palm appeared, red and slick with sweat. I yanked his wrists back and stacked his arms one top of the other, pulling out the brand new pair of handcuffs from my purse. The cuffs were just optics, really. I could manhandle this sissy easily, cuffs or not.

“You’ve been naughty,” I whispered as I clicked the cuffs into position. “I’m so disappointed in you.”

“What do you mean, Mistress?” he asked, twisting his face around to face me.

I slapped him then, and god, it felt so good. I’d been waiting years to do that, and all the waiting had been worth it. His cheek turned a splotchy red. I twisted him back around and bit into the pudge of flesh right next to his bra strap while I felt up the softness of his shaved armpits. Todd laughed nervously. He wasn’t sure if I was fooling around or if he’d done something wrong.

“Tell me about Stacey,” I said.

“H-huh?”

I sunk my nails into his arm. He tried to wrench himself away from me, but I had strength he could only dream of having.

“No more lies, Todd. I messaged Stacey while I was gone. It’s time to ’fess up.”

His shoulders jerked as he started to cry, his breath releasing in weak, sorrowful bursts. I bit back the urge to hug him. Quietly, I slipped a finger through his ass cheeks and found his forbidden cavity. Heat puddled between my thighs as I sucked on my finger before penetrating it. Todd moaned deliriously. He’s horny. The poor sissy had been horny for days on end, his precious member stuck in a cage, with absolutely nothing he could do about it.

“How do you like your cage, huh?” I taunted him while I reached up to wipe his tears. “You like acting like a girl? Pissing like a girl? Getting fucked like one?”

I gripped him by the neck and fucked his little asshole faster and faster. It already felt a lot less tight and a lot more accessible. Todd’s hands flailed behind him, clawing at my blouse. He was desperate for more touch, even though I was practically smushed against him. As I kept pleasuring him like a girl he started to speak. He finally told me the truth about Stacey. I made him tell me all the gory details, how they’d snuck into his office after-hours for days on end and Stacey would blow him from under his desk, swallowing every drop of cum he’d spurted. He’d been clever enough to head to the company gym and shower before getting dressed back into his work clothes. But a wife always knows. Cheating has a smell to it—not a physical smell but one that feeds into our gut, growing inside there like a parasite. He hadn’t been clever enough to not get caught.

“What do you want me to do?” I whispered when he was done with his story.

He jerked and shuddered against my invading fingers. “Unlock me! I want to feel this! Oh god! Mistress!”

“Never.” I kissed him on the cheek. “Oh, sweetheart. Why should I give you what you want? No, I want to torture you. You’ll be in chastity for so long you’ll turn into an animal who’ll do anything for me. Who’ll kiss the dirt I step on and grovel like a thirsty bitch. I’ll unlock you the day I truly know you’ve changed. Maybe when that day comes I might even turn you back into a man again.” I shrugged. “But who knows when that’s going to be?”

I left him to open up my bag. Todd didn’t move an inch, but his eyes darted to the side to see what I was doing. They widened when they saw the dildo attached to the black harness. Calmly, I stepped into the harness and strapped it around my hips.

“Get under there,” I said, pointing under the table.

“What?” Todd breathed.

“Show me how Stacey sucked you.” I sat down on the kitchen chair and stroked my silicone cock. “Don’t keep me waiting, sissy!”

Todd stumbled toward me. He struggled to position himself in the confined space with his wrists handcuffed. I heard him inching his way up and then his head popped out in between the arch of my legs. His face was red with humiliation, but I knew what was going underneath that pretty dress.

“Mistress,” he choked, his eyes burning with shame.

I banged on the table with my fist. “The only reason I want you to open your mouth is to suck my fucking cock.”

His lips parted and I fed him the tip of my dildo. Tears continued to streak down his face as he started to lick and suckle. My pussy was so damp seeing his pretty lips stuck to the shaft, his mouth stretching wide open. It was so, so hot. When he paused I told him to keep going. I drove my cock deeper inside until he was almost choking on it. I pulled out slowly and made him stick his tongue out and lick the dildo head before he swallowed me again.

“How many times will I make you do this, sweetheart?” I whispered, raising my hips slightly while running my fingers through his long blonde hair. “How many times to make up for what you and your receptionist did?”

Todd moaned. We stared into each other’s eyes and our desires melded, mine tainted with my need for revenge, his colored with shame, humiliation, and his need for approval. We started to sync and nothing else mattered, not even for me. We were both drunk in a way, drunk and losing ourselves to our new connection as husband and wife, wife and sissy. It was so fucking taboo. So fucking sexy.

“Get up,” I rasped.

I hurled him into the edge of kitchen counter and tore at his dress to bare his silky ass. Holding my cock tightly, I maneuvered it inside him. Todd groaned like a girl. I trembled as I fucked him, feeling his naked waist and his rumpled panties, now wet with precum, sliding against my legs. I could almost feel it, the giant shaft pumping in and out of him, destroying him in ways that were going to be irreversible. There was no going back to his old life now. Not when I was finished with him.

Todd began to rub his crotch against the counter. He was groaning desperately. I held him back, wanting his only stimulation and pleasure to be from my cock. My cruel, heartless cock—it was going to be his mistress as much as I was.

I could’ve gone forever. I had so much energy. I was going to keep at it until it happened, and it did—much sooner than I expected. His eyes fluttered shut the moment his body let go. He leaked into my hand which was gripping him in position, a fast, steady stream that seemed never-ending. He started to cry, this time in frustration. It wasn’t the relief he’d been looking for.

“Listen to me,” I said, my dildo still deep in his recesses. He was still shaking, so I twisted him around so we were facing each other. Clumps of mascara were running down his cheeks.

I held him still and then I told him about the man I’d met at the hotel bar.

The blood instantly drained from Todd’s cheeks. I could see him trying to process the information, his mind reeling. He was hurt. Good. He needed to feel the hurt, the betrayal. All this noise about a man who’d simply been hitting on me—what if I’d actually slept with him?

I told Todd I wasn’t that kind of woman. I had my pride and my dignity. But I told him how excited I’d been when he’d bought me a drink—how my heart raced and how there’d been a tingling down there that wouldn’t go away since I talked to him. He was so handsome—much more handsome than Todd had been as a man. Then I laid out his task, the one thing I needed him to do to prove to me he was changing. I didn’t say anything explicitly, but he could fill in the blanks.

His face tensed—he was shocked and horrified, yes, but I could also see just how much it aroused him. He looked at me desperately, searching for an out, but then he realized there was no other way he could get my love and approval again, and that this was the path he had to take to grow—emotionally and spiritually. The air seemed to glow with his submissiveness and his craving for my acceptance, and I felt like I was ten feet tall.

Finally, slowly, he nodded.


CHAPTER 13

Two weeks later

I glanced at the mirror, taking one final look to make sure every detail was just right. The slinky black dress I had on was stunning, with a low neckline and the fabric tight enough to leave very little to the imagination. I’d curled my hair into big bouncy waves and had on a classic make-up look with a soft red lip.

I’d put together a stunning look for Todd as well—or at least, I thought it was stunning. A pink and white dress, thin enough to be see-through, and underneath he was wearing a stuffed purple Wonderbra with a tight matching thong. I’d also made him over with a bold eye look, false lashes, a brighter red lip and a pink necklace-collar of his own that simply read ‘SISSY’. His hair consisted of a brand new wig—blond and straight, ending just below his chin.

Todd walked over to me. We stood side by side in the mirror, examining ourselves. My sissy husband, who was normally a head taller than me, seemed dwarfed today. That was probably down to the heels I was wearing, but it felt good. Todd—who I was going to be calling Tulip for the night—looked very close to the vision I’d had for him when I’d last been at his office.

He just needed bigger breasts.

“Wear this,” I said, holding up a second bra for him. That was a trick I’d learned back in high school. Todd undressed and wore both bras together, one on top of the other, and we added extra tissues to fill out any spaces. The result? Amazingly realistic cleavage.

“You like them?” I asked when I saw that his eyes were glued to his new breasts.

He went still, absorbing his new body in the mirror. “I look…I look like I have STDs.”

“Ugh, don’t be stupid,” I said. I brought him closer and wrapped my arms around his waist. I felt so excited looking at him like this. So horny. “And don’t insult my taste, sissy. I just want you to look a little sexy, that’s all.” I let my hands slide down toward his ass. “So. How are you feeling about tonight? Are you okay?”

“I’m...I’m fine, Mistress,” he spluttered. He glanced at his reflection again, now seemingly uncomfortable in his ultra-feminine outfit. “All this is so new, that’s all.” Then he suddenly lost his composure, throwing himself against the bed, his hands flying over to hide his face.

“I can’t fucking believe I’m doing this!” he shouted into the covers. “It’s so embarrassing!”

The urge to comfort him was overwhelming. But I wasn’t going to be comforting anybody tonight—least of all, him. I pulled him up in one swift move and held him up by the sides of his head. He quickly looked away.

“If you ruin your dress or makeup with those stupid crocodile tears, I’ll chain you up in here,” I said, satisfied when I saw his face crumple. “You’ve been warned. And I hope you haven’t forgotten that we wouldn’t be doing this if you hadn’t let your short dick lead your brain. Oh, my bad. You don’t have a dick anymore. You have a pretty pussy, don’t you?” I laughed in his face.

He flinched. He looked so powerless and embarrassed, but then I saw the smile hidden beneath his pout.  A part of him loved what I was doing to him.

“Remember what I told you about walking,” I said. “Take smaller steps and swing your hips. I don’t want him to see you walking like a man.”

Todd nodded. His face flushed a little. “You look beautiful tonight, Mistress,” he said in his practiced girl voice. There was a big lump in his throat.

“Thanks, Tulip. Come over here. Put my heel cushions on for me.”

I settled down on the bed while he knelt down, gingerly took my foot in his hand and inserted each heel cushion, his fingers shaking and unsure, but wanting to do it right. The past Todd would’ve scoffed and asked me to do it myself. There was no arrogant smirk now. My husband’s thick, lipsticked mouth was held in a tight, serious line, but I also couldn’t help but notice a softness in his blue eyes I’d never seen before.

“Is this comfortable, Mistress?”

“Yes,” I said, a warmth spreading down my body at the loving way he’d asked that.

“Tulip, I have a question,” I added. “And I want you to be honest. Do you really want to go ahead with this? Do you really want to look like this and humiliate yourself for me?”

I stared at him, waiting for a response. The thing was, I needed a sign of his willingness, a sign of his desire for growth. None of this would mean anything if we didn’t have that.

I narrowed my eyes when he didn’t answer.

Back out. I dare you, asshole. And watch what I do to you.

Todd’s head drooped. Then he gulped and nodded. “I want to do this. You’re my life. I want to prove my love to you, Mistress.”

Hesitantly, his hand reached out, searching for my touch. I let him touch me, trying to match the warmth I felt in his eyes. We might not have had the greatest marriage, but we’d spent almost every night together for years, and that had to count for something right?

I smiled at him and patted his rosy cheek. Knowing that he was prepared to sacrifice his manhood for my pleasure gave me a sense of...well, power.  That was what it was. I was drunk on power. I let him put his head on my lap and softly stroked his hair as I waited for our guest. Todd sighed happily. I wanted to show him that as long as he was being obedient, I was going to be good to him.

***

When the doorbell rang, I fixed up my hair one last time and headed for the door. For the first time in forever, there was no fear lurking around the edges of my mind. And, also for the first time, it wasn’t Todd leading me out the door. No. This time, I was leading him.

I opened the door to reveal the guy I’d met at the hotel—Mike. My heart raced as he flashed me a smile.  

Mike was a good deal older than us, but highly successful. His muscles were definitely bigger than Todd’s, and he was bigger in at least one other area too. I’d first been attracted to his bright smile—but the wisdom lines and his hot take-charge personality were huge pluses. Tonight, I wanted someone mature and dominant that could take care of me. For a change.

“This is Tulip, my husband,” I said. “Tulip, say hi.”

“Hi, Master,” Todd said, girlishly shy.

“Huh.” Mike looked at him up and down. “You look different in the photos.”

I laughed as Todd did a little curtsey. Then he bent down further and awkwardly grabbed Mike’s leg. Mike frowned, looking both confused and amused.

“What the hell are you trying to do?” he asked.

“Taking your shoes off,” Todd said in this quiet, meek little voice.

“Oh.” Mike held out one leg for him. “Go for it, lady.”

Todd scooped up both shoes and clamped them under one arm before fumbling over Mike’s coat. He looked so...timid. It was scary and unsettling, but in a good way.

Afterwards we headed to the dining room and ate an early dinner, with Todd doing all the serving and cleaning. He seemed less anxious now, but also kind of helpless, almost like a shell of his past self. It was pretty clear that he was getting worked up about what was going to happen after our meal, and he couldn’t stop thinking about it.

He was driving himself crazy with nerves.

I loved watching him like that, though. All wound up. Trying to battle his jealousy and insecurities. Each time I flirted with Mike, Todd’s face—my sweet little Tulip—hardened just a little bit more. I was twisting that knife straight into his pride and ego.

During dinner, my attraction towards Mike had grown in spades. He had really nice teeth, and he smelled gorgeous. I couldn’t help looking down at his big hands, the valley of muscles that moved under his shirt, and the mischievous glint in his eye each time he looked over at Tulip and then at me, impressed by what I’d created.  

After Tulip cleared away the dessert dishes, I touched Mike’s arm lightly, trailing my fingers towards his bicep. It was the first time I’d physically touched him apart from our welcome kiss, and this one definitely had our pulses pounding.

“The weather’s nice tonight. I’m in the mood for a swim,” I said. “Want to join me? Tulip’s spent the longest time cleaning the pool today and I’d hate for that to go to waste.”

“Well, that’s nice of Tulip,” Mike said. He stood up and began unbuttoning his shirt right there. Then he unzipped his pants, uncovering a pair of speedos underneath.

Following suit, I took off my black dress, taking my time with it. I spotted a flicker of shock burning in Tulip’s face before the dress went over my head. Two pairs of eyes surveyed my body in a cute pink string bikini.

Mike whistled. “That’s one sizzling woman right there,” he said, nodding appreciatively at me. He paused, then said to Tulip, “Why don’t you pay your wife a compliment? Doesn’t she deserve it?”

Tulip looked like he’d forgotten how to speak. After several painful seconds, he coughed out, “Mistress, I hope you know you’re the most beautiful woman in the world.”

“Well if I had Jessica as a wife, I’d shower her with compliments all the time,” Mike said casually. “I’d take care of her like you wouldn’t imagine.” Then he leaned into me and whispered, “If you ever divorce this pile of shit, you’ll let me know?”

“Jess is not looking for a divorce,” Tulip said. “And I’m not a pile of shit.”

Just when I thought things were going okay.

I spun around to face him. “Don’t speak for me, sissy,” I said sharply. “And stop being so fucking rude to our guest!” I rapped on the kitchen table. “Get up here!”

With one sweeping motion, I flipped the dishes out of the way to make space on the table. A few of the plates clattered to the floor.

“I said, get up here,” I repeated.

My anger was building—good. I needed to give my sissy a nice dash of humiliation.


CHAPTER 14

“So I guess you want to be spanked,” I murmured when Tulip took his position on top of the table, his knees and wrists supported by embroidered napkins. His breasts fell downward, deliciously full.  His shoulders were slumped with shame, but his spine was arched and his ass stuck out boldly. I don’t think he had any idea just how sexy he looked.

“Spank him for me, Mike,” I said.

Mike pinned him down with one arm and lifted up his pink and white dress. Tulip whimpered when he knew his ass was exposed, then gasped when two hard whacks made contact with his skin, one on each ass cheek.

“Guess you liked that, huh?” I stared down at him, so many dark thoughts clouding my mind I didn’t even know where to start. “Maybe you need a few more spankings. Mike? Could you do the honors?”

Tulip stared longingly at my necklace—and the key it held—while Mike gave him another dozen painful whacks. I sat up on the table next to him and, once I thought he’d warmed up, took out the massager I’d hidden inside the pocket of my dress. I had Mike stretch his cheeks wide while I inserted the massager into his ass. A flicker of excitement sparked inside me as I geared up for what I was about to do. Picking up the small round remote, I held the button to start off a slow wave of vibration, then turned it up several notches into a powerful pulse.

Tulip’s face paled a few shades even through the layers of blush. Then his eyes widened as the pleasure started to hit.

“Oh my fucking god,” he cried out.

“Shut the fuck up,” I said.

He held onto me with clammy hands. His hips shuddered like he wanted to curl up into a ball and roll away into a ditch. But it still wasn’t enough. Not for me.

I clambered down and pulled at the top of his dress to reveal his two bras. I twisted both bra cups inside out, exposing his small pink nipples. Maybe this was what he needed to get in the mood and stop sabotaging my special night.

I reached down and took one of his nipples in my mouth. It was so small I barely felt it, so I started to flick it with my tongue instead. It budded slowly, sending a hot thrill running through me. Maybe it would take me a few months, but I was going to do whatever it took to make his nipples swell into monsters that looked big enough for breastfeeding.

Mike resumed spanking while I turned my attention onto the second nipple. Tulip moaned, her soft breath grazing baby hairs across my forehead. I kept the massager running, changing the intensity from time to time, then alternated from sucking to twisting and tugging his nipples with my fingers. The way they’d changed color to blood red turned me on so fucking much.

“Oh god, oh god…” Tulip looked like he wasn’t sure he could take it anymore. His clit was engorged thanks to the stimulation on his prostrate and it was stretching against the steel coils. To add to his agony, both his nipples and ass cheeks were getting tortured. A part of me thought maybe I was being too cruel. But I quickly swatted that thought away. A mollycoddled husband was never going to learn.

When Tulip gave one exhausted, final little yelp and fell silent, I stopped the stimulation from my massager. He was weak, but also unspeakably aroused, just the way I needed him to be.

We all headed to the pool then. Except for Tulip, of course, who stayed dry, serving us drinks and playing the role of an obedient sissy servant with the massager still wedged deep inside his ass. He blushed and squirmed each time he took a step, but he was still trying to do a good job. To make up for the fuck-up he’d committed during dinner.

It didn’t take Mike long to hurry over to me and then we were kissing tenderly under the moonlight, the cool water hugging our bodies. Mike was an even more amazing kisser than I’d expected. He started licking down the side of my neck, and for just a minute I forgot I had a husband, let alone a husband who I’d just feminized and humiliated. Tulip was standing only a few feet away, balancing a tray in his hands, obviously waiting for us to make the next jab or hand him the next task. I decided to ignore him.

Mike felt me in the water, his hands roaming over my hips and backside. Then he lifted me out of the pool, stretched my bikini bottom to the side, and kissed my clit. I drifted into an almost meditative trance watching him, his tongue flicking over me, his eyes fluttering hungrily. My legs splashed in the water. Within seconds I was crying out his name over and over again while I exploded with pleasure.   

“I need to taste you,” I whispered.

Mike got out of the pool. I held his hand and led him to one of the deck chairs closest to where Tulip was standing. I laid down on the cushion and licked my lips. I hadn’t been this excited for a blowjob in a long time.

“Tulip, put down that tray,” I said. “I want you to take off Mike’s speedos.”

Tulip took a step back, the contents of his tray shaking. He looked horrified. This time, Mike helped me out.

“You’re going to get a nice stamp of my hand on your fucking face if you don’t listen to your wife,” he said.

I laughed. The humiliation now was like a bright red stain all over my poor sissy husband’s face. Frustration and anger flickered in his eyes, but he kept silent. Setting the tray down, he slunk forward, looking tiny next to Mike’s healthy upper body. He struggled to get the tight wet speedo off, wincing whenever his fingers inevitably touched Mike’s bare skin. When Mike’s cock finally sprung out, Tulip averted his eyes and quickly rolled the rest of it down while Mike leisurely lifted each leg off of the ground.

It was incredible. If he was this embarrassed and insecure about just seeing a handsome man’s cock, how was he going to manage tasting it? He’d probably die from the shame.

The more I thought about it, the more I wanted to see it.

“You’ll hold that for Mike, won’t you?” I said as Tulip scurried off to the side like a rabbit. “I don’t want that to get dirty.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, his knuckles reddening as they tightened around the wet piece of swimwear. He turned his head, hiding his face with his chin-length blonde hair.

“Come here, baby,” I told Mike and put his cock in my mouth. The unfamiliar scent and taste of his member sent dizzying tingles through my tastebuds. Maybe…maybe…I should’ve been the cheater, long before Todd had had the brains to figure it out for himself. But I was a woman with dignity, and I knew I was way too stubborn to do something like that. Mom used to tell me that if life give you a man who’s a piece of shit, you don’t go hunting around for another one.

Bending my head further, I licked the tip and trailed my tongue along Mike’s shaft, feeling his thighs tremble with excitement. I could see Tulip’s shadow from the corner of my eyes. He was just silently watching us. It was probably like seeing a tragic accident—as much as you know you should look away you just can’t help yourself. I took hold of Mike’s cock and rubbed it all over my face, moaning like a slut. I heard Todd suck in a loud breath.

I stopped blowing and turned over to look at him. His sissy collar was glinting under the moonlight, and the frustration all over his face was making my pussy shiver.

I snapped my fingers and called him over.

“Go bring a pair of my handcuffs,” I ordered him.

I nursed Mike while Tulip returned, and as soon as he did I told him to untie my thong bikini. As he did, I thought back to all the times he’d dismissed me during sex. The times where I had to brace myself for disappointment, knowing he’d only care about his needs first. My husband had always taken me for granted, but never again. He was going to take care of me only the way the most pathetic, submissive partner knew how: by helping his wife fuck another man.


CHAPTER 15

Mike started to fuck me as I lay on the side, resting my arms and head on the chair, turned in Tulip’s direction. It was so hot, staring into his lashy eyes while I had a big cock inside me. He swallowed hard when I motioned him to come closer.

“I’m sure you want to take a closer look, sweetheart.”

I made him kneel, pressing his face up against one of my lifted ass cheeks. He was as close to the action as he was going to get. An IMAX experience. He averted his eyes quickly, but then I picked up the remote and pressed the button for the most powerful setting on his massager, knowing it was going to be painful. He gasped and turned back to bury his nose in the action.

“Keep your eyes on those balls,” I said sternly. I picked up the cuffs and shackled his wrist to my ankle so he’d stay put.

My pretty sissy servant kept watching, his nose so close he could smell us fucking. It’s not like he had much choice. He suddenly seemed mesmerized—or was it morbid fascination?—by the way Mike’s cock kept dipping in and out, in and out of my wetness. The thought of checking his chastity cage entered my mind, but it flew out of my head as the pleasure rose in me.

I’m not sure how long Mike kept going, but if there was one thing he had, it was stamina. And now that I’d had this little preview of what it was like to have a man take care of me like this, there was no way I was sticking to my husband’s limp bitch dick. No, I thought feverishly. From now on, I was the one who was going to fuck him…and each time I enter his sissy pussy he was going to be reminded of who wore the pants in this relationship.

“Lick him,” I cried out.

Mike paused, listening intently.

“Lick his cock, sissy,” I repeated, twisting my head to the side to see Tulip’s quivering face. “I want you to keep Mike hard while he fucks me.”

Tulip’s face screwed up in shame and disgust. This was going to be a new low. “Mistress, please, I’ll do anything else. I’ll…” Then he wavered.

Calmly, I pressed the button again. The intense vibrations ripped through him, delivering more pain than pleasure. I lifted up his dress and checked his cage. His panties were so wet, and as I pulled them down, fresh precum was seeping out from his clit. My naughty, horny, slutty sissy. He loved this.

“Time to put on your big girl panties,” I said then pushed his head down, guiding his mouth towards Mike’s cock. “Lick it all off. Stop pouting, honey, you should’ve thought about all this when you had your dirty balls deep in those other women.”

“I’m sorry, Jess! I mean, Mistress! I’m so sorry. I deserve this…”

His tongue made contact with Mike’s shining tip. As soon as he started licking like a good girl I switched to a lower setting on his massager, one that would give his prostate a nice, soothing massage. I was going to train him to be a willing cock sucker. I was going to make him worship cocks so he’d always remember his place as a wretched sissy cuck. Hell, I was going to make him dance to whatever beat I wanted.

I watched him jerk as he went on sucking, the pleasure in his ass making him writhe and his breasts bounce. He was lapping up all of my juices and Mike’s precum too. His eyes were dark but there was a strange glow to them too…a mixture of shame and excitement at what he was doing. Did he feel better now, thinking he was redeeming himself? Did he feel sexy? Did he feel terrified that he was going to like this more than he thought he should?

Minutes later, his mouth looked raw. His lipstick had rubbed away and his lashes were webbed with tears, and he was still moaning from the pleasure deep inside me. Mike stuck himself inside me again. Tulip’s face was kept close to our crotches, subjected to the humiliation of watching us fuck. Every so often, I instructed him to lick and clean off Mike’s cock and balls to keep him in check. The good thing was the task also had me edging.

After Mike came in me the first time, I asked Tulip to get him nice and ready for round two. This time there was no holding back. No pretend protests or objections. There was only surrender. He obediently sucked, licked, stroked. Inhaled the sweet smell of my pussy all over another man’s cock. He cupped Mike’s balls using his free hand and stared into eyes as he played with them with the shyness of a virgin. When he was like this, Tulip looked so sweet and pretty. So submissive like was burning inside to make me happy. I was proud of myself.

Sometime later, Mike and I finally ran out of energy. I relaxed in my deck chair, high off my latest orgasm, my head lost in a cloud of bliss. Then I uncuffed Tulip. Widening my thighs, I ordered Tulip to clean up the cum dripping off me. It was so hot seeing him serving me by swallowing his Master’s cum. So hot that a muted throb started off in my core all over again, building so quickly and uncontrollably that I sprayed him with a torrent of my own cum, staining his pretty face as my final mark of dominance.

Afterwards, Mike and I went up to the bedroom and cuddled. We didn’t do anything except talk and cuddle and share a few kisses, but it was so romantic. It was great having that time for ourselves without me having to constantly think about my sissy slave. Then after one final, lingering kiss, Mike left.

I went downstairs to find Todd busy in the kitchen. I hadn’t asked him to clean up, but he was clearly learning the ropes around here.

“How’d it go tonight?” I asked him.

He just came forward and hugged me. He’d been itching for affection all night, and after depriving him for so many hours, I kissed him on the forehead. Then I kissed him on the lips and let my tongue peek out and brush against his. He trembled in my arms. He was so hesitant now—and painfully careful, aware of his actions and the effect he had on me. We kissed for what felt like an eternity, and during that time I knew I could love him again.

“You’ll have to clean up later,” I said. “I need you right now.”

“I’m here, Mistress,” he whispered. “Just tell me what to do.”

“Bring me my cock.”

He nodded and disappeared, returning with a sheepish smile. He helped me strap up the harness. We kissed again as he stroked my cock. I could feel his promise to change as I held onto him tightly and he whimpered adorably. His lips tasted sweet, a subtle aftertaste of cum still on his tongue. My mother might have been right about a lot of things, but she’d been wrong about one. It was possible to change a man. Thanks to Dr. Ola, I’d done it.

When we finally pulled away, I was breathless, high off the taste of him, drunk on the feeling of power and control. It was time to make up for all the intimacy we’d missed out on while I was playing Jess the housekeeper. Todd slowly sat on my cock, wincing slightly as it stretched him. I held onto his waist as he started to ride me. Another kiss? God, I couldn’t get enough of this girl.

The cage clinked up and down as Todd bounced. I smirked as I watched his tortured clit moved around helplessly. I wasn’t ready to unlock him just yet. Maybe not for a long time. Instead, I jerked my hips up so his sensitive passage could feel every hard inch of my pole.

“Holy shit!” Todd moaned. “Jesus Christ…”

I remembered everything that he’d done for me that night and the need to torment him rose inside me again. Now that I had him all to myself, there was so much I wanted to do with him. To do to him.

Pulling down his bra cups, I started to bite and suck on his nipples. Then with one hand I tickled his sore balls, and with the other I dug my nails into the flesh of his ass. He squealed, unable to stop himself from writhing on top of me. He had no pride left—I’d done a good job at that. He was happy to suffer for his Mistress’s gratification.

As we shared yet another kiss and I wiped away his tears, I felt a pang in my heart. My breath hitched. Oh, shit. Was I falling in love? Maybe I was. Maybe I was falling in love for a second time. My sissy husband was willing to do anything for me now—anything to save our marriage and win me back. He was going to fight and suffer for us. He was prepared to serve me again and again, a thousand times over. Enough to last us several lifetimes.

Wow.

Really, what more could a wife want?


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love,

Rae
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Cheating with the babysitter is all fun and games until you have to face the consequences…

Stay-at-home dad Jack lives a very comfortable life with his wife Annie, a successful attorney.

When Zoe Reid, a gorgeous part-time model and babysitter, is hired by his wife to help him out with the kids, Jack is both excited and tempted. So tempted he ends up seducing her. After all, a girl like Zoe is perfect for him. She’s young and sexy. She makes him feel like a king in bed. And she’s more than willing to dress up in all the kinky costumes he wouldn’t dare ask Annie.

But fast forward two years, and Jack is starting to regret the affair. Zoe has become a little too close for comfort, and she wants Jack to file for divorce so they can be together.

Jack has no choice but to end things with the babysitter, but that’s when the problems start.

Because Zoe isn’t ready to let him go…and she’s prepared to wreck his life if she has to.

A terrified Jack is willing to do anything to keep his high-profile attorney wife from finding out the truth. Even if it means bending to Zoe’s cruel ideas about pain and punishment. Even if it means it’s going to be him doing all of the dress-up this time round…

***
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