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Author’s Note

After the success of Kneel, I decided to tell a few stories about my friends, with permission of course. This story happened very recently. Jana is her real name, she told me to use it, but Miles (Milly) is not. Anyway, enjoy it.

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

Instagram: @Juliagwenslater

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

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

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

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

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


Prologue

As you read in my autobiography, I don’t like getting involved with people at work, nor do I like inserting myself into other people's lives. Where possible, I try to separate my private life and work life, that way, I have plausible deniability when something goes wrong. However, there are moments when I see something or someone and just think, fuck it, I can’t say no. This story is about one of those moments, a rare crack in my carefully constructed walls, where curiosity and connection blurred the lines I’d drawn so sharply.

The corporation that I work for buys and sells businesses with the precision of a surgeon wielding a scalpel. It acquired the software house where I’d been employed and propelled me upwards through the ranks, promotion after promotion, until I was perched at the top as COO. Then, it snapped up another software house in Prague, one that specialised in sophisticated banking software, complex algorithms that hummed behind the scenes of financial transactions worldwide. My role was to weave this new acquisition into our sprawling tapestry: integrating operations, hunting for synergies like hidden veins of gold, trimming excess headcount where redundancies bloated the structure, and streamlining everything to make the business sleeker, more agile, and ruthlessly cost-efficient. It was a dance of strategy and execution, one that demanded cold logic amid the human chaos of mergers.

The Prague outfit already had an operations manager named Jana Havelková, a strikingly attractive brunette whose presence commanded attention without effort. She was just a few years younger than me, her mid-thirties radiating a poised vitality that mirrored my own. Like me, she clearly prioritised her fitness and appearance; her lithe figure was accentuated by elegant outfits, tailored blouses in soft silks, pencil skirts that hugged her curves with subtle grace, and heels that clicked with purposeful rhythm across the office floors. Even though our company had no formal dress code, Jana arrived each day as if stepping onto a stage, her dark hair cascading in loose waves that framed sharp cheekbones and eyes the colour of deep espresso, always alight with intelligence and a hint of mischief.

I hit it off with Jana immediately, an effortless rapport that felt like slipping into a well-worn glove. She possessed one of those infectious personalities, warm, witty, and disarmingly genuine, that put me at ease in a way few colleagues ever had. When I outlined my vision for the integration, painting the end goals in broad, ambitious strokes, she responded with candour and insight, her voice carrying a faint Czech lilt that softened the edges of her constructive feedback. It wasn’t the usual corporate deference or resistance; instead, we engaged in a true dialogue, her ideas flowing back to me like a refreshing current, allowing us to forge decisions grounded in reality rather than my unilateral directives from on high.

As we folded their compact team into our larger building, a modern glass-and-steel monolith overlooking the Vltava River, Jana and I grew increasingly close in our professional orbit. The initial formalities dissolved into a comfortable camaraderie; we’d exchange sly jokes via email during interminable meetings, or share knowing glances across the conference table when discussions veered into absurdity. Our conversations expanded beyond spreadsheets and synergies, touching on politics with sardonic humour, the follies of world leaders eliciting shared eye-rolls, and the absurdities of everyday life, from the chaos of parenting to the quirks of Prague’s bustling streets. Eventually, she extended an invitation to join a small circle of her work friends for bi-weekly dinners, where each member took turns selecting a restaurant. These evenings unfolded in cosy spots around the city: dimly lit bistros with flickering candlelight, where the air was thick with the aromas of roasted meats, fresh herbs, and robust Czech wines, fostering an intimacy that felt both exhilarating and perilous.

One aspect I hadn’t revealed to Jana until then was my secret life as the author of several kinky books, nor the intricate dynamics at home with my submissive sissy husband, Tom, whom I regularly cuckolded in ways that thrilled and empowered me. It slipped out one evening, after a few glasses of velvety Merlot had loosened my tongue amid the group’s laughter. I was recounting an anecdote and casually mentioned, “One of my boyfriends told me…” before diving into a tale from a lover in Germany, his words laced with wry observation.

The others chuckled, latching onto the story’s punchline without a second thought, but Jana’s gaze sharpened, fixing on me with intrigued curiosity. She turned, her wine glass pausing mid-sip, and said, “Hold on, you’re married.”

I shrugged, feigning nonchalance while my pulse quickened slightly. “I have a… special relationship.” I kept it vague, acutely aware that the nuances of a female-led domination dynamic often bewildered or alienated people. In the past, I’d confided in a few, only to watch friendships fade, invitations drying up, conversations turning stilted, until silence swallowed the connection whole.

“What sort of special relationship?” she pressed, her tone light but probing, like a finger testing the surface of still water.

I frowned, reluctant to dive deeper into waters that could muddy our budding friendship. “An open relationship.”

“Oh, cool.” She nodded, her expression neutral, and the moment passed like a cloud across the sun. The topic evaporated, or so I believed, as we shifted back to lighter chatter amid the clink of cutlery and bursts of laughter.

It resurfaced weeks later, during a quiet drinks night just the two of us, tucked into a dimly lit bar on a cobblestone side street, where the hum of jazz piano mingled with the scent of aged whiskey and cigarette smoke from the terrace. It was evident she’d orchestrated this tête-à-tête to broach the subject in private, away from prying ears. She circled back to my open relationship with gentle persistence, inquiring about the rules, the boundaries, the invisible threads that held it all together. I danced around the femdom core as best I could, but evasion proved tricky amid her earnest questions.

“Yeah, well, he has some lovers, I have some lovers,” I explained simply, omitting the finer details, that Tom’s permitted encounters were strictly with men, who used his sissy arse while his cock remained locked in its cage, a symbol of my absolute control. “I try to limit it to a set group, regulars, rather than taking on new ones. And they have to be tested regularly, for safety’s sake.”

“I see. And how many do you have?”

“Lovers?” I clarified, buying a moment to tally.

“Yes.”

“Erm…” I paused, mentally mapping my liaisons: three steadfast regulars in Prague, nine countries traversed last year alone, five in Germany’s vibrant cities, one each in the others except the UK, where two held court. Then scattered others across borders. “Twenty-nine,” I said.

She spat out her wine in a fine mist, her eyes widening in shock. “Fuck me!”

“Oh, shit, sorry, miscounted. Twenty-nine men. Forty-ish in total.”

“What?” She gasped, her laughter bubbling up like champagne.

“Some men, some transgender,” I added, watching her reaction with a mix of amusement and caution.

“FUCK!” She erupted into giggles, her cheeks flushing with a blend of surprise and admiration. “I’m impressed. Jesus, Julia!”

We delved deeper into tales of my encounters, the passion, the variety, the types I gravitated towards: confident, adventurous souls who matched my intensity without demanding more than I offered. Yet she never probed into the specifics of my life with Tom, and I didn’t volunteer, sensing the fragility of such revelations. In turn, she opened up about her own marriage to Miles, an American she’d met during her au-pair days in the States, whom she’d followed to Prague years ago. Like me, she had two daughters, a touch younger than my own, their lives a whirlwind of school runs and budding personalities.

Eventually, the conversation turned raw as she confessed their intimacy had withered. Miles battled erectile issues, not from any medical ailment but from the relentless grip of stress, and he resisted pills as a crutch. He toiled for a Czech firm now, yet carried the American work ethic like a heavy chain, unable to unplug at five, perpetually chained to his inbox, his mind a storm of deadlines and deliverables. She’d tried reasoning with him, explaining that no one here measured worth by hours logged, but his conditioning ran deep, leaving him exhausted and distant.

I empathised profoundly; in her late thirties, Jana still exuded a sensual allure, her skin glowing with health, her movements graceful and inviting, yet she yearned for the fire of nightly passion, untouched for over a year. The drought left her adrift, questioning her desires amid the stability of their bond.

“Miles is awesome, though,” she insisted, her voice softening with affection. “He’s such a good husband, attentive, a great listener, and I know he aches to bridge this gap, which makes the idea of an affair feel like betrayal. The guilt would devour me.”

I listened intently, nursing my drink as the bar’s ambient glow cast shadows across her face, highlighting the vulnerability in her eyes. A quiet voice in my mind whispered of my own fortune with Tom, our arrangement a perfect storm of devotion and freedom. Yet another intuition stirred: she seemed to seek guidance, perhaps permission to stray, or even an invitation into my world. I held back, unwilling to steer her recklessly. Instead, I offered the counsel I’d given countless couples in similar straits.

“Does he go down on you?” I asked abruptly, cutting through the haze.

She blinked, caught off guard, her fingers tightening around her glass. “No. No man ever has.”

“Why not?”

She shrugged, a faint blush creeping up her neck. “I don’t know. It’s just not done, is it? Feels… intimate, exposed.”

“Well… every single man I’ve been with has licked my pussy, and often,” I countered matter-of-factly, the words hanging in the air like a challenge. “I assume you masturbate.”

“Urgh, more than I should,” she sighed, her gaze dropping to the table, tracing patterns in the condensation.

“Okay, so has he ever offered to go down on you?”

“No,” she admitted quietly. “He’s… his parents are deeply religious. He’s broken free in many ways, thank goodness, but some of that upbringing lingers, twisting his confidence. I think he’s terrified to voice desires, afraid of judgment.”

I sighed heavily, my disdain for religion surging like bile, how it shackled minds, breeding shame instead of liberation. “Listen, honey, just go home and ask him to go down on you. I’m sure he senses your sexual frustration, right?”

“He does,” she nodded, her expression a mix of hope and hesitation.

“Then seize the moment to mend it. Don’t accept no for an answer. I know that’s not typical advice around consent, but here, you’re rebuilding intimacy, not forcing it. Tell him plainly: you want him to pleasure you that way. And does he want oral from you?”

She shook her head. “I’m not the best…”

“At blowjobs?” I asked, genuinely surprised. “What’s so hard about it?”

“I… I have a quick gag reflex,” she confessed, her voice dropping to a whisper.

“Then suck on a lozenge first, anything to numb your throat a bit. Beyond that, make it messy; slobber all over. Men crave that wet, enveloping warmth, the pull of suction. Even without deepthroating, focus on making your mouth feel like a welcoming haven.”

“Jesus…” She giggled, covering her mouth, her eyes sparkling with a blend of embarrassment and excitement. “I can’t believe I’m discussing this with my boss.”

“Yeah, just don’t go to HR. I don’t need a scandal!”

She mimed zipping her lips, her smile genuine and conspiratorial. I knew her desperation ran deep; there was no risk of betrayal here, only the fragile seeds of trust taking root.

That night, Jana returned home to their modest flat in Vinohrady, the kind of place with high ceilings, creaking parquet floors, and windows that overlooked quiet, tree-lined streets. The air inside carried the faint scent of Miles’s aftershave mixed with the lingering aroma of reheated dinner, pasta with tomato sauce, nothing special. She found him exactly where she’d left him that morning: propped against the headboard, laptop balanced on his thighs, the blue glow illuminating his tired face as he typed furiously on yet another proposal that would never be read with the urgency he gave it.

She didn’t speak at first. Instead, she crossed the room in three deliberate strides, reached down, and gently but firmly lifted the laptop from his lap, closing it with a soft click. Miles opened his mouth to protest, “Babe, I just need to finish this section”, but the words died when he saw the look in her eyes: not anger, not seduction exactly, but something resolute, almost commanding.

Jana kicked off her heels, then hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her plain black cotton briefs, functional, unadorned, the sort of underwear that had quietly become her uniform over the years. She slid them down her legs and stepped out, letting them drop to the floor like shed skin. The fabric was slightly damp at the crotch; she’d been wet since the bar, since Julia’s words had lodged themselves in her mind like a dare.

“Honey…” Miles started again, voice uncertain. He already anticipated the familiar pattern: a brief swell of arousal, then the inevitable softening, the apologies, the quiet retreat into separate sides of the bed.

“No,” Jana said, the word sharp and final. She unzipped her skirt and let it pool at her feet, then peeled off her blouse and bra in quick, efficient movements. Naked now except for the faint sheen of perspiration from the warm evening, she climbed onto the bed. Her pussy needed a shave, dark curls framing swollen lips, but the thought barely registered. Right then, grooming felt irrelevant. What mattered was the ache between her thighs, the echo of Julia’s casual confidence: Every single man I’ve been with has licked my pussy.

She lay back against the pillows, drew her knees up, and spread her legs wide. The cool air kissed her exposed skin, making her shiver. “Your mouth,” she said, voice low but unyielding. “I want it. Now.”

Miles blinked, mouth parting in surprise. “My… really?”

“Yes. Why? Is that a problem?”

“No! Not at all.” He gave a small, disbelieving laugh. “But I thought you didn’t like that.”

“Why would you think that?”

“Well…” He shrugged, cheeks colouring. “You never asked for it.”

“You never offered.”

He stared at her, at the soft swell of her breasts, the gentle curve of her belly, then lower, to the glistening slit between her thighs. For the first time in years, she was visibly aroused, lips parted and slick, clit peeking out from its hood. The sight seemed to jolt him. He shifted, moving between her legs with a mixture of hesitation and eagerness.

Jana watched him settle there. His brown hair, still neatly combed from the morning, caught the bedside lamp’s warm light. His body, once lean from university sports, now carried the soft accretions of desk life and weekend beers: a slight paunch that hung over his waistband, chest beginning to slacken, arms still strong but unused. He was the same age as her, thirty-eight, and the years were starting to show in the same quiet, inevitable way they showed on most men who stopped moving.

The instant his mouth touched her, she knew he had no real technique. His tongue was tentative, exploratory, pressing flat against her folds rather than teasing. But the simple fact that he was there, warm breath against her most sensitive skin, lips brushing her labia, sent a current through her body.

“Don’t go straight for my clit,” she instructed, surprised at how easily the words came. “Lick the lips first. The labia. Slowly… yes, like that. No, don’t push inside yet, just around the edges, soft, mmm… that’s good.” She exhaled, hips tilting up instinctively. “Now move up. Circle my clit… yes, good… slower… oh, fuck, Miles, yes. Now suck it. Just a little. Bite, gently, mmm, god, yes. Suck harder. Now back down, tongue in my hole, push in… fuck, yes… then up again. Suck, nibble, bite… perfect.”

He followed her guidance with surprising attentiveness, his earlier uncertainty giving way to focus. When she told him to slide a finger inside, just one, shallow, he obeyed, then paused when she gasped.

“Too much. Pull back a bit… yes, now curl it upward. Rub right there… oh my god, Miles!”

Her legs began to tremble. The pleasure built too quickly, a tight coil ready to snap, but she wanted to stretch it, to savour every second of this unfamiliar attention. She fought the urge to chase release, thighs quivering, breath ragged. Then instinct took over. Her hand flew to his head, fingers twisting in that meticulously combed hair, ruining it. She pulled him closer, harder against her, grinding up into his mouth.

“Gonna cum!” she cried, voice breaking.

Her thighs clamped around his ears as the orgasm ripped through her, sharp, shuddering, almost violent. She rode his face through every pulse, every aftershock, until the tension finally dissolved and she collapsed back, chest heaving, a dazed, blissful smile curving her lips.

Miles lifted his head, face glistening, eyes wide with something like awe. When he rolled to the side, she saw it: his cock, fully hard for the first time in months, straining against his boxers.

“Quick,” she breathed, already turning onto her knees, arse raised. “Put it in me.”

He didn’t hesitate. He knelt behind her, gripped her hips, and pushed inside in one long thrust. She moaned at the stretch, the fullness she’d missed so badly. He fucked her hard, urgently, skin slapping against skin. But within a minute his breathing turned ragged, sweat beading on his forehead. He was unfit, unused to exertion, and she could feel the shift, the overthinking creeping in, the fear of failure tightening his muscles. His thrusts slowed, then faltered. He softened inside her, slipping out with a wet sound.

“I’m sorry…” he muttered, rolling away, shame already clouding his face.

“No, it’s fine.” She turned, cupped his cheek, and kissed him deeply, tasting herself on his lips. “That was the best orgasm you’ve ever given me. Seriously.”

His expression brightened, tentative hope replacing the defeat. “Can I… keep doing it? The oral thing?”

“God, yes. Please. Tomorrow again?”

“Yes.” He laughed, a real laugh, soft and relieved. “What got into you tonight?”

She hesitated, cheeks warming. How much to reveal? Then she decided there was no point in half-truths. “Remember I told you about Julia? My boss?”

“Yeah…”

“Well…” She took a breath and told him everything: the drinks, the accidental slip about boyfriends, the open relationship, the staggering number, twenty-nine men, forty-ish total, some trans. She watched his face as she spoke, expecting shock, disapproval, maybe jealousy. Instead, he listened quietly, brow furrowed in thought.

When she finished, he was silent for a long moment. Then he said, “You should find a lover.”

Her eyes widened. “What?”

“You’re clearly… frustrated. And horny as hell tonight. If I can’t keep up…” He gestured vaguely at his softening cock, at his belly. “…then maybe you need someone who can. I don’t want you miserable. I love you. I want you happy.”

She stared at him, heart pounding. For the first time in their marriage, a quiet suspicion bloomed: was there something he wasn’t saying? Something he’d buried under work stress and religious echoes? The possibility hung between them, unspoken but electric, as the bedside lamp cast long shadows across the rumpled sheets.


One

Jana seemed almost desperate to tell me about her evening. The next morning at the office, she hovered near my desk like a teenager with a secret, eyes bright and impatient, but I was drowning. Endless integration reports, budget reconciliations, and a string of back-to-back calls with London left me no room to breathe. By late afternoon I had to apologise, again, promising we’d talk properly the following evening. That night I had a date anyway: a tall, dark-haired German architect I’d been seeing on and off for months, whose hands knew exactly how to make me forget spreadsheets and deadlines. Jana would have to wait.

The following evening, though, I cleared my diary. We met at our usual quiet bar, tucked away on a narrow lane near Malostranská, where the low wooden beams and candlelight made everything feel conspiratorial. She arrived flushed, practically vibrating with news, and slid into the booth opposite me before the waiter had even brought our drinks.

Of course I heard about Miles going down on her, hardly a surprise after our last conversation. She described it in vivid, breathless detail: how he’d followed her instructions almost perfectly the second time, how his tongue had learned the exact rhythm she needed. Then came the part that made me sit up straighter: his comment about her finding a lover.

I’d heard variations of that line more times than I could count. In the scene, it was practically a rite of passage. The husband who couldn’t perform, who felt the weight of his own inadequacy, sometimes reached for the idea almost instinctively, as though offering his wife to another man could somehow absolve him. Many cuckolding relationships began exactly there: a tentative, half-joking suggestion born from shame and desire.

The following night, she told me, Miles had gone down on her twice. The first time she came hard, thighs shaking around his ears. The second time he tried to penetrate her again. He managed to stay hard long enough to push inside, but couldn’t finish from thrusting alone. In the end he pulled out and masturbated furiously over her stomach while she watched, whispering encouragement.

“What brought him off?” I asked, leaning in.

She blushed, cheeks turning the colour of her wine. “I told him… I told him I’d find a lover.”

I paused, drew a slow breath, then met her eyes. “Jana, what do you know about cuckolding?”

She blinked. Nothing. Absolutely nothing. She knew the word vaguely, something to do with infidelity, maybe, but the fetish, the psychology, the power exchange behind it? Foreign territory. Her sexual world had been sheltered: missionary under the covers, the occasional silk scarf or novelty handcuffs borrowed from a film scene, nothing more. BDSM as a lived practice, as a structure of desire and control, had simply passed her by. She was a horny woman in her late thirties who’d only just discovered her own clitoris deserved worship; the wider landscape of kink was a continent she’d never visited.

That very innocence was why I’d held back from telling her everything about myself. Instead, I gave her a careful, practical suggestion.

“When he’s inside you again,” I said, “tell him you’ve had an affair. Don’t be scared. Play with it. Describe a big, strong man with a huge cock who stretched you wide open. Watch what it does to him. Encourage it. But be very careful after he comes. The moment he climaxes, which he will, you need to reassure him immediately. Tell him it was just roleplay, that you haven’t actually cheated. Ask if that turned him on. It will, I promise you.”

She didn’t ask how I knew. She just nodded, eyes wide, then pushed her half-full glass away. “I think I’ll skip the next one,” she said. “I want to get home.”

She practically flew out of the bar.

When she got back, she checked on the girls, both asleep, breathing softly in their rooms, then took Miles by the hand and led him straight to the bedroom. She stripped without ceremony, tossing her plain granny panties into the laundry basket like they offended her. She’d shaved the day before; her pussy was now smooth, neat, inviting. She lay back, spread her legs, and guided his head down.

He licked her exactly the way she liked now, slow circles around her clit, then firm strokes, then sucking just hard enough to make her hips buck. She came quickly, fingers knotted in his hair, whispering his name like a prayer.

Then he climbed up and pushed inside her, groaning at the tight, wet heat.

“Oh yes… fuck,” she gasped. “My second cock of the day!”

“Huh?” Miles froze mid-thrust, eyes snapping to her face. Her eyes were closed, lips parted in exaggerated bliss.

“Yeah,” she breathed. “I got fucked by my lover today. He was so good.”

“Really?” His voice cracked, but he started moving again, slower at first, then deeper.

Jana felt the instant change: his cock stiffened inside her, thickening, pulsing. He liked it. “God, he’s so good, Miles. Mmm… tell me I can keep seeing him. Tell me he can keep fucking me.”

“Yes… of course!” He was thrusting harder now, breath ragged. “Is… is his cock bigger than mine?”

She opened her eyes, curious, testing. Then she nodded slowly. “Much bigger. He’s massive.”

“Oh fuck!” His whole body trembled. “You’ll keep fucking him? You’ll keep taking his dick?”

“As much as I can. I love cheating on you!”

“Fuck… I love it too. Keep cheating on me. Promise me!”

“I promise. I’ll keep fucking my lover.” She smirked, feeling him swell impossibly hard inside her. A second later he let out a loud, broken moan and came, flooding her with hot spurts. She giggled softly. “That’s it, baby. Fill me. Mmm, so good.”

It was good. He barely lasted a minute, but he’d finished inside her, something that hadn’t happened in years. A small miracle.

He rolled off, chest heaving, a dazed smile on his face. “Oh wow. I’m sorry I was so fast.”

“Honey, that was amazing,” she said, then remembered my warning. She saw the flicker in his eyes, the tiny shadow of uncertainty behind the satisfaction, and knew she had to say it. “I hope you didn’t mind my little roleplay? I just thought… we could play with your idea. You know I wouldn’t actually cheat, right?”

Confusion washed over his face, then relief. “So… this was just play?”

“Yes, silly. But it was fun, right?”

“Really fun,” he said, and the smile returned, brighter than before.

The next day she came to my office, closed the door, and asked why he’d reacted that way, why the sudden anxiety when she admitted it was pretend, and why the fantasy had made him so hard in the first place.

To me it was obvious. Miles was a cuckold waiting to wake up. Perhaps more. I hadn’t met him, hadn’t even seen a photo, but I recognised the pattern in men like him the way a doctor recognises a syndrome.

This was going to be a longer conversation, one that would require me to reveal myself as a lifestyle dominatrix to a work colleague. Before I could do that, though, I needed to speak to Tom. No matter how dominant I was, I still checked the big decisions with my husband.

I told Jana I’d get back to her over the weekend.

That evening at home, I sat Tom down on the sofa with a glass of red and explained everything. He listened in silence, expression thoughtful, then sighed.

“You know my opinion on work relationships,” he said. “I’d hate for this to come back and bite you somehow. But… I also know exactly what Miles is feeling. That quiet despair when you think you’ll never be enough, never give her what she needs. If you believe she can handle the truth, and that she’ll keep it locked away, then tell her. Tread carefully, Jules. But tell her.”

I smiled, leaned over, and kissed the top of his head. Yes, I own him, cage him, share him, but I’m still his wife. And I love him.

That weekend, I met Jana at a quiet café near Petřín Hill. Over coffee and pastries, I told her I had something to share, something that had cost me friendships before.

“I don’t think anything about you could surprise me,” she said, laughing.

“Hold that thought.” I pulled out my phone, opened Amazon, and handed it to her.

She scrolled through the titles, my books, one after another. Her eyebrows climbed. She clicked on Signal, read the blurb, then looked up.

“You wrote all these?”

“Yep. It’s… kind of my kink.”

“And Tom’s your… cuckold?”

“Yes. He does what I tell him.”

She nodded slowly, processing. “And you think this is what Miles wants?”

“I think so. Look, Jana, I’m only telling you because I believe you need to hear it. But this comes with real risk for me. If this ever left this table…”

She laughed again, softer this time, and shook her head. “Julia, I’m not going to tell a soul. I promise. And honestly? It’s awesome that you write books. Regardless of what they’re about.”

“They’re not exactly Shakespeare.”

“Come on. You’ve written books. That’s incredible. I could never do that.” She pulled out her own phone, searched my author name, and started downloading the first few. “I’ll read them.”

I felt a flutter of nerves. “They’re pretty… out there. I don’t want you thinking I’m some kind of freak.”

“You are weird,” she said, grinning, “but that’s fine. I read Stephen King, he writes some twisted shit, and it doesn’t make me think he’s twisted. A book is a book.”

I exhaled. “About Miles… yes, I think he wants you to have an affair. Or at least the fantasy of it. When you told him it was only roleplay, it worried him because part of him didn’t want it to be pretend. Test the waters. Talk to him. Ask what he really wants.”

“And… dominating him? What does that actually mean?”

“To start with? Telling him what to do. Not cruelly, just firmly. Push back when he hesitates. Set small rules. See how he responds.”

She nodded, already opening the first book on her screen. “Okay. I’ll read these and think about it. You’ve already done so much for me, Julia. I’m going to trust you. I don’t understand any of this yet, but I’m open to learning.”

“Thanks, Jana,” I said, and meant it.

That evening, Jana boarded the tram home with her phone already open, one of my books glowing on the screen. She’d chosen The Move to start, my shortest collection, bite-sized vignettes of dominance and surrender that didn’t demand hours of commitment. The stories were sharp, direct, unapologetic: a wife locking her husband for the first time, a mistress assigning humiliating tasks, the slow burn of control settling into everyday life. By the time the tram rattled across the river and climbed toward Vinohrady, she was already flicking to the second book, drawn in by the escalating tension, the way the characters tested boundaries without apology. She felt a strange thrill reading it in public, anonymous faces around her, none aware that the words painting her screen were describing power exchanges she was only just beginning to understand.

She wanted to tell Miles everything. We’d talked at length that afternoon in the quiet corner of the office canteen: my life with Tom, the cage, the lovers, the books, the way I structured our marriage around my desires. Jana hadn’t recoiled. She’d listened, asked careful questions, admitted it was all new, completely outside her experience, but intriguing rather than repulsive. “It’s like discovering there’s a whole other floor in a house you thought you knew,” she’d said. Still, she couldn’t simply unload it all on Miles in one go. If she was going to bring him into this world, it would have to be gradual, the same way The Move had eased her in: small, digestible pieces.

When she walked through the door, the flat was quiet. The girls were already asleep; Miles was in the bedroom, scrolling on his phone, shirt untucked, looking softer and more tired than usual. She didn’t speak at first. She kicked off her shoes, peeled away her work clothes layer by layer, and climbed onto the bed in just her bra and the black lace knickers she’d worn that day, nothing special, but a small upgrade from the plain cotton she’d abandoned weeks ago.

Miles set his phone aside without being asked. He knew the routine now. He slid down the bed, parted her thighs with careful hands, and lowered his mouth to her. She was already wet, partly from the tram ride, partly from the anticipation of what she was about to say.

As his tongue began its familiar, attentive circles, she let her head rest against the headboard and spoke, voice low and deliberate.

“Miles, honey… I was thinking about our roleplaying this week.”

He paused for half a second, eyes lifting to meet hers over the soft mound of her pussy. The look he gave her was equal parts caution and curiosity.

“If I was to fuck another man,” she continued, “would you want to be there to watch?”

His eyes widened, shock, yes, but something else flickered beneath it: recognition, almost relief. He lifted his mouth just enough to speak, lips glistening.

“How did you know?”

“You do?”

“I don’t know.” He swallowed, voice quiet. “I didn’t know about it myself until recently. When the impotence started getting worse, I… I started looking things up online. Late at night, when you were asleep. I came across chastity. Devices. The idea of… giving up control. Being locked. It scared me, but it also… made sense. Like it explained something I couldn’t name.”

“Huh.” A small, knowing smirk tugged at her lips. She reached down, threaded her fingers through his hair, and guided his mouth back to her clit. “Keep going.”

He obeyed instantly, tongue pressing firmer now.

“But I don’t know if I could manage it,” he mumbled against her folds between licks. “I don’t know if I could actually be there, watching. But… I’m not going to leave you if this doesn’t work. If we try it, if you try it, and we can’t handle it, then we agree it’s a failure and go back to what we had. No blame.”

She sighed, not disappointed, just uncertain. The path ahead felt wider and more uncertain than she’d expected. For now, though, she had a wet, aching pussy and a husband whose tongue was finally learning its place.

“Get licking and bring me off, bitch,” she said, the word slipping out sharper than she’d intended.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he answered quickly, almost eagerly, the title falling from his lips like it had been waiting there.

“I’m going to read while you’re doing that.”

“Read what?”

“Julia’s books.”

“Julia writes?”

“Yes. Something called femdom porn.” She reached for her phone on the nightstand, opened the book again, and propped it against a pillow so she could read one-handed while the other kept his head exactly where she wanted it.

Once again, his eyes widened, recognition this time, unmistakable. He knew what “femdom” meant. He’d already been reading about it, researching in secret, circling the same ideas she was only just discovering. His tongue faltered for a heartbeat, then resumed with renewed focus, as though the word itself had lit something inside him.

Jana settled back, letting the words on the screen blur slightly as pleasure built under his mouth. She felt the shift in him, the way his breathing quickened against her skin, the way his hands gripped her thighs a little tighter. He wasn’t just licking her now; he was serving. And for the first time, she wondered how much further they might go, how much further she might want to take him.

She came quietly, thighs trembling around his ears, phone slipping from her fingers as the orgasm rolled through her. When she finally relaxed, he lifted his head, cheeks flushed, eyes bright with something between awe and nervousness.

“Keep going like that,” she murmured, stroking his hair.

He nodded, still catching his breath, and rested his cheek against her inner thigh like it was the most natural place in the world. For the first time in years, the silence between them felt full rather than empty.

Miles fucked her with abandon, and just like every night since they began roleplaying, he remained hard, and came inside her. Yes, he was quick but that didn’t matter to Jana. What mattered was that they had a sex life now, and she had me to thank for it.

As Miles drifted off to sleep though, Jana didn’t want to stop there. She felt a draw, a need to get back to my books. She continued through The Move, reaching the final book at around one in the morning, and as she read about the eventual demise of the main character, she found herself wondering if this was really just literature, or if this was something that turned me on. Then she wondered why she found herself rubbing her own pussy at the same time.


Two

On the whole, in Prague, if someone is gay, most people don’t care. The city has long cultivated a live-and-let-live indifference that feels almost deliberate. Outside Prague, though, attitudes become hit and miss. It isn’t religion driving the unease, the Czech Republic is one of the most atheist countries on earth, with church attendance barely registering on the national psyche. No, it’s simpler than that: education, or the lack of it, and the quiet fear that comes with insularity. The further east you travel, or the deeper into smaller towns and overlooked regions, the narrower the worldview becomes. Poorer areas, neglected by investment and infrastructure, tend to breed the same defensive conservatism you find in similar pockets of any country.

Jana wasn’t from Prague originally. She grew up in Liberec, a mid-sized city still firmly in Bohemia, the western half of the country where the capital sits. Liberec is no backwater, it has universities, industry, a famous cable car up Ještěd mountain, but it’s still provincial compared to Prague’s cosmopolitan hum. That background shaped her in subtle ways. She was never boring in the cruel sense of the word, but she had always been… contained. A small, reliable circle of friends, the same restaurants every few weeks, weekends built around family rather than nightlife. She wasn’t the party type, not because she disapproved, but because she’d never been invited into those worlds. No one had ever pulled her through the door of a techno club, a fetish munch, or even a raucous hockey pub. Exposure had simply never happened, so she remained oblivious to whole swathes of life happening just out of sight.

When it came to sexuality, she had never really questioned her own. Straight. Full stop. She didn’t mind what other people did, gay, lesbian, whatever, so long as it didn’t touch her life, why should she care? She’d watched lesbian porn once or twice out of curiosity, found it aesthetically fine, not repulsive, but never pictured herself in those scenes. Male-on-male sex, though? She’d never even sought it out. The idea felt abstract, unimaginable, so there was no pull to explore it.

Then she started reading my books.

The first stories were easy enough, female dominance, submission, the slow tightening of control, but as she moved deeper into the catalogue, she kept encountering the gay elements: husbands turned bi, cuckolds servicing bulls, sissies used by men while their wives watched. The descriptions were graphic, unsparing, and for the life of her she couldn’t understand why I kept returning to them. So one evening, over our usual glasses of wine in the low-lit bar near Malostranská, she asked me outright.

“Why the fascination with homosexual men?”

I didn’t flinch. “It turns me on. Especially the idea of turning straight men bi, making them cross a line they thought was fixed. I’ve watched gay porn since I was young, properly watched it, and I find it intensely erotic. The power in it, the vulnerability, the way bodies move when desire overrides everything else.”

She accepted the answer, nodding slowly, but I could see it still didn’t quite land. She understood the words; she just couldn’t feel them. This was, after all, a woman who had only recently discovered what a tongue on her clit could do. Anal sex, of any kind, had never been on her radar. Pegging? Not even a concept.

“You’ve never had anal?” I asked, genuinely surprised. “Like, ever?”

“No. It’s just not appealing to me.” She shrugged, as if the matter were settled.

“Has Miles ever asked for it?”

“Nope.”

“Okay…” I frowned. This was the most sexually repressed atheist I’d ever met, an almost comical contradiction. Yet something about that repression woke a familiar spark in me. Sexually bottled-up people are like fizzy drinks shaken hard: the pressure builds invisibly until the cap finally blows. When it does, the explosion can be spectacular. As a sexually liberated woman and unrepentant pervert, I felt a strange sense of duty. I wanted to be the one to twist that cap loose, and to stand close enough to watch the spray.

Anal for women can be pleasurable, sure, but for me it’s rarely about the physical sensation. It’s the psychology: the moment of being used, especially when Tom is denied the same access. For men, though, it’s often pure biology, the prostate, their internal G-spot. I know exactly how Tom changes when something’s inside him: softer, needier, more pliant, almost another person.

Convincing Jana to try anal with Miles felt pointless. If she was going to open that door, it should be with a lover, something she owned completely, something she didn’t share. But pegging him? That was different. That was power.

“Buy a strap-on dildo and fuck your husband with it,” I told her plainly. “Lube is your friend, lots and lots of it. Make sure he cleans himself out first, properly. But yes, buy one. Start small, go slow, but do it.”

She bit her lower lip, the warring parts of her visible on her face: the cautious voice insisting Miles would never agree, battling the newer, curious one that had learned to trust me so far. She didn’t say yes or no. She just nodded, thoughtful.

The next day she slipped into Erotic City during her lunch break, a discreet shop on a side street near Wenceslas Square. She came out with a beginner-friendly harness, a slim, smooth silicone dildo (nothing intimidating), and an industrial-sized bottle of water-based lubricant. Back home, though, courage failed her. The bag stayed hidden in the bottom drawer of her wardrobe, still wrapped in its plain black plastic.

What she did do, however, was change her routine. While Miles knelt between her thighs, tongue working with the precision she’d taught him, she started watching porn on her phone, sound off, screen angled so he couldn’t see. For the first time, she searched “gay porn.” She clicked on a video featuring three muscular, handsome men: kissing, stroking, grinding, then sucking each other with unhurried hunger. There was no space for her in that scene, no female body to anchor her fantasy. Yet as she watched, she pictured Miles there instead, slotted between them, looking up at her with wide, frightened eyes, reluctant but willing, doing it because she wanted him to.

Suddenly the pieces clicked. This wasn’t just sex. It was power. The ability to take someone you love, someone who trusted you, and place them in a position where they’d do anything, cross any line, for you.

The moment the first cock slid into one of the men on screen, she tightened her grip on Miles’s hair and came hard, thighs clamping around his head, a soft cry escaping before she could stop it.

The habit stuck. Alone in the flat during the day, when the girls were at school and Miles was at work, she found herself masturbating to gay porn, hard, focused sessions that left her breathless. When she wasn’t watching that, she was deep in my books: sissies on their knees taking thick cocks, powerful Mistresses pegging trembling subs, even sissy hypnosis videos that she didn’t quite buy into but found darkly arousing because of how wrong they felt. The taboo of it all, the sheer wrongness, was fuel.

The cap was loosening. She was slipping deeper into this world, losing herself in it, and that turned me on more than I wanted to admit. But work was work. I started getting automated alerts: Jana’s device was repeatedly trying to access policy-blocked sites. Nothing malicious, just… persistent.

I called her into my office one afternoon, closed the door, and kept my tone calm but firm.

“I get what you’re going through,” I said. “Really, I do. But while you’re here, please focus on your job. The IT flags are coming thick and fast now.”

She flushed crimson, eyes dropping to her lap. “I’m sorry. It’s become… an addiction or something. I’m completely obsessed.”

“Good.” I smiled despite myself. “I like that you are. But life can’t stop because of it. Trust me, I wish I could dedicate every hour to this world, but bills exist. We both know that.”

She nodded quickly, chastened but not defensive. When she left, I watched her walk away with purpose in her step. I knew what she was going to do next.

That evening she would finally retrieve the hidden bag from the drawer. She would speak to Miles, properly, openly, and she would peg him. The cap wasn’t just loose anymore. It was about to blow.

Miles would be home late that night, some interminable project deadline that had him chained to his desk until the office lights dimmed, so Jana arranged a sleepover for the girls at a friend’s house. The flat would be theirs alone, no small feet pattering down the hallway, no bedtime stories to interrupt. The freedom felt almost illicit.

On her way home she stopped at the large shopping centre near the office, the one with the bright, echoing corridors and too many escalators. She had never been the type to linger in lingerie departments; underwear had always been functional, cotton, comfortable, invisible. But tonight she walked straight into the boutique with the blacked-out windows and low lighting, the kind of place that played soft electronica and smelled faintly of vanilla and new silk.

She chose quickly but deliberately: a black lace bra and matching knickers with delicate cut-outs, sheer enough to reveal the shadow of her nipples; a suspender belt that clipped neatly to thigh-high stockings; a garter set that made her feel dressed for something more than everyday life. In the changing room she stood under the harsh spotlight, turning slowly in front of the mirror. The lace clung to her curves, the stockings accentuated the length of her legs, and for the first time in years she didn’t see a tired mother or a competent operations manager. She saw a woman who looked dangerous. Attractive. Powerful. The realisation settled in her chest like a slow, warm burn.

Back home she locked the door behind her, stripped down, and retrieved the hidden bag from the wardrobe. The harness was simple black nylon and Velcro, easy enough to figure out. She stepped into it, adjusted the straps until it sat snug against her hips, then slid the beginner’s dildo into place. The black silicone felt cool and foreign against her skin. She studied it in the mirror, thicker than Miles, longer too, and wondered if it really was beginner-sized. It looked imposing jutting out from her body, obscene and commanding all at once.

She walked around the flat like that for nearly half an hour: heels clicking on the parquet, dildo swaying with each step, bouncing lightly against her thighs. At first it felt ridiculous, theatrical, like playing dress-up in someone else’s fantasy. But the longer she wore it, the less strange it became. The weight between her legs, the way the harness pressed against her clit with every movement, the simple fact of possession, it shifted something inside her. She felt taller. Stronger. Dominant in a way that had nothing to do with cruelty and everything to do with certainty.

When she heard the key scrape in the lock, adrenaline spiked. She ran to the hallway on bare feet, planted herself in the centre of the entrance, hands on hips, smirk already curling her lips.

Miles stepped inside, laptop bag slung over one shoulder. He froze. His eyes travelled from her face to the black lace, the stockings, the suspenders, and finally to the dildo, proud, erect, impossible to ignore. The bag slipped from his fingers and hit the floor with a dull thud. For a long second he simply stared, mouth slightly open. Then, without a word, he walked forward and dropped to his knees in front of her.

“Suck it,” she whispered, the firmness in her voice surprising even her. “Suck my cock.”

He leaned in without hesitation, lips parting to take the silicone head into his mouth. She watched his cheeks hollow as he sucked, eyes lifting to meet hers. There was pleading in that gaze, not to stop, not to continue, but something softer: Please don’t judge me for wanting this. Embarrassment flushed his neck and ears red.

“It’s normal,” she said gently, reaching down to stroke his hair. “Pegging is popular among couples. Lots of people do it. You’re not weird.”

His eyes fluttered closed for a moment in gratitude, tension easing from his shoulders. He sucked deeper, more confidently, tongue swirling around the shaft as though it were real.

After a minute or two she eased back, pulling the dildo from his mouth with a soft pop. She took his hand and led him upstairs, the harness straps creaking faintly with each step.

“What made you do this?” he asked, a nervous chuckle breaking the silence.

“I’ve actually had it for a week or two,” she admitted. “I was too nervous to show you. But I want to. I want to fuck you. I need you to go shower first. Clean yourself… you know?”

“Yeah. I’ll… try.”

Ten minutes later he emerged from the bathroom, towel around his waist, skin still damp. He was trembling, nerves, anticipation, maybe both. She had him kneel on the bed, arse raised, face pressed to the pillow. She’d read enough by now to know the first time would hurt, no matter how careful she was.

“I’ll go slowly,” she promised, coating her fingers generously with lube. “Give me feedback. Tell me if it’s too much.”

“Sure.”

She started with one finger, then two, sliding in and out, twisting gently to open him up. His gasps were sharp at first, then softened into something else, excitement, surprise, pleasure. She watched her fingers disappear into him, mesmerised by the sight: her husband’s body yielding to her, the pink ring stretching around her knuckles.

When he was ready, she lined up the dildo. “Push out,” she instructed.

He did. The moment his hole puckered and relaxed, she pressed forward. The slick head popped past the ring; he hissed, body tensing. She paused, one hand stroking his back.

“Breathe,” she murmured.

Bit by bit she edged deeper, watching inch after inch vanish inside him. His arse swallowed the black shaft slowly, greedily, until her hips met his cheeks. She held still, letting him adjust, feeling the harness press rhythmically against her own clit with every tiny shift.

Then she began to move, short, careful thrusts at first. His moans were low, broken, unlike anything she’d heard from him before.

“Fuck,” he gasped. “Fuck, this is good.”

“You like it?”

“Yeah! It’s fucking… oh my god, Jana, fuck me. Fuck! Yes! Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck! Oh my god, this is good.”

Each word fed her confidence. She gripped his hips and picked up speed, thrusting harder, deeper. His moans turned higher, girlish, squeaks and whimpers as he clawed at the pillow, deliberately keeping his hands away from his cock, wanting the feeling to last. She loved it: the power coursing through her, the way his pleasure belonged to her, the way she could give it or take it away. She wasn’t even touching herself, but the mental rush, the sheer dominance, pushed her towards the edge.

“Fucking take my dick!” she snarled, grabbing his shoulders and forcing his back to arch. “Fucking take it, you fucking slut! My fucking bitch, aren’t you?”

“Yes! Yes!” he gasped, still not fully grasping the language but responding instinctively.

“Say Yes, Mistress!”

“Yes, Mistress! Yes! Fuck me, Mistress!”

He couldn’t hold back any longer. Two frantic strokes of his hand and he came hard, ropes of cum splattering across the duvet, his cry louder and more raw than any orgasm she’d ever heard from him. His whole body shuddered, clenching around the dildo still buried inside him.

Jana kept thrusting through his climax, riding the wave of his surrender. When his spasms finally eased, she slowed, then carefully withdrew. He hissed at the sudden emptiness, the sensitive ring fluttering around nothing. She felt a pang of sadness as the moment ended, already she wanted more.

She unbuckled the harness, set it aside, and lay beside him. He turned his face to hers, flushed and dazed, a shy smile breaking through.

“That was…” he started, then laughed weakly. “I didn’t know it could feel like that.”

She kissed him softly, tasting the salt of his sweat. “We’re just getting started,” she whispered.

For the first time in their marriage, the future felt wide open, and entirely hers to shape.

What she didn’t realise at that moment was that Miles was still floating in the hazy, post-climactic fog that follows an orgasm so intense it rewires your nervous system for a few minutes. His body was limp against the mattress, chest rising and falling in uneven breaths, cum cooling on the duvet beneath him, arse still tingling with the strange, aching emptiness left by the dildo’s withdrawal. He had enjoyed every second of it, more than enjoyed; he’d been transported, undone, remade in the space of those frantic minutes. Yet pleasure that sharp often leaves a vacuum in its wake, and into that vacuum crept doubt.

He lay there staring at the ceiling, the familiar cracks in the plaster suddenly looking like fault lines. He’d known their marriage had grown stale, years of routine sex that dwindled to nothing, polite kisses, separate sides of the bed, the quiet dread that this was simply how things ended. But he had been raised on the American script: the one he’d absorbed from sitcoms, Hollywood blockbusters, talk shows, and the whispered stories of his parents’ friends. In that narrative, a marriage is great until it isn’t. The signs are clear, boredom, arguments, a wandering eye, an affair. Then comes the shouting, the lawyers, the division of assets, the awkward custody schedules, the slow drift into separate lives. It was linear, predictable, almost comforting in its inevitability. When the spark dies, the whole thing collapses. That was the rule.

He hadn’t realised, couldn’t have realised, that in Central Europe the rules were different. Here, in the Czech Republic especially, people approached long-term relationships with a pragmatic, almost unsentimental openness. Sex wasn’t sacred or shameful; it was a tool, a pleasure, a way to keep the engine running. Couples experimented, swinging, role-play, opening the bedroom door to others, without assuming it meant the end. They did it quietly, without fanfare, because the alternative, divorce over something as fixable as mismatched desire, felt wasteful. Religion had little hold; tradition less so. What mattered was whether the arrangement still worked for both people.

Miles didn’t have that context. All he had was the script he’d grown up with, and right now that script was screaming that he had crossed an uncrossable line. He had sucked a cock, his wife’s, yes, but still a cock. He had begged to be fucked. He had come harder than he could remember, calling her “Mistress” while she pounded into him. In the American story, that wasn’t experimentation; that was evidence of something broken, something irreparable. A man who did those things wasn’t a husband anymore. He was a prelude to the punchline of a failed marriage.

So as Jana stood at the foot of the bed, carefully wiping the dildo clean with a warm, damp cloth, humming softly to herself in the afterglow of her own power, Miles lay motionless and wondered what came next. Would she want more? Would she want someone else, someone bigger, stronger, better equipped, to give her what he clearly couldn’t? Would she grow tired of guiding him, of coaxing pleasure out of his uncertain body? And when she did, how long before the conversations turned cold, before the papers were drawn up, before he was packing boxes and explaining to the girls why Daddy was moving out?

He pictured the lawyer’s office: neutral beige walls, framed certificates, a box of tissues on the desk for the inevitable tears. He pictured himself trying to explain it all without sounding pathetic. The shame of it burned hotter than the lingering soreness in his arse.

Thankfully, Jana had a good friend who understood this stuff. Me.

Later that night, after she’d showered and slipped into one of his old T-shirts, she curled up beside him, head on his chest. He was quiet, too quiet, but she chalked it up to exhaustion. She didn’t yet know how deeply the experience had rattled him, how the pleasure and the fear were tangled together in his mind. She didn’t know he was already mentally rehearsing the conversation where he asked if they should “talk about the future.”

But I would know. The next evening, when she met me for wine and spilled every detail, the lingerie, the harness, the way he’d dropped to his knees, the raw intensity of his orgasm, she’d see the look on my face: not surprise, but recognition. I’d heard this story before, lived adjacent versions of it. I’d watched men like Miles spiral in the aftermath of their first real surrender, convinced they’d ruined everything when in fact they’d only just begun to save it.

I’d tell her what to watch for: the sudden silences, the over-polite questions, the way he might start sleeping on the very edge of the bed as though preparing for exile. I’d tell her how to talk to him, not with reassurance that everything was fine, but with clarity. That this wasn’t the beginning of the end; it was the beginning of something new. That she wasn’t cheating the script; she was writing a different one.

And when she asked what to do next, I’d smile and say the same thing I always said when the cap finally blew off the bottle:

“Let him feel it. Let him question everything. Then show him there’s another way to be married, one where he doesn’t have to be the strong, silent provider who never asks for anything. One where he can kneel, beg, come apart, and still be loved. Fiercely. Completely.”

Because that was the truth Miles needed to hear, and Jana, still new to all of this, was going to need a guide to deliver it. Fortunately, she had one.


Three

It was time for Miles to meet Tom. There was no way Jana could navigate this new terrain with her husband alone; the dynamic was shifting too fast, the questions too tangled, the desires too raw. She needed perspective, reassurance, and, most of all, someone who had walked this path before and could show them both it didn’t have to end in wreckage. So I invited them over to our house on the leafy outskirts of Prague for a barbecue.

The garden was modest but well-loved: a long wooden table under strings of fairy lights, a brick barbecue already smoking with charcoal, and the smell of grilled sausages and marinated chicken drifting through the warm August air. A handful of close friends and neighbours milled about, people who knew our lifestyle in varying degrees of detail. Most of my inner circle understood Tom’s place in our marriage; they’d seen him in subtle collars or heard the casual way I referred to “my rules.” Only one neighbour, the quiet architect to our left, had ever glimpsed Tom in full sissy regalia, pink dress, stockings, heels, while he was watering the plants one summer evening. He’d asked politely, I’d answered plainly, and that was that. No scandal, no drama. Prague’s suburbs can be surprisingly discreet when they want to be.

Miles arrived looking exactly as I’d pictured him from Jana’s descriptions: not the loud, back-slapping American stereotype, but a shy, compact man, five foot eight at most, slim through the shoulders, with the soft beginnings of a belly that spoke of desk hours and too many craft beers. His handshake was firm but brief, his eyes darting away almost immediately. When Jana introduced us properly, the blush crept up his neck like spilled wine. He knew too much about me. She’d told him the broad strokes, my books, the open marriage, the lovers, Tom’s submission, and while the details remained hazy, the outline was enough. I was a sexual being in a way that made him feel exposed just by standing near me. I liked that. Shy men are often the most interesting when the mask finally slips.

There was another reason for the colour in his cheeks, of course. It was a hot day, the kind where the sun presses down like a hand, and I’d chosen a white bikini that left little to the imagination. A thin wrap-around skirt knotted loosely at my hip, pierced navel glinting in the light, and the thin fabric of the bikini top doing nothing to hide the barbells through my nipples. They pressed visibly against the material, dark and defiant. Even Jana blushed when she first saw me, though she tried to hide it behind a quick sip of prosecco.

“I didn’t know you had so many piercings,” she said softly when we found ourselves alone together in the kitchen, refilling bowls of salad.

“One of my many fetishes,” I giggled, popping a cherry tomato into my mouth.

“Are they all… your piercings?” she asked, but we both knew what she was really asking.

“No.” I lifted my hair to show the constellation of holes in my ears, some stretched, most empty. “But you weren’t talking about there, were you?”

“Um…”

“Come on.” I took her hand, glanced through the window to make sure the children were happily chasing each other around the garden with ours, then led her upstairs. The party noise faded behind us as I shut the bedroom door.

I opened the wrap-around skirt and tugged the bikini bottom aside. The small silver ring through my clit hood caught the light from the window.

“I have a pierced clit,” I told her simply.

In any other context, two women friends, wine-loose, sharing secrets, this would have been casual. Women are often less guarded about bodies than men; we compare scars, stretch marks, piercings without blinking. But Jana was in the middle of her own seismic shift. Everything felt charged now, electric. The air between us thickened the moment the fabric moved aside.

I’d half-expected it. Honestly, I’d wanted to see what she’d do.

She crouched slowly, eyes wide and glazed with something unmistakably erotic. She had never been with a woman, never expressed the slightest interest, until this moment, perhaps until this entire summer. Her fingers lifted, hesitant, trembling slightly.

“You can touch it if you’re curious,” I said, voice soft but steady. “I was unsure before I had it done. A friend showed me hers first.”

Her hand moved forward, slow and unsteady, until her fingertips brushed the little ring. She lifted it carefully, avoiding direct contact with my clit itself, inspecting the placement like a student studying a diagram.

“Did it hurt?”

“Not really. The navel was worse. And the helix.” I tilted my head to show the upper cartilage piercing.

“I thought about a helix once,” she murmured, “but I was too scared.”

She leaned closer, so close I felt the warmth of her breath against my skin. My body responds quickly; arousal floods in like a tide. Heat bloomed between my legs, unmistakable, and wetness gathered fast. I knew she could see it, smell it, feel the air shift. My pussy was slick, almost dripping.

Jana didn’t release the ring. She held it delicately, studying, and then, deliberately, moved it downward. Gravity could have done the work, but she guided it, letting the top of her left index finger graze my soaked folds. Just the lightest touch, enough to coat the pad of her finger, but no further. Intentional. Careful. Testing.

She stood, cheeks flushed, and offered a small, grateful smile as I rearranged the skirt and bikini bottom. Her eyes flicked to mine for a heartbeat, acknowledgement, perhaps apology, then she moved toward the door.

I watched her go. Just before she stepped into the hallway, she lifted that same finger to her lips and licked, quick, almost furtive, tasting me.

I smirked to myself as the door clicked shut behind her.

The lid wasn’t just coming off anymore. It was gone.

Outside, Tom was keeping Miles company near the barbecue, the two of them talking about anything except sex. The weather, the football league, the best places to get decent coffee in Prague, the endless roadworks on the D1. Safe, neutral ground. The real conversation, the one that would peel back layers and expose nerves, was reserved for later, when the last of the neighbours had drifted home and the garden lights were the only ones left burning.

As the party began to wind down, paper plates stacked and empty bottles collected, Miles caught Jana’s eye and murmured, “Should we think about heading off too? The girls are probably tired.”

I cut in before she could answer, voice bright but firm. “No, you guys are staying. Evening drinks and a proper chat. The kids are upstairs with ours, they’re the same age, they’ll be gossiping or playing video games for hours. Let them crash here if they want. We’ve got plenty of space.”

Jana glanced at Miles, saw the flicker of uncertainty in his eyes, then nodded. “We’d love to stay.”

“Tom,” I said, turning to my husband who was already gathering stray glasses, “wash up and make sure the garden’s tidied.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied without a heartbeat’s hesitation, the word slipping out as naturally as breathing.

For the first time that night, I watched the realisation land properly on Miles’s face. His eyes widened, then darted to Tom, then back to me. He understood, not just intellectually, but viscerally. This wasn’t roleplay confined to a bedroom. It was everyday. Structural.

Jana caught the moment too. She straightened, wine glass in hand, and snapped her fingers lightly. “Miles, go help.”

He blinked, startled. “Y-yes… erm, Miss.”

“Miss?” she echoed, one eyebrow raised.

His face turned the colour of the setting sun. He mumbled, barely audible, “Mistress.”

“Good boy,” she said, giggling into her glass. Then, to me, softer: “That’s fun.”

“Very,” I replied, smirking. “Would you like a tour of the rest of the house?”

“Sure.”

Our home in Nebušice was custom-built for us a few years ago, modern lines, big windows, backing onto a small strip of forest that buffered us from the city noise. It sat not far from the American enclave, that pocket of expat life that could have been transplanted straight out of a Desperate Housewives set: manicured lawns, SUVs in driveways, kids on bikes. Jana had already seen the upstairs bedrooms and most of the ground floor, but that wasn’t what I wanted to show her.

I led her through the kitchen, past a narrow cupboard that looked like any other storage space, and opened a discreet red door. A short flight of stairs descended into the cellar. Another door, black, heavy, soundproofed, opened into the playroom.

Leatherette padded walls absorbed the light. A metal-framed play bed dominated the centre, fitted with restraint points. Along one wall stood a St. Andrew’s cross; opposite, a spanking bench with neatly arranged tools: floggers, paddles, cuffs, ropes. A small table held an array of toys and implements, all laid out with the casual precision of someone who used them regularly.

“Holy shit, Julia!” Jana breathed, stepping inside as though entering a cathedral. She walked straight to the bench and picked up a small silver knife, turning it in the low light. “What the fuck do you do with this?”

“Nothing usually,” I said, taking it gently from her hand and giving it a quick spray of disinfectant, habit, even though it was already sterile. “But sometimes it can be fun to do this. Hold out your arm.”

“Er… you’re not going to cut me, are you?”

“Don’t be silly. Trust me. Just watch.”

She extended her arm, unease written across her face. I dragged the dull tip of the knife lightly along the inside of her forearm, tracing a slow, deliberate J. The blade never broke skin. Within seconds a faint red line bloomed, not a cut, just the skin’s startled response to pressure and threat.

“It stimulates the nerves,” I explained. “That J will stay visible for a day or two, then fade completely.”

“Holy shit!” She stared at the mark, then broke into a wide, astonished smile.

“It’s called knife play. You can go deeper, break skin, leave scars if you want, but I rarely do. The threat is usually more intoxicating than the reality.”

“I get that,” she said, still gazing at the faint red J on her skin.

Then she picked up a heavy red leather crop, thick and vicious-looking. “Hit me with it. I want to feel it.” She turned, pushing her small backside out toward me, the pink mini-skirt riding up just enough to tease.

I laughed and set the heavy crop aside, selecting a much lighter one, thin, flexible, sting rather than thud. “Trust me, you wouldn’t like that one. That’s for experts.”

She braced, expecting the strike over the skirt. Instead I lifted the hem, telling her to hold it up. Her white full-cut cotton briefs stared back at me, practical, sensible, utterly wrong for the moment.

“These need to go, Jana. Fuck, you’re not eighty.” I hooked my fingers into the waistband and tugged them down.

“They’re comfortable,” she protested, half-laughing.

“Ugh, they’re boring! Pull it together, this is bad form. Sorry.” I slid them off completely, walked to the small bin in the corner, and dropped them in.

“Hey!” She laughed harder, shocked and delighted.

“Nope. Not in my house.”

Then I brought the crop down across her bare buttocks, not hard, just a sharp, stinging kiss. She yelped, then giggled.

“Ow!”

“If you whip someone cold like that,” I said, “it hurts more and scars easier. Best to warm the skin first.”

“How?”

I grabbed her cheeks with both hands, squeezing hard, then delivered a series of firm spanks, rhythmic, building heat. She gasped, moaned softly as I rubbed and squeezed, blood rushing to the surface. When the skin was flushed pink, I struck again, crisp, controlled. The sound cracked through the padded room.

“Ow! Fuck! That hurt!”

“Yeah, it’s not a tickle.” I laughed, grabbing one cheek again just for the pleasure of it.

Another strike. Another grab. Another moan. After a few rounds I set the crop down. She was still holding her skirt up, arse presented, breathing shallow. I stepped closer, both hands on her buttocks now, kneading, spreading, admiring the growing red bloom.

She took a small step backward, pressing herself against me. With my left hand still gripping her cheek, I slid my right around her hip, fingers finding her slit. She was drenched. I pushed one finger inside, then two, thrusting slowly. She whimpered. I withdrew, spun her to face me, and, eyes locked on hers, brought my fingers to my mouth and sucked them clean.

“You tasted mine,” I said quietly. “So I’m tasting yours.”

She blushed furiously. “Saw that, did you?”

I didn’t answer. Instead I untied the wrap skirt and let it fall, then pushed my bikini bottoms to the floor. She dropped to her knees almost immediately, eyes fixed on my pierced clit, my slick folds. As her mouth moved toward me, I caught her chin gently.

“This changes nothing at work. Clear? I do not want this hurting my career.”

“I promise,” she whispered. Then, softer, testing the word: “Mistress.”

“Good.” I released her chin. “Then go ahead.”

I loved the feeling of a woman’s tongue on my pussy; there was something so liberating about it, so primal and unfiltered. But knowing it was my subordinate, a woman over whom I held real, structural power, even if I would never dream of leveraging it in the office, sent me spiralling far faster than usual. The taboo of it, the asymmetry, the quiet knowledge that she was choosing this while still calling me “boss” every morning, it all coiled tight in my belly and snapped.

Jana shed any last trace of hesitation the moment she committed. She dove in with genuine hunger, moaning into me as her own body reacted to the sheer wrongness of what she was doing. I had changed her, opened doors she hadn’t even known existed, and now that transformation showed in every flick of her tongue, every suck around my piercing, every greedy press of her lips. I cried out, hips grinding against her face, riding the wave until it crashed and left me trembling, spent. I pulled her to her feet, pushed her backward onto the play bed, and followed without pause.

She gasped, then screamed “Yes!” as my mouth found her. She begged, actually begged, for more, thighs already shaking. I knew my way around a woman’s body; years of practice, curiosity, and sheer enthusiasm had made me precise. I teased her clit with the tip of my tongue, then sucked hard, fingers curling inside her until she arched off the sheets and came with a broken sob.

I climbed over her, claiming her mouth in a deep, possessive kiss, tongue invading as though I owned the taste of her. She wrapped her arms around me, pulling me tight, nails digging into my back. When I broke away I reached down, tugged the white triangle of my bikini top aside, and bared one breast. “Suck.”

Her eyes stayed locked on mine as she latched on, tongue swirling around the barbell piercing, teeth grazing just enough to make me hiss. My hand slid between her legs again, fingers plunging inside her slick heat; her hips rolled to meet me. She mirrored me, two fingers in me, thumb circling my clit, and we frigged each other in perfect, frantic rhythm until we both shattered again, mouths crashing together in the aftermath.

“We should get back,” I said eventually, voice rough.

She groaned and rolled her eyes dramatically. “Ugh! Must we?”

“Yes!” I laughed, helping her up.

We were halfway up the stairs before I realised I’d left my wrap-around skirt downstairs. I was still in just the bikini, nipples hard against the thin fabric, skin flushed, hair mussed. Jana’s cheeks were bright red, lips swollen. When we walked into the living room the boys were already settled on the long brown sofa, each nursing a glass of whisky.

Tom’s eyes flicked to me, then away politely. Miles’s widened to saucers.

“I was just showing Jana the playroom,” I said casually.

“P-playroom?” Miles echoed.

“Yes, we have a playroom.” I smiled, letting my voice drop into a purr. “Would you like to see?”

He swallowed hard, then looked to Jana for permission. She took his whisky glass, sipped from it, and shrugged. “Erm… would you mind?” he asked her.

“Go wild,” she laughed.

He stood, shuffling out from behind the coffee table. I gave Jana a quick look, silent question: Do you care what I do with him? She smiled, blinked slowly once. Permission granted.

“Sissy,” I said to Tom, “look after Mistress Jana. Make sure she’s completely comfortable. But remember, the kids are upstairs.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I led Miles downstairs, flicked on the lights, and let him step into the playroom. He walked the perimeter in stunned silence, eyes tracing the padded walls, the cross, the bench, the array of implements.

“This is unbelievable,” he finally breathed.

“Your wife likes it,” I noted.

“I bet she does.”

I crossed to the bin, fished out Jana’s discarded white cotton briefs, and held them up between two fingers. “These need to go, Miles. No more boring underwear.”

He stared, not yet grasping the full symbolism, his wife’s knickers in my playroom bin, discarded like something unworthy. “I know. I wish she’d invest more in herself.”

“You look like you need to as well.” I reached out and poked his soft belly lightly.

“I go to the gym, but getting rid of the gut is so hard.”

“Cut out the beer and white bread. It’ll be gone in weeks.”

I walked to the bed, black silk sheets still rumpled from earlier. I sat, patted the space beside me. Miles gulped, visibly nervous at the idea that we might fuck.

“We’re not going to fuck, Miles. I just want to talk.”

He nodded, relieved, and sat. “Sure.”

“Tell me. You’ve been going through some changes at home. I’ve been helping Jana reignite things. How are you coping?”

“It’s been great. Thank you. Really… amazing.”

“But…?”

He smiled, then frowned, nodding slowly. “I don’t really understand it. Is this like a last-chance thing? Is she going to leave me?”

I laughed, soft, knowing. “No, Miles. She’s doing this because she loves you and wants to make more of an effort to actually enjoy your marriage. It’s for both of you, not just her. And no, there’s been no mention of divorce. In fact, she keeps saying what a great husband you are.”

He exhaled, shoulders dropping a fraction.

“Jana’s led a sheltered life,” I continued. “I get the feeling you’re less sheltered. You knew about cuckolding before she did, right?”

“Yeah.” He blushed, head dipping.

“When did you start reading porn stories?”

“About three years ago. When the erection problems started.”

“Cuckolding or hotwifing?”

He looked up. “What’s the difference?”

“Hotwifing is when the husband encourages the wife to take lovers on equal terms, just the thrill of knowing she’s fucking around. Cuckolding is usually tied to female domination. The wife taking charge.”

“Oh. Erm… the second one.” He looked away again, cheeks burning.

“Anything else? Sissy stuff? Gay stuff?”

He snapped his head up. “What? No, I’m straight!” The defence came a little too fast, a little too loud.

“Okay, okay, calm down. I’m just asking.” I smiled. “I hear you’re a good pussy licker. Want to show me?”

“I don’t know…”

“Your wife already licked my pussy tonight. Fair’s fair, isn’t it?”

He gulped, visibly turned on by the image of Jana with me. “Okay,” he whispered, barely able to breathe.

I slid my bikini bottoms off and spread my legs, displaying the pierced clit proudly. He gasped.

“Wow. That’s hot,” he admitted.

“I know. Eat.”

I could have done anything to him in that room, whipped him, pegged him, turned him into a pierced, simpering little bitch like Tom sometimes became, but that wasn’t why I’d brought him down here. I wanted him to understand this wasn’t the end of his marriage; it was the beginning of a fuller one. I wanted him to see the room, the tools, the power I could wield if needed. I wanted him to realise I would hold the reins while Jana learned to dominate him.

When I came on his face, hair fisted in my hand, hips grinding, juices smearing across his chin and cheeks, I think the message landed.

“Leave it there,” I snarled. “Let your wife taste me on you.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he answered without hesitation.

Upstairs we found Jana on her back on the sofa, Tom kneeling at her feet giving her an intense foot massage. Miles walked straight to her as instructed, leaned down, and kissed her deeply. Her eyes flicked to mine the instant she tasted me on his lips. She smiled against his mouth, then kissed him harder, licking deliberately, showing him exactly what she wanted.

“I think it’s time for you to go,” I said. “You need some time to discuss things.”

“Thank you, Mistress Julia,” Jana said with new confidence.

“You’re welcome, Mistress Jana.” I smiled.


Four

Monday’s meeting with Jana felt a little tense from her side. I could see it in the way she kept her eyes on her notepad a beat too long, the slight hesitation before she answered questions, the way her fingers drummed once against the edge of the conference table. I knew exactly why. Saturday night had left marks, not just the faint red J still visible on her inner arm or the tenderness between her thighs, but deeper ones. She’d crossed a line she hadn’t even known existed until she stepped over it, and now she was sitting across from her boss, trying to pretend the taste of me wasn’t still somewhere in her memory.

I decided to ignore it. We powered through the agenda, integration timelines, headcount adjustments, the latest Prague banking-software metrics, like nothing had changed. After ten minutes the stiffness in her shoulders eased, the professional rhythm took over, and the tension dissolved into the familiar cadence of work. By the time we wrapped, she was laughing at one of my dry remarks about the latest vendor contract. Crisis averted. For now.

I had a dinner meeting that evening with a potential acquisition target, so drinks were out of the question. But I did agree to see her Tuesday night.

“At my place,” I added.

She tilted her head. “Why your place?”

I leaned back in my chair, smiling. “We can meet at a wine bar and pretend we have a normal friendship, or we can meet at my place and have some fun. I’ll leave it up to you.”

She smiled sweetly, cheeks colouring just a touch. “Your place.”

“Thought so.”

When she arrived on Tuesday, the house smelled of garlic and rosemary, Tom had roasted a chicken earlier so the family could eat together. She joined us in the kitchen, glass of chilled white in hand, chatting easily with the children about school and their latest video-game obsession while I finished setting the table. Once the kids were in bed, Tom cleared the plates and started on the washing-up. Jana and I moved to the island, topping up our glasses.

“So,” I asked, “how did things go after the weekend?”

“He’s calmer,” she said, swirling her wine. “We talked properly, really talked. I told him about my worries, he told me his. He admitted he’d been reading cuckold books for years. We even read one of yours together.”

“And?”

She sighed. “It was a little much for him. The gay stuff. He…” She paused, searching for words. “I think it turns him on, don’t get me wrong, but it scares him.”

“That’s normal,” Tom said suddenly from the sink.

“Sissy…” I warned, voice low.

“Mistress, apologies,” he said quickly, “but Mistress Jana needs to understand the headspace. When you and I started, I wasn’t interested in men. The idea of being with one terrified me. Now I love doing it because I know what it does for you. I can take it or leave it, the sex with men is good, yes, but at the end of the day, humiliating myself for you is what turns me on most. If he’s getting turned on by the story but dismissing it because he’s ‘not gay’, then he’s missed the point.”

I nodded slowly. “Point taken. And I knew that. You still spoke out of turn, though. So that means blue balls for you.”

Jana chuckled. “No sex, huh?”

I rolled my eyes. “Tom and I don’t have sex. He’s in chastity. No, blue balls means literal blue balls. I kick them until they turn blue. Well, purple technically.”

Jana gulped, shifting on her stool. “Oh.” A small pause. “You don’t have sex at all?”

“He doesn’t penetrate me, no.”

“Don’t you miss it?”

“Sex with Tom?” I laughed, genuine and incredulous. “No!” I laughed harder. “Why would I miss that pathetic cock when I have a whole host of good ones? No, Tom’s a nobody. I don’t miss that piece of shit. Do I, fuckface?”

“No, Mistress,” he replied neutrally, still scrubbing a pan.

“Jesus,” Jana muttered, half-laughing, half-shocked. “What about your kids?”

“They’re not his. Lovers knocked me up; this pathetic loser can’t have kids. I told you, Tom’s a nobody, don’t worry about him. As for the kids, they know we play games, but I’ve made sure they always show him respect.” I leaned forward so Tom couldn’t quite hear and whispered, “He’s an amazing father and a fantastic husband, but don’t let him know that.”

“Still heard you,” Tom mumbled.

“Black balls it is then,” I said brightly.

Eventually the kitchen was spotless and the children long asleep. I turned to Tom. “Change into a sissy dress, make-up, the works, and join us downstairs.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He left. Jana looked at me, surprised. “He’s gonna watch?”

“I can blindfold him if you’re worried. Or you could play with him, kick him a few times, whip him. I can show you how to fist an anus if you like?”

She blinked several times, silent, processing. Then she nodded. “Yes please.”

When Tom returned, he was transformed. Pink satin mini-dress trimmed with white lace, blonde wig (the expensive one, not the cheap synthetic I usually made him wear), full make-up: rosy cheeks, glossy lips, false lashes. He looked every inch the prissy sissy maid.

Jana’s eyes widened, then softened into something almost fond. “No blindfold,” she decided. “He’s perfect like this.”

“I have a few cheap wigs,” I said, “but this one’s fucking expensive. Usually I prefer the cheap ones, he looks more like a cheap sissy slut that way, but I’m glad he made an effort for you.” I turned to her. “Now, get undressed.”

She stripped without hesitation, revealing her slender frame and small A-cup breasts. I reached up, grabbed them roughly, and closed my mouth over the right one, sucking hard. Her moans were immediate, breathy, telling me everything.

“He’s not looking at us,” she whispered, glancing at Tom kneeling in the corner, eyes averted.

“I know. Do you want him to?”

She shrugged. “I guess… I want it.”

“Sissy!” I snapped. “Keep watching. Watch as your Mistress’s colleague gets to do what you’re not allowed to do.”

His head lifted instantly. I knew the cage would already be tight, painful.

Jana grinned, moaning louder now, making a deliberate show of her pleasure as three of my fingers plunged into her sopping cunt.

“Does your husband know you’re here?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Is he jealous?”

“I hope so.”

For the next half-hour I brought her to two shattering orgasms, fingers, tongue, the heel of my palm grinding against her clit. Her body was mine to play with, to pleasure, to own in that moment. When she was limp and panting, I handed the reins back.

“Now show me what a lesbian slut you are now.”

She didn’t hesitate. She pushed me onto the play bed, spread my legs wide, and buried her face between them with the same fierce, unfiltered hunger she’d shown the first time. Tom watched from the corner, silent, aching, the steel cage between his legs already straining painfully, while I rode her mouth, grinding against her tongue until my own release crashed through me in sharp, shuddering waves. I knew the night was only just beginning.

We moved on to the main event: ballbusting.

I made Tom strip down to his lingerie first, the sheer pink panties and matching bra he’d worn under the sissy dress. Then I led him to the centre of the room, beneath the heavy ceiling chains. I cuffed his wrists above his head, stretching his arms taut so he couldn’t drop or curl away. Next came the spreader-bar: cold metal clamped around his ankles, forcing his legs apart and locking them open. No closing them. No mercy.

“Now,” I said, pointing at the little black chastity cage that gleamed under the low lights, “he’s locked up, as you can see. So we need to be careful not to hurt our feet when we destroy his balls.”

Jana snorted, then burst into genuine laughter at the absurdity, the hypocrisy of two women worrying about our pedicures while we prepared to wreck my husband’s manhood in effigy. I grinned back, then picked up a thick leather gag.

“This room is soundproofed,” I explained as I buckled it into Tom’s mouth, “but I still worry the kids might hear his screams upstairs. So we gag him. My advice, though: do not do this with Miles.”

“Why not?” she asked, genuinely confused.

“Tom and I practise RACK, Risk Aware Consensual Kink. That means we both understand the real risks, serious injury, permanent damage, and we consent to them. Tom knows I might accidentally ruin him for good if something goes wrong, but he trusts me to do everything in my power to prevent it. He accepts that it could still happen.” I tightened the last strap. “You and Miles need SSC, Safe, Sane and Consensual. That means everything stays within clear, safe boundaries: safe words, stop signals, no pushing past limits. You keep it controlled and reversible.”

She nodded slowly, absorbing the distinction. Then she asked, quieter, “But you go further? Like… really hurt him?”

“Yes. And he accepts that I know what’s best for him. For example, if I decided tomorrow that I wanted to castrate him, we’ve already agreed there’s nothing he can do to stop me. If it’s what I want, it’s what happens.”

Again she nodded, eyes wide but steady. “Okay. Makes sense.”

I stepped behind Tom and beckoned her to join me. “You can kick from either side, depending on what you want to achieve. But because he’s caged, we focus purely on the balls. My recommendation for the first round is to use the dorsum, the top of your foot. It spreads the pain out more, so you can land extra hits without him passing out too quickly.”

With that, I swung my bare foot up in a clean, fast arc. The loud smack echoed off the padded walls as the top of my foot connected squarely with his trapped balls. Tom screamed into the gag, body jerking violently against the chains, legs straining uselessly against the spreader-bar. I bounced lightly on my toes, shook out my leg, then delivered another hard kick with the same foot. Then I switched to my left and repeated the motion, two more sharp, ringing impacts. His screams turned raw, tears streaming down his made-up cheeks, mascara already smudging.

“See?” I said, breathing a little harder from the exertion. “If I used my toes, pointed, direct, the pain would shoot straight up his gut. He’d probably vomit or piss himself. But the dorsum warms him up nicely. Spreads it out. Lets us play longer.”

I moved to the front. “Same principle with slapping versus punching. Funny thing is, punching actually gives you more long-term fun…” I drove my fist upward, knuckles connecting hard with the underside of his balls. He bucked, a muffled howl tearing from the gag. “…rather than slapping.” I slapped the same spot with an open palm, crisp, stinging, and he screamed again. “Slapping focuses the pain more. Punching spreads it deeper, bruises better.”

I grabbed his scrotum, pulled it tight, and twisted slightly so the skin stretched thin. “Now, if you really want them purple, properly bruised, grab them like this.” Jana leaned in close, watching intently. “Then, with your knuckles, give them a firm whack.”

“Can this cause serious damage?” she asked, voice hushed but curious.

“Oh, yes. Definitely. It’s pretty much why he can’t have kids, but cards on the table, that wasn’t my doing.” I sighed theatrically, mock-disappointed. “Missed my chance. But are you planning more kids?”

“No.”

I shrugged. “Then it really doesn’t matter.”

“Not really, no.”

“Would you like to try?”

She smiled, slow and wicked. “Yes please.”

“Okay. Let’s start with kicking. You take the back, I’ll take the front.”

We positioned ourselves on opposite sides. I nodded. We swung alternately, whack from me, whack from her, whack from me again. Each impact landed with a meaty thud, the sound mingling with Tom’s continuous, broken screams into the gag. His body jerked like a puppet on strings, chains rattling, tears and sweat mixing on his face. I loved it, the rhythm, the consistency of his suffering, the way his muffled cries rose in pitch every time Jana’s foot connected. It was pure, intoxicating power.

After a dozen or so kicks each, his balls were already swelling, turning a deep, angry red. I stepped back and wiped my foot on his thigh.

“Now let’s switch to hands. Kneeling position first, he’s easier to target.”

I uncuffed one wrist long enough to lower him to his knees, then reattached it lower so he stayed upright but couldn’t protect himself. Legs still spread wide.

“Slapping first,” I said. “Open palm, firm, like you’re punishing a naughty puppy.” I demonstrated, three quick, hard slaps in succession. Tom’s head snapped back each time, fresh tears spilling. “Now you.”

Jana took her place in front of him. She hesitated only a second, then delivered a solid slap. The sound cracked through the room. Tom’s muffled cry was immediate. She did it again, harder. And again. A grin spread across her face as she found the rhythm.

“Good,” I praised. “Now punch. Knuckles up, drive through like you mean it.”

She mimicked my earlier punch, fist curling, then driving upward into the swollen sac. Tom’s whole body convulsed, a long, broken wail escaping the gag.

“Beautiful,” I murmured. “Now twist and pull. Really work them.”

Jana grabbed his balls, squeezed tight, twisted slowly clockwise, then counterclockwise. She tugged downward until the skin was drum-tight, then released and slapped again. Tom was sobbing openly now, body trembling.

“Last round,” I said. “Kneeling punches, then one final kick each from behind. Make them purple.”

We took turns again, punch after punch, each one landing deeper, harder. His balls were visibly bruised now, dark and swollen. Finally we moved behind him. I went first, three fast kicks with the dorsum, each one lifting him onto his toes. Then Jana, four, five, six, her confidence growing with every strike. On the last one she put real force behind it. Tom screamed so hard the gag nearly slipped, body sagging against the chains.

We stepped back. His balls hung heavy, mottled purple and red, swollen to almost twice their normal size. Tears streamed down his face; he was shaking, spent.

I walked around to face him, lifted his chin. “Good boy,” I whispered. Then I turned to Jana. “Now, we can look towards kneeing, unless you want to move on to other things?”

She looked at Tom, broken, beautiful, utterly hers in that moment, and smiled. “I think… I’d like to see him cry a little longer.”

I laughed softly. “Then let’s keep going.”

I stepped in close to Tom again, gripping his shoulders firmly to steady him. His eyes, wide, mascara-streaked, panicked, locked onto mine in silent pleading. I held the gaze for a long second, letting him feel the inevitability, then drove my knee upward in a swift, precise arc. The connection was solid: kneecap to balls, a dull thud followed by a faint, sickening little pop deep inside the sac. Tom’s scream ripped through the gag, body convulsing against the chains, legs buckling as far as the spreader-bar allowed. Fresh tears streamed down his face; he sobbed openly, chest heaving.

I didn’t pause. I kneed him again, same spot, same force. Another muffled howl, another wet sob. His balls, already swollen and purple, jolted upward with the impact.

“Your turn,” I said, stepping aside and wiping a stray tear from his cheek with my thumb, almost tenderly. “When you knee him, make it swift and hard. Aim properly, dead centre. You don’t want to miss and glance off the thigh or the cage because then you risk damaging the structures that control erections. Not that Tom has those anymore, of course.”

“I see,” Jana murmured, eyes bright with a mixture of fascination and exhilaration.

I held his shoulders again so she could get the angle right. “Target the balls straight on, nothing else. If you do it correctly, you might feel that little pop. That’s what you’re aiming for ideally. It means serious trauma inside, rupture of the tunica albuginea or a burst vessel. It’ll swell massively, hurt him for days, maybe weeks. Just watch it afterward. If it turns black or he starts puking blood, we stop and get him to hospital. Blood in the urine, extreme swelling that doesn’t go down, that’s when you know you’ve gone too far.”

“Okay,” she said, voice steady now. “I’ll try.”

She stepped up, placed her hands on his smooth, trembling hips for balance, then snapped her knee upward. The strike landed clean, hard, focused. Tom’s scream was immediate and ragged, body jerking violently. She felt it: that tiny internal pop, like a grape giving way under pressure.

“Perfect!” I said, clapping once in delight.

Jana stepped back, huge smile splitting her face. “Wonderful! That’s such fun!”

“Right?”

“I could do this all night.”

“Oh, feel free,” I told her. “I don’t mind at all. Have a few more goes.”

“Can I?”

“Sure. Really hurt him. Don’t hold back, I genuinely don’t mind.”

“Oh, that’s so good of you, Julia,” she cooed, already stepping forward again.

She kneed him once more, sharper this time, more confident. Tom’s head snapped back, a long, broken wail muffled by the gag. His legs trembled; sweat and tears glistened on his skin. She did it again, left knee this time, then right, alternating like she was practising a dance step. Each strike drew a fresh scream, each one a little higher in pitch. His balls swung heavily with every impact, darkening further, the skin stretched tight and mottled.

After the fifth knee she paused, breathing hard, cheeks flushed. “God, he’s really feeling it.”

“He is,” I agreed. “Look at them, properly purple now. Swelling nicely. You’ve got good aim.”

She reached out, gently cupped the bruised sac in her palm, feeling the heat radiating off it. Tom whimpered at the lightest touch. “They’re so hot,” she whispered, almost reverent. “And so… full.”

“They’ll be sore for a week at least,” I said. “Maybe more if you keep going.”

She looked up at me, eyes sparkling. “Can I try from the side? Like… a sideways knee?”

“Absolutely.”

I adjusted the chains slightly so he was angled toward her. She stepped to his left, placed one hand on his hip for leverage, then drove her knee in from the side, clean, hard, catching the left ball squarely. Tom’s whole body lurched sideways; a strangled sob tore from his throat. She switched sides and repeated it, kneeing the right ball with equal force. He sagged against the restraints, sobbing continuously now, mascara running in black rivers down his cheeks.

Jana laughed, a bright, delighted sound. “I can’t believe how much he takes.”

“He’s very well trained,” I said proudly. “And he knows it’s for us.”

She circled him slowly, inspecting the damage like an artist admiring her work. The sac was enormous now, deep violet, swollen to nearly twice its resting size, veins standing out stark against the bruised skin.

“One more set?” she asked, almost shyly.

“Go ahead. Make them sing.”

She positioned herself in front, gripped his hips again, and delivered three final knees, left, right, centre, each one harder than the last. On the final strike she felt another faint pop; Tom’s scream peaked into something raw and desperate before dissolving into choked sobs. His head dropped forward, body limp in the chains, trembling.

Jana stepped back, breathing heavily, hands on her hips. “Fuck,” she whispered, grinning. “That was… intense.”

I walked over, lifted Tom’s chin so she could see his wrecked face, tear-streaked, flushed, eyes glassy with pain and surrender. “Look at him,” I said softly. “Beautiful, isn’t he? All broken for us.”

She nodded, still smiling. “Yeah. He really is.”

I unclipped the spreader-bar first, then lowered his wrists. He collapsed to his knees, curling instinctively around the agony between his legs. I removed the gag; he gasped, sobbing openly now, no longer muffled.

“Good boy,” I murmured, stroking his hair. “You took that so well.”

Jana crouched beside him, hesitant at first, then gently touched his cheek. “You okay?” she asked, voice softer than it had been all night.

He nodded weakly, still crying. “Y-yes… Mistress.”

She looked at me, eyes shining. “I think I want to do this again sometime.”

I smiled. “Anytime you like. But remember, SSC with Miles. Start gentle. Build slow.”

She nodded. “I will.”

I helped Tom to his feet, supporting most of his weight as he limped toward the padded bench to sit. His balls were a ruin, dark, swollen, tender to the slightest brush of air. He winced with every movement.

Jana watched, biting her lip. “Should we… ice them or something?”

“Later,” I said. “For now, let him feel it. The pain is part of the gift.”

She nodded slowly, then looked back at me. “Thank you. For showing me. For letting me… try.”

“You’re welcome, Mistress Jana.” I leaned in and kissed her cheek. “Now let’s get him cleaned up and cuddled. He’s earned it.”

Tom managed a small, broken smile through the tears. “Thank you… both of you.”

We helped him upstairs, the three of us moving carefully, the night still humming with the aftershocks of power and surrender. The kids were asleep. The house was quiet. And somewhere in the dark, two marriages had just taken another irreversible step forward.


Five

I did end up icing Tom’s balls, I’m not a monster. I wrapped a gel pack in a soft towel and held it gently against the swollen, purple mess between his legs while he lay on the playroom bench, still trembling from the aftershocks. He loves ballbusting more than almost anything; the pain is his devotion made visible. Still, I’m careful. We have a friendly doctor who’s deep in the BDSM scene herself, she’s seen worse, so I booked him an appointment for the next morning just to be safe. By then the swelling had already started to subside, the colour fading from violent violet to a dull, mottled bruise. He walked gingerly for a couple of days, but he never once complained. If anything, he seemed proud.

More importantly, Jana went home that night carrying a tonne of new ideas and a completely rewritten map of what sex and intimacy could be. She didn’t immediately go home and destroy Miles’s balls, obviously, but the seed was planted. Over the next few weeks she began to play with him in smaller ways: squeezing his balls during foreplay until he whimpered, twisting them lightly while he went down on her, pressing her palm flat and grinding until his eyes watered. Each time she’d whisper the promise: “One day I’m going to really hurt them. Just like Julia showed me.” Miles would moan into her pussy, hips bucking involuntarily, and she’d smile against his scalp, knowing she owned that reaction.

The next day at work she told me she’d had a more serious discussion with Miles about something else. Ballbusting had resonated, yes, but what really lodged itself in her mind was the sight of Tom in full sissy regalia, the pink satin dress, the expensive blonde wig, the perfect make-up, the way he knelt without shame. She told Miles she was interested in that for him.

“I don’t see a need for it,” he’d said, voice small.

“I do.” She shrugged, calm and certain. “I want it. And I want you to do it. I think you understand now that I’m in charge and I make the decisions around here. And I think that’s what you want, isn’t it?”

Miles had looked away, cheeks burning. After a long silence he admitted, barely above a whisper, that yes, it was. The idea of her taking control, of surrendering the decisions, made something inside him unclench. But the sissy thing? That felt like too much. Too far. Too humiliating.

It wasn’t up for debate.

She made him sit on the sofa with the Shein app open on his phone and scroll through the lingerie section. Together they selected panties (lace, satin, frilly boyshorts in pastel pinks and blacks), bras (padded, push-up, lacy balconettes), stockings (sheer thigh-highs with bows, fishnets), garter belts, nighties, babydolls, and even a couple of short dresses. She ordered tens of pieces, enough to fill half his drawer. When the packages started arriving, she made him try everything on immediately, parading in front of the full-length mirror while she sat on the bed sipping wine and critiquing like a director. “Turn. Arch your back. Yes, like that. You look so pretty when you’re embarrassed.”

Honestly, I’d never really looked at Shein for myself, I buy higher-end fetish wear when I want something durable, but Jana turned me on to it for sissy stuff. The prices are ridiculous, the variety insane, and the quality is surprisingly decent for the cost. Tom now has a small Shein section in his wardrobe thanks to her.

Buying clothes wasn’t all. She booked him a full-body wax for the weekend, no exceptions, not even the eyebrows, and put him on a strict exercise programme: daily walks, bodyweight circuits, core work. “Cut out beer and bread,” she told him, echoing my advice.

“On it already,” she reported to me the following Monday. “Along with white rice and pasta.”

“Good work.”

Friday night I had a club night at Cross, one of Prague’s darker, sweatier techno temples buried under a nondescript building in Žižkov. This time Jana was coming with me. My friend Linda would be there too, she’s always down to party, no limits, no shame. Before we left the office I pulled Jana aside.

“You might want to let Miles know you plan to cuckold him tonight.”

“You think so?” She looked unsure, excitement warring with nerves.

“I know so.” I’d already called one of my regular boyfriends, Matt, and asked him to bring a friend. Craig. I’d met him before; we’d had a threesome once, so I knew he was a good fuck, thick, attentive, stamina for days. More importantly, he was respectful. He’d listen to Jana, check in, go at her pace. First times matter.

Jana had never been to a proper techno party before. Never taken drugs, not even a joint. When she saw me pop an MDMA capsule in the taxi, then duck into a bathroom stall at the club to snort a thin line of coke off my phone screen, her eyes went wide. Yet when I offered her a half-tab of ecstasy, “just enough to feel good, not enough to lose yourself”, she didn’t say no. She swallowed it dry, nervous but curious.

Matt and Craig arrived around midnight. Matt kissed me hello, deep and possessive; Craig shook Jana’s hand politely, then smiled the easy smile of someone who knows how to make a woman feel safe. By two in the morning we were all dancing, bodies pressed close in the crush of strobe lights and bass. There’s something magical about making out with another woman on a packed dancefloor when the ecstasy is peaking, skin electric, every touch fireworks. Even more magical when you’re sandwiched between two women, their hands roaming your body, while your men watch from the edge of the circle.

Jana was in the middle, Linda behind her, me in front, our mouths meeting over her shoulder, our fingers sliding under her dress, teasing her nipples, tracing her thighs. She moaned into my kiss, hips grinding back against Linda, forward against me, lost in the sensory overload. When we finally pulled back, breathless, I nodded to Craig.

He stepped in. Jana let him take her hand, let him lead her to a quieter corner of the club. They kissed, slow at first, then hungry. I watched from a few metres away, Matt’s arm around my waist, proud of her.

Eventually I leaned in close. “Text Miles now. Confirm he’s definitely okay with you getting fucked. Then order him not to masturbate tonight.”

She pulled out her phone, thumbs shaking slightly from the drugs and adrenaline. She typed, sent. A minute later the reply came:

“Have fun and I’ll behave. I promise.”

She smiled, typed back: “Good boy.”

My kids were away that weekend. Tom would be waiting at home in his sissy outfit, pink babydoll, stockings, full make-up, caged and kneeling by the door.

Linda left around three with her boyfriend. The rest of us, Jana, Craig, Matt, and me, piled into a taxi back to my place.

Upstairs we have what we call the spare bedroom. It’s not really spare. It’s my cuckolding room: king-sized bed with restraint points hidden under the frame, mirrored wardrobe doors, soft lighting, a comfortable chair in the corner for Tom to watch from. You’ve seen photos of it before, black silk sheets, red accent pillows, the faint scent of sex and leather that never quite leaves.

We poured drinks, gin for me, vodka sodas for the others, did a few more lines of coke on the coffee table, then made out on the sofa. Tom knelt silently in the corner, eyes down, hands clasped behind his back. After a few minutes Matt clicked his fingers. Tom crawled over without hesitation, unzipped Matt’s jeans, and took his thick cock into his mouth.

“Oh my god,” Jana gasped, eyes wide. “That’s so fucking hot.”

Matt groaned, hand in Tom’s wig. Jana watched, transfixed, thighs pressed together.

When Matt was fully hard he stood, pulled me to my feet, and led me upstairs. I glanced back. “Sissy, bring the others to the cuckolding room.”

Jana watched Tom suck Craig next, slow, worshipful, slurping without shame. She reached down, stroked his head gently. “Good sissy,” she murmured. In that moment something clicked for her. This was exactly how she wanted Miles, kneeling, eager, humiliated and obedient.

Upstairs she found me already on my knees, Craig behind me, fucking me slow and deep while I came for the first time that night, loud, unashamed. She lay down beside me on the bed. Craig paused, cock still buried in me.

“Wait,” he said, voice rough. “I should’ve asked, do you want me to wear a condom?”

Jana looked over at Matt’s bare cock sliding in and out of me, then bit her lip. “Are you… like, okay?”

“Tested recently. Haven’t been with anyone else bare.”

“Then fuck me. I’m on birth control.”

I held her hand as Craig entered her, slow at first, letting her adjust to his thickness. Her eyes glazed over almost immediately, mouth falling open in a silent gasp. He began thrusting, steady, deep, and she moaned, hips rising to meet him. I squeezed her fingers, watching her face transform: shock, pleasure, surrender.

I made a small sound to Tom. He scurried forward with my phone already recording, photos, short videos. I knew she’d want to show Miles later.

Jana screamed in ways she later admitted she’d never screamed before, raw, animal, completely undone. Craig fucked her through two shattering orgasms, her nails digging into my arm, body shaking. When he finally pulled out and came across her stomach, she lay there panting, dazed, glowing.

I kissed her forehead. “Welcome to the other side.”

She laughed weakly, still trembling. “I’m never going back.”

Matt took his turn next, fucking me while she watched, then switching so she could ride him while Craig recovered. Tom knelt beside the bed the whole time, silent, aching in his cage, occasionally ordered to lick her clean between rounds.

By dawn we were all spent, bodies tangled on the sheets, the room thick with the smell of sex and sweat. Jana curled against me, head on my shoulder.

“I’m going to make Miles watch the videos,” she whispered.

“Good,” I murmured. “Show him what he’s missing. Then make him thank you for it.”

She smiled sleepily. “I will.”

The sun was coming up when she finally drifted off. I lay awake a little longer, stroking her hair, proud of her. She’d crossed the threshold. There was no going back now, and she didn’t want to.

I woke up to the slow, deliberate slide of a cock entering me. Matt knew I loved being fucked awake, he’d done it before, and I’d told him it was always welcome, so I surfaced from sleep with a lazy smile, already wet and ready. The thick head parted me, then the rest of him followed in one smooth thrust. I sighed, arching back against his chest, feeling the familiar stretch and heat of a real man filling me completely.

To my left, Jana’s pretty face was still slack with sleep, lips parted, dark lashes fanned against her cheeks. Behind her, Craig was awake, spooning her tightly, one arm draped over her waist. His erection pressed against her arse, but he hadn’t moved to wake her. Respectful. Patient. Exactly what I’d told him she’d need.

“Honey, wake up,” I murmured, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

Her eyes fluttered open, hazy at first. She blinked, piecing together the room, the bed, the naked bodies, the low groan of pleasure I let slip as Matt rolled his hips again. Then memory clicked into place and a sweet, sleepy smile spread across her lips.

“Do you want a morning fuck?” I asked softly. “Craig’s got wood.”

She glanced over her shoulder at him. He gave her a small, reassuring nod. She turned back to me, still half-dreamy. “Sure. Put it in me.”

Craig shifted, guiding himself to her entrance. She lifted one leg slightly, hooking it over mine so I could feel every movement. He pushed in slowly, careful, attentive, and Jana let out a soft, contented moan as he filled her. We lay there like that for a few minutes, the four of us connected in lazy, languid rhythm: Matt fucking me steady and deep, Craig rocking into Jana, our hands roaming over each other’s bodies, kisses traded between all of us. It was gentle, unhurried, the perfect comedown from the night before.

Eventually the boys disentangled themselves, kissed us both, and said they’d shower at home. They left us sprawled in the tangled sheets, pussies still leaking their cum, skin sticky and flushed.

Now Jana got to see something she hadn’t fully registered the previous night, too caught up in her own first-time whirlwind. The role of the sissy.

“Start with Jana,” I told Tom.

He was already kneeling at the foot of the bed in his pink babydoll and stockings, make-up still perfect from the night before. He crawled forward without hesitation.

“What’s he going to do now?” Jana asked, giggling through the post-sex haze.

“Just watch.”

Tom settled between her thighs, parted them gently, and lowered his mouth to her well-fucked pussy. The first swipe of his tongue made her gasp, then moan as he began licking in earnest, cleaning the mixture of Craig’s cum and her own juices. He sucked softly on her swollen clit, tongue dipping inside to lap every drop. Jana’s head fell back against the pillow, fingers threading into his wig.

“Oh my god… good little sissy,” she breathed, hips lifting to meet his mouth. “Such a good boy.”

He brought her to another orgasm quickly, gentle but thorough, her thighs trembling around his ears as she whimpered and praised him. When she finished, he moved to me without being told, settling between my legs and repeating the process. While he licked me clean, Jana rolled onto her side, propped herself on one elbow, and took one of my breasts into her mouth. She sucked softly, tongue circling the pierced nipple.

“I love your boobs,” she murmured against my skin. “Mine are so small.”

I laughed. “Ha. Mine used to be smaller than yours. I had them done, just a little, to fill them out.”

She hummed approval, then switched to the other breast while Tom worked me toward a slow, lazy climax.

We showered together afterward, Tom sent downstairs to make breakfast, standing under the wide rainfall head, soaping each other’s bodies, kissing lazily. I slid two fingers inside her while she fingered me back, and we came again like that, pressed against the tiles, water cascading over us. It was intimate, unhurried, a quiet seal on the night we’d shared.

“So,” I asked as we towelled off, “any regrets?”

“God, no.” She shook her head, eyes shining. “That was one of the best nights of my life.” She paused, remembering a particular moment, Craig’s cock in her mouth while Matt fucked her from behind, the overwhelming fullness, the way she’d screamed around him. “It was insane.”

“Well, see how Miles is. Have a real conversation. Show him the photos and videos. Be patient and talk, that’s the main thing.”

“I will.”

When she got home, Miles was a wreck. He hadn’t slept, eyes red-rimmed, hair dishevelled, pacing the living room when she walked in. She took one look at him, set her bag down, and led him upstairs to bed without a word.

They lay side by side. She pulled out her phone, opened the gallery, and started the slideshow, photos first, then short clips. She narrated softly while she did it: the club, the dancing, the kisses, Craig entering her, the way she’d screamed when she came. All the while her hand slipped beneath the waistband of his pyjamas, wrapping around his hardening cock, stroking slowly.

“How does it feel,” she asked quietly, “to know you’re my cuckold now?”

He frowned, swallowed hard. Then he nodded. “Scary… but hot.”

She smiled, leaned in, and kissed him, deep, possessive. They made love after that, slow and tender at first, then more urgent. She propped her phone against a pillow and AirPlayed the videos to the bedroom TV so he could watch while he was inside her: Craig fucking her, Matt taking his turn, her own face contorted in pleasure. Miles didn’t last long, barely a minute, but it didn’t matter. He came with a broken groan, spilling into her, and she held him tight through it.

Afterward she climbed up, straddled his face, and lowered herself onto his mouth.

“Eat your own cum,” she told him softly.

He didn’t hesitate. His tongue went to work, tentative at first, then eager, lapping up the mixture of his semen and the faint traces of Craig still inside her. Jana rocked gently, stroking his hair, whispering praise.

“Good boy. Such a good cuck.”

He moaned into her pussy, hands gripping her thighs. She came again like that, grinding down on his willing mouth, and when she finally rolled off, he looked up at her with glassy, devoted eyes.

She curled against him, head on his chest.

“This could work,” she thought, listening to his heartbeat slow. “This could definitely work.”

She kissed his jaw. “We’re going to be okay,” she whispered.

He nodded, voice hoarse. “Yeah. We are.”

And for the first time in years, she believed it.

They lay there in the quiet of their bedroom, sheets still tangled around their legs, the faint glow of the TV screen now dark after the videos had looped to an end. Miles’s breathing had steadied, his body finally relaxing against hers. Jana traced lazy circles on his chest with her fingertip, feeling the rise and fall beneath her palm.

“About the sissy stuff though,” he began, voice low and tentative.

She lifted her head slightly, resting her chin on his sternum so she could see his face. His expression was earnest, not angry, more vulnerable than she’d seen in a long time.

“I’m not saying we’ll never do it,” he continued, “but… can we slow it down?”

Jana smiled, soft, understanding, and nodded without hesitation.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I don’t want to rush you.”

He exhaled, relief loosening the tension in his jaw. “No, I get it. And I get the excitement. I just… I don’t want to lose my identity.”

The words hung between them, simple and honest. She could feel how much it had cost him to say them out loud.

“I promise, you won’t,” she replied gently. “You’re still you. Always. The clothes, the make-up, the kneeling, that’s just play. It doesn’t erase who you are. But sure, let’s take things slow.”

“Thanks,” he whispered.

She kissed the centre of his chest, right over his heart, then settled back down beside him, one leg thrown over his. For a few minutes neither of them spoke. The house was still; the girls were at a sleepover, the street outside quiet except for the occasional car passing in the distance.

After a while, Miles turned his head toward her.

“So… what happens next?” he asked.

Jana considered the question seriously. She propped herself up on one elbow again.

“We talk,” she said. “Like this. A lot. Whenever something feels too fast or too much, you tell me. No guessing. And I’ll do the same. We set boundaries together. Safe words, limits, all of it. I want this to feel good for both of us, not just me getting off on the power.”

He nodded slowly.

“And the cuckolding?” he asked, quieter now.

She reached down, found his hand, and laced their fingers together.

“That part I’m not slowing down,” she said plainly. “I loved it. I loved the way it felt to be wanted like that, to be fucked by someone else while knowing you were waiting for me. I want more of it. But I also want you there, watching, eventually. Participating how you want. Cleaning me after. Whatever feels right. We’ll figure it out step by step.”

Miles swallowed, but he didn’t pull his hand away.

“Does it… turn you on? Knowing I’m turned on by it?” he asked.

She smiled, squeezing his fingers. “Yes. A lot. Seeing you hard while I tell you about it, watching you leak, it’s intoxicating. But it only works if you’re in it with me. Not because I’m forcing you, because you want it too.”

He was quiet for a long moment, processing.

“I do,” he admitted finally. “It scares me how much I do. But yeah. I want it.”

Jana leaned down and kissed him, slow, deep, claiming. When she pulled back, her eyes were bright.

“Then we’ll go slow on the sissy stuff,” she promised.

He nodded, relief and something warmer flickering across his face.

“And the ball stuff?” he asked, half-joking, half-serious.

She laughed softly. “Light squeezes. Playful taps. Nothing close to what Julia does to Tom. Not until, and if, you ask for more. I want you aching for it, not afraid of it.”

“Deal,” he said.

They kissed again, longer this time. When they broke apart, Jana rested her forehead against his.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “For trusting me with this.”

“Thank you,” he replied, “for not letting me hide from it.”

Still, there was one part missing, one thing that she knew would be critical to changing the dynamic, and that was a cage. I had mentioned how compliant it made men, and whilst she agreed to slowing things down, she knew in her mind that it had to be temporary, because deep down, she wanted what I had.


Six

The sissy stuff arrived in discreet brown packages over the course of a week, each one dropped off by the same bored delivery driver who never once glanced at the return address. Jana carried them straight to the spare wardrobe in the guest room, stacked them unopened on the top shelf behind a row of winter coats, and closed the door. Miles never asked about the boxes. She never mentioned them. The time wasn’t right. Not yet.

In the meantime, she took my advice on the next step. Following a link I sent her, she ordered a Holy Trainer V5 in black, small size, curved base ring, the works. When it arrived she presented it to Miles one evening after the girls were in bed, holding the little plastic cage up between two fingers like a piece of jewellery.

“Tonight you wear this,” she said simply. “Just for a few hours. See how it feels.”

He stared at it, throat working. Then he nodded.

She locked him herself, slowly, carefully, checking twice that nothing pinched. The key went on a thin silver chain around her neck, nestled between her breasts. That first night she kept him locked for three hours; he spent most of it kneeling between her thighs while she scrolled through photos of Craig on her phone, describing in detail what they’d done the last time they met. When she finally unlocked him he was leaking, desperate, and harder than he’d been in months. She let him come in her hand, then made him lick it clean.

After that the cage became routine, playful at first, short stretches during the day, longer on the nights she saw Craig. She’d text Miles from the club or Craig’s flat: “Locked?” He’d reply with a photo of the cage, sometimes with his hand wrapped around it, sometimes with a trembling thumbs-up emoji. She always sent back a heart, or a photo of her lipstick-smeared mouth, or, once, her legs spread on Craig’s bed with the caption: “Wish you were here to clean me up.”

One of the pieces of advice I’d given her early on was to take things slow with Craig. I understood the appeal of cuckolding, god, I lived it, but rushing headfirst could make the husband feel abandoned, like a spectator in his own marriage rather than a participant. Unfortunately, Jana didn’t heed the warning. The chemistry with Craig was immediate and electric. What started as once or twice a week quickly became almost daily, lunch-hour quickies in his car, late-afternoon hotel rooms, evenings when Miles was home with the girls and Jana was “working late.” She came home flushed, smelling of sex and his cologne, pussy still slick, and Miles would drop to his knees without being asked.

It was inevitable that Miles would crack.

He turned up at my doorstep one Thursday evening, unannounced, eyes red and voice shaking. The girls were at after-school clubs; Jana was with Craig again. Tom answered the door in his everyday house outfit, simple black dress, apron, light make-up, and let Miles in without a word.

I was in the kitchen pouring wine when Miles walked in. He looked smaller than usual, shoulders hunched.

“I don’t know what to do,” he said without preamble.

I handed him a glass. “Sit.”

He did. I leaned against the counter, arms crossed.

“She’s obsessed,” he said. “It’s every day now. She comes home and… it’s like I’m not even there unless I’m cleaning her. I love it, I do, but I feel like I’m disappearing.”

I nodded. The last thing I wanted was to become the mediator in their marriage. That never ends well. So I did what I thought was best for Miles in that moment: I told him to man up.

“How?” he asked, voice cracking.

“You’re caged now, right?”

“Yes.”

“How does it feel knowing your wife is so obsessed with another man’s cock and you’re getting none?”

He swallowed hard. “It feels… hot. But scary.”

“Of course it’s scary. But it’s just sex. I know Craig, he’s not looking for a girlfriend. Jana’s not looking for a boring lay. She’s after fun, excitement, the thrill of being wanted like that. And this is only fun for her if you’re part of it. If you want her to come home to you, if you want her to bring Craig here sometimes instead of sneaking around, then you need to make yourself indispensable.”

He blinked, confused. “How?”

“Sissy stuff.” I pointed through the doorway to the living room, where Tom was prancing around in a pink polka-dot dress, serving dinner to the kids with exaggerated curtsies. They were giggling; he was beaming. “She wants a sissy slave, like Tom. Give her one.”

“I don’t even know if that stuff arrived.”

“It did.” I smiled. “She told me. Find it. Dress up. Have the girls do your make-up if they’re willing.”

His face went white. “I don’t want the kids to…”

“Stop.” I held up a hand. “Your kids are teenagers. They’re more open-minded than you think. Dressing up in a dress isn’t sexual, it’s expression. It’s who you are right now. My kids know Tom wears dresses and they’re better adjusted for it, not worse. Speak to them. Be honest. Tell them you want to experiment with gender expression, that it makes you feel closer to Mum, that you need their help. They’ll surprise you.”

He stared at the floor for a long time. Then he nodded. “Fine.”

He left without finishing his wine.

Two hours later my phone buzzed. A photo.

Miles stood in front of their bathroom mirror in a pink Kawaii-style dress, short, flared skirt, white lace trim, cartoon cats printed across the bodice. His legs were smooth from the recent wax, black thigh-highs hugging his calves. The make-up was surprisingly good: soft pink eyeshadow, winged liner, glossy lips, blush that gave him cheekbones he didn’t naturally have. The wig, a long, wavy strawberry-blonde one from the Shein haul, wasn’t perfect, but it framed his face in a way that softened all his angles.

He looked… stunning. Better as a woman than he ever had as a man. The belly still needed work, but the overall effect was undeniable.

I typed back immediately: “You look amazing.”

His reply came fast: “I’m pretty hot right?”

I laughed out loud. “She’ll love it.”

Then, for good measure: “You’re getting Tom horny.”

He sent back a little devil emoji.

I showed the photo to Tom, who peered over my shoulder and let out a low whistle.

“Damn,” he said. “He’s got better legs than me.”

I smirked. “Don’t get jealous, sissy. You’ve got other assets.”

Tom blushed under his make-up and went back to clearing the table.

Later that night I texted Jana a single message: a screenshot of Miles’s photo, no caption.

She didn’t reply right away. When she did, twenty minutes later, it was just three words: “I’m coming home.”

I smiled at the screen and poured myself another glass of wine. The game had just changed again, and this time, Miles had finally stepped onto the board.

That evening, after getting my message, Jana arrived home and rushed straight to her husband. The front door barely clicked shut behind her before she was kicking off her heels and pulling Miles, already dressed as Milly, into the living room. She could feel Craig’s cum still warm and thick inside her, a deliberate reminder she hadn’t bothered to clean up. Like a good sissy, Miles didn’t need to be told. He dropped to his knees the moment she hiked up her dress, parted her thighs, and guided his painted lips to her swollen, dripping pussy.

He licked her clean with the same careful devotion he’d already grown accustomed to, slow, thorough strokes of his tongue collecting every drop of another man’s release. Jana threaded her fingers through the strawberry-blonde wig, moaning softly as his tongue circled her clit, then dipped inside again to make sure nothing was left behind. When she finally came, small, shuddering, more relief than fireworks, she held his head in place until the last tremor faded.

She had called me on the way home, voice tight with a mix of guilt and adrenaline, asking how I’d got the picture. I told her everything, Miles showing up at my door, the conversation, the photo he’d sent afterward. I reminded her of the risks of behaving like a spoiled brat: obsession with Craig could push Miles too far, make him feel like an accessory rather than a partner. I told her to tone it down until they had things sorted at home.

She finally broke on the phone, voice cracking. “I got carried away. I know. I just… I couldn’t stop.”

“I get it,” I said. “But slow down. Bring him in properly, or you’ll lose him.”

She hung up quiet, thoughtful.

Later, after Miles had finished cleaning her and they were lying together on the sofa, her still half-dressed, him in the Kawaii dress with smudged lipstick, she asked the question that had been burning in her since she walked through the door.

“How does it feel?”

He blushed, cheeks already pink under the make-up. For a long moment he didn’t answer, just stared at the ceiling, fingers playing with the hem of his skirt.

“I hate to admit it,” he said finally, voice barely above a whisper, “but… I actually feel incredibly comfortable.”

He turned his head to look at her. “I like how I look in the dress. I like that I look… younger. Softer. Like a very sexy woman. I didn’t expect that. I thought I’d feel ridiculous, but I don’t. I feel… seen. In a way I haven’t in years.”

Jana’s eyes softened. She reached up and brushed a stray lock of wig hair from his forehead.

“I’m open to doing this more often,” he admitted, the words almost surprising himself as they came out.

She smiled, wide and genuine, and nodded. “I’m so sorry I haven’t been around. Can you forgive me?”

He exhaled, long and slow. “I don’t care that you haven’t been around. I just need to know you’ll come back.”

“I promise,” she said, cupping his cheek. “It’s time to do things differently.”

From that moment on, Jana saw less of Craig, just a couple of times a week, and one of those evenings was now reserved for Milly’s presence. The first time Miles watched as Milly, he didn’t need to do anything other than sit in the corner chair, hands folded in his lap, eyes wide behind false lashes. No serving drinks, no kneeling, no touching. Just watching.

He watched Jana kiss another man, slow, hungry kisses that left her lipstick smeared across Craig’s mouth. He watched her drop to her knees and take Craig’s cock between her glossy lips, sucking with the same enthusiasm she used to reserve only for him. He watched Craig bend her over the bed, slide into her pussy, fuck her deep and steady while she moaned his name. And eventually he watched Craig ease into her arse, something Miles had never done, never even asked to do, slow at first, then harder, until Jana was gasping, clawing at the sheets, coming so hard her whole body shook.

And what did Miles learn, sitting there in his dress and stockings, caged cock straining uselessly against the plastic?

He learned that this was what he had always wanted.

He learned that he felt closer to his wife through this play than he ever had in all their years of conventional sex. He learned that his work, the endless proposals, the inbox that never emptied, the pressure to be the strong, reliable provider, didn’t matter nearly as much as he’d thought. His blood pressure dropped. His stress levels plummeted. Life, for the first time in decades, felt… good.

Eventually Miles became the servant Jana had always wanted. He wore the lingerie daily under his clothes, satin panties, sheer stockings, soft bralettes that no one at the office ever suspected. The cage stayed on more often than it came off; orgasms became rare, earned privileges rather than expectations. They continued to have penetrative sex together for a while, slow, loving sessions where she rode him gently, but eventually she asked him directly, one quiet evening after he’d spent an hour eating her out post-Craig:

“Don’t you think it’s time to give up on sex now? Leave it to a better man?”

He looked at her for a long moment, then nodded. After a little gentle convincing, her hand stroking his caged cock, her lips against his ear whispering how much hotter it would be if he accepted his place, he agreed. They could skip sex entirely. His pleasure would come from service, denial, and the deep satisfaction of knowing he was hers completely.

About three months into their cuckolding relationship, we attended Prague Pride together. It was the first time Miles went out in public as Milly. The podge was mostly gone by then, months of clean eating, daily walks, and light weights had slimmed his waist and sharpened his jawline. In a simple black dress with lace trim, subtle make-up, and low heels he could manage, he was gorgeous. Heads turned. No one stared in shock; they stared in admiration. He had nothing to be embarrassed about.

After the parade we went clubbing. Milly did her best not to twist an ankle in the higher heels she’d chosen for the evening, Tom, walking beside her in six-inch stilettos, offered pointers with the patience of a big sister. Craig and Matt danced with us girls, hands roaming, kisses stolen under the strobe lights.

Eventually we all decided to head back to my place to fuck.

This was a big moment for Miles. He’d never served around anyone else outside our small circle. We ended up on the sofa, me straddling Matt, Jana riding Craig, while the sissies knelt on the rug, watching their wives get off with the men. The room was thick with moans, the wet sounds of sex, the low thump of bass still echoing in our ears from the club.

Then Matt did what he usually did: he clicked his fingers.

Tom crawled forward without hesitation, undressed Matt with practised ease, and took his cock into his mouth, deep, eager, eyes closed in bliss.

Jana watched with open jealousy, lips parted, then turned to her husband.

“You don’t need to do anything you aren’t comfortable with,” she said softly.

Miles watched the scene in front of him, Tom’s head bobbing, Matt’s hand gentle in his wig, and something shifted inside him. He nodded once, almost to himself, then slid forward on his knees. His hands, nails painted pale pink, trembled as he reached for Craig’s trousers, undid the zip, and freed the thick cock still glistening from Jana’s pussy.

We watched, breath held, as he tentatively wrapped his fingers around it, feeling the heat, the weight, the pulse. A silent conversation played across his face: fear, curiosity, desire, surrender. Then, in one sudden movement, he leaned forward and wrapped his lips over the head.

“My god,” Jana gasped, “that’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

His eyes lifted to hers and locked. In an instant his cheeks hollowed as he sucked harder, hand sliding up to massage Craig’s balls with surprising gentleness. His head began to bob, slow at first, then steadier, finding a rhythm. Craig groaned, fingers threading lightly into the strawberry-blonde wig.

“Such a good sissy,” Jana whispered. “So great.”

Miles’ eyes closed. A small, blissful smile curved around the cock in his mouth.

Jana moved to say something, perhaps that it was enough, but Craig caught her hand and shook his head. I understood. Don’t stop him. Not while he’s in the groove. That first time, he needed to decide his own point to stop.

Craig’s breathing grew ragged, hips rocking gently. His hand rested on Miles’ head, not pushing, just guiding.

“I’m gonna cum,” Craig murmured, giving Miles every chance to pull off.

He didn’t.

Craig released into the sissy’s mouth, long, pulsing spurts that Miles swallowed without hesitation, throat working, eyes fluttering closed in quiet acceptance.

When it was done, Craig gently eased out. Miles stayed on his knees for a moment, lips shiny, breathing hard. Then he looked up at Jana, eyes shining, cheeks flushed, no trace of shame.

Jana reached down, cupped his face, and kissed him deeply, tasting Craig on his tongue, moaning into his mouth.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered against his lips. “My perfect sissy.”

Miles smiled, small, shy, radiant.

That night was special. The sex had expanded and grown into something fluid, communal, almost ritualistic. Miles, Milly, when dressed, was no longer just watching from the corner. He had become part of the event, woven into the fabric of it. Like Tom, he was caged, his cock locked away and useless for anything but aching, but his tongue and mouth were used thoroughly. Jana rode his face while Craig fucked her from behind, grinding down until his nose was buried in her arse and his lips sealed around her clit. I straddled his mouth next, letting him lap up the mixture of my juices and Matt’s cum while Matt took me from behind. The boys used him too, Craig first, then Matt, guiding his head, teaching him how to relax his throat, how to breathe through his nose, how to swallow without gagging. Each time a cock slid past his lips, Miles moaned like it was the greatest privilege of his life.

As he grew more confident, so did the taunts and humiliation games. They started playful, then sharpened.

“How does it feel to be turned gay by dominant women?” I asked him once, voice low and mocking, while he knelt between Craig’s legs, lips wrapped around the head of his cock.

He couldn’t answer, mouth full, but his eyes fluttered and a muffled whimper escaped. Jana laughed softly, stroking his wig.

“My sexy little tranny cocksucker,” she sang, the words lilting like a nursery rhyme. She leaned down and kissed the corner of his stretched mouth while he worked. “Look at you. So pretty when you’re choking on real dick.”

He lapped it up, literally and figuratively. The degradation made him leak in his cage, made his hips twitch uselessly. He even started asking for more, voice small and trembling after he’d swallowed a load: “Please… tell me again what I am.”

We obliged.

But the real turning point came when he asked, actually asked, for a demonstration of real ballbusting.

Tom’s eyes widened. He looked at Miles with something between pity and admiration, then whispered, “Good luck, sister.”

We moved to the playroom. The boys stood watch from the far wall, beers in hand, instinctively covering their own cocks and balls with one palm as if the sight alone could protect them. Miles was stripped to his lingerie, black lace panties pulled down to mid-thigh, stockings still on, then chained up the same way Tom had been: wrists cuffed high to the ceiling chains, spreader-bar locking his ankles wide, gag in place so the kids upstairs wouldn’t hear anything too alarming.

“Your safe word is avocado,” I told him softly, checking the cuffs one last time. “Nod if you understand.”

He nodded, eyes bright with fear and anticipation.

I didn’t hold back. Neither did Jana.

We started with hands, open-palm slaps to warm the skin, then closed-fist punches that landed with meaty thuds. Miles jerked against the chains each time, muffled screams vibrating through the gag, tears already spilling. His balls, still pale compared to the deep purple Tom’s often achieved, began to redden quickly.

Then the crops.

I handed Jana a light, whippy one first, thin leather tongue, perfect for sting without deep bruising. She took a few practice swings in the air, then stepped up. The first strike cracked across both balls; Miles’s whole body arched, a high-pitched yelp escaping around the gag. She did it again, sharper, more confident. A third time. His legs trembled, trying to close against the spreader-bar.

“Beautiful,” I murmured. “Now try the heavier one.”

I passed her the thicker red crop, the one with more thud. She swung it experimentally, then delivered a solid whack right across the sac. Miles’s scream was louder, rawer; his knees buckled as far as the restraints allowed. Jana’s eyes lit up. She struck again, left, right, centre, each hit making his balls bounce and darken further.

We moved to whips next. I took a short, single-tail first, nothing vicious, just enough to leave thin red lines. I flicked it across his scrotum with a quick wrist snap. Miles howled, head thrashing. Jana tried it next, her first strike was tentative, but the second landed perfectly, a bright red welt blooming instantly. She gasped at the sight, then did it again, and again, watching the marks bloom like flowers.

“God, that’s hot,” she breathed, stepping back to admire her work.

We finished with knees, my turn first. I gripped his shoulders, looked into his wide, tear-filled eyes, and drove my knee up hard. The pop was audible; Miles’s scream peaked into something broken. Jana followed, three solid knees, each one landing cleaner than the last. On the final one she felt the telltale give inside the sac, the faint internal rupture of tissue. Miles sobbed openly, body sagging in the chains.

And yet, after every strike, every knee, every crack of leather, he managed to choke out a muffled “Thank you” through the gag. He asked for another. And another.

I hadn’t expected that level of surrender so soon. But when I looked at Jana, I saw pure pride shining in her eyes, pride in him, in what he was becoming for her.

When we finally lowered him, wrists uncuffed, spreader-bar removed, he collapsed to his knees, still crying, balls swollen and almost black. Jana crouched in front of him, removed the gag, and kissed him deeply, tasting salt and submission.

“Thank you, Jules,” she said, turning to me, eyes shining. She crossed the room and kissed me too, slow, grateful, full of everything she couldn’t put into words. “Thank you for everything.”

I smiled against her mouth, then looked down at Miles, Milly, kneeling there, wrecked and radiant.

“You’re welcome,” I told them both. “Now let’s get him iced and cuddled. He’s earned it.”

Jana nodded, already reaching for the gel pack. Miles looked up at her with such naked adoration that it almost hurt to watch. In that moment, watching them together, her hand gentle on his bruised skin, his head resting against her thigh, I knew their story had only just begun. How little did I realise what I had awoken.


Epilogue

It was a month after that night, the night Miles first swallowed another man’s cum in front of his wife, that he was introduced to anal sex with a man.

Jana hadn’t pushed for it. She was content with the rhythm they’d found: Craig coming over two or three times a week, Miles, Milly, proactively dropping to his knees the moment the door closed, offering his mouth with a soft, eager “Please, Sir.” He’d grown addicted to the taste, the stretch of his lips, the way Craig’s hand rested gently but firmly on the back of his wig while he worked. Milly dressed up almost every evening now, short dresses, satin panties, stockings, the occasional babydoll if Jana wanted him soft and pretty while she rode Craig on the sofa. His male underwear had long since been thrown out; the drawer that once held boxers now overflowed with lace and silk in every pastel shade Shein could offer.

Jana’s life had transformed too. She no longer limited herself to one lover. Craig was still her favourite, thick, attentive, endlessly patient, but she’d begun swiping on apps again, craving variety. She wanted to play the field, to feel different hands, different cocks, different mouths. It was on one of those apps that she found a dominant bi couple, Mark and Elena, looking for a submissive couple to play with. They were experienced, tested regularly, and explicit about what they wanted: a pair who could switch roles, take pain, give service, and surrender completely.

Jana confessed to me over wine one afternoon that while she loved dominating Miles, she sometimes missed the feeling of a man, or a woman, who could take charge without hesitation. Elena and Mark fit that perfectly. The idea excited her, even if part of her worried about getting too attached to me. I was still her boss, after all. She didn’t want blurred lines at work, didn’t want me to feel obligated to keep her on because we were lovers. I assured her I’d never do that, but I understood the fear.

The first night with Mark and Elena was at their loft in Karlín, high ceilings, exposed brick, a custom-built play space in the back half of the apartment. They started slow: stripping both Jana and Miles, inspecting them, praising and degrading in equal measure. Mark whipped them first, light leather flogger across backs and thighs, then harder strokes across arses until both were pink and trembling. Elena tied them side by side to a St. Andrew’s cross, wrists and ankles spread, then took turns teasing them with ice, clamps, a violet wand that made them yelp and arch. Miles sobbed quietly when the wand touched his caged cock; Jana moaned when it danced across her nipples.

When Mark finally fucked Jana, hard, deep, bare, he made Miles watch from his knees, still bound, still caged. Elena knelt beside him, stroking his wig, whispering how pretty he looked while his wife took a real cock. Then came the moment Miles hadn’t expected.

Mark pulled out of Jana, still hard and glistening, and turned to Miles.

“You’ve sucked me,” he said. “Now you’re going to take me.”

Jana’s eyes flicked to Miles, searching for hesitation. There was none. He nodded, small, certain, and Elena guided him to all fours on the padded bench. They’d all agreed to full testing beforehand; no condoms. What Miles felt next was the real thing: Mark’s thick head pressing against his entrance, slow at first, then insistent. The stretch burned, sharp, unfamiliar, overwhelming, but Miles breathed through it, pushed back, let himself open. When Mark bottomed out, filling him completely, Miles let out a long, broken moan that sounded almost like relief.

A switch flipped that night.

From then on, the dresses became daily. Milly wore them around the house, cooking breakfast in a frilly apron, vacuuming in stockings and heels, kneeling to greet Jana when she came home from work. He began venturing out: first to quiet corner shops late at night, then to cafés on weekends, head high, heels clicking. Jana loved it, loved watching him embrace the persona, loved the way strangers sometimes did double-takes and then smiled. She thought it was courage.

But the more she told me, the more uneasy I became. He was doing all of this without prompting from her now, buying new outfits on his own, practising make-up tutorials late at night, researching voice training. It felt less like play and more like emergence.

One evening, fiddling on Instagram with my author account, a recommendation popped up: a sissy in Prague. I clicked before I could think.

There she was, sissy Milly. Profile public, bio blunt: “Bi sissy plaything looking for man to out me and force me to be gay.” Photos: Milly in a dozen dresses, lingerie sets, one shot bent over in a hotel room with a man’s hand on her hip, another on her knees at what looked like a dark gay club. Comments were explicit, men offering to meet, to use her, to “make her the girl she’s always been.” She replied to most: flirty, eager, mentioning a club on Vinohradská she went to regularly “to get properly fucked.”

My stomach dropped.

Jana was my colleague, my friend, someone I’d opened a door for. And now I had to be the one to tell her it had led somewhere neither of us expected.

I pulled her into my office the next morning, closed the door, and showed her the profile without preamble.

She stared at the screen, scrolling slowly through the photos, reading the captions, the messages. I waited for anger, tears, blame. None came.

“How awful it must have been,” she said quietly, “to have all that inside his head for so long.”

No shouting. No recrimination. Just a soft, aching understanding.

That night she went home and spoke to him. They sat on the sofa, Miles still in boy-mode, jeans and hoodie, trying to look like the man he’d pretended to be for years. She didn’t accuse. She simply asked if he was being safe, if he was tested. He admitted he’d started PrEP months earlier, terrified of catching something, terrified of hurting her. Then he told her about the HRT: low dose, just enough to soften things, to make the mirror feel less like a stranger’s face. He’d been on it for six weeks already.

They talked all night. They cried, both of them. He apologised for hiding it, for not understanding sooner. She apologised for not seeing it, for pushing too hard in directions he hadn’t fully chosen. But neither wanted divorce. They were best friends. He loved being her sissy, loved serving her, loved the structure she’d given him. She loved having him, his devotion, his softness, the way he made her house feel like a home even when she was out with other men.

In the months that followed, she helped him with the transition. Gentle support: accompanying him to appointments, researching dosages, helping choose new clothes that fit his changing body. The girls were told, carefully, age-appropriately, and surprised them both by being unfazed. “You look happier, Dad,” the eldest said simply. “That’s what matters.”

Miles came out to friends and family gradually. Some drifted away. Most stayed.

Last month, January 2026, Milly moved out. She’d fallen in love with a man she’d met at the club, kind, dominant, patient. They were moving in together. Jana helped pack the boxes, kissed her cheek at the door, and watched her leave with no bitterness. She kept the house, the kids, her life. She still plays with Craig, still sees other men, still comes to my office to take photos for my Instagram or record workout clips in the company gym when I need content. She’s single now, switch, dominant with some, submissive with others, and she’s looking for love again.

But she regrets nothing.

Last night, in my bed, she kissed the wrist I’d sprained falling on ice the week before, gentle, careful, almost reverent.

“I’d do it all again,” she said softly. “Thank you for teaching me about this world.”

I turned toward her, parted her thighs, and lapped at her newly pierced pussy, small silver ring through her hood, still a little tender. She sighed, fingers threading into my hair.

“Happy to share it with you,” I murmured against her skin.

And I meant it.

THE END
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