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Author’s Note

This book is progressing because my homelife is progressing. My lover is living with us on a trial basis with my husband/sissy relegated to the spare room. It works for all of us, but what really gets us all turned on is how I feel about my lover.

I’ve known my lover for over a decade and whilst there was a blip where he had a serious relationship, he always found his way back to me. This all came about because he told me he had feelings for me and didn’t want to just be a lover anymore. I made it clear that I don’t want to be tied down to one man, and he said he didn’t want to be tied down to one woman, but did want me to come home to. We discussed polyamory and he’s happy with it but ultimately would like to be married to me one day.

This was all discussed with my husband, of course, and I said that whilst I love my lover, I do love my husband too. But, I won’t deny the tug of divorcing my husband and relegating him to permanent sissy slave is not a draw, it is, and a strong one.

There’s also another thing. I do love my lover and the more time I spend with him, the more I love him, to the point that when I don’t see him, I genuinely miss him. I’m so close to making a decision, but if I do, it will be a quick one. The problem might be the Czech legal system;  divorces aren’t easy. We’ll see!

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

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

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I started an Instagram account (@juliagwenslater) and have been posting there, and I have a FANVUE account (@Juliagslater). If you subscribe to me there, you can get access to an audiobook of a very dark story which will never be published here.

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


Chapter 1: Parallel Lives

The brief moment of sunlight kissed the air in the modest London flat, lighting up specks of dust which hovered in the air. Emma tapped her tummy, proud of the progress she’d made losing weight, happy to see a light six-pack form, but still wishing for a smaller bum. Emma was anything but fat, she had a figure-8 body, but in the world of Instagram influencers she found herself feeling depressed by missing out on what she saw as the European body.

Alex, her husband of just five months loved her just the way she was. Yes, her bum was shapely but it was firm, jiggled nicely, not a lot, and with her DD breasts, and that tiny waist, he knew women would kill for a body like hers.

When he’d met her, back in university, she’d worn corsets all the time. She’d said it was a goth thing, then an obsession with some famous actress, but what it turned out to be was her own form of body dysmorphia. Every month, she would measure the corset to see if she could tighten it, see if she could get that waist smaller, to the point that he genuinely worried about her health.

Lately, she still wore corsets, but she was less concerned about tightlacing, more focused on reducing her butt size. At least that, Alex thought, happy she wasn’t damaging her internal organs.

Unfortunately, Emma’s constant complaints about how she looked had other knock-on effects. Alex used to love looking at her in just a corset, fucking her from behind, her long black hair cascading down, emerald eyes looking back; but when she began asking him mid-sexy if she wasn’t too fat, too ugly, he began to feel dirty, like the sex was just not fun. Eventually, it became disinteresting for her too, and rather than find spontaneous moments of intimacy, they planned their sex. They didn’t even fuck daily anymore.

Sex between them was basic, vanilla, and over fast. Neither complained, both blamed themselves.

As Emma looked at herself in the mirror, feeling good about herself that day, Alex watched from the bed, feeling his dick rise. He liked the way she cupped her breast, or ran a hand down her body.

“Do you think I should get a navel piercing?” She asked.

“Yes.” He replied, he loved piercings, he wished she had her nipples pierced.

“I might,” she smiled in the mirror.

Alex couldn’t hold back. He stood, pressing his naked body against her back, feeling he dick get swallowed by the mounds of her sexy big backside; kissing her neck and reaching up to cup her breasts.

She slapped his hands hard and turned around with an angry look. “Stop that Alex! You know I don’t like it when you do that. You make me feel like some sort of slut! I have to get ready to work too, and I don’t want to feel like I stink of your spunk all day! Grow up will you?”

“Sorry…” He muttered, wondering what he did wrong. He was turned on by his wife, he wanted to show her how attractive she was to him.

He’d once said that to her, and she’d countered angrily that there were other ways to do that without turning her into a piece of meat. “Honestly, you men are vile. You don’t know how to show affection without degrading us to whores for your amusement.”

There were times when Alex wondered if he’d made a mistake marrying Emma. Before they married, she seemed light-hearted, talking about a threesome she’d once had, was sort of bright and bubbly. Often, Alex felt like she’d done a bait and switch on him, replacing the fun girl with one who just wanted to settle.

As Emma set off to work in the marketing agency, she did so with anger in her belly. She felt like Alex just didn’t understand her, didn’t get what she wanted. For her, sex needed to be a slow burn, build her up, make her feel good, and then take, not squeeze a boob and a bit of how’s ya father? Sometimes she wondered if men get their sexual advice from Carry On movies.

She sighed, wondering if it would always be like this with Alex, if perhaps she’d rushed things with him. She loved him, that was for certain, but everything always just felt a little like trying to reach a destination only to have the goalposts move whenever they came close.

When she arrived at the agency, she dumped her things at the desk and made a beeline for the coffee and doughnuts. She’d left the flat so upset that she’d forgotten to eat. However, as she returned to her desk, coffee cup in hand, she almost ran straight into Margo, her boss and owner of the agency, walking next to a tall handsome man, and an attractive woman with long black hair.

“Ah, Emma, I want you to meet a good friend of mine,” Margo grinned. “Emma, this is Miles, my old college chum, and his colleague, Alison. They came to discuss ideas for a new nightclub they plan to open.”

Emma shook their hands with a blush. She wasn’t used to speaking to the customers. “Lovely to meet you.” She said, her voice a childish squeak, making her feel more embarrassed.

“How charming you are!” Laughed Miles. “No need to be shy around us, dear, all good friends here.” He turned to Margo. “I say, will the lovely Emma be working on the club promotion?”

Margo smiled proudly. “Why, yes, I think she could! She’s one of our best designers, so she can help with anything you need.”

“Wonderful!” Sang Miles. “Why don’t we sit down and chat about what we’re going for?”

“I think, Miles,” Margo began, “it would be prudent of me to prepare Emma a little bit, because whilst we are all fine and dandy with your little Circle, as you call it, not everyone might be. Let me chat with Emma, set expectations, and let her decide.”

“Fine, fine,” nodded Miles with a smile, looking Emma up and down briefly. “Look, you have Allie’s phone number. Give her a buzz once you’re ready and we’ll have Emma over at the club to take a look at how things are going. I’ll introduce her to our interior designer, Giulia, maybe they can hammer out some ideas together.”

“Sounds like a plan!” Smiled Margo. “Are we on for Friday?”

“Yep, should be a lot of fun.”

The group said goodbye and then Emma was left with her boss. They actually hadn’t spoken all that often in the past, and Emma was normally a shy graphic designer who barely left her desk, so she was surprised Margo wanted to put her on the front line with clients, friends or not.

“Lovely guy, Miles, we go way back.” Margo said with a smile. “He set me up with my husband.”

“Husband, Margo?” Emma asked, biting her lip. When Emma joined the company, she met a man named Quincy, American guy, quiet, skinny, with glasses. Margo bossed him around something rotten. Then a few months later, Margo started showing up at work with a huge black guy, rich, bought her all sorts of shit. He was introduced as Kevin, her husband to be. Quincy was out of the picture, divorced, gone. Never heard from again. People found it strange because a year previously, Quincy and Margo were inseparable, and she was this soft, kind, understated cool hippy type. Then from one week to the next, she just…changed.

“Kevin,” said Margo with the same smile plastered on her face.

There was a story there, and something told Emma that she was about to hear it.

Margo led her to the big CEO office and sat Emma down, whilst Margo chose to perch herself on the edge of the desk, her knees millimetres from Emma’s, uncomfortably close. Emma didn’t know much about Margo apart from what she’d heard, but there were rumours of late, stories about Margo being kinky, going abroad to sex parties and stuff. Emma wasn’t sure what was true, and if she was kinky, that was her business.

“What do you know about a fetish called NTR? Netorare?” Margo asked, surprising Emma out the bat.

“Um, well, nothing, erm, Margo.” She stuttered, unsure what that had to do with the price of tea in China.

“The reason I ask is because Miles runs a dating service. For the most part, he’s kept it among friends, but recently, he’s realised more people share his interests than he first thought.” Margo was reading Emma for a reaction, but for now, the younger woman sat blank, confused, too scared to move. “So, he and a group of investor friends, have decided to open a nightclub aimed at those who share his interests. It’s a place to come dance, enjoy good music, play, and maybe even meet people. Think Berlin-style with the feel of decadence of Eyes Wide Shut.”

Emma gulped. A sex club then. “I see.”

“Emma, you really are a brilliant and talented designer, and I know you are introverted and very shy.” She smiled, standing up and walking behind the desk. “Which is why I think you’ll be perfect for this. The last thing we need is for someone going out there and blurting about this club to the wrong people, and I think of everyone we have here, you’d be the last to do that.”

That was true, Emma certainly wouldn’t go around telling people she was working on a sex club, but what didn’t make sense to her was the fact that they were a marketing agency, being told not to market the club. That was kind of topsy-turvy, and she pointed it out.

“Yes, I see what you’re saying, but that isn’t where he needs help.” Margo stated. “You see, he needs a qualified graphic designer for the menus, the flyers, the graphics in the interior, right down to the mailer that would go out to the Circle. Someone who can define the right colour scheme for the logo, someone who would understand every little element, right down to the packaging on the custom made condom wrappers.”

“Oh…” Emma gasped.

“It will also be a project which is off-book, which means that I will pay you far higher than what you are earning right now.” Margo smirked.

“Oh!” Smiled Emma, happy to hear that, given their money situation. Living in London wasn’t easy for anyone, especially not junior employees at the start of their careers.

“So, are you ready to understand with NTR is?” Margo asked. “Knowing that this will be the point where you decide if you want in or out.”

Emma took a deep breath, and then nodded. “Yes Margo.”

“Good. NTR, or netorare, is a Japanese sexual term for taking someone’s wife. It is similar to the cuckolding fetish, if you know that?”

“I’ve heard of that,” said Emma, she’d read about it online; it was quite popular these days, not that she understood it.

“Right, well, the difference here is that with NTR, the husband and wife, want the wife to fall in love with her lover, and eventually, fall out of love and leave the husband.”

“What happens with the husband?” Emma asked, confused as to why someone would want to hurt someone they love like that, and why the man would even want it.

“Depends on the husband. Most are highly submissive. They like the pain of humiliation. A lot are just abandoned, that’s their fetish, abandonment, and then they restart with a new partner, and usually come back and do it all over again. A lot want to go deeper, full humiliation, feminisation, forced homosexuality, financial ruin, or even total ruin.” She smiled sinisterly.

“Total ruin?” Emma asked, leaning forward.

“Basically being put into a position from which there is no way back.”

“What then? I don’t know if I’m comfortable with suicide.”

“Not suicide. Definitely not. These are men who want to have their careers locked out from them, to be forced to find more…depraved ways to continue. Sissies, for example, highly effeminate feminised slaves, usually want to feel like they’ve trapped themselves into one career path. To be cleaners for example. Maids. Or even prostitutes.”

“Pros…prostitutes?” Emma found herself smiling. “Wait. There are men out there who give up everything to become crossdressers, who then sell themselves on the street?”

“Some of them,” Margo smiled.

“Oh, I shouldn’t laugh but…” Emma chuckled. “I was just thinking how men are such pigs. Sometimes I just want Alex, my husband, to romance me before sex, to be a gentleman, but what does he do? Comes up behinds me and grabs my tits like some sort of gorilla. It’s so fucking ridiculous. If these men are like that, then good, serves them right.”

Now Margo was laughing, a twinkle in the eye as she realised she’d made the right choice in picking Emma for this task. That and the fact that she could tell immediately that Miles had taken an interest in the cute young thing. “That’s right. I’ll let you into a little secret.” Margo said, leaning forward and scrolling through her phone. “See this sissy?” She held up the camera and Emma stared at the skinny e-Girl with blue hair sat on a pink computer chair sucking a dildo. There was something familiar about her.

It clicked. “Oh my god! That’s your ex-husband!”

“Now a she, on hormones, breasts, does online content and gay porn. I get the money from it and in return, I pay for his apartment and utilities. He then gets a small commission for food and expenses, for which he needs to provide me with scans of the receipts.”

“Holy shit!” Emma laughed, taking the phone from her hand and zooming. “She’s so pretty!”

“He. We don’t allow him she/her pronouns, in order to remind him that he’s just a sissy.”

“I’m sorry, but that’s fantastic.” Emma handed the phone back. “I’m not sure I fully understand all of it, but I’m a big fan of bad men being put in their place. There are too many shitheads in the world. Why should I have to be scared to walk home at night because some guy might do something to me? Why should I be scared to look away from my drink in a bar? Fuck that. I’m in.”

Margo clapped her hands and stood, “Emma, I knew I was right about you. Let me email you all the contacts and go ahead and reach out to Alison. She’s a great gal, you’ll love her, and she’s got a lovely story about what happened with her ex-husband, who is now married to the woman doing the interior decorating.”

Standing with her boss, Emma shook her hand and smiled. “Sounds like fun. I won’t let you down.”

* * * * *

Around the time Emma and Alex were leaving for work, I was delivering breakfast in bed to my wife, just like I did every day. Giulia smiled as I knelt down and bowed my head subserviently, not saying a word, as I was trained to do.

In the months since the incident with Marco, we had agreed to do the female domination relationship thing, but do it our way, rather than Miles’. Whilst I would have loved for Giulia to cuckold me again, for now, she was not interested in making that happen for fear of where it might lead. That wasn’t because of me or her, but because of the job she was doing for Miles and Marco.

Whilst at this stage of the process her physical presence wasn’t always required, it was sometimes, and when that happened, she could feel the tension, cut it with a knife, and she knew it wasn’t in her head. The way the men looked at her, the way the women dressed suggestively and then openly talked about their new husbands. Anyway, that was all about to change. A couple of weeks ago, they announced they had the building, which meant home office was about to end.

The first time Giulia met my ex-wife Allie, it didn’t go well at all. Alison openly sneered at Giulia, told her that she was ruining the whole plan for me, that I didn’t deserve happiness. Giulia fought on my behalf, asked what kind of horrible thing I’d done to deserve such retribution, to which Allie said that it was clear that Giulia didn’t understand me at all.

“He doesn’t deserve happiness because he’s an emotional pain slut. He gets off on strong women tormenting him, trapping him into a life of burden. I’m the one that actually cares about him, because if you cared, you’d torture him, you’d find ways to hurt him emotionally, because he gets off on it.” Alison sneered. “I bet you don’t even have him in chastity!”

That night, I arrived home to find the thing that had been my downfall in the first place. A little metal chastity cage. I’d had three removed over the years, I could remove another, but it surprised me that Giulia was interested in it.

I thought it would be an on-off thing. I’d wear the chastity cage, take it off for sex, put it back on again. But Giulia had another trick up her sleeve. She bought a huge strap-on dildo which she clipped over the cage. I still got to fuck her, just not with my own cock.

After a month, I decided to ask her when the cage would come off.

“Never,” she replied flatly. “You won’t get to have sex with me anymore.” There was a bitterness to her voice that I didn’t understand. We’d always been so close, such good partners, now I felt she was drifting from me, just like Allie had.

Now the building for the club had been selected and purchased, Giulia would be going into work every day. I asked her if she’d be able to cope with the pressure that Marco and Miles were putting on her.

“What do you want me to say?” She asked, shrugging. “I really don’t know. I want to fuck Marco. I masturbate thinking about what Allie did to you. I get turned on by all of it. But I’m also a realist. This fetish they have is not healthy, and at some point, I want children, I can’t in all good conscience bring a child into this world in that sort of surrounding.”

She said she wanted children, yet I was caged and she had promised we would never have sex again. I pointed that out to her and she scoffed. “Yeah, they won’t be your children.”

Her words bit into me like a vice, but the pain was so good. Every time she used harsh terms like this, I wanted to moan, my body shook, and idiot as I was, she noticed it, realising that Allie was right. Of course, she wanted to unlock me. Of course she wanted my kids. She also didn’t want to lose me, believing that I would eventually abandon her for someone kinkier. So, she faked the dominatrix role.

A couple of weeks after that conversation and here we were. Now I was to get up early to prepare breakfast for my queen. I was to do it in my sissy outfit, with make-up, which meant I had to get up very early. After serving breakfast, I was allowed to change back and remove the make-up to prepare for my job.

Two weeks of this pampering, massages, bathing on the weekend, and cooking all dinner, doing all the housework, ironing, and Giulia realised this wasn’t all that bad. All she needed to do was insult me, be mean all the time, and never say a kind word to me, except in public, and she had to admit, she sometimes forgot out there, leading to some interesting moments in the store.

The one thing Giulia said she would never stop doing, was kissing her husband good night before sleep, and telling each other that they love one another. She said it was her way of reminding him that this was all a kinky game, nothing more than that.

That morning, Giulia arrived at the three storey old factory in East London, donned the hi-vis vest and hard hat, and headed inside. The place was a mess, graffiti on the walls, rubble from walls already taken down, but at least the initial clean-up had removed the filth left over from the squatters who had lived there.

Marco and Miles were stood over a desk where the architect, Travis, was pointing something out on the blueprints. Travis was a good-looking guy too, salt and pepper hair, black beard, nice suit, and a shy smirk when he spoke to Giulia. He was a nice guy, nervous around her, but sweet. Always had humbugs with him in a paper bag. I’d told Giulia about the old British sweet shops, believing them to be all gone, but somehow, Travis had a location out near Chelmsford that was still operating, still serving sweets by the scale out of large jars.

Travis wasn’t part of the Circle, as Miles called it, his little dating service. He was just the architect Cindy had found. That made Giulia more comfortable around him, knowing there was no hidden agenda.

“There she is!” Marco smirked, stepping over and given her an unwelcome kiss on each cheek.

“Marco,” she nodded, eyes piercing his, warning him to behave.

Miles smiled over at her. “We’ve found our graphic designer,” he said, “works for a good friend of mine, close friend of the Circle. Her name’s Emma. She’s a shy girl, freshly married I’m told, but already cracks in the marriage. I want to bring her into our group and whilst I’m acutely aware you don’t want in, you’d be doing us a great favour if you don’t discourage her.”

The implication was clear. If she wanted to keep earning the big bucks, and not have her reputation destroyed, then she needed to play ball on this stuff at least.

“I’ll do my job.” She said with no small amount of venom.

“Good. Glad we’re all on the same page.” Grinned Miles. “I’ll leave you with Travis. Sure you’ve got lots to talk about.”

As the two men walked away, she head Miles say something about a huge arse and tits, and tiny waist. She wanted to pick up one of the sledgehammers and whack them both over the head with it, but instead she turned to the blueprints and stared. “You changed them again?”

“Had to. This is a supporting wall, after all.” He said, and she nodded, they had been afraid of that. “He’s a bit of cunt isn’t he? Old Miles?”

“He’s a letch,” she said, having only learned that word recently. “But he’s got his kinks and he doesn’t seem to be forcing anyone into them. Besides, he does pay well and he hasn’t come onto me yet.”

“But Marco…”

A blush appeared in her cheeks. “A momentary lapse in judgment that won’t happen again. My husband knows about it.”

“Oh yeah, he’s the one that was married to…”

“Alison, yeah. Bitch too.”

“She’s a bit rough around the edges isn’t she? Like, Cindy is all polish like, but Allie’s just all high and mighty all the time, as if she runs everything.”

Giulia could talk for hours on her feelings towards the lot of them, but they had work to do and deadlines to meet, so she changed the subject and focused on the plans for the club. The focus for now was on the main dancefloor. That needed to serve as a Berlin-style nightclub, it would be the different VIP areas where the filtering would happen, the ways to introduce the visitors to the kink.

“So these all factory windows will be replaced with more insulated ones, then toned to only let in a certain amount of light. Basically, at night they’ll be pitch black, and when morning comes around, just create a hue, rather than bright light.” Said Giulia.

“Right, and you wanted balconies running along here, but there’s an issue. The height means you need to put safety nets in. If they were a metre lower, then they wouldn’t be needed.” Said Travis. The problem with that was she had dance platforms prepared underneath between each bar element. A metre lower meant no chance to have the platforms.

“I’d rather remove the platforms than have nets in,” she said. “It’ll ruin the aesthetic.”

They talked through everything before walking the main hall. On the old factory floor was metal drain grating, under which was a wide trough. One thing she hadn’t considered was that trough. “Could we lower the dance floor level with the trough, then shift the dance podiums out from under the balconies?”

Travis looked at the floor then signalled for some of the crew to lift the grates. It was a fifty-centimetre drop in the concrete. “Basically put steps down into the dancefloor, that way if someone falls from the balcony, they don’t fall onto the dancefloor but onto the raised part along the sides.” He nodded.

“Exactly.”

“That’ll work.”

They worked well into the lunch hour until both felt the pangs of hunger. “Wanna grab lunch?” Travis asked.

“God yes!” She laughed.

Over lunch, they chatted about their lives, her life growing up in Italy, her idiot younger brother, and he talked about his marriage, and how his wife passed away two years ago from pancreatic cancer. “It was like, one week she was fine, then eight weeks later she was dead.”

It was heartbreaking but even more so because they had a baby daughter. “I’ve always wanted kids.” Giulia told him.

“And your husband?”

Giulia frowned. When she met me, I knew she wanted kids, but I always distanced myself from the idea of them. I never really knew why until we started our games with Allie, and then I realised, my life was meant for something else entirely. “He’s…different.”

“Ah, he was the one married to Alison, right?” Travis asked, and I nodded. “I don’t really understand the fetish they have, but I kind of understand the need to find the right person to be with. I dunno; maybe I’m too old fashioned.”

My wife allowed herself a little chuckle. “I don’t think that’s true, just more grounded.”

As the left the little café, Giulia looked across at the handsome man and saw more than just looks. She saw a doting father, a widow, and someone with a genuinely kind soul. And then in her horror, she realised that she was falling for him, and it wasn’t just that that bothered her, but the fact that she knew this was all a setup, all manipulation by Miles and Marco.


Chapter 2: Networking

It had been a week since Emma had been hired to run the account, and in that time, she’d already created the lookbook for the business. She had a solid vision for what was needed, and made short work of the logo and colour-scheme.

Whilst she didn’t fully understand the fetish they had, she tried to distance herself from their kinks and focus on the business. However, when she told Alex about it, he was far from happy, believing Emma was being inducted into some sort of high-profile cult.

So far, everyone had been lovely to her. Giulia was so typically Italian, outgoing, strong, and loud when she needed to be, Emma found her to be counter to her introverted personality, and yet they appeared to complement each other well.

Giulia admitted she was not part of the Circle but that I was, previously, as a submissive. She explained that I struggled with my self-image and as such believed myself to be unworthy of affection. I don’t know if that was completely true, my therapist simply told me that I have a fetish and I can choose to live it or not. Quite honestly, I’m not sure my therapist fully understood my fetish.

The one thing Emma did notice, however, was the amount of time Giulia spent with the architect, Travis. He was a nice guy, and they had to coordinate, so that made sense, but the two frequently disappeared for a cigarette, or coffee, and spent more time giggling and flirting than getting things done.

Then there was Marco, the romantic. He wasn’t there that often, but when he did show up, he always had something with him that he swore was for someone else, but somehow ended up with Emma.

“These flowers?” He asked. “They’re for my friend, she got promoted, but no, no, someone as pretty as you, I can get more. You take these!” He said with a thick Italian accent.

“Oh, I really couldn’t…” She’d blush.

“No, I won’t take no for an answer. It’s silly. They’re just flowers! People make such a big deal, eh? You take them! Probably wrong for her anyway!”

Then the chocolates. Corne Porte Royal from Belgium, expensive as hell, bought from a shop. He opened them in front of her and took one then gasped. “No, this is not for me. You take them.”

“What? They’re great!” She laughed.

“You like them? Oh, come on! They’re too sweet! Well, you’re a sweet girl, of course you’d like them. Good, I don’t need to throw away, you take them.”

The following week, it wasn’t just things he decided he didn’t want, it became a routine. Flowers one day, chocolates another, tickets to the theatre for her and her husband. Eventually, she gave up complaining, just blushed and accepted the items. And eventually, even she began to look forward to his visits, the chats, the way he talked about the little village in Italy he was from, the food his grandmother used to cook. He was just so…gentle, even though he was built like Jason Momoa.

It was one afternoon when Marco came by temporary offices out of which the group worked, that he brought her bubble tea. She’d never had it before so was happy to sit outside in the sun and drink with him as they talked. A Maybach limousine pulled up and an elegant leg stepped out.

“Boss lady’s here,” chuckled Marco.

Cindy climbed out carrying an air of aloofness, hair pulled into an elegant bun, soft beige shawl complementing the summery dress she had on. Although she carried herself as if everyone else was beneath her, she appeared to warm up dramatically when she caught the two of them outside.

“Marco! Emma! Don’t you look the pair!” She sang.

“Oh, we’re just taking a break…” Emma stammered out, not wanting anyone to get the wrong idea.

“Oh hush, your secret’s safe with me!” Cindy laughed, stepping into the office.

For a moment, Emma appeared horrified. “Marco, I don’t…I mean, it’s not like that…”

“It’s fine. Cindy’s just messing with you.” He laughed. “Chill.”

A joke was a joke, sure, but this sort of thing bothered her. She never considered being unfaithful, although looking at Marco, she admitted, if she ever was… No! I won’t! She thought.

“What is it she actually does?” Emma wondered out loud. “Like, does she work?”

Marco nodded. “She has her own business, and I’m an investor.”

“Really?”

“Oh yes. Have you heard of Les Vilains lingerie?”

Les Vilains was an extremely high-end lingerie line from France. Emma knew of it in the same way she knew of Agent Provocateur, not something she could ever afford. When thong knickers cost a quarter of your monthly wage, then something is definitely wrong. “I thought they were French?” She noted.

“They were. Started before World War Two in Paris but the house fell on hard times during the financial crisis of 2008. A British businessman bought it and tried to keep it afloat. Cindy was a model back in 2015, and became the face of Les Vilains, and at that time, the young trophy wife of said businessman. He introduced her to Miles and then told her all about his kink. Netorare. Being someone for whom kink was second nature, Cindy took to it like a duck to water. The rest is history.”

“And her ex-husband?”

“Works in a gay brothel for a man named Thomas.”

Emma giggled. There was something so dark and sexy about turning toxic men into gay sissy whores. Of course, she didn’t know if this man was toxic or not, but in her mind, he was. A filthy toxic slug, a cheat, a liar. Had to be, most were. Not Marco though. Marco was one of the good guys.

“Listen, it looks like the club is gonna be a little pricier than planned,” said Marco. “We’re thinking about putting on a networking event for some of the members of the Circle, do some fundraising. Think you can throw together some documentation?”

“Flyers or something?” She asked.

“Actually no, I’m thinking our business plans. We have the presentations, but I’d like to turn them into brochures, simple to grasp, quick points. We would use the new lookbook, the logo, that sort of thing.”

She shrugged. “That isn’t a problem. When is it?”

“Ideally next week,” he said. “I think that’s why Cindy is here. We’re trying to get a location for it. A place in Mayfair.”

“Sounds good. I’ll sort that out.”

He smiled warmly and for the briefest of moments, her heart warmed. “You’re a star. You and your husband are invited, of course.”

With the idea of Eyes Wide Shut stuck in her mind, Emma blushed and said it probably wasn’t for her. He laughed explaining it wouldn’t be a sex party, but rather a snobby affair with expensive wine and overprice small food which will still leave you hungry after.

“Oh, one of those types of party?” She giggled, something else she’d only seen in films, never imagining she’d visit. “Then yes, that would be lovely, thank you.”

Marco stood, then bent to kiss her hand. “Next week then, my beauty.” He said, rolling his arm like the Count of Monte Cristo or something, again, earning a giggle for his efforts. “I shall now go see the boss lady and find out if any party is actually happening!”

For a moment, Emma stared from the step at the sexy hunk of a man. He was so polite, such a gentleman, but she knew that if she asked him to just take her, he would. It was funny, she hated when Alex was laddish, all handsy, but she knew Marco was a romantic, knew that if she asked for it, he’d be it, but also knew that if she wanted him to just use her for his pleasure, to treat her body like a canvas, he would. The thought made her pussy drip.

“God, this place is getting to me already.” She sighed, standing and brushing herself off and heading back inside.

* * * * *

After that lunch with Travis, Giulia was cautious around him for a couple of days, but even so, he didn’t appear to push any sort of agenda, didn’t force the idea of companionship. Most of their conversations were about work, very rarely did they drift anywhere else, and if they did it was because of something benign; a text message from the kindergarten or a sitter, a TV show one of them had seen, a meme of a cat, the orange cunt in the USA.

Then one afternoon, she decided to be direct and just ask him. “What did they tell you about me when you were offered the project?” She asked.

He looked right at her then smiled. “They said that you were an extremely attractive Italian woman, who worked on the Metropolitan building in Hannover, which is a masterpiece of interior design. They said that you want kids but have a husband who doesn’t. They said they you were likely unhappy in your marriage but would refuse to admit it, and they said that you and I would be perfect for each other.”

There was a momentary pause whilst Giulia took all this in. They were trying to set her up, but if he wasn’t part of the Circle, what would be the point? “But you aren’t part of the Circle.” She stated.

“Correct, I’m not.” He sighed. “But my wife was. Sort of. Her father is a member. I was never part of it, actively, neither was she.”

“I see.”

A frown appeared on his face. “If it makes you feel any better, I told them that I was in not position to mess around with people’s lives like that, that being a single parent makes you see how precious everything is, and that I was in no mood to introduce my daughter to a potential future mother, only to have all that taken away again. I’m here to work, Giulia, not to fuck around. Sorry.”

“No, don’t apologise.” She sighed. “I just don’t like their obvious manipulation, but I really appreciate your honesty.”

He nodded, then returned to his PC before pausing again. “What I will say is this; if I was willing to go down that route, then I would be so incredibly lucky to land a girl like you. Looks aside, because you’re supermodel levels of gorgeous, you’re a fucking catch. And if your husband is pushing you into the Circle, then he doesn’t fucking deserve you to begin with. That’s all I’ll say. Sorry again.”

Giulia didn’t reply but she did allow herself a private blush and a smile. Her pussy throbbed at the thought of being with Travis, yes, but her heart glowed at the idea of raising his daughter, of being by his side.

As Giulia thought about that, she caught sight of Marco bringing a gift for Emma. She didn’t feel a sense of loss at the fact that Marco had moved on, she already understood that Marco hadn’t been there to bring her into the Circle but rather to warm her up to the idea of the fact that she could cheat on me.

She picked up her phone and texted me. “We’re going out tonight. You’re going to get what you wanted, we’ll find a stranger for me to fuck. No more plastic cock.”

“Yes Mistress!” I wrote back, and rather than laugh, she scoffed at how pathetic I was and through the phone on to the table with a clatter.

“Someone piss you off?” Travis asked.

“Husband.” She sighed. “As usual.”

“Ouch, say no more.”

That night, Giulia put on a short, shiny black clubbing dress, and I put on a black shirt and black trousers over the lingerie I had underneath. Wearing sissy lingerie had become a daily thing now and from the looks the Giulia gave me, she hated it, and I knew she wished I’d fight her on it, tell her no, tell her I wouldn’t wear it. She wished I wasn’t such a pussy, but here we were. I wanted to be a sissy for her, I just couldn’t help myself.

And yet, we ended up in some basic club on a Thursday night and found that most of the men in there were losers. Drunks or kids who wouldn’t know what to do with a woman like Giulia if it came with a manual. By midnight, she was done and in the taxi home, she surprised me by pouncing, making out with me, rubbing my body.

In the bedroom, she pulled the keys off her necklace and undid the cage on my cock, dropping her mouth down on it and sucking hard.

Nothing. No response.

She rubbed it, spat on it, rubbed it between her tits, but nothing. No response.

“AH! You fucking useless piece of shit!” She screamed, stomping off to the bathroom and shutting the door.

Rather than cry about it, I did the one thing I knew I could do. I stood, dressed, walked out of the house and down to the all-night pharmacy, where I bought a packet of Viagra, taking one immediately. By the time I arrived home, I could already feel the heat in my face and the slight drop in blood pressure.

Giulia was in bed, reading. “Where did you go?” She asked, softly.

I didn’t reply, instead began kissing her all over, pulling at the white lace cotton nightie, sucking on her breasts, then moving down to her cunt and lapping away. She moaned and mewled, but I could tell she still looked disappointed. She didn’t want oral, she wanted to get fucked.

I moved back up, kissed her lips which reluctantly kissed back for a moment, until she felt it. Her eyes bolted open and suddenly I felt her kiss back, as my rock hard cock pushed into her. Hand wrapped around me. “Oh honey!” She gasped.

Of course, I lasted less than a minute, but Giulia didn’t care. If anything, she was positively overjoyed by the fact that we’d just had sex. She held me tight, sighed contently, and then said, “Now you can go down on me. Clean me.”

After, we talked and she explained that she needed the real thing but she didn’t want to give in to the Circle. Of course, at the time, I thought she was talking about Marco, I didn’t know something was going on with Travis at the same time.

“I thought we weren’t ever going to…” I began.

“Don’t expect this to be a regular thing.” She replied, no playfulness, just honesty. She didn’t want sex with me, why would she? “You were the closest thing to hand. But how, by the way?”

I reached down to my trousers and picked up the packet. “Pack of four…”

Laughing, she looked at the little box and said, “Good. Three left, let’s see how many we can use this year.”

The following morning, Travis saw a changed mood in the Italian girl. He was happy to see her night went well, but inside, he found himself wishing it was him she went home with, not the husband who couldn’t satisfy her; me.

When Miles told him about Giulia, Travis openly said he wasn’t interested in breaking up a marriage, that it wasn’t something he did. His late wife wasn’t a fan of her father’s lifestyle either, even though the whole reason she was born was because of that damned fetish. But the more time Travis spent around Giulia, the more he realised that Miles was right, the woman was perfect for him in every single way.

Still, he wasn’t willing to break up marriage based on lust, but he was willing to break up a marriage if it offered stability for her daughter. There was a test for that, he realised but he would need to find an opportune moment.

When Travis heard about the networking event, he decided to see how open Giulia was to the idea of flirting. So far, he hadn’t really turned on the charm for the simple reason that he didn’t think he should. But the more he thought about her, the more he realised that he needed to at least begin laying the groundwork, just in case.

“What are you wearing to the event?” Giulia asked Emma. The two didn’t really interact that much, Giulia felt that Emma was a little ditsy, a little too introverted for her liking, but she knew that Emma appeared to look up to her.

“Um, I... I was thinking just a plain skirt and blouse.” Replied Emma, clearly clueless to this type of event.

“Yeah, you can’t.” Sighed Giulia. “Come on, I need a new dress and so do you.”

“But I can’t…”

“I’ll buy it for you!”

As they perused the dressed in Selfridge’s, Giulia noticed the horror on Emma’s face every time she caught sight of the price of some of them. For Giulia, paying for quality was never an issue, but it helped that she earned the money for it.

“Did you know that Cindy owns Les Vilains?” Emma asked suddenly.

“The lingerie brand?” Asked Giulia, surprised.

“Yeah. It was her ex-husband’s. She got it in the divorce.”

“Wow. She can get me a discount then!”

Emma giggled. “I was thinking some freebies.”

“Or that.” Giulia agreed.

The young girl held up a short red dress, the bust of which was deep, Giulia shook her head no. “Why not?” Emma asked.

“Long dress, open bust. Short dress, covered bust.”

“Oh,” replied Emma, feeling stupid. “Hey, you and Travis seem to be getting on well together. You planning anything? You know? Circle related?”

Giulia didn’t even look at the girl, just looked at dresses. “I’m not in the Circle.” She replied flatly.

“No, but, if you were…”

“But I’m not.” Giulia snapped back. “What about you and Marco?”

From the look of redness on Emma’s cheeks, Giulia could tell the younger woman had been thinking about it. “I couldn’t do that to Alex, much as he annoys me. He’s so pushy.”

“What do you mean, pushy?”

“Like, there’s no romance, no build up. He just starts hugging me, kissing me, wanting to, you know? Put his dick in.”

“That’s what men do.”

“No, he used to spend time on me, candles, build up, and now it’s just put it in.”

Clearly the girl expected the honeymoon to last forever, but life wasn’t like that. She wanted the boyfriend experience, but in the same way women’s lingerie tastes change after marriage, so did the reason for sex. “I think you should be glad he wants to have sex.” Giulia muttered.

“Ouch, sounds personal.”

“It is.” Giulia replied, then she sighed and said, “You’re young, okay? I’m Italian, my dad used to cheat all the time. I used to say to my mama, why do you stay with him? And she’d reply, what and the next man is better? He’ll be all sweet until one day, he’ll fart and go bald just like the next one. As to papa, well, one day his dick will stop working, and who will he go home to? The woman with the big tits, or the woman who makes him a nice home? Marco is a fantastic fuck. I know, I’ve fucked him.” She said, and Emma gasped in surprise. “Spectacular. If you want a great fuck, then go fuck him. But then remember you have a man who will take care of you at home.”

It wasn’t what Emma wanted to hear, in fact, the seemed to take the fact that Giulia had slept with Marco to be a personal afront. “Yeah, well, what about you and Travis? We all see it! Would that just be a quick fuck too?”

This time Giulia rolled her eyes and stepped closer to the girl. “One, I’m not doing anything with Travis, but let’s say, for a moment, I went along with their ridiculous little dating circle. Travis is kind, he’s a widow, a single parent and loves all the same things I love. It wouldn’t be about sex, it would be about being with a better man.”

“It that how you feel?” Emma asked. “Is Travis a better man than your husband?”

The question threw Giulia for six. She hadn’t even wanted to think about the possibility, but in her heart, she knew it. Yes, Travis was absolutely a better man than me, for her. A better fit, she just knew it, but it was all too little too late. She loved me, she made her decision to be with me, and she wasn’t going to play their stupid game. There was always the possibility that someone better suited was around the corner, it didn’t mean you could just run away every time. “No, he isn’t. I was just making a point.” Giulia mumbled, but neither of the women believed it.

Finally, Emma relaxed and decided to try to be kinder to her new friend. “Hey, think you can help me pick out make-up too?”

“Sure.” Giulia smiled.

On the night of the event, Giulia made sure I put on my finest black lace lingerie. Over that, she made me put on black rear-zip women’s trousers, and a black lace crop-top and a black fishnet off-the-shoulder top. I practically begged her to let me dress normally, told her I didn’t even want to go, not with my ex-wife there, but she wouldn’t hear of it.

“I want her to see that I’m in charge, that I am in control, not anyone else.” She snapped. “Now sit down next to me on the chair and do your make-up.”

This wouldn’t be a little eyeliner, she was going for the femboy look; heavy hues on the eyes, plenty of blush, heavy bright pink lipstick. My fingernails were fluorescent pink to match my shoes and handbag.

It didn’t used to be like this. When we started this journey, she was hesitant to humiliate me in such ways, but then she met my ex-wife and everything felt like a competition.

I hadn’t seen Alison since that day in the coffeeshop, the day she spat in my face in front of everyone. I’d see her tonight.

“There’s Marco,” I said when we entered the grandiose ballroom.

“I’m not interest in Marco,” Giulia said softly, though I could see her eyes searching the room, looking for someone else. Was she looking for Allie, perhaps?

Speak of the devil (literally). “Well, well, well, how pretty you made him.” My ex-wife sang.

“Hello Alison,” Giulia replied with a smile, leaning in to kiss each of Allie’s cheeks.

Orn stepped closer, arm around Allie. “My, my, you’re pretty. Allie told me you’re a hottie but I never imagined just how beautiful.”

“And you must be Orn,” replied Giulia. “Yes, Terry warned me about you.”

The Icelander gave me a frown. “Now sissy Teri, that’s not very nice of you! I was nothing but fair with you.”

“I’d just prefer Terry, Orn.” I replied.

“I think Sir is what we agreed on from you, get it right.” Orn snapped back firmly.

“No, I’d rather…”

Giulia interrupted me. “If you agreed on Sir, then you should use it. Stop embarrassing me, this instant!”

I felt heat rise to my face as Allie smirked. “I’m sorry Mistress. Sorry Sir,” I said to Orn meekly.

Orn leaned down and kissed Giulia’s cheek. “If you ever fancy a bit of fun, do let me know. Allie doesn’t mind, and at least this one doesn’t need to worry about me running off with you…this time.”

We were about to move off when Allie took the champagne flute from my hand and pulled it to her lips. She held my eyes as she drooled inside the wine, then passed it to Orn, who did the same before handing it back and walking off.

“I knew I should have stayed home.” I moaned.

“Shut up!” Giulia snapped. “Drink your drink.”

“But…”

She turned on her heel and looked right at me. “Do I need to pull down your pants and spank you right here?”

“No Mistress.” I said, feeling my cock swell in the cage, embarrassment pouring over me like hot lead as people smirked in our direction.

“Do not fucking embarrass me again, is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress.” I replied.

Mere months and I had single-handedly destroyed my second marriage. I knew full well now that it was beyond redemption, but there was very little I could do. I had asked for this and whilst I knew she was selectively choosing kink elements to keep me happy, I also knew that that time and come and gone. This wasn’t kink, this was her contempt for me.

What I didn’t notice was Giulia’s distracted looks across the room. Eye-contact with an attractive man, neatly combed silver hair. I came close to noticing, but suddenly, a very pretty young brunette appeared in front of me wearing a dark blue halterneck dress, and next to her, a nervous looking skinny man in a tuxedo, pulling at the collar of his white shirt as if it was trying to strangle him.

“Hey Giulia,” the girl grinned.

“Oh, Emma, hello.” My wife turned to me. “This is Emma. She’s working on the graphic design for the club.”

“Yes, you mentioned.” I said. “Hi Emma, I’m Terry.”

Emma looked me up and down. “You look…interesting.”

“He’s a sissy.” Giulia said, I think with a little pride, but I may have been mistaken, then she reached out a hand to the nervous man. “Hi, Giulia.”

“Hey, Alex.” He nodded. “I’ve heard a lot about you.”

“All good I hope?”

“Yes, actually. Seems Emma really looks up to you.”

Before we could continue, Miles and Cindy appeared by our sides and introduced themselves to Alex. Emma began asking something about a lingerie brand Cindy owned, so Miles took my elbow and pulled me aside.

“Terry, wonder if I could have a word?” He asked. “Mind if I borrow him for a moment, Giulia?”

“Be my guest.”

I followed Miles through the hall and as we passed Orn, he gave the man a nod, and he followed along. Something didn’t feel good about this, especially as Marco tagged along. Soon, I found myself in a side room with the three men and my ex-wife who was already waiting on a sofa.

The door closed with a solid click as Marco turned the lock.

“Pants off,” Miles snapped.

“I’m sorry?” I asked, confused.

“I said, take your trousers off, now.”

My eyes darted around the room as the men began undoing their trousers, pulling out their cocks and rubbing them. Allie simply lay on her side on the sofa with her phone out, recording.

“No…I…”

“Terry, stop acting stupid,” snapped Miles. “We know you want this, and you know I don’t do blackmail. The recording is for our own fun, not to blackmail you. Get your trousers off, get on your knees and suck my cock.”

I gulped, the old hypnosis coming back to me in floods. My hands trembled as I moved to remove my trousers, reaching back for the zip and letting them fall to the floor.

“Now, there’s no need to be a pig,” sighed Miles. “Pick them up and fold them!”

“Y-yes Sir.” I replied, doing as I was told.

Then I approached him and dropped to my knees, taking his cock into my mouth with only a moment’s hesitation. The squelching sound of my wet mouth around his hard dick filled the room for a moment, but then they began talking.

“Did you see Emma tonight?” Marco asked. “Fucking hell man, so perfect.”

Allie sighed. “She’s too…plump, for me.”

“Yes darling, but she’s not for you!” Laughed Miles. “Besides, you know what they say, the bigger the cushion, the harder the pushin’.”

“Pig!” Said Allie, then began laughing. “Orn, his little bottom is just dancing there. Do something with it!”

“Give them the stuff,” Orn told Miles.

“Ah, yes,” said Miles, reaching to the desk for poppers, my nemesis. The last time I did poppers was in Germany, and that ended up being the last night of gay sex in a while. I vowed to stay away, to break the habit, but now it was beyond my control.

The bottle was pushed under my nose, a fat finger closing each nostril as I sniffed. Before I knew it, I felt the familiar rush in my head, the whoosh of my heartbeat, and fingers moving my panties to the side, lubricated fingers rubbing and pushing against my hole.

“Not as tight as he once was,” Orn noted, readying his cock.

“What do you expect?” Alison laughed. “He was a gay whore for months!”

“Urgh, I’m not going to catch anything am I?”

“Don’t be stupid! He was on a cocktail of drugs to prevent all that.” Miles frowned. “Really Orn, he’s a sissy but there’s no need to be so mean. He’s one of the old guard. A friend! Be nice!”

This good cop, bad cop routine should have been obvious, but in the haze of popper-induced fog, all I cared about was the cock going in and out of my mouth, and the one entering my anus.

Behind me, I heard a moan and realised Marco was fucking my ex-wife. It was funny how Allie had become such an integral part of the Circle now, ready and willing to fuck all the members, it seemed.

“Did you see Alex?” Marco asked. “He looks like he’ll be easy prey.”

“He does indeed, but I’m not so sure,” warned Miles. “I worry he might bolt if pushed too hard too soon. I say, Terry darling, do you think you might be so kind as to look after him, show him the ropes, so to speak?”

I blinked with my eyes, of course I would, but I needed to know what exactly he wanted me to do.

“Don’t go scaring the boy, just highlight how important it is for his wife to be happy, how much fun it is to watch another man take the woman you love. You’ll know what to do, you’re a good sissy, you’ll know what to say.” He stroked my face just as his cock bulged my cheek. “Such a pretty sissy you are.”

I was moaning away now, the cock doing things to me that I had missed every day. The poppers found their way under my nostrils again, and once more I sniffed deep.

“As to your wife, well,” Miles sighed. “It seems she’s genuinely not interested in leaving you or fucking anyone else, so Marco has moved on now, fresh pastures. He’ll go after Emma now, so please, do yourself a favour and make sure to help him. Encourage your wife to help too. That way, you can both be helpers of the Circle, no need to worry about us anymore.”

I blinked again and smiled, happy to know my wife was safe, that we would continue this sham of a marriage a little longer.

By the time I was finally allowed to leave the room, all three men had cum inside me somehow. In the case of Miles, my mouth; Orn, my arse, and Marco, inside my ex-wife’s pussy, which I dutifully cleaned.

When the door was finally unlocked and the others filed out, I was glad to be alone to dress, but when I turned around, I found Giulia leaning against the wall next to the door. “You really are pathetic.” She said, grinning.

“I’m sorry.” I sighed, face aghast.

“You sucked all three?”

“Orn fucked me.” I didn’t have the heart to tell her I licked Allie’s pussy.

Giulia rolled her eyes. “Addict. Come on, let’s mingle for a bit.”

“Giulia, I am sorry.”

“Stop worrying. Miles asked me permission yesterday.” She laughed. “I’m fine with it. Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes.” I replied, voice hoarse with shame.

“Good. Just don’t do it too often. He needs to ask my permission to use my property.” She said, walking over and kissing my forehead. “You have some cum there on your cheek.” She said, then leaned over and licked it up before kissing me. “Let’s go.”

“Listen, Giulia?” I said, stopping her. “About Emma and Marco. Miles asked me to help facilitate that. Said it will distract Marco from bothering you, meaning we can have a normal-ish, marriage.”

Giulia actually grinned, I just didn’t know it was because she saw through Miles’ words. “Interesting. Well, we should definitely help then, shouldn’t we?”

“I was thinking that.”

“Good.” She took my hand and led me to the door, then stopped. “You know what? I should introduce you to Travis, the architect.”

“Oh, him! Yes please. Sounds like a nice guy.” I said happily.

“He is. I think you’ll love him.”

And so, with her hand gently clenching mine, I followed her out, ready to meet her closest colleague, not realising that they both already had feelings for one another, not that either really wanted to admit it yet.


Chapter 3: Professional Collaboration

The boxes waited on the desks of both ladies when they arrived at work, proudly displayed complete with brand logo for all to see. They weren’t small boxes either, rather a large rectangular shape, beige base, white lid, complete with cracked marble design running through it, and the words Les Vilains on the top, all neatly wrapped with a beige ribbon and bow.

Each bore a handwritten note from Cindy. As discussed, a selection of items tailored to you. Love C.

Whilst Emma giggled at the arrival of the gift, Giulia found herself frowning. The boxes were too big to simply put away with a shrug, and given that Travis and others had already arrived, they could not be ignored either.

“What’s that?” He asked.

“A gift from Cindy. Emma and I talked about her lingerie brand, how we couldn’t afford even the tiniest item, and she arranged for freebies. Nice of her,” though she didn’t want to know how Cindy knew her sizes. She guessed that was the model’s trained eye but had a feeling something far more nefarious was afoot.

“Very nice of her.” He smiled from his side of the desk, then the smile turned cheeky. “Gonna have a look?”

A warm blush filled her cheeks and she looked down, smirking. “Later.”

“It’s only you and me,” he whispered. They were always the first in the office.

She chewed on her lower lip, wondering if she should, then though, fuck it and pulled on the ribbon, pulling off the lid before she could change her mind. A gasp ran through her as she realised that the woman had sent her thousands of pounds worth of stock. Panties, delicate and lacy, or strappy even, matching bras, suspender-belts, packs of stockings, all black or red or a mix of both. Under that, a lace wired corset with straps for stockings, simply gorgeous, and an item she knew went for a few thousand. Under that, soft silk, a nightie? No, an entire peignoir set, complete with robe.

Travis’ face was a crimson hue now, not from embarrassment but visible arousal as she held each item up to herself. He was picturing her in it and she was ashamed to admit it, but as she put on her little show, she knew full well the effect it was having on him.

The door banged open with a, “Bugger!” as Emma smacked her knee on the frame. “Every time. Why can’t this damn door just open properly.”

“It sticks,” sighed Giulia, scrambling to put the lingerie back in the box.

“Ouch, fuck. Yeah, I noticed, genius.” Emma replied sarcastically. “Oh, what’s this?”

“Gift from Cindy.”

“Oh yay!” The young girl clapped, already pulling at the bow. Her items were a mix of white, baby-blue and yellow items, lacier stuff, more angelic. Giulia looked down at the note, tailored to you. It seemed Cindy saw Giulia going the darker tones, and Emma the lighter, more girlie tones. Heck, there was even a sixties style baby-blue lace babydoll nightie in there.

But something else caught her eyes, pinks and purples, satin, not silk, certainly not Les Vilains items. Sets of frilly knickers which were a size smaller than what Emma needed, not that she noticed and pulled them out, commenting on how cute they were. Giulia had seen such items before, seen them on her husband.

Before Giulia could think to much about it, Travis phone rang out loudly, startling everyone in the room.

“Hello?” he said, turning his chair away. “Yes, this is he. Um-hmm…oh? Really? Thanks for calling me. No, she seemed fine this morning. Okay, thanks, I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

He turned back to Giulia. “My daughter’s started sneezing and she seems to have a slight fever. Probably nothing but a cold, but she can’t be with the other kids.”

“Oh, damn. We have to go over the designs today. Can we do that over Teams?” Giulia asked.

He frowned. “No, need you there. Erm… Would you mind working at my place today? I’m sorry but I really need to…”

“No, no, I get it. Sure, just let me, erm…” She stood and hurriedly packed up her laptop, grabbing the box. “Okay, let’s go. I’ll follow behind you.”

“Good luck to your daughter!” Emma called after them.

As Giulia followed behind Travis’ electric car, out of the city and into the countryside, she wondered if she was doing the right thing by going to his house. She felt the attraction to him, knew she could fuck him if she wanted, but something bit at her, told her that doing that would put her over an edge…the edge of what though? She wondered.

She waited in the car outside the little village pre-school, watching him carry the little blonde girl with pigtails and bolt her into the back seat. He waved thanks for waiting to Giulia who smiled back at him.

Of course, Travis’ house had to be an old cottage with whitewashed walls and a thatched roof. Of course it had to be the most romantic, picturesque house, with the most beautiful little garden. Everything about this man screamed nice, screamed perfection, and seemed to just pull her deeper into her forbidden desire for him.

Okay, the house was a bit messy inside. Not dirty, but lived-in, evidence of a single parent trying to juggle everything at once. It was fine, nothing out of the ordinary, if anything, it made him that much more real.

“Um, cup of tea? Coffee?” He asked.

She wasn’t a fan of English tea with milk so went with coffee. Whilst he prepared that, she looked Suzie over, checking her fever and making sure she was okay. It did just look like a cold.

The little girl was very chatty for her age, asking Giulia all sorts of questions about where she was from, what animals she liked, what was her favourite food, and so on. And after a quick phone call with the GP, Travis gave his daughter some syrup containing paracetamol, then put her to bed with the promise of hot chicken noodle soup for lunch.

“She’s mega sweet,” Giulia said, wishing for a daughter of her own one day.

“She is, and a really kind soul. I just wish I could give her a little brother or sister.” He sighed. “Anyway, is what it is.”

They worked at the dining room table, going over the plans for the second floor, the first VIP room. This would be the first filter, where women could meet potential suiters and married couples could be vetted. The theme should encourage the idea of female dominance, and freedom to cuckold.

As she explained her vision, he shifted uncomfortably. Whilst this was still just a job for her, she took her work seriously, so did not hesitate to explain the feelings she expected the patrons to have. When she explained that submissive males should feel triggered by the décor, and the women should feel aroused by the concept of the strong men taking them, Travis’ face burned with desire for my Italian wife.

“On the part of the sofas, that maybe difficult here because there will be an emergency exit right there. There can’t be any sort of obstruction.” He said, leaning over the table to point at the screen.

“Where?” She asked, looking in the wrong place.

He began to reach over again but realised it was easier to just show her, so he stood and came over to her, leaning over and pointing at the spot. She still didn’t see it but this time it was because she was lost in his musky scent, the warmth of his proximity. This was going to be a fucking hard day, she just knew it.

Before she could react though, go any further, her phone trilled loudly. It was Emma. “What?” Giulia snapped.

“Nice! You always answer the phone like that?” Emma replied.

“Er, sorry, no, just thinking about something else. What’s up?”

The call was actually quite important, about the LED lighting and the colour-scheme for each zone. By the end of it, Travis had not only checked on his daughter but was back in his seat and both appeared to have calmed.

Giulia knew she wouldn’t be able to keep calm the whole day, that at some point, she’d lose her will and would end up kissing him, or more.

Before lunchtime, he said he would heat-up a can of soup for his daughter, but after some complaining about fresh food, he agreed to let Giulia cook a soup, so long as he could go get the ingredients. He had one of those electric pressure cooker pots, so once he returned, she was able to make a hearty chicken broth, even make some quick pasta that could be used as simple noodles.

When Travis tried the soup, tears began to form in his eyes. “Hey, what’s wrong?” She asked.

He shook his head. “I used to cook like this all the time, but since…you know? I just haven’t had the drive.”

She wrapped her arms around him, pulling him tight, holding him. The warmth radiated and his hands moved down her body. This was getting dangerous again and this time there was nothing to stop them.

As their heads moved, turning to allow their lips to meet, she knew this would be far worse than what she did with Marco. With him, that was pure lust, this was attraction in its rawest form, a victory for Miles, Cindy, Allie and everyone else in the Circle.

“Daddy! I’m hungry!” The voice called from upstairs, and just like that, the two were holding each other but the magic was broken, albeit temporarily.

“Guess we should feed the little monster,” he said softly, not wanting to let go.

“Guess so…” Giulia replied softly, hands moving up and down on the side of his body.

With no small amount of reluctance, they broke away and dished out a bowl, placing a slice of bread on the side of the tray. As Travis took it up to his daughter, Giulia wondered how she could get out of this mess she’d gotten herself into, and if she even wanted to.

* * * * *

“Where are the others?” Marco asked, entering the empty temporary office.

Emma looked up from the computer and smiled. “Travis’ daughter is sick, so he had to pick her up. Giulia went with him.”

“Aw, nothing serious I hope?” He asked, showing genuine concern.

“No, just a cold it seems. How are you? You were quite the dancer the other night.” She laughed.

“Years of practice.” He chuckled. “You weren’t too shabby yourself. I hope Alex wasn’t upset?”

Whilst Giulia and I had left the party early, Emma and Alex stayed until well into the night, not that Alex really wanted to. In fact, Miles spent most of the night with Alex, talking about his work, then plying Alex with expensive whiskeys, talking about why Japan had become a whiskey superpower. As Miles got Alex suitably drunk, Marco spent his night with his arms around Emma, dancing with her, chatting and being a gentleman.

“I was more upset with Alex!” She scoffed. “Really! Embarrassing me like that!”

Of course, Alex was summarily shitfaced, so drunk that Marco had to help him to the taxi. Emma was mortified, but Marco simply laughed it off.

“Ah, it happens to the best of us,” laughed Marco.

“There’s a time and a place.”

“I hope you didn’t give him too much grief?”

Emma had. Whilst Alex vomited most of the following day, complaining about his hangover and the fact that it wasn’t his fault, Emma gave him no room other than to apologise. She scolded him about his entire attitude towards her lately, his lack of respect, the fact that he was coming across like a typical English lout and certainly not a gentleman.

And then she said the thing no man wants to hear from his wife; “Honestly, I’m beginning to wonder if marrying you was a mistake.”

Immediately, Alex began to beg, to promise he could change, to give him a chance.

“Fine Alex, I love you, so yes, but there will need to be changes. I need romance, to be wooed, like you used to. Get in touch with your feminine side and stop behaving like your mates. I’m a lady, Alex, treat me like one!”

“Of course! Anything, I promise!”

When Marco heard all this, he allowed himself a little chuckle, then said, “Don’t be too hard on the boy. He’s new to all this. I assume his parents were of…um, what is the right word? Lower class?”

“Working class,” she corrected him. “Yes, typical working class. Voted for Brexit even though they didn’t understand it.”

“Yes, I know the type. The poor boy probably was told how to behave by his father. He doesn’t understand.” He nodded. “What does he do, by the way?”

“Simple IT guy. Networking and support.” She shrugged, saying it was no small amount of disappointment. She knew Alex was capable of so much more, but he seemed to just chug along doing the same thing, not even discussing the chance of promotion.

“Is he looking for work?” Marco asked. “One thing perhaps we have not taken into consideration are the systems. They will need designing, planning. The cashier systems need selecting, running.”

Emma perked up immediately. This would be a huge step up for Alex, a chance to do something more. “You think you could arrange that?”

“Maybe. Let me speak to Alison. She’s in charge of personnel, but why not?”

“Great!”

As Marco stepped away to place a phone call, Emma called Alex and told him the news. At first, he moaned, said it was too much for him, that he wasn’t skilled enough. Frustrated, Emma snapped that this was exactly what she was talking about, that it was time for him to grow up and take responsibility. Finally, he sighed and agreed to an interview at least.

When Marco returned, he was smiling. He said that Allie would see him today after work in her office. Emma passed the information on to Alex and told him to be there or there would be consequences. “And dress nice!”

Whilst Emma chatted to Alex, Marco sat on the desk and innocently opened the large lingerie box, pulling out the sexy items. He looked over at Emma with a smile which she returned, blushing back at him. As she talked, he held up a strappy lace bralette to her chest, and rather than backing away, she pushed her chest out, as if filling the cups.

“Beautiful…” He mouthed, receiving an embarrassed smile in return.

The call ended and she took the bralette from him. “It’s from Cindy. So pretty.” She said.

“Yes, it is. Shame it is not something I will see.”

She chewed her lip and then in a soft voice said, “If you like I can show you?”

“Really? You’d do that for me?” He asked.

“You’ve done a lot of nice things for me.” She replied, her voice barely a squeak.

Marco stood and walked to the front door, locking it. Not that anyone was scheduled to come in, but just in case. He then told her he would turn around, give her privacy, but for some reason, Emma felt a strength she hadn’t felt before. “No, you can look. It’s okay.” She whispered.

And so he turned and saw her heavy breasts already swinging free, large nipples, erect, and not from the cold. She took her time putting on the bralette, her eyes locked with his as she fiddled to put it on. The white straps circled her breasts, like bondage rope pulling them tight. In the front, she repositioned her nipples to sit within the gold rings, there not to cover them, to frame them instead.

“What do you think?” She asked, voice breaking.

“You are a goddess, and this is more than any mere man deserves. I am humbled by your presence.” He said, his accented voice a deep growl of desire.

“Would you like to see the rest?” She asked. “There are knickers.”

“Yes please, my sweet.”

She blushed and smiled softly, dropping her trousers and the plain knickers she had on, revealing a strip of black hair, neatly trimmed above her tight slit. Her thicker thighs were firm, no sign of stretch marks or potting of fat, proof that this was her body shape, that she wasn’t overweight. The perfect woman, in the eyes of Marco.

As she pulled the knickers up her legs, she realised that these were no normal knickers, but crotchless ones designed for play. Like the bralette, the straps behind pulled on her buttocks, shaping them. She then stepped around the desk, closer to Marco.

“You are amazing.” He gasped, stepping closer too.

“Touch me.” She whispered. “Please Marco.”

“Are you sure? I don’t want you to have regrets. I respect you, and for me, just seeing you, just being next to you is like the gift that keeps on giving.”

“Oh Marco, just kiss me, please!” She begged, pouncing into his arms and planting her lips on his mouth. As the kiss intensified, she mewled and moaned, her hands scrambling for his belt, just as a heavy knock rang out on the door.

“Royal Mail. Need a signature.” The mailman called.

“Urgh!” She growled, rushing to put on her blouse and trousers, hiding the lingerie she’d taken off. And as Marco went to sign for the package, her phone rang, the lighting agency asking about the colours needed for the rooms.

With the door closed, she ended the call with the agency and immediately dialled Giulia to discuss it. As she did, Marco placed the package down on Giulia’s desk, then stepped over to Emma’s chair and gently massaged her shoulders. She ran her hand along his, then grabbed it, pulling it down to her right breast and squeezing. His other hand followed as they squeezed and pulled, his lips making contact with her neck, kissing her.

Gravel crunching outside signalled the arrival of another visitor and Emma realised that someone was probably sending them a sign, that she was a married woman and not available to play.

What she didn’t notice was the angry look Marco gave Miles when he stepped into the office. Miles’ smile disappeared in an instant as he realised he’d just cockblocked his mate. Timing was everything, and in this case, Marco believed he’d blown his best shot at actually getting Emma.

* * * * *

The one big reason why Alex didn’t want to interview for a new job was because of his fear of rejection. He knew he’d say something to cock up the interview, knew he’d be laughed out of there, even though that had never happened in the past.

The other problem was his lack of self-esteem, his imposter syndrome, the belief that even if he did get the job, he wouldn’t be able to do it, and at some point, he’d be found out and shamed.

As he sat there waiting in that office block, he could feel his pulse quicken and his hands sweat. Not wanting to shake hands like that, he quickly wiped them on his trousers, just in time for Alison to step into the reception with a smile.

He’d seen her before, at the party, maybe even exchanged a few words, though he wasn’t quite sure. That night was a blur for obvious reasons. But looking at her there in the tight dark blue mini-skirt, the ivory silk cami, and the matching tight blue blazer, he thought she was the very definition of a supermodel. Sure, he loved the way Emma looked, but her constant complaining about how she looked just made him a bit turned off by her lately.

“Ah, Mrs…” He froze. He didn’t know her surname, just that she was called Alison.

“Alison is fine.” She smiled, shaking his hand. “Come on back.”

They sat down in her office where drinks were offered and declined. He just wanted this over with. After some pleasantries about the party the other night, she asked him about his schooling. This is where it would all for apart, he thought, the moment where he’d be exposed as a fraud.

He explained that whilst he didn’t go to university, he went to a technical IT college for a diploma in network infrastructure, and Alison nodded.

“Those are often more beneficial than the university courses, to be honest,” she noted. “More practical experience, and more up to date. That’s good. What about work experience?”

“Oh, well, I’ve only worked for one company the whole time. Everest Pharmaceuticals. I manage the office network and servers. Started out as a junior support engineer, now I am head of the department.”

She smiled and nodded, he was saying all the right things, it seemed. “That’s fantastic. I guess you don’t really want to leave then? Emma threw you under the bus, huh?” She asked, and he blushed, worried she might tell Emma that. “Relax, we’ll keep that between you and me. Look, I’m not going to force you to leave a comfortable job for this. It definitely won’t have the comfort of a nine-till-five job, you’d be far more hands on, and you’d have a lot of responsibility that in a corporate world you could pass off. So I get it, happy to keep you here and chat, maybe pick your brain for the next guy.”

Alex sighed and relaxed, glad she understood. “Thank you Alison. I’ll admit, it was stressing me a bit. I don’t want to upset Emma.”

“I get that. Don’t worry, I’ll say something like you’re overqualified for the position, okay?”

“Thank you!”

She stood and poured herself a coffee from her personal machine. “Shame though. I think it would be a lot of fun.”

“How do you mean?” He asked, confused.

“Well sure, it’s responsibility, but gosh, it’s a nightclub. And a kinky one at that. Lots of naked young women running around, free play areas, it could be a lot of fun. And you’d be working with your wife, so maybe you’d both get inspired.”

The ruse was working. Alex licked his lips. “Won’t Emma return to the agency after?”

“Well, honestly, Marco is so happy with her work, we’re thinking about offering her a full-time position as marketing and PR manager. Events management, that sort of thing.”

“Oh, wow. She’d love that!”

“Right?” Allie grinned, leaning back on the desk, her skirt shuffling up just enough to reveal a line of lace of her stockings, one piece of a clip. Alex gulped. “Look, I’d be remised if I didn’t give you the pitch, right?” She asked, and he nodded. “Starting pay of fifty thousand pounds per annum, plus profit sharing, drinks on club nights at cost price, all area access, and so on.”

Alex gulped. The money was more than he was earning at the company, and it really did sound like a lot of fun. It made sense to ask more about it. “Well, what is the role?”

“First and foremost, we need someone to completely design the networking for the building. There will be bars with interconnected point of sale systems, card systems and so on, these need to always work, not be spotty. Then the office area will need networking. We’ll need someone to setup our website, to find the company to build it, host it and so on. You’ll need to select the computer and point of sale systems. Finally, the access to each area will require a security system. You’ll need to work with the team to manage that.”

Nodding, Alex agreed it did sound interesting. “How many people have you interviewed?”

“One, you.” She smiled. “Does that mean you are interested?”

“Well, I think I’d be stupid to say now, to be fair. I just worry I might be too junior for you.”

“Don’t be silly. Junior means you’ll be less likely to be inflexible. On top of that, we need someone open, someone who won’t have a problem working with sissy males.”

“Sissy males, ma’am?” He asked. She ignored the ma’am for now, but registered it for later use.

“Yes, so, I’m sure your wife told you a little about the club, and the Circle?”

“Something, yes.”

“Well, as part of this, we recognise the husbands, the men, who are submissive to their wives. They enjoy a part of BDSM which involves emotional pain as pleasure. Humiliation fetish.”

Alex nodded, he’d heard of such things. He’d seen porn videos. “I see.”

“As part of that, these wives dress their men up in very shiny, extravagant clothing.” She picked up her phone and scrolled, showing a picture of a man Alex seemed to recognise from somewhere, dressed in a bright pink and white satin dress, head to toe satin, a bonnet and a wig. Then it clicked, the crossdresser at the party. What was his name? Trevor? No, Terry! “This is my ex-husband. He’s a sissy, see?”

“Right.”

“So, you need to be comfortable around other sissies.” She said, making sure she said other leaving room to plant a seed in his mind that he was one too.

Gulping, Alex nodded again. He’d grown up with conservative parents who were homophobic, transphobic, and pretty much everything other phobic. He tried to distance himself from them, but growing up in the place he had, he found himself surrounded by men who were like his parents. As a supporter of West Ham United, a person who regularly attended and sang I’m forever blowing bubbles with everyone else, he had a hard time admitting to his attempts to be more liberal than his parents had intended.

“I’m very open.” He said. “These things don’t bother me.”

“Have you crossdressed yourself?” She asked, shocking him, but he did his best to keep himself together.

“Well, no, but I don’t believe anyone should stop others from being who they want to be.”

She smiled. “I suggest you try it one day. Not because you are one, but to get into the mindset of those you work with, to understand them a bit better.” And then before he could say anything. “Look, I don’t want to spend weeks finding someone. We need someone now. So if you are willing to give us a chance, I’m willing to give you a chance. Do we have a deal?”

“I…I mean, I’d need to give two weeks’ notice at work.”

“Good, that will give us time to prepare!”

“Then, great, erm, I think we have a deal, Alison.”

She stood and smiled. “Well, if we’re going to be working together, maybe Ma’am is better for now. You know, in line with the ethos of the club, you see?”

“Oh, right, yes.” It didn’t occur to him that there would be non-submissive men there too, he just simply accepted his role as submissive. “Thank you, Ma’am.”

“Wonderful. If you like, I can arrange for some training for you? In BDSM? So you understand it better?”

“That…world be interesting.” He nodded, gulping and feeling his dick swell.

“Brilliant.” She handed him a business card. “Text me your details and I’ll schedule in some slots. Oh, and I wanted to ask you a question. What are your opinions on the cuckold fetish?”

“Erm, well, it’s apparently quite popular. I believe that is one of the, erm, interests of your group?” He said, skirting around his own insecurities about his wife cheating.

“Yes, and well, look, it’s not about cheating. Cheating is when you sleep with someone else, or heck, even kiss someone else, and lie about it. Cuckolding is more about independence. Being so modern and free to give your wife the independence to explore and learn more about her own body.”

Again, he nodded quickly, not wanting to come across as someone small-minded or conservative.

“The reason I bring this up is because I get the feeling that Emma is very tightly wound. I’m wondering if this lifestyle, you extending the leash, so to speak, wouldn’t let her unwind a little.”

He cleared his throat and looked away, noticing her stockings showing a little more as she leaned again. “Erm, are you suggesting that Emma should sleep with another man?”

“I’m suggesting letting Emma know she is free to experiment without judgment or worry she would lose you.”

“She wouldn’t lose me!” He said suddenly. “Everything can be solved.”

“But this isn’t for solving. We see sex as like…I don’t know, book club! People make sex out to be something sordid, but it is a pleasure which beats all others. Why are we so restrictive about it? Right?”

“Right…” He agreed, unsure what else to do.

“And imagine how proud she would be of you being so modern, so liberal.”

That was true, he thought. If he gave her the freedom to play, then most likely she wouldn’t use it anyway, she’d be so happy about him being so open to new things. He’d be less of the lout she saw of him lately. No jealousy, no feeling of being trapped. “You’ve given me a lot to think about.” He admitted.

“See! I’m already right about you.” She grinned. Then she stepped closer, very close, her hand on his arm, a light touch. “Who knows? Freedom goes both ways sometimes.”

His cock jutted out, tenting his pants. She looked down with a smile then reached and grabbed it, rubbing it a little through his trousers.

“Glad to see I still can attract good-looking younger men.” She purred.

“Are you kidding?” He gasped. “You’re gorgeous!”

“Ah, Alex, you’re sweet!” She leaned across and gently pressed her lips to his, just her lips, nothing more. “I’ll send you the contract by email.” She said, still rubbing his dick.

“Thank you.”

“Would you like me to finish you?” She asked. “It’ll be our secret.”

“Y-yes please.” He gasped.

“Drop your pants then.” She said, letting go and walking to a desk from which she pulled a pair of pink satin panties. She then checked her phone before dropping it down on the table, the picture of me dressed in the pink sissy dress open and visible.

Allie stepped behind the young man, trousers and underpants bunched around his ankles, a four-and-a-half-inch erection jutting out like a metal flagpole from a building. She then wrapped the soft satin around his cock and balls, threading her arms around him from behind, her pelvis pressed up against his backside as if fucking him without a cock.

“That’s it, mmmm, nice and stiff,” she whispered seductively into his ear. “Nice and stiff for Mistress, isn’t it?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Yes Mistress…” She whispered softly, kissing his neck.

“Ah, yes Mistress.”

“Just imagine it, your wife free to fuck who she likes, getting cock after cock, coming home to tell you about it, so excited, so horny, so ready for more with you. You know the more sex a woman gets, the hornier they become? Well, she’s gonna be so horny all the time. And with that much attention, just imagine how hot she’ll become! Sexier clothes, sexy lingerie at home. Stuff maybe for you to play with.” She whispered, and for a moment he wondered if she meant that Emma could wear for him, or for him to wear.

His eyes fell on the picture of me as she wanked faster with the soft satin, purple lace tickling his legs and balls.

“Maybe you’ll get to watch one day, watch as man after man uses your wife, wants her, takes her, makes her a woman!”

“Yes! Yes!” He gasped.

“You’d want to watch? To see men use her?”

“Yes, oh god, that sounds amazing!”

“But you’d just watch, maybe bound? Unable to touch her, just to watch as men took her, men with huge cocks.”

“Yes…”

“Bigger than yours!”

“Oh fuck, yes!”

“Taking her over and over and over. Use her wherever, whenever they want. You want that don’t you? You want your wife to be a slut for men!”

“YES! OH GOD! YES!”

“Then tell her! Ask her to sleep with men! Ask her to make you a cuckold, promise me!”

“Oh fuck, I promise!” And then he shot inside the knickers, ropes and ropes of cum.

Of course, his libido was shot, his body shook, embarrassed by everything he just admitted, every idea she put in his head. But this woman was about to give him a job he didn’t even know he wanted, and like it or not, this was single-handedly one of the most beautiful women he’d ever met and she’d just given him a handjob! Heck, maybe next time it would be a blowjob, or even a fuck.

He decided to smile and thank her, to swallow his pride and just go, but before he could, she handed him the panties. “You can keep these. No need to return them.” She smiled.

The cum-filled panties dripped slime onto his hands, so he wrapped them around themselves and stuffed them into his pocket with a thank you.


Chapter 4: Placement

I didn’t really think anything about it when Giulia told me she was working from Travis’ place. Why would it bother me? I thought it was sweet of them both to look after his sick kid, especially after what she had gone through with the loss of her mother. It didn’t occur to me that there might be feelings between the two.

What I also didn’t know about was the lingerie in the boot of my wife’s car. For some reason, Giulia simply decided to keep it there for now, rather than take it out and have to explain it to me.

On Tuesday, rather than drive to the office, Giulia drove directly to Travis’ house to work from there, and with his daughter on a bit of a mend, albeit with a runny nose now, they spent the Tuesday less working, more rallying around Suzie, making her hot tea with honey, and at one point, she showed Suzie how to bake a cake she liked.

Travis watched the two of them, saw how his daughter giggled in ways she hadn’t seen her giggle before. Every moment he spent with Giulia just made him want her more.

Wednesday was a busier day, and by afternoon, Travis had to go back to the site, so Giulia offered to babysit.

Thursday, Suzie was back to her normal self but he kept her home just in case, with the promise that on Friday things would be back to normal. “I guess that means back to the office.”

“Or we can work here Friday, then next week, back to normal.” Shrugged my wife.

“If you like…” Travis replied, softly.

“I would.”

Come Friday morning, Giulia arrived just after Travis arrived back from the kindergarten. She parked in the drive, walked around the back of the car, and picked up the box of lingerie, carrying it inside.

Travis stared at her holding the box, then watched without a word as she put it down, opened it, and then began stripping off her clothes.

“You don’t need to do this if…” He began.

“I want to.” She said. “It doesn’t mean anything other than that I am sexually attracted to you.”

As Giulia began to reach to undo her bra, Travis stepped close and placed a hand on hers, pausing her. He gave her an apologetic look, then reached to pick up her bra. Giulia dropped her hands to the side.

“I would be so blessed,” he said, holding her arms, then he leaned down and kissed her, their tongues dancing. “So blessed, but I’m not looking for a sympathy fuck or a one night stand or whatever this is. I need a mother for my child, I need a wife I can go on holiday with, I need someone who would be proud to introduce me to their family.”

Giulia’s eyes teared up. He was exactly what she wanted, she just had to have him. “I’m married.” She cried.

“I know.”

They held each other, then she apologised. He told her it was fine, that he understood, it was difficult. After holding each other for a long moment, she closed the box and then smiled. “We work. Let’s just work.”

“Deal.”

Throughout the day, each tried to focus on work, but every little touch, every flirtatious joke made her want him more and more. By the time she arrived home and saw me all dressed up, she began to wonder if there wasn’t something to this whole Netorare Dating Service, the Circle.

That evening, she texted Travis. She took a picture of me all dressed up in my sissy dress and sent it to him with the caption, this is what I come home to. He’s not a husband, he’s a maid.

He replied back that his wife grew up with such a maid in the house. “It’s a sissy maid. Her mother’s ex-husband lived with them for some time dressed as a maid, working as a maid.”

“How would you feel about your daughter being around such a person?” She wrote.

“I mean, he’s not dangerous, and I want my daughter to be open and liberal. Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

She licked her lips and imagined it, but at the same time, she had this tug in her heart, one which said she shouldn’t let Allie win. Instead of replying to Travis, she just left it hanging in the open.

The phone pinged, a text message this time, rather than WhatsApp. Miles to the group; “Funding approved, the party was a success. As we have a busy week ahead, we’d like to get a headstart. I hope you don’t have plans because I’d like you to visit us at our country estate tomorrow for a barbecue and a chat about next steps. Bathing suits optional but bring an overnight bag. M.”

Giulia opened the contact list and saw Travis’ name. He assumed he wouldn’t be going given Suzie, but when she asked over WhatsApp, he wrote that Suzie’s grandmother had already volunteered to take her for the weekend. “I’ll be there.”

“We’ll be there too.” She wrote back.

I arrived back in the living room to let her know dinner was served, however, when she arrived in the dining room to see two plates, she clicked her fingers and told me to take my plate away.

“You don’t get to eat with me anymore. Take it to the kitchen and come back, then kneel next to me.”

“Yes Mistress,” I replied, totally confused by this sudden intensification of the rules. However, as I moved away, she screamed at me to stop and wait.

“Come back, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t be that mean to you. I know you want it, but it’s too much, isn’t it?” She said.

“Giulia, I don’t need you to be dominant with me if you are uncomfortable, same as I said, you don’t need to cuckold me if you don’t like it.”

She froze, fork and knife in hand, eyes on the table. “What if I do want to cuckold you?” She asked softly.

“Then you should. Giulia, I love you, no matter what. But don’t be someone you don’t want to be just to try to please me. I’m not going anywhere, I’ll worship you no matter what.”

That she had been trying to be the person she thought I wanted her to be was obvious, but I believed that she was enjoying it. But clearly, something was bothering her, weighing on her conscience.

“You really are okay with me doing this the way I want to do it?” She asked. “My rules, my terms?”

“Yes, of course.”

She looked up at me, then said, “Bring the plate here.” I walked over to her then watched as she hocked up phlegm, then spat on it. “Put it on the floor.” I gulped then did just that, then watched her push her bare feet into the food, before pushing the foot to my face. “Lick it cunt.”

I’d been mistaken. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to be mean, that she didn’t enjoy being dominant, she was actually enjoying it a lot, more than she had expected to.

“Eat on the floor, which is where you will eat from now on. Buy a dog bowl, by a collar.” She said. “There are going to be some changes to our relationship from now on. I need to understand my desires a bit better so it’ll take time, but I like the idea of stricter discipline. Spankings, maybe even a whip, I need to learn about it, but I think I might like it. I like calling you names, especially in public. I like the idea of permanent dominance, strict dominance. Are you okay with that?”

Once more, I nodded and gulped, feeling my dick swell, knowing this was going the way I had hoped it would. With that Italian accent, it just sounded all so much better when she was mean. “Yes Mistress.”

“Good. From now on, only Mistress, no using my name. You are to buy a smaller bed and put it into our room. I don’t think we should sleep together anymore, but I don’t want you moving to another room. We are husband and wife, but you are a submissive husband.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Make sure it is done by tomorrow night or I will whip you with a belt.”

“Of course, Mistress.”

She then continued to eat as I ate my food from the floor like a dog. But then she seemed to have a change of heart. “Actually, Ikea is still open. Drive there now. I don’t want to sleep in the same bed with you; I find you repulsive.”

I nodded and stood. “Yes Mistress, I’ll just get changed.”

“No, go as a sissy so the whole world can see what a fucking loser you are.” She said, but as I was leaving, she stopped me. “Slave, I don’t want you or anyone to think I am abusing you. This is meant to be a game which satisfies our darkest sexual desires, desires I didn’t know I had. I enjoyed calling you repulsive just now because your shocked reaction turned me on. But if ever I go too far, you need a stop word. Yours is Pinocchio, deal?”

“Yes Mistress,” I said with a smile. “But I promise, nothing you have done or likely ever will do will make me say it.”

“I hope not, because I plan to push my boundaries, and yours. But honestly, I think I have a way to go on you.”

Moving into another bed in the same room meant very little. In fact, I once read that such practices were normal in many cultures and actually fostered a longer marriage. It was all symbolic and at the end of the day, gave her a little more room in bed. That was fine. As to calling me repulsive, I knew she didn’t mean it. It shocked me that she used such a word, but then I remembered how passionate Italians were, and how she was prone to extremes. For her, the word was used to elicit a response, and she got it.

But what was important for me was that she was now seriously considering cuckolding me, and a little part of me hoped that she might find one person, just one, and fall in love with him.

* * * * *

When Alex saw the expensive lingerie on Emma, he almost came then and there. She explained that what she was wearing would probably pay rent for a couple months, which shocked him even more, but to see such finery on her, to soak in her beauty in it, woke something up inside him.

Memories of his meeting with Alison remained with him all the way home, but when he saw his wife in the lingerie, he almost forgot about it. But suddenly, a thought appeared, a memory of something he had promised to Alison.

“You know, you’re so beautiful,” he said softly to his wife, “that it’s almost a shame to keep you to myself.”

She looked at him like a deer in headlights, like he knew about what she did with Marco. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, well, if you were to cheat on me, I wouldn’t be angry. I’d understand.”

Anger flooded her face. “What do you mean!?” She screamed. “Have you cheated on me?”

“No!” He wasn’t going to tell her about the handjob, that was for sure! “No, I want you to…I mean, I think it would be okay if you were to cuckold me.”

She froze, colour returning to normal. “Oh!” She sat on the bed and gulped. “Oh.”

“You don’t have to, I mean. I’m just saying that I wouldn’t be upset if you did. You’re your own woman, modern marriage, I’m not trapping you, I just want you to be happy.”

“Oh Alex!” She cooed, wrapping her arms around me. “You’re so sweet!” She replied, but she didn’t say no, that she wouldn’t do it. Instead, she pulled the box closer. “Would you like to see the rest?”

“Sure.”

He watched as she modelled each item for him, and at one point, he asked if he could get undressed too, to watch from bed, which she was fine with. As he began to strip off his things, he caught sight of the pink satin of sissy panties in the box, along with many other colours.

“She sent you those?” He asked with a quiver in his voice.

“Oh, yes, pretty, but I think they’re a little small. I’ll have to tell her…”

“They’re for me.” He gulped.

“What do you mean, silly? They’re clearly girlie pa…”

“They’re sissy panties. They have sissies in the club.”

Suddenly, Emma remembered what she had read about in the club documentation, about the sissies and their role. Rather than get upset, she snorted a little and tried to hide her giggles, expecting him to blow up. For a moment, she didn’t say anything, just waited for his reaction as his cheeks flushed.

“Can I…would you think less of me if I try them?” He asked.

Her hands flew to her mouth with a gasp. “Really? You’d do that for me?”

“You want it too? I…I promised Alison that I would be open, liberal for this job.”

Another gasp. “Wait! You got the job?”

“Oh, I guess I should’ve led with that. Yeah, I’m going to be working with you.”

“EEEEE!” She squealed, pouncing on him and kissing him all over. Before he knew it, she was sat on his cock in the babydoll nightie, riding him hard whilst he panted, grinning and happy that she was finally so happy with him. He didn’t last long but that didn’t matter to her in that moment, it was the intimacy that she wanted.

Whilst she went to shower herself off, he looked at the sissy knickers in the box, no longer feeling the urge to try them on. When she came back, she picked up a pair and held them up for him, but at that moment, he just felt stupid.

“Can we do it later? I’m getting hungry. I think I’ll order some food.”

She frowned, confused by his sudden change of heart, but rather than ruin a pleasant moment, she just smiled, kissed him and said, “Of course.”

The following day in the office, she had hoped that Marco would join her so she could tell him that she was free to play, but unfortunately, he had to travel that day. But joining her was Cindy who wanted to know how she enjoyed the lingerie.

The two women chatted about this and that, but eventually, Emma brought things back to her time with Alex and the confusing reaction about the panties, how one minute he was all for trying them, the next he wasn’t.

Cindy laughed. “Before and after sex, right?”

“Right.”

“Yeah, that’s normal. Men sometimes go weird after they cum. There’s an easy way to fix it.”

“Oh?”

“Mmmhmmm. Girl, you and I need to go on a shopping trip.” Said Cindy, holding out her hand.

Ten minutes later they were entering an erotic shop where Cindy introduced Emma to the world of chastity, showing her a selection of cages, from plastic to composite to metal; flat, nub, to longer cages, even remote-controlled ones.

“Don’t bother with the remote-controlled ones,” explained Cindy. “A lot of money for not that much fun. My recommendation is this one.” She picked up a small metal device, flat on the front, barely looked like it could hold anything.

“I think he’s too big for that.” Emma giggled.

“Oh? Is he big?”

Emma blushed. She knew full well that he wasn’t, but surely he wasn’t so small? “Well, no…”

With a smile, Cindy picked up a box and moved on. “He’ll fit.” She said firmly. “Next, a strap-on.”

“Oh…”

“Pegging is popular now, so getting him to take cock should be easy, but worst case, use this for him to fuck you over the cage. It’ll put him in his place. Start slowly though. Get him into the cage. If he refuses, then suggest making it into a game, roll a dice, that sort of thing.”

“Hmm, okay.”

“You’ll find that over time, he’ll become more malleable, compliant to your needs, at which point start introducing dominance to your relationship.”

“Wow…”

As they left the shop with the purchases, Emma’s phone buzzed as they climbed into the expensive Mercedes. It was Alison. “Hey, can you come by my office? I would like to talk to you about something.”

“Erm, I’m with Cindy right now…”

“Good, tell her to come too.”

“Can we swing by Allie’s office?”

Twenty minutes later, both women were walking into Allie’s office where coffee was waiting. It was the first time that Emma had been in the office, and whilst she found herself nervous around Alison, she also found herself admiring her, like a woman she aspired towards.

“Listen, I’ll get right down to business,” Allie began. “We’ve been thinking about your role long-term and honestly, I don’t think that it makes sense to subcontract this work the whole time, and I honestly believe the role of marketing, PR and events manager should be a full-time one.”

Emma was suddenly nervous, like she was about to lose her job, right after believing she was going to be working with her husband. “Well, I’m just meant to help with design…”

“Yes, but I would rather you did more than that, and I think you’re capable,” smiled Allie. “I’ve spoken to your boss and she’s happy to transfer your contract to us, with a significant pay bump, of course, if you are open to it.”

“OH MY GOD! Yes! Allie, thank you so much! Oh!” Emma laughed, holding a hand to her heart. “I thought I was getting fired.”

“Don’t be silly, you’re amazing!” Said Alison.

Cindy reached over and hugged the young woman. “Congratulations.”

“Thank you!” She said into Cindy’s neck as the woman held on.

The hug lasted far longer than Emma was used to and actually, she began to feel a little uncomfortable and confused. More so when she realised that Alison was right next to her now, rubbing her back. Finally, the hug broke and Cindy stood, smiling sweetly at the confused woman.

“Us girls need to stick together, show our husbands whatever they can do, we can do better.” Said Cindy softly, stroking Emma’s face, then reaching down and pulling her to her feet.

“I er…” Emma stuttered out.

“Yesterday,” said Alison softly, stroking Emma’s hair. “I explained my expectations of your husband. I told him that he needed to give in to your desires, support you on your journey of expression, to be more of a supportive husband, rather than a burden, a leech.”

“Yes, he mentioned something…”

“Did he tell you I gave him a handjob?” Allie asked, leaning closer and kissing the girl’s neck, just as Cindy did the same from the front.

“You…oh, my, erm, you did what?”

“I took a pair of sissy panties, and then I had him take down his trousers so that I could wank him off with them. And whilst I did, I made him promise to accept that you can fuck other people, other men, in front of him, whilst he just watches. Only you can fuck, he can’t. Submissives can, Emma. He’s a submissive, isn’t he?”

“Yes…” She breathed, feeling their heat, their kisses.

Cindy continued from Alison, as Alison untied the young woman’s wrap-around dress, taking it off her to reveal the sexy lingerie Cindy had gifted her. “Beautiful. With a body like yours, you are made to model my lingerie.” Smiled Cindy, then she leaned across and kissed Emma, full force, tongues dancing. “You were made to be a member of the Circle, Emma. You were made for this. Marco needs a wife, a girl who knows what she wants from a man, a girl who is not afraid to experiment, but who one day give him a child.”

“But I’m married…”

“Yes, for now.” Cindy agreed. “But you know that he doesn’t deserve you, does he? He doesn’t deserve a sexy girl like you? Strong, powerful. Say it, say he doesn’t deserve you.”

“He doesn’t deserve me.” She whispered, eyes closed as now fingers entered her. “Fuck.”

Cindy’s hands grasped at the bra, pulling the breasts loose, lowering her mouth onto each nipple. Then, “In time, you will understand. You know what that in time Marco will be yours, but for now, play with your new toy. Experiment. Find your desires.”

“My toy? Marco?”

“Marco is not your toy, sweetie,” said Alison. “Alex is. And one day, Alex will just be a sissy, working for us. You’ll divorce him, and you’ll marry Marco. You know it’s inevitable. So play with him, train him, help us.”

Now on her knees, Cindy pulled the girl’s panties down and latched on to her pussy, licking her delicate moisture. Emma mewled and then cried out, climaxing hard. All three kissed, sharing each other’s mouths, as Cindy sat down and pulled her skirt back to reveal a smooth, crotch, devoid of panties. “Have you ever eaten pussy?” She asked.

“No.” Emma breathed, dropping to her knees, then leaning forward and diving in, whilst Alison stood by, masturbating.

“We can have fun like this whenever you like. When you are part of the Circle, you are a leader, free to do whatever she likes, and always with our protection.”

Emma pulled back. “I don’t know if I can divorce him. I love him.”

“You do for now, but just imagine it, imagine his tears when you tell him how he’s failed you.” Said Allie. “He’s a failure as a husband. You know that. We’re not saying you need to leave him now. We’re saying invest time into Marco, tell your husband it is just cuckolding, but date Marco, see how you feel, then when you are ready, feel how good it feels to rip out your husband’s heart. Thank us later.”

“You’re evil!” Said Emma, but she grinned as she did.

“It’s our club, darling,” said Cindy. “Netorare is not about borrowing, it’s about taking. We’ve never been wrong about anyone, and we know we aren’t wrong about Alex. He wants it too. He knows he isn’t worthy.”

“I know.” Admitted Emma. “Because he isn’t. He’s not worthy of me.” She smiled. “I want him to know it. I want him to feel it. But…”

“In time, sweet. Enjoy the long game, it tastes some much better.”

When Emma finally left the office, she did so with her back firm and a wicked smile on her face. She hadn’t understood their club when she joined, but gradually, she was beginning to realise that this wasn’t just a dating service, it was a BDSM mindfuck, a way to give submissive husbands the ultimate humiliation, an ending, and then provide the best safety net for the wives.

Whilst Emma still believed she wouldn’t leave her husband, she now knew that she would play the game, see where it goes. Why? Because not one part of it was ugly to her, it was all keeping the juices flowing, and she never wanted that to end.


Chapter 5: Garden Party

The shorts were tighter than he normally would wear, but of course, he had trouble saying no to Emma. In that short week, he’d found himself locked in a chastity cage and wearing panties, for her amusement, and like it or not, he knew exactly where all this was headed. So why hadn’t he fought it so far?

Well, for one, he still had that feeling that he needed to rebel from his conservative upbringing, to diverge from the rough and tumble mentality of the people he grew up with. But more importantly, this week he’d had three visits with Mistress Alison; one to get offered the job, obviously, and two training sessions which saw him get whipped, insulted and kicked around. She’d said it was to introduce him to their world, so that he knew what he would be working with, but something told him it was all a ruse.

The problem is, Allie appeared to support the sugar and spice method of training, which meant that at the end of each session, she wanked him off, so every torment ended in pleasure. He left her feeling confused, and usually with a present. On the first meeting, panties, on the second meeting, a hot pink and black lace bikini he’d worn for the session, and then on the third meeting, something completely different; a drug of some sort.

It was as she was going to wank him with his panties, that she pressed play on some sort of flashing video telling him that he was a sissy, that sissies wear pretty clothes, that sissies make themselves pretty, that sissies show off in short skirts. Images of sexy transgender women overlayed one another, as words flew by. Allie opened the bottle of poppers and placed it under his nostril, holding one side shut.

“Sniff and hold,” she whispered.

The drug made him moan with desire as he stared intently at the flashing images, desperation growing as the words intensified. Take hormones, grow tits, be the sexy girl. More poppers, more words, more desire, even words telling him to suck cock now seemed good.

She kept edging him, stopping just when he was about to cum, resetting, looping the video, keeping him high. Eventually though, she let him cum and immediately, he crashed, panicking, reaching for his things, saying it was a mistake.

“Hey, hey, hey…” She said softly, grabbing him, pulling him in and kissing him hard and deep. “Hey! You turned me on so much right now.”

“Really? I…”

“Mmmhmmm baby, so much. This was so fun!” She said as she locked his cock back up.

Alex left there confused, wondering what on Earth had just happened. As he travelled home, he tried to hate the experience he’d just had, tried to remember it as something bad, but as his libido returned, he just remembered the good things, the way he felt on the poppers, the way the panties felt in her hands.

That evening, he’d promised his mates a night in the pub. It had been weeks since he’d last seen them and they were beginning to worry about him. He put it down to work and life but these were lads from the footie, and whilst the season was over, he knew they’d still want to catch up.

It was just meant to be him, Emma had her own friends, but tonight she decided to join him, something he knew would put a damper on things. On top of that, as he prepared to go out, she prepared something extra special for him.

“Look honey, I got you a present!” She sang, handing him a small black and white bag, from which he pulled a thick, pink satin and white lace waspie suspender-belt, and pink stockings. “You can wear it out tonight.”

“Babe, I’m going out with the boys! I wasn’t even planning on wearing knickers today.” He complained.

She slapped him square around the face. “Are you denying your Mistress?”

Memories of his training flooded back. “No Mistress!” He said, it was the first time he had called her that. She was testing him.

“Put it all on and just be glad I don’t make you wear a bra.”

He nodded quickly, then stripped down to put it all on. As he did, the bottle of poppers fell out.

“What’s this?” Asked Emma.

“Erm, poppers. Allie made me use them whilst she played sissy hypnosis.” He blushed.

“What do they do? How do they work?”

“You sniff them and they make you super horny.”

“Hmmm…” She mused, pushing down to open the cap and then taking two quick sniffs. “Oooh!” She gasped, feeling the rush. “Oh, I see. Wow!”

She began to giggle, watching her husband dress in the sissy clothing, thinking about all the things the girls had been saying to her this week, about how fun it would be to watch him beg for divorce, beg to have his heart broken. She never imagined herself as evil and in those sexy moments, honestly believed she wouldn’t do it, but now she’d sniffed the poppers, she felt a different urge.”

“How would it make you feel honey?” She purred, sniffing again and then rubbing her pussy. “How would it make you feel if I found a lover?” She asked, putting the poppers under his nose. “Sniff hard.”

The rush hit him again and he let out a moan. “So good Mistress.” He moaned.

“What if I fell in love with him? What if you knelt there in your sissy getup, watching us say we loved each other?”

“Oh fuck, yeah!” He moaned, rubbing his balls and perineum through the satin.

“Want me to fall for another man baby? Want to watch the slow burn of our marriage? To hand me off to a better man?”

“Oh fuck, babe! You’re so hot! I’m getting so fucking horny listening to you!”

“Yeah me too, imagining it.” She said, eyes closed and rubbing herself furiously. “Oh god, gonna cum soon already just imagining it. Watching you cry as I leave you for a better man, crying as you beg me to do it. Brokennnn…. Oh fuck!” She came hard, legs trembling as she did so. Then with dark eyes she smirked at her husband. “Get dressed, sissy.”

It was as they were finishing their outfits, that her phone pinged. The message about the garden party arrived and she smiled, knowing that Marco would be back for it. She grinned at the message then turned to her husband. “We have a garden party to go to tomorrow so no getting drunk. You’re allowed two beers maximum, after that, water.”

“But Mistress, my friends…”

“Two, got that?” She snapped.

“Yes Mistress.” Then he looked at her outfit, the loose almost paper thin white mini-dress, see-through in the right light, the suspender belt and stockings visible, the strappy bra, the thong panties. He gulped, knowing his mates would be eying up his wife. The worst of it was, the bra itself had metal rings over the nipples, giving them the impression of nipple rings.

He decided not to risk complaining, instead focusing on his shirt to make sure it was tucked in correctly, hiding the waspie that would be clearly visible if it came out.

When he turned up at the pub with Emma, his friends openly groaned, complained it was a boy’s night out. When she said that she put her foot down and demanded to come, they joked that he was pussy whipped. To his horror, Emma said, “No! Not pussy whipped, but if he doesn’t behave, I’ll really whip him!”

“Ooo, you’re into a bit of slap and tickle are you?” Said Fred.

“Now we know who wears the pants in your household!” Laughed Martin.

As Alex turned red with embarrassment, Emma laughed and said, “More like the panties! Right sissy!”

The laughter died down immediately. These were not men who joked about this sort of stuff, they were the opposite. They were old school chums who hung St. George’s Crosses outside their houses, and complained about foreigners. Alex knew Emma hated them, and to an extent, he did too, they were more like bullies than friends a lot of the time. He always played it off as their type of humour because Alex didn’t have many friends so he did what he could to keep the ones he had.

“Mate, please tell me she’s joking.” Said Martin, face curling up in disgust.

“You know what she’s like…” Laughed Alex nervously.

“No, I’m not joking!” Snapped Emma. “I’m in charge at home now and Alex is my sissy slave. He wears lingerie under his clothes now. Look!” She pulled Alex’s shirt up revealing the bright shiny sissy lingerie. “He knows what he is, and he likes it.”

Fred stared daggers at Alex, his shiny shaved head turning an even darker shade of red than it usually was. “Is she fuckin’ serious? You turning into one of these pufta cunts? I ought to knock yer fuckin’ block off! But it’s this fuckin’ tart who’s corruptin’ yas! Bitch like you needs a slap!” Fred screamed, jumping to his feet.

As Martin attempted to hold the big skinhead back, Alex darted to protect his wife. “Don’t fucking lay a hand on my Mistress! Yes, we’re kinky! Yes we’re enjoying life, unlike you fucking arseholes. Bitter because nothing is ever given to you for free. Can’t ever hold down a fucking job! You lot should be ashamed. You hang your fucking flags with pride, then diss it at the first chance you get, blaming the world or anyone who doesn’t say the same shit you do. Foreigners haven’t brought crime, bullies like you have been the cesspit of Europe for years. Not once did any of you learn anything at school. You wanna see who is bringing down the UK? Look in the fucking mirror!”

Alex took his wife’s hand. “Let’s get out of here, Mistress. Let’s go somewhere fun.” And as Alex turned to leave, the heavy force of Fred’s fist connected directly with his face.

* * * * *

It was nice to be treated like one of the girls. Sure, sissies were walking around the sprawling estate, serving drinks, but today, I was allowed to sunbathe and mingle, so long as I remained either dressed as a sissy, or in my pink and black lace two-piece bikini. Oh, and of course, I wore waterproof make-up; I couldn’t let my make-up streak in the pool!

Everyone was being super nice to me. I recognised some of Miles’ friends, certain members of the Circle I’d come to know over the years. Thomas took a moment to kiss me hello, ask me how I was, but he didn’t try to convince me to come back. He did pinch my bum and told me that I was looking very pretty lately. “Have you started hormones?” He asked.

“No Sir,” I replied, blushing.

“So pretty.” He smiled again, gently grazing his hand on my smooth buttocks.

As he walked away, Giulia looked over at me and smiled. “He’s right, you’re pretty, but I don’t think I need you getting prettier. I’ll tell you who should be on hormones though.”

“Who, Mistress?” I asked.

“Emma’s husband. Really, if anyone would make a sexy t-girl, it would be him.”

I tried to remember what Emma’s husband looked like, remembering that he wasn’t tall, definitely way too skinny for a boy or a girl, and he had that look of a man who was let down by the world. In the eighties or nineties, who probably could have been seen as either the Jimmy Sommerville type, or a football hooligan.

“There used to be a TV show from before my time, but I used to watch it on repeat.” I told my wife. “Cracker. There was this scene where the main guy, erm, Cracker, goes into the toilets and there a group of skinheads in there. He asks if they’re all homosexuals, gets punched for his trouble.”

Giulia giggled a little. “It was similar in Italy. Sometimes it is hard to tell if they are just hardcore ultras or on their way to a gay club.”

“I think secretly it’s both.”

She laughed, a genuine laugh like it used to be before all this, back when he was courting her, pretending to be someone else. “True.”

I guessed she was right about Alex though, he would make a far prettier girl than a boy. At least, that was what I thought until he arrived at the party, nervously walking in wearing a pink sissy dress, white stockings, but standard Adidas trainers. That wasn’t what caught my eye though.

“Fuck!” I gasped.

Giulia hissed. “I really hope Emma didn’t do that.”

“Something tells me it wasn’t her.” I said, walking over to them both as Miles, Marco, Orn and Allie did the same. I arrived just in time to hear Emma explain.

“…so-called friends didn’t like that I was sissifying me. Alex stood up for me and got punched for his troubles.” She said.

Marco and Miles looked furious. “Give me a name!” Snarled Marco, fists clenched.

“Leave it,” Emma said. “They aren’t worth it.”

“Yeah, I don’t want you getting into trouble over it.” Alex agreed.

“Alex,” said Miles softly, “we maybe a weird bunch who want strange things, but we protect our members, dominant or submissive. You are one of us now, and we look after you. Give us a name and we will sort it. Maybe you’ll never see them again, but know that this guy has it coming.”

Alex and Emma shared a look, worried that something more serious maybe come back to haunt them. I spoke up. “Alex, if something isn’t done to correct this behaviour, he might thing he has the right to attack people like us imputatively.”

“He’s right Alex,” said Allie. “Look, Terry’s my ex-husband and we played a dark game, now he’s with another woman, but never, ever did I wish harm on him. It’s all a game, a long, yes sinister at times, game. This sort of behaviour can’t be tolerated.”

I smiled at Allie and she gave me a soft, pained smile back. She hated having to break character, but this was above the game, above the role. Alex was one of us.

“Fred Marsh from Leytonstone. Bennett Road.” Alex said finally.

We each hugged Alex, telling him it would be okay, whilst Miles made a phone call. To this day, I don’t know what happened to Fred Marsh, and I guess I don’t want to know, other than the fact that Miles said it was taken care of. It was a defining moment for me though, a moment where I realised that this whole thing, the Circle, was more than just a dating service for rich men, us submissives were intricate cogs in the game’s works, and that meant protecting us.

“You see, when you left Thomas, we all knew about it,” Allie said to me after, over drinks with Giulia. “You returned to your normal life and I was so sad, because I was looking forward to finding ways to play again. Thomas’ club is visited mainly by members of the Circle, so it made sense to keep you there for a few months and then move you on. But you left, returned to the normal life and found Giulia. I was so upset,” she blushed, “hence my overreaction in the coffeeshop.”

Miles stepped closer. “But I told her, you’d be back. Once you’re in this lifestyle and you realise it is for you, you can’t leave. And you brought us the lovely Giulia.”

“Except Giulia is not part of this.” I said. “We are enjoying a female-led relationship, yes, but she hasn’t fallen in love with another man, and won’t.”

My eyes caught the blush on Giulia’s cheeks, shadowed by her large Dior sunglasses and it was in that moment I realised that I was wrong, she was indeed in love with someone else, she just didn’t want to admit it to herself yet. The question was who?

Miles didn’t reply to my comment. He didn’t look like he knew better, didn’t smirk, and it could have been for two reasons. Either he didn’t know and was frustrated by it, or he did but had a great poker face. I had to assume it was the former, but I was probably wrong.

As Travis came over and they began talking construction, I decided to go lay down on the sunbed next to Alex. His skin was so pale that I worried he might burn in that bikini, the same bikini as mine, a gift from the Circle.

“You getting enough cream on?” I asked him.

“Emma put some on before.” He said, then bit his lip a little, wondering something before looking at me. I caught his eyes under the large female sunglasses he’d borrowed to hide the shiner. “Would you like to put some more on me?” He asked softly.

“Sure.”

I took the bottle and squeezed out the cream as he turned over. I rubbed it over his back, shoulders, moving down to his legs, doing them, then moving up to his buttocks and taking that a little slower. He had a tiny arse; round, yes, but small and tight.

“I realised something last night,” he said, “Before Fred punched me.”

“What?”

“I realised that I’d been pretending to be friends with that lot because I thought I couldn’t get new friends. I’ve always been weird, nervous…awkward. Then something clicked.” He turned over and looked right at me. “Will you be my friend, Terry?”

“Of course!” I smiled. “Happy to. I don’t have many friends myself, and well, I’d much rather have a friend with similar interests.”

“That’s the thing. I don’t want normal friends, not if I’m going to be doing this. I’ve just been given a job with the club, doing networking and IT stuff, and well, it’s clear they’re turning me into a sissy, clear I’m going to be part of this group, not that I really understand it yet. I know I want Emma to cuckold me.” I didn’t have the heart to tell him the real goal of the club, the whole concept of NTR was so bizarre, he might have run a mile. “So I’d rather have friends who understand, who play too, who aren’t afraid to…touch.”

I squeezed more cream on my hands and then rubbed his chest and neck as he stared up at me. My hand slid under his bikini top and pinched his nipples a bit, then moved down to his firm, flat belly, rubbing it before sliding down to his crotch area. He was smooth, waxed. “Emma did it last night.” He said.

“Nice.” I replied, glad I didn’t need to worry about all that anymore.

Giulia and Emma were by our side suddenly, watching, then Emma took the chastity keys off her neck and carefully slid down the little side-tie bikini on her husband’s crotch. “Honey,” said Giulia, “Given everything sweet Alex has been through, don’t you want to give him something nice?”

“Yes Mistress, of course!” I smiled.

The cage was off and already Alex’s little cock was swelling. It was smaller than mine, but it didn’t matter. I grabbed it carefully and then bent over, swallowing it whole to an audible gasp from him. His hand landed on my back and gently stroked it.

The girls left us to it. “You don’t need to do it if you don’t want to.” He whispered, but I ignored him, sucking noisily. Other guest occasionally looked over with smiles, no humiliation, rather they thought it was nice that I was looking after the poor sissy.

“She’s flirting with Marco again,” Alex mumbled, and my eyes shifted to over near the deck, expecting to see my wife with Marco, instead I found Emma with her hand on Marco’s bare chest. That confused me because I thought they had chosen Marco for my wife. “I like watching them flirt. I know I shouldn’t but it does something to me. It hurts, but in a different way, like. I don’t know why I like this. I don’t know why I like that I’m getting a suntan in a bikini which will out me as a tranny at the gym, I just do.”

I didn’t answer him. I was doing something I liked far too much too. His feelings were not unknown to me and these were questions that to this day, I still dealt with. I liked things which were not part of my core growing up. I never found men attractive, never imagined going gay, never really considered this a part of my life. And then one shock moment and everything seemed to break out of me and transform who I was. That moment of finding out my wife was cheating on me and not getting upset, woke something in me.

I lowered a finger and pressed it to his anus. Alex gasped suddenly, was not expecting it, but then he sighed and smiled. “Does it feel good?” He asked.

The cock left my mouth with a plop. “Has she not pegged you yet?”

“No, but she’s got a strap-on now. I saw it when she opened a drawer the other day. I’m worried it’ll hurt.”

“It will a little, but the pain is worth the pleasure, trust me. And a real cock is infinitely better. Fuck, the feeling when it climaxes inside you! Heaven!” I murmured, gently rubbing his cock as I continued to finger his hole.

“Sounds it.” He moaned. “Are you gay now or bi?”

“I don’t definite it. I think it doesn’t matter who I am attracted to. I’m attracted to my wife, first and foremost, but in my darkest moments, I recognise I’m not human in the way they are. I’m a couple of holes to be used by my betters…” I sighed. “At least, I was, maybe I still am. You’ll struggle hard with this, if this wasn’t a part of your life earlier, because it is hard to overcome social conditioning. I sometimes like the struggle and sometimes I hate it.”

As I returned to sucking him, he nodded. “I get it. My parents are very conservative. If my dad saw me like this, he wouldn’t just disown me, he’d probably react like Fred.” Alex began to moan louder. “I think I’m gonna cum, mate.”

“Mmm.” I moaned, looking forward to tasting him.

“Gonna cum!” And small jets sprayed my mouth. He had an acrid taste, like the beer he’d had earlier. I didn’t mind it, I just swallowed and then pulled my finger out of him, and moved up to his face, to kiss him. He didn’t resist, went with it, lost in sexual wonders which had enveloped him.

I left him in his post-orgasmic comedown, glad to see he didn’t appear to suffer from the post-nut clarity problem I suffered from, and went to wash up and get a drink.

It was as I was making myself a cocktail that I looked around for Giulia. After leaving me and Alex, I’d lost track of her, believing her to be with Marco, but clearly he was out of the picture, especially given how intensively he was flirting with Emma. Eventually, I found Giulia, leaning against a low white wall in her strappy black and green bikini, perfectly contrasting her shiny smooth olive skin, her sunglasses perched on her head as she sucked on a straw.

Travis seemed to be explaining something to her or telling her a story but I was too far away to hear. It wasn’t work related though, given how she giggled occasionally, and then I saw it, the little lip bite, the blush, the way she looked away and then up at him, sneaking little glances.

How had I not realised?

Miles was the bluff, with Allie, he was the one I thought was sleeping with her, was going to take her away from me, when the whole time it was the friendly Orn. And then Marco was the big man going to take Giulia away from me, couldn’t possibly be anyone else, especially not the nice widower with the kid. Travis was the one, and she was already falling for him.

My dick pushed against its cage to the point the swell was visible. Cages prevented full erections, they didn’t stop them completely, and to my horror, that was the exact moment Giulia chose to look in my direction, still sucking on that straw. For a moment, her eyes locked on mine, trying to work out what I saw, then she traced them down to my crotch and smirked before returning to the conversation with Travis.

What was interesting about watching Emma with Marco was the intensity of their flirtation. Emma was being obvious, she wanted to get laid, she wanted to cuckold Alex, but for her, that was clearly for Alex. It was about sex, about getting laid.

With Giulia and Travis, there was a different dynamic entirely. They were deliberately keeping a distance between them, a forced belief that they were safe so long as a gap existed. What they missed was the way they looked at one another, the look of desperation from Travis when she spoke, or the way longing way she saw a better husband in him when he spoke.

“You’ll never change.” I heard Allie say, pulling up next to me. “I knew it in you the moment Miles told me about this fetish. I knew it was for you.”

“I know,” I sighed. “But I wish…”

“I know you wish you didn’t have it. I know you wish you were normal,” she said with air quotes. Then she turned to look at me. “Look at the world today and show me normal. We have a war with Russia which might turn into World War Three. We have an orange idiot running the USA, and he might start a civil war, or worse, World War Three. We have an unstable Middle East, which might start World War Three, and nobody knows what will happen between China and Taiwan. And in Europe, instead of unifying, we are breaking apart. What is normal, Terry?”

She sighed and shook her head. “If I thought the world was a good place, I would have stayed with you, raised rugrats and been the doting wife, but I don’t want kids, I just want fun. Yes, this fetish of ours has a finality which makes many people wonder why we do it, but that’s why we’re building the club. That’s why we have the Circle. You are part of this. We are not cutting you off, we’re finding new roles for subs and sissies like you.”

It was a thought I had, if after Giulia left me for whomsoever, the circle would begin again. Alison rested her head on my shoulder and sighed.

“Maybe that’s who you are?” She suggested. “Maybe your fetish is to live the break again and again.”

“Maybe.”

“But I don’t think it is. I think you want to watch me, to watch Giulia, and just know we’re happier. You want the torture.” She inhaled and then raised her head. “By the way, Cindy has noticed something in your wife that perhaps you haven’t…yet.”

“That she’s a sadist.” I stated.

“Oh, well, maybe you have. She done something?”

“Something.” I smiled. “She’s a little afraid of it at the moment, but she’s coming around. I eat home meals like a dog now. On my knees. I no longer sleep with her.”

“In the doghouse huh?” She grinned.

“No, actually, same room, different bed.”

Allie gave me a genuine look of surprise and appreciation. “Interesting! That’s a unique one. I wonder how Travis will feel about that when they start dating.”

“You think they will?”

“Look at them.” We stared as my wife played with her hair playfully. “They’re so in love that it’s almost painful to watch. The problem isn’t your wife, the problem is Travis. He’s too nice. Doesn’t believe in the Circle, or what we do. Doesn’t want to hurt you.”

The message was clear. It was no longer down to Giulia or Travis, it was down to me. If I wanted them to move the relationship forward, I would need to speak to Travis, to set him straight, that I was fine with it, that I knew my marriage was not worth their love.

“I have a question for you.” She said softly.

“Go on.”

“Would Giulia be angry if I took you to the lawn, lay you down, and urinated in your mouth? Or is that too personal?”

“I…” How the fuck was I supposed to know? “I think she’ll find it funny.”

“Good.” She said, taking my hand and pulling me to the lawn.

Of course, Giulia did find it funny and even joined the queue of women and men who decided to use me as their urinal. It wasn’t something new for me, I’d done it for her and others before, but in such a public setting, I felt very humiliated.

“How does it taste?” Alex asked me after.

“It’s fine. Usually like what they drank-ish, but it’s the humiliation of it which feels the best. Have Emma do it to you.”

“Is it safe?”

“Yes, you’ll be fine.”

He licked his lips, then walked over to Emma and Marco and asked them to do it to him. Emma seemed a little offput by it at first, but Marco assured her that water-sports were a normal part of their play and she needn’t worry.

I watched as Alex knelt on the grass and opened his mouth. Emma pulled her bikini to the side and then looked up, closing her eyes and trying to concentrate. Nothing came out for a long time, until finally a few little drops appeared, followed by a long stream. Finally, she looked down her husband and a smile appeared on her face. The stream thickened. “Actually, this is weirdly fun.” She laughed, shifting her hips to force her piss to wash over his face.

As she continued, Marco aimed his cock at Alex’s face and fired off too. A crowd gathered to watch, laughing, as I felt fingers pinch my arse. I turned to find Giulia next to me.

“Having fun?” I asked her.

“A lot.”

“I see you’re spending a lot of time with Travis.”

“I know,” she replied. “You know why.”

“Should I be worried?” I asked her.

“No.” She said, resting her head on me. “I still love you.”

“Good.”

“Is it?”

The question surprised me. It wasn’t that I should be worried about her, she was worried about me, about my fetish, my desires. Sure, she had the hots for Travis, but she still wanted to be married to me. The question was, was that what I wanted?


Chapter 6: Reluctant Observations

“It’s noisy!” Said Giulia, clicking her fingers at a worker and being handed ear defenders. The work on the club had finally begun. Sure, little things had taken place to shore up the building, remove asbestos and harmful materials, but now they were doing the hard work. In this case, jackhammering the concrete floor to lower the dance floor to the level of the trough.

“This first part is going to take about two weeks.” Travis explained. “After that they will build the staircases and the balcony, and then they can begin work on the first floor.”

“Which means we already need to be thinking about the second floor?” She said. “What even is the second floor?” She wondered. They had so many ideas, she lost track.

“Play areas.” He noted.

“Ah.”

They headed over to the office where she opened her computer to look at the plans. He pulled up a chair, bumping her leg a little but pulling it back so they weren’t touching. She noticed it but didn’t say anything, instead, waiting a moment before pressing her knee to his. This time, he didn’t move it.

On the second floor there would be a huge open play area for VIPs. The notes stated dungeon and BDSM equipment, hygiene areas, and a play bar where implements could be borrowed, cleaned professionally and sterilised. She was lost. She didn’t even know where to begin.

“Do you have any idea?” She asked him.

“It was stuff my wife was into, not with me though. I kept out of it.” He admitted. “But I do know she used to go to this event in Amsterdam with Cindy. Maybe you can ask her?”

“I suppose I have to,” Giulia admitted. “Regardless, we are going to need water and power up there, as well as waste. Given where that all is on the first floor plan, I guess we can work around that, right?”

“Right.” He said, leaning forward and taking the mouse from her, scrolling back to the first floor plan. As he shifted forward and pointed, his other hand accidentally landed on her thigh. He was about to remove it and apologise when Giulia pressed her hand to his, holding him there and asking a question about the water pressure.

The conversation continued, plain, normal, but the undercurrent of what they were doing was carried in the air, obvious. They didn’t even think about the fact that Emma was there, hammering away on her keyboard as she wrote an email. Giulia just gently wrapped her fingers around his hand and felt his thumb brush against her. Finally, going for broke, Giulia pulled him tighter under the skirt so that he could feel the bare skin above her self-holding stockings, and the soft silk of her panties. This time, she let go of his hand to show him something else on the plans, and she felt his fingertips touch her pussy, softly, barely, and then harder.

She gulped and closed her legs, determined not to let him change his mind, not to pull away. He didn’t, he just used his other hand to take her hand and place it on his crotch, so she unzipped him and grabbed his erection through the fly, rubbing it.

The moment was interrupted by the bang of the door, Marco clattering inside, Cindy in tow. Both Giulia and Travis pulled away, with Giulia making a beeline for Cindy.

“Just the woman I wanted to see.” Said Giulia to Cindy. “I’m a little lost when it comes to the second floor play area, and all that springs to mind is Fifty Shades of Grey, which I assume is not what you’re going for?”

Cindy scowled at the name of that book, the book that in BDSM circles should not be named. “No, definitely not.”

“Okay, so Travis mentioned you went to some event in the Netherlands with his wife.”

“Wasteland, but even that isn’t what I’m going for.” She frowned for a moment, thinking of how best to inspire her, then clicked her fingers. “Fancy a weekend break with me to Berlin? Private jet, of course.”

Giulia shrugged. “Sure, why not?”

“Good, then let me make some phone calls, but we fly first thing tomorrow. We’ll need to spice up your wardrobe first.” She grinned.

“I have a great wardrobe!” Giulia complained, she was Italian after all.

Cindy smirked. “I’m sure you do, but not for this, trust me. In fact, if you have time now, then I can take you to a place I like. Do you know Honour?”

“No.”

“You will!”

Giulia gave Travis a look as he chuckled at her discomfort. She hadn’t expected her day to become a shopping spree, but here they were.

Whilst the sissy driver drove them through central London, Giulia listened to Cindy chatting away into the phone in German, explaining about the club and inspiration. The person she spoke to said that they were, of course, invited to tomorrow night’s event in Berlin, but he recommended they come by sooner to see the place before there were people in it. It was a good point, but given today was Thursday, it meant they had little time.

“Okay, new plan,” said Cindy. “We shop now, pick some things up, then go straight to the airport. Is there anything you need from home? The pill? Medication?”

“Er, no.”

“Good. Call Terry and let him know you won’t be home for a couple of days so he doesn’t worry, then let’s go.”

Honour gave Giulia a sense of what Cindy was going for. Latex, leather, PVC. Cindy stepped out first, exuding effortless control in her tailored coat and heels. She’d arranged a private session and wired whatever amount was necessary, no limit. Giulia followed, her olive skin catching the sunshine, long dark curls cascading wildly down her back. She looked intrigued, a little uncertain. This trip was research. Purely professional. Inspiration for the nightclub. Nothing more, she thought. Don’t let Cindy pull you further into her world.

At least, that’s what Giulia kept telling herself.

“Relax, cara,” Cindy murmured, sliding a hand around Giulia’s waist as they entered. “You’re not here to submit. You’re here to understand power. To wear it. Taste it. That’s what your club needs, authenticity.”

“It’s your club, not mine.” Giulia pointed out.

“It’s yours too.” Smiled Cindy.

The shop wrapped around them in glossy temptation, rails of gleaming latex, buttery leather, and slick PVC. The air was thick with rubber and polish. The assistant discreetly disappeared, leaving them alone in the fetish wonderland.

Cindy started strong. She pulled out a heavy black latex catsuit, 0.55mm, Vanguard cut, with reinforced panels and a commanding high-gloss finish. “This first. Trust me.”

Giulia hesitated, cheeks warming, but stripped in the mirrored changing room. Cindy watched openly, appreciatively, as the Italian beauty wriggled into the latex. The material squeaked and clung mercilessly, hugging every curve of Giulia’s full breasts, narrowing at her waist, and stretching tight over her round ass and strong thighs. A sturdy front zip ran from neck to crotch. Built-in nipple access panels and a discreet codpiece-style crotch panel completed the look.

When Giulia turned to the mirrors, she froze. The shiny black latex turned her olive skin into something almost predatory, powerful, sculpted, dangerous. Her long curls spilled over the high collar, framing a face that looked equal parts shocked and… intrigued.

“Jesus,” Giulia whispered, running her hands down her own sides. The latex creaked under her palms.

Cindy stepped behind her, pressing close. “See? Not on your knees. On top.” She zipped the suit fully, then circled to admire. “This is what a woman who designs fantasies wears when she wants to live them.”

Next, Cindy laced her into a severe black leather underbust corset, cinching it tight enough to sculpt Giulia’s already stunning figure into an hourglass of pure authority. The leather creaked as it compressed, pushing her breasts up into a commanding shelf. Giulia exhaled shakily, hands tracing the rigid boning.

“It feels… intense,” she admitted, voice husky.

“It’s supposed to,” Cindy said, stepping back to admire. “Imagine walking through the club like this. Every submissive eye on you. Every Domme nodding respect.”

They layered on the details. Latex opera gloves that stretched to her upper arms, making her hands look elegant and merciless. A structured PVC harness with heavy silver buckles and O-rings; strappy, architectural, framing her corseted torso. Thigh-high latex boots with wicked six-inch heels and reinforced soles that made every step authoritative. And finally, a polished leather posture collar with a subtle locking buckle and silver hardware, not to restrict, but to declare ownership of the space around her.

Giulia stood tall in front of the tri-fold mirrors, transformed. The combination of gleaming black latex, leather, and PVC turned her into a vision of emerging dominance; curvy, commanding, dangerously sensual. Her dark curls tumbled over one shoulder, olive skin glowing beneath the shine, eyes wide with a mix of disbelief and something electric she wasn’t ready to name.

Cindy picked up a sleek riding crop and placed it in Giulia’s gloved hand. “Feel that weight. That balance. This is yours now.”

Giulia flexed her fingers around the crop, testing a light tap against her own thigh. The sound was sharp. Satisfying. A small, surprised smile tugged at her lips.

“I’m just… researching,” she said softly, almost to herself.

“Of course you are,” Cindy replied with a knowing smirk. She ran her hands over Giulia’s latex-covered hips, admiring the way the outfit transformed her. “But research should feel this good. We’ll take the red latex military-style dress too, the one with the zip front, epaulettes, and open back. Perfect for when you want to tease before you command. Plus the matching leather wrist cuffs and ankle cuffs; for your… models. And that beautiful black leather flogger with the suede falls. For inspiration.”

Giulia turned again, heels clicking, latex shining. She looked every inch the rising Domme, even if she still whispered “It’s just for the club” under her breath.

Whilst Giulia changed back, Cindy paid without blinking, an obscene total that made the assistant smile, and they left with multiple heavy bags. In the car on the way to the airport, Cindy pulled Giulia close, hand sliding possessively over her body.

“Berlin this weekend will be perfect research,” Cindy purred against her ear. “You’ll watch. You’ll learn. And maybe… you’ll try giving your first real command. No pressure, darling. Just inspiration, things Terry will enjoy.”

Giulia shivered, curls brushing Cindy’s cheek, heart racing faster than she wanted to admit. The clothes inspired her far further than she had expected.

“We should have taken Emma with us.” Said Giulia.

“True,” Cindy admitted, “we still can. We can get her an outfit in Berlin.”

“If we have time?”

“It’s a private jet.”

Of course, Emma squealed at the idea of a trip away. We swung by the office and picked her up, then headed to the airport. Whilst I sipped on champagne on the flight, Emma gave Cindy her sizes, then they viewed some websites of shops in Berlin, picking out BDSM outfits for Emma. It turned out that Emma preferred items of a more submissive nature, exposed breasts, harnesses.

“Emma, if you are submissive to men, why did you marry Alex?” Giulia asked.

“I thought he was tough, when I met him. He gave off that impression when I met him.” She shrugged. “I don’t mind being dominant to him. I’d rather be submissive to someone else.”

As the women continued to scroll, Giulia thought about what Emma had just said. She’d always been a tough woman, typically Italian temperament, spicy, she called herself. There wasn’t a moment in her life where she wanted to submit to anyone.

In that shop, the clothes hit her harder but she wasn’t sure why. The smell, the feel, it just clicked with her, and what she was afraid to admit, was she imagined me on my knees, the way I had been doing for her recently, with her dressed in the latex, holding the crop, and beating him with it.

She stared out at that cloudy sky and pictured me, sobbing, begging stop, begging no, using my stop word and in her mind, she said, “Fuck you! Bleed…” Her pussy throbbed, gushed and her thighs burned. She needed release, so much, never before had she felt like this, had this dire need.

It became too much.

“Emma!” She snapped angrily. “Get on your knees and crawl to me!”

“Huh?” Emma asked.

Cindy saw what was going on though, so smirked and said, “I think she’s a tad turned on darling, and you’re the nearest submissive.”

“Oh.” Emma replied, shocked, mouth open, still considering it. Then she stood, undid her blouse, pulled off her bra, and dropped to her knees, crawling to Giulia.

Skirt hiked up and knickers off, Giulia spread her legs, smiling towards Cindy who watched on in fascination. The moment Emma made contact with Giulia’s pussy, Giulia rolled her head back and sighed, finally feeling release, contentment. It was what she needed in that moment, that and to dish out pain. She slowly twisted Emma’s hair around her fingers, Cindy nodding approvingly, then she pulled.

“Ahh, ow, ow, ah!” Emma gasped.

“Shut the fuck up slut!” Snapped Giulia, reaching down and smacking Emma’s huge breasts.

“OW!” The girl cried out.

Cindy stood, walked over, and unzipped Emma’s skirt, pulling it down. Then, she smacked Emma’s backside over and over as hard as she could.

“Ow! No, stop!” Emma laughed.

“SHUT UP!” Giulia snapped again, certainly not laughing. She pulled Emma’s hair again, pulled her head back and then slapped her face. “Are you going to behave?”

“Yes!”

Another slap. “Are you?”

“Yes Mistress!” Emma cried, holding her face.

“Make me cum! Fast!”

By the time they touched down in Berlin, Emma’s backside and breasts were purple, nipples throbbing, and she’d cum five times. Cindy and Giulia were both naked and kissing on the sofa, sated, happy.

After checking into their hotel, they changed into the latex clothes they bought, and then drove to the shop where Emma’s clothes were waiting. She was dressed and shined in a red latex body, breasts exposed. Over that, a black latex skater skirt, and a black latex nipple-bra. Finally, a red latex and black buckle corset, and black latex stockings.

“I think we should all get nipple piercings,” Giulia said suddenly.

Cindy’s eyes widened almost as much as her smile. “Yes! I’ve been wanting to do that for years! Let’s do it.”

On the way to the piercing place Cindy selected, they picked up a bottle of vodka, sharing it as each had their piercing done. It didn’t hurt as much as Giulia thought it did and once it was done, she was quite proud of the little bars in each.

Cindy stepped over to Giulia whilst Emma was getting hers done, grabbed the vodka bottle, took a gulp, then leaned over and drooled it into Giulia’s expectant mouth. Both then kissed.

“What’s going on with you and Travis?” Cindy asked.

Snorting, Giulia nodded. “I’m falling in love with him. That’s what you want to hear, right?”

“Right…” Grinned Cindy. “But?”

“But I’m not ready to give up on Terry…yet.”

“Is that because you don’t want to leave him, or because you’re like a cat, want to play with your food before you kill it?”

Giulia kissed the woman again, deep, passionate, hands roaming, fingers into her pussy, and then broke off, pulling on the blonde woman’s lower lip with her teeth. “Meow.” She purred.

“I thought so.”

“Seriously though, maybe I’m not a cat. I don’t want to leave him, but that doesn’t mean I don’t want Travis.”

“You can’t have both.”

“Why not?”

Cindy smirked. “You can’t have both, because it isn’t what we do. If you like, we can arrange for you to have a sissy maid, a toy, a few of them if you want, just not your husband. He needs to go somewhere else.”

That was another rule, a rule she didn’t understand. Giulia had a problem with rules, they made her want to fight, to challenge, and that meant she couldn’t see a reason for leaving me for Travis, because that meant the rules won. It would take time for her to understand that all games had rules, for a reason.

The heavy steel door of the old industrial building in Kreuzberg swung open with a low groan. A wave of cool, leather-scented air rolled out, carrying the old smell of sweat, rubber, and sex. Giulia clutched her sketchbook tighter as she stepped inside behind Cindy, her new thigh-high latex boots clicking on the concrete floor.

Michael met them in the entrance corridor. He was exactly as Cindy had described; a skinny old German with faded tattoos crawling up his neck and arms, a thick grey moustache, and round wire-rimmed glasses that gave him the look of a retired professor who’d discovered kink in the 80s. He wore a simple black leather vest over a grey shirt and shook their hands firmly.

“Willkommen,” he said, voice rough with decades of Berlin nights. “Cindy told me you’re the Italian designer. Come. It’s not officially open tonight, but we have a private photoshoot for one of our regular photographers. Good friend of the house.”

The main space opened up like a cathedral of perversion. High ceilings with exposed steel beams and original East German brickwork. Dim red and blue lighting washed over the dungeon-style interior, casting long shadows that made everything feel both sacred and filthy. The floor was polished concrete with drainage channels, practical and merciless. Heavy black curtains divided zones, and the air hummed with the low throb of dark techno.

Furniture was everywhere, arranged for both spectacle and intimate use; multiple St. Andrew’s crosses bolted to the walls, some with adjustable arms and built-in restraint points. A row of spanking benches and bondage tables with thick leather padding and heavy steel rings. Suspension frames and winches hanging from the ceiling beams. Tall iron cages big enough for a person to stand or crouch in. A large medical play area with an examination table, stirrups, and gleaming steel instruments under glass. In the centre, a raised stage with a full pillory and stockade setup.

Along one long wall ran the BDSM bar, a beautiful custom piece Giulia immediately started mentally photographing. Matte black steel frame, glossy blood-red resin top, backlit shelves displaying neatly arranged toys instead of bottles. Collars, floggers, paddles, canes, ropes, and insertable hung in perfect order. A discreet sign in German and English read; “Club toys available for borrowing. All items thoroughly cleaned and sterilised by staff after every use. Respect the house.”

Michael noticed Giulia staring at the bar. “Best system in Berlin,” he said proudly. “You take what you want, you use it, you bring it back clean or pay the cleaning fee. Keeps things safe and spontaneous.”

They moved deeper into the main play area. The photoshoot was in full swing under bright professional lights.

Two tall, latex-clad dominatrices, shiny black and blood-red catsuits, severe ponytails, circled two muscular, harnessed men chained to parallel St. Andrew’s crosses. The sharp cracks of heavy bullwhips echoed through the space. The submissives’ backs were already a brutal lattice of welts and thin lines of beading blood. One Domme shouted in rapid German, brought her whip down again with perfect form, and the man jerked hard against his restraints, a guttural moan escaping around his gag.

Giulia stopped breathing for a second.

The second Domme stepped in close, gloved hand slick with lube, and without ceremony pushed three fingers, then four, then her entire fist deep into her slave’s ass. The man cried out, body trembling. The photographer’s camera clicked rapidly, capturing every glistening detail.

“That’s… beautiful,” Giulia whispered, almost to herself. Her voice came out huskier than she intended. The composition of power, the shine of latex under the lights, the raw symmetry of dominance and surrender, it hit something deep in her chest. Her olive cheeks flushed hot. She didn’t notice Cindy watching her with a slow, satisfied smile.

Michael chuckled softly. “Most people say ‘intense’ first time. You said beautiful. I like that.”

Cindy leaned in close to Giulia’s ear, her breath warm against the curls spilling over the hidden collar. “See how she controls every twitch of his body with just her hand? That’s what the club needs, darling. Not just pretty furniture. That energy.”

Giulia swallowed, thighs pressing together inside the tight latex. “It’s… very raw. Very real. The lighting could be darker in places, more atmospheric. Maybe some warmer spots for aftercare…” She was trying to sound professional, flipping open her sketchbook with slightly trembling fingers, but her eyes kept drifting back to the whipping and the deep, relentless fisting.

Michael gestured around. “Take your time. Walk the space. Touch whatever you want. The crosses are originals from the 90s rebuild. When the Wall fell I wanted a femdom temple for me and my wife. Didn’t pay the bills. Gay leather scene kept us alive first years. Then techno came… and everything changed.” He shrugged with a nostalgic little smile. “Now it’s one of the hottest places in Europe for serious play.”

One of the Dommes noticed the guests and gave a short nod of acknowledgment before landing another vicious whip stroke. The sound made Giulia’s breath hitch audibly.

Cindy’s hand slid down Giulia’s latex-covered back, resting possessively just above her arse. “You’re getting ideas already, aren’t you?” she murmured. “I can see it. That beautiful mind of yours turning filthy.”

Giulia didn’t answer right away. She just watched the Domme slowly twist her fist inside the moaning man, the latex of her glove stretching obscenely, while the other Mistress dragged the tip of her bullwhip through the fresh blood on her slave’s back.

For the first time, Giulia didn’t immediately say “It’s just for the club.” She simply kept sketching, lips slightly parted, long dark curls trembling with every crack of the whip.

“We’re coming back tomorrow, right?” Giulia asked.

“Yes, to party.” Cindy replied.

“Good. I want to experience it.”

Cindy finally recognised how to get Giulia, finally understood her. The girl was a rulebreaker, a person who didn’t like to be confined, told you can’t do this, you can’t be that. That was why she had a problem with the Circle, but that meant there were ways to deal with it, there were ways to get her together with Travis, it would just have to be her idea.

That night, the three women ate dinner, drank and then shared a bed and fucked until one in the morning. For some reason, Giulia didn’t think of her lesbian adventure as cheating, rather it was just being adventurous.

The next day, they slept in, made love together, then spent the day shopping and taking in sights, whilst noting things which might work well in the club.

The club pulsed like a living heartbeat at midnight. Dark techno throbbed through the brick walls, bass vibrating up through the polished concrete floor and into Giulia’s bones. The air was thick, sweat, rubber, leather, piss, and raw sex. Every corner of Michael’s dungeon was alive.

Giulia stood at the edge of the main play space in her new blood-red latex military dress from Honour, the dramatic front zip half-open to reveal the black leather corset crushing her waist and pushing her full breasts high. The dress clung obscenely to her olive curves, the open back exposing smooth skin down to the top of her ass. Thigh-high black latex boots with six-inch heels made her tower. Long dark curls tumbled wild over her shoulders, and the polished leather posture collar, worn openly, framed her face with quiet authority. Cindy, beside her in a glossy black latex catsuit with strategic cut-outs, looked every inch the experienced predator.

Giulia’s eyes drank everything in.

In the centre, two powerful dominatrices had their men on St. Andrew’s crosses. Bullwhips and heavy floggers rose and fell in perfect rhythm, painting fresh crimson stripes across muscular backs. The wet slap of leather on skin mixed with guttural male moans. One Domme paused, selected a long steel needle from the bar’s sterilised tray, and slowly pushed it through her slave’s nipple while he screamed around a ball gag. Blood welled. She smiled, twisted it, and kissed him mockingly.

To the left, on a padded bondage table, a statuesque blonde in purple latex was fisting her sissy deep and mercilessly. The pretty boy, stockings, chastity cage, full makeup, was on his back, legs spread wide in stirrups, whimpering as the Domme’s gloved arm disappeared past the wrist inside him. She twisted slowly, deliberately, whispering degradations in German while his caged cock leaked helplessly.

Further along, pegging stations were in full use. A petite Asian Domme in a strapon harness brutally fucked a large, tattooed man doggy-style over a spanking bench, her hips slamming forward with athletic force while she yanked his head back by the hair. Next to her, another Mistress had two sissies on all fours, switching between their holes with a thick black dildo, laughing as they begged.

The medical area was particularly vicious tonight. A cruel redhead had her slave strapped to the examination table, sounding his cock with a long metal rod while she casually dripped hot wax across his balls. In the corner, watersports flowed freely, one Domme stood over her kneeling submissive, golden stream splashing across his face and open mouth as he drank eagerly, mascara running down his cheeks.

Giulia couldn’t look away. Her breath came shallow, the latex of her dress creaking with every small movement. Heat pooled between her thighs. She felt her pulse in her clit.

Cindy leaned in close, lips brushing Giulia’s ear. “Tell me what you see.”

“I see… control,” Giulia whispered, voice husky. “Perfect, absolute control. The way they break them open and make them grateful for it.” Her dark eyes followed a particularly savage caning, stripes rising instantly on a sissy’s ass as he sobbed. “The beauty in the suffering. The way their bodies shake… the way they cry and still push back for more.”

She stepped forward without thinking, drawn toward a scene where a Mistress was using a violet wand on her slave’s cock and balls while he thrashed in restraints. The electric crackle and the man’s high-pitched screams sent a shiver straight through Giulia’s core.

That was when it hit her, hard, undeniable, like a whip cracking across her soul.

This wasn’t just research anymore. This was her.

The sadistic thrill blooming in her chest, the wet heat between her legs, the way her fingers itched to hold a flogger, a cane, a fist. She wanted to be the one wielding the needle, the strap-on, the whip. She wanted to watch strong men and pretty sissies break under her hands. She wanted to hear them beg in Italian and English while she laughed.

And most of all… she wanted her husband, me. She wanted to bring this home to him. To dress him in whatever humiliating, beautiful outfit she chose. To tie him down, fist him until he cried, peg him senseless, mark his skin with her ownership, make him drink her while she looked him dead in the eyes. The realisation crashed over her like dark, delicious waves.

She was a Dominant. A sadist. Completely.

Giulia turned to Cindy, cheeks flushed, nipples hard against the tight red latex. Her voice was low, almost reverent.

“I’m not just designing a club anymore,” she said. “This is me. I want this. I want to do this.” A dark, hungry little smile curved her full lips. “And when I get home… my husband is going to learn exactly who his wife really is.”

Cindy’s eyes sparkled with triumph. She slid a hand possessively over Giulia’s latex-covered ass and squeezed.

“Welcome to the other side, Mistress Giulia,” she purred. “Shall we borrow some toys from the bar and see how you like using them tonight?”

Giulia’s fingers tightened around the riding crop she didn’t even remember picking up. Her long curls swayed as she nodded, eyes already scanning for the perfect first victim, someone who would moan so prettily for her.

For Cindy though, this was the start of the turning point. Giulia would understand that pain came in many forms, the most beautiful of which came with loss, that was the whole point of netorare. She’d understand soon, she was sure of it.


Chapter 7: Cracks

The weekend with the girls was exactly what Emma needed, but most of all, she felt inspired, ready to move things forward with Alex. When she arrived home, she found a mess, he’d gamed and pigged out the whole weekend, not even trying to make an effort. Perhaps Emma wasn’t dominant naturally, but tonight, she was going to teach Alex his place.

“You fucking waste of space!” She screamed, “get undressed!”

Panicked, Alex stripped down, revealing he was in boxer shorts. Emma looked horrified. This was it, changes were coming.

Grabbing his ear, she pulled him to the bedroom, grabbing a plastic shopping bag along the way. “Those boxer shorts. Off!” She snapped, before shoving them into the bag, followed by the rest of his male underwear. “Time for changes, Alexis, Lexi. You’re already out to your so-called friends, but you need to understand what you are now.”

“Emma, please!” He begged.

Her hand slammed hard on his face. “Mistress!” She screamed. “Just…” she sighed. “Just admit that’s what you want. Just admit that you are a better man as a sissy, my sissy!”

Tears formed in eyes, then shame. “I want…I want to be your sissy.”

“In that case, behave accordingly.” She snapped. “We both work for Miles and Cindy now, which means that we’ve accepted to integrate the kink into our lives. I’ve been having fun, so it only makes sense for us both to have fun, no?”

“Yes, you’re right.” He said, shame filling him.

The break was happening, he was finally accepting his role in the relationship, she realised. But with that renewed sense of power, she wondered just how for she could push him; she could see the cracks forming, and like ice in winter, she knew she could break him open.

“Do you know what I did this weekend?” She asked with a sinister purr, her finger tracing down his naked body.

“No…erm, Mistress.”

“I went to a BDSM club, a femdom club, with Cindy and Giulia. I served as their submissive. They whipped me, would you like to see?”

“Y-yes!” He replied, eyes wide.

She pulled her skirt up, revealing the cane marks, purple-black welts horizontally across her round buttocks. “You can touch them if you want. If felt so good to submit. To be used and owned, and not have any control. That’s what you want isn’t it? To submit? To give up control?”

“Yes Mistress,” he whispered, feeling her damaged skin, wondering if he could take such torture.

“You give up control to me?” She asked sweetly, stroking his face. “Completely? Totally?”

“Of course, Mistress.” He replied, seemingly on autopilot.

“Then baby, tomorrow, you begin work with us. You will work in our office, won’t you?”

He nodded, he’d been looking forward to his start date, to working together with his sexy wife, this renewed woman, a woman who hadn’t once complained about how she looked or her weight since joining them.

“Then I think it is only right that out of the bat, you start work as a sissy. Full-time. I think we should start you on your journey to full-time sissification. So, grab a suitcase and let’s start packing your male things away.” She smiled. Now here was the test, would he be able to break the curse, to accept himself as a sissy, even in public?

His face was a dark pink, clearly shame and humiliation was coursing through his body, but Emma also realised something else; he couldn’t say no. Much as his social conditioning was telling him that it was wrong, his cock and now his brain was telling him it wasn’t his choice to make anymore.

“Mistress, I don’t have dresses or clothes.” He reminded her. He had plenty of lingerie but no dresses. Her items would be too big for him, he was far skinnier.

“Then let’s go shopping!”

Sunday in London was really no different than any other day for shopping. A trip to Camden meant they’d be able to find so more relevant items for his transformation, and in this case, she was thinking kawaii-wear.

A pretty young lady in a pink and black kawaii skirt and white lace tanktop came over to them as they searched the racks. “Anything I can help you with?”

Emma decided not to hold back. “Hi! Yes! I’m sissifying my husband, tomorrow he begins dressing as a sissy full-time. What items would you recommend?”

The girl maintained a professional smile the whole time, as if this was something she heard a lot, then nodded. “Yes, we get many crossdressers in here with a similar fetish. Come, I’ll show you the items which can work for uniforms, or hyper-feminine looks.”

They picked out some multi-layered pink skirts, most covered with pretty white bows or black lace trim; some tulle, some satin. Then for the tops, several pink corsets in a similar pattern. It was in that moment that Emma realised that the best thing she could do at that moment was put Alex in corsets, then help bulk him up. In theory, he’d keep his sexy tight waist but would begin to bulk up around the hips.

After trying on several, they left the store with enough corsets and skirts for the week, as well as some cute kawaii dresses. On the way, they stopped at a goth shop where they managed find some really cute pink panties and bras for him, before stopping off at a Sephora to get him his own make-up.

Of course, there too, Emma explained her plans, making Alex glow with humiliation as he was outed as a crossdresser and a sissy, but just like the other stores, the staff were professional and neutral, happily explaining how best to achieve a feminine look and which products he’d need.

On the way, they found a low-cost shoe shop where they managed to find some cute girlie shoes for him, a couple of Mary-Jane flats, pink with lacy trim, and also a selection of heels, which she admitted would require some training, as she watched him wiggle precariously along the shop floor.

Finally, one last stop, Ann Summers to pick up a selection of nighties for him to wear to bed, and a pair of panties which had an open rear.

That evening, Emma and Alex packed up all of his male clothes. He asked about things for the doctor’s office, but Emma said he would just need to come out. Then he asked about the gym, to which she told him that he would need to change to an LGBT positive gym. There were no excuses anymore, she made it very clear that from now on, he was a trans, he was a sissy, and rather than fight it, Alex just lost the will and accepted that it was his future, his destiny.

After packing everything up, she had him put on the outfit for tomorrow and practice his make-up. After several attempts, and some instructional videos from YouTube, he finally got it to a stage where he actually looked very passable, if it wasn’t for his short hair. Luckily, the one thing they forgot about, Emma actually had; a long, blonde wig, albeit a cheap one, it looked good on him.

The moment Emma laid eyes on Lexi, she saw it; she wasn’t bound to just be a sissy, this was a girl about to be transformed completely. The flat chest and tiny backside looked cute but she needed bulking out, and whilst she hated to admit it, the only way for that to happen, was via hormones.

“Take the clothes to the charity bin down the road and then come back.” She told him.

His eyes widened. “On my own?”

“Yes! You’ll need to get used to it, Lexi, might as well now on a quiet Sunday night.”

“But…I thought we might keep the clothes here, in case of emergency?”

“No. It’s too much of a draw. You’re a sissy now, get used to it.”

“Yes Mistress,” he said glumly, putting on some flats, and picking up the plastic bags. “I’ll need to do two trips.”

“Yes, so?”

“Yes Mistress.”

The moment Alex stepped out onto his street, he felt like everyone was watching him, the neighbour in the flat downstairs, people watching from behind curtains. In truth, nobody saw a thing except an old man walking a dog, who simply stared at Alex’s sexy legs, seeing the suspender straps holding up the lacy stockings, and licking his lips thinking what a sexy little slut Alex was, not once suspecting he was trans.

By the second trip though, Alex began to feel better, comfortable. He enjoyed the feeling of the warm summer’s breeze on his legs, the way the skirt gave him a sense of freedom, and he began to wonder if every trip out would feel the same way.

When Alex arrived back to give his wife the good news, he found her dressed in the latex body, shined up, breasts poking through the two circular cut-outs, nipples pierced. From her waist hung a huge black strap-on cock. His jaw dropped.

“Kneel. Suck.” She instructed.

With small, quick nods, he did as he was told, dropping to his sissy knees and leaning forward, tentatively taking the hard shaft into his open mouth. In her hands, she had the thing she knew would make him want to do more, opening the bottle and shoving it under his nose. What she didn’t know was he’d spent the whole time she was away huffing poppers and rubbing his perineum to sissy hypnosis, so under the poppers now, he was very pliable, very committed.

The cock slid back and forth as she moved in time with him, his popper-induced high causing him to moan and slobber delightfully over the rubbed phallus. And then, she took hold of his head and shifted her hips, pulsing her pelvis and forcing more and more of the cock into his throat, until he made choking sounds and tears formed in his eyes. She held on a little longer, then released completely, allow him to take some deep breaths, then she tried again.

“Breathe through your nose,” she explained. That helped, allowing her to push deeper, seeing his throat bulge to accommodate the dick. “Change into these panties and get on your knees. I’m going to rape your arse.”

“Yes Mistress!” He gasped, changing into the open-back knickers and getting on his knees.

Alex trembled with excitement and nerves, wondering how badly it would hurt. Emma slathered lots of lubricant on his arse, pushing fingers into him, and then slathering more onto the cock. She didn’t want this to hurt too much, she wanted him to enjoy it, to want to do it again.

The sting of his sphincter muscles struggling to accommodate the firm head made him his as she pushed in. She held, giving him time to adjust, then pushed forward just as she told him to inhale several hits from the poppers.

“Ahhhhh!” He moaned as she took him deep and immediately set to work, moving her hips back and forth.

“Rub yourself.” She said, knowing he couldn’t touch his cock but could reach to his perineum.

The more he rubbed, the better it felt, and as she intensified the fucking, he found himself begging for her cock, begging for harder and deeper. He gasped in ways she’d never heard before, squealing almost. “Oh my god!” He gasped, “So fucking good! Oh fuck, so good, I love it! Fuck! Fuck yes!”

She chuckled. “Mmm, you’re a bigger bitch than I thought you were. Such a good little slut. I’m going to keep fucking you, and if you’re lucky, one day my lover might fuck you too.”

The popper-haze just made Alex lost in a wonderful land of lust, desperate for more. “Yes! Anything! Please, never let this end!”

This was it, she realised, the moment that broke her resolve. It was time for her to accept that this wasn’t the man she married, that it was just a pathetic slave, a failure of a man who never deserved her in the first place. I was weak, lacked self-esteem, but I am a goddess, a queen, someone who deserves a real man.

Over the past weeks, she’d heard about the husbands in the Circle who were ultimately changed, ruined, lost, and controlled. She’d laughed at their misfortune, but she never really thought her husband deserved it too. Perhaps she wasn’t ready to let him go, not just yet, but she certainly needed more than just him. He deserved to be a sissy. His parents deserved to see what a pathetic bisexual sissy he’d become, and with that in mind, she picked up her phone and began recording, the camera seeing him fucking himself against her cock, riding it and begging for more.

“You want real cock, don’t you babe?” She asked, acting for the camera. “Because you want to see what it’s like to be gay.”

“Yes! Yes! I wanna try it!” He gasped, too lost in the moment to care about what he was saying.

“Beg me! Beg me to make you gay!”

“Yes! Make me gay! Please! I need cock!”

“Say, I’m a gay sissy slut and I need cock in me all day, every day!”

He repeated it word for word, over and over, and she’d caught the whole thing. It was all she needed to out him, to take away the one safety net he had, his family. She wouldn’t send it, not yet, but in time, she’d use it to ensure he accepted who he was.

For the first time in her life, Emma finally felt free, felt like a woman, loved herself. The Circle had helped her with that, and she would be forever grateful.

* * * * *

The Sunday Giulia returned went a different way for me. My wife returned from Berlin all smiles and the first thing she did was kiss me. She allowed me to wear male clothes and we went for a walk around the local park, enjoying the hot summer day and talking about her ideas for the second floor of the club. She didn’t hide anything she did in Berlin, admitting that she’d shared a bed with Cindy and Emma, and had made love to them. It didn’t bother me in the slightest, I was happy she was able to vent.

“I wanted to tell you something,” she said. “I’m having feelings for Travis but we’ve agreed not to act on them.”

I nodded as we walked hand-in-hand. “I know. Why are you not acting on them? You can if you want.”

“No, not like that, not with him.” She sighed. “If I was to cuckold you again, it would need to be with someone I didn’t have feelings for. We both know what the Circle wants, and I don’t want to give it to them, and I think, neither do you, do you?”

That was a tough question. Did I want to lose my wife again? No. Was the moment I lost Allie the single sexiest moment of my life? Yes. It was the event which drove me, that I dreamt about every night, that I fantasised Giulia doing to me. “Of course not, but…”

“But…”

“I can’t stop imagining it. You fucking him, telling me that it’s over. That I’ll never get to have you again, to touch you again, calling me a fucking loser, telling me that you never loved me.”

“It would be a lie.” She said, though I felt her shudder as I told her my fantasy.

“Would it?”

She was silent a moment, then nodded. “I loved you.”

“Loved.”

“I…love you, Terry, of course I do, otherwise I wouldn’t be here, but you have to admit, you aren’t the man I married. I guess, if you were honest about everything with me, then I probably wouldn’t have married you. But I did, and you know me, I don’t like being told what I can and can’t have. I married you, for better or worse, and I do love you; differently, I’d say, than I did. I don’t love you that way anymore, but ask any wife in a long-term marriage, and they’d say the same thing, marriages evolve, love changes.”

“But this isn’t a long-term marriage. We’ve not been married long.”

“I know.” She sighed, saddened by the fact that we were where we were.

“I’m sorry about this.”

“It’s not your fault,” she admitted. “You are who you are. And honestly, I learned more about myself than I ever knew.”

“Like?”

“I’m a sadist.” She admitted. “I love picturing you in pain. I never realised, but I suppose I should have. Heck, I used to think Hostel was tame.”

I chuckled and pulled her tight. Although the time together was romantic, I was ashamed to admit it but her words turned me on, the conversation did. Hearing that she didn’t love me the way she did hit me in that masochistic way I loved, and I silently hoped she would just come out and say she didn’t love me at all, I wanted that pain.

“I can’t treat you like that though. I’m embarrassed at how I treated you this week.” She said softly.

I stopped in my tracks and took her hands. “Mistress, don’t do that. Don’t make this about kink shaming.”

“They’re my kinks.”

“They’re not. They’re ours. I loved it all, and this whole time, I wished you’d go harder. I love the dominant you, and if sadism is your thing, then let’s try it, experiment. Don’t make yourself out to be weird, you’re not.”

She smiled briefly then a look of sadness came over her and she looked away. “Does it bother you that I won’t do anything with Travis? I mean, he has a kid, he’s not part of the Circle, it wouldn’t work.”

“It does and it doesn’t.” I sighed. “It’s hard to explain.”

“You want me to do it, don’t you? To leave you. To hurt you like she did.”

“Yes.”

Another nod. “Maybe one day. Maybe…if my feelings for you continue the way they are going, maybe. You disappointed me so much. You’re not a man, you’re not a protector, not even a provider really. I can’t count on you to step up and help me. You’re a failure and a disappointment, and no, I’m not saying that to get you horny, these are real feelings, so please don’t sexualise them.”

I really wish I could not sexualise them, but unfortunately, the pain hurt so much that I found my cock swell in the cage.

“Right now,” she said, continuing, “know that I do still love you too much to give up. Travis has a lot going for him, but I also know that we evolve, our desires change, and we are both young. Let’s play your game, but remember it’s a game, and then we will see. Maybe we’ll decide on kids and settle. Who knows?”

As she smiled up at me, expecting me to just agree, to give her the moment, I knew I had a decision to make. Lie and nod and agree, or be selfish and stick the dagger in, hoping to accelerate my eventual demise. The left side of my brain telling me, do the right thing, tell her yes, save your marriage, be a man! Be a normal human being! And then the right side, if you say you never want kids, she might realise there is nothing left to save, and one day, she’ll leave you publicly, and you’ll be a sissy whore again.

There was a third option. One which left it all hanging. I said nothing at all, just turned and continued walking with her.

For Giulia, she was heartbroken. I thought that option three would allow me time to think about it, to beat my cravings, but what I had just done was said option two without saying it.

Giulia had hoped for a nice quiet day with me, after the rough and tumble of the Berlin weekend. She’d hoped to rekindle the magic between us, the romance, but instead, I’d just shown what I wimp I was. The longer we walked, the more she stewed over my lack of commitment, until she finally decided it was time to go home.

“Get undressed and go wait on the bed, hands and knees.” She said firmly, eyes watering.

“Yes Mistress.” I whispered.

Her cases were still downstairs, she hadn’t unpacked. So when she arrived in the bedroom, she was wearing the catsuit, crop in hand, along with a few other new items, one a penis gag which she immediately wrapped around my head and buckled.

“No stop words, no safe word, no nothing.” She said firmly. “Pinocchio is gone. That word no longer exists for you.” And then, drawing the crop back and holding it with the other hand. “This is going to hurt.”

The crop came down in multiple quick successions, ten in a row. As I screamed into the gag, she screamed too. “Fucking useless piece of shit! You fucking failure! I wish I’d never met you!” The insults rained down as fast as the crop, two types of pain, multiple layers of pleasure.

She swapped the crop for a whip, allowing her to target my back and testicles, before switching to a cane. The bamboo switch burned like a red-hot poker and no matter how much I sobbed and begged, the gag did its job, just providing muffled screams.

Eventually, even the cane wasn’t enough for her and suddenly she was on my bed and spanking me over and over, as hard as she could, punch and slapping my balls too.

A long black latex glove was slipped over her hand, and she pulled out a black tub of lubricant called Fist. I knew what this was, knew what was coming, I’d had it done to me before, in the club, but it had been a long time and I knew it would seriously hurt.

She began with a couple fingers, in and out, then began adding them. Muffled cries went ignored as she began pushing forward, trying to stretch my hole around her knuckles. I needed her to stop, I needed to take my words back, because something told me she wasn’t lying when she said she was a sadist, and going this hard this fast made me scared just how deep she’d eventually go.

It was too late.

As her fist slipped inside, she began to speak again, this time no need to shout. “Fuck, this is amazing. This is your new life. This is what I want from you. You don’t want to be a husband? Fine, then you be my punchbag, my public humiliation slave, my ballbusting toy. Every single day for the rest of your life, I will torture you, hurt you, make you regret ever meeting me. Break, Terry, break for me. I will make you suffer for what you’ve done.”

That night, after four hours of torture, watching her pack away my male clothes and unpacking all the rest of my sissy stuff, she made me cook dinner, and then I was made to eat mine from the kitchen floor, in a dog bowl as usual. This time, she urinated in my food and told me it was all I was good for.

She put me to bed in my small single bed next to the big master bed, with a huge butt-plug inside me. Just as I began to pass out, I began to hear noises from her bed, sobbing. I thought she was masturbating, but then I realised that she was crying. This was clearly far harder for her than I thought.

“Are you okay?” I whispered.

“Shut the fuck up and go to sleep. Don’t talk to me ever again!” She cried.

“Giulia…” I said, risking her wrath.

She spun around, her eyes puffy, red, and for a moment, I thought she would scream, but then her face softened and she began crying again. “I don’t want to feel like this.” She cried. “I wanted a normal marriage. I wanted kids. I wanted to be a wife, not a dominatrix. I don’t want to feel so turned on every time I hear you scream. I don’t want my best orgasm to happen just because you are suffering. I hate that I just want to beat you all night, non-stop. I shouldn’t feel this way towards you.”

“I’m sorry.” I whispered. “I’m sorry I forced you into this.”

“You should be. I hate you for this. I feel like you want that though. I feel like you want me to question my love for you.”

“I do.”

She sighed and wiped her face, then shuffled closer, looking over the gap between us. “I do too.” She admitted. “But I’m strong and I don’t like losing. You don’t get to choose our relationship, I do. You’re my sissy. Mine. Even if one day something changes, I will not get rid of you. They won’t win.”

“I understand.” I said, feeling a little relief. Maybe things would go awry, but if that meant I got to stay with her too, that was fine by me. The Circle wouldn’t be happy, but Travis wasn’t in the Circle, so no harm, no foul.”

“I love you.” She said finally. “Tomorrow, you’ll begin your life as Teri with an i again. No more male Terry. And I’ll promise you that I will find a lover, one to cuckold you, but not to fall in love with.”

I smiled, and then nodded, feeling the disappointment return.


Chapter 8: Jobsworth

I had a serious problem. In Giulia’s sudden rush to sissify me again, she had taken away all my male clothes. That was all good for Alex, he was starting work for Miles and Cindy, but for me, that was a problem. I worked for an international corporation, and I certainly couldn’t go to the office dressed as I was.

There was no way out for me. I tried to inform Giulia, to tell her I couldn’t do it, but her mind was set. “What should I do?” I begged.

“Quit.” Was her answer.

I begged off sick from work, but I knew that excuse wouldn’t work. If I quit, we’d still be okay financially, Giulia made enough, but it would set us back. Ten minutes later though, I received a phone call.

“Hello sissy, I understand you have a bit of a problem?” Said Miles. “Thomas still has an opening, if you need cash?”

“No thank you.” I muttered. I hated that my wife had called Miles to tell him. I also loved that she had.

“Then I can offer you a role back on the club project.” He said finally, as if he was doing me a huge favour. “You’d be working with your wife, which is good right?”

“Erm, yes Sir.”

“Good. Quit your job. How much notice do you need to give?”

“A month, Sir.”

“Far too long. Leave it to me. Come see me immediately, by the time you get here, I’ll have sorted it for you.”

“Er, do you want the name…”

“I know where you work, Teri, come in.”

The call ended and I was left gulping, scared and confused, unsure where my life was going.

The dress I was wearing was no better or worse than any I owned, so I decided not to bother changing. He expected a sissy, he’d get one, with short puffed up pink satin sleeves, a petticoat that forced the skirt up revealing my stockings and a hint of my panties (or all of them if I bent over), and lashings of white lace. With my make-up done and a wig on, I put on my heels, grabbed a handbag and headed out.

Driving through London as a sissy wasn’t bad. In London, people saw far worse almost every day. In fact, being out in public as a sissy was nothing entirely new for me anymore. It was actually weird how easy it was for me to switch to sissy mode, to be that person again.

I knew what was expected of me, knew that going to see Miles meant switching to gay mode again. My stomach actually fluttered thinking about it, that I’d be getting cock again. I missed it really, much as it pained me to admit it.

When I arrived at the HQ of his business, the place I had once worked, the receptionist in the main building made me wait. On the wall were the logos of all the companies the holding group controlled, and under it was a newer one, for a web business that bought and sold second-hand cars. The project I began but didn’t finish was, eventually, finished to plan and had so far been a huge success for Miles, bringing in millions in additional revenue. I felt a sense of pride, given that I’d started from scratch, my first project to manage.

“Your Master will see you now,” the receptionist said with a smirk.

“Thank you, Miss.” I replied submissively.

Then she walked behind me, keeping in step. Every so often, when she deemed I was walking too slowly, she pushed me, or kicked my backside, making sure everyone saw.

I arrived in Miles’ office to find Nigel there too, sat naked on the sofa to the right. Without a word, I moved to him and dropped to my knees, knowing full well what was expected of me.

“He hasn’t forgotten!” Nigel laughed.

“My understanding is that Giulia keeps him in check.” Miles replied, typing on his PC. “I’ll be right with you, just need to finish one email.”

I sucked on the cock, slobbering on it as if it was the sustenance my body sorely needed. The sound of a chair rolling back signalled that Miles was done with his email, and then when I heard clothes being removed, I knew he’d be joining us. What I hadn’t expected was for him to step to Nigel and have my former boss suck him whilst I sucked Nigel.

Eventually, with a plop, Nigel released Miles’ cock. I heard the sound of a safety cap being removed, then the familiar smell of chemicals under my nostrils. I sniffed deep, once, twice, three time, four… and as a hard rush hit, Miles’ cock pushed inside me. But Nigel was determined to make me lost in the heat and seconds later, I was sniffing again, and again, until I was mush, just moaning, sucking, and slobbering.

“I outed you to your work. Sent them all the videos and photos. You were dismissed immediately, with a note in your file. You’ll work for me, receptionist for now, and when the club opens, waitress and leisure sissy. Your wife knows and agrees it is what is best for you.” Miles explained. I moaned in delight, the poppers doing their thing, transforming me. “What your wife doesn’t know is how much of a cock-hungry whore you are. She knows you suck cock, obviously, but she doesn’t realise that I’m going to change you again, make you gay for cock again. And what do I want in return?”

He fucked harder, ramming me with thick, heavy slaps. Nigel was panting now, almost ready to explode in my mouth as he shoved the bottle under my nose one more time.

“I expect you to encourage your wife to spend more time with Travis. I expect you to remind Travis of how good it will be for him to be part of the Circle. I also expect you to encourage your wife to fall in love with him, though from what I hear, it won’t take much. You need to understand that you do not deserve a woman like her. You don’t deserve any woman. Betas like you don’t deserve happiness, remember that?”

“Yes Master.” I moaned, sucking hard.

He was right. I didn’t deserve to be happy. I deserved pain. Pain and sadness at my humiliation was all that drove me, it was a fucked-up lust for the hard life that made me free. I needed to convince her of that.

A sudden moan from Nigel told me I was about to take his load, so I clamped down my lips and sucked hard, extracting his hot cream and gulping it, sighing with happiness to be tasting male cum again. God, how I missed having it regularly.

Behind me, Master increased his pace until he too let out a gasp.

“Oh thank you Master!” I cried. “Thank you, thank you!”

“Tell me you love me sissy.” Miles said, surprising me.

I didn’t want to just say it, I wanted to understand my feelings. Whilst I hated him at one point for turning my life upside down, I had finally come to terms with who I was, what I was. Yes, I missed our daily sessions, our play.

“I love you Master Miles.” I sang. “I love you so much.”

“I love you too sissy Teri. I have for a long time, but you hurt me when you left. But I now understand. If you are successful in convincing your wife to divorce you, then I promise we won’t make the same mistake as last time. You will work with your then ex-wife, but you will join Cindy and I as our live-in maid and toy, forever. No chance to meet anyone new, just you and us, understand?”

My heart fluttered with excitement. “Oh yes! Yes Master! Thank you!” I said, turning around and hugging him. Then I felt his arms embrace me and his soft lips and course stubble brush me hard as we kissed. He didn’t want to let me go, just holding me tight and kissing me.

“I genuinely love you baby. I’m bisexual, always have been, and I love sissies, but none more than you.” He said, stroking my face in a way which made me feel small and submissive, possessed. I turned to look back at Nigel and saw him smile at me, warmth projecting, not humiliation but genuine admiration. “If you want to be with me, then make it happen, but you cannot leave her. She has to leave you, in the most humiliating way possible.”

“Yes Master.”

As Master Miles dressed, I signed my new employment contract, then with one last kiss and a spank on my cum-filled bum, I skipped away, heart full with love and warmth. Miles was such a nice man, such cute! So sexy! God, how I found him sexy! In my car, I took a moment to giggle and sigh contently, and said to myself, “Maybe I am gay!”

Next stop, my new office where Giulia was waiting for me. The office was a temporary one in a portacabin right by the building site, one of three setup, two others were for the builders and foreman.

The first thing I noticed was that there was a very attractive new girl, a sexy blonde eGirl type who looked remarkably familiar. She sat there looking into a monitor but every so often looked over at Emma flirting with Marco. That was when it clicked.

“Is that Alex?” I whispered to Giulia.

My wife gave me a sharp, angry look. “Did I give you permission to talk to me?” She snapped loudly.

“No Mistress.” I said, head down.

She kneed me square in the balls, then as I fell to the ground, kicked me in the gut. “Kiss my feet and thank me for hurting you.”

I did as I was told. Alex looked horrified whilst the others giggled. I could see from Alex’s face the hope that his wife wasn’t learning anything. Thankfully for him, she was too busy snuggling up to Marco as they looked at ideas for club nights.

“This is going to be your desk,” Giulia said, pointing to the front desk. “You’ll make the tea and coffee, fetch lunch and do everything we tell you to do. If you don’t behave, then I have given everyone here except Lexi, of course, the right to hit you. Whilst Lexi can’t, she can ask Emma to hit you, and she will. You will ask to speak before actually speaking.”

I wanted to ask how to do that without speaking, but I realised that logically, I could speak but only to ask.

“Every time you need to go to the bathroom, you must ask permission.” She stated. “Is that all clear?”

I was about to say yes, when I realised what was being asked of me. “Permission to speak, Mistress?”

She smiled and then nodded. “You may.”

“Yes, it is all very clear.”

“Very good. Get to work. There is a list of tasks on your desk.”

I looked at the tasks in front of me and realised it was actually a rough timeline which needed organising. I was told that I was to be a receptionist, but from the tasks I had, it looked a lot like project management. Suddenly, I realised what they were doing. It was all a game, after all. I turned to look at my wife and saw her look up at me, then give me a little smile and a wink. I don’t think I had felt so disappointed in a long time.

* * * * *

Whilst I was being seen to by Nigel and Miles that morning, Alex was busy setting up his computer in the office. He thought that working with his wife would be a nice change, and doing so dressed as a sissy would make things more fun, but as I tried to concentrate, he realised that the fun would be his biggest distraction. How they had made it this far with all the distractions was beyond him.

Considering Marco was meant to just be an investor, he was spending an inordinately large amount of time in the little office, and mainly to hang out with Emma. Yes, they were working, talking about ideas and such, but he did so whilst massaging her shoulders, rubbing her arm, feet, legs.

That morning, Marco arrived carrying a coffee for her, along with a little cake which Alex knew came from a French patisserie where that little slice cost about twenty quid. When they greeted each other, it wasn’t with a hug or a handshake, nor a kiss on the cheek, but a kiss on the lips where Alex felt sure their mouths were not completely closed.

For weeks, Alex was aware that at some point, Emma would cuckold him. He’d come to terms with it, looked forward to it even. He’d trained his mind and body to the idea of being a sissy cuckold, followed Cindy’s training, and continued on the hypnosis, and yet everything about Emma’s body language around Marco screamed something else.

That night, when the couple were finally alone and Emma had just finished pegging her husband, Alex decided to ask her outright about her feelings for Marco. He expected her to laugh it off, say that he was being silly. Her reaction was not what he was expecting.

“What the fuck has it got to do with you?” She screamed. “What are you accusing me of? I’ll have you know that even though I have your agreement that I can cuckold you, I have not once done that! And now you’re accusing me of what? Huh?”

“Nothing! It’s just you’re very tight.”

“He’s friendly! And?”

“Nothing, nothing!” He cried.

“I think you should go sleep in the living room, tonight.” She said with crossed arms, looking away from him.

“No, Mistress, please! I’m sorry! I promise, I won’t question you again!” He begged, dropping to his knees.

“Fine! See that you don’t, or I might giving you some of the medicine Terry has been getting!”

The last thing he wanted was to be beaten like me, in fact, the way Giulia treated me that day even made Emma a little uncomfortable. For any minor infraction, I was slapped around the face, and I’m not talking about a Hollywood movie slap, it was arm all the way back and knocking me across the room slaps.

“Thank you Mistress! I’m sorry, I’m sorry!”

But as the week progressed and Alex had the chance to observe Emma and Marco together, he became certain that they were in a relationship, whether they knew it or not. What stood out most though, was how Marco changed around her. On the phone with friends and colleagues, he was butch, in control, strong, but around Emma, he was soft, funny, but he spent moments staring at Emma.

Alex still didn’t know about the netorare element of the Circle. He still assumed it was a cuckold fetish thing, not that they found married women and broke them up in the most dramatic way possible, in order to find a better partner for them.

It wasn’t until he observed Travis and Giulia that he began to put two and two together. He saw me watching, observing the little looks, touches, and then he thought about Alison, remembering that she was my wife.

Given I wasn’t allowed to speak in the office, Alex waited until one afternoon when we were both alone to ask me the question that was on his mind. “Mate, can I ask you something?”

I looked around, checking we were really alone, and then I nodded. “Of course.”

“When you were married to Allie, did you divorce because of your crossdressing or what?” He asked.

“What do you mean?” I asked, confused as to what he was talking about, feeling sure he knew what he was getting into.

“Well, it’s a cuckolding club, right? So why did she leave you?”

Finally, it clicked what he was asking me, and it also clicked that he was putting me in a tough position. If I told him the truth and he freaked, it would fall on me. I’d be punished, and I knew it wouldn’t be good.

“You can’t tell anyone we talked.” I said quietly.

“I swear.”

“No! I mean it, you cannot freak out and say I said anything.”

“Fine, fine, I promise!” He gasped, rolling his chair closer.

I sighed. “It’s not a cuckold club, it’s a netorare dating service.”

“Netorare? What’s that?”

“Japanese word, it’s a cuckold type fetish where the wife is eventually taken. Falls in love with another man. They set our partners up with strong, manly men, who are more suitable for them, and then slowly chip away at us both until the woman realises she loves the other man more than us.”

“What the fuck?” He squealed.

“Keep your voice down!” I snapped. “It’s a fetish thing. You are cuckolded and forced into submission, until the last glorious moment when you are hit by the ultimate humiliation, your wife divorcing you because of the sissy she’s made you into.”

“Fuck!” He gasped.

“So Emma’s going to leave me?”

“Maybe. Probably, eventually. Until then, you’re a toy.”

Alex looked genuinely horrified, but at the same time, I recognised something else, a self-hatred, a voice inside him which said, it’s what is best for you. You don’t deserve her. I knew what he was feeling, the fear of what next. “But what will I do?”

“Actually, that’s kind of up to you.” I said. “You can leave, restart, like I did eventually. Or you can work for one of the others. Sissy maid, gay sissy whore. Not all subs become sissies even.”

“You left but you’re back?”

“I am and I’m not. Travis is not a member of the Circle, and he doesn’t believe in it, even though I get the feeling he’s coming around. And my wife isn’t a member either, but she too is coming around.”

“Why did you come back then?” He asked me.

That was a difficult question to answer. I so didn’t want to. I so wanted to give marriage a chance, to become normal again, but the fetish was like a drug, it created such a rush that nothing else could replicate. “You just keep chasing that rush.”

“I don’t want to lose her. I don’t want to end up alone.”

“You won’t be alone unless you let yourself be.” I told him.

“Can I stay with her? Even after the divorce?”

“No. If she joins Marco, then she becomes part of the Circle. She has to abide them when she marries him, which means you cannot be their property anymore. Full disconnect.”

“Oh.” He sighed sadly.

I stood and walked over to him, took his hands to make him stand, then we hugged. He didn’t cry, he was just empty, lost, he didn’t know what he wanted, and I understood. This was round two for me, and I still felt the same way, lost, unsure, scared.

As I held the other sissy, my hypnosis and training activated. Suddenly, the feeling of him, his satin clad body, activated something in me and all I wanted to do was hold him tighter, to run my hands over him, and to kiss him.

Our lips met softly. He made a sharp intake of breath, surprised at my touch, but he didn’t stop me, didn’t restrict access to his mouth. The longer we kissed, the more passionate it became, the more urgent his hand movements, stroking me, feeling me. Suddenly, he moaned into my mouth and pushed his crotch forward, metal striking metal as our cages hit, dulled by the soft material between us. That didn’t stop us from trying to get contact though, trying to feel something.

Suddenly his finger was at my hole, inside my panties, pushing inside.

“Finger me too!” He gasped into my mouth.

We were lost in ourselves, fingers buried inside one another, moaning as we kissed, so lost we didn’t hear the door open, the gasp, the intake of breath, the chuckle, until it was too late. And then there we were, stuck like a deer in headlights, tight together, locked by each other’s hands in each other’ arse.

Emma was smiling, eyes wide, enjoying the scene. Marco was chuckling behind a hand. But Giulia, she wasn’t laughing at all. She was pissed. At no point did she give me permission for this, no point did she expect me to debase myself in such a way. This was one of those moments when she realised that I was beyond hope, beyond saving.

But this part isn’t about me. It’s about Alex…Lexi.

The sight of Lexi and I embracing ignited a fire in Emma. She finally reached the precipice of her desires, ready to move forward to the next phase.

That night at home, she told Alex that she wanted a lover. That it was time for her to get fucked regularly by a real man. Immediately, the conversation with me early returned and he began sobbing. He said that he had heard about netorare, read what it was about, and that he was scared that she was being primed to leave him.

“Hey, Lexi, hey babes, calm down! I’m not going to leave you!” She said softly. “Aw, cupcake, I love you and I’m not going anywhere.” She told him, although even she no longer believed her words.

Marco hadn’t made any real moves yet, he was just romantic, touchy-feely in that nice way, but he hadn’t asked her out properly. But she understood the dynamic, understood now, that he was being primed for her, understood that her husband would one day no longer be her husband, if she so chose. For now, she was holding on, believing that she could keep her sissy husband and play with Marco.

Perhaps there was another option.

“What if I don’t do anything with Marco? Beyond flirting?” She asked her husband. “What if I find someone else to play with?”

Lexi sniffed and wiped his eyes, black mascara rubbing onto his hand. “That…I guess, that would work.”

“You want to see it, don’t you?” She asked. “How another man uses me? His big hard shaft penetrating me?”

“I mean yes, but…” he shrugged. “If you want, we can have sex?”

She burst out laughing. “Oh silly! No, no we can’t do that anymore.”

“Why not?”

“Because I no longer feel that way about you. I don’t find your penis attractive. In fact, I kind of find your dick repulsive.” She giggled. “Maybe, one day, for your birthday or something, I promise, a sympathy fuck, but honey, your tongue is amazing! We’ll make love, sure, like two girls, okay?”

Alex was mortified by her words, but at the same time, the pain of humiliation did something to him that no words ever should. His cock strained painfully against the cage.

Just as she was about to suggest that he go down on her right that moment, Alex’s phone rang. His father, a distraction she didn’t need. He picked up the phone and backed away from her, moving away just in case, not daring to allow himself to be outed. That probably pissed her off more than the interruption.

Bitter and angry, she picked up the phone and began selecting photos on her phone, fingers working quickly, tapping away. Then she selected share, share to, WhatsApp, and then selected his mother, pressing send with a whoosh. She then stared at Lexi with a smirk, knowing his world was about to come crashing down on him just as soon as his mother checked her phone.

It took a moment, then it happened. His horrified eyes darted to Emma. “Dad, wait, no! Wait, let me…dad please!” He began sobbing. “No dad, don’t come here! Leave her alone! Leave her out of this! No!” Then his father said something against Emma, and his whole expression changed. “Now listen to me you bitter old bigot! Go fuck yourself! I’m bisexual! I’m a transvestite, and I can live my life who I want! You do not get to tell me what to do, or force your fucking views on me. Just because life hasn’t been fair for you doesn’t give you the right to tell me what makes me happy! If I never hear from either of you again, it’ll be too soon.”

More shouting from the other side.

“Cut me out of your will? What the fuck are you going to give me dad? You live in a rented council house, and lived week to week. What am I supposed to inherit? The years of fake disability allowance you collected? Go fuck yourselves! Delete my number!”

And that was that. He stood there, holding the phone, chest heaving, but it was done, another cancer removed from his life.

“I’m sorry I had to do that.” Emma told him softly.

Alex shook his head. “No, it was right. It had to be done at some point, better now.” He licked his lips and then stepped closer and dropped to his knees, placing his forehead on the floor. He only had her now. “I am yours, your slave, your toy. I exist to serve you, Mistress.”

She stared, didn’t smile, just felt the power she deserved wash over her. She pulled up her skirt, pulled her panties to the side, then urinated on him, watching the light-yellow liquid soak him, drip onto the tile. “Lick that mess up.” She whispered, then stepped away, grabbed her handbag and walked out.

Alex sighed, looking at the puddle on the floor. He could easily just clean it up with a rag, she would know. So he began to lick, suck the piss up, his stomach retching a little at the fact that he was doing something so filthy.

He didn’t know where his wife had gone, but he was incredibly horny. After pacing a bit, his eyes caught the drawer in the bedroom, home to their toys, the dildo, the poppers. Reaching a decision, he ran to it, pulling out the dildo, lubricant and the poppers. With the laptop open, he found the best sissy hypnosis he could find, lubricated the dildo, then pushed it inside himself with a sigh. Finally, he pressed play and listened, watched as it told him to never get hard for women again, to encourage his wife to cuckold him, to tell her to fall in love with another man, out himself as gay, expose himself.

The screen glowed soft pink and black, swirling spirals already pulling at the edges of his vision as the low, velvet voice of the hypno Domme filled the room. “That’s it, good girl… breathe deep for me. In… and out. Feel that pretty little clitty twitch between your legs, but remember; you don’t get to stroke it like a man anymore. You only edge. You only goon.”

He knelt on the bed, knees spread wide, the thick dildo already buried to the hilt inside him. A soft, needy whimper escaped his lips as he twisted the base just enough to feel it press against his prostate. Poppers in hand, he unscrewed the bottle, held it to one nostril, and inhaled sharply; once, twice. The rush hit instantly, a hot, dizzying wave that made his head spin and his hole clench greedily around the silicone cock. His own pathetic cock squeezed in the cage, leaking steadily onto the sheets, but he kept his hands away exactly as the voice commanded.

“Deeper now,” the woman on the screen purred, her glossy red lips curving into a cruel smile. “Look at my eyes, sissy. Let them sink into your brain while that toy fucks your thoughts away. You’re not a husband anymore. You’re a desperate, brainless goon slut who exists only to serve real women’s pleasure.”

His eyes glazed over. The spirals spun faster, matching the slow, deliberate rhythm he began to rock on the dildo. Up and down, just enough to keep the pressure constant on that sweet spot inside him, never fast enough to tip him over the edge. His mouth fell open, a thin strand of drool already slipping from the corner of his lips as the poppers haze thickened. Every breath came out in a broken little moan; high-pitched, feminine, exactly the way the hypno told him good sissies sounded.

“Repeat after me, pet,” the voice cooed. “I will never get hard for women again.”

“I… I will never get hard for women again,” he gasped, voice cracking as another hit of poppers sent fireworks bursting behind his eyes. His cock jerked violently in the cage, but he couldn’t touch, fingers digging into his own thighs instead.

“I will beg my wife to cuckold me.”

“I will beg my wife to cuckold me…” The words melted on his tongue, thick and sweet, while the dildo stretched him wider with every downward thrust. His hips rolled in sloppy, mindless circles now, lost in the goon rhythm; slow, hypnotic, endless.

“I will tell her to fall in love with another man… while I watch and whimper like the pathetic sissy I am.”

He repeated it louder this time, tears of overwhelming pleasure pricking at the corners of his eyes. The room felt smaller, the air heavier, every nerve ending singing. The laptop screen filled his entire world; the swirling pink void, the Domme’s knowing smirk, the flashing words that burned themselves into his mind; CUCKOLD, SISSY, GAY, EXPOSED, RUINED.

His balls drew up tight, aching, but he kept edging, kept gooning. Sweat slicked his chest; his nipples had hardened into tight little peaks he couldn’t stop pinching. The poppers bottle lay open beside him now, the chemical burn in his lungs only making the pleasure sharper, deeper, more addictive. He was drooling openly, tongue lolling, eyes half-lidded and unfocused as the hypnosis looped and layered.

“Say it again, sissy. Louder. Let it become your truth.”

“I’m gay,” he sobbed, voice hoarse with lust. “I’m a gay little sissy who needs to be exposed… I want everyone to know… I want her to laugh while she rides a real man’s cock and I lick them both clean…”

The orgasm he wasn’t allowed to have hovered cruelly just out of reach, turning his brain to warm, sticky mush. He rode the dildo harder, faster, completely lost now; nothing but a panting, leaking, hypnotised goon toy. The voice kept whispering, the spirals kept spinning, and he kept repeating every filthy command until the words felt like they were carved into his soul.

Somewhere in the back of his melted mind, a tiny voice whispered that his wife might come home any minute and find him like this; plugged, drooling, chanting his own ruin. The thought only made him grind down harder, a broken, blissful smile spreading across his face as the hypnosis dragged him even deeper into sweet, endless sissy bliss.

The door clicked shut, but he didn’t notice it at first. The hypnosis had him too deep; hips rolling in slow, sloppy circles, the thick dildo stretching him open with every mindless thrust while the poppers haze wrapped his brain in warm, sticky fog. Drool glistened on his chin. His mouth hung slack, repeating the looped commands in a broken, high-pitched whimper.

“I’m just a pathetic gay sissy… I need to be exposed… I want her to cuckold me…”

Only when soft footsteps crossed the carpet did his glazed eyes flicker. Emma stood in the doorway, one hand still on the handle, staring at him with a slow, amused smile spreading across her lips. She looked radiant, confident, clearly enjoying the sight of her husband on all fours like a bitch in heat, laptop glowing with swirling pink spirals, the wet, obscene sounds of silicone sliding in and out of his arse filling the quiet room.

“Well, well,” she murmured, voice warm yet laced with unmistakable delight. “Look at you, darling.”

He tried to freeze, mortified, but his body refused. Another involuntary roll of his hips pushed the dildo deeper, forcing a needy whimper from his throat as fresh precum leaked from the tiny pink cage locked around his desperate, straining cock. The metal bars dug in tight, keeping him soft and useless no matter how badly his body ached to harden.

Emma’s gaze dropped straight to the cage. She tilted her head, smiling wider. “Poor little thing. So desperate, yet completely unable to get hard like a proper man. How long have you been gooning away like this?”

He opened his mouth, but the hypno Domme’s voice in his headphones commanded another repetition and all that came out was a broken moan. Emma stepped closer, the scent of her perfume cutting through the sharp poppers fumes. She reached down and tapped the laptop trackpad, setting the video to loop.

“Watch it on loop,” she told him gently but firmly. “Destroy your brain, sissy. I want every last useful thought melted out of that pretty empty head.”

“Yes… Mistress,” he gasped, eyes locking back onto the swirling spirals as if magnetised.

Emma perched elegantly on the edge of the bed, one manicured hand idly stroking his sweat-damp hair. “I just called Cindy,” she continued, casual as if discussing dinner plans. “Asked her to find me someone I can properly play with. She’s got a few people in mind already; should be exciting.”

His stomach twisted with a dizzying rush of humiliation and fear even as his hole clenched greedily around the dildo. Cindy. He hadn’t imagined she would look inside the Circle for a lover. The Circle wasn’t some friendly swinging group. It was a netorare circle; deliberately vicious, designed to ruin marriages for the thrill of it. They didn’t just arrange casual fun; they seduced, corrupted, and made sure the husbands were left broken, feminised, and discarded. And now Emma had gone straight to them, thinking it was just harmless play, so long as it wasn’t Marco. He knew better.

She must have noticed the flicker of panic in his eyes, because her smile softened into something almost affectionate. She gave the base of the dildo a slow, teasing push, forcing it deeper.

“Don’t worry your empty little head about it,” she whispered, lips brushing his ear. “I just want to have some fun. You’ve been encouraging me for so long, haven’t you? Keep gooning. Keep repeating those pretty words for me.”

A broken sob of pleasure escaped him. The cage tugged painfully as his cock tried and failed to swell. The hypnosis looped louder; “Beg her to cuckold you… Tell her you’re gay… Expose yourself…”; and he found himself chanting along, voice trembling with desperate need.

“Please… Emma… I want you to do it. I want you to enjoy yourself. I’m just a gay sissy now… I need this…”

Emma laughed softly, pleased, and stood up, smoothing her skirt. “Good girl. Stay right there, plugged and looping. I’ll check on you later.” She glanced back at the screen, where the hypno Domme’s glossy lips kept moving, then at his ruined, leaking form. “Try not to cum, sissy. We both know you don’t deserve it anymore. I’m going to get some dinner.”

Left alone once more with the relentless pink spirals and the voice rewriting his mind, he rode the dildo harder, tears of overwhelmed bliss rolling down his cheeks. He knew what the Circle really was. He knew what would happen once Cindy introduced Emma to one of their men. But the knowledge only made his hips buck faster, sinking him deeper into sweet, helpless, brain-melting goon bliss. Perhaps I was right, he thought, perhaps this humiliation was what he wanted. Perhaps falling in love was the right thing for her, because he was too pathetic to keep her.

He heard Emma’s voice drifting from the living room, light and cheerful as she spoke into the phone. “Yes, the usual for me… and a large pepperoni for him, please. Extra cheesy. Thanks, love.” The casual domesticity of her ordering food made his cheeks burn even hotter. Here he was, impaled and gooning like a desperate slut while his wife simply arranged dinner as if nothing were out of the ordinary.

The poppers bottle was back in his trembling hand. He brought it to his nose and inhaled deeply; once, twice, three long pulls. The chemical burn flooded his lungs and the rush slammed into him like liquid fire, making the room tilt and his vision sparkle. His hole fluttered wildly around the thick dildo as another helpless spurt of precum oozed from the tight pink cage. Every thought grew softer, fuzzier. Yes… he thought, eyes rolling back. Dumbing down. Ruining myself. Please let it melt me completely.

The more the idea swirled in his fried brain, the stronger it became. He didn’t want to be smart anymore. He didn’t want responsibilities or dignity. He wanted to be empty-headed. Silly. Pretty. He wanted to be her giggling bimbo, all tits and hips and vacant smiles, too dumb to do anything but spread and please.

Across the open doorway their eyes met. For a moment he stared at her, cheeks flushed, lips parted, drool still shining on his chin as he rocked slowly on the dildo. Emma’s gaze lingered, appreciative and amused, before she glanced down at her phone again. She tapped out a quick message to Cindy, lips curving into a secret little smile. He couldn’t see the screen, but the satisfied glint in her eye told him she had a new idea; one she clearly liked.

Emma stood, phone still in hand, and strolled back into the bedroom with that confident sway in her hips. She leaned over his shoulder, perfume and warmth enveloping him, and gently took control of the laptop. A few clicks later she had swapped the video. The old pink spirals faded and a new one loaded: bolder colours, heavier makeup on the Domme, and a title flashing across the screen in glittering letters.

Become a Ladyboy Whore – Time to Take Hormones, Sissy. You WANT Them.

The new voice was sultrier, almost teasing. “That’s right, pretty girl… look at my eyes and breathe. You’ve been fighting it long enough. Deep down you know you were never meant to be a man. You want soft skin, bigger tits, a rounder arse… you want the hormones pumping through you, turning you into the perfect little ladyboy whore for your wife and her lovers.”

He whimpered loudly as the fresh commands sank in. Emma stayed close, one hand resting possessively on the back of his neck while the other reached down to give the base of the dildo a slow, firm twist. The new pressure against his prostate made his locked clitty jump uselessly in its cage.

“Listen to this one now,” she murmured warmly against his ear. “It sounds perfect for you. Keep gooning, darling. Let it sink in nice and deep.”

“Yes… Mistress,” he slurred, voice already sounding higher, breathier. The poppers rush mixed with the new hypnosis and his earlier loop, creating a thick, syrupy fog in his head. He began repeating after the video in a dreamy, broken chant.

“I want hormones… I want to become a ladyboy whore… I want tits… I want to be soft and pretty and useless…”

Each repetition made his hips move faster, riding the dildo with shameless, rolling thrusts. His nipples ached; he pinched them hard, imagining them swelling under future oestrogen. The thought of his body changing; curvier, smoother, more fuckable; sent another helpless wave of pleasure through him. He was leaking steadily now, a thin string of precum dangling from the cage.

Emma watched him for a long moment, clearly pleased. She gave his hair an affectionate ruffle. “Good girl. Imagine how sweet you’ll look once those changes start. Keep watching. Keep repeating. Dinner will be here soon, so make sure you’re properly brainless by the time it arrives.”

She stepped back, leaving him alone once more with the new video looping, the relentless voice filling his ears, and the overwhelming need to dumb down, to feminise, to become exactly what she wanted. The poppers bottle stayed clutched in his hand as he pushed himself deeper into blissful, bimbofied goon space, whispering again and again; “I want them… I want the hormones… Please turn me into your ladyboy whore…”

Her phone pinged and she looked down to see Cindy’s response. “You’re right, he’d be a beautiful shemale slut. I can get the right hormones, don’t worry. A couple of pills a day will set him right. In fact, a friend has access to some fast-acting experimental stuff. I can have it this weekend.”

Brilliant, she thought. Yes, he was far too pretty to stay a boy. He’d soften, she’d play, and then she’d move on to Marco. It was time.


Chapter 9: Dark Desires

Travis was confused by the phone call, to date he had pretty much only dealt with Cindy and Alison, but now Miles wanted a private moment with him, and he wouldn’t take no for an answer. That left him with a problem; he didn’t have a sitter for Friday night. So, he did the one thing he could do, he called Giulia. He filled her in on the call.

“That’s funny, he asked for Terry too,” she said.

“Um, well, how about I pick up Terry and erm, could you take Suzie?” He asked.

“Yay! Gals night! Yeah! Bring her over!” She laughed, then gave him the address.

The requirement for me was straightforward, classic black and white French maid’s outfit, satin and lots of lace, bonnet, black seamed stockings, heals, blonde wig, full make-up. Suzie didn’t even notice the maid, just went running to Giulia with arms outstretched. “Gilly!” She sang. It was interesting for me that Suzie seemed so attached to Giulia already, like a motherly connection, but more importantly, the way Giulia’s face lit up when she saw Suzie broke my heart more than anything anyone ever did to me before. I had lost her, it was only a matter of time. She wanted kids and I doubted I could even have kids, the number of times I’d been kicked in the balls.

As I climbed into the car, Giulia’s eyes met mine. Like a transference of knowledge, sadness and apology filled hers. We were on borrowed time, we both knew it.

“Any idea what this meeting is about?” Travis asked as we set off.

“No Sir.” I replied.

He snorted. “You don’t need to call me Sir.”

“You’re my superior, Sir.” I told him. “Besides, I get the feeling you and Mistress will be more than just friends.”

“What gives you that idea? Did she say something?”

“No Sir, just observations.”

“We’re just friends.” He sighed.

“I won’t be angry if you’re more than friends.”

The city sped by as he navigated the streets, contemplating my words, then he asked, “Why not?”

“Because I can’t be the husband she wants. She clearly has feelings for you.”

“What do you get out of it?”

“Humiliation of failure.”

He shook his head and snorted. “I don’t understand it. I never understood it, not even when my wife tried to explain it to me. There were times I wondered if I might end up like you, but she told me that wasn’t possible, that I’m an alpha, whatever that means.” A pause. “Listen, nothing is happening with your wife. She’s your wife. My advice? Give up this shit.” He signalled to my sissy clothes. “And be a proper husband.”

“It doesn’t work that way, Sir.”

“I told you, enough with the sir shit.” He spat.

I decided not to poke the bear, instead stared out of the window and wondered if I could ever be the husband my wife wanted. I thought back to my life with Allie, to the number of times I disappointed her, didn’t stand up for her, didn’t be the shoulder to cry on. It wasn’t because I was selfish, it was because I was scared of everything. If I do this, will she do that? I was so afraid of putting a foot wrong and losing her, that I lost her anyway.

Could I be the husband Giulia needed? No, absolutely not. I tried so hard until now, but the draw was too strong. I needed to submit, I just wasn’t sure I could lose her, I just knew I had no choice in the matter.

Eventually, we pulled up outside Miles’ Chelsea home where a sissy maid let us in. Again, Travis tutted and shook his head, but I also noticed him checking her out as we walked. It was a very hot sissy maid in a tight pink pencil skirt.

We were led into a large dark wood-clad room where Orn, Marco and Miles stood, smoking cigars and drinking Scotch. “Ah, Travis! Welcome, welcome! Scotch? I’ve got a fantastic twenty-five year-old McCallan here.”

“I’m driving,” replied Travis dryly. “Can you let me know why I’m here?”

“Straight to the point. Your father-in-law told me you would be.” Miles chuckled. “Travis, you’re here because you’re creating something very special for us, but more importantly, you’re creating Tracy’s legacy.”

“What are you talking about?” Snapped Travis, unhappy to hear his wife’s name used.

Miles picked up a scrapbook. “This is Tracy’s scrapbook from university. She dated a guy called Vince, a skinny chap. They were together from her days at school.”

“I know about Vince. She broke up with him before she met me, and?”

This was the hardest part. Miles frowned. “No, she broke up with him because of you. She sissified him, converted him, even found him a boyfriend, then he became a maid.” He sighed. “Like it or not, you were part of the Circle long ago.”

“What?” Travis gasped, flipping through the scrapbook, looking at the documented transformation of Vince into Vicky. He recognised the maid, had seen her just… “The girl who opened the door?”

“Indeed.” Smiled Miles. “After his boyfriend broke up with him, I took him in. We don’t allow our submissives to be lonely, that’s not how it works.”

“But Tracy said…”

“She fell madly in love with you, but you were so upset about the Circle that she couldn’t even tell you. She couldn’t tell you that her dream was to open that club. Just look.”

Travis fell back into the sofa and flipped through the scrapbook. As he looked at the photos, the text, the drawings and sketches, tears formed in his eyes. She had hoped for her own live in sissy maid, wrote ideas for how to convince him to accept a sissy maid in their lives, wrote reasons for why sissies needed to be sissies. He read the long messages explaining their nature, that forcing a sissy to be male was tantamount to abuse.

Then he explored the idea for the club, the floor with BDSM rooms, writing experiences of her time in college beating submissives, how she worked part-time as a dominatrix for extra cash, all stuff she hid from him not because he wasn’t worthy of hearing it, but because she loved him so much, she chose to hide her true nature.

“I think I’ll have that drink.” He mumbled.

With tumbler in hand, he downed the expensive Scotch in one go. Even I winced at that, but Miles refilled it without asking and this time, Travis knew to sip it.

“I never realised this was all so important to her. Why didn’t she just tell me?” He sighed and then answered his own question. “Because I didn’t give her the chance. I just hated on it without thinking.” He turned to me. “What did you feel, when your last wife said she was leaving you?”

“It wasn’t so simple.” I said, then I told him the game, the process, how long it took, and then what happened on that last night.

“Huh.” He smiled. “That’s actually pretty hot.”

“It was.” I agreed.

He then looked up at the men. “Why am I here? Just to give me this?”

“No,” Miles said. “You’re here because you have inherited your wife’s position in the Circle. If you don’t want it, you don’t have to take it, but with it, you inherit the benefits that go with it.”

“Benefits?”

“Private jet, play spaces, country home, and your share of the club.”

“My share?”

“It’s your club as much as it is mine.”

He nodded then said, “I don’t need money and things.”

“I know you don’t, which is why I didn’t lead with it.” Miles inhaled. “Giulia needs a husband.”

“She has a husband.”

“No, she doesn’t, she has a sissy. She needs a husband. She wants kids.”

That caught Travis’ attention, but it wasn’t so easy to just change his mind. “I need to think about all this. It’s…a lot.”

“I know.” Then Miles perked up. “Have you ever been sucked by a sissy?”

Travis snorted, then laughed and shook his head. “No, of course not.”

“Then I only think this is fitting. Vicky!” Miles called. The attract sissy with strawberry blonde hair appeared and immediately walked to Travis and dropped to her knees.

“Wait, you don’t need to do this.” Said Travis softly.

“I know Master, but I want to.” Vicky smiled. “I promised your wife I would, once…but it never happened.”

Travis stared at the sissy, then reached out and put his hand on her smooth, beautiful face. A tear ran down Vicky’s cheek, cascading down Travis’ hand. Then he pulled the hand away and sat back, letting Vicky unbuckle his belt and pull down his trousers, revealing a cock which was already getting hard. With one gulp, Vicky swallowed it all the way down her throat.

“Vicky is your slave,” said Miles. “You can take her home with you.”

“I have a child.”

“So? She’s a maid. A nanny. She also has an advanced degree in mathematics, which will come in handy later.”

Travis moaned, “ah, true. And fuck, this is the best…”

Miles locked eyes with me, then nodded. I approached, dropping to my knees and opening his pants. Behind me, Marco and Orn began to strip, as another sissy entered the room. Travis’ eyes locked on me as I began sucking Miles, checking me, realising this was indeed who I was, unable to be anything else. A small smile crept on his face as he began to realise that he could, indeed take my wife off me.

Behind me, Marco lined up with my anus, open thanks to the backless panties I had on. With only a little spit, he pushed inside and I let out a gasp of delight. This was what I was made for, to take cock, not give it. There was something so irreplaceable about the feeling of a hot cock in my arse.

To my left, I saw Vicky lowering herself onto Travis’ cock. He looked nervous but happy. “I never thought I’d fuck a dude.” He said.

“Does she look like a dude?” Orn asked.

“No, she’s hot.” Travis admitted.

“I’ve been on hormones,” Vicky said. “My breasts are real, and my cock is still caged but doesn’t work anymore.”

“That’s…hot!”

Getting into it more, Travis pushed Vicky off and moved her next to me, onto her hands and knees, then reentered her. The sound of sex and moaning now filled the room. Beside Vicky was the third sissy, Orn pounding her. It turned out that the sissy was called Bambi, and she was Allie and Orn’s.

“Wanna switch?” Marco asked Travis.

I felt Travis’ eyes burning into my back as he contemplated it, then to my surprise, he said, “Yeah, go on then.”

Travis had a huge cock, but more it was wide in the middle. I gave an umpf as he entered me. He used me hard, punishing me, showing me he was better than me, proving a point. He was taking me like he wanted to take my wife.

“You really want me to be with your wife, huh?” He asked.

“Yes Master.”

“Beg me then.”

“Please Master, please take my wife!”

“Beg more, tell me what you want.”

“Seduce her, make her want you, convince her to hate me, that she doesn’t love me. Make her want to leave me in the most humiliating, crushing way…”

“Ahhhh!” He cried, climaxing inside me.

Unfortunately, he wasn’t ready for it. Like us submissives, dominant men lose libido too. He panicked, rushing to get his things together, to get dressed, telling us all that he’d made a mistake. As he readied to leave, he turned to me. “Do you need a lift home or not?

I looked up at Miles with sad eyes, but he gave me a nod, I was to go with him.

As we were about to leave, Travis looked down at the scrapbook, and making a last second decision, snapped it up then took my hand, pulling me to the door. Vicky ran after.

“Master, what about me?” She asked.

“Vicky, I…” he sighed, shaking his head. “Can I have some time?”

“Yes, Sir, of course.” She smiled.

“Thanks.”

We drove in silence but I had a bit of a problem, I needed a tissue or something to sit on. I tried to tell him without embarrassing myself, but then finally he understood. “Oh, there’s…erm, a nappy pad from when I was, erm, potty training Suzie. Grab that.”

I picked up the square pad and slid it onto the seat. “Thanks. Sorry.”

“No it’s…it’s my, erm, spunk.”

Spunk. It had been a while since I heard someone call it that. I smiled at his use of the word.

“I loved Tracy with all my heart, and I so wish I could honour her, but I can’t break-up a marriage.” He said. “When Tracy passed away, I was desperate. I drank, I smoked, I was the worst person. The only think that kept me sane was Suzie. But inside I was broken. Nothing could fix me.”

“That was different.”

“Why?”

“I still see Allie. She’s still a huge part of my life, and as part of this Circle, I haven’t really lost her, I’ve become part of a far bigger family.”

From the look on his face, he had a hard time understanding it. A hard time seeing past the pain he felt from the loss of his wife. He didn’t want to pass on that pain, I got that, but we weren’t comparing the same thing.

Oxymoron as it was, I felt like I had to help him see the truth, to want to want to take my wife. I had another tack to try.

“Tell me something, Travis,” I said, causing him to look at me suddenly, used to be calling him Sir. “At what moment did you feel like you could possibly move on from Tracy?”

He focused on the road, watching it as we drove on to my place. He didn’t reply, he couldn’t, because that would mean admitting that he was a hypocrite. I had a feeling I knew the exact moment he realised he could move on, and it was definitely very recently.

“I’d prefer you refer to me as Sir or Master from now on, sissy. Is that understood?” He asked.

“Yes Master.” I smiled, and to my surprise, saw a smile back.

After a while, he spoke again. “If I was to have a sissy maid at home, what will that entail?”

“Nothing. She will cook, clean, look after your daughter, and will service you sexually, should you so wish.”

He looked to the left as he turned on the indicator, then moved, the indicator a backdrop to the break in conversation. Then he said, “I think I so wish. But how would Giulia feel about it?”

I sighed. “I don’t know, honestly. She is not a fan of the Circle.”

“I know.”

“She doesn’t like rules.”

He chuckled. “I noticed.”

“This is stuff you need to discuss with her.”

“I want to sleep with her. Tonight.”

“Can I watch?” I asked, earning a look from him. Then he smiled.

“Sure.” He shrugged. “Maybe you can help.”

“Gladly.”

We drove on in silence, but then to my surprise, he reached over and grabbed my leg, squeezing it, then rubbing it before leaving it there. I felt good in that moment, like a wife, a sissy possessed. I felt a little jealous of Vicky in that moment, jealous that I wouldn’t be able to continue with him, with Giulia.

When we arrived back at my place, Giulia was already waiting at the door, having seen the lights. She smiled warmly when she saw Travis, ignoring me entirely. “She’s fast asleep. I put her in the spare room with pillows around her so she doesn’t fall out of bed.” She whispered.

Travis continued to stare into her eyes, then he put his hand on her face, leaned down, and kissed her. Instantly, she wrapped her arms around his neck. “Oh Travis…” She moaned, pulling him inside as they continued to kiss.

They moved through the house, up the stairs and I followed behind. They broke the kiss for her to say, “wait downstairs sissy.”

“No, wait,” said Travis. “I promised he could…”

“I…no, I don’t want him watching us.”

Travis frowned. “I…” He panted, eyes darting between us.

“It’s okay…” I said, backing away.

As I turned to leave, I expected to hear something, a change of mind, but what I heard instead was the sound of a door closing. The sound of sex and moaning was loud enough for me to hear it through the thin floors as if I was there. The one thing that worried me was Suzie hearing but when I checked on her, I found her fast asleep.

I lay down on the sofa and tried to close my eyes, listening to my wife screaming in ways I could never make her do. Then I heard what I expected to hear. “Oh Travis, I love you so much!”

It was too much. To watch it was painful, to hear it and not see it, I just hated myself for being this turned on. I placed a pillow over my head and tried to focus on something else, until sleep found me.

A tap on the shoulder woke me up. I opened my eyes to see my naked wife, covered in red marks, handprints and love bites. Next to her stood Travis, cock glistening.

“Hey, wake up sweetie,” she whispered softly. “Time for you know what.” She smiled, climbing over me and lowering her cum-filled pussy onto my mouth.

I moaned as I returned to the thing I loved doing most, and to my surprise, she moaned too and said, “This is surprisingly more fun than I thought it would be.”

Above me, the lovers kissed, not like a cuckold couple would, a bull and the hotwife, no, this was love. The way they looked at one another, touched, the way she bit her lip and smiled. He moved forward, cock moving to my mouth which still had her pussy over it, then he climbed over me and pushed his dick into my mouth, his balls resting on my nose. I sucked as both looked down, grinning at me. “I love you Travis.” She said, then looked at me again, grinning.

“I love you Giulia.” He said back, his cock growing in my mouth.

She leaned back, falling onto my body, as he pulled out, climbing over, knees either side of my head, then he pushed into her pussy. She reached down, pulled at my hands, forced me to hold her, and he began slamming in and out of her.

As one hand held her, my other hand reached up to cup his buttock, stroke it. “Ah yeah,” he gasped, then began kissing her. “I love you.”

“I love you.” They whispered to each other.

Giulia let out a gasp, then a yelp, followed by a long moan as she came. To my surprise, she then pulled away and told me to turn over, to turn around. “I want to watch you both. I want to see you submit to the man I love.” She grinned at me.

My eyes focused on hers as he entered me. She leaned close to my face, then grabbed my jaw hard, spitting in my face and then slapping it. “Is this what you wanted? A cheating wife? Or a wife who realised what a fucking disgusting loser you really are? Well, you’ve pushed me to be who you wanted. I love Travis. I want his baby. You fucking asshole. We could’ve had a good life, but you blew it.”

Behind me, her words were influencing Travis as much as they were me, I could feel him throb, grow, until finally, he exploded in my arse. She jumped up, grinning like a girl and threw her arms around him. Kissing. Finally, he pulled out and then she reached down for my hand.

“What Mistress?” I asked.

“Bed.”

“But Travis…”

“Travis will sleep with his daughter, then tomorrow, he’ll go home and you and I will talk. For now. Sleep.”

Upstairs, as Travis moved to join his daughter in our spare room, he grabbed my wrist and pulled me to him. Without stopping to think about it, he pulled me into a long passionate kiss, and then he said, “You’re a lucky man.”

I didn’t understand, but something told me that me being a lucky man meant that I was definitely not getting what I thought.

The next morning, I had my answer. It was the sound of the car driving away that woke us up, Travis wanting to leave before we woke up, before an awkward conversation. Then my wife told me what they had agreed.

It was one and done. He admitted that he was ready to give the Circle a chance, that he wanted to respect the wishes of his wife, and that it made sense to invest in the club, but that he wanted a wife for that. He said that he wanted her, that it was clear that it was what I needed, and that I couldn’t give her what she wanted.

“I know you can’t, but the thing is, I’ve come to terms with that.” She sighed. “I made a commitment to you. I’m not catholic but my family are. I can’t give up on you, I just can’t.”

“What about Travis?” I asked her.

She smiled and then turned to me, leaning across the gap in our beds to stroke my face. “That’s the good news for you, I guess.” She said. “He’s not going to give up either. He said he wants me and he’ll do whatever it takes to make me the mother of his child, or children, if all goes to his plan.”

“What did you say?”

She giggled and rolled back, looking at the ceiling and biting her lip. “I told him he could try.”

“Yesterday, you said you love him.”

“I wasn’t lying sissy. I love him…” She sighed, “Just not with all my heart.”

“Not yet.” I noted.

“Yes.” She admitted. “Not yet.” Then she smiled, hope in her eyes. She wasn’t ready to give up on me, and to a small extent, neither was I. But then, neither was Travis, and thankfully, my wife was ready to be wooed. I just wondered when she might break.

My caged clitty throbbed painfully from last night’s fun, and the dull ache in my hole reminded me exactly how thoroughly I’d been used.

“Now, last night you did something very naughty,” Giulia said softly, her voice like poisoned honey. I saw her mattress shift as she slipped out of bed, completely naked. Through heavy-lidded eyes I watched her open the toy drawer and pick out the thin, whippy rattan switch, the cruel one with the vicious little knots along its length. She flexed it between her hands, testing its spring.

“You had sex with my lover before me,” she continued, tapping the switch against her palm. “You let him fuck that greedy little sissy cunt of yours while I was home alone. I think that’s worth one hundred strokes… or until you bleed, whichever comes first.”

My breath caught in my throat. “Ye… yes, Mistress.”

Giulia smiled, cold and delighted. “And if you make even one sound, one single whimper, moan, or cry, I might just double it. Then I’ll tie you spread-eagle, plug you into the estim on full power until you piss yourself in agony.” She let out a light, girlish giggle that made the threat ten times worse. “Actually… I’ll do that anyway. And I’ll piss on you first, just to get you properly started. Now turn over, on your belly so I can cuff you to the bed. What a lovely morning wake-up!”

She laughed brightly as I obeyed, rolling onto my stomach with a tremble running through my whole body. The cuffs clicked shut around my wrists and ankles, stretching me tight to the four corners of the bed. My face pressed into the pillow, arse raised slightly by the way my legs were pulled apart. Completely helpless.

Giulia climbed onto the bed, straddling my lower back for a moment so I could feel her warmth against my skin. Then she rose, positioning herself beside me. The switch whistled through the air.

THWACK.

The first stroke landed hard across both cheeks, a blazing line of fire that made my whole body jerk. I bit down hard on the pillow.

THWACK. THWACK. THWACK.

She didn’t warm me up at all. Each strike was delivered with full force, precise and merciless, criss-crossing my pale arse in a relentless lattice of welts. By the twentieth stroke my skin was blazing, raised red ridges forming everywhere the switch landed. The knots bit deeper on some hits, breaking the surface in tiny crimson pinpricks.

“Count them in your head, sissy,” she ordered cheerfully, never breaking rhythm. “And remember, not a sound.”

My knuckles turned white around the cuffs. Tears were already soaking the pillow. The pain was savage, each impact sending white-hot shocks up my spine. At stroke forty my arse was a swollen, bleeding mess of welts and thin cuts. Every new lash reopened older ones, smearing fresh blood across my cheeks and thighs. The wet slap of the switch against ruined flesh filled the room.

I was shaking uncontrollably by seventy, drooling into the pillow, biting so hard my jaw ached. But I stayed silent, barely. A choked sob almost escaped at eighty-five when she targeted the tender crease where arse met thigh. Giulia noticed.

“Oh dear… was that a noise? Naughty girl.”

She continued anyway, laying the final fifteen strokes with extra venom across my bleeding cheeks until fresh blood trickled down to stain the sheets. My entire backside felt like it had been flayed open.

Giulia tossed the switch aside and admired her work, running her fingers roughly over the destroyed flesh. I hissed through clenched teeth but somehow held back any real sound. She rubbed a disinfecting cream on my backside, then undid the cuffs to allow me to turn around.

“Good girl,” she cooed. “Now for your real wake-up.”

She disappeared for a moment, then returned with the heavy estim box and the largest plug electrodes. She yanked my cheeks apart, making me see stars from the pain, and forced the cold, lubed plug deep into my battered hole. The electrodes pressed firmly against my prostate. She turned the machine on low at first, letting the current pulse and buzz inside me. Then she climbed over my back, straddling my head. “Open wide, toilet.”

I obeyed just in time. Hot, acrid piss streamed directly into my mouth, splashing over my face and hair as she emptied her bladder with a satisfied sigh. The sharp taste filled my senses while the estim began to climb.

“Full power now,” she whispered, twisting the dial.

The electricity slammed into me like lightning. My prostate convulsed violently, muscles locking and spasming in agonising cramps. Every nerve in my arse and cock screamed at once. The pain was unbearable; deep, burning, electric fire that made my locked clitty strain desperately against its cage. I thrashed wildly in the cuffs, a silent, agonised scream trapped in my throat as piss and tears soaked the bed beneath me.

Giulia sat comfortably on the edge of the bed, watching me writhe and twitch, occasionally flicking the dial even higher.

“Morning torture suits you, sissy,” she said with a fond smile. “We’ll leave you like this for an hour or two. By then you’ll be properly broken and dripping for the rest of the day.”

She leaned down and kissed my tear-stained cheek almost tenderly, then left me there, bound, bleeding, piss-soaked, and electro-tormented; to suffer beautifully in the bright morning light.

As the estim continued its merciless assault, my screams finally tore free; raw, broken, animal sounds that echoed off the bedroom walls. Every violent pulse through the electrodes made my body convulse against the cuffs, my flayed arse clenching around the plug in agonising spasms. I couldn’t hold back anymore. The pain had stripped away the last of my control.

From the bathroom came the soft, cheerful sound of Giulia singing. A light, carefree pop tune, completely at odds with my suffering. I heard the electric toothbrush hum, the tap running, and then her voice drifting through the open door, warm and amused.

“Mmm, those screams are so beautiful, baby. Higher… yes, just like that. Fuck, they make me so wet.” She laughed softly, almost to herself. “I never knew I could get this turned on by hurting you. I’m becoming a proper sadist, aren’t I? It surprises even me.”

Her words sank into me deeper than the electricity. She was changing, blossoming into something darker, hungrier, crueller with every session. What had started as playful domination had sharpened into something genuinely vicious, and she was embracing it with genuine delight. I could hear the thrill in her voice, the slight breathlessness as she admitted it to herself.

And God help me… I loved it.

I loved her darkness. I loved the evil edge in her sadism, the way her eyes lit up when she broke me. That pure, unfiltered pleasure she took in my tears and blood and humiliation made my caged clitty leak helplessly even now, trapped in unbearable pain. She was becoming the monster I had secretly always craved, and the knowledge that she was surprising herself only made it hotter.

Yet beneath the desperate arousal, real fear twisted in my chest. None of this seemed to be enough for her anymore. Every limit we shattered only revealed new depths she wanted to explore. She was getting darker, faster than I had ever imagined, pushing further each time with a kind of joyful inevitability. And the most terrifying part, the part that made my heart race with both dread and shameful excitement, was that I wanted it too.

Even as I screamed and thrashed in my own piss and blood, a broken, masochistic voice in my head whispered for more. More pain. More cruelty. More of her becoming the ruthless Goddess I needed her to be. I was terrified of how far she might go… and even more terrified that I would beg her to go further.

Giulia finished brushing her teeth and appeared in the doorway, smiling at my wrecked, twitching form. She blew me a playful kiss.

“Keep screaming for me, sissy. I’m just getting started.”

And with those words, the chapter of my old self finally closed. There was only her darkness now, and my willing descent into it.


Chapter 10: Embracing Power

Whilst I lay in bed screaming, convulsing, and questioning life choices, Emma was waking up to a different feeling. Beside her lay a muscular black man with soft short dreadlocks, and a gorgeous smile by the name of Patrick. Her body ached, her eyes burned from lack of sleep, but two hours was enough for both of them and she was ready for round ten.

On the sofa next door, also with eyes burning, lay Alex, wrapped in a long soft pink satin nightie. But his eyes burned for a different reason, the realisation that he’d just lost his wife to a world he never expected.

Patrick wasn’t there to take Emma, he was a gift from Cindy, a toy from the Circle. She could select Patrick, he was single and a member, but he himself admitted he was not ready to settle, just yet. The Circle would provide, once he was ready.

But none of that mattered to Alex. No, because what he saw was the humiliation of having to admit to himself that he was never a man, that he was always pathetic, a loser, someone born with a penis, but who did not deserve it. He watched Patrick use Emma in ways he couldn’t even imagine. It was the stuff of pornography, the way her pussy stretched around a cock which seemed almost unnatural, the way she literally dripped when she saw him naked. He’d never made her so wet, never.

Most of all though, it was the sounds, the moans, the struggles and pleads, the screams. The whole night, she couldn’t stop, her eyes glazed over and the few times when she looked over at her husband, he saw contempt; how could you have kept this from me?

Then there was the first clean-up. The way her teeth came together, the way she inhaled sharply as she realised the power she held over her husband.

This was no-longer the same woman he’d married, she’d awoken violently, and nothing was going to stop her now.

The planning into the evening was almost as stressful as the night itself. She was so urgent about what to wear, maddeningly trying things on, only to strip them off and try something else. In the end, she settled on a red-silk-panelled lace-trim under-bust corset, connected to red fishnet stockings, and nothing else. For Lexi, a pink satin baby-puff party-dress gifted that day by Cindy, complete with huge bonnet and headwear, locking mittens, and a cock-shaped dummy for him to suck on. The only time that came out was to lick her pussy clean or to suck on Patrick’s cock, which he did a lot.

But then came her excitement to see her husband taken, and who better to do it than a black man with a nine-inch cock?

Lexi cried the first time. He cried because this was it, she was about to see him accept his new calling, to be the gay sissy slave the hypnosis made him profess to being. And then he cried because he loved it so much, begging over and over to be taken, to be used.

He cried throughout the night because he hated himself so much that he wondered how anybody could ever look at him seriously anymore. A skinny effeminate boy.

What he didn’t realise was that Patrick had arrived with a gift from Cindy, something Emma would begin that Saturday morning.

As they ate brunch after Patrick left, she neatly prepared the first dose of hormones next to Alex’s juice. Gulping, Alex just stared at the pills for a moment, then looked up. “What’s this?”

Emma sat back and folded her arms. “I could lie and say they’re vitamins. I could just mash them into your food. Or, you could just take them and not ask questions.”

Nodding, he knew what they were. He picked up the first pill, “What if I’m not healthy enough or they interact…” He didn’t get to finish his sentence.

“Cindy has had your medical records since you joined. You’re fine. Take the pills and no more questions.” She said, making sure he understood she was done with the conversation.

“Yes Mistress,” he said, downing the first dose of the experimental hormones.

From what Emma knew, there might be certain side effects in the first week, emotional lability, sudden bouts of crying, heightened sensitivity, and mood swings, all common when the body’s hormonal axis was forcibly recalibrated. She also needed to fill out a daily report on side effects, physiological changes, breast tenderness, skin sensitivity, libido fluctuations, and any unexpected emotional responses. He had been placed on a human trial, officially, a private, highly experimental protocol arranged through contacts in the Circle. The paperwork framed it as cutting-edge “gender-alignment optimisation therapy,” complete with consent forms he had signed in a haze of gooning submission.

The drug itself worked on the basis of advanced gene therapy. A single-dose viral vector (an engineered AAV9 capsid) delivered a custom CRISPR-Cas9 construct directly into his bloodstream and adipose tissue. It forced the body to believe it was genetically female by targeting and epigenetically silencing large sections of the androgen receptor gene while simultaneously upregulating aromatase expression (the enzyme that converts testosterone into oestradiol at an accelerated rate). The protein receptor being adapted was the androgen receptor (AR), specifically its ligand-binding domain. The therapy introduced a modified, dominant-negative AR variant that not only blocked normal testosterone signalling but actively recruited oestrogen-receptor co-activators, tricking the cells into interpreting even residual androgens as oestrogenic signals.

Within days, his natural testosterone would plummet while endogenous oestradiol surged far beyond typical HRT levels. Fat would redistribute faster, skin would soften, and the hypothalamic-pituitary-gonadal axis would be permanently suppressed. The trial notes had warned that the first seventy-two hours could trigger intense neurochemical turbulence as the brain’s androgen-sensitive circuits were flooded with new oestrogenic messages, exactly the kind of emotional storm Emma was quietly hoping to watch unfold.

“I’ll be with you this whole time now, because you’re going to go through a female puberty in one week and trust me, it’s torture. The changes should happen rapidly. So far, it’s been seventy-two percent successful in breast tissue growth within the first month, but there have been side-effects to look out for.” She noted.

“Like?”

“Usual, headaches, nausea, mood swings, fatigue, hot flashes. Later, hypersexuality, maybe vomiting, phantom pregnancy.”

“Phantom pregnancy?” He scoffed. “I won’t have female reproductive organs.”

“No, you won’t, but the body will think it does.” She sighed. “All of that will pass, it’s the more serious things to look out for.”

“Serious?”

“One person experienced renal failure. That was connected to an angiomyolipoma he didn’t know he had blocking the kidney. When the fat redistribution happened, it messed him up.”

“I see.”

Of course, Alex was nervous. He hadn’t expected his wife to want to feminise him completely, and he’d read about people who had feminised themselves, only to regret it and suffer worse depression. He didn’t want to be someone who felt uncomfortable with their own body.

At the same time, he felt a sense of excitement at having breasts, at having softer skin, a softer body. Perhaps he’d look like some of those hot transgender women he saw on Instagram, unrecognisable as male. Perhaps men would find him more attractive…would want to fuck him.

Holy shit, he thought, giggling inside as memories of Patrick fucking him came back, the pleasure he’d felt, even though his own shame prohibited him from truly enjoying it.

It wasn’t until Sunday that he began to feel the effects of the hormones and therapy. Initially, he laughed uncontrollably at something on television, then all of a sudden he was crying though he wasn’t sure why. Other than that, it wasn’t anything huge; he could feel heat, felt sweaty at times doing nothing, but it was fine.

On Monday in the office, he found himself wanting a hug from me. Giulia was about to forbid it when Emma explained about the hormones, so in the end, she gave me permission to be a good girlfriend, but didn’t ask about the therapy. It turned out that whilst Giulia was all in favour of sissifying me, she didn’t see a point in feminising me completely, and for that, I was very grateful.

As the week went by, Lexi’s mood swings increased. He didn’t really get angry, just very emotional about things. He made one mistake on a plan and started complaining about how stupid he was, before sobbing for nearly an hour. But luckily for him, there were no serious issues.

As the mood swings began to level out, changes to his body happened rapidly. Body hair regrew softer, easier to remove, and a quick course of electrolysis dealt with it quickly. Fat began to spread and his little backside swelled nicely to a tiny, very round bubble which Emma loved to pinch and looked so sexy in tight lacy panties. And then his breast area began to itch, and suddenly, his nipples swelled.

During this time, Patrick became a regular visitor to their apartment, played with both of them, and began to develop a strange fascination with Lexi. Even Lexi had to admit that since the feminisation process had taken hold, he was beginning to look far more attractive as a girl, especially with the way his hair was growing out.

Patrick’s fascination and the way he engaged with Lexi should have had Lexi questioning what was going on but in reality, he was becoming quite smitten, and the sex was mind-blowing. Eventually, Patrick started arranging one-on-one dates with Lexi, the movies, theatre, clubbing, dinners, all encouraged by Emma. “Go! Enjoy your femininity!” She said. “I’ll be fine!”

It was as Lexi’s breasts filled out to a larger b-cup and he began wearing lower-cut tops to work, that he finally began to notice what was going on. For the past month, he’d been dating Patrick almost nightly, smitten by the big black man. When he wasn’t with him, he was alone in the bedroom, gooning to sissy hypnosis, fucking himself with the biggest dildo he now owned, huffing an unhealthy amount of poppers. He hadn’t really considered his wife or what she might be up to.

The door to the office opened and Emma stepped inside, smiling as she returned from her cigarette with Marco, her skin flushed by the now cold air outside. Marco’s hand lay possessively on the small of her back, then drifted down to her backside and squeezed. She turned and gave him a coy smile, so he squeezed again.

Finally, it clicked. Patrick wasn’t Emma’s lover, he was Lexi’s. He was a distraction for Emma and Marco to be together, but with everything, he had missed it.

Lexi stood so quickly, his little pink skirt wafted up to reveal the tight ivory satin lacy panties underneath. “You two are having an affair!” He snapped.

Both Emma and Marco shared a look, then both shrugged and Marco wrapped his arm around her shoulder, and she leaned into him. “We’re in love, Lexi. You can’t possibly think I still love you?” She asked.

Lexi fell back in the chair. I looked away, shame and excitement at the knowledge that Emma was giving Lexi what Allie gave me. I cast my eyes towards my wife and Travis, but both refused to acknowledge me.

The young woman walked over to Lexi, looked down at the tranny. “It’s time for you to understand that it never could have worked between us. I married a pathetic excuse for a man, a nobody, and whilst it took me a while to work out, I now know. You’re not Alex anymore, you’re Lexi. We are already working on getting your name and gender changed, which will make it easy for us to divorce. Don’t make it harder than it needs to be, sissy.”

“But Emma, I love you!” He begged, sobbing.

She grinned back at him. “I know. That’s what makes this sweeter.” She purred evilly, then moved closer to Marco, kissing him. “Don’t worry though Lexi, you’ve got me for a little longer yet, but your discovery makes things easier for now. We will move into Master Marco’s house tonight, where you will be our servant until the divorce happens. Then we will decide where you go after.”

“Can’t I stay? Be your servant forever?” He begged.

Stupidly, I opened my mouth, but I should’ve kept quiet. “It’s against the rules for you to remain in the household of your wife. It can lead to uncomfortable situations and bad feelings. Ultimately, it’s healthier for you to go to a placement elsewhere. And it’s not bad, you’ll enjoy it.”

My eyes caught Giulia’s, her face tilted in questioning surprise. There was a reason for that, which we will get to in a bit. For now though, Lexi sighed and slouched, before nodding. “I guess Patrick will take me?”

“Maybe.” Said Marco, “but you can’t stay with us. Sorry. I’ve already proposed to Emma and she said yes.”

I already knew that, as did Giulia. We were there when it happened.

When they left early from work to go pack, Emma and Marco did so hand in hand, whilst Lexi slouched behind. It was interesting to look at really, because whilst Emma was pretty, I found Lexi to now have superstar looks. Too attractive to be just a sissy slave. I mentioned that to Travis and Giulia but both said I was wrong.

“I would love to say that transgender girls have it easy, but they don’t.” Said Giulia. “Finding a job becomes a mixed bag of low-placed positions mixed with the negative payscale that women have to endure. It sucks.”

“Yeah, if she stays a sissy maid, she’ll be looked after and have more opportunities, and she’ll get to keep this job with the club.” Travis said. “Vicky enjoys her life with me, she enjoys looking after Suzie. I don’t think she can imagine living in the real world.”

Again, a story for later, but yes, Travis did go back for Vicky the following day after sleeping with my wife, and yes, he doesn’t regret it. Vicky became a great friend for Suzie and a huge relief for Travis who frequently usually had to arrange his life around his daughter.

Anyway, the following day, when Lexi arrived with the new couple, she arrived with a smile on her face and a renewed outlook. They had talked for most of the night about love, about the fact that Marco and Emma had been dating for months and that they really did love each other. Emma lost the dominant mean act for the evening and told Lexi her feelings.

“I don’t think I ever loved you like I should have,” she admitted. “You see, I fell in love with the idea of taking a bad boy and, I don’t know, civilising you. But you were never a bad boy, you were an unhappy boy, a boy trapped. Maybe you didn’t want to be feminised, but you didn’t want the decision. In a lot of ways, you were more a friend than a lover, but later, I couldn’t even rely on you as a friend.

“I didn’t understand the netorare club at first, didn’t understand why they would purposefully break people up. But later I realised, they don’t break up good marriage. They didn’t break up Travis and Tracy, they were right for each other. They break up people like us, people who struggle with their own identity, and then give them new ones.

“You used to put your arm around me, treat me like meat for sex, and it turned me off. Marco treats me like a slut and it turns me on. Why? Because he also worships me like a queen. There is a time and a place for certain types of behaviour. He understand it, you don’t.”

Sighing, Lexi realised that his wife was right. Neither ever felt happy or content in the marriage, they were just moving day to day and hoping for a win. So early in a marriage, you just know it’s wrong.

As to Lexi and his transformation, at the beginning, he worried about feeling uncomfortable in the new body, but at no point did he. His breasts hit C-cup and continued growing, his body shape changed and looked perfect, and he loved the attention he was getting from the boys on the street.

“It will always be that way, if you want it.” Marco said. “The Circle will look after you. We care. You will work at the club, you’ll see your ex-wife all the time, you just won’t live with us.”

“The work, in the club, what will I do?” Lexi asked.

“What you’re doing now, of course,” said Marco thoughtfully, “and on open nights, you’ll either serve in the sissy area, waitress, or maybe a showgirl, or an escort.”

“An escort?”

“If you want. There are plenty of men who would pay good money for a night with you. I see no reason why you can’t be offering cheap blowjobs around the club.”

When Emma saw him frown, she smiled and stroked his face. “Hey, babe, there’s nothing wrong with being a slut. Embrace it! You think I’m not going to be fucking guys there? I’m going to be right there too, offering my body.”

“You’re going to be…” Lexi struggled to say the word.

“A whore, yes, it is one of the duties of the wife if they wish to use the club.”

“And you will want to use the club?”

She grinned. “I want to be a slut. Whether or not I’ll charge, I don’t know, but I want to try being a slut. And you should to.”

That night, Emma watched Marco and Patrick take Lexi. She sat there with them rubbed his back and watched as both men fucked his mouth and arse, over and over, telling him what a fantastic little gay slut he was, what a great whore he would make.

“Tomorrow, we’ll begin to intensify your hypnosis, so you get ready for your new life.” Marco said. “It’s important for you to accept what you are, accept your submission forever, in service of the Circle.”

When Lexi arrived that morning, it was after an hour of early morning gooning to the first official training video for him. The title throbbed across the laptop screen in dripping pink letters; How to Become a True Sissy Whore. This was no gentle introduction; it was pure psychological destruction.

Blip images flashed at seizure-inducing speed: destroyed sissy cunts gaping and prolapsed, thick loads pouring from ruined holes, broken trannies with massive fake tits being skull-fucked until they cried, needles sliding slowly into swelling breasts, fresh black tattoos branding “Cumdump”, “Black Owned”, and “Free Use Tranny” right above locked, shrivelled clits. Each split-second flash synced perfectly with harsh binaural tones that drilled straight into his skull, fracturing every remaining thought.

“Hit,” the Domme’s voice snarled.

Alex snatched the poppers bottle, shoved it under both nostrils and took four savage, timed hits, deep, burning lungfuls that made his whole body convulse. The chemical fire exploded through his brain. His eyes rolled back white, tongue lolling like a brainless bitch as he slammed himself down harder onto the dildo, arse cheeks rippling obscenely with every violent drop. The thick shaft stretched his hole to its limit, forcing a wet squelch every time he bottomed out.

“You are not a man. You never were,” the voice growled. “You are a set of worthless fuckholes. Say it, whore.”

“I’m… I’m just a set of worthless fuckholes,” Alex slurred, voice cracking into a high, pathetic whine. Thick ropes of drool swung from his chin and splattered across his chest. “A stupid tranny cumrag… a brainless ladyboy whore… please ruin me… please break me…”

He was gooning like a feral animal, hips rolling in filthy, erratic circles, riding the dildo with shameless desperation. His caged clit leaked a constant, humiliating string of clear fluid onto the floor. Every time the blips showed a sissy being bred, beaten, or discarded like trash, his arse clenched hard around the silicone and he let out a broken, whimpering moan.

“Real sissy whores beg for hormones. Real sissy whores want their cocks shrunk to nothing. Real sissy whores only get hard when they’re being destroyed and used like cheap meat.”

Alex repeated every degrading line like a prayer, voice trembling, tears pouring freely down his mascara-streaked face as he viciously pinched and twisted his own nipples, fantasising about them ballooning into fat, sensitive tits under the new drugs.

The binaural tones and relentless flashing imagery were doing exactly what they were designed for, frying his mind in real time. His brain felt like melting pink goo, every last trace of masculinity dissolving into desperate, cock-hungry submission.

By the time the hour was up, Alex was a shaking, drooling, popper-fried mess. He finally pulled himself off the dripping dildo with a wet pop, legs trembling, hole gaping and twitching. He wiped the spit from his chin, eyes still vacant.

So when I saw him in the office, he was happy, content, smiling. “So you’re happy?” I asked.

“Oh, Teri, sweetie, so happy!” Lexi sang dreamily. “It’s going to be so wonderful to be a sissy whore.”

I gulped, remembering my time with Thomas. It was a hard few months, and yes, there were moments I regretted leaving, but it didn’t change the fact that being a full-time whore was hard. But I remembered how I was after being kept caged for so long, after gooning constantly. I no longer watched hypnosis or huffed poppers, Giulia didn’t ask me to do that, and I was glad, because that was when I was at my most vulnerable. How little I realised just how much I was looking at my future.


Chapter 11: Full Cuckold

Over the few months of Alex’s transformation into Lexi, I had undergone a different transformation. Giulia was less interested in giving me hormones but was interested in honing her skills as a dominatrix.

The morning after she slept with Travis, she subjected me to what felt like endless torture. As I screamed in brutal pain, she made herself breakfast, brought it upstairs and just watched me as I sobbed, begging for her to make it stop, saying my safe word over and over. She said nothing, just watched, studying.

Eventually, after eating, she stood and said, “I think I want to be a dominatrix at the club. I think I want to torture men, sissies like you. I enjoy it too much to stop. Of course,” she sighed, “Not like you. I guess that might become a legal challenge if I did. But at least you will be my canvas to play with.”

“P-p-p-please make the pain stop! I’m begging you!”

“Oh, you’re begging me?” She snorted. “Do you think you hurt more or less than I do knowing that I can’t have Travis, even though I so desperately love him? Do you think I hurt more or less than you convincing him to try with me?”

She was punishing me. This whole time, she was trying to detach herself from him, and his sudden acceptance of the Circle meant that she no longer had the safety net of knowing he didn’t want it. But that wasn’t my fault, she knew that, so why was she punishing me?

It wasn’t just the hour in the morning. No, she left me there to go shopping, arriving home with an entire kit of things. A fucking machine, hooks, piercing kit, and more. Her goal was to get me to scream like the victim in a horror film, and by mid-afternoon, that was exactly what I was doing, small fishing hooks embedded in my tongue pulling it in all directions, hooks in my nipples, a rubber fist slamming in and out of my arse on the machine, and her tracing a lit cigarette along my back.

My torture lasted until late night when I was allowed to finally eat, to change my bed and go to sleep, but sleep didn’t find me. I simply lay curled up in a ball, shaking and crying, flashes of evil horror and pain coming back to me.

“It won’t be like that again, if you behave from now on.” She told me, expressionless, careless. “You didn’t need a doctor, you didn’t have anything broken, but I could easily have gone further and I would have enjoyed it. Instead, I will train on you daily, within the limits allowed to me in the club. You are never to say no to me, is that clear?”

“Yes Mistress.”

In the office on Monday, there was an obvious tension between Travis and Giulia. He tried to sit close, she pulled away. Realising he wasn’t going to get anywhere with her, he tried to make conversation with me, told me that Vicky was living with him, that she was actually a really nice girl. And when Emma arrived with Alex, giving us the news that she’d begun his feminisation, Travis suggested I do the same.

“NO!” Snapped Giulia. “You do not get to tell my husband what to do!”

From that point on, it seemed Giulia had completely lost interest in Travis. She barely mentioned his name anymore, and any spare energy she once directed toward him was now poured ruthlessly into her new obsession: perfecting her craft as a sadistic Owner. Most nights became long, exhausting training sessions in our own flat. She spent a small fortune transforming the spare bedroom into a miniature dungeon, a heavy St. Andrew’s cross bolted to the wall, a padded whipping bench, suspension hooks in the ceiling, and a full-length mirror positioned so I could always watch my own degradation. The room even smelled like the club now: leather, metal, and the faint tang of fear-sweat.

For weeks I was broken in hard. Sounding rods of increasing thickness were slid deep into my locked clitty while she laughed at how easily it stretched. Cruel single-tail whips left angry red lattices across my back and arse. She worked her way up to full fisting, greasing her hand and forearm before forcing it inside me until her elbow nearly disappeared, twisting and pumping while I sobbed and leaked helplessly into my cage. Electrodes, breath play, forced orgasms ruined by ruined prostate milking, nothing was off limits. My body became her practice canvas.

But the physical torment was only half of it. What Giulia truly excelled at, and clearly enjoyed more with each passing day, was her growing talent for humiliation and verbal cruelty.

At home she never let me forget what I was.

While I cooked dinner, naked except for my pink chastity cage and a frilly apron, she would sit at the kitchen island scrolling through her phone and casually destroy me with words.

“Look at you, prancing around like a pathetic little housewife. That tiny caged clit is dripping again, isn’t it? God, you’re disgusting. Real men fuck me. You just season the pasta with your worthless precum.”

In the mornings she would make me kneel in the bathroom while she showered. Sometimes she would piss directly onto my face and into my open mouth, then make me thank her while she brushed her teeth.

“Swallow it, toilet. That’s all your mouth is good for now. Travis used to eat my pussy for hours. You? You’re lucky if I let you lick my arse after I’ve taken a shit.”

She started making me sleep on the floor at the foot of the bed like a dog, chained to the bedpost with a short leash. If I moved too much in the night she would kick me awake and hiss, “Stay down there where cumrags belong, you brainless tranny bitch.”

At the office she was even more vicious, because the risk made it sweeter.

In the office, in front of everybody, she would make me drop my trousers, and inspect my caged clit.

“Still locked and leaking like a desperate little slut. I bet if your old colleagues knew what you really are they’d be glad you were gone. Maybe I should forward them that video of you riding the dildo and begging for hormones.”

In meetings with potential suppliers, she would sit across from me, perfectly professional in her sharp blouse and pencil skirt, while under the table she pressed the remote for the vibrating plug buried in my arse. I had to sit there trying not to moan or squirm while she spoke calmly about quarterly targets, occasionally shooting me a tiny, knowing smirk when she cranked the intensity.

While she took a work call with a client, she used my face as a footrest, grinding the sole of her heel into my cheek and occasionally pressing her stockinged toes into my mouth.

“Suck quietly, office sissy,” she whispered between sentences. “This is what you’re actually paid for.”

Every single day she found new ways to chip away at whatever scraps of dignity I had left. The insults grew darker, more personal, more creative. She called me her “eunuch fucktoy,” her “leaking meat urinal,” her “future castrated bimbo.” She would make me repeat them back to her while she edged me mercilessly, stopping every time I got close.

“Say it louder, sissy. Tell me exactly what you are.”

“I’m your leaking meat urinal, Mistress. Your future castrated bimbo whore.”

She would beam with genuine pride, stroking my tear-stained cheek almost tenderly.

“Good girl. You’re coming along so nicely.”

And the terrifying thing was… the more she humiliated me, the deeper I fell. But then, so did she.

We hadn’t had sex in months, but she never looked unsatisfied. I wondered if she and Travis were secretly fucking, but from the way they looked at one another in the office, I could tell that there was too much wanton desire and tension for that to be happening.

My answer came in the form of Lucas, a guy she met on Tinder, outside of the circle. I wasn’t meant to be home, I was on one of my missions to Miles’ place to help cater a party, but unfortunately, Cindy fell ill with a cold so they cancelled it. I arrived home early to find my wife getting fucked by the attractive banker.

“Oh shit I…” Lucas blinked when he saw me in full sissy regale. “Wait… Is that your husband?”

“I told you I dominate him.”

“Yeah, I thought leather chaps and shit, but holy fuck. What is it?” The man laughed.

“He’s a sissy, caged, doesn’t get to fuck me, just serves.”

“Fuck! That’s fucked up.” He laughed again, then went back to kissing her, fucking her missionary position. “Is he just going to stand there?

“No. Sissy, kneel, head down, face the corner, don’t move.”

“Yes Mistress.” I replied, then listened to her moans as the man fucked her hard.

Eventually, the man came, filling her pussy, and then she told him to watch, grinning as she called me over and had me lick all the cum from her pussy. Lucas watched in curiosity, mild amusement and disgust as I sucked and slobbered, determined to get the thing I missed most from the depths of her sex.

“I can’t fucking believe he did that.” He laughed.

“He’ll suck your cock if you want? Clean it right up.”

“Ew! Fuck that! I ain’t gay!”

“You’re not, he is!” She laughed, and whilst he laughed too, he still wasn’t interested.

When he left after, she got up to shower and simply said, “Well, now you know. I’ve been getting fucked by guys on Tinder. Is that what I would have wanted for my life? No, but here we are.”

For the next several weeks, things continued in that way, but now she was less hesitant to bring home lovers whilst I was there. Most of the time, I was sent out of the room because the men didn’t want me there, but sometimes, they were okay with it. However, eventually, the inevitable happened.

“I think now that I’m fucking lovers more frequently, it makes sense for you to move into the spare bedroom.” She told me. “I don’t see a reason for us to sleep in the same room anymore.”

Something inside me snapped. She clearly no longer loved me anymore, but her vindictiveness towards me, and the Circle, meant she wasn’t going to let me go either. If I had ruined her life, she was going to ruin mine by giving me nothing.

“Why don’t you fucking just leave me?” I screamed, and for the first time, I saw her jump in surprise. “You fucking hate me so much that you’re going to just ignore me from now on? You know I can’t divorce you, so you’re trapping me!”

“Do you want to divorce me?” She asked.

“NO! You know that’s not how this works!”

“Do you realise just how fucked up you sound?”

“Yes, I do. I know how fucked up this all is, but what do you want from me? If you don’t want to work for the Circle, then don’t. If you don’t want this relationship, then unlock me, and let’s go back to how we were.”

Her face darkened. “No. We can’t go back to that.”

“Why not?”

“Because I don’t love you that way. I don’t want to have sex with you anymore.”

“That way? Do you even love me anymore?”

She looked away, then whispered, “I don’t know.” Even those little words turned me on, that’s how sick in the head I was. “Fine, keep the bed here.” She said, then grabbed her things and walked out. I don’t know where she went, I didn’t want to know. I just slumped down and sobbed, broken and confused.

It turned out that the person Giulia went to see was Cindy. They agreed to meet in a wine bar where they drank a couple of bottles of red, and talked about everything.

Giulia admitted that working with Travis was too painful and that she was thinking of quitting, of even getting rid of my chastity cage and restarting our marriage from scratch, moving away, back to Italy with me.

“I think Terry is fixable.” Said Giulia.

“Oh, he is. You can take all this away and start again, and sure, eventually, it will seem like it is forgotten, you’ll have kids, you’ll grow old together, and that will be it.” Said Cindy. “Plenty of people live that way; most even. But are they happy? I know a guy who couldn’t manage it, ran from the Circle, remarried, had kids and got a nine-to-five job. They travel the world, from the outside in, they look happy. But I also know that he has a secret stash of sissy clothes which he wears on business trips. He goes to gay clubs to get railed, and he spends a fortune on financial dominatrices online. Why? Because you cannot switch off who you are.

“Tell me, why have you begun beating Terry? Is it because you’re an abuser?”

“No!” Giulia squealed. “It’s because I’m a sadist, he’s a masochist.”

“Exactly! Now, now you know that feeling, can you just switch it off?”

Giulia frowned. There’d be no way she’d forget that feeling, the feeling of seeing a man squirm, sob like a puppy.

Cindy continued. “Your problem is something different. You were bullied as a child, brought up by strict, controlling parents. But you’re tough. You rebelled. Your parents wanted you to be a doctor, you became an interior designer. Your parents told you to marry an Italian man, you married an Englishman. You attended every student demonstration to battle the state. And you view the Circle as a method of control, which is where you are wrong.”

“How?”

“Because how can a cooperative be a method of control? Every member is an equal one. As a member, you would get the same voting right. These aren’t rules, they’re guidelines for what works, so that everyone is happy, including the sissy. Do you think we would have put you and Travis together if we hadn’t spent time and money vetting your suitability? You two are perfect for each other.”

“And who is Terry perfect for?” Giulia asked.

“No one. Terry is happiest when he’s lonely, being told he doesn’t deserve anyone. He is happiest when he is passed around and used. Which is why he needs to go back to Thomas after.”

“The gay brothel?”

“Yes. It’s where he belongs.”

“He doesn’t.”

Cindy shook her head. “Okay honey, fine. We’ll find a better place for him, but don’t deny the fact that you and Travis need to be together.”

“I don’t think I can get used to him playing around.”

“You need to agree that with him, but why not? It’s just sex. What’s the issue? He loves you, and if you ask him not to do it, he’ll stop. But if you love him and he loves you, then you should be able to share and trust without consequence. He has a sissy now, do you think they don’t fuck?”

“That’s different.”

“Is it?” Asked Cindy. “Have you seen Vicky? She’s gorgeous!”

When Giulia came home that night, she found me in my usual bed. She looked a little tipsy, but most of all, she looked sad, desperate and confused. After watching me for a bit, she sighed and then said, “You can’t sleep here anymore.”

“Why?” I whispered.

“Because I don’t love you anymore. I love Travis but I can’t have him. I’m trying to decide what to do with my life next and I can’t sleep in the same room with you and make an informed decision.”

Rather than fight again, I simply picked up my covers and moved to the door. She stopped me.

“If you want to know, I’m leaning towards us ending this game, changing back, and then moving and starting over, fresh, and falling in love again, but I need time.”

There was a flicker in my heart, a warmth. She said she didn’t love me anymore, and yet she believed we could start over. It was like a fire burning on embers, it was still in, still there, it just needed fuel. Somehow, the idea of starting over, fixing myself, it felt good, like a chance at redemption.

“I think… I think I’d like that.” I said.

She straighten her back. “Really?” She asked, smiling.

“Yes, really. Maybe getting far from this, far from the pull, we can break the chain.”

Her arms wrapped around me, lips mashing against mine. “Oh Terry!” She sang, pulling at my nightie, pulling it to the floor. Her fingers scrambled for the chastity keys and soon, that too lay on the floor.

My cock actually sprang to life. Harder than it had been in a very long time, and to our surprise, it felt good for us both as I entered her. I fucked her hard, staying erect without medication for the first time in what felt like years, and maybe for the first time ever, Giulia came, I actually gave my wife an orgasm.

We fucked once more, and once more, she came, and that was how we fell asleep, in each other’s arms, in one bed.

The next day, I dressed in my usual sissy clothes, and did my make-up. She watched me the whole time, and given the night before, I apologised for not having male clothes to wear. She shook her head and said it was her idea anyway.

“I’ll get some new stuff.” I said.

“No, don’t. Not yet.” She said quickly. “Let’s work out the next plan.”

At the office, everything felt different. For the first time in months, I actually felt hope, like a decision had been made. Her whole attitude towards Travis changed too, and once more, the two began to speak normally, likely because she’d made her decision to start anew with me, she no longer deemed him a threat. I was happy about that, because I knew I had a comrade in arms, a woman ready to face battle against the Circle, to help me break this addiction.

The cage stayed off from that point. Sex with my wife became a ritual, as did sleeping in one bed. We discussed ideas for the future, kids, where to live. I researched locations in Italy, sending ideas for future homes, and she reviewed each and told me why not. Yeah, it seemed that Italians were picky about where in Italy to live.

Everything was going great, until one night, she said, “I’ve got a date tonight.”

“A date?”

“Yeah, a guy from Tinder. Would you mind sleeping in the spare room?”

“But…I thought…”

“Babe, when we move, we’ll make an effort to change, but you’re still in sissy clothes…”

“Yeah, but you said I should.”

“Yeah,” she looked down a little. “I told you to do it, and you do it.”

“So I should fight you?”

“You should know what’s best…”

I was confused. I thought everything had been going great, that life was good, on the mend, and here she was, still cheating. “Fine! Fuck your lover, and I’m going to go shopping for new clothes.”

“No, you’re not!” She snapped, then slapped me hard around the face. “Get on your fucking knees!” She screamed, then stomped for her crop and beat me. “I’m in charge and you stay a sissy! Understand?”

“No! I don’t! I’m confused!”

“Until you grow a pair, then don’t expect me to take you seriously.”

I lay there crying whilst she went to meet her lover. I didn’t understand why she’d done that, we’d been so fucking happy, I was breaking the chain, I could feel it, and now this?

Rather than just sulk, I walked to the spare room and opened the door. There, lying on the bed, was my iPad, a bottle of poppers, and the cage again, but rather than the usual lock, there was a metal push-in spring clip, a permalock. Next to it was a note.

“If you put the cage back on, then I know there is no chance for us. If you don’t, then it is decision made. I think I know what you will choose. I love you, and I hope we can find happiness again. G.”

My heart actually warmed when I stepped into the spare room that evening. For the first time in weeks, a fragile flicker of hope bloomed in my chest. The dungeon furniture was still there, the cross, the bench, the hooks, but in the centre of the room Giulia had left a small, neatly folded note on the whipping bench along with my hated pink chastity cage, the iPad, and a fresh bottle of poppers.

“Task for tonight, honey. Do this properly and things might start feeling normal again. Love, G.”

I almost cried with relief. She wanted normal. She wanted us back.

Without hesitation I picked up the cage, feeling its cold weight in my palm like something dead and rotten. I shoved it deep into the drawer, burying it under old cables and boxes, out of sight, out of danger. Then I grabbed the iPad and the poppers, ready to put them away too, but the moment I lifted the tablet it lit up automatically.

A single line of text glowed on the black screen:

Watch me. You know you want to.

I smiled. This had to be it. The turning point.

I pressed play.

The video opened with soft pink spirals and gentle music. I recognised the voice immediately, the same calm, velvety Domme who had first dragged me down the rabbit hole years ago. At the top of the screen, elegant white text read: Sissy Reversal Loop – Change You Back.

Tears pricked my eyes. Giulia had found it. She had actually gone looking for something to fix me.

“That’s right,” the voice purred soothingly. “Just relax and let me guide you back to who you really are. Huff deeply, five times each nostril, then hold for ten seconds and breathe out.”

I obeyed eagerly, taking the first proper hits I’d had in days. The familiar burn rushed through me, but it felt almost medicinal now, a necessary purge. The spirals spun slowly, almost kindly.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Let the old programming dissolve. Let the real man inside you start to wake up again.”

I felt lighter already. My shoulders dropped. For ten blissful minutes the session stayed gentle, affirmations about strength, masculinity, regaining control. I breathed deeper, smiling like an idiot, letting the poppers soften the edges of my mind while the voice promised me a future where Giulia would look at me with desire again instead of contempt.

Then, around the halfway mark, something shifted.

The spirals suddenly tightened, spinning faster, almost violently. The background music dropped into a low, throbbing drone. The Domme’s voice lost its gentle tone and turned cold, sharp, hungry.

“Hit the poppers again. Harder this time. Ten hits each nostril. Do it now.”

I hesitated for half a second, but the command was iron. I brought the bottle up and huffed savagely, one, two, three… ten brutal lungfuls per side. The chemical fire exploded behind my eyes. The room began to tilt and spin. My vision tunnelled into a pink haze.

“That’s it,” the voice snarled, no longer soothing. “Huff until the whole fucking room is spinning, you pathetic worm. Keep going. More. Don’t you dare stop.”

I obeyed, whimpering as I took hit after hit. The world melted. My knees buckled and I dropped to the floor, the iPad propped in front of me like an altar.

The video changed completely.

The soft pink background turned blood red. Flashing images of me at my most broken, drooling on all fours, arse gaping, mascara running, flooded the screen between the violent spirals.

“Lock yourself back up, sissy,” the voice commanded, loud and merciless. “Right now. Put that cage back on your worthless clit and snap it shut. You don’t deserve freedom. You never did.”

My hands moved on their own, crawling to the drawer, retrieving the cage with shaking fingers. I fumbled it back around my soft, leaking clitty and clicked the lock. The familiar bite of steel made me moan pathetically.

“Good girl. Now listen very carefully. Your wife doesn’t want you anymore. She hasn’t wanted you for a long time. She loves someone else. She loves a real man. Say it.”

“I… I’m not wanted…” I slurred, voice thick and broken, the room still spinning wildly.

“Louder. Beg her in your head. Beg Giulia to ruin you completely. Beg her to stay with her lover. Beg her to keep you as her pathetic locked toy while she gets fucked properly.”

Tears streamed down my face as the words poured out of me between desperate, gasping hits of poppers.

“Please, Giulia… ruin me… Keep me locked and broken… Stay with him… Stay with your real man… I’ll be your worthless sissy… your leaking urinal… your nothing…”

The voice grew darker, more vicious.

“You will thank her every time he cums inside her. You will beg to clean his load from her cunt. You will never be a man again. This is your future, permanent denial, permanent shame, permanent ruin. And you’re going to thank her for it. Say thank you, Mistress, for destroying my life.”

“Thank you, Mistress… for destroying my life…” I sobbed, humping the floor like a desperate animal, the cage biting painfully into my swelling flesh.

The spirals spun faster. The voice layered over itself, repeating the new truths again and again while I huffed until I was nearly unconscious, the room a nauseating carousel of red and pink.

By the time the video finally ended, I was a drooling, broken wreck on the floor, freshly locked, mind shattered, heart in pieces. Then I heard Giulia’s voice, she was standing there at the door, smiling, a man’s hand around her waist but I couldn’t see his face. “Loop, watch again.” She said, “It’s what I want. It’s what I always wanted.” Then she turned and reached out, pulling the man inside. Travis stood there, smiling.

“You must have known this was how it was going to be.” He laughed. “It was my idea to give you hope, to make the fall that much sweeter. When she called me after her drinks with Cindy, she told me she wanted to do it, to leave you for me, but she wanted to make it feel so much more painful for you. This was our plan.”

I began to sob, as I pressed play, just as ordered, huffed again. They laughed as they watched me fall, over and over, and then as I huffed, they fucked, on the spare bed, my new bed, and as I spiralled, I listened to them whispering how they couldn’t wait to be together. That it was now just a matter of time until I signed the divorce papers.


Chapter 12: A New Role

When Allie was ready to leave me, she prepared the divorce papers but it fell on me to sign them. There was a ritual involved for her, one where I had to give the ultimate submission and sign. But with Giulia, things played out differently.

The hypnosis became permanent in the perspective of the fact that she bought a VR headset and Airpods and made me watch it constantly. Then she bought a CPAP machine and poured some poppers on the filter, so that every time I inhaled through my nose, I was kept in a state of popper induced arousal. Cindy warned her that might be a little dangerous but Giulia laughed it off, saying she no longer cared about my wellbeing. I was beyond hope, he condescension towards me turned me on even more.

It seemed though, that Emma and Giulia were now aligned. With the weight of decision lifted from them both, they both seemed lighter, more enthusiastic about everything, including the club. In the office, both openly flirted and kissed their new partners, showed off and compared engagement rings.

Still, everything felt so incomplete because neither Lexi nor I had received divorce papers. We were still a part of our wives’ lives, and things appeared to continue with our submission.

Then came the day when Travis brought Suzie to the office, and immediately, Suzie ran to Giulia and said, “Mommy!” At first, I was confused, but then Giulia explained that just the other night, after Travis proposed, he told Suzie that Giulia would be her stepmom. She was so happy, she decided to call her mommy.

“And the great news?” Giulia said, “I’ve had my IUD taken out. We’re trying for a baby!”

“Oh congratulations!” Sang Emma.

“Well done Travis. She’s going to make a great mom!” Said Marco.

My heart collapsed. There was no way he would tell his daughter to call Giulia mommy unless the decision was final. There was no going back and in that moment, I began crying. Everyone turned to look, so Travis took his daughter out as Giulia stepped up and sneered.

“What? You thought there was a chance I’d get back with you?” She laughed and then spat in my face. “Allie was right about you all along. You don’t deserve to be happy. You’re a pathetic worm. I fucking hate you for tricking me. You fucking liar! I hate you! I hate you!” She said, punching my arm. Emma had to hold her back.

“Maybe you should just leave.” Said Emma, looking at me as if I was dirt.

“Yeah, nobody likes you anyway.” Said Marco.

With tears in my eyes, I picked up my things and walked out. With nowhere else to go, I drove to the old office and asked to see Miles. Instead, I was met by Alison, who told me to come into a meeting room.

I told her everything, and to my horror, she began to masturbate. “Come here, lick my pussy whilst I picture it.”

After she came, she sat me down and then smiled. “Honey, she didn’t mean any of that. It’s what she’s been trained to say. It’s how we have determined you like to be treated. It’s not easy, I know, your brain is fighting it, but you wouldn’t be a part of the Circle if we thought you couldn’t handle it.”

“So, this is still just the game?”

“Yes, of course it is.” I felt her hand stroke my face. “We have a psychologist on call who can help, if you are worried. The last thing we want is for you to harm yourself.”

I remembered the time I went for therapy, back when I was dealing with this for Giulia. Perhaps speaking to someone who understood this whole thing would help. “Yes, please.”

“Okay,” she nodded, “now, don’t be upset, but the therapist’s name is Angela Talbot.”

My eyes widened. The therapist was the one I had been visiting, the one I had asked to help me with my fetish. The one Giulia had originally setup. “Was this all a setup from beginning?” I gasped.

“Yes, of course it was. Giulia never wanted you to break-up, of course, but she wanted you to accept your submission to her. She was against the Circle, but not the idea of you being a sissy slave.”

“You manipulated me! Again!”

She grinned at me. “Yes, beautiful, wasn’t it. I bet your cock is twitching even now. Just understand, we know you, Teri, we know who you are. Now, go see her, she’ll help you. Follow her every instruction, okay?”

“Yes Mistress.” I replied, unable to say no to her.

The therapist was definitely different with me this time than she was. This was no legal therapy session, not since I had to kneel, kiss her feet and then demonstrate my acceptance of subservience. Then finally, I was given a cup of tea and she then listened to me, to my complaints, my fears and then made a decision.

“You’re a submissive.” She said. “You’re a slave. You’re a weakling with no rights. The sooner you accept that, the happier you will be. You wanted this, from the beginning, so why are you stressing now? So your wife will leave you? So what? You’ll still have a job, you’ll still be part of the Circle, and now, you have a bright future for you in the club. You’ll work for Thomas during the week, and on the weekends, you’ll be a sissy slut in the club. You’ll never be lonely again.”

She was right, of course, but I still felt like I was missing out. But she had an answer for that too.

“You are watching Lexi and are thinking you’re getting the worse deal, but that isn’t the Circle’s fault, nor is it your own. It was Giulia’s fault for denying you the treatment. But I have good news for you. Because she no longer cares about you, she has given me permission to begin the first dose. You will be eternally feminised.”

“And if I don’t want it?” I asked.

She smiled. “Oh sweetie, you don’t have a choice anymore. We own you, don’t you get it? You’re owned by the Circle, we decided your fate long ago, when Allie came to work for Miles. There’s no going back, there never was. As to your first dose, well…” She looked down at the cup of tea that I had already downed. “That’s already happened. That was the CRISPR component.” She stood and walked to a shelf, picking up a large box. “Every morning, every night, without fail.” She said, placing the boxes in front of me. “We are forever evolving, Teri, as an organisation. These are our latest and greatest, but the challenge remains, your penis still needs to be caged because even though it won’t ever become erect again, you can still masturbate, and that messes with your libido. But don’t fret, our scientists are working on a fix for that too. I want us to get rid of cages, to make your dicks tiny, useless clits. In time, they will be.”

I gulped, then nodded. I accepted my fate.

Lastly, she had words about masochism. “Your wife is a sadist. She’s embraced that side of herself, but you cannot shame her for it. Give yourself to her. The ultimate last sacrifice before she leaves you. On the day you sign the divorce papers, you will do so at a ceremony where she will hurt you in ways you could never imagine. It is for your own good. Don’t worry, we’ll fix you up in time for the opening.”

I arrived home that evening to find that our master bedroom was no longer a bedroom. All the furniture had been removed, and all the BDSM equipment had been placed there. Stood waiting was Giulia and Travis, both dressed the part, Giulia in a latex crotchless body and latex stockings and heels, Travis in a leather harness and chaps, his heavy cock hanging out.

“Get undressed,” said Travis.

With a gulp, I stripped down completely and then dropped to my knees. Giulia circled me. “You’ve been told there will be a ceremony, but I need to make sure you are ready for it. Nothing about it will be legal, all I can promise you is that you will survive it. I need you to understand that I can no longer control the darkness inside me that I feel towards you, therefore, you must live in pain until then, and then after that, you’ll be free. Do you understand?”

I didn’t. “Yes Mistress.” I replied.

Travis continued from her. “I never imagined being part of this Circle or wanting what Giulia wants, but when she described her hatred for you, and how much she wanted you to suffer, it aroused me in ways I’d only read about…in my late wife’s journal. I realised, I wanted it too. I wanted the screams, the blood. Horrific as it sounds.”

“Tonight will be the first training session. Think of this as ten percent of what the ceremony will be. No stop words, just trust. There is risk, of course, it is that risk which turns us on more, doesn’t it darling?” She asked Travis, kissing him.

“Completely.” He smiled.

“But don’t worry. The Circle had offered to dispose of you if something does go wrong.”

Oh, I didn’t need to worry, good that… “Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress.”

“Then let’s begin.”

The words had barely left her lips before Travis grabbed me by the hair and dragged me across the room like a piece of meat. He threw me face-down onto the heavy leather bondage bench and locked my wrists and ankles into the thick steel cuffs with brutal efficiency. My arse was raised high, completely exposed. Giulia slowly circled me, running a gloved hand over my trembling back.

“No warm-up tonight,” she said coldly. “You don’t deserve it.”

The first crack of the bullwhip exploded across my shoulders. I screamed. Travis laughed low in his throat and brought a thick leather strap down across my arse with vicious force. They took turns, never giving me time to recover, the whip, the strap, then a vicious rattan cane that left deep, bleeding welts in perfect parallel lines down the backs of my thighs. Every time I howled, Giulia’s breathing grew heavier with arousal.

“Listen to that pathetic sound,” Travis growled, clearly rock-hard. “I love breaking you.”

Giulia knelt beside my face, gripping my jaw hard. “Open.”

She spat directly into my mouth, then forced a large ring gag between my teeth, buckling it painfully tight. Drool immediately poured down my chin. Travis stepped behind me, smeared cold lube onto his thick fingers, and without warning rammed three of them deep into my hole. He didn’t stretch me, he tore me open, pumping hard while Giulia selected a long, thin sounding rod.

“Time to ruin that useless little clit,” she whispered.

She poured lube over the steel rod and slowly pushed it down my caged cock while Travis continued brutalising my prostate with his fingers. The sensation of being invaded from both ends at once made me scream around the gag. Giulia kept pushing the rod deeper, twisting it sadistically until I was shaking uncontrollably.

They didn’t stop there.

Travis removed his fingers only to replace them with his entire fist. He forced it inside me in one merciless push, past the knuckles, then the wrist, until his forearm was buried halfway up my guts. He rotated it slowly, stretching me beyond anything I’d ever endured, while Giulia attached electrodes to the sounding rod and turned on the estim machine.

The electricity hit like lightning, vicious pulsing shocks straight down my cock and deep into my prostate while Travis fisted me harder and harder. My screams became constant, animalistic. Tears and snot poured down my face. Giulia crouched in front of me, stroking my hair almost tenderly as I broke.

“You’re going to bleed for me tonight, sissy. I want to see what your limits actually are.”

She turned the estim up higher. My whole body convulsed violently against the restraints. Travis pulled his fist out with a wet, obscene pop, only to immediately ram his thick, rock-hard cock balls-deep into my ruined hole. He fucked me with savage brutality, using me like a fleshlight while Giulia pushed another, thicker sounding rod into my cock alongside the electrodes.

The pain was apocalyptic.

They kept going for what felt like hours, switching positions, using me in every way imaginable. Giulia sat on my face, grinding her wet cunt over the ring gag and smothering me while Travis caned the soles of my feet. Then they switched. Travis forced his heavy cock down my throat until I choked and gagged, while Giulia rode my face and slapped my swollen, bleeding arse.

At one point they suspended me from the ceiling hooks by my wrists, legs spread wide on a spreader bar. Giulia took a riding crop and whipped my caged clit and balls until they were purple and raw. Travis stood behind me and fucked me so hard I thought he might tear me inside.

“Beautiful,” Giulia moaned, clearly close to orgasm just from my suffering. “I’ve never been this wet in my life.”

By the end I was a broken, sobbing, bleeding wreck hanging limply in the restraints. Cum leaked from my destroyed hole. My voice was gone. My mind was blank except for pain.

Giulia stepped close, lifted my chin, and looked straight into my glazed, ruined eyes.

“This is only ten percent, remember?” she whispered sweetly, kissing my forehead like a loving wife. “The ceremony is going to be so much worse.”

She smiled, radiant and terrifying.

“Welcome to the rest of your life, Teri.”

I didn’t show up for work the next day. Or the day after that. Or the day after that.

They simply left me there.

After that first savage training session, Travis had chained me spread-eagle to the heavy steel frame they’d installed in the centre of what used to be our master bedroom. The fucking machine was locked in place behind me, its thick, ridged dildo buried deep in my already ruined hole, pounding away on a relentless, slow setting that never let me rest. Electrodes taped to my prostate and the sounding rod still buried in my caged clit sent random, vicious shocks through my groin every few minutes.

Worst of all were the hooks.

Heavy, curved steel hooks had been pierced through both my nipples, my tongue, and the thin, delicate skin of my scrotum. Each one was attached to tight chains that stretched to the corners of the frame, keeping constant, agonising tension on every sensitive point. Every tiny movement sent fresh fire through my body. My tongue was pulled painfully forward, drool pouring constantly down my chest. My balls were stretched downward until the sack felt ready to tear. My nipples burned like they were being ripped off with every breath.

They hadn’t even bothered to gag me properly. They wanted to hear me.

Giulia had kissed my forehead almost lovingly before they left.

“Be a good girl and stay alive for me,” she whispered. “We’re going back to Travis’s place tonight. I need a proper fuck after breaking you like that.”

Then they turned off the lights and left.

The first night was pure hell. The fucking machine never stopped. The estim randomly spiked, making my whole body jerk against the chains and ripping fresh screams from my raw throat. Hours blurred into one endless loop of pain, exhaustion, and desperate, broken sobbing. I pissed myself somewhere around 3 a.m., the hot liquid running down my thighs while the machine kept thrusting.

Giulia only came back the following morning.

She looked fresh, radiant, and well-fucked, still wearing the same latex outfit from the night before, now smelling faintly of Travis’s cologne. She checked my pulse, gave me water, and my hormones.

“Good girl. Still breathing. That’s all I need,” she said, patting my tear-streaked cheek. “I’ll be back after work with Travis. Try not to die before then.”

She left me like that all day.

When they finally returned that evening, they were both smiling, clearly excited. They tortured me again for hours, fresh caning across my already bleeding arse, more brutal fisting, nipple torture that made me scream until my voice gave out completely. Travis fucked my throat raw while Giulia sat on my face and came twice.

Then, before they left for another night at his place, they added the final touch.

Travis fitted the heavy VR headset over my eyes and strapped it tightly in place. The screen exploded to life with high-speed flashing images, graphic, nightmarish BDSM torture; men and sissies being flayed, branded, castrated, stretched on racks, bleeding from every hole. The images flickered so fast they burned straight into my brain. At the same time, noise-cancelling headphones blasted constant, recorded screams of pure agony into my ears.

Finally, Giulia fitted the modified CPAP mask over my face. The hose was connected to a small reservoir of concentrated poppers. Every breath I took now delivered a fresh, heavy hit straight into my lungs.

“Sweet dreams, Teri,” Giulia whispered, stroking my hooked, stretched balls one last time. “We’ll be back tomorrow. Maybe.”

They turned everything up to maximum, killed the lights, and left me alone in the darkness.

The machine kept fucking me. The estim kept shocking me. The hooks kept tearing at my flesh. The VR screamed torture into my eyes. The poppers kept me floating in a permanent, spinning, chemical hell.

I was no longer a person. I was just meat.

Hanging there, broken, leaking, and whimpering between endless, drugged screams, I finally understood.

There was never going to be an end. Only more pain.

And somewhere deep in my fried, hormone-soaked mind, a tiny, shattered part of me had already started to accept it.


Chapter 13: Ceremonies

I ran a hand through my long bleached blonde hair, then tried to blow a piece out of my face. It had been months since that first torture session, and since then I was quite used to them. At least, I thought so, until suddenly, they intensified it. I knew why, they ceremony had to be perfect, it all needed to go to plan.

Lexi and I were both told that the divorce ceremonies would be on the soft opening. As I now lived with Lexi in her old little flat, sharing a bed with her, we had both pretty much accepted our fates. Emma had long moved in with Marco, as had Giulia with Travis.

Lately though, things had been calm for me. The club was coming together, Giulia was too busy with it to torture me, so I focused on my work and the fact that my breasts seemed to never want to stop growing.

The gene therapy worked but had it’s downside. It worked too well. Lexi went from ultra-hot girl to bimbo. Her bubble-butt became almost comical, as did her breasts, inflating to a G-cup, and mine were well on their way too. To make matters worse, Emma invested in some plastic surgery for Lexi, so her soft feminine features on her face became doll-like bimbo-level. Inflated lips, fillers on her cheekbones, adjusted eyes to be overly sharp, she looked like a cheap whore. And when Giulia saw it, suddenly, I was next.

So there we were, two comical bimbos just waiting to get fucked. And boy, did we get fucked.

Thomas had a stream of clients for us. Whilst we weren’t working at his brothel, it was decided that our time in the little flat couldn’t be wasted on useless things like sleep. So there was a constant stream of Circle associates who wanted to play with do-anything bimbo sluts. It made sense, why not?

There was just one major problem. We were still in those bodies. Reason sometimes pushed through, and we questioned things. Lying in bed, Lexi and I talked about making a run for it, like I did last time, restarting from scratch, but then we ended up kissing, talking about how hot our new lives were, and confusion set back in.

Finally, there was the regular visit to Miles’ country estate for his parties. We were there as serving girls, but obviously, that became fucksluts for free use. That was our life now, to be used and abused whenever they wanted. Anytime we tried to suggest it maybe wasn’t what we wanted, there would be someone on-hand, Allie, Cindy, the therapist, to remind us that it was what we wanted, it was always what we wanted, and of course, we fell back into the trap of admitting they were right.

The closer the club was towards completion the nearer the divorce ceremony. Lexi was not a torture-slut, so for her, it would be a handover like mine was previously, except given she could no longer get erect, even with tablets, they would need to put a tube inside her penis so that she could penetrate her wife.

I, on the other hand, would not have that benefit. I would be upstairs in the torture room, and a friendly doctor would be on hand to take me to the hospital after. At least, that was what I was told.

The final weekend before the ceremonies, Giulia summoned me alone to the nearly-finished club.

The main floor was stunning, dark, luxurious, dripping with money and sin. But she took me upstairs to the private torture suite that had been built just for nights like mine. The room was clinical and terrifying: a heavy steel table with restraints, overhead hoists, medical trays laid out with instruments, and a large mirror so I could watch everything.

She made me strip and stand in front of the mirror while she circled me slowly, hands gliding over my new body.

“Look at you,” she whispered, almost lovingly. “My pretty little broken wife. These huge tits… these fat whore lips… this useless locked clit.” She gave my cage a sharp flick. “All of it wasted on someone I don’t want anymore.”

I shivered. My voice came out small and breathy. “Giulia… do you really hate me that much?”

She smiled at my reflection. It was the coldest, most beautiful smile I’d ever seen.

“I don’t hate you, Teri. I just don’t love you. Not anymore; if I ever did, which I doubt.” She pressed her body against my back, lips brushing my ear. “But I adore what you’ve become. And on Saturday I’m going to show everyone exactly how much I adore destroying you.”

She spent the next two hours testing me, not full torture, but precise, calculated pain. Needle play across my breasts, heavy weights hung from my stretched scrotum, a catheter slid inside me so I couldn’t even control my own bladder. Every time I cried out she would kiss my tears and tell me how perfect the ceremony was going to be.

When she finally let me leave, she handed me a small black box.

“Wear this under your dress on the night. Don’t open it until Saturday morning.”

Inside was a delicate silver necklace with a tiny padlock pendant. Engraved on the back were the words: Property of the Circle; Divorced & Destroyed.

The final days passed in a haze of dread and dark arousal.

Lexi and I barely slept. We’d lie awake at night, bodies pressed together, whispering fears and fantasies until we ended up fucking each other senseless with toys and tongues. The confusion never fully left us. One moment we’d be crying in each other’s arms, the next we’d be begging the other to describe exactly how we thought the ceremonies would break us.

On the morning of the soft opening, I stood in front of the mirror in our tiny flat, fully dressed in the elegant but slutty black dress Giulia had chosen for me. My breasts strained against the fabric. My lips looked obscene. The silver necklace rested cold against my throat.

Lexi came up behind me, wrapped her arms around my waist, and rested her chin on my shoulder. We looked like two matching porcelain fuckdolls.

“Tonight’s the night,” she whispered.

I swallowed hard.

“Yeah… tonight’s the night.”

And somewhere deep inside, beneath all the fear and the shame and the hormone-soaked need, a tiny broken voice whispered the truth I could no longer deny. I was ready. I was terrified. I wanted it.

* * * * *

The club was not yet open to the wider membership. Tonight was a strictly private soft opening, reserved exclusively for the innermost circle of the organisation. Only forty carefully chosen guests stood in the grand main hall, all naked beneath long black ceremonial cloaks and ornate masks. Heavy crimson drapes framed the raised central platform, lit dramatically by tall black candles and low golden spotlights. The air was thick with incense, anticipation, and quiet power.

In the centre of the platform rested a large, silk-draped bed. Emma lay upon it like an indifferent goddess, completely naked, one leg slightly bent. Her beautiful face wore a permanent expression of cold annoyance and disgust, exactly as the ceremony required. She was to visibly loathe this final, humiliating intrusion from the person who used to be her husband.

Lexi stood trembling at the foot of the bed, her exaggerated bimbo body shamelessly displayed under the lights, massive, heavy G-cup breasts, impossibly plump porn-star lips, tiny waist, and wide hips. The doctor, dressed in a tailored black suit, had just finished inserting the clear medical stent deep into Lexi’s shrunken clit, stretching the useless flesh into a pathetic, artificial little erection, stiff enough to penetrate, but forever limp and ridiculous.

Marco stood to the right, powerfully built and naked, his thick cock already hard. Beside him was Patrick, equally nude and stroking himself. Lexi still didn’t understand why Patrick was present.

A young blonde notary named Sally, attractive in smart glasses, stood nervously clutching a leather folder and fountain pen. Miles stood close beside her, speaking quietly. She listened, flushed, bit her lip, then gave a small, fascinated nod.

The doctor stepped back and bowed his head.

“You may begin.”

Emma let out a loud, theatrical sigh of irritation and snapped, her voice echoing through the silent hall; “Just get it over with, you pathetic fucking freak.”

Lexi climbed onto the bed between Emma’s spread thighs, tears already spilling down her heavily made-up cheeks. Emma glared up at her with pure, venomous contempt.

“I hate you, Alex,” she hissed, loud enough for every masked guest to hear. “Look at what you’ve turned into, this disgusting, big-titted, cock-sucking tranny whore. I never loved you. Not even for a single day. You were always a sick, delusional little faggot playing at being a man. You make me physically sick.”

She spat hard into Lexi’s face, the saliva landing across those swollen, whore lips.

“You’re worthless. A joke. A waste of oxygen. No one will ever love you. Even your own family disowned you, no friends, nobody will want the brainless, leaking cumdump you’ve become. You’re beneath contempt.”

Soft, approving murmurs rippled through the cloaked crowd. Lexi’s shoulders shook with humiliated sobs.

“I… I can’t do this…” she cried, voice breaking.

Marco stepped forward, placed a firm hand on Lexi’s fat, rounded arse, and pushed her forward without mercy. The stent-sheathed clit slid into Emma’s unmistakably soaked pussy. Emma moaned theatrically, then immediately sneered with disgust; “Is that all you’ve got? That tiny, useless thing? How fucking pathetic.”

As Lexi began her short, shallow, humiliating thrusts, Patrick climbed onto the bed behind her. He lined up and drove his thick cock deep into Lexi’s hole in one brutal stroke. Lexi gasped sharply at the sudden double penetration.

Miles nodded to the notary. “Now, Sally.”

The young woman stepped forward, trying to keep her voice steady even as her cheeks burned.

“Alex, now legally known as Lexi, please sign here… here… and here.”

She held the divorce papers steady while Lexi, still being fucked from behind by Patrick, reached out with a trembling, manicured hand. Hot tears splashed onto the documents as she signed away every asset, every right, every trace of her former life.

Sally’s voice grew stronger as she continued the ritual; “These documents confirm that you own nothing. All property, savings, and assets now belong exclusively to Emma. With no children or dependents, this divorce is declared final, absolute, and irreversible under law.”

She placed the signed copy into a black lacquered envelope sealed with red wax, then stepped back.

Patrick immediately pulled Lexi off Emma with a wet sound, leaving her ex-wife’s pussy glistening. Marco took his place at once, sinking his thick cock deep inside Emma with a satisfied groan. At the same moment, Patrick resumed brutally fucking Lexi from behind, using her like a toy.

Sally, now visibly flushed and breathing faster, opened the second folder.

“Marco and Emma,” she announced, her voice ringing with ceremonial weight, “we are gathered here tonight to witness and sanctify your union…”

And Lexi sobbed, knowing everything was over. And just as she began to believe her now ex-wife was correct, Patrick leaned over and said, “I own you now. You’ve been assigned to me as my personal sissy slave. Forever.”

Suddenly, Lexi’s world lit up. Patrick didn’t want to settle, he didn’t want a wife, but here she was, about to go live with him. What did that mean? It meant that they would fuck, she would love him, and even if he found a wife, Lexi would continue to serve. The wedding ceremony happening next to her seemed not to carry the meaning it had just moments ago, instead, she clenched her little puckering hole around Patrick’s huge black cock, letting him know that she was his, and when she felt his lips on her neck, she knew that she was right.

* * * * *

I didn’t get to witness Lexi’s ceremony. While the elegant ritual unfolded downstairs, I was already being prepared for my own.

They had me suspended in the private dungeon suite on the upper floor, arms stretched wide and chained to heavy ceiling hooks, legs forced apart by a steel spreader bar. I hung completely naked, toes barely brushing the thick plastic sheeting spread across the floor beneath me. The plastic was new. Pristine. Clearly there to catch whatever mess they were planning to make.

Every distant ripple of applause and muffled cheer from the main hall below sent a fresh jolt of terror through me. Each sound marked another step closer to my own destruction. My body trembled uncontrollably. Sweat rolled down my back and between my massive, hormone-swollen breasts. I had no idea exactly what Giulia had planned for me, only that it would be extreme enough to need this plastic, a doctor on standby, and an ambulance waiting outside.

To my right, the usual BDSM implements hung neatly on the black wall: whips, canes, floggers, electro wands. But beside them were things that didn’t belong in any sane play space, long, sharp surgical knives, heated metal pokers glowing faintly in a brazier, heavy stretching racks and devices that looked like they belonged in a medieval torture chamber. My stomach twisted violently at the sight.

The sharp click of heels on the polished floor made me flinch hard enough to make the chains rattle. I braced myself, expecting Giulia and Travis, or perhaps a group of sadistic guests ready to begin.

Instead, Allie stepped into the room.

She looked stunning in a tight, midnight-blue latex dress that hugged every curve like liquid. The glossy material caught the low dungeon lights as she moved, elegant and commanding. For a second I thought she had come to gloat or deliver one final cruel taunt.

She didn’t.

“They’re not finished downstairs yet,” she said softly, circling me slowly. Her fingers traced lightly over my stretched arms, down my sides, across the heavy undersides of my breasts. “I think they went too far with you. All of this…” She gestured at my exaggerated bimbo body. “They didn’t need to break you this completely.”

“But they did,” I whispered, voice shaking.

Allie sighed. “Yes. They did.”

She stopped in front of me, looking up into my tear-filled eyes with something almost like tenderness.

“Listen to me carefully. If you don’t want this ceremony to happen the way they’ve planned it, you still have a choice. You know that, right?”

I nodded weakly. “They told me I could refuse.”

“So why are you doing it?” she asked, genuinely curious. “Why are you letting her put you through something that could leave you hospitalised, or worse, for someone who’s divorcing you tonight?”

The question hit harder than any whip. I hung there in silence for a long moment, the distant sound of applause drifting up from below.

“Because I still love her,” I finally answered, my voice cracking. “Even after everything… I still love her.”

Allie stared at me for several heartbeats, then smiled, small, sad, and strangely warm.

“Still an idiot, I see.”

She stepped closer, placing a gloved hand gently against my cheek.

“Good news for this idiot, then. You’re not going to Thomas after tonight. The rules state that a divorced sissy cannot be kept in service by their ex-spouse. They meant previous ex-spouses, but the wording was sloppy. I raised the point in the last council meeting. They tried to close the loophole with a vote.” Her smile turned mischievous. “The vote failed. Giulia isn’t a full Circle member yet, so she had no vote. And now they can’t bring it up again without looking incompetent.”

Hope, fragile, dangerous hope, flickered in my chest.

“I paid my dues,” Allie continued. “The moment your divorce is final tonight, you belong to me. You’ll still work three nights a week in the club as a prostitute, of course. But the rest of your time will be spent as my personal servant, alongside my other sissy. You will be owned. Trained. Used. But you will be mine.”

I stared at her, barely daring to breathe.

“Why… why would you do this for me?”

Allie’s cheeks flushed slightly. She looked almost embarrassed for a moment.

“Because even a broken, overinflated bimbo like you deserves one small moment of mercy. One tiny piece of happiness, even if that happiness is only the knowledge that you’ll be looking up at the woman you lost every single day, knowing you can never have her again.” She shook her head. “Don’t mistake this for kindness. I will use you harshly. You will suffer. But you won’t be thrown away like garbage.”

I swallowed hard, tears spilling freely now.

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

The sound of multiple footsteps and voices approaching from the corridor suddenly filled the hallway outside. Allie stepped back quickly, composing her face into its usual cool, professional mask.

“Not a word of this to anyone tonight,” she warned. “Survive this ceremony, Teri. Try to stay conscious. I have plans for my new property.”

She blew me a soft kiss, turned on her heel, and disappeared just as the heavy dungeon door began to open.

The heavy dungeon door swung open.

Giulia entered first, radiant in her floor-length crimson latex gown. Travis followed, shirtless and powerful. Behind them came the doctor, two masked witnesses, and Sally the notary clutching her leather folder.

I hung there, spread and trembling, as Giulia stepped close. She ran her gloved hands slowly over my body, admiring every curve and swell of my bimbo form.

“You’ve been such a good girl, waiting for me,” she murmured. “Tonight I divorce you properly.”

What followed was a long, deliberate, ritualistic beating.

Travis began with heavy floggers, warming my back, arse, and thighs until the skin glowed bright red. Giulia took over with a thick leather strap, laying methodical, stinging strokes across my swollen breasts. Every impact made them bounce heavily and sent fresh tears down my face. They worked in tandem, never rushing, never giving me time to recover, switching between canes, paddles, and finally a cruel riding crop that left perfect red welts across my most sensitive areas.

The knives came out only for terror.

Giulia held a long, gleaming surgical blade to my throat, then traced it slowly down between my massive breasts, pressing just hard enough for me to feel the cold edge without breaking the skin.

“Imagine if I really wanted to ruin you,” she whispered, smiling. “I could carve my name into these fat tits and you’d thank me, wouldn’t you?”

I whimpered, nodding frantically.

She dragged the flat of the blade across my caged clit, then put the knives away. They were never meant to cut tonight, only to make me feel utterly helpless.

The true finale came with the branding iron.

Travis removed the heavy iron from the brazier, its tip glowing a vicious orange, the official insignia of the Circle. Giulia held my face gently while Travis pressed the searing brand firmly against the soft flesh just above my locked clit. The pain was white-hot and overwhelming. I screamed until my voice gave out as the Circle’s mark was burned permanently into my skin.

When they finally stepped back, I was a shaking, sobbing, welt-covered mess, but still intact. No deep cuts. No irreparable damage. The beating had been intense, theatrical, and painful… but nowhere near the level of destruction I had feared.

They lowered me carefully from the chains. My legs gave out instantly and I collapsed onto the plastic sheeting. Sally stepped forward with the divorce papers.

“Sign here, here, and here, Teri,” she said softly.

With trembling hands I signed away the last remnants of my old life.

Once the papers were sealed, I looked up at Giulia, voice hoarse.

“Why… why wasn’t it worse?” I asked, genuinely confused. “I thought you were going to destroy me tonight.”

Giulia’s entire face lit up with a radiant, glowing smile. She turned to Travis, pulled him close, and kissed him deeply, passionately, right in front of me. When she finally broke the kiss, she looked back down at me with pure happiness in her eyes.

“Because I’m pregnant with Travis’ baby,” she said softly.

The words hit me harder than any whip. My mouth fell open in stunned silence.

At that exact moment, the hidden speakers in the room crackled to life.

“Marco and Emma’s union is now sealed. We may now begin the marriage ceremony of Giulia and Travis.”

Giulia’s eyes sparkled with joy. She leaned down and placed one last gentle kiss on my forehead.

“Goodbye, Teri.”

As she and Travis turned to leave for their own wedding ceremony downstairs, two figures stepped forward to claim me.

Allie, still stunning in her midnight-blue latex, took one arm. Beside her stood Orn, the man who took her from me, who took the other.

“Come on, slut,” Allie said gently but firmly. “You’re ours now.”

They helped me to my feet, wrapped a soft robe around my beaten, branded body, and led me away through a side door as the distant sounds of celebration for Giulia and Travis’s new marriage drifted up from below.

My divorce was final. My old life was over, and a strange new one, painful, humiliating, but strangely merciful, had just begun.


Chapter 14: New Empire

The nightclub was a huge success, on the scale of some of Berlin’s biggest clubs. Everyone wanted to attend, to be part of biggest club event in London. People queued for hours to get in, most were turned away, many because they turned up and refused to hand over phones or cameras.

The majority of clubgoers stayed on the ground floor or the balconies. It was a dark techno club with some of the industries top DJs, but more than that, it was a safe-space for people to express themselves sexually. Gay men, transgender people, and women, all felt they could be free to dress up how they liked. Security and safety personnel ensured everyone felt safe, and drinks were served in special cups which prevented anyone for spiking the drink.

This was a safe space… Sort of.

The Circle also had a team of specialists who wandered the dancefloor looking for couples who could be invited to the VIP area on the first floor. This was the first filter, the place where submissive men and curious women could be identified for play, ideally married couples.

I had a half-hour break, which was good because my legs were tired from all the dancing, and honestly, who knew pole dancing would be so intensive? So I put on my little top and skirt and headed down to the first floor balcony to listen to some of the music and look out onto the crowd.

From up here, the dark hall looked like a sea of black moving in waves to the music. I knew the place would be busy, I never expected this. We’d been open two months and the club was raking in the money.

“Look at that…” The voice said. “We spent all that extra money for dancer’s podiums, lowered the floor, and nobody’s using them.”

I turned to look at Giulia. She still looked great, though there was a very small bump showing. She smiled at me. “I see Allie paid for the fillers to be removed. I think you looked better like a bimbo, but hey-ho.”

“You must be very proud, Mistress.” I said to her. “Aren’t you going to miss interior design, now you’re the big boss lady?”

“No, this project took it all out of me.” She sighed. “And with the baby… But yes, I’m proud. I’m proud of you.”

“Me, Mistress? Why?”

“Because of the fact that you didn’t let yourself become a miserable old man reflecting on what you could have had. You went for it. We could have stayed together, grown old, resented one another, but neither of us did. You allowed that to happen.”

“Maybe.” I said. “How’s married life?”

She smirked. “Infinitely better than with you! God, what a mistake that was, marrying you.”

“You wouldn’t have me Travis.”

“Yeah, true. You were good for something then.” She said, smiling at me. “I didn’t love you though, not for one moment. I was blinded by opportunity, but I never loved you.”

“I know.”

“But I’m glad I hurt you the way I did. I don’t think I would have discovered this side of me if I hadn’t.”

She still worked the dungeons, even as manageress of the club, even with the pregnancy, she enjoyed beating sissies and men, and as it turned out, so did Travis. Giulia taught him everything he needed to know to become a dominant, and as a couple, many clubgoers paid good money to be tortured by them.

“I need to get back to it.” She said. “And you should to.”

“I’m on a break.”

“You get breaks?” She asked curiously. “Huh. Need to change that. Get back to work sissy. I’m sure you can find a man to keep that hole filled.” She looked at my backside, pulling up the skirt and noting the new tattoo in large letters across my backside. CUM-DUMP. I was began on the cocktails of drugs, PrEP and so on. This was Allie’s fetish, whoring me out.

I headed back upstairs to the free play area where I worked. This was a special area for members or paying visitors to use whoever they wanted, however they wanted. I was never to say no.

The moment I stepped through the door into the free-use lounge on the upper floor, a fat, sweaty man in his fifties grabbed my arm with surprising strength.

“Perfect timing, slut,” he growled, shoving me roughly to my knees on the padded floor. Before I could even speak, he yanked his thick, sweaty cock out and forced it straight into my mouth. I gagged instantly as he hit the back of my throat, but I didn’t pull away. I sucked harder, hollowing my cheeks, swirling my tongue exactly the way I’d been trained. I wanted it. The humiliation, the degradation, the taste of a stranger’s cock , it all made my tiny locked clit leak pathetically into my panties.

He wasn’t gentle. He fucked my face like a cheap fleshlight, gripping my bleached hair with both hands and slamming his heavy balls against my chin. Drool poured down my chin and onto my tiny top as he grunted above me.

Two more men quickly noticed and joined in. One tall, muscular black guy in his thirties stepped behind me, yanked my tiny skirt up over my hips and ripped my plug out without warning. I moaned around the cock in my mouth as he spat on his thick shaft and drove straight into my arse in one brutal thrust.

“Fuck, this one’s loose already,” he laughed. “Proper club cum-dump.”

The third man, younger and lean, crouched beside me and started slapping my heavy tits while I was being used from both ends. The sharp smacks echoed in the dimly lit room as my breasts bounced and reddened.

They rotated positions like I was communal property , which, of course, I was.

The fat man pulled out of my throat and moved behind me, replacing the black guy. His cock was shorter but incredibly thick. He slammed into my hole with savage force, making me cry out as he stretched me open. The black guy took my mouth next, feeding me his much longer cock until it bulged visibly in my throat. I choked and spluttered, mascara running down my cheeks, but I kept sucking desperately.

A fourth man joined. Then a fifth.

Soon I was the centre of a small crowd. One man lay on his back and pulled me on top of him, impaling me on his cock reverse cowgirl while another stood over me and fucked my throat. A third forced his way into my already-stuffed arse alongside the first, double-penetrating me mercilessly. The burning stretch made me scream around the cock in my mouth, but the sound was muffled and pathetic.

They used me like an object.

Hands slapped my arse, twisted my nipples, pulled my hair. Someone spat on my face. Another wrote “Free Use” across my tits in lipstick while they took turns filling me. Cum started dripping from my hole and down my thighs as they came inside me one after another , no condoms, no mercy. I was on PrEP and the club’s strict testing regime, but that only made them more reckless.

At one point I had three cocks in me at once , one in my arse, one in my pussy (they loved using the sissies’ front hole too), and one down my throat. My eyes rolled back, my brain melting into that familiar, blissful, broken state.

I came hands-free twice, my locked clit spurting uselessly against the cage as they laughed and called me a pathetic whore.

By the time they finally finished with me nearly forty minutes later, I was a wrecked, cum-soaked mess on the floor. Thick loads leaked from both my holes, my face and tits were glazed, my makeup destroyed. My throat burned. My arse throbbed.

I lay there panting, legs shaking, when a tall, suited man in his forties crouched down and stroked my hair almost gently.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Giulia trains her whores well.”

He slipped a hundred-pound note into my cum-smeared cleavage and walked away.

I stayed on the floor for a moment, catching my breath, feeling the warm loads slowly dripping out of me. A strange, contented smile touched my swollen lips.

This was my life now. And God help me… I loved it.

There was another large crowd gathered further down the free-use lounge. Loud, cruel laughter mixed with the wet sounds of flesh and desperate gagging. I froze for a second when I saw what they were doing.

They had Lexi completely lifted off the ground, two men holding her thighs wide open, another two gripping her arms, suspending her in mid-air like a living fuckdoll. Cocks were brutally slamming into her arse and throat at the same time, making her whole body jolt violently with every thrust. Thick ropes of spit and cum already poured from her stretched lips, dripping onto her massive fake tits. Her eyes were glassy and completely vacant, she looked utterly destroyed, beyond stoned, lost in some chemical hell.

In the background, Patrick lounged comfortably in a large leather chair, legs spread, lazily stroking his hard cock with one hand while smoking a fat joint with the other. A huge, satisfied grin split his face as he watched ten men use his sissy like a piece of disposable meat.

This wasn’t unusual anymore. Patrick’s fetish had become clearer with every passing week. He didn’t want a loving wife, he wanted a broken, drugged-up whore he could share. He took Lexi to underground gangbang locations, shot her up with whatever cocktail he felt like that night, then sat back and watched while strangers ruined her. And Lexi… just took it.

I felt a sharp twist in my chest and started moving toward them.

I only made it three steps before Cindy stepped smoothly in front of me, blocking my path with a soft smile.

“Hey… leave it,” she said gently, placing a hand on my chest.

“But she looks…”

“Teri,” Cindy cut me off, voice calm but firm. “She’s fine. She consented to all of it. This is what she gets off on now. Trust me.”

I hesitated, still staring past her at Lexi’s limp, rag-dolled body being bounced between cocks. Cindy reached into the small pouch at her waist and pulled out a little glass dropper filled with clear liquid.

“Actually… you should try what she’s on. It’s our special house concoction. Way cleaner than poppers, and it lasts.” She grinned. “Trust me, it’ll blow your pretty little mind.”

“I really don’t think…”

“Honey,” Cindy said, her tone turning sweetly authoritative, “you work here. You stay compliant. Open.”

She didn’t wait for permission. She gripped my jaw lightly, tilted my head back, and squeezed two full drops under my tongue.

The effect hit me in under thirty seconds.

It started as a warm, euphoric wave, stronger than poppers, but without the racing heart or head-spin. Instead, it melted every last inhibition like butter. My thoughts turned slow, syrupy, and filthy. All I could focus on was the desperate, aching need to be filled. My hole twitched hungrily. My locked clit throbbed uselessly in its cage. Suddenly nothing mattered except cock.

I whimpered pathetically.

Cindy stroked my cheek. “Good girl. Go on then.”

I staggered into the next room like a woman possessed. The space was darker, lit only by large monitors playing relentless sissy hypnosis loops, swirling spirals, flashing words like CUMDUMP, WHORE, RUINED. Men cruised slowly, hunting.

Hands grabbed me immediately.

“Yes… please… use me,” I begged, voice already breathy and broken. “Use all my holes. Please fuck me stupid…”

They didn’t need to be asked twice.

Within seconds I was bent over a padded bench, skirt flipped up, as the first thick cock slammed balls-deep into my arse. Another man stepped in front and fed me his dick, choking me happily while I drooled and moaned. More men gathered. Soon I was the centre of a savage, grunting pack.

They fucked me mercilessly, rotating, double-penetrating my arse, slapping my face and tits, spitting on me, calling me every filthy name they could think of. The drug kept intensifying. Every load pumped into me only made me hungrier. I came hands-free over and over, my caged clit dribbling uselessly while I begged for more.

“Please… more cocks… I need it… ruin me…”

The high didn’t fade. It just kept building. Twelve hours of pure, brainless, cock-starved bliss stretched out in front of me. This was my life now, and I didn’t mind one bit.


Epilogue: The Grand Circle

The house was well within their budget but twice the size of all the others they’d seen for London. Whilst it made Chris suspicious, Sandra, his gorgeous half Japanese, quarter Korean, quarter French wife, couldn’t contain her excitement. Of course, the Circle had gutted the house since I had moved out, and given Giulia no longer needed it, it made sense to sell it.

But the estate agent was no ordinary estate agent. The pretty woman with the shoulder-length blonde hair had been a member of the Circle for about five years now, so she knew her assignment. Put the unsuitable people off, incentivise the young married couples.

“What’s the catch?” Chris asked.

“No catch,” Pamela stated. “The owner came into money and would rather this house goes to a young couple who deserves it.”

“Oh Chris, why do you need to be so negative about everything?” Sulked Sandra.

“No, Sandy darling, this is London, people will sell you anything.” Chris said, trying to placate his sexy slim wife. Although Pamela felt sure those breasts were fake.

Chris was a chartered surveyor, so he knew what to look out for in a house, and try as he might, he couldn’t find a single thing wrong with this one. Sandra, on the other hand, was a teacher of languages at a local private college, she just wanted a house to start a family, something Chris seemed reluctant to do.

Generally, after two years of marriage, Sandra felt that Chris hadn’t really put the effort into the marriage she’d hoped for. Before the wedding, he seemed to want to do everything for her, but lately, he seemed more interested in hanging with his mates than he did spending time with her.

“Tell you what, how about I set you up with a meeting with the owner?” Pamela asked.

“Er, yeah, that would be great!” Said Chris.

“Now, she’s a little busy, she runs a nightclub, but if you’re interested, I can arrange VIP passes for tonight and you can see her there. She’s Italian, her name is Giulia.” Grinned Pamela.

The idea of VIP passes to a club made Sandra giddy with excitement, it had been months since they last went out clubbing, maybe this would reignite his carefree spirit. “Oh, that would be amazing!” Sang Sandra.

“I don’t know if a club is the right setting…” Said Chris. “I mean, alcohol, noise, might not be best.”

Sandra stamped her foot childishly, folding her arms and sulking. “Really Chris, lately you’re such a stuck in the mud!”

The young skinny man in the baseball cap held up his hands in defeat. “Fine, fine. Please, see if she’ll see us.”

That night, they arrived at the club dressed to the nines, him in a tight black t-shirt and black skinny jeans, her in a black satin bra, and a black PVC mini skirt. They stood in the wrong queue for nearly half an hour before they realised the VIP entrance was two doors down, not being the brightest people, it was an easy mistake for them to make.

Once inside, they were taken up to the first floor. They’d arrived early, the dancefloor was half empty and the first floor VIP area was quiet. For a moment, they thought they made a mistake, but then they noticed a door to the level two area.

“Maybe up there?” Sandra asked.

When they approached, they were told that their wristband didn’t allow them up that high, which left Sandra more than a little disappointed.

Eventually, Pamela arrived and waved at them, explaining that people usually arrived around midnight. Still, she asked the lady behind the bar to send for Giulia and ten minutes later, the Italian arrived, belly uncovered and jutting out, such was the weight of her pregnancy.

“Can you believe it? Still got three months to go!” She complained, sitting down.

Introductions were made, and then Giulia talked about the lovely times she’d had in that old house, but how circumstances change and so on. In the end, Chris was finally convinced, finding it hard to say no to a pregnant woman wearing a latex bra and skirt, and shook her hand, promising to transfer the deposit first thing Monday.

“Well, I can have a non-alcoholic drink,” said Giulia, “but what would you two like? On the house.”

“Oh, erm, just a sparkling wine?” Said Sandra, too scared to ask for champagne.

Giulia clicked her fingers at one of the waitresses. “A bottle of Bollinger and three glasses.” She said, signalling that Pamela would drink too. Sandra was suitably impressed.

As they celebrated, Travis arrived and introduced himself, and as he was an architect, he found he easily built up a rapport with Chris. “Oh, Sandra, whilst these two are talking shop, would you like to see the rest of the club?”

“Oh, yes please!” The young Asian woman sang, jumping up. “Can I take my glass?”

“Of course, come on.”

Giulia and Pamela led her to the door to the second floor. As they ascended the stairs, Giulia explained the ethos of the club, talking about the Berlin kink-positive style. Once they were on the second floor, she made a right, into the sissy dance bar. “This is kind of like our gay bar, or a place where the LGBT-plus community can be themselves.” Giulia explained.

The sissies busied around the place, serving drinks, cuddling with men, and in one place, giving a blowjob. Sandra stared in fascination, she’d never seen such extravagance before. “These…girls…are all,” she lowered her voice, “men underneath?”

Giulia shared a look with Pamela. “I don’t think I’d call the men. They’re sissies. They were straight married men, but then they discovered their submission, and their wives transformed them.”

“Why?” Gasped Sandra, still staring with her mouth open.

“So the women could find real men. Men who knew how to treat a woman. Travis is my second husband. My ex-husband works here, on the floor above, but I don’t think you want to go there.”

“Why not?”

“That’s where the sissies get…used.”

Sandra licked her lips. “And why did you do that to your husband?”

This time, Pamela stepped in. “Remember earlier, at the house? When your husband was a little mean to you?”

“Erm,” Sandra blushed. “Yes.”

“Well, it’s to correct that sort of behaviour, permanently.”

“I see,” replied Sandra, still visibly confused.

Again, Pamela and Giulia shared a look. “Perhaps we show you some of our methods.” Giulia said, taking the younger woman’s hand and leading her down the corridor and into the open dungeon space. There, Sandra froze and then gasped, watching as a dominatrix corrected her sissy husband who was tied over a whipping bench.

“Oh my!” Gasped Sandra, stepping forward as if entering a world she didn’t know existed.

“Would you like to try?” The dominatrix asked the woman, holding out a crop.

“Oh, I couldn’t…” Smiled Sandra.

“No, please. It’s fine. As hard as you like, he deserves it.”

“What did he do?”

“He masturbated without permission.”

“He…” Sandra stopped talking and looked down, seeing the tiny silver chastity cage. “How?”

Giulia leaned forward and pressed on the man’s perineum. “There’s a spot here they rub. The sissies share that information between them, so we need to catch it, which we can’t always do.”

“Oh my! And those cages work?”

“They are very good at correcting behaviour.” Giulia said. “In fact…” She walked over to the BDSM bar and asked for a cage and returned with it. “You can have this one, on the house.”

The woman blushed again. “Chris wouldn’t go for it.”

“Just keep it, in your handbag, just in case. You can say it’s for play, just for an hour, then slowly increase it.”

Sandra bit her lip, turning the cage over in her hand, and then smiled. “This does seem fun.”

“Try the crop. Go on.”

“Okay!”

Sandra took the crop and swooshed it a couple of times, before lightly tapping the sissy. The girls laughed, telling her he wouldn’t even feel it and to just go full force.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes! As hard as you can!”

She brought the crop down again, slamming it this time, and the sissy let out a long howl. After the initial shock, Sandra giggled. “Can I do it again?”

“Of course, as many times as you like.” Said the dominatrix.

“Really?”

“Yes, his bum should be purple.”

Sandra thwacked the sissy over and over, changing positions to get better purse. Her chest heaved with excitement as she handed over the crop and then asked if there was anything else she could try.

“Have you tried pegging?” Pamela asked, walking over to the bar and asking for a strap-on.

By the time Sandra arrived downstairs, she was full of ideas, but she admitted to Giulia that she would have to tell her husband what she saw.

“You should!” Said Giulia. “There should be no secrets, but let’s agree that we’ll show him the upper floors after you’ve had chance to talk to him.”

“Sure!”

It was the early hours of the morning when they finally got home, both tired but energised by the night and the fact they were buying their first home. Then as they climbed into bed, she finally told him what she saw, leaving out that she actually whipped, pegged and ballbusted a sissy or two. Of course, Chris squirmed a bit, but more because her little story made him very erect. She reached for his cock and climbed on it.

“She said she’ll give us better VIP access next time,” Sandra giggled. “But you’ll need to submit to me there.”

“Not sure I can do that,” he said, blushing, but she felt his cock, felt it throb and she knew he was hiding his true feelings.

After he came though, shame washed over him. “Maybe we shouldn’t buy the house.”

“We already said yes.” She complained.

“Yeah, in a nightclub!”

Sandra decided to put her foot down harder this time. “Chris! We’re buying that house! It’s a great deal on a great house! Now stop being a whiney little bitch!”

Chris’ eyes were as wide as saucers, but even he knew she was right. “Fine, we’ll but it.”

She cuddled back up to him with a smile, thinking about all the wicked things she could learn from her new friends. “Besides,” she said softly, “just because we’re buying their house, doesn’t mean we need to do what they do.”

“True…” He mumbled, already drifting off to sleep.

Sandra lay awake though. There was one word she heard, one she understood tonight. Netorare. A thrill ran through her as she imagined the possibilities, wondering what it meant in the context of her marriage. One thing was for certain, she couldn’t wait to find out.

* * * * *

Several months earlier, a young, pretty blonde notary named Sally climbed into bed with her husband after a very unique late night job. One she’d been paid a lot of money for. Her husband, Tristan, sat there hammering on his computer, finishing a report for the American corporation that expected him to work all hours.

“You’ll never believe the assignment I had tonight.” She said with a smile, remembering the insane ceremonies she had witnessed.

“Ah, babe,” Tristan gave her, you’re bothering me look, “you can see I’m busy. What did I tell you about interrupting me?”

“Sorry…” She blushed, staring at him.

She never realised how much Tristan was different from the men who took the wives that night, more like the sissies she’d seen. Miles had done a good job of explaining their little group and strangely, she didn’t find it altogether that weird. Sure, she couldn’t imagine going as far as they did, but maybe a little alignment of Tristan’s behaviour?

Mentally, she made a note to call Miles in the morning, ask him for advice. Surely he’d know how to get Tristan to spend less time at work, and more time…on her.

She fell asleep listening to the sound of the clattering keyboard, dreaming of her husband in a sissy dress, getting his backside beaten by her. Maybe…

THE END
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