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      AN ILLUSTRATED PATREON-EXCLUSIVE TALE

      James has the best wife ever. Savannah is beautiful, funny, smart, and she’s the most-loyal wife a guy could ask for…

      Or is she?

      When James sees a posting by a team of guys who test the loyalty of wives and girlfriends, he can’t help but wonder if they would be able to make Savannah slip up.
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      Savannah was the best wife a man could ask for. One night, while we were making love, she asked me, “Tell me what you love about me.”

      And it was an easy answer. “I love how loyal you are,” I said. “We’ve been together for almost twenty years, and you’ve loved me just the same.”

      Oh, I know it sounds so corny. She blushed and smiled. “You’re supposed to say you love how young I look.” We went back to making love.

      We weren’t sixteen anymore. Now, we were in our mid-thirties—though she really did look quite young; we both did. People were usually shocked to find out that we were as old as we were. We both still got ID’d at every bar and every liquor store—and even sometimes at the movie theatre. Good genes, I guess.

      And yes, I did love that Savannah didn’t look like the other thirty-six-year-old women in town; I loved that she looked almost half her age. What man doesn’t want their partner to look youthful and vibrant?

      But I really loved her loyalty more than anything—I wasn’t lying to her when I said it. We’d been together a long time, and we’d watched the relationships of our close friends deteriorate. My best friend cheated on his wife, and they broke up. Her best friend cheated on her husband, so they broke up. My brother walked in on his girlfriend with two black dudes, taking it in both holes. He went to prison for six months because he grabbed a gun and shot both guys—one in the dick and one in the stomach; they both lived.

      And my cousin’s husband was caught by his wife using SnapChat to send dick-pics to minors.

      Savannah had a cousin who was was caught by the police, paying a gay male escort for ‘the roughest anal sex possible’. The escort, it turned out, was an undercover, and… well, the cousin’s wife found out the hard way that she needed to get tested for HIV (which she ended up testing positive for).

      Okay, I’m not trying to darken the mood here; I’m just expressing my gratitude for Savannah, who had always been loyal to me—and I’d always been loyal to her—even when there were temptations.

      There was the incident with the babysitter. We paid her twice a week so that we have some time away from the kid—sometimes together, sometimes doing our own thing. Savannah sang in a Fleetwood Mac cover band once each week, and I had a fantasy hockey league meeting every second Friday. During one of those meetings, I realized I’d left my phone at home, so I went back to get it (it was only a few blocks away). The babysitter had just put the kids to bed, and when I grabbed my phone, she put her hand on my wrist and said, “You know… We could be really fast, and nobody would ever know.”

      She stared into my eyes and my heart raced. Of course I considered it! She was eighteen and beautiful, with plump lips and perky breasts. I’ll never forget that dainty little pink top she was wearing, with the little strings, untied to show her plump cleavage.

      Oh yes, I considered it, especially after she reached down and gently rubbed my cock through my pants.

      
        
          [image: Babysitter]
        

      

      But I resisted. I said, “I’m faithful,” and I left. I told Savannah what happened on the phone minutes later. The babysitter was fired.

      And then there was the cheerleader at the gymnastics center (which was used by the cheerleaders for practice once a week). She came up to me in that tiny, glittering outfit. She smiled and me and said, “I see you here all the time.”

      I smiled and nodded.

      “You’re, like, really cute.”

      “Thanks,” I said.

      “You could take me out some time.”

      “I’m married.”

      “Maybe just a blowjob then,” she said, biting her lip.
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      My God, it was hard to resist. I’ll never forget that youthful perfume radiating off of her body. I’ll never forget the way she bit her big, plump lip, staring in my eyes—those long, thick lashes… that tiny skirt. “Come on, daddy. My pussy is so wet.”

      I shook my head fast. I was red all over. “I—I can’t,” I said.

      It wasn’t easy, but I cared about Savannah—and I knew that Savannah would never dare to cheat on me…

      Until one day, when some random guy approached her in the grocery store while I was on the other end of the aisle, checking a carton of eggs.

      I looked over and saw my wife’s face turn dark red. I saw her make a face at the guy: wide eyes, and then a motion for him to scram. The man looked over at me and turned red. He scurried off. “What was that about?” I asked.

      “What?” Savannah asked.

      “Who was that guy?”

      “I don’t know,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. “He was asking where the asian ingredients are; I told him I don’t work here.”

      But it didn’t seem right. Now, my wife’s face was dark red. It just seemed like she was hiding something from me. And, of course, my mind went to the worst possible places. I began to fear the worse. I remembered what my brother said to me from jail, when I went to visit: “Don’t trust any of them, James. They’re cheaters. They all cheat.”

      “Savannah isn’t like that,” I said.

      He laughed and rolled his eyes.

      Was he right? Was Savannah seeing someone?

      No—it wasn’t possible. She was always around… except for those nights she went to play with her band… and when she was at the gym—but I knew that she was going to the gym; friends were always telling me, ‘Hey, I saw your lady at the gym!’. No, no, no—Savannah wasn’t cheating on me.

      That night, while she was showering, I decided to check her phone. I almost never touched her phone for any reason; I never felt the need to… but now, I just wanted to see if there were any weird conversations—and there were none, of course, because Savannah was loyal to me…

      But I did find something… curious. I went to her ‘recently deleted’ photo album. There, after punching in her password, I found pictures of her in lingerie. The photos were taken on our bed: selfies… but she never sent me anything like that.

      

      My blood began to turn hot. Why did she take those photos? Were they for someone else?

      Further down in the album, I found topless photos. Never—not once in our relationship—had she ever sent me a nude.
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      And then there were pictures of her totally naked: spreading her pussy for the camera!
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      So I confronted her about them. At first, she was confused as to why I was snooping on her phone. Then, she got a bit angry when I didn’t have a good answer. “I just looked,” I said. “What’s the big deal?”

      “But why are you even looking!?” she asked.

      “Why do you have those photos!? When did you even take them?”

      “Two nights ago! When you were at the bar with Devon. I was going to send you a cheeky picture, but I looked fat in all of them, so I just deleted them. God, James! What’s gotten into you?”

      I believed her… sort of. There was a little sliver of doubt in my mind. I just didn’t feel totally confident that all was well. I still wanted to know who that guy was, but I knew she would stick to her original answer if I asked again.

      For the first time ever, I had little tiny doubts in my mind… but they were just that: tiny. I mean—maybe Savannah was telling me the truth… of course she was. That guy in the supermarket probably was just looking for the asian food section and thought my wife worked there; she was wearing a blue shirt, after all—and that was the same colour the staff wore. And maybe she did think she looked fat in those pictures. She often changed clothes because she was worried her outfits made her look fat. All women do that.

      So maybe I was overreacting for nothing.

      But the seeds of doubt had been planted. They stayed in the back of my mind, long, long after that strange day. It was six months later when they resurfaced.
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      I wanted to buy some used cabinets for our laundry room. They didn’t need to look nice; they just needed to hold detergent and linens, which were currently all stacked on top of the machines. I figured some guy would be gutting his kitchen and I could hand him ten bucks and take a few old cabinets off of his hands.

      So I was searching classified listings, when a strange listing caught my attention: “Loyalty test, totally free.”

      I don’t know why it intrigued me so much. I didn’t even know what it meant. I clicked it and then I gasped and blushed when I saw a whole slew of pictures of girls, posing half-naked—or even naked. “See these pictures?” asked the poster. “They’re all from cheating whores. Guys thought that their girls were loyal to the bone until I proved them wrong.
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      “I don’t charge a thing! I do this for fun. Think your wife or girlfriend is loyal to you? Well, just email me her Instagram or SnapChat, and in a week, I’ll let you know if she’s really loyal. And—I’ll let you know exactly what she wants instead of you. Maybe it’s black guys, maybe it’s chicks, maybe it’s old men. Give me one week, and I’ll find out everything.”

      My heart was racing as I read the post. I peered at the photos again. Apparently, he’d gotten those pictures from girls who were messing around behind the backs of their men. Savannah would never fall for something like that… would she?

      He also had screenshots from text messages. ‘My husband can never find out about this,’ wrote one girl.

      ‘Your husband can’t make you wet like I can,’ said the poster.

      I guess he slid into the DMs of married women… to test their loyalty. It seemed simple enough.

      I clicked away from the ad and shook off that weird feeling that was buzzing all over me. “Savannah would never fall for something so stupid,” I laughed.

      But over the next few days, I kept finding myself looking at that ad… I mean—it was free. I just had to email my wife’s SnapChat handle… and if I was ever confronted about it, I could deny I ever did it; I could simply use a burner email. If this guy tried to rat me out, I could just tell Savannah that there must be some perv trying to get her nudes.

      I didn’t do it…

      I couldn’t do it…

      Could I?

      What did I have to lose?

      Maybe it would be good. Maybe Savannah would instantly say, “Screw off, creep,” and she would show me his message, and I could breathe easy knowing that my wife was loyal to me, like I was to her.

      But it just seemed so… taboo.

      What if she did end up flirting with the guy? What if she did send him private photos?

      How could I live, knowing my wife wasn’t loyal to me?

      A few days passed. I saw the ad again. Now, I just couldn’t take it. The temptation was overwhelming. I made a fake email. While biting my tongue, I sent an email, including nothing but my wife’s SnapChat username.

      And then, ten minutes later, there was a reply. “What’s her name? What city do you live in?”

      I scoffed. Of course—it was a phishing scam. They were trying to collect personal information! This was probably some lame attempt to get my password; most married men use their wife’s name as a password in some capacity—I heard that on the news once.

      A few hours later, he emailed again. “I need to pretend like I ran into her a few months ago,” he wrote. “Can’t do it without the name and city, bro.”

      My heart was racing. Maybe he was telling the truth. After all… my password didn’t contain Savannah’s name. I could feel sweat on the back of my neck. I knew that I shouldn’t be doing this.

      “Savannah,” I said, fingers trembling. “Moncton.”

      “Talk in a week,” he replied. My heart fell into my stomach. I wished that I could take it back. I didn’t want to do this. I didn’t want to put Savannah into this awkward position.

      And what if this guy did message her and say, “Hey Savannah; your weird husband just asked me to hit on you. He doesn’t trust that you’re faithful.”

      Oh God—maybe I made a big, big mistake. Maybe I was being stupid. Maybe I needed to come clean to Savannah before this weirdo reached out to her.

      What the hell did I do!? What was I thinking!?

      I stopped myself from messaging Savannah. I forced myself to calm down. “It’s fine,” I whispered. “He’ll DM her… she’ll ignore it…”

      A few hours later, Savannah came home from our daughter’s playdate. “How was it?” I asked, springing up.

      She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “Fine,” she said.

      “Did the weather hold up?”

      “More or less.”

      “Anything interesting happen?”

      She stared at me. “Why are you being so weird. Did you drink a bunch of coffee?”

      I laughed. “No. I just… I was bored. I didn’t have much to do.”

      She stared into my eyes. “Okay,” she said.

      I watched her strut into the kitchen. She grabbed a wine glass from the cupboard, and then she went to the fridge to retrieve a bottle of white wine.

      I saw her phone in her back pocket. I tried to think of a way to get her to let me use it, so I could see if she got any messages on Snap. “What’s the weather supposed to be like tomorrow?”

      “Warm, I think,” she said.

      “Can I check your phone? Mine’s dead.”

      She took out her phone, opened the weather app, and turned the screen to me. “See? Warm.”

      I wanted to take the phone from her, but I couldn’t make her suspicious. So I just let her take it back. I would find another way to get it.

      I waited until she was showering… but when I went to snatch it, it wasn’t where she normally put it. I couldn’t find it anywhere. “Hey babe, I need to use your phone to call mine,” I called out. “Where is it?”

      She didn’t call back.

      So I tried again. She was still silent. Frustrated, I let myself into the bathroom. “Why are you ignoring me?”

      “I didn’t hear you. What do you want?”
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      My heart skipped a beat. “I lost my phone somewhere in the house. I was hoping I could borrow yours to call it. But I can’t find yours.”

      She stared at me, making me feel like a complete idiot. She turned off the shower, stepped out, grabbed her phone from the pocket of her discarded jeans, and she made the call for me. “Aren’t you going to look for it?”

      I went and grabbed it from between the couch cushions, where I’d hidden it.

      When she fell asleep, I crept out of bed, but her phone wasn’t by the bedside where she normally kept it. I looked everywhere, but couldn’t find it. “What are you doing?” she groggily asked after a few minutes.

      I paused, unable to think of a good excuse.

      “James?” she said.

      “Huh?”

      “Why are you digging up the bedroom?”

      So I pretended like I was half-asleep. “The moon people won’t let me sleep. I’m getting the moon people out.”

      She groaned and rolled over, and then I got back into bed. My heart was racing. I couldn’t sleep, knowing that some weirdo was probably trying to get nudes out of her.

      But Savannah would never sent her nudes to some stranger. No way! Not my Savannah! Savannah was loyal to the core…

      Or was she?

      The next morning, when I woke up, I heard a tap-tap-tapping: fingers on a phone screen. I sat up quickly to see what she was doing, but she was fast, closing her screen before I could see—though I did see that it was SnapChat.

      “Who are you texting so early?” I asked.

      “Hailey sent me the funniest meme. She’s working the morning shift today.”

      “Can I see it?” I asked.

      Savannah was still for a moment. Then, she tapped a few buttons and showed me a meme of a mini-horse running away from a child. “Don’t you think it’s funny?” she asked.

      “It’s not my thing,” I said.

      I still felt uneasy. I hated this feeling. I hated doubting my wife. We’d been together for so long, and she’d never given me any reason to doubt her.
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      I just couldn’t get her phone; she never left it alone, which seemed unusual—or was it? I’d never tried to find it before, unless she’d lost it and asked me to find it.

      And whenever I asked to see it, she would say, “Why can’t you use yours?”. If I asked for something specific, she would pull it up for me, and she would stand nearby while I looked at it, almost seeming to make sure that I wasn’t venturing where I didn’t belong.

      With each passing day, my anxiety got worse.

      I tried to keep tabs on Savannah. She was following her usual routine. She was being her usual self. She was polite and kind and loving and I was starting to think that I didn’t deserve to have her. We had sex a few times that week, which was usual. When I asked if she would go on top, she groaned and said she just wanted to do it missionary-style—which was totally usual (I usually only got something else on my birthday).

      I asked if I could cum on her tits, and she made a grossed-out face, and said, “Why would you want to do that? Then it’s just a big clean up.” So, as usual, I pulled out and came into a tissue—that was our birth control (since she hated the feeling of condoms and wouldn’t go on the pill).
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      Okay, so we didn’t have the craziest sex life—but I liked it the way it was. I liked it tame like it was. I liked that it was predictable. And I liked that she didn’t want more, because it made me comfortable that she wouldn’t go out and seek more from someone else.

      But there was one night that was curious. When I penetrated her, it felt like there was… lube in her pussy. I pulled out and saw a gleam of clear-ish white-ish cream. “What is that?” I asked.

      “I don’t know,” she said. “It’s probably just the usual vaginal discharge. Why?”

      I’ll just say it: it looked like cum. And now, it was all over my cock. Savannah had been out until twenty minutes before, practising with her band. Normally, I would have totally believed the ‘usual discharge’ tale, but the timing was concerning. I looked down at her cunt and saw a dribble of white coming out. In almost two decades, I’d never seen her ooze white, unless she was spreading her legs after we finished fucking, back when we were trying for a baby.

      “What are you suggesting?” she asked with a narrowed gaze. “You want to fuck or not?”

      I pushed my cock back into her. I felt a gushy wetness. I tried not to consider the possibility that I was plunging my cock into some else’s cum.

      It felt kind of gross… but kind of nice at the same time. I pulled out and came into a tissue. I took a fast shower.

      Then, after she fell asleep, I tried to find her phone again, but it wasn’t plugged in to charge. It wasn’t anywhere. It was really starting to seem like she was hiding it.

      It was nowhere. And I started to notice that she would always pull it out whenever I was leaving the room. Sometimes I would peek from around the corner and see her tapping away on her phone screen. When she was in the kid’s room one night, I went onto our baby monitor and saw her on the phone, with a blushing smile on her face. Was she texting with the guy? Was she falling for the loyalty test?

      My stomach was twisted into knots. I hated this uncertainty. I hated this newfound doubt that I had in my wife. I wanted it to end…

      And that week was coming to an end. I was just thirty-six hours from finding out the results of the free loyalty test.
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      The day before the week was over, Savannah made herself mine. She cleared her schedule and we spent the day together: a beautiful day. We went out for breakfast, and then we got lattes before hitting up a flea market. We held hands and walked the town pier. We threw rocks into the water and talked about old memories together. “Isn’t it crazy how long we’ve been together,” she said to me. “I remember you asking me out, in the eleventh grade. You were so shy. Your cheeks were so red.”

      It was a great day. The sun was shining. By the end of the day, I felt so, so stupid for ever doubting my relationship. I felt so foolish for every thinking that Savannah would ever consider cheating on me.

      Of course she had never cheated on me.

      She was the perfect wife. She was the most loyal woman I’ve ever known.

      So the next day, when I went to check for new messages in that burner email, I was sick to find a message from the Loyalty Tester with the subject line: ‘Sorry, brother.’

      My body turned cold. I assumed it must have been some sort of mean joke—some internet troll playing a joke… but then I clicked on the email and I saw pictures… of my wife… in lingerie… naked… touching herself between the legs, pushing toys into her body…

      “No…” I whispered. “N—No… This can’t be real.” I was shaking all over.

      But I was sure I was looking at Savannah. It was her; it couldn’t have even been some AI-deepfake, because I recognized beauty marks and small tattoos that nobody knew she had.

      I considered the possibility that she’d been hacked—those pictures were stolen… but I’d never seen them before; who had she taken them for and where had she been keeping them? They were screenshots from SnapChat.

      And then came the screenshots of their chatting.

      “You look so good. I would do horrible, dirty things to that beautiful body,” said the Loyalty Tester.

      “Anything you want,” my wife replied, sending him a photo of her gaping pussy.

      “Aren’t you afraid your husband will find out?” the Loyalty Tester asked.

      “He won’t.”

      I felt sick. The photos… they were taken in my bedroom. They were so lewd… so graphic. She was showing him everything.
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      He was a stranger! Why was my wife so easily swooned by some stranger?

      I started to cry. This wasn’t easy to swallow. I was seeing my life fall apart before my own eyes.

      “She was one of the easier girls I’ve tested,” the tester said. “I’m sorry, bro.”

      I ran to the bathroom. I puked. I couldn’t believe this.

      I was dizzy. I felt faint. Savannah called out. “Are you okay, James?”

      I couldn’t answer. I couldn’t believe she was doing this behind my back. If she was willing to send photos to some stranger, then she was surely cheating on me. Maybe that really was cum on my cock a few nights earlier. Maybe that man in the supermarket was some fling.

      She came into the bathroom. “Oh God—you’re sick!” she said, putting a hand on my back. She began to rub. I swatted her off.

      “What’s wrong!?”

      “Get away from me,” I said.

      She looked pale. Then, she looked annoyed. “Don’t be rude. I’m just trying to help you.”

      A few minutes later, I crawled back to my laptop in the bedroom. I looked through more of those photos. In one, she was sticking a dildo deep into her ass. In a short video, she was rubbing her clit hard and fast until she began to squirt all over my bathroom floor.
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      In another short video, she was making her pussy gape and pulling the camera in super-close.

      My wife was being a complete slut for this man!

      I left. I packed a bag and left, checking into a hotel. I ignored her calls and texts. I needed space. I needed some time to process all of this.

      Another email came in from the Loyalty Tester. “I’m guessing you’re taking this pretty rough. Most guys do,” he wrote. “There’s more you may be interested in knowing about your wife, but you also might not care—some guys don’t. Let me know if you want to know more, or I can just close your file.”

      I slammed my laptop shut. I hated how he was talking to me as if he was some sort of detective. He was no detective! He was just a hustler. He was a creep. He probably just got off on ruining relationships…

      Or maybe he’d saved me from a lifetime of being with someone who wasn’t loyal. Maybe he did me a favour…

      I didn’t know what to think. I just wanted the pain to go away. I could feel the most awful stinging in my heart…

      And then I could feel the most terrible loneliness.
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      I slept next to Savannah that night… and the next. I said nothing about what I now knew… and there was still so much I didn’t know.

      I didn’t know how to process this new information.

      Savannah kept looking at me and asking, “What’s wrong?”

      I just couldn’t bring myself to tell her what I knew. I couldn’t engage in that conversation. I knew that she would probably get angry that I ‘spied’ on her, even though she wasn’t being loyal.

      I was thinking, of course, about divorce—but there was a small part of me that was wondering if this could somehow be saved. Maybe I could learn from this. Maybe I could figure out what I was doing wrong, and we could put this behind us…

      Or maybe I just needed to realize that it was over.

      I wanted to save it for the kid…

      Maybe it was just… fantasizing. Maybe she liked to flirt with guys online, send dirty pictures… but she would never really cheat on me.

      I went back to that email inbox a few days later, and was filled with dread when I saw a new email from the loyalty tester. There was a photo attached to the email: my wife sucking another’ man’s cock.
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      It was a small cock, hairless pubic area—and yes, it was definitely Savannah. It was just a closeup of the man’s crotch, and Savannah’s face—not enough information to see who the guy was. I thought about showing the picture to Savannah. I now had hard evidence that she was cheating on me.

      What would she say if I showed it to her?

      “We should talk,” the loyalty tester said to me. “There’s more about your wife that you should know.”

      But I didn’t want to know anymore. I just wanted to make a decision: stay, and try to pretend like I never did this, or leave.

      Sleeping next to Savannah was hard… really hard. I would stay to my side of the bed. I would roll away from her. I would try to weep quietly, so she wouldn’t hear me. One night, after putting the kid down to sleep, she put on some lingerie—purple, with a hole cut into the crotch for easy penis access—and sat up close to me, putting her thighs across my lap. She did her cute yawn, and waited for me to engage in sex… but I resisted the urge.
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      Actually… there really was no urge; I didn’t want to sleep with her. I was still attracted to her… but my libido was gone.

      “You sure nothing’s wrong?” she asked me.

      “Just tired,” I smiled. “I think I’m going to head to sleep.”

      She seemed annoyed. As I was walking to bed, she said, “I’m not really tired. Tyra asked if I want to grab a drink with her… I think I’m going to go.”

      A lump filled my throat. “O—Okay,” I said. “Have fun.” I knew, of course, that she was going to go out to satisfy her sexual desires. She was going to find a man (or maybe she had a man lined up already) to fuck her brains out—and then she was going to come home and sleep next to me while the thick cum of a stranger oozed into her bedtime panties.

      The next morning, I looked at that email inbox again, and saw that there was another terrible image: it was Savannah, wearing the same lingerie she wore the night before. Her hair was the same… makeup the same… it was a picture from her night out.

      She was on her back, on a stranger’s bed, taking a cock in her tight pussy. Her face was clear—and so were her little birthmarks and beauty marks that AI couldn’t possibly know about. The photo was real.

      My wife was a cheating whore.

      The photo was taken by the man, from his perspective.
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      Oh God, that photo made me so sick. It was the Loyalty Tester fucking my wife. He included a phone number in his email. “Call me so I can tell you more about your wife,” he said.

      A day later, he sent another photo: another picture of my wife mounting a hairless cock.
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      “Please stop,” I wrote back to him. “I’ve seen enough. I get it: my wife is cheating on me. Just stop messaging me.”

      “We should talk,” he replied. “There’s information you should know.”

      “You’re sick,” I wrote back. “You get off on fucking the wives of others—and destroying lives. You should be ashamed of yourself.” I was, of course, in tears as I wrote the email.

      “That’s not me in the photo,” he wrote back. “It’s a contact of mine. She’s sending me the photos.”

      “What do you mean, she?” I asked, assuming this asshole was just messing with me.

      “Phone me and we can discuss.”

      And then, as if trying to rub salt into my wounds, he sent a photo of my wife again, from another meeting. She had her hair tied into cute pigtails. She was wearing lacy, floral lingerie, taking that smooth cock in her pussy—and there was cum gushing out of her (and it wasn’t mine).
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      I knew he wasn’t going to stop until I phoned him… so I wrote down his number and then I took off. On my way out the door, Savannah said, “Where are you going?”

      “I’m, uh, really craving a donair… so I’m going to grab one from King of Donair. Do you want anything?”

      She shook her head. Now, I felt guilty about lying… but why did I care? Her lies were far worse than mine!

      My hands were shaking as I put that number into my phone, once I was about five blocks away from the house. I felt sick. I didn’t want to talk about this. I just wanted this to be over with.

      It took a great deal of effort to muster up the courage to press dial. And then, it only took a couple of seconds before I heard, “Hello, James.”

      I was silent, though I’m sure the Loyalty Tester could hear my heart pounding.

      “James?” he said. “Are you there?”

      “W—What do you want?” I asked quietly.

      “I’m sorry about your wife,” he said. “I have to have conversations like this every couple of weeks. You wouldn’t believe how many wives cheat on their husbands… I’d say it’s close to fifty-percent.”

      “Is that what you wanted to tell me?” I said, clenching the phone so hard, I was probably close to crushing it in my hand.

      “I want to tell you more about your wife, because your wife has been a… special case.”

      “What? Just tell me so I can be done with this!” I said through clenched teeth.

      He sighed. “Okay, well, I need to start from the start for this to make any sense. Just give me a minute, James. I promise I’ll give you some clarity at the end of this. I just want you to know: it’s not you, James. It’s her.”

      “Just talk!” I snapped.

      So he started his story. “Every case starts with a full day of investigating,” he explained. “I don’t just message the girl right away. And—by the way—I’m not the one sleeping with your wife. I don’t even live in the same province as you. Anyway—we have to do a great deal of investigating before we reach out, otherwise we will just come across as a big scam, and our messages will be ignored.”

      “Who’s we?” I asked.

      “Oh—I do this with three good friends of mine. We went to high-school together. Dave is actually here with me now.”

      “Hi James,” said a quiet voice—and I realized that I was on speaker-phone.

      I groaned. “Go on,” I said.

      “We were able to find your wife pretty easily. Her socials are all public, and she’s quite active on Snap and TikTok—and she even accepted a friend request from one of our burner accounts, so we were able to see photos, friends—everything. We could even see her groups and her check-ins—and, to make our job easier, your wife actually uses the Facebook check-in feature quite a bit, so we were able to figure out that she gets a Starbucks every morning at the same time and same place—so we contacted a fellow in your area (an old friend of ours) and had him bump into your wife at Starbucks.

      “Our friend—let’s call him Mike—is a very, very handsome guy. He was a top prospect in the 2012 draft, but he suffered this really unfortunate knee injury. Anyway, he’s like six-five and two-twenty, and he’s a millionaire now because he invested in this big tech startup. He’s every girl’s dream with his big muscles…”

      “He’s very handsome,” Dave said in the background.

      “Get on with it,” I growled.

      “Right, right—so, we had him flirt with your wife, but your wife was actually very resistant. She wasn’t interested in Dale.”

      “Mike,” Dave corrected.

      “Oh right, we’re calling him Mike. Your wife wasn’t into Mike—and that’s normal; some girls are into chubby guys, some are into slimmer guys, some like black guys… so we were just collecting data at this point, to know how to craft the perfect social media profile for your wife. Right? Well—Mike called us and he said that he noticed something about your wife. He was certain that he saw her flirting with someone else in that Starbucks.”

      “Who?” I said. I knew the Starbucks, and I was ready to storm down there.

      “A barista,” he said. “It was… a woman.”

      “My wife’s a lesbian?” I said. And then I paused. “No—you sent pictures of my wife with a man.”

      “We’ll get there,” Dave said. “Just be patient here, James—I promise Rick is getting there.”

      “Dude! Don’t tell him my name!”

      “You told him my name!”

      “I did?”

      “Yeah.”

      Guys!” I barked. “Get on with it.”

      There was a short pause, and then Rick said, “The barista was a girl… but she hadn’t always been a girl, if you know what I mean.”

      I didn’t.

      “She… still has her boy parts,” he went on.

      “She’s a shemale?” I said.

      “You can’t say that,” Dave said in the background.

      “Transvestite,” Rick said.

      “You can’t say that either,” Dave said. “It’s trans-woman now.”

      “Whatever!” Rick and I snapped at the same time. “Anyway, James—Dale—I, uh, mean Mike—said that they were really getting close. Your wife was blushing. Mike got close and said he overheard your wife gently saying that she wanted to suck the barista off—but she was talking in flirty innuendos. You know, like—‘I want to lick the foam off of your fat-free latte.’ Stuff like that.”

      “My wife said that?” I said.

      “Well, not that exactly, but stuff like that… with the trans-woman.”

      “So that’s who my wife cheated on me with?”

      “Well, no,” said Rick. “We decided to test it out. We created a profile, which wasn’t easy. We had to make it completely from scratch. See—we have girl profiles and guy profiles, but we didn’t have a trans-woman profile, so we got to work. It took a couple of days. Then, we sent Savannah a friend-request, with a message, saying that the Starbucks barista told us to add her, and she accepted.”

      Now, while Rick told the story, I went to Savannah’s Facebook and looked at her friends. Sure enough, there was a new friend: a woman named Liz.

      “Your wife instantly DM’d our account. She complimented us, told us we were ‘super pretty’. We flirted back—doing our usual chit-chat to built up to a relationship. But your wife was rushing the process. There wasn’t much resistance. She asked us for nudes. We pretended to be shy while we tried to fabricate ammunition. Then, your wife started sending us pictures of her—in lingerie, naked, and wet between the legs.”

      I bit my tongue to stop myself from breaking down.

      “She sent, like, dozens of photos, and we sent photos back that we created using a mixture of AI and photoshop and stitching in elements from pictures we got from Reddit.”
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      “It was a lot of work,” Dave said. “We had to keep up with your wife’s speed, and she was sending new content constantly.”

      I felt sick. These men had seen my wife in more provocative poses than I had.

      “The next part of the job was to see if she would actually act on any of these fantasies… and, well… she did.”

      “We had to do a lot of work to make it happen,” Dave said. “We tracked down a trans escort. We paid out of pocket… normally we just get one of us to travel to the location to sleep with the chick, but this was a special circumstance, obviously.”

      “Don’t tell him that!”

      “What?”

      “That we sleep with wives. He’s not supposed to know that.”

      “Oh fuck—sorry.”

      Rick cleared his throat. “We hired an escort. We worked with her on FaceTime for, like, four hours, getting her into a wig and makeup, to look more like the girl in the photos. It was actually very expensive, but we made her look good, and then we scheduled a date—and Savannah showed up. They went for a quick drink together, and then went straight to a motel. Our escort filmed the whole thing with a hidden camera. Your wife had… a dozen intense orgasms. She squirted everywhere and convulsed. She screamed so loud that someone called the cops.”

      “And the escort enjoyed it so much that they scheduled another date, this time without even asking us to pay her. They’ve met every day since, I think—either in the day or the night. The escort will send us photos and videos.”

      “My wife… is having an affair with a trans-woman escort?” I asked, feeling on the verge of puking.

      “Yes,” Dave said. “And she’s had threesomes, foursomes, fivesomes… all trans-women—sometimes three of them inside of her at a time.”
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      “Don’t tell him that,” Rick groaned. “We don’t want to break the man.”

      “Well, he may as well know,” Dave said. “And he should probably go and get tested. None of these trans-chicks are wearing condoms. They’re coming all over her, inside of her, in her mouth—everywhere.”

      “Stop!” I said. “I—I can’t take anymore. Just stop. I…” I didn’t know what to say. I just wanted this pain to be gone. I knew that I just needed to leave Savannah. She was cheating on me—and I could never give her what she wanted, no matter how hard I tried. I couldn’t become a trans-woman to please her.

      “I’m glad you called, James,” Rick said. “It’s information you needed to know.”

      I hung up on him. I sat down on the pavement. I stared at the ground. My life was in ruins. My wife was a cheating whore, and I was going to be left lonely. Right now, while I was out, she was probably messaging her trans mistress. They were probably exchanging lewd photos.

      That night, I watched Savannah slip her phone into a hidden spot under her pillow and under the mattress before rolling over to sleep. Then, the next day, I watched her as she left the house to go for a jog. I wondered if she was going to meet the mistress…

      So I followed her. I put our kid into the car, turned on a DVD in the backseat, and then I slowly and carefully followed Savannah. A few blocks from her house, a car rolled up, and she got in. So I followed the car. My stomach was churning.

      They pulled into the driveway of a small home. They went in together. I pulled around back and parked the car. “Daddy will be right back,” I said, and then I slipped out.

      Savannah had wasted no time. She was already on her knees, sucking the cock of her trans partner.

      And now, I was seeing it in real life, with my own eyes. There was no potential photoshopping or AI—this was a clear view of my wife, tits out, sucking the erect penis of a trans woman… a trans woman escort, no less!

      The window was opened a crack, so I could hear them. “Just like that,” the trans woman moaned. “You suck so good. You’re such a perfect slut.”
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      I heard the slurping and panting. I watched my wife pumping that cock. She wouldn’t suck me; she told me that blowjobs made her jaw sore. I guess that was a lie; she just didn’t want to suck me, because I was a guy, I guess.

      “Cum on my fucking slut face,” my wife said. I couldn’t believe my ears; I couldn’t believe those words came out from my wife’s mouth.

      “I’m going to cum all over that pretty face.”

      “Do it now,” my wife begged. She sucked harder and faster.
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      The trans woman groaned. Then, she pulled her split-slicked cock out from my wife’s plump lips, and sprayed her face.

      I had to look away. I couldn’t stand to see my wife being dominated like that. I ran back to the minivan. I drove away, back to the house—and Savannah was back fifteen minutes later, all cleaned up. She pretended to be out of breath, wiping imaginary sweat from her forehead. “Good run,” she smiled.

      “That’s good,” I said. I couldn’t believe this woman. I couldn’t believe how she could just lie to my face like that.

      And it wasn’t an isolated incident. That night, she went out to grab some groceries—but before she left, I managed to get my hands on her phone, and I added me into her location-sharing contacts. So when she left, I was able to see where she was using ‘Find My Friends’. I watched her dot go to that same house, stop for fifteen minutes, and then carry on towards the grocery store.

      Savannah had stopped for a quickie.

      This went on for days; every time she went out, her dot would end up at that house, or at some cheap hotel downtown. While our kid was at daycare, I went to that house while she was there, planning to confront her in the act, so she couldn’t deny it—but I got cold feet. I looked into the window and saw two trans girls: one with a cock in my wife’s mouth, and one fucking her anally while she fingered herself.

      I was frozen like a statue, watching in a state of dread. My wife was mid-orgasm: an orgasm that didn’t seem to end. She was dripping, squirting, convulsing. The pair of trans whores filled her petite body, spanked her hard on the ass, and even choked her, which she seemed to like.

      I went into the bathroom later that evening, while Savannah was taking a shower. “What happened to your butt?” I asked, motioning to the huge red mark.

      “Oh, I fell on my ass walking down some stairs. It was so embarrassing,” she lied. I could see the fingers on that red hand. She had literally been caught red-handed.

      But I said nothing. I kept it all bottled up, terrified my life would be destroyed the moment I told her that I knew her dark secret.

      My wife was a whore: the dirtiest, least loyal whore imaginable. I didn’t know this person at all.
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      I had about ten free seconds alone with her phone a few days later. I don’t know why I bothered to grab it. I already knew everything—and I’d seen everything. It’s not like I needed more evidence to make a final decision as to what I was going to do… But I grabbed it, and I quickly turned on her cloud-sync function to backup to my cloud-drive. My heart was racing as I confirmed the backup with her password, and then I put the phone back down and pretended like nothing happened as she walked into the room.

      Over the next day, her photos and videos from all of her folders (including hidden folders) backed up onto my cloud-storage drive.

      I saw one folder pop up called RECIPES. I saw that it was 86 GBs, so I knew it wasn’t recipes. It was her secret videos and pictures. She saved pictures that her trans girlfriend had sent her… and pictures she’d taken with her in her house, and in hotels.

      There were countless photos, in various outfits. She had many saved images of her girlfriend post-masturbation: cum oozing down her veiny shaft, dribbling over her clenched fingers. There was a video of the trans girl ejaculating into the palm of her hand right before taking that hand to her mouth to slurp it up. “Does that turn you on, Savannah?” the whore asked in the video.

      There was a video of the whore masturbating before spewing cum onto the camera lens, obscuring the view entirely before the video ended. There were videos and pictures of the whore on her back, spreading her butt cheeks to make her asshole open wide. Sometimes fingers went inside—and sometimes dildos.

      And then I started looking at the videos of Savannah, eating out that asshole, sucking that cock, taking that cock in her various holes. There were pictures of my wife covered in cum. There were pictures of my wife’s mouth stuffed with three different trans cocks.

      There were pictures of my wife with two cocks in her asshole and one in her pussy. There were pictures of my wife with her eyes in the back of her head, cum splattered all over her face.
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      And I wanted to take my anger out on Rick and Dave and their little group… but then I found a folder filled with older pictures—some as old as five years: a younger version of my wife having a cheeky affair with another trans woman. There was one particularly long video of my wife on her back, taking it missionary-style for about ten minutes: breasts bouncing, pussy dripping.

      She took every long inch of that trans-woman’s cock—and it was a long, thick, veiny shaft. I’m not sure how she managed to handle it; she would moan in pain if I tried to push my whole cock in her—and mine wasn’t that big!
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      It was just seeming more and more obvious that my wife simply wasn’t attracted to me, and since she wasn’t turned on by me, she had no interest in getting very dirty. She wasn’t willing to endure a bit of pain or discomfort at the start of sex with me, but with these trans girls, she was happy to do anything—and seemed to love every second of it.

      I finally realized in that moment, watching those old videos of my wife getting fucked (by various trans women), that I had never, and I would never be able to satisfy my wife. And that was probably my cue to leave the relationship.

      That evening, I set up an appointment with a divorce lawyer. I wasn’t ready to break the news to Savannah yet; I wanted to make sure that I had all of my things in order first. I had to make sure that I knew what was coming—and the lawyer did a good job of explaining everything to me over a two-hour chat. “So, uh, why are you planning to leave your wife? Has the love just gone stale?” the lawyer asked.

      I felt my skin turning pale. A part of me wanted to just keep it all bottled up, but I couldn’t help but wonder if the details of the ‘affair’ would be relevant with divorce proceedings, so I said, “She’s been cheating on me with a number of different trans women, including escorts… orgies… filming pornography…”

      The lawyer turned pale. She stared at me, and I stared back at her. Finally, she cleared her throat and nodded her head slowly. “I see,” she said. “Well… if you can, uh, come up with a bit of a record of her transgressions… with some form of proof… then we can build a case around that, and, uh… it should be fairly straightforward in court.”

      “That will be easy,” I said.

      And so I went home, now with a goal: to structure my ‘case’ as soundly and strongly as possible, so that I wouldn’t be gutted like so many other men.

      Savannah had been quietly cheating on me for at least half a decade, with various trans women—so now, I planned to spend a month or two quietly gathering evidence with a carefully logged calendar with all of the offences properly labeled and dated and time-stamped. My lawyer sent me some examples and a template to follow. “The more detail the better.”

      So I got to work.
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        * * *

      

      The process was tedious… and dreadful, because it required me to watch those videos and examine the photos so that I could make an accurate description of each transgression.

      I basically had to create a massive document that explained each and every one of those pictures and photos—and I also had to figure out how to properly document the ongoing transgressions.

      So one afternoon, I went over the kind old lady next door and carefully explained to her that Savannah had brain cancer. “She’s going to have lots of appointments over the next couple of months—and most of them will be very last-minute, whenever the doctors can get us in.”

      “Oh, that’s awful!” she said.

      “Right. Well—just don’t bring it up with her, okay? She’s very self-conscious about it. She wants to just pretend like nothing is wrong. She hates pity more than anything, and I respect that. Anyway, I know that you’re retired and love kids, so I was wondering if I could leave our child with you every so often, whenever we have one of these… appointments. I would really appreciate it.”

      “Of course!” she said.

      And that very night, I had to drop the kid off with the old lady so that I could go and document Savannah’s newest transgression. This time, she met with a new trans woman; I’d never seen this one before. They slipped away into the bathroom of a public park together. I snuck up to the small timber-framed structure, and I could hear the moans. “I love the feeling of your fat cock in my little pussy!” my wife cried.

      I took my phone and reached it up high, video recording. I got it slightly through the soffit of the house and held it for a minute. Then, before running off, I checked to make sure I was recording the act—and sure enough, there was my wife, bent over, taking a very fat cock in her pussy.

      I even caught a heavy squirt on camera: liquid gushing violently out of my wife.

      I went home and logged the details. “Location: Trinity park, outhouse. Time: 8:12 PM. Wife said she was going for a run. I followed her and filmed a short video by reaching phone up through outhouse soffit. Wife was engaging in sex with unknown trans woman, blonde, a bit chubby. Wife squirts (female ejaculation) during orgasm. No protection used (putting herself and me at risk). When wife returned home, she told me that she ran out of breath and had to stop for a while to recover. She claims she might be getting sick. Video attached.”

      And the next morning, I had to create another report.
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      “Location: house of usual affair partner, 312 Crosby Street. Time: 7:45 AM. Wife said she had a doctor’s appointment. Instead of going to doctor, she went to her affair partner’s house and they engaged in over an hour of fellatio (oral sex). The trans woman ‘ate out’ my wife while my wife sucked the trans woman’s penis. The trans woman proceeded to ejaculate into the mouth of my wife, and then they proceeded to ‘swap’ the cum while open-mouth-kissing. Seemingly unsatisfied, my wife went down again and sucked (oral sex) the trans woman for another forty minutes until a second orgasm occurred in the mouth of my wife (ejaculation).”

      And again that night.

      “Location: house of usual affair partner, 312 Crosby Street. Time: 9:15 PM. Wife said she needed to pick up some cough medicine, though her coughing seemed fake to me. Instead of going to the pharmacy, she went to the house of her usual affair partner. There, four women (all trans) were waiting to engage in an orgy, which was filmed, presumably for some website or pornographic outlet, as they used professional lighting. The trans women took my wife to the bedroom and took turns having sex with her (vaginal penetration and anal penetration) while my wife sucked them to keep them hard (erect). Each trans woman ejaculated (unprotected) inside of my wife. My wife hurried home and claimed she’d gone to three stores to find cough medicine, but they were all sold out. Then, she told me that she was feeling horny and wanted to engage in sex with me, but I turned her down.”

      And between these ongoing transgressions, I had to document the old ones too.

      “Location: unknown hotel. Time: 3:16 PM (December 21st 2018) according to image meta data. Wife allowed trans woman to fuck her in the ass (anal sex). Wife allowed same woman to take multiple photos during the act, and one video (all attached). Identify of the trans woman is unknown. She has a thin build and purple hair.”
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      “On same night, I have intercourse with wife (vaginal sex, unprotected).” As I was writing this, I realized this would have been exactly nine months before the birth of our child. I froze.

      Was my child even… my child? I suddenly felt sick. I needed to have my kid tested… I needed to know.
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        * * *

      

      The torment only got worse. I received a phone call from Dave. “I found something you should know,” he said.

      “What is it?”

      “Well… I was just… you know… browsing… and I found your wife.”

      “My wife?” I said.

      “Just search Sara Lovelace.” Then, Dave hung up. I went to my laptop and made the search. And there was my wife: dolled up, professionally photographed… and featured on a porn website. ‘No one loves getting fucked by trannies more than Sara!’ the banner said.

      And there were dozens of videos of my wife getting fucked by hard-cocked trans girls. She was deep-throating their fat cocks. She was taking every inch in her tight asshole. They were spraying cum on her face, spanking her ass, making her squirt all over everything. And some of those videos had millions of views.
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      Now I really felt sick… because some of those videos were five years old! My wife had been a porn-star for half a decade… without me ever noticing. I’d always trusted her, so I never thought anything of it when she went out to do what I assumed were usual errands. She never seemed to be gone for very long. I guess she was able to get the work done quickly—or maybe I was just frightfully naive, because now that I knew, I noticed her leaving all the time.

      “Going for another run?” I asked.

      She smiled. “The last one was just… it felt too easy.”

      I forced a smile. “Alright. See you later.”

      So I dropped the kid off next door, drove to her location, and found her on ‘set’. They had a GoPro camera on her head, filming a POV-style video of her taking it hard in the pussy. Her cunt gushed as that fat cock plunged in.

      Savannah grabbed the trans girl’s tits and squeezed.

      And then the trans girl ejaculated onto my wife’s breasts before another trans girl mounted her and started pumping her squirting cunt.

      I couldn’t believe how much of a whore my wife was. Her whorishness knew no bounds. She was constantly engaging with sex, with new partners, without protection, at night, in the middle of the day.

      Who was this woman? Who did I marry? How had I been naive for so long?
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      I documented all of it. I included links to the videos (archived links, in case she tried to have them removed before a judge could evaluate the material). Going through those videos, I watched cream-pies spilling out of my wife so, so many times.

      And then I came across a disturbing video, taken in our kitchen… with me.

      It was a video of me fucking Savannah. She’s moaning. “It feels so good,” I keep groaning. I remembered that sex, fucking her on the counter; it was unusual for us to be out of the bedroom. It was more kinky than our usual sex, no doubt. I didn’t realize just how kinky it was.

      It’s a boring, amateur porn video… except the title of the video was: ‘My husband unknowingly sticking his cock into four tranny creampies.’ At the end of the video, I pull out and see the cum gushing out. “Wow—that was a big one.”
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      She giggles. “Totally,” she said.

      Now, I felt sick.

      My wife was evil. She was using me—and it got worse still.
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      There was a video taken at New Years. I had too much to drink that night and I remember Savannah helping me into bed before I passed out. Then, apparently, she had a trans girlfriend come over to film a video. “My trans mistress fucks me on my blacked-out husband.”

      And they were literally fucking on me, while I snored. At one point, the trans girl’s cock slipped out and landed on my sleeping face.
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      Oh God! My wife knew no shame!
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        * * *

      

      The ultimate loyalty test came in the mail the next week. ‘RESULTS OF PATERNITY TEST’.

      I felt sick. I could see my hands shaking as I tore open the envelope.

      The kid was mine. I sighed a heavy sigh of relief. I got another letter the same day: RESULTS OF STI SCREENING.

      I was clean.

      Oh God, that was a relief! Though had there been some infections, it would have probably been even better for my divorce case… but I was  happy to be clean. I shouted out for joy, and then I hid the letters away. At least I could rest knowing the child was mine.

      But I still had to endure more of Savannah’s whorishness before I was satisfied with my ‘report’.

      I followed her to a warehouse one evening. I had to creep around back and climb an old ladder to see inside. And there, I could see that Savannah was strapped to a table with black leather straps. Her eyes were covered with a blindfold; her mouth was gagged. And someone filmed as trans-woman after trans woman took turns pumping her on a metal gurney. It was hard to watch. I filmed some of it with my phone before heading home to make the report.

      And that night, Savannah came home and said she really wanted to have sex. “We haven’t done it in months, James. I need sex in my life.”

      I thought about telling her what I knew… but I was a coward; I wasn’t ready yet. I let her guide me down onto my back. I was actually quite surprised that she was volunteering to be on top; she never wanted it on top.

      She mounted me and began to slide up and down—but I could feel a gushing inside of her. I looked down and saw whiteness dripping down my shaft. I knew that it was cum; I knew that it was the combined cum of many trans girls. I was horrified, knowing that the cum of strangers was being smeared all over my cock…

      But it had been so long since I’d had sex. It felt… good. It was so warm and gooey and slippery and tight. I moaned. She bounced harder. She had her eyes closed… and I noticed she wasn’t opening them; she was certainly thinking about having sex with a trans woman.

      And that gave me a curious thought. “Hold on for a minute,” I said.

      “For what?” she said.

      My heart was racing. I was already feeling embarrassed and I hadn’t even spoken yet. Why was I doing this? What was I trying to prove? Or was I just trying to put her on the spot without actually exposing what I knew?

      “Take off your bra,” I said.

      “My tits don’t look great,” she said. “Not when I’m on top. Maybe once I get a lift.”

      “Give it to me,” I said more sternly. She looked surprised. She unclipped her bra and awkwardly handed it to me.

      Then, I awkwardly reached it around and clipped it onto myself. Her eyes widened. Her face turned pale. “W—What are you doing?” she asked.

      “I just thought I would try something different,” I said, feeling my face turning dark red.

      I felt stupid. I really didn’t know what I was doing… but I really wanted to see her reaction.

      We kept having sex, saying nothing about the bra. I noticed her gaze moving down to my chest. I noticed redness flushing into her cheeks. She began to bounce faster… and harder. I heard a small moan slip out from her mouth.
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      She was keeping her eyes open. So I told her to pause again. “Just a second,” I said.

      “For what?”

      I got off of the bed. I went to her closet and grabbed a miniskirt. I shimmied into it and then I walked back. She laughed. “James, what the heck is this about?”

      “I just thought we could try it,” I said. “Something different. Spice up the bedroom. They, uh, say to try all sorts of different things.”

      She was red all over. She mounted me again. She looked down at the skirt and the bra. Then, she began to bounce. She bounced harder and harder—faster and faster.

      Then, I stopped her again. “Where’s that old wig? That one you got that year you chopped your hair off for that charity thing?”

      Her eyes lit up. “I can get it,” she said, and she zipped off, running through the house. She was out of breath when she came back. I put the wig on, and she helped me to adjust it. Then, she mounted me again. She bounced and bounced and bounced, harder and harder. She moaned. She kept her eyes on me. She was trembling all over. I can’t say we’d ever had sex like that before. She was so… into me, but she was trying not to show it.

      But it was impossible to hide that screaming orgasm—and then the one that came after it. And she couldn’t hide the massive gush of fluid that spilled out of her, soaking our bed.

      She was so loud, she woke up our son. We scrambled to cover up when the bedroom door opened. We were so embarrassed; I hid under the covers.

      Once the child was back asleep, we went back at it—and this time, Savannah was super-charged. She mounted me and gripped my shoulders and moaned wildly like she’d never moaned (with me) before.

      It was hard to cum. It was hard to reach an orgasm knowing that she’d been out with strangers, letting them into her hole. I felt so disgusted with myself that I was even giving her this satisfaction…

      But at the same time… it was nice to have sex with someone who seemed to want to have sex with me. I was so used to being rejected when I asked, or having super-vanilla, quiet quickies. I was so used to her getting ‘dry’, having to re-lubricate, or her just getting uncomfortable and wanting to stop.

      And she wanted to be naughty with me. Her eyes glistened and she said, “Want to try it in my ass?”

      “Okay,” I said. We’d never had anal before—but suddenly, she was sitting on my cock, letting it into her tight butthole. She moaned loudly. She sat deep. She bounced hard. It was so tight. She bounced fast. She made me cum—but that didn’t stop her. She wanted to bounce more, with cum sloshing inside of her.

      Then, she finally jumped off of me, but she wasn’t done. She grabbed my cock and plunged it into her mouth and sucked fiercely. It was a bit uncomfortable at first, but soon, it felt good. “I’m going to suck you until you cum.”
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      “It could take a while,” I admitted. I wasn’t used to ejaculating twice in one day. I was more of a two or three times a week kind of guy.

      But she was committed. She sucked me off for an hour without losing energy—until I unloaded in her mouth.

      I was exhausted. She was covered in sweat.

      I guess she really liked the skirt and the bra and the wig… I’d totally forgotten that I was wearing any of it until I went to the bathroom to clean myself up. I gasped when I saw myself in the mirror. I blushed all over and took the garments off.
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      After our kid went to sleep the next night, Savannah approached me and grabbed me by the wrist. She took me to the bedroom and I saw that she had an outfit picked out for me: a small red strappy piece of lingerie. That wig was there again.

      “What’s this?” I asked.

      “Well, you enjoyed dressing up yesterday. I thought you might want to do it again.”

      I froze, feeling a wave of humiliation. “No,” I said. “You liked it. I did it because you liked it.” I didn’t want her thinking that I liked being dressed like a girl, because I didn’t.

      “Yes, you did,” she said, looking suddenly annoyed. “Why would I like it?” She stared into my eyes, committing to this act. I was so tempted to tell her what I knew—and oh, I knew so, so much! I’d seen videos of her sucking entire rows of cocks under skirts, with a smile on her face and a twinkle in her eye.

      “I only did it because I thought you would like it. Are you saying you didn’t like it?” I asked.

      She stared into my eyes, almost looking nervous. “What would make you think that I would like it?”

      I stared back, still tempted to come clean. But I bit my tongue. “A few weeks ago,” I said. “When I used your phone for something, there was a picture open on one of your social media pages. It was a guy dressed like a girl. And I just thought… I don’t know—maybe you were into that.”

      Her face was red now. “What social media page? When were you using my phone?” She seemed angry—but that wasn’t fair! She wasn’t allowed to be angry with me when she was doing what she was doing.

      “Okay—so… just to be clear, you don’t want me to wear the lingerie, right?”

      Her face remained red. She remained silent. She pressed her lips thin. She took a deep breath. “It’s up to you.”

      “Okay, then I won’t.”

      She looked even angrier now. She stood there, turning more red, brooding in silence. Finally, through clenched teeth, she said, “Just put it on.”

      I was kind of scared of her in that moment. She was strangely intimidating. She had an intense energy, so I caved and did what she asked. I put on the wig and the lingerie, and then she pounced on me.
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      She pushed me onto my back and she sat on my cock. She groaned and bounced. I felt the tightness of her pussy clenching my shaft. I felt her wetness gushing. Her eyes remained open. She stared at me. She bounced harder and harder. Then, a word slipped out of her lips: “Makeup.”

      “Huh?”

      “You need makeup,” she blushed. “Just a little bit.” And she jumped to her feet and ran off. A minute later, she was back, bent over me. She sat on my cock, letting it into her, but now she wasn’t bouncing; she was doing my makeup, and I could feel her leaking. She was getting off on dolling me up.

      Her breathing was fast. I could see her heart racing in her chest. Her hand was shaking; I can’t imagine the makeup was very good… But she liked it—even if she wouldn’t admit it, even if she wanted to pretend like this was something that I wanted.

      She started bouncing, gyrating, squeezing, clenching—and it lasted for a blissful ten minutes, and then she groaned, “Why aren’t your legs smooth?”

      “Huh?”

      “Your legs,” she growled. “Can you please go and shave them?”

      “I—I don’t want to shave them.”

      “Go shave them!” she barked.

      And there was that intensity in her eyes. I knew that I had to go do it. I didn’t want to upset her… even though she was the one on thin ice! She was the cheater! She was the one with secrets! She was the one in the wrong, so why was I the one capitulating?

      Why was I going so submissive?

      I quickly shaved away my leg hair; it only took a few minutes with shaving cream and a fresh blade. Then, when I walked back into the bedroom, she spritzed me with perfume. I sneezed. “Hey!” I said. “What the hell?”

      She grabbed me and threw me onto the bed. She mounted me again, crying out a blissful moan as my cock penetrated her whorish cunt. She bounced hard. She had an orgasm, and then another. And then she pulled herself off of me when I said that I was close.

      “You can’t cum,” she said. “Not yet!”

      My head was spinning. I stared at her as she gave me a minute. But she couldn’t stay off of me. She dropped down and started sucking me again—but not hard enough to make me cum. She was careful to keep me on the edge.

      Her eyes remained open. She stared at me the whole time. She groaned and squirmed, and I could hear her pussy dripping onto our bedroom floor. I noticed her hand between her legs. I realized she was fingering herself, deeply, making more fluid gush out of her. The bedroom was a mess. When she finally mounted me again, it was like sticking my cock into a hole in a water bed.

      She was so wet.

      And I didn’t last long once she started bouncing again.

      I came inside of her, and she screamed out. Then, she rose up, letting my cock fall out. She put her hand down between her thighs to catch the cum. Then, she smeared my cum up her stomach, all over her breasts, up her neck and into her mouth. She moaned—and I just remained frozen; I’d never seen my wife like this… with me.
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      I’d seen her do this with others, in videos, and through windows. But never with me!

      But… I liked it. Why couldn’t we have had sex like that through our whole relationship? If all she wanted was for me to dress like a girl in the bedroom—why didn’t she just ask? Why did she have to go get it from others when she could have just piped up?

      I went to the bathroom to get cleaned up. I paused when I saw myself in the mirror. Aside from the penis and the flat chest… I kind of looked like a girl. Savannah had done a surprisingly good job doing my makeup with her shaking hands.
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      While Savannah was showering, I took her phone and managed to make her messages sync to my laptop. I slipped her phone back and didn’t tell her that I’d done anything.

      I was still building my divorce case, and needed more evidence.

      Her old messages started to sync to my computer, but I wasn’t able to sit down and read them until the next day, while I was at work.

      It stung my heart to read those messages: my wife conspiring to fool around behind my back. “Are you free tonight?” she asked one of her mistresses.

      “Sure. What time?”

      “My husband will be at our son’s soccer practice from six until seven. We’ll have to be quick.”

      I tried not to cry reading some of those messages. “You fuck so good,” she said to one mistress. “No one has ever fucked me like that.”

      And then, of course, there were photos in the messages. “I took this last night when we were together,” said one mistress, and it was a picture of my wife’s naked back, with a cock in her asshole.

      “Can you still taste it?” asked another mistress, sending a picture of my wife with her mouth open, cum on her tongue.

      I tried to organize all of those messages into a clear timeline. It was a lot of work, and I realized quickly that it was going to take many days to get it done right.
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        * * *

      

      That night, I came home to find a box on the table. “What’s that?”

      “I ordered it for you,” Savannah said. I opened the box and saw a pair of realistic-looking breasts. I paused. A shiver ran down my spine.

      “For me?”

      “To wear in the bedroom, since you seem to like the wig and makeup and stuff,” she blushed. She was too embarrassed to admit that she liked it, and I was too submissive to get into an argument about it.

      So after the kid’s bedtime, Savannah took me to the bathroom to get ‘dolled up’. “I think it’s cute that you like it,” she said to me when she was brushing my hair.

      “I don’t really care,” I said—and it was kind of true; once we were having sex, I didn’t think about what I was wearing or what was on my face. She could have made me into a mime and it would have made no difference.

      “Sure,” she said, rolling her eyes.

      She spent a good thirty minutes making me pretty. I was still naked when she reached out and grabbed my cock. She started playing with it. She made it hard and she started jerking me off. Her grip was tight. She couldn’t seem to help herself.
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      “You’re going to make me cum,” I said.

      She was pumping hard and fast. It felt good… but she wasn’t saving anything for sex.

      But she couldn’t stop. She was jerking me off, staring at my cock as if she was hypnotized by it. She kept jerking. She wasn’t even blinking. She was obsessed.

      And she made me cum. It sprayed in the air and gushed down her fingers. She moaned. She licked cum off of her fingers. She smeared cum down my shaft.

      Then, she looked up at me and said, “I want you to fuck me.”

      “I don’t think I can,” I said. “I—I need a break.”
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      She growled. “Okay. I can fuck you,” she said. “Go to the bed, get on your hands and knees.”

      I told her I didn’t want it. I tried to argue with her. She started to get annoyed. She told me that I would like it, “since you like dressing up.” I was getting annoyed, but somehow ended up on the bed.

      “I really don’t think I want this, Savannah,” I said.

      She wasn’t listening. She had a strap-on, and I don’t know where it came from. She climbed onto the bed and got up behind me. I felt the big toy slide between my butt cheeks. It was already slick with lube.

      “Savannah,” I said.

      But she wasn’t listening—and I wasn’t firm enough to stop her. I wasn’t doing anything. I was just frozen, accepting this humiliation, this emasculation…

      She pushed the tip into me. She pushed it deep, making me gasp.

      She spanked my ass. She giggled. “I’ve never done this before,” she said—and I thought that was a curious comment… especially from her. It was almost an admission that she got around.

      She pushed deeper and deeper, and then she spanked me again—harder. She began to thrust. I really don’t know why I took it.

      I started to cry out—because it hurt. She didn’t ease into it; she just started fucking me, abusing my virginal hole with every inch of that big black toy. I could feel all of the synthetic veins rubbing my anal walls. I could feel the fist-sized tip pulverizing me deeply.

      “Stop!” I cried.

      But she didn’t stop. She kept fucking me—harder and harder. I even heard her giggling.

      “Stop,” I whimpered.

      I fell onto my face, but she didn’t stop. She kept fucking me, grunting with each penetration. The pain suddenly stopped, replaced by a weird numb euphoria. I groaned. I drooled on the pillow. She fucked me so hard that I could feel my asshole being pulled out of me.
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      She kept spanking me. She bent forward and put her hands around my throat and choked me. I gasped for air. She fucked me harder and harder and harder. The whole bed was rattling violently against the wall.

      Is this how she wanted me to fuck her? I had no idea she was capable of this!

      She rattled me for ten minutes before pulling out abruptly. I screamed, because the pulling out hurt like hell. She spanked me one last time and then she giggled as she skipped off.

      I wanted to cry. I was in pain. I couldn’t stand up properly; it hurt too much. But Savannah… was happy.
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        * * *

      

      Savannah left early the next morning for a meeting at work. I checked her on the phone and was surprised to see that she actually went to work.

      Then, I went to the bathroom to shower for the day. I saw the blonde wig on the counter, so I decided to put it on… just to satisfy a fleeting curiosity.
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      I must admit that I really did look kind of cute as a girl, even without the breast-form and makeup. I caught myself blushing, and then I put on a but of eyeliner, just to see.

      Okay—so I looked cute. What difference did it make?

      I pulled off the wig and got into the shower, washing my face first to get rid of the eyeliner.

      I was working from home that day. I managed to get a couple of hours of work done before I looked over and noticed one of Savannah’s little dresses hanging on the back of a chair. Another strange curiosity overwhelmed me, and I found myself in the bathroom again, with the wig on my head, with the little dress on my body.

      I gently twisted from side to side. I looked really cute. Okay—so maybe I could see what Savannah saw (seeing as Savannah clearly had a sexual appetite for feminine beauty).

      I don’t know why I did it, but I decided to take my phone. I lifted it up and snapped a quick photo.
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      I sent the photo to Savannah. “Your dress,” I wrote simply.

      It was five long, painful, gruelling minutes before she replied. “You look so fucking hot in that dress,” she said. “Send me more.”

      My heart was racing. Now she was officially admitting it: she was admitting that she was the one who liked feminized men.

      I went to her closet. I sifted through outfits until I found a cute pink dress, which was made from latex. I’d seen Savannah wear it before… in a video posted to her porn page, where she was receiving double-anal from a pair of well-hung trans girls.

      I sent her a pic, this time using my phone’s timer so that I didn’t have to use the mirror.
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      “There’s a black dress in the back of my closet—with lots of straps. Put it on—and put on the long blonde wig, not the bob.”

      It seemed like a demand—but I did it.
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      I sent her the photo.

      And then she replied with a photo of her own, taken in her office bathroom. She had her black leather skirt pulled up, showing her white panties—which were now translucent, because they were so wet.
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      “I want to fuck you so badly right now,” she wrote. “You’re going to get me in trouble. My boss is going to catch me fingering myself at my desk.”

      I couldn’t believe the messages she was sending. She was actually… turned on. She was horny. I don’t think I’d ever really experienced Savannah horny before—not like this. It almost seemed like she couldn’t control herself, like someone rang a bell and triggered some hypnotic state.

      “Send me more. Please,” she wrote.

      So I put on more clothes and sent her more shots.

      But she wanted more—as in, she wanted to see more of me. “Please send me one with your cock out, baby.”

      I sent her what she asked for. I even sent her a picture of my cock spewing cum onto my own belly (as requested), and she replied with a picture of her pussy, with four fingers pushed deep inside.

      My wife was showing me her whore side—at least her sexual energy was being directed towards me.

      But I was falling behind on work… and on cataloguing her transgressions for the divorce case. So I had to get back to work. I sat down and spent the rest of the day doing proper business.

      Then, the next day, I tried to get caught up with her transgressions… but when I went to log the latest infractions, I noticed… there were none.

      In four days, she hadn’t contacted any of her trans mistresses. In fact, there were messages from mistresses that Savannah hadn’t bothered to reply to. “You free this week?” one asked, and Savannah left them on read.

      Still, I went about cataloguing her misbehaving. I continued to populate that five-year timeline, including filthy pictures and videos as evidence (as if I really needed more).

      Then, the next day, I went to check for new transgressions, but again, there were none.

      Savannah sent me a message. “Get dolled up and send me another photo. Please, baby?” she wrote.

      And I suddenly wondered if I was satisfying that intense sexual drive that she had. Maybe I was filling her need for girly-boys, trans-girls, crossdressers, traps—whatever you want to call it. She loved cute girls with cocks, and I seemed to be enough for the moment.

      And this went on for a few days… and then a few weeks.

      My lawyer called. “Are we going to serve her the papers soon, James?” she asked.

      “Soon,” I said. “I’m almost done organizing everything.”

      But I was now delaying. I wanted to see what would happen now. I saw comments being posted on her porno fan page (on Reddit): ‘Why hasn’t she made any new content recently? Anyone know where she went?’

      And I snooped on her new messages. Her mistresses were messaging her over and over—but Savannah was ghosting them.

      At night, Savannah would slip an outfit out from her closet and hand it to me, and I would put it on for her. I made an effort to always capitulate; I never turned her down. I fucked her most nights, and some nights she wanted to bend me over and ram me.

      And I sent her photos when she wanted them—whether she asked for them, or if I just sensed that she wanted one.
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      Don’t get me wrong; I was still building up my case. I was still logging all of those old messages, the old lies, the old transgressions. I was cataloguing the pictures and videos and giving them labels like ‘exhibit 100342A’.

      And you may be wondering why I was giving Savannah any satisfaction at all. Well, it was also fun for me. I kind of liked that feeling of being naughty, doing something that I knew was taboo. I liked sending those pictures, knowing how horrible it would be if they got out; I guess that gave me a rush of adrenaline.
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      And it got Savannah revved up, so when nighttime rolled around, the sex was indescribably good. She was wild, willing to do anything and everything. She got so wet and so charged up. I found myself looking forward to evenings again. I was looking forward to Savannah coming home—even though I hadn’t forgotten what she’d done.

      She had still broken my heart, lied to me, and been with other people sexually. I hadn’t forgiven her. I had a feeling that I would probably never forgive her for the years of sneaking around behind my back.

      But I was having second thoughts about the divorce…

      I went to continue my logbook of transgressions, and I noticed that she’d created a new folder on her phone—the only new folder she’d made in ages. It was labeled ‘James ❤️ ’. It was filled with pictures of me, mostly dolled up—often naked.
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      She’d ‘favourited’ many of those photos. And she still wasn’t talking to her mistresses or her porn hookups. Now that I was satisfying her fetish, she seemed to have no interest in looking outside the relationship for satisfaction.

      She was getting everything she wanted from me.

      And in a weird way, I found that so flattering. I caught myself blushing as I looked through her phone’s usage history, and saw that she wasn’t even entertaining conversations with others. Her little Find My Friends blip never ventured over to those houses. If she snuck out, it was to buy some naughty outfit for me, or some toy to use in the bedroom with me.

      This went on for the next couple months. Then, I got a call from my lawyer. “What’s the hold up, James? We’re losing our prime window here,” she said.

      I explained my apprehensions. “She hasn’t been cheating. It’s been over three months since she’s been with anyone else.”

      And I thought this was good news, but my lawyer seemed to disagree.  “She’s not currently cheating on you?” she said.

      “Not as of a few months ago,” I said.

      “Oh God,” my lawyer groaned. “There goes your easy trial victory.”

      “What?”

      “If you could go to a judge and prove that she is actively screwing around behind your back—that’s an easy win for you. If you go to a judge and say, ‘Well, she used to be bad, but now she’s super loyal to me and she’s fixed her bad ways’—what do you think the judge is going to say?”

      My heart skipped a beat.

      “You missed your window, James. Well—not entirely. She hasn’t taken down the porn yet, right? She still has those contacts in her phone? We can use that, but we have to act fast. If she continues on the path she’s on, she’ll probably delete those old numbers and get those videos removed, and that will just show the judge that she’s putting in an effort to save the marriage—not good for us. So let’s serve her now—today or tomorrow—no later.”

      I felt a lump in my throat.

      “Okay, James?”

      “O—Okay,” I said.

      “I’ll send someone over this afternoon. Get yourself emotionally ready. It’s going to be hard, but worth it in the end.”

      “Wait,” I said, but it was too late; she’d already hung up the phone.
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      I scrambled. I tried calling the office back, to tell them to stop, but the phone line was busy. I went outside and paced around, hoping to intercept the lawyer’s crony—but I messed up.

      A delivery truck pulled up. A man in brown shorts and a brown button-up stepped out with a box. He smiled at me. He had the little scanning terminal.

      I assumed he was delivering that box—maybe an Amazon package or something. He went to the door and knocked. I thought that was strange. Why was he knocking if he saw me on the front lawn?

      Then, I realized—it was a disguise to get Savannah to open the door.

      “No!” I gasped. But it was too late. She opened the door.

      “Savannah Carpenter?” the man asked.

      “That’s me.”

      “These are filings for divorce from Martin and Peters Law. You’ve been served.” He handed her a pad of paper from under his arm, and then he marched back to his truck.

      Then, I stared at Savannah, whose face was pale.

      She looked down at the papers. Before I could rush over to snatch them away and tell her it was a mistake, she read the opening paragraph, which included this piece of information:

      “The goal is the immediate dissolution of the marriage because of rampant infidelity and the secret creation of pornographic materials, all exposing James Carpenter to potentially deadly infectious diseases.”

      Savannah fainted. I caught her before she hit the concrete. I lowered her carefully to the ground and waited for her to come back to consciousness.

      Then, staring into my eyes, she blinked a few times and said, “How long have you known?”

      “Since… April,” I said.

      “And you know… everything?”

      I nodded my head.

      She started to weep. I don’t know why, but I felt awful… for her. I should have felt so vindicated in that moment, to see her suffering the consequences of her actions… but my heart broke seeing her like that.

      In a weird way, I didn’t blame her for what she did. For starters, she never cheated on me with a man (biological males, sure, but not a man). In those videos, and from what I saw through windows, she was never kissing these trans girls; it was just sex… sex that I couldn’t give to her until recently, when I realized that I could give it to her.

      And, of course, I know that sounds like a whole lot of victim-blaming and abuser-excusing… but it felt true to me. Yes, I was angry that she did it; I was angry that she never used protection (luckily, she was clean and healthy). I was upset that she lied to me so much, and I wasn’t sure that I would ever fully trust her the way that I did before hiring that Loyalty Test.

      But I still loved her, and through all of this, I felt like we had a stronger bond than ever before. I wasn’t quite ready to forgive her… but I wasn’t ready to divorce her either, so I took the papers and tore them up. “No more lies,” I said.

      She stared into my eyes with a nervous sort of look. She wasn’t quite sure whether or not to trust me. She couldn’t seem to believe my reaction… and I couldn’t quite believe it either. It seemed surreal. In a way, it felt like I was disrespecting myself. Maybe I should have left her for what she did…

      But I didn’t want to lose what we had; I felt like we had something really special, and I don’t think I could have found anything like it anywhere else. Plus, she was the mother of my child. We had so many years together. And I really don’t believe that she didn’t love me during her years of infidelity.

      Maybe it’s not the ending you wanted to hear. Maybe you wanted the bad guy to get their punishment, and instead, you got a story where the bad guy got away with everything they did, consequence-free… maybe that’s true. But what would that have looked like for me? Divorced… split-custody of the kid… having to sell the house… being single in my thirties, with only divorced single-moms to pick from in the dating pool…

      Instead, I get to have intense, rough sex with the kinkiest girl you can imagine—and I really do have to keep it kinky, or she might start to look outside the relationship to satisfy her desires. And I get to be with a woman who likes it when I dress up—because I’ve actually really started to like dressing up like a girl, and I don’t think most girls would be into that kind of thing. And I like it when she puts on that gigantic strap-on and fucks me until I can’t walk.

      THE END
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        JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

      

      

      Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

      I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      
        
        CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

        Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

        http://eepurl.com/O3CKz
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      So many people email me to ask about real-life feminization. Well, it just so happens that I’ve worked out a whole new course, available exclusively on Patreon. Join the ranks of many deeply-satisfied students, share assignments, and become the femboy of your (and many, many men’s) dreams.

      Join Femboy Academy on Patreon

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FIND ME ON PATREON!

          

        

      

    

    
      I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

      I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

      

      
        
        THE PUNISHMENT

        FORCED

        TWINS

        LORI’S LAST FUCK

        THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

        TRANS CAM WHORE

        GETTING READY FOR PROM

        DUBIOUS CONSENT

        PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT

        JILLIAN’S 14 INCHES

        THREE WISHES

        HIS BIGGEST FAN

        TRUTH OR DARE

        ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE

        WEREWOMAN

        ROOMMATE DARES

        GETTING THE JOB

        MASSEUSE

        HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND

        CHEER FOR THE TEAM

        SWAPPED BY A GENIE

        SHAMELESS SHEMALE

        GENDER SWAP ON TOP

        ABDUCTION DREAMS

        NEW GIRL IN TOWN

        THE OPERATION

      

      

      
        
        And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

        Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

      

      

      
        
        https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent
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      Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

      Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

      And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.
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