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Author’s Note

Now that my daughter is eighteen, and my son is getting older too, my husband and I have discussed about what next for us. He recently admitted reading books about Netorare, a type of cuckolding that I introduced in my previous novel, Domme-Pop Sissy Doll.

Basically, at the basest of levels, Netorare is about at least pretending to fall in love with another man and being taken away. Now, as a fan of femdom ruin, this is quite the turn-on for me, and of course, I asked my husband if this was something he just wanted to fantasise about with my lovers, or if he was genuinely interested in. He struggled to answer, then said fantasy, but added a question mark verbally.

Recently, I played with it with my lover in front of my husband and boy, did it turn us all on, to the point where I told my husband that it is very dangerous. That if I want to fall in love, then I can, that was again where I saw him questioning himself, embarrassed to admit his true feelings.

The lover in question was the right one to discuss this with because I’ve known him for years, he’s single and if I was to ever date him, he would not lock me down and force me to be monogamous. I also know he has had feelings for me for a long time, and I him. As such, we agreed to try it with a stop word for us both when we reach a point of no return, but honestly, I’m thinking about doing it. My husband said that if it reaches a point where we talk divorce, he would want it to be as public as possible and for me to out things I have kept secret. The idea turns me on, but the fact is, I genuinely love my husband. So I’m going to be nasty…if you think I should do it, engage the Netorare fetish fully, see where the rabbit hole leads, then write to me on Instagram. Let me know.

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.


Prologue

It had been three months I’d been out of work. Three months since being let go. Surplus to requirement they had said, but really, I’d lost out to artificial intelligence, job automation they called it. A thirty-two-year-old process coordinator for internal finance and job replaced by AI in seconds.

Telling my wife was not easy. I felt broken inside. I’d married up, a beautiful former model who loved my expensive car, who loved my lavish lifestyle, and I loved her gorgeous black hair, her sexy tall, slender body, her D-cup implant boobs, her emerald green eyes. I loved her with a passion, but I felt like a failure in that moment.

But when I told Alison, she was unbelievably understanding. She was doing well as a personal assistant to Miles Dennison, a rich local businessman who owned about a hundred used-car dealerships around the country. 

“It’s shit, this whole AI thing,” Allie told me. “I heard Oracle let go of thousands too. Just keep your chin up, something will come around. Worst case, we sell some things, but we’ll survive on my wages.”

“I don’t want us to just survive, though,” I told her.

“Yeah, well, shit happens.” She smiled, kissing my forehead.

But now three months in and not even a bite. I’d written to every connection I had and nothing. I’d sold my car, my prized possession, my Maserati, and took a huge hit on it, so much so, it didn’t even cover what I still owed.

Still, Alison kept it together, told me to keep looking, but I could feel the cracks forming, like she was losing a little hope. Perhaps I was overthinking things, but I could definitely feel something was coming if I didn’t make changes soon.

The problem was that the longer I was out of work, the more I began to feel dejected and lost. My magical marriage had gone from daily sex, sometimes several times a night, to once a week, and more recently, I hadn’t been able to get it up for three weeks. In the evenings, I tried to avoid her by gaming, and the times I realised what I was doing, I apologised but she never got angry, she simply said she understood and that was that.

“Terry, stop worrying. This must be really hard for you. I know all you men are fragile little babies.” She laughed. “Seriously, stop worrying.”

Unfortunately, men’s brains don’t work like that. I did worry and the longer things went the worse I began to worry, until eventually, inevitably, that worry or rather my breakdown, transferred to Alison and we had our first fight.

The argument was about a mess I’d left in the kitchen. I could have cleaned it up, I should have, it just slipped my mind because a recruiter had called to setup an interview. Obviously, for this was huge news, so the mess I left slipped my mind.

At first, the argument was a standard argument, do more, think for yourself, stop moping, then she said what was really on her mind, “For fuck’s sake Terry, if I’m relying on my fucking dildo to keep me satisfied, the least you could do is keep a clean kitchen!”

The moment she said it, I could see the regret on her face, but being a typical wife, no apology was forthcoming.

I began crying, which with Alison was not a good thing. She hated self-pity so crying didn’t do anything for her. “Oh for Christ’s sake, grow up you whiny bitch!” She snapped, then stomped off, marching up to the bedroom and slamming the door.

Rather than chase after her and prolong the argument, I focused on cleaning up, right down to vacuuming the entire ground floor. Eventually, she came downstairs, no apology, no words, other than a mumbled, “thanks for cleaning up.”

“Sorry for not doing it sooner.” I mumbled. “A recruiter called me.”

She perked up and smiled. “Really? Oh why didn’t you say so?”

And just like that, the argument was forgotten and hope had returned to us. For the rest of the day, we were like the old couple we were again, cuddling, watching a show, no sex, but an intimacy we’d both missed.

It barely lasted a day.

The interview was for nothing. A huge German multinational, played very interested until the second guy came in and thought I didn’t understand him. I understood him completely, they’d already a chosen someone internally, but rules meant they had to open up the position to their contracted recruiters. This was all for show, fulfilling a quota.

I went home dejected. Of course, Alison had words of encouragement, at least there were positions being opened, but I was losing all hope.

As the days and weeks drew on, and the money grew thinner, things changed at home. The arguments became more frequent and the hope and encouragement from Alison turned into spite and bitterness.

“You promised me a comfortable life! But you aren’t even making an effort!” She would snap.

“There’s more you can do in the bedroom to keep me satisfied!” Was another.

“Fucking do more around here or fuck off!” Was the worst.

I had to show her that I was serious about making this work, so I began to retrain myself. A funded program by the government to kickstart new careers, I found myself studying project management. Why? Well, it seemed there were a lot of these sorts of positions online, so it made sense to move into that role.

“What sort of experience do you have?” Was the first question when I applied for a job.

Every real company wanted experience, which was impossible to get without first having experience. My bad luck appeared to continue, and worse, our water heater died, which meant a huge expense we couldn’t afford.

In the end, Alison took on extra work at the office, assisting another manager with the opening of a new branch. It seemed the used car market was on the uptick, with many consumers skipping new cars due to the dip in the economy, and the reluctance to move to electric cars. All good news for Dennison Autos, and good news for Allie too, because Miles seemed only too happy to help out, even if it meant working longer hours.

In my slump, I hardly noticed the changes in my wife. Shorter skirts, stockings instead of tights, croptops instead of plain blouses, or the way she hummed or sang sometimes. She would still snap at me, but the snaps were no longer arguments, rather orders.

“I want this room cleaned tomorrow,” She snapped. “There’s dust everywhere and I’m getting sick of it. If you aren’t capable of finding a job, then fucking clean up here!”

The job search was going nowhere, until finally, things began to look up. Avery Pavlovsky, a former VP from the company I used to work, decided to set up on his own. Avery and I got on well and he promised to help me if he could, and when he decided to set up, he called on me to be his new Process Owner.

Sure, the money was less than before, but not by much, and it was enough to keep us doing well. The moment Allie came home, I popped the cheap sparkling wine and gave her the good news. She was over the moon.

That night, we had sex for the first time in months. It was awkward, I’ll admit, but she still looked relieved when we finally did it, and after, she held me tight and told me she loved me and knew that I could do it.

The next day, she skipped putting on a skirt, instead slipping on some tight black trousers and a black cotton blouse, promising to be home at a reasonable hour this time.

Sex returned to our lives, and with it a sense of normality. Alison was more clingy than usual and she seemed incredibly grateful to have me, but in reality, I was more grateful to have her. She was perfection, a true rock, and I felt lucky to have her.

The following week, I began my new job for Avery. He didn’t have offices yet, but that was okay, I liked to work from home, so no issue there. His vision was still around artificial intelligence for accounting, but rather augmented by humans. It made sense, too many companies were looking for total automation but didn’t realise that the bureaucracy in the tax offices and in many companies, meant that AI simply wouldn’t be able to cope with the stupidity of humans at a governmental level.

For this, and the fact he gave me a job, I was Avery’s biggest fan. For all of a month.

The problem was, Avery hadn’t quit the other company, he’d been let go with a huge severance package. What he hadn’t told me was that he had a non-compete in place. Fine, no problem, he wasn’t competing yet, first he had to build the product, and he needed me to design the processes, right? Well, yes but…

Avery was a timewaster. He tried to steal developers from the other company but they didn’t want to leave for a risk, then he tried to hire local developers but found them expensive. He decided to outsource to India but he couldn’t find the right company to do it. After a month, he was offered a job in another company which did not compete with our first, and shuttered his idea.

I was out of a job with just one month’s wage.

This time, there was no consolation from my wife, no poor you, just an ultimatum. “Sort this out, or else.”

The next day, she dressed up for work and gone were the trousers, gone were the plain blouses, gone were the tights, but this time, I noticed. I noticed the change in her make-up, I noticed her little hum in the morning before heading to work. I noticed when she said she’d be late home.

The months I’d been unemployed replayed in front of my eyes, and this time, I remembered her change, the little additions to her dress sense, the way she sang and hummed, the way she sighed contently even though we were not having sex. Then finally, it all clicked. She wasn’t getting it at home, so she was getting it at work.

If I felt broken before, now I felt utterly destroyed; and what made things worse was that I was actually erect thinking about it. Yes, I was that pathetic.

On Friday, after a week of masturbating to my wife’s outfits, a week of watching cuckold porn videos and reading hot-wife stories, Alison pulled me aside and said she had good news for me. “Miles has an IT team working on an internet shop for second-hand cars. Basically, people will upload their car, take the car to an authorised service centre to be photographed and checked, and then we sell it and deliver it anywhere in Europe. He needs a project manager for the project. Now, he wanted someone with experience, but you know how he is about money, so I convinced him to hire you on an apprenticeship program, whereby he pays you enough to cover basic expenses. This works for him because he can pick-up a grant towards your costs for the first six months, and it works for you because you get experience.”

It also worked for me because I could check on Allie and Miles to see if he was the one she was fucking.

“Honey, thank you! Thank you so much!” I gushed, hoping this meant an end to her cheating, a return to normal husband and wife, that I could break this horrible fetish I was developing.

“Don’t fuck it up, Terry, I’m warning you!” She snarled. Certainly not the Allie of before.


One

If I expected a return to normal dressing style for Alison on Monday, I was mistaken. Black stockings, black lace suspender-belt, tight black shiny pencil skirt, and a red satin wench top, that was what she was wearing today, and fuck, she looked hot. On the other hand, I went with smart pants and a shirt.

We drove in together, given that I no longer had a car, but that was where we parted ways. Whilst Alison worked from the main administration building, I was in the IT building a few steps away, which meant I wouldn’t get to see her during the day. Even my offer of lunch was fiercely declined.

When I arrived, the head of programme, Nigel Swanson, didn’t seem to know who I was when I arrived. He seemed to believe that he was the one sourcing the project manager, but a quick phone call to Miles made it clear that I was there as part of a special program. He wasn’t happy about it because he’d promised the role to someone else, which meant he’d need to rescind it.

“What experience do you have?” The little chubby man in a faded Megadeth t-shirt asked.

“Well, erm, none, Nigel, but I just retrained, and we agreed this would be a good opportunity to gain experience and for the company to get something in return.”

The little man scoffed. “Great! So I have to handhold a newbie on top of everything else? And I think I’d prefer Mr Swanson from now on, please Terry.”

This was going to be a nightmare. “Yes, erm, Mr Swanson, sir.”

“Sir…” He sneered. “Yeah, I like that. Well, go see Amy in hardware assets, I’ll let her know you’re coming. She’ll get you a laptop and phone. Don’t fuck this up.”

“Yes, erm, yes sir.”

When I met Amy, I was shocked to find an attractive, yet heavily tattooed goth girl sat slumped in a chair in a tiny office filled with old PCs and laptops. When I told her what I needed, she sighed and stood, walking over to a rack and picking up an old Lenovo laptop, walking to another shelf and picking up an old Samsung phone.  

I watched as she booted up the PC then moved to her own and asked my name and details in a bored, couldn’t be bothered tone of voice. Ten minutes later, I walked away and found an empty hot-desk to set myself up.

One of the problems was that I found that I had to invite myself to the project design meetings, and when I tried to give input or gain input for project planning, the team seemed to ice me out or just ignore me. I wondered why that was until I realised that Swanson simply didn’t want me there, he was going to make things difficult until I quit, then he could bring in his friend.

At five o’clock, as everyone else left, I made my way out and over to the main building where I was made to wait in reception for my wife. Eventually, the sound of heels tapping on tile alerted me to her presence.

“What?” She snapped.

“Erm, I’m done for the day.” I told her.

She shrugged. “Yeah, I’m not, so either take the bus or go wait in the car. Don’t lounge around here.”

“Erm, yeah, well, how long will you be?”

“Dunno. An hour? Maybe two. Just take the bus, Terry.”

I sighed, then nodded. I felt like crying, but I knew I wouldn’t get any sympathy from her, from anyone. So I left without even a goodbye from her, and headed home.

Rather than get changed, I immediately logged onto my home computer and began reading about dominant wives cuckolding their husbands. I found a story about an abusive wife who basically trod all over her husband, basically fucked around hoping he would just leave, until finally, she simply moved her lover in, and consigned the husband to the spare room. I don’t know why, but that got me off the most, and I came fast.

The week didn’t get any better for me but by Friday, Swanson realised I wasn’t going to quit so suddenly, I was allowed to manage the project. But there was something new now, quiet laughing or smirks around me, as if everyone knew an open secret, only I didn’t. But I knew what was going on, I knew my wife was cheating on me, I could feel it, all I could do was hope of all hopes, that she wasn’t going to leave me.

The cheating was feeding my new fetish, or at least, the belief that she was. I still didn’t have proof and from my office, I wasn’t going to be able to get that proof.

But that weekend, something new happened. Something which had never happened in the history of our marriage. Allie said no to sex.

It wasn’t as if we were having a lot of sex. After I lost my last job, my drive had petered out again, and this new job hadn’t helped much, but my fetish had. So on Saturday I tried to instigate sex, but she wasn’t interested. I tried over and over, until she snapped and told me to respect her decision.

That evening, she told me she was going out.

“Where?” I asked.

“Just some wine bar with Christy and Jackie.”

“Oh, well, have fun.”

I watched her dress for the night out, classy lingerie, a light loose-fitting dark green dress, short, barely covering the lace of the stockings, high-heels. Yes, I’d seen her dress up to go partying before, but not for a long time. In fact, I once asked her why she didn’t dress up for nights out with Christy and Jackie anymore, and she said, “they turn up in jeans and t-shirts now. We’re not kids anymore!”

Christy’s husband Mark was someone I followed on Facebook and Instagram, so before Allie even left, I checked to see what he was up to, maybe he’d be up for a drink. Imagine my surprise when I saw a post, Last minute surprise Euroweekend with the wife! He was in fucking Rome!

My wife was lying to me. I had a choice now, confront her or ignore it and hope things improved. The real man’s thing to do would have been to confront her, but I couldn’t, I simply couldn’t.

Instead, as she was leaving, I held back tears and said, “You’ll be coming home, though, right?”

She looked at me, confused, then said, “Of course I’ll be coming home. What are you on about?”

“Nothing, just…I love you, yeah?”

She stared at me, then finally she softened and wrapped her arms around me. “I know this week has been hard on you. I heard the team gave you a hard time. Stop worrying about me, pour yourself a scotch or two, and go play some games. You’ll feel better.”

“Thanks honey.”

“I love you Terry, don’t forget that. This is just a rough patch for you, but you’ll be better off for it later, I promise.”

With that, she kissed me on the cheek and left.

I flopped down on the sofa, wondering if gaming was the right thing to do or not, then decided porn was a better answer. But before that, I decided to do some snooping.

I knew that Christy was away, but maybe Jackie wasn’t, maybe plans changed and Christy forgot to tell Allie, after all, it was a surprise trip. So I checked Jackie’s profiles and found nothing special there. Jackie was single now, recent breakup, so no partner to check.

However, as I was scrolling through Facebook, I saw Jackie’s messenger go green.  I opened the chat window and was about to write to enjoy the night with my wife, but stopped. That was too obvious. I needed to come up with something better.

“Hey, Jackie! Allie’s birthday is next month and I was thinking about throwing her a surprise party. What do you think?” I wrote.

I watched the dots appear, cursing how slow she wrote. “Urgh! No, Allie hates surprises. You should know that by now!”

“Oh, yeah, shit. Okay. Don’t tell her I mentioned it.”

“My lips are sealed. By the way, I heard you’re working with Allie now. Is that a good idea?”

“Different division and building. We don’t see each other.”

“Ah, okay. I suppose in a bigger company you can do that. You feeling better now though? I heard you were down when that other guy screwed you over. That must’ve sucked.”

“It did,” I wrote, “but rebuilding now. How about you? All good?”

“Yeah, except I think I caught that damned flu, or COVID, dunno. Sucks, feel like shit. Curled up under the duvet watching shitty reality TV.”

“Get well!”

“Thanks. I won’t mention we talked to Allie. Might get her asking why…”

“Cheers.”

So Allie had definitely lied to me, the question was, why?  And with whom was she sleeping?

I had one more snoop card I could play, and that was Find My. Our accounts were connected, Alison constantly asked me to ping her phone because she couldn’t remember where she left it. I think we had an unspoken rule that we wouldn’t use it to snoop on one-another, but given trust had been broken, my feeling was that such rules no longer mattered.

The address showed not in the centre of town, but rather a neighbourhood up in the Heights. A neighbourhood where the filthy rich lived. A neighbourhood I’d been to once, for a Christmas party organised by Miles. I was now certain, my wife was fucking Miles Dennison.

Herein lay an issue for me, and probably my wife. Miles Dennison was not a single man, but rather a man married to a very attractive blonde woman named Cindy Ashford. Whilst I loved my wife very much and felt she was far more attractive than Cindy, Cindy was, after all, a famous former glamour model, and not someone I felt Miles would leave.

I didn’t understand it. The only conclusion I could reach was that Cindy was out somewhere and Miles had the place to himself. Yes, had to be that.

I felt relieved, somehow, like I was worried they might get caught. Stupid as that was.

Still, the knowledge that my wife was cheating on me was one thing, but that I now had a face, was another. I now was able to create fantasies in my head and that wasn’t an altogether good thing, because I wanked, came, then spiralled, before recovering and wanking again. My hit in the libido department was killing me, because I just wanted to keep feeling the sexual high that being a cuckold gave me, rather than the embarrassing torture of the belief my wife was about to leave me.

That evening, porn and whiskey became my new best friend. I watched so much of it, read so much of it, found myself watching men being forced into panties for humiliation purposes. I loved it and hated myself at the same time. I came and started crying, pacing the room and asking myself what the fuck was wrong with me. At some point, I even picked up a pair of her dirty knickers, sniffing them, wrapping them around my cock, even pulling them on. Then I came, and felt like a complete dickhead.

At around two in the morning, my wife arrived home to find me sat playing on the PC. She smiled and seemed to be in good spirits but complained about stinking from the club, so ran directly to the shower. When she came out, I’d already shut down the computer and climbed into bed. She immediately kissed me and said she was sorry for being bitchy earlier, that perhaps her time of the month was close.

“No, it’s fine.” I told her, smiling.

“If you want, we can fool around now?” She purred, kissing my neck.

Jesus, this woman was insatiable. “You want me to fuck you?”

“Yes.”

I’d wanked so often that night, I wasn’t even sure I could, but then I remembered where she’d been, who had been in her. I wondered if he’d worn a condom or not, but she’d showered, so I guess I wouldn’t find out, but the thought made me erect again. I shoved inside her and heard her gasp. I wasn’t huge, but I wasn’t small either. Today though, I had a different problem.

I had my eyes closed, focusing on my fantasy, on her getting fucked by Miles, over and over.

I came. I didn’t even last a minute.

“I’m sorry.” I moaned, but she was giggling.

“Someone was horny! Wow!” She laughed.

“You’re not angry?”

“Are you kidding? It’s two in the morning, I’m glad I get to go to sleep sooner! Anyway, I’m taking it as a compliment. I clearly turn you on.” She said with pride.

She ran to the bathroom to clean off, then returned. “How were the ladies?”

“Oh great, they send their regards!” She lied.

“Wonderful. Glad you had a nice night.”

As she buried her head in the pillow, she gave me a wide, contented smile. “Oh, I had a wonderful night!”

“That’s…that’s lovely.” I said, kissing her forehead.

Sleep didn’t come easy, much as I wanted it to. I lay there, wondering what was going to happen to me, where my life was going. I wanted to scream, to confront her, but in the back of my mind, I felt like such a failure. I’d driven her to this, it was my fault, all of it. I didn’t deserve her, clearly, so I couldn’t blame her. I just simply couldn’t.


Two

During Sunday I did some work in the garden whilst Alison relaxed indoors. She sat on the sofa, watching her reality TV shows, scrolling through her phone, when she came across a photo she hadn’t expected to see. There was Christy walking with her husband through Rome. I’d liked the photo.

Her heart froze. Everything around her froze. I’d liked Christy’s photo, but Alison hadn’t realised that Christy was in Rome. In that moment, Allie wondered what was going on, because I hadn’t called her out on her lie, nor did I seem upset by it. She wondered if perhaps I had just randomly liked the photos without checking when they were from.

There was one more thing to check. She dialled Jackie’s number, hearing a groan from her sick friend. “Still no better?” Allie asked.

“Urgh!”

“Sorry Jackie. Hey, listen, quick question, did you chat with Terry lately?”

The line went silent, then Jackie replied, “He’s useless. He tells me to keep it a secret but he can’t do it himself?”

“What was it he wanted?”

“He wanted to plan you a surprise birthday party for next month. I talked him out of it.”

Alison chuckled, albeit not about the party, about the obvious lie. She knew that I definitely knew she hated surprise parties with a passion, she made him swear I’d never do it, so clearly I was using it as an excuse. “Thanks. Duh! He’s a dingus. Anyway, thanks for talking him out of it. Hope he wished you well.”

“Yeah, I was saying, still don’t know if it’s flu or COVID, but it’s the worst.”

“Man flu.”

“Lady flu, bitch!” She laughed.

They ended the call after some general chit-chat, they ended the call and Alison sat back, thinking about why I hadn’t confronted her on her obvious lie. She reached one obvious answer, I was cheat on her already and thought this balanced things.

Alison was pissed but rather than confront me herself, she decided to do some snooping of her own. That was when she accessed my personal computer and found out the truth, that I wasn’t having an affair, that I was obsessing about her affair.

Obviously, at that point, Allie was too angry and confused to see the benefits of my fetish, rather she was pissed that instead of fighting for her, I was obsessing over porn.

I didn’t know any of this until much later on. I didn’t know that as we lay in bed that night, she was not scrolling through her phone but rather reading cuckold stories. I didn’t now that the following day, when Miles wanted to get it on with her, she rejected him because she was concerned about me, about my fetish, and when he asked what fetish and she told him, he actually laughed. I didn’t know that it was actually Miles who made her see some sense and recognise it for what it was, an opportunity.

That evening, when she arrived home late, obviously unable to drive me home, she had an interesting smirk on her face. It confused me, but she gave me a long juicy kiss and told me that she was horny. “Do you know what you haven’t done for a long time?” She asked. “You haven’t gone down on me.” She flopped back on the sofa and pulled up her skirt, revealing the stockings, the suspender straps, the shiny black thong panties, glistening wet from whatever was up there. She pulled the thong to the side. “Why don’t you chow down?”

I stared at the huge glob of cum that just sat there at the entrance. She had to know I’d see it, recognise it. There was cum all over her, male cum, I knew it, she knew I knew it. Fuck, she knew I knew about the affair, which meant she probably knew about the porn. Or did she? Maybe she was reading porn! Maybe she was getting off on it, that was why she was having an affair in the first place! Perhaps she wanted us to be more kinky.

Rather than question her, I dropped to my knees and gulped loudly, moving closer. She stared in that challenging way women did when they caught someone out in a lie and were waiting for them to admit it, but I refused. I refused to be the one to confess. First she needed to say the words, admit she was cheating on me.

My tongue began licking, my dick straining as I ate Miles’ cum from her pussy. It seemed he’d filled her completely, because it just kept on coming, over and over. She moaned with each lap of the tongue, and I’m ashamed to admit it, but I too found myself moaning now, invested in my new job as creampie eater.

She came hard, chest heaving, teeth grit. “Are you hard?” She panted.

“Yes.”

“Then fuck me!”

I didn’t last long, how could I have? This was taking over every element of my body, my brain was constantly imagining her on her knees taking Miles’ huge cock, begging for more, telling him how much better he was.

“Lick me clean again.” She said panting. I ignored the again, she’d clearly slipped, but I did lick her clean, I sucked my cum from her, licked her to orgasm after orgasm.

We were wild that night. We ate dinner, then ran to bed and fucked twice more. Not once did we talk about cheating, it was all there in the air, implied, never said.

That night, before falling asleep, we had some TV show playing in the background, but both of us read from our phones. This time though, my eyes caught the name of the book on The Hotwife Trainer by Tinto Selvaggio, a set of books I’d already read. So she was reading cuckold books! The question now was, was she reading them before or after me?

The next day at work, people seemed a little different around me, some snickering, some looking at me was puppy-dog sad eyes. For a moment, I thought I was going to be fired, until in our standup, Nigel offered to delegate a task from me to someone else. I began to complain about it but then Nigel said, “What? I thought you like delegating tasks?” I looked confused so he followed up with, “At least that’s what your wife says!” And then the whole room erupted with laughter. They all knew!

He said that was what Allie said, but I doubted Allie told that to them, more likely it came from Miles, which meant Allie told him that I was into cuckolding.

Sparks flew in my head, and when I arrived home, alone again, I logged onto my PC and checked the event log, seeing exactly when it was last powered up and used. Sunday, during the day, whilst I was out. She’d seen my porn history, which meant she’d checked on me.

I decided to test one more thing. I texted Jackie, “Why did you rat me out???”

She texted back immediately. “SORRY!!!”

My wife knew everything.

I braced myself for what might be coming home. Was yesterday a test? Or was yesterday a sign of what she wanted? Was she finally going to admit the truth?

The moment the door opened, we just stared at each other. She then dropped her laptop bag, took off her coat and folded it neatly. “Lie down on the floor.” She said, a calm firmness to her voice.

I nodded and dropped, watching her unzip her skirt, folding it, then stepping over my head, pulling on the panties and letting them drop. Cum gathered, just like before, a little dripping onto the tip of my nose, then she dropped, pressure against my mouth. “Lick. Lick me clean like a good cuckold.” She whispered. There, she’d said it. “You know what you are, you’re a pathetic, useless cuckold who’s only good for licking other men’s spunk from my sexy, gorgeous cunt. Aren’t you? Nod.” I nodded. “Pathetic, useless, failure of a man. Get it all out of me, all of Miles’ seed. Mmm, tasty. He knows, you know? He knows just what a loser you are. We laughed as he fucked me today. I told him how you found out I was cheating on you, so just went with it, because you’re too pathetic to challenge me on it, well you’ve lost that right now. You’re my cuckold. You’ll do what I tell you to do from now on, is that clear?”

I nodded again, still licking.

“There’s going to be some changes around here. You’re going to do more around this house. I’m tired of pussyfooting around your ridiculous moping. I can fuck who I like, you can’t, then that means I’m in charge. Got that?”

I nodded, feeling my cock strain against the trousers.

She came against my mouth, then reached back and fished my cock out, dropping herself down on it, riding me hard and fast, eyes glued to mine, a sinister, yet questioning look on her face, hands on my chest. I knew that look, she was nervous, wondering if opening the can as just did would lead to negative consequences.

“Is he good?” I asked her.

“Uh-huh, very.” She replied, panting. “B…”

“Say it.”

“Better than you. Way better, because you’re a pathetic loser, aren’t you?”

“Yes!” I came, proving her point and then once again, I was licking.

After another orgasm for her, she finally collapsed next to me, staring up at the ceiling, waiting for the inevitable debate. We just lay there, waiting for someone to go first, so I decided to.

“What would you like for dinner? Shall I order something, or cook?” I asked.

She turned to look at me, almost asking me, seriously? Then she smiled and said, “Cook for me.”

“Of course, glad to.”

Moments later, she just sat there in the kitchen, just her top on, no knickers, no skirt, nursing a glass of white wine as she watched me cook. I told her about work, leaving out the meeting comments for now, I would get to that, told her the project was actually going well and finally the team seemed to be warming up to me.

“That’s good…” she replied softly, too embarrassed or confused to speak further.

“They made a joke today, in the meeting.” I said.

“Oh?”

“Yeah…” I repeated what had happened and her eyes widened and her cheeks turned crimson. With trembling hands she rushed for her phone, ready to chastise Miles, but I quickly stopped her. “It’s okay.” I said.

“No, it’s not, I…”

“Allie! It’s okay. I found it funny. I took it on the chin and actually the meeting went smoother after. Don’t say anything.”

“But he can’t go telling everyone, I’ll look like a slut.”

“Well…the cat’s out of the bag now.” I shrugged. “As for me, I found the humiliation…erm…interesting.”

She regarded me for a moment before a smile curled up. “Are you ready to talk about it?”

“Not yet.”

“Me neither.”

So we didn’t. We enjoyed a nice evening together, cuddled up like old times, laughing over a stupid movie, and then we went to bed where she sucked me for a bit. After I came in her mouth, she kissed me, pushing my cum into my mouth.

“Do you suck him?” I asked.

“Of course.” She smiled. “I love sucking him.”

“Do you swallow?” I asked, knowing she never wanted to swallow with me.

Another blush, apologetic. “Yes.”

“It’s okay. Has he fucked your arse?” A place I hadn’t been, never allowed.

“Yes.” No blush this time, a grin, sadistic, enjoying the pain that I felt, the pain I clearly seemed to be enjoying.

“Have you been fucking him long?”

She shook her head. “When I asked for more work. It…It wasn’t a condition, if that’s what you are thinking. We were working late and it just sort of…happened. I was sad, about you, about us, and he held me. I kissed him but he pushed me away, told me he couldn’t, not without permission from his wife.”

“Permission?” I asked, surprised.

“Yes, they have an agreement. He can play with certain women but they need to be on a list, she needs to approve that person. But Cindy knows me, she okayed it immediately, so we fucked. We’ve been fucking ever since.” Then she frowned. “Well, actually, I stopped for a bit, when I thought things would get better, between us.”

I nodded, I remembered. “And this weekend? At his place?” I asked, and she gave me a look. “Find my.” I said and she made an oh face.

“Cindy was there. We shared him.”

“Did you and Cindy…”

“Yes,” she said immediately, interrupting me. “Several times.”

I nodded again. That hurt. I’d begged for a threesome, was told no way. She’d done it with him. For now, I had no more questions, so she asked some in return.

“Do you like that I cheated on you?” Simple question, simple answer.

“Yes.”

“Do you like that I said mean things to you?”

“Yes.”

“Do you like that I did the one thing you begged for, without you? Do you like the pain of me doing that to you?”

I paused, this was it, this was me giving away the key to the castle, knowing that she was pretty much carte blanche from here on out. “Yes.” I replied, and now she giggled. She got it, she understood.

We lay there, silent together, holding one another. “This could be a lot of fun, if we let it.” She whispered. “Miles and Cindy have a unique relationship, and Miles has had experience with this stuff. We could make it work for us.”

“How far would you want to take it?”

Another chuckle from her. “I think the mystery of that enhances the pleasure. Let’s just agree that I’m in charge, okay?”

“Okay.” I agreed, feeling my heart race and my stomach tighten. I didn’t know what that meant, but I had a feeling this could spiral quite easily.


Three

The madness began on Monday at around four. I received a phone call from a woman named Janice who asked me to come see Miles for a quick catch-up about the project. As I had now formally settled in, Nigel had finally accepted me as the project manager, and had even used the words, good work, every so often. Honestly, things were finally going well for me, and with this experience, I would be able to springboard into a project management position elsewhere later.

So that afternoon, I grabbed my laptop and headed over to the main building, where finally the receptionist smiled at me and told me to go on up.

Miles was a guy who liked suits. Every time I saw him, he was in a tailored suit of some sort, but never did I see him with a tie. He always wore tight shirts, usually with two buttons open rather than one. With a greying stubble on his chiselled jaw, and neatly combed silver hair, one would think he was old, but he was only ten years my senior at forty-two.

He grinned as I walked in, sparkling teeth glowing. Rather than stand up, he held out an arm, ready to shake. “Come in, take a seat. How are things going?”

“Good. Better.” I said.

“Better?”

“Well, you know, rocky start. Nigel wasn’t too happy about his mate not getting the job.”

Miles smirked. “Nigel should care more about saving this company some money. And from I’ve heard from him, we made the right decision, you’re pulling your weight. How’s everyone else doing?”

“Good actually. We decided to adopt an agile approach which means we’ve divided the features into stories. Essentially, we’ll be able to deliver the critical features far sooner, then backfill later on.”

“Huh.” Miles looked confused. “So, you’re saying that we can be testing this earlier than mid-next year?”

“Yeah, so, I reckon by the end of this year, we’ll be testing the combined solution, and already able to begin onboarding the test centres.”

“That’s…wow, that’s impressive, how’d you manage that?”

“The plan was originally setup in waterfall methodology. You know, design, code, test, deliver? I moved us to agile, which means each element of the solution is broken down into user stories and deliverables. We then bundle those and prioritise them, build against the bundle in the form of sprints of work, and test before moving on to the next sprint, or bundle. It means we can test far sooner and then back fill later. Think of it like building a house. We get the foundation, walls and roof done first, add windows, then you can move in if you want and begin working on the rest.”

“That’s brilliant. And they went with that?”

“Yeah, the coders are all young so they’re used to that.”

He leaned back and grinned. I realised that when I was walking up I hadn’t seen my wife at her desk, so I guessed she was out somewhere, but then a thought occurred to me. He hadn’t stood to shake my hand, he was pressed against the table, and if I looked down… yep, there were the soles of two women’s shoes. She was under the desk, blowing him.

Miles clicked that I’d cottoned on to what was happening. “You cool?” He asked, and I nodded quickly. “She’s good, isn’t she?”

“Yes.”

“I’d prefer yes, Sir, from now on. It’s good for the cuckold to know his place, right?”

“Yes Sir.”

He inhaled deeply. “I want you to know that your place here in the company is not contingent on me fucking your wife. Those are two separate situations. The fact was, it made financial sense to get grant money for helping you get your feet, and honestly, it made business sense to grab someone with fresh knowledge. Others would bring their shit into it. As to your wife, I understand you’ve got a kinky side like me, so we’re gonna have a little fun. But as you’ve discovered, I don’t hide my sex life, and you shouldn’t either.”

“Yes Sir,” I nodded, relieved that I got to keep my job.

Suddenly, he closed his eyes and rolled his head back, letting out a gasp. “Yeah, you fucking slut.” He said, and then I heard the plop of a mouth leaving his cock, following by a zipping sound soon after. “You know what to do.” He smirked down under the desk.

Alison stood, her mouth closed and a tight smirk on her mouth as she looked at me with dark, salacious eyes. She walked over, hips moving seductively in the tight black dress, as she pressed her lips to mine, using her tongue to access my mouth and deposit Miles’ load.

As she pulled back, a dominant smile on her mouth, Miles said, “Swallow my load, cuckold.”

I swallowed with a loud gulp, my body shaking with fear and excitement.

Alison returned to Miles’ side and he wrapped his arm around her, pulling her onto his knees. She stared at me with wonder as he spread her legs and pushed his hand up the short dress to begin fingering her.

“I’ll be taking your wife home with me tonight. Cindy wants to play again.” He told me. “But the good news is you can drive her car home. No need to take the bus. I’ll drive her home after.”

“Yes Sir.” I replied.

“Don’t worry. Soon you’ll get to see me take her properly. When you’re ready. Just remember that I’m in charge, at work, and at home.”

Another gulp. “Ye-yes Sir.”

“You can go now, cuckold.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

As I stood, both could see my erection jutting out in front of me. “You need to do something about that, Allie. Can’t have him walking around with that. Wank him off into that plastic water cup and have him drink it.”

Alison actually rolled her eyes and groaned as she stood and walked over to me. “Fine, I’ll wank his pathetic dick, but tomorrow I’m going to lock it in a chastity cage. Don’t see a need for it to be free for him to wank.” She said.

“That’s a fine idea, Allie. In fact,” he pressed the buzzer on his desk and his secretary Ivana walked in, just as Allie pulled out my cock and began to wank it into the cup. “Ivana, pop down to the nearest sex shop and pick up a chastity cage for this pathetic cuckold.”

The pretty redhead smiled. “Yes Miles. Something small, it seems.” She noted, looking at my cock.

“Precisely!” Miles sang, clapping his hands whilst my wife furiously wanked my cock, my trousers and underpants around my ankles, me bent over with a horrified, humiliated look on my face.

The redhead stared at me, looking at my backside. “Pretty legs and bum like that, should be in knickers.” She smiled, then left. She just said that and left.

The others didn’t seem to acknowledge it, thankfully, and before anyone could say anything further, I let out a groan and came into the cup. “Here, drink it!” Snapped my wife, reaching for a tissue and wiping her hands with disgust. “My car keys are in my handbag. Don’t go home until Ivana returns.”

“Yes Allie, thanks.”

“I think if Miles gets Sir, I should get Miss, don’t you?” She asked, arms folded whilst Miles smirked behind her.

“Er, yeah…yes Miss.”

“Good.” She said, returning to Miles and straddling him. “Now fuck off!”

And just as I was stepping out to leave, I watched as she pressed a hand to his face and kissed him.

I kept my head low as I walked through that office, grabbed the keys out of the handbag, then out of the building, fully aware that everyone knew what was going on, humiliation burning through me. After ejaculating, I felt dumb, like everyone saw me as a wimp, but the further I walked back to my office, the more the arousal returned. Thankfully, I kept myself in check.

It was nearly six by the time Ivana arrived with the box, and thankfully, I was the last one in the office. “Come on, let’s get it over with.” Ivana sighed.

“I…I can do this myself.” I told her.

“Oh no,” she smiled. “No way. Not letting you cheat. Up, drop your pants.”

She dropped to her knees and fiddled with the ring, pushing my balls through them, then pressing the tiny flat metal to my cock, forcing it into my body, before she inserted the brass locking mechanism.

“There, all done.” She smiled. “I’ll be keeping the keys until tomorrow. My suggestion though, is once Allie has them, that she unlocks you to shave. A sissy like you shouldn’t have body hair.”

I knew the term sissy, I’d already come across it in my porn dalliances. The last thing I wanted was to become a sissy. Heck, I didn’t really want to be a cuckold, but I’d just accepted it. “I…I’m not a sissy.” I told her.

“Yet.” She smirked. “But I have a feeling you will be. You’re certainly not much of a man!” She watched me, still stood there with my pants down. “In fact, bend over the desk.”

“What?”

“Now! Bend over the fucking desk!” She snapped, then grabbed a plastic ruler from the desk and proceeded to beat my backside with it. “Naughty sissy! Not doing what she’s told!”

I grabbed the edge of the desk as the ruler thwacked me over and over. I cried out, begging her to stop but she just kept going, and to my horror, even with the cage on, my cock tried to swell.

“See sissy?” She then said, coming up next to me. “I’ve seen your type before. You think you’re the first cuckold Miles has had here? They’re all shocked and scared at first, then before long they’re prancing around in pink sissy dresses. You’re all pathetic losers, and I despise the lot of you. Good for nothings.” Then she spat on my face before throwing the ruler on the desk with a clatter and walking out with a look of disgust.

I lay over that desk, panting, tears streaking down my face, not from the pain, but rather the feeling of uselessness. I was a wimp, a pussy, a sissy, perhaps it was time to just accept that. I wasn’t sure, I just knew that I couldn’t continue like this or I wouldn’t have any self-identity left.

That evening, I discovered just how much of a nuisance the cage was. I wanted to wank, I just couldn’t, but at the same time, I couldn’t stop reading the porn. But one thing Ivana had done was planted an unwanted seed. Suddenly, I needed to better understand sissification, what it actually meant for the submissive.

The stories played it out that it made the man become ultra compliant, a shadow of the man they once were, and essentially a slave in the truest sense of the word. The humiliation of wearing the extravagant lingerie and dresses usually broke the men’s will entirely and often resulted in the loss of their partner. That wasn’t something I wanted.

Yet I needed to see it, not just read it, so obviously, I began looking for porn. On the porn channels, most sissy stuff was a bit weird, or lead to transgender porn which was fine but not really what I was looking for. What I did find pop up was something called sissy hypnosis, and when I clicked on one, I was shocked by what I found.

Flashing images of women with cocks getting fucked, set to loud music, overlayed by text telling me to get abused, to suck cock, to let men use me, to sniff something called poppers. I switched it off immediately. This wasn’t a rabbit hole I wanted to go down.

Still, the poppers interested me. What were they? Were they a drug? Were they legal?

My research led me to discover they were indeed legal and previously used as a why to widen blood vessels. The abuse of them certainly wasn’t encouraged, which was why many were sold as tape-head cleaner, or leather cleaner. According to websites, sniffing them gave a short-lived but intense rush which made the user incredibly aroused.

I promised myself not to allow myself to get involved with the drug, regardless of the legality. I simply wouldn’t allow myself to spiral.

The problem was, when my wife got home and made me lick her pussy clean, it left me feeling horny and unsatisfied. She looked at the cage, laughed and said something about maybe never taking it off again, before going to sleep, but sleep was difficult to come by for me. I found myself struggling to overcome the feeling of desperation I had.

By Wednesday, the office visits to see my wife blow Miles and pass me his cum increased in frequency, as had my feelings of arousal. I could no longer keep it inside me. The cage had come over on Tuesday night just so that Allie could check me and to allow me to shave my body, but she then iced my dick to shrink the erection, not allowing me to climax. I needed to find another way.

Wednesday evening I was alone again. Miles and Cindy dominated my wife’s evenings, which meant I got to see her briefly before bed around midnight. Tonight though, they had her the whole night. So, I searched online how to climax without touching my dick, and the answer came quite clearly. “Use a small dildo to stimulate the prostate, whilst rubbing the perineum.” I said to myself as I read.

I had my answer. The sex shop would still be open, so I headed down there.

The shop was actually busier than I thought it would be. Men walked in, paid some money for something, then disappeared through a door behind a curtain. But I wasn’t interested in that, curious as I was, I had different goal.

The dildo I selected was not overly large, was purple latex and looked like a normal-sized penis. Nothing huge. I also selected some good anal lubricant which was designed to numb the hole, because I could quite imagine that it would be painful going in.

It was as I was approaching to pay for the items, that I saw the little bottles of poppers that I had seen online, lined up in a box behind the cashier. “Erm, and the, erm, Rush, please.” I said.

A rush was what I was in to get home after that, but once there, I began to research about how to prepare myself for anal play, and after I did that, set myself up on the floor, on a towel, my PC open and ready to play porn.

I didn’t hurry to use the dildo either, I needed to get myself in the mood first, so after watching a cuckolding video and scooping a little lubricant on my fingers, I began rubbing my perineum. The feeling was good and soon had me moaning, but I still couldn’t quite get to where I needed to be.

The poppers beckoned but I had no clue when and how often to inhale them. It occurred to me that perhaps the sissy hypnosis videos would be a good way to start to understand them, and then maybe I could move back to normal porn. So I searched poppers sissy hypnosis porn, cued up a video and pressed play.

“Get your poppers ready, stick them right up that nostril like a good little sissy and inhale!” The female voice said, then, “Inhale!”

I followed the instructions, inhaling into each nostril, a putrid chemical smell. Instantly, a heat rose in my head and I heard a whooshing heartbeat in my ears. The video continued, flashing images, being told to take cock, that I’m a whore, that I need cock, need cum, that I’m a cumdump, that I need to wear panties, that I need to take hormones. Normally, I would’ve turned this off, it wasn’t me, but the rush made me so horny that all I could do was rub my perineum and moan. “Yeah, yeah, fuck, oh yeah!”

“Get ready…” The voice said, and I grabbed the bottle. “Deep this time, three times and hold it. Inhale!” I followed and the rush deepened. Now I needed the cock, so I lubricated it and then pressed it against my hole, pushing it inside. I felt a stinging pain at first but it passed fast. The moment the cock hit my prostrate, it sent shockwaves through my body.

I continued the video, rubbing my perineum whilst fucking my arse with the dildo, only taking breaks to sniff poppers. For sure, I wasn’t going to cum from this quickly, but it felt amazing, like a constant wave of pleasure.

I moved to the next video, entitled Become an Anal Slut – Poppers Edition. The video gave instructions of how and when to fuck myself with the dildo, telling me to do it daily. I huffed poppers, then got on my knees and fucked myself with the dildo, faster, harder, rubbing my perineum, until suddenly, my cock dribbled cum from the cage.

That was it! I’d cum! And yet, bizarrely, I didn’t really feel relief. I didn’t feel any drop in libido, or the self-hatred I normally felt. I was still horny!

The cock did feel uncomfortable now though, so I pulled it out, washed it, then hid it and the poppers in my bedside drawer. For the next few days after work, the poppers, the dildo, and the hypno, all became my new best friend.


Four

The flu that Jackie had was going around and the latest to be hit was Alison. Whilst she was home sick, I was working, a change to how things were when I was unemployed, but that essentially meant a week of no play for either of us, because I could hardly take the dildo out in front of her.

Whilst I brimmed and bared it, Alison spent two days in bed sweating off the flu. By day three, she was feeling better but still unable to work, so instead, lay in bed watching shows on streaming. But because she was feeling better, she also began to get a little horny.

At first, she used her phone to watch porn and masturbate to, but later she decided she wanted a bigger screen, so decided to use my PC. It would be the second time that I was stupid enough to forget I wasn’t the only one who sometimes used that device.

Of course, she found the sissy hypnosis, watched the content and was left feeling confused. She didn’t really know about sissification as the books she’d read had been more focused on cuckolded men, rather than sissies, but rather than judge, she began to read about it.

But something bugged her about the videos I’d watched. Each of them focused on poppers use. She knew what poppers were because she’d seen people using them in clubs, though she’d never tried it herself. But what bugged her was that if I was looking for videos linked to poppers, it meant I probably had them in the house. And that led her to my secret stash.

The dildo was a surprise for her, but it left her chuckling. With her nose clear now, she tried the poppers, experiencing the same rush I had experienced, which made her want to masturbate. She huffed and masturbated, climaxing whilst imagining me being dressed in lingerie getting fucked by men, something she’d never thought of before.

By the weekend, she was feeling better and that meant she could visit Miles and Cindy. It was during one of their marathon lovemaking sessions that she discussed sissification with the couple, only to find them chuckle when she mentioned it.

“Now that he’s caged, I’m not surprised he’s gone there.” Said Cindy. “Submissives look for any way to experience sexual pleasure when they are caged, which often takes them down the proverbial rabbit hole. Get him a pair a pretty satin panties and see how he reacts. I bet he gets all defensive, but if you order him to put them on, he won’t dare hesitate. They need to be told.”

“We have some here, if you need some.” Said Miles.

That confused Allie. “Why do you have sissy panties here?”

“Before you we used to have a girl here. She moved away, took her sissy hubby with her.” Cindy explained. “But they left some of his stuff here, stuff he used to wear to serve us.”

“Oh.” Frowned Allie. “Wait, so you are used to this? Why did the other leave?”

“Melonie, cute girl, her work took her abroad, so we put her in touch with a friend of ours there, and she took her sissy with her.” Miles explained. “Shame, but then we found you.”

“So your plan was to change Terry into a sissy?” Allie asked, a little concerned.

The couple laughed and shook their heads. “No. We didn’t even know he was into cuckolding, which was why I added you to the list.” Said Cindy. “But now we know your husband is a subbie, well, we can all have a lot of fun, and it will be fun for him too.”

“Yeah, if he doesn’t get addicted to the sissy hypnosis shit.” Allie moaned.

Again, Cindy laughed. “Let him. It’s good. Encourage him and watch what happens.”

Allie smiled but she still didn’t really understand the benefit. “What’s your long game from this? We have our fun, but you two are a couple, eventually you get bored, and then what? I’m left with a ruined husband, alone, lonely…”

“No Allie. What happens is really up to you.” Said Cindy. “We have a big house, no kids, and we are very sexual people. We both have room in our hearts for more. In an ideal world, we would not be a couple, but I would like a wife, although legally I can’t when I have a husband, I think you know what I mean?”

“Oh,” replied Allie in surprise, “so you’d want me to move in?”

“Yes, though I’m not sure about your husband. We would need to see about him. If he did, then purely as a sissy maid.”

Allie licked her lips, but was unable to picture the scenario, like it or not, she still loved me and couldn’t imagine subjecting me to such a thing, much as it turned her on too.

That evening, Allie left Miles’ home with a paper bag filled with items, panties mainly, bralettes, stockings, suspender-belts. When she arrived home, I saw run straight upstairs. I was glad to have checked Find My because I had been fucking myself with the dildo and huffing poppers until recently.

I followed her up and found her lying on the bed, skirt off, legs spread and cum pouring from her pussy, but that wasn’t what caught my eyes. Next to her, spread out on the bed, was a large pair of pink satin panties, ruched backside, an inch of white lace along the top and bottom hems.

“Get undressed, put the knickers on, and lick my pussy.” She told me firmly.

“But…I don’t want to…”

“DO NOT LIE TO ME!” She screamed, making me jump in fear. “Put the fucking panties on, now! I know about the sissy porn and the dildo, you fucking waste of air! Put them on and if you ever fucking argue with me again, I’ll beat you within an inch of your life, is that fucking understood?”

My lips trembled, then I nodded. “Yes Miss.” I replied, stripping down.

“I fucking own you now, remember that.” She said, her voice calming. “I love you Terry, but enough of this pansying around. You want to be a sissy, so I will make that happen for you. You should be thanking me!”

“Th-thank you Miss.” I replied, not having the heart to say I didn’t want to be a sissy, that I just liked the fantasy. But then as I slipped the panties up my smooth legs, something changed in me, a charged feeling of arousal. As I patted down the soft satin, my body buzzed, and as I slid my fingers between my legs and realised I would no longer need lubricant, because this felt better.

“You like that huh?” She purred, her finger diddling her dirty clit.

“Yes Mistr…Miss.”

“Mistress. Jesus Terry, how did we get here? Come on, this dirty cunt isn’t going to lick itself.”

I licked the cum from her pussy, wondering what would happen next to me, where we were going with this. Eventually though, she came and we lay next to each other and she told me everything about Cindy and Miles. The whole idea of what they liked and did interested me, but I didn’t want to become a sissy slave to them, nor did I want to live with them.

“Honestly, me neither,” said Alison. “But I like the idea of continuing to cuckold you. And I want to explore this sissification thing. I think it could be fun, turn you into my doll.”

“Yes…Mistress.”

She reached over to a bag next to the bed and then tipped out the contents. “They gave me this too. They have dresses too if you want them, pretty funky maid outfits and shit. Look, I’m not going to pressure you into this if you genuinely don’t want it, but I saw what you’ve been watching, so I think you do.”

I picked up the pink satin bralette, the one which matched the panties I had on, and pulled it over my head. “I want to do it.”

For a moment, Alison bit her lip as she watched me dress up in the sissy stuff. I could tell there was no physical attraction to me dressed like this, that really wasn’t the point, but the power of turning me into this aroused her.

And it scared her.

“I think I’m going to limit how much I see Miles outside of work.” She said, surprising me. “I just worry this is getting too much. I’ll start going home at normal times, start trying to have a normal marriage with you.”

“And this?” I asked, hands showing her the lingerie.

“Oh, I want to play, don’t get me wrong, but I don’t think it should take over our lives.”

“I understand.” I said, and I did. I’d read enough to know that she was worrying about this pleasure consuming her and eventually losing all respect for me, which meant she’d lost some for me already. But that respect was lost not because she was fucking Miles, or because I was wearing lingerie or fucking my arsehole with a dildo, but because I moped and whined during the time I was out of work. With my diminishing self-respect, she had lost respect for me.

It was a relief to hear her say these words, a relief because I knew my wife, the woman I married, was still in there pulling the strings, but over the next days, as she implemented her idea and pulled back from Miles, I felt a profound sense of disappointment, like a part of me was being lost.

The promise of more panties and lingerie never came to fruition, and then one weekend, she unlocked my cage and asked me to fuck her. I don’t think I’d ever been so disappointed as I was in that moment.

My brain was already programmed for cuckold porn, sissy porn and more. My cock took longer than it should to get hard, and to do so, I had to remind myself of that fact that my wife had cheated on me. As I fucked her, I pictured Miles in the room, putting a bra on me as he told me this would be my last time fucking my wife.

I came fast, too fast, and rather than chuckling, this time my wife groaned. I offered to go down on her but she refused.

The next day at work, Nigel kept me behind late for a meeting. Allie offered to stay late too but I told her she didn’t need to. The meeting was about nothing, but just as it wrapped up he told me that Miles wanted to see me. Somehow, I felt like this was a setup.

It was.

I entered the empty building and went straight up the Miles’ office. There on the desk was a large grey package.

“That’s for you.” Miles said.

“What is it?” I asked.

He smiled. “Open it, take a look.”

I pulled at the plastic, finding a whole bunch of little clear envelopes inside, each with pink, purple or white satin inside. Panties, lots and lots of sissy panties from the online shop Shein. Lace on all of them, some open at the back. “Erm…th…thanks?”

“Get undressed, show me.” Miles smiled.

“I don’t think…”

“It wasn’t a request, sissy.” He said firmly. “I already know you wear them.”

“Not that much actually.” I noted, given that Allie had taken a step back from it all.

“I know. Alison has been ghosting me too. How disappointing, right?”

I frowned, mainly because I agreed with him, rather than my own wife.

There was no getting out of this. I undressed and the moment he saw I was out of the cage, he tutted. “How far we fell, so fast.”

As I tried on the panties, giving him a show, he nodded and commented on what a pretty sissy I made, and how wonderful it would be if I continued to be a sissy cuckold. And with the last set on, a set of pink and white lace bloomers with the word SLUT imprinted on the back, he told me to walk around his desk and kneel. It was only then that I realised that he’d had his cock out the whole time and was slowly wanking it.

“Tell me, do you want Alison to continue to cuckold you?”

“Yes Sir.” I replied, I did, but I wasn’t going to force her or give her an ultimatum.

“But my guess is that you are not encouraging her. My guess is you are so ashamed of what you are, that you are just happier to accept being unhappy, than to actually tell her your feelings. She’s not stopped this because she doesn’t enjoy it, she’s stopped it because she’s worried about losing you.” He leaned forward and placed a hand on my head, gently tugging me forward. “Until you do get things going, I think you need to understand a sissy’s place, so time for you to learn what that mouth is for.”

My eyes widened in horror, he was going to make me suck him off! But I didn’t want that, I wasn’t gay. Even as I felt myself about to say that though, images flashed in my head from all the hypnosis I’d watched. Never say no to cock. Your mouth is for sucking cock. You are a cumdump.

I gulped, my body was in autopilot and somewhere in my brain, the real me was screaming, begging to be let out, but he was gone now, no longer in control.

My mouth wrapped around the fat head of his dick and sure enough, I was bobbing up and down, slurping and sucking, my body telling me to do a good job, to do it the way I would like it. It tasted surprisingly good, and the more I took, the more I wanted. The more my eyes teared up, the more I choked, the sexier I felt.

One of my hands reached back, feeling the smooth satin pulling tight over my buttocks, a move that did not go unnoticed by Miles. “See? You understand why being a sissy feels so good. Heightened sensations. Smooth fabric on your skin. Giving up control to powerful men and women, meaning you never need to justify your perversions, because they are not yours, they were forced on you, you were made to be like this. That’s why it’s okay to just accept it, because you know you are no longer in control.”

He was right. This wasn’t me doing this, I wasn’t powerful enough to say no, not strong enough. I could accept this, because I couldn’t stop it.

I moaned around the cock as my hand grabbed his balls and massaged them. Now my eyes met his and I could see him smirk, see the victory, and by god, it was sexy! Did I really find men sexy? How could I? I used to be repulsed when I saw a naked man in porn, now I found one sexy?

I blew him for ten minutes before he came, and I swallowed it all down without hesitation.

“You can get dressed now,” he said, “but don’t worry, I won’t ask for this too much, don’t want to get in trouble with your wife. But now you have another job to do. You need to convince Allie that you want to be cuckolded. Convince her to see other men. It doesn’t need to be me for now, I can arrange others, if you like?”

“H-how would I do that?” I asked, confused how I could convince my wife to fuck a complete stranger.

“You could take her out, to a bar or a club. You tell me where, and I’ll send someone. For your part, you point him out, say that she promised you’d get to see it in person, or maybe say that a stranger would be safer than her boss, something to get her thinking she can have her cake and eat it.”

I didn’t understand, how did that help him? I asked him exactly that.

“That’s easy. It’s all about keep the hunger alive. The longer she stays away from good sex, the more she’ll not want to do it. She’ll stop exercising, stop dressing nice, stop trying to be sexy because she won’t feel sexy anymore. At the end of the day, you need to stoke the fire. Make her feel sexy, and like it or not, your little cock can’t do that.”

He was right. Every time she felt settled, she went back to boring clothes, boring life. These past weeks were the most fun we’d had. I didn’t like manipulating her, but she’d cheated on me behind my back; she’d started this, so I was allowed some room to make this just a little bit about me.

“I’ll try to convince her to come out with me this weekend.” I said.

“Excellent. Let me give you my direct phone number.”

I walked out of the office with the package of panties in my arms, tens of knickers, all for me. Hiding them from my wife would be a challenge, but then I realised, I didn’t need to hide them. Miles could have bought expensive knickers we couldn’t afford, but instead, he’d bought cheap Chinese stuff from Shein, stuff that wouldn’t have cost much, stuff I could easily say I wanted.

Once I arrived home, I skirted past my wife and poured the panties into my drawer, throwing away the packaging. I’d begin wearing them in place of my male underwear, maybe that way she would see that this was what I wanted too. I needed to play, I needed her to cuckold me, I needed to be a sissy.


Five

When Allie saw my new collection of knickers, she asked where I got them all. I told her they were cheap, from Shein, then watched as she pulled out each one, holding them up to take a look. She didn’t frown or seem disappointed, just neutral, interested and quite…proud, really.

“I was thinking,” I began, “Maybe we can have a date-night this Friday?”

“Oh Terry, that’s a wonderful idea! Dinner and a movie?”

“How about dinner, drinks, maybe a club for some dancing?”

She snorted. “Dancing? I thought you hated clubbing?”

“I don’t hate it, I’m just not a good dancer, but really, I want to do something nice. Something for us.”

Her arms wrapped around me and I felt a kiss on my cheek. “Maybe you can wear your pretty panties too.” She whispered into my ear.

“Yes Mistress.” I replied, encouraging the role.

Miles was proud to see how well I was doing, how quickly I had worked, but instead of writing, well done Terry, he wrote, “Well done sissy Teri. Master is proud of you. Good girl!”

The reply buzzed through my bones, caused my cock to stir and much as I wished I hadn’t, I fucked my wife, then before she could complain, I slid down and licked her pussy, cleaning her and licking her to an orgasm, a reminder of what I could do with my mouth.

Friday came about, the restaurant was booked, the bar selected, as was the club. I send the entire plan to Miles and he told me that his friend Orn would be at the bar, and later at the club if that didn’t work. I began to wonder what kind of name was Orn, when I saw the picture. Tall, blonde, muscular, clearly Nordic. Heck the guy looked like he was on the cast of Vikings!

Dinner was in a nice Italian place. Alison had actually dressed up for me, black stockings, a tight red off-the-shoulder mini-dress. She was sexy as fuck and I didn’t deserve her. I didn’t deserve to fuck her.

Underneath my black trousers and grey shirt, I wore dark purple sissy French knickers, layers of lace around them that made it feel like padding when I sat down. And beneath that, I put the cage back on, the keys of which were burning a hole in my pocket attached to a white gold chain. I planned to ask her to wear them over dinner, but I was too nervous to even ask.

It took getting to the bar to finally work up the courage. I pulled out the keys and dangled them in front of her. “Can you wear this tonight please?” I asked.

For a moment, she stared at them, then grabbed the necklace and put it on. “Of course.” She replied, but there was a firmness to her tone, like I’d upset her by doing it. The night took a decidedly different direction after that. The conversation which had been accompanied by warmth and smiles, died and instead, she drank and looked around the bar.

When Orn entered the room, it wasn’t just my eyes that fell on him, but nearly every woman in that room, my wife included, froze and took him in. In the brown bomber jacket and beige sweater, he single-handedly took the wind out of every man in that bar. Women who were single and there to be picked up suddenly disengaged from whatever pick-up line the men had for them. Come back later, I have a new task.

“Fuck me…” Gasped Allie, before blushed scarlet in realisation of what she’d done. “Sorry.” She whispered.

“Heck, I get it. Go talk to him.”

Her head turned to stare at me as if I was crazy. “Every single woman in the bar is making a beeline for him. What chance do I have?”

I noted that she didn’t say no, but rather believed that she didn’t have a chance. As I was about to reply, another man walked in, grey suit, olive skinned, Greek perhaps, white shirt, shaved head to deal with pattern baldness, but it made him look like a nightclub owner or something. He made his way to Orn who was ordering a beer. The two hugged like old friends.

It confused me. I thought he’d be alone, and from under the table, I texted Miles to ask what was going on. He replied that Orn couldn’t just stand alone in a bar on a Friday night. That was a good point and I felt a little stupid for not realising that sooner.

Eventually, Allie turned back to me and said, “Why are you pushing me to cheat on you again?” She didn’t sound angry, just surprised.

“Well, I got into it, then you stopped before I had chance to watch. Yeah, maybe getting involved with someone from work was a bad idea, but a stranger?” I asked.

She mulled it for a moment, then looked over at Orn again. “You might be right.” She replied, surprising me that it was so easy for her to agree. “It was fun, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, it was.”

“So you really think I have a chance?”

“Yea, I do.”

She stared some more, then looked at the other women watching the men, trying to angle their moment, and then Allie downed her wine and said, “Fuck it, I’m going in. Wish me luck.”

To the surprise of every woman in that room, Alison walked over to Orn with confidence and introduced herself to them both. I watched both men smile, take her hand and kiss her cheek, then I saw Orn nod over at me, which made Alison look over nervously. I caught the bite of the lip as he said something to her, then the blush of her cheeks as arousal took her.

Then suddenly, the men signalled the barman and ordered a glass of wine for Alison, and then all three walked over.

“Hi,” Orn said, “I’m Orn, nice to meet you.” He smiled, shaking my hand.

“Erm, Terry.” My voice was hoarse, struggling to speak.

“Thanos.” The other man smiled, and I shook his hand too.

“Your lovely wife just invited us to join you. I hope you don’t mind?” Orn said.

“No problem at all. More the merrier.” I said.

And before I could talk more to him, Thanos began to engage me in conversation, asked what I did, talking about sports, his life growing up in Greece, moving to the UK. In the loud bar, I couldn’t really hear what Orn and Allie were talking about, they’d sort of turned away from us, but every so often, I saw her place a hand on his arm, laugh at something he said.

“So, I own a club not far from here.” Thanos said. “I’m going to need to get back there soon because we’re doors open in a couple of hours, but if you like, I can put your name on the list? You and your wife? Orn will come too.”

I’d already planned a different club, but this seemed like a better plan. VIP access, probably a private area, and Thanos to keep me busy whilst Orn engaged my wife. “Sure! Sounds good. Hear that honey? Thanos owns a club. Will get us on the list!”

She gave me a look, one that questioned why I was interrupting her private moment with Orn, but then she smiled condescendingly. “That’s nice honey.”

I took a moment to take in my surroundings. Occasionally, one of the other women would stare daggers in Alison’s direction. I got the feeling they knew we were married, and that this was some sort of kink thing, which made it all worse; this was their meat for the night, how dare we steal him from them?

Eventually, Thanos finished his drink and said he needed to go. “Orn, it’ll be you plus two on the door, okay?”

“Yeah, cheers mate.” Orn replied. “I’ll bring them both there.”

After Thanos left, Orn turn to face the table and began to talk to me. “So your wife tells me you guys have an open marriage. That’s so cool. I wanted that with my ex-wife but she was too traditional, you know?”

“Sure,” I nodded. “It’s a new world, right? No need to get bogged down in tradition.”

He raised his glass and I clinked mine against it, and we both downed our drinks.

“Why don’t I get us a refill?” I said. “What were you drinking?”

“Oh, that’s mighty kind of you. This was the Hammerhead IPA.”

“Good choice.”

I took his glass and left the two alone, moving through the now busy throng of people to get to the bar. One of the disadvantages of the UK was no waiter service in pubs, which meant vying for attention in a packed bar.

Allie and Orn moved to the back side of the high standing table we were at, closer to the wall. I could barely seem them through the people, but I did notice him leaning close, putting and arm around her back and saying something into her ear. She giggled and blushed, before turning to him and pressing her lips to his, just as a huge man stepped across and blocked my view.

“What can I get you mate?” The barman asked.

“Two Hammerheads please.” I said.

The bald man grunted and moved away as I squeezed between some people sat at the bar. As I waited, a young woman leaned over to me. “Your knickers are showing.” She said. I spun to look at the two young women, dressed and primed for clubbing, giggling together.

I quickly reached back and pushed my knickers down, rearranging my shirt which had come loose at the side to reveal the hem of lace. “Shit, thanks.”

“Kinky.” The girl said. “That your wife making out with the hunk?”

“Erm, yeah.” I mumbled.

“Wow. Where can I find a man like you?”

I blushed at the compliment, at least, I assumed it was, then said, “I think there are a few of us around.”

“Sixteen-fifty.” The barman said suddenly, plonking two pints in front of me. I tapped my phone against the terminal.

“Nice to have met you.” I said to the ladies.

“Enjoy your night.” The girl smiled. “Your wife certainly will.” And again, the women laughed as I moved away with the glasses.

When I arrived back at the table, the two were just talking, no apparent cheating. I knew I hadn’t dreamt it, they had been kissing, even the girls had noticed it, but when I arrived back, they seemed to just be chit-chatting about some TV show they both liked.

He thanked me for the beer and clinked his glass against mine, then went back to talking about Vanderpump Rules or some shit. I couldn’t get my head around these reality TV shows, but Allie lived for them. She even watched some of the Real Housewives shows, but admitted that most were too much for her.

As the two chatted away, I could feel eyes on me. I turned and saw the girl at the bar looking over at us, sat alone minding her friend’s bag, probably in the bathroom. The attractive brunette in the shiny lavender clubbing dress stared at me, then gave me a gentle smile. I knew that look, it was the look of jealousy and respect. I looked down at her hand and saw a ring on it that I hadn’t noticed earlier, not a wedding ring, an engagement ring, and yet she’d asked where to find a man like me. It then clicked that she was marrying someone she wasn’t entirely happy with.

She caught my eyes looking at the ring, then when our eyes met again, she frowned and then shrugged. I know, but what can I do? I could read that much from her.

Was I really something special? I’d been made redundant from a job, had to retrain because I was incapable of finding a new one; was just an apprentice, essentially, living from week to week, and was incapable of satisfying my wife. I was anything but special.

The friend returned and I turned back to my table to find both Orn and Allie looking at me.  I told them what the girl had said to me, accidentally forgetting that Orn was meant to be a complete stranger, admitting to him I was wearing sissy panties. He didn’t blink or comment on that, but rather on my question of why a woman would say what she said to me.

“I think you’re not giving yourself enough credit.” He said. “You’re clearly a kind person. You don’t force your masculinity on your wife, you give her freedom to be herself but to have a loving, and clearly playful, partner to come home to. You’re adventurous, so life will never be boring. As to your work, well, AI is going to put a lot of people out of work. You didn’t roll over and give up, you went back and fought it. Allie said you are doing well in your new job, which shows you made the right decision, and after you get experience under your belt, the skies the limit.” He raised his glass and tilted it in my direction. “So you know your deficiencies, but give yourself credit where it is due. You are good man, and yes, a catch for a woman looking for a long term, fun relationship. My guess is that her fiancée is probably just an average Joe, who doesn’t give her the time or life she really desires, but she’s just accepted the boring married life as inevitable.”

Allie grinned up at Orn, her back straightened, then she turned to me and said, “He’s right, you know. You are a catch, but I knew that long ago. I think I even knew that when I started cheating on you, that you wouldn’t leave me. I probably wouldn’t have done it if I thought you would. And that’s not because I think you’re a wimp,” she grinned cheekily, “I already know you’re a pathetic wimp,” she said seductively, “but you’re my pathetic wimp, and I love you.”

And then Allie turned to Orn, placed a hand on his cheek and leaned into kiss him, their mouths parting just enough for me to see their tongues meet.

I took a big gulp of beer, then marched over to the girls. “Look, I don’t know you two, but I just wanted to say, if you want to be happy in your relationships, then you need to communicate. Don’t be afraid to tell your partner what you want, and to negotiate what works for you both. There is not reason to feel shame or embarrassment for the things you like.”

The girl who had talked to me before said, “My fiancée is too straightlaced. He’s the goes to football every weekend bloke type guy. I don’t think he would appreciate what I like.”

“What do you like?”

“I used to do findom online for a bit, during college. I liked the whole sissy thing and kind of hoped for a boyfriend who would do stuff with me online. I stopped when I met Marc, but I wish I could go back to it.”

“How often do you wish for it?”

She blushed and looked away, so her friend said, “She can’t stop talking about it.”

“You need to talk to him.” I said. “Otherwise, you’ll be bitter later.” Then a thought occurred to me. “Do you still have the old accounts?”

“Yeah, not under my name though.” The girl said.

I shrugged. “Write to him that before the wedding you want to confess something, send them to him, see what he says.”

“What if he leaves me?”

“It’ll be sad, but what if he finds out after the wedding? Imagine the cost, financial and psychological.”

The other girl nodded. “He’s right. I’ve been saying this for a while. Tell the truth. If he leaves you, then he ain’t right for you.”

Finally, the woman pulled out her phone, opened her Instagram and switched accounts, copying the link and then writing a text message. “I need to tell you about something in my past, something I gave up because I thought you might hate me for it, but I want you to know about it because I feel it is me, it is who I am, and I miss it. I hope you can forgive me, and I hope we can talk about it.” Then she added the link to the Instagram profile.

“Good luck.” I said.

“Thanks.” She replied, then she grabbed me and gave me a long hug. “You’re a good sissy.”

“Thank you Mistress.” I replied, giving her a wink before returning to Orn and Allie.

I told them both everything, and Allie said I did the right thing.

The right thing…

“Allie, I need to tell you something.” I said.

She smiled at me. “I know Orn’s a setup.”

“Ha…how?” I asked.

“I’m not an idiot. You handed me the keys to your cage. You’re wearing knickers.”

Orn chuckled. “And when she came over to talk to us, she asked, were you sent by Miles?” He laughed. “I wasn’t going to lie to her.”

“Jesus.” I said, flopping my head on the table.

“I’m not angry,” said Allie. “And I think playing with Orn instead of Miles is a good thing.”

“You know that Miles wants to keep you interested so that you eventually go back to him, right?”

“I guessed that, yeah, but I can’t see that happening. You never know though.”

I still had one more secret, the secret of me sucking Miles’ cock, but whilst I felt my confidence rising, I still wasn’t ready to share that particular detail. I didn’t know how she would react, and right at that moment, I didn’t want to ruin our night.

I felt a tap on my shoulder and turned to find the ladies from the bar stood behind me with their drinks. The girl handed me her phone to read the reply from her fiancée.

“Holy shit babe, that’s so hot! OMG! Didn’t know you were so kinky, LOL!!! Would love to be your little slave. Not sure about the crossdressing shit, but let’s talk about it. I’m so fucking hard for you right now!”

As I handed the phone back, she hugged me again, her friend smiling at me with a look of gratitude. “Thank you so much!” The girl hugging me said. “I’m Reilly, by the way, this is Erica.”

“Terry.” I replied. “My wife Alison, and her…lover, Orn.”

“Lover to be…” My wife laughed, reaching over to shake their hands.

The girls stayed with us for the rest of the evening in the bar, with Orn texting Thanos to see if he could add two more to the list. When it came time to head out, Orn took my wife’s hand, whilst the girls threaded their arms through either side of mine. It had certainly turned into an interesting night.


Six

Light crept into the little spare bedroom, the sound of chirping birds an unwelcome song to my throbbing headache. It took me a moment to orientate myself, before finally remembering why I slept in the spare room, and then feeling my cock swell inside the cage.

With a groan, I rolled over to check the time. Just gone eleven, which meant I got four hours of sleep, in total.

After we arrived at the club, I was sent get drinks whilst Orn kept the girls company. On the private VIP balcony above the surprisingly large and already busy nightclub, the mood felt different to the atmosphere below. Hostesses walked around in lacy bodies and fishnet stockings, and after placing my order, I was told a hostess would bring the drinks to us.

Our booth was a mix of seats and large red leatherette beanbags. Looking around, I saw someone snorting what I assumed was cocaine from the table. My wife noticed too and said it was a shame we didn’t have any.

“Since when do you do coke?” I laughed.

“I had a life in college.” She smiled.

“I have some coke.” Said Reilly, reaching into her bag and pulling out a little baggie of white powder. I watched as she setup some lines, pulling out a small glass pipe and snorting two lines down before handing it to my wife.

When it came to my turn, I politely turned it down, but my wife gave me an eye-roll so I thought, fuck it, and just did the lines. The drug burned for a bit, and not long later, I felt like I had a lump in my throat.

But I will agree the drug lightened things up a bit, and as my wife cuddled up against Orn on a beanbag, I watched Reilly type into her phone. She’d been texting all night with her fiancée, sharing fantasies.

“He said he would try on the sissy stuff but I have to promise not to tell anyone.” Reilly said.

We looked at her, blinking, seeing if she really understood what she’d just done. Finally, Erica pushed her and said, “Good job you just told us that, you dozy bitch.” She laughed.

“Oh, fuck, yeah. Well, except you lot I suppose.” Laughed Reilly. “He’s open to me fucking someone else. He said he has a cuckold fetish already but was afraid to tell me.”

“All men have a cuckold fetish.” Said Orn.

“Yeah, not men like you though.” Reilly replied.

“Even men like me. Most men are too insecure to admit it, but all men at some point, imagine another man fucking their wives. It’s living porn, what’s not to enjoy? It doesn’t mean I’m submissive though.” Orn let go of Alison and leaned forward. “Look, there’s cuckolding, and there’s hotwifing, where the man let’s the woman fuck who she likes. Cuckolding is more associated with submissive males, hotwifing with dominant males. But the outcome is the same, the reason differs.”

“That’s actually really interesting.” Erica said. “I wonder if my Phillip wants me to fuck someone else.”

“He’ll likely say no, mainly because he doesn’t know if he can handle it for real,” said Orn. “That’s the biggest issue. Men who want it in fantasy but can’t handle the reality.”

“Huh.”

Reilly was texting again, and in the end Marc wrote that he thought he could handle it and if she wanted to be with someone tonight, she could. I asked where Marc was tonight and she said out with mates, so I suggested she tell him to dump his mates and to come here, that I felt sure Thanos would let him in.

Marc arrived a half-hour later, and by then, Reilly was stood at the bar with Thanos, flirting. The young man was a typical skinny Englishman, looked like someone fresh out of university but with a background of growing up in estates. But when I talked to him, I found he was well-spoken but nervous.

After a couple of drinks, Marc seemed to relax around us, and whilst Reilly cuddled up to the Greek club owner, Marc admitted to being a little relieved by Reilly’s text.

“Why?” I asked.

“Well, you know, I was getting the pre-wedding jitters. What if I end up in a boring marriage like my old man?” He shrugged. “Then I find out my girl’s a dominatrix and well, it’s fucking hot isn’t it? I mean, I love a bit of kink, me, but I thought I was the only one. So to hear she’s not only into it but has a history, I feel like it’s fuckin’ Christmas.”

Reilly giggled, then to seal it, she turned to Thanos and kissed him. Marc looked like his eyes were going to pop out of his skull, but then he moved his arms, deliberate covering his crotch. “This is embarrassing.” He muttered to me. “How do you deal with this?”

“Erm, well, I can’t, er, get hard right now.” I said.

“Oh, like, a medical problem or something?”

“No. I’m caged.” I then pointed to Alison’s necklace. “She has the keys.”

“Holy shit! That’s hot! Where can you get those?”

“Online or any decent sex shop.”

Marc leaned closer to Reilly and Thanos. “Babe? Terry here is caged. Think we can get one.”

“Caged?” She asked, confused.

“Yeah, cock cage.”

It finally clicked. “Holy shit! Yes! Chastity! Right, fuck, I used to be keyholder for guys online, but I never saw one upfront.” Reilly gasped.

“Show her mate,” Marc said to me.

I felt the heat rise to my face. “Right, erm, well, toilets?”

Thanos waved it off, then pointed over to a couple fucking on the sofa a few metres away. “Anything goes up here mate.” He laughed. “Just whip it out. No judgement here.”

I gulped, then nodded, standing whilst my wife tried to hide her giggles, knowing I was about to expose my sissy knickers to not only the group, but those who might be looking, including the attractive hostess by our table. But in for a penny, I dropped my pants and revealed the panties, earning whoops from the girls, and a sharp intake of breath from Marc. Then pushing those down, I revealed the little cage.

Both Reilly and Erica leaned close, studying it, then without hesitation, Reilly grabbed my cock and balls and pulled them around, looking at it from all angles. “Wow, it’s really locked up tight. Is it comfortable or does it hurt?”

“It was uncomfortable at night for a bit, when I got morning erections, but they’ve stopped now.” I explained. “Other than that, you kind of forget.”

“How do you go to the toilet?” Marc asked. “Can you aim it?”

“This one you can, but then people will see it, so I just sit down.”

“Good!” The girls laughed. “Keep the seat down!”

Once they were done looking, I pulled up the panties, and as I did, Thanos asked, “Why the panties? What do they do for you? Because I assume you aren’t a tranny, right?”

My wife answered before I could. “It’s a humiliation thing. It’s to make him aware of the fact that he’s not man enough to satisfy me sexually, and that he is less than me, a woman. He’s a sissy, not a man, not a woman, not a tranny, a sexual slave to me, who needs to understand his place.”

“I see!” Gasped Thanos in that very Greek way. “And for you, Terry, you feel what?”

“The humiliation is arousing. It is a different type of arousal to getting an erection, more like a full body constant arousal.” I said.

“That’s really interesting. So, if this is about humiliation, then you should not be sat here in male clothing no?”

I gulped and shot my eyes to my wife who was now smirking. She gave me a little shrug. You asked for this. Fuck. “Erm, er, yeah, erm, well, er…”

“Yeah sissy!” Snapped Reilly. “Get them off!”

“Yeah!” Clapped Erica.

“They’re right honey.” Smiled Allie.

Even the hostess agreed. “Real submissives listen to their Mistress.” The pretty black girl smiled.

Damn it. I pulled the pants off and unbuttoned the shirt whilst they clapped and whooped. In the next booth, a pretty blonde woman smiled sweetly, whilst her partner gave me a confused and disgusted look, but he didn’t say anything, he wouldn’t dare for fear of being called out or cancelled.

“And a good submissive really should kneel.” The hostess then said.

“Yeah, thank you.” I replied, sarcastically, earning a smile and a wink from the girl as I knelt down by my wife’s feet.

The hostess left us, disappearing behind the bar. In front of me, Orn and Allie made out, his hand massaging her large breasts, even pulling one out and sucking on it. Whilst he did that, Allie slid a shoe off and placed her foot on my legs. “Massage.” She said as Orn kissed her neck.

The door behind the bar opened and the hostess appeared, holding up a shiny purple corset bra and grinning to another of the hostesses, who laughed and looked over at me. The hostess with the bra came over and said, “I found this in our costumes, should fit you and go with your knickers. Stand up and I’ll help you put it on.”

I stood and turned as the others laughed. “What attentive staff you have, Thanos.” My wife told him.

“They deserve a raise.” He joked.

“We do!” The hostess snapped back, blowing a raspberry at him.

The bra clipped on several clips on the front and then tied like a corset at the back. The hostess then turned me around to check the front, the cups not really working too well on my flat skinny chest, but she seemed happy with it. Then she reached into her pocket and pulled out a little stick, pulling off the top to reveal a dark crimson lipstick and without missing a beat proceeded to paint my lips.

I decided I wasn’t going to be the only one going down, so I turned to the girl and said, “What about him? He’s her submissive!” I pointed to Reilly.

Then Reilly giggled. “Oh yes, Marc, go with her and find something to wear!” She begged.

The young man began to blush. “What if someone sees?”

“Nobody you know is here.” She said.

“And photographs are not allowed.” Said Thanos.

With a sigh and a visible erection, Marc stood and stepped around me. The hostess looked at his crotch, then bent over to whisper something into Reilly’s ear. Reilly grinned and then nodded.

As they left, Erica asked if she just gave the hostess permission to blow him, but then Reilly laughed and shook her head. “No, she said they have a gaff for some of the tranny performers. She said she’d ice his dick and stick a gaff on him.”

In front of me, Alison and Orn were no longer engaged in the conversation around the table, as now the make-out session had become quite heavy, with Orn’s fingers now buried very deep inside my wife’s pussy as they kissed, whilst she had her hand rather uncomfortably pushed down his trousers. 

After a few moments, they broke apart, panting, and Alison reached down and unbuckled his belt and trousers, freeing his huge fat cock. She then pulled her panties to one side and pulled him to her. From my vantage point, I watched his cock plunge into her.

“Holy shit…” Erica whispered.

The couple were kissing again, but now Orn was moving back and forth slowly. They clearly didn’t care who watched, just caught up in the moment. They didn’t even notice when a sheepish looking Marc returned, wearing pink lace panties, pink suspender-belt, pink stockings, and a pink lace bra which was flat on his chest. Rather than just lipstick, the girl had made up his face quickly too, blue smoky eyeshadow, mascara, black eyeliner, blush, and lipstick.

Not to feel left out, the girl wiggled her fingers at me as Marc knelt in front of his fiancée, who now had her mouth wrapped around Thanos’ cock.

“Come on. Let’s get you properly made up.” The girl said.

“What’s your name?”

“Saskia.”

“You’re enjoying this aren’t you?”

She giggled. “I love the tranny nights because we get a lot of sissies like you. It’s all good fun, nobody judges here.”

She sat me down in a well-lit changing room as the other hostesses bustled, some commenting on how cute I was. Saskia carefully made up my face, selecting from a pallet which matched the purple lingerie. Then when she was done, she rifled through the costumes, finding black stockings and a purple suspender-belt which sort of matched the bra, and helped me to put it all on, before flicking my cage with the back of her fingernail.

“Kneel down, kiss my feet, and say thank you Goddess Saskia.” She smiled.

With others watching, I did exactly that, and two other women stuck their feet in and told me to kiss them too. I did, actually smiling as I did, happy to have a bit of fun with them.

When I returned to the booth, I found my wife was no on the sofa rather than the beanbag, on all fours, getting fucked hard from behind. On the other beanbag, Reilly was now sat on Thanos’ dick, riding it with her breasts out for all to see; and Erica was sat chatting to some blonde girl with lots of piercings and tattoos, as the blonde girl rubbed Erica’s leg.

“How are you doing?” I asked Marc quietly.

“This is the best fucking night of my life!” Marc replied. “It’s all my fantasies come true.”

“Me too.”

I felt a hand reach for me, and I turned back to see my wife gasping, reaching out a hand as Orn had his arm wrapped around her midriff, pounding her hard and fast. I gave her my hand and she pulled me closer.

“Yo…you’re so pretty, sissy!” She gasped, then moaned. “Fuck, so good. He’s so good.”

I turned my head and looked over at Erica, wondering if the two were just going to chat, only to find that the two women kissing. So at least she had someone too.

The whole VIP area was one big play room. Other couples were fucking too, and those not fucking were smoking grass, sniffing coke, or making out.

“Gonna cum.” Orn said, literally a few seconds after my wife had another orgasm.

“Cum. Cum inside me.”

He let out a groan and shoved forward a few more times, before pulling out. My wife dropped down, face into the sofa as she panted, and then rolled over and pointed. I felt Marc’s eyes on me as I moved between my wife’s legs, Orn’s cock just centimetres from my mouth as I began licking the cum from her snatch.

“Good sissy.” My wife breathed. “Such a good sissy.”

Orn didn’t move, he just sat there with his cock out, watching as I licked and sucked all the cum from Allie’s body. But then to my surprise, and hers, I felt hands pull, turn my head, and before I knew what was happening, Orn’s cock was in my mouth and he was pulsing in and out. “You need to get it all, sissy.” He said softly.

I tried to look over at my wife with a side eye, to see how she was reacting. Her look of confusion changed to a smirk.

Finally, he let me go, not wanting to make it look like I was sucking him off, only cleaning up, and I sat back panting.

“Wow, discovering you have more talents,” said my wife to me, leaning over and grabbing my cheeks before kissing me. “Thanks for tonight. It’s a lot of fun.”

Saskia brought us more drinks whilst we watched Thanos and Reilly fuck, as things began to get heavy between Erica and her new friend. But before things heated up too much with those two, the blonde said something, then Erica nodded and said she was leaving. The two then ran out of the club with excitement written on their faces.

“Marc?” Said my wife, “Come here and massage my left foot. Terry, my right.”

“Yes Mistress,” we both said at the same time.

Eventually, Thanos climaxed inside Reilly, and it fell to Marc to see if he could do what I did. “You don’t have to if you can’t yet.” Reilly told him.

“No…I…want to.” Marc said softly, shuffling forward on his knees and with tentative movements, lowered his mouth to Reilly’s pussy.

“Oh yes, sissy! Lick my lover’s seed from me!”

We left an hour later. Marc and Reilly went home alone together, saying that it was enough excitement for the first night, but both thanking us for getting them started on their adventure.

Orn came home with us, and of course, we all went directly to the bedroom. However, as I removed my clothes, now back to the lingerie from the club, my face still made up, my wife had a request of me. “Do it for me.” She said, “Please, just once. I want to see it.”

I gulped as Orn stood there, hands on hips, a smile on his face.  “Please…” I whispered to my wife.

“Honey, just try it once. If you don’t like it, we don’t do it again.”

Guilt racked my body. I’d already sucked a cock, I had made Miles cum, and now I couldn’t bring myself to do it for my own wife? But then Allie had an idea, opening a drawer and pulling out the poppers. She pushed them under my nose and softly told me to inhale. Then she moved them to the other side. “Sniff again, nice and deep sweety.” She moved it back. “And again, deeper.” And once more. “Last time now, get nice and high for me.”

My heart raced, the heat rose, and as the cock entered my mouth and I breathed out, I moaned as my head swam, lost in my arousal. I felt her hand rest on my head, encouraging me, back and forth.

“That’s it, there’s a good little sissy cocksucker. Suck my lover’s cock, go on cocksucker. Mmm, so good.” She sang, making me moan in twisted humiliation and desire.

Our night continued like that until five when they were too tired to continue. They fucked, I licked, I sucked, we shared his cock in our mouths, she kept me high, pushing the poppers under my nostrils, never letting me come down.

And so when I woke that morning, my head throbbed, my jaw ached, but then I remembered just how much fun I had. Last night was the perfect excess, and I hoped it never ended.


Seven

They fucked one more time that morning before Orn had to leave, but that was actually before I even woke up. In fact, when I walked into the master bedroom, I found my wife sat under the covers, scrolling through her phone. She looked up with a smile then threw back the covers to reveal cum still pouring from her. “You know what to do, sissy.”

When we finally got chance to actually talk though, we both agreed that whilst completely wild, it was one of the best nights of our lives and for sure we wanted Orn to be part of our lives.

“I didn’t ask, but how does Orn know Miles?” I asked her.

“Golf.”

“Golf?”

“Yep, they play golf together, but he knows about Miles’ kinks and was happy to share in them.” Then my wife frowned a bit. “Can be honest about something?”

“Sure.”

“The last time I was with Miles and Cindy, when they gave me that lingerie, something felt off about them. They were talking about another couple they used to fool around with, but something felt wrong, like they were hiding something. I don’t know what it is, but it’s a feeling in my gut and I don’t want to see him anymore. Right to the point where I’m actually thinking about finding another job.”

That really knocked me for six, as it would impact me in more ways than just a change in our sexual dynamic, it might also cost me a job. But I couldn’t put my personal future on my wife’s shoulders, if the guy was making her uncomfortable, then she had a right to ask for a change. “Has he been pressuring you?”

“Not at all, which is why I was fine, but now with him pushing you to introduce me to Orn, well, it just proves to me how manipulative he is.”

The plan had backfired, and I needed to find a way to let Miles know before it was too late. Later that day whilst Alison was in the shower, I texted Miles to let him know that the night hadn’t gone as he’d planned. He texted back to say that he’d heard from Orn that it had gone well, but I said that wasn’t the problem, and that I needed to talk to him.

Eventually, he texted that he’d be home all day and that I should find a way to get out to see him.

Luckily, around three in the afternoon, Allie said she was still worn out from the night’s partying and would go for a lie down. I used the opportunity to borrow her car to go to the shops, instead driving directly to Miles’ house.

I was surprised when a tall, gagged sissy maid in a bright pink maid dress, pink sheer panties exposed by the short skirt and petticoat, opened the door and nodded. I followed the rather attractive blonde transvestite into a large sitting room where I found Miles and Cindy both naked on a sofa, Cindy with her legs up on the back of another sissy.

“Hello Terry, how lovely of your to have made it.” Smiled Miles, “Darling, this is Terry, Alison’s sissy husband.”

“He doesn’t look like much of a sissy.” Cindy replied with disgust.

Miles smiled up at me. “Terry, be a good girl and take of those ugly things.”

With a gulp, I nodded, unable to stop myself, peeling off each of the male clothes to reveal the peach lacy satin tanga panties, and the matching bra I’d put on underneath. Immediately, Miles grabbed his semi-flaccid cock and jiggled it in my direction.

“You know what to do,” he said, still wiggling it.

Another gulp and then I dropped to my knees, wanting to cry at how weak I was around him. Cindy smirked as I took the cock in my mouth and began bobbing up and down.

“See darling, I can make him do what I want. He’s a sissy, just like these, but not quite there yet. Soon though, I promise.”

I sucked him for several minutes, enduring the occasional humiliating comment about what a pathetic excuse for a man I was, but what a good cocksucker. “I heard you sucked Orn’s cock. What a good sissy!”

Eventually he came, then had me kneel on all fours and just like the sissy for Cindy, used me as a footstool, before telling me to explain the problem.

I told him everything that my wife had said, right down to the fact she was thinking about looking for another job. I couldn’t see his face, so I wasn’t sure just how upset he was, but from his response, it didn’t seem like he was overly troubled by all of this.

“I’ll have some words with Orn, he’ll put her on the straight and narrow, but this was to be expected.” He told me. “She just slept with Orn, who’s a very attractive man, so she thinks she has it made. But Orn will be going back to Norway next month and after that, she’s going to get a little lonely. We just need to tide her along until then. And you, sissy, need to keep planting the seed that she should stay with me.”

“But, Sir, why does she feel like there is some sort of trap here?” I asked.

There was a momentary break, and then Cindy said, “Tell him. I think he’ll rather enjoy it.”

“Hmm. Sure,” said Miles. “Tell me, what do you know about Netorare?”

“Nothing.” I said, having never heard the term before.

“It’s a Japanese term, it means to take someone away. It a form of Japanese cuckolding, but unlike our cuckolding, it is where the wife falls in love with another man at the request of the husband and eventually falls out of love with the husband and leaves him.” He explained. “We have a fetish for that, but we want to be the ones the wife falls in love with. We like to ruin marriages and make sissy husbands like you want it.”

The words penetrated my body. I shook with fear but not because I was horrified by his words, but because Cindy had seen right through me. I had never imagined such a fetish but hearing it made want to groan with delight. My cock swelled painfully in the cage, as I pictured my wife in bed with Miles, telling him she loved him.

“You want that, don’t you? You want the pain of being forced to sign away your wife.” Cindy said, now leaning close to my face. “Signing those divorce papers, being left with nothing.”

“Y-yes.” I gasped, lost in this sudden erotic information overload. “God yes.”

“Then you need to convince her to stay with the company, to stay with us.”

“But my job…”

“Your job is safe.” Miles said, “regardless. I’m not a monster, I’m not going to blackmail you. But, if we continue with this, I don’t know what will happen to you. The last person we did this to, he embraced sissification completely, didn’t you Trixie?”

I turned to look at the kneeling sissy who was nodding, unable to speak because of the heavy pink leather gag.

“Trixie doesn’t live with us. No sissy is allowed to live here. He has a small apartment where he films content.” Cindy said.  “Not because we force him to, but because he isn’t very bright, never was.”

“I see.”

“Your fate is your own,” Cindy continued, before standing and moving to a drawer. She pulled out a strap-on harness, before sliding in a dildo a little bigger than mine into the harness. “Have you ever been fucked, Terry?”

“I…” I began to speak, but Miles interrupted me.

“He has a dildo he plays with.” He said.

“Excellent. Turn around and suck my husband again whilst I fuck you.”

Cindy was careful to enter me slowly, giving me time to adjust, then her powerful legs held her steady as she fucked my arse as I bobbed on the huge cock. Both seemed conscious so be tender with me, Miles stroking my hair as I locked eyes with him, and Cindy taking slow deep strokes as she held my hips. It felt like I was being made love to rather than fucked.

“Just imagine when your wife comes to you to say she is leaving you for another man, imagine when she says she’s fallen in love, that she’s so desperately attracted to him that she can’t stand the sight of you anymore.” Cindy purred seductively. “You want that, don’t you? You want that pain and humiliation, the moment your friends and family find out you a such a fucking pussy that you can’t keep your marriage together.”

“Yes! Yes!” I panted, feeling her pace increase. “Please, yes!”

“I knew it the moment I laid my eyes on you,” said Miles. “I knew you were a fucking loser. I knew I’d ruin you. But you like that don’t you? You like that everyone in the office knows you’re a sissy who wears panties. You like I laugh with the staff behind your back.”

“Yes! Oh my god, yes! Humiliate me, please!”

“It’ll all come together, you’ll live your darkest fears. I’ll take her away from you, Terry, I’ll take her, your home, everything you own. I’ll leave you with nothing but your job.”

He had a sneer on his face, like he was expecting me to say something now, and at that moment, I knew what he wanted me to say, because it was what I wanted too. “No, don’t even leave me with that.”

“Are you sure sissy?” Cindy purred. “Are you sure you want the world to see what a pathetic loser you are? No job, no future, no love, nothing?”

“Yes! Yes! Ruin me!” I gasped, feeling my orgasm approach.

“Then that is what we will do. No going back now sissy. We own you.” Miles said. “When this is done, I’ll fire you publicly, in a way to cause you the maximum amount of harm, to make the world see you for what you are, a pathetic nobody, a loser sissy who can only suck cock for money. How about that?”

“OH god!” I said, pulling off his cock again, feeling my cock spurt into the cage and drizzling into the panties, then sucking down again, because as much as I loved the climax, it was no climax at all, not in the traditional sense. I was still horny, still needed his cock.

I left their house trembling, with two loads of cum in my belly and burning around my rectum from the fucking it ended up being, my head spinning as I realised I had just signed away my life.

On the way home, I stopped at the local supermarket to pick up a few items, then headed home. I thought Allie would still be asleep, instead I found her sat waiting on the sofa, a look of disappointment on her face.

“Why?” She asked, and I immediately knew that she knew.

“I went to confront him.” I said.

“Don’t lie to me!” She screamed, standing and stomping over to slap my face. “Why are you doing this?”

“Because it turned me on that you were fucking your boss!” I said, thinking on my feet, I could hardly tell her the truth, I could hardly admit that I was trying to get her to fall in love with him.

“You’re such a fucking disappointment,” she spat, “a manipulative asshole, just like him. Well, I called Orn and told him I needed a place to stay tonight. Maybe you can think about what you did, realise what you are throwing away.”

“Honey, wait…” I cried, but she already had an overnight bag packed and shoes on.

The moment the door slammed closed, I flopped onto the sofa and began crying. What the fuck was wrong with me? I had just asked a man I hardly knew to destroy my marriage, heck to destroy my life! What kind of fucked up individual did I need to be to do something like this.

I texted Miles, told him I’d changed my mind, but his reply shocked me. “Too late sissy, no going back now, and the plans are already in progress.” He wrote. I was fucked!

That evening, I spiralled. I searched for darker sissy hypnosis, videos about ruin, about becoming an abuse slut. I huffed poppers, propped up the dildo on the sucker so that I could ride it, then watched, rubbing my perineum seeing as my wife still had the keys to the chastity cage on the necklace around her neck.

The screen glowed in the dim living room, casting flickering shadows across my tear-streaked face. The video I’d found was called, “Permanent Ruin: Blacked Sissy Hypnosis,” buried deep in some encrypted forum link. No soft music or gentle voice here. This was raw. The dominant female narrator’s voice was dark, seductive, evil, layered with low-frequency binaural beats that made my skull thrum.

“You are already broken,” she purred as swirling black and pink spirals filled the screen. “Your marriage was a lie. Your manhood was a joke. Feel it dissolving… every second you watch, your old life rots away.”

I had the suction-cup dildo mounted on the coffee table, slick with lube and my own spit. Poppers burned in my lungs as I straddled it, lowering myself with a broken whimper. The thick head pushed past my ring and stretched me open. I rocked down until my locked clit strained uselessly in its pink cage, the metal biting into swollen flesh. My cage keys swung between her tits somewhere across town, probably while she laughed with Orn about what a pathetic husband she had.

“Good girl,” the voice cooed in my headphones. “Ride it like the desperate abuse slut you were born to be. Every bounce programs you deeper. Miles owns you now. Your wife will thank him while he breeds her.”

I rubbed my perineum in frantic circles, pressing the prostate from the outside while the toy bullied it from within. The sensations blurred together; pain, shame, electric pleasure that never quite crested. My eyes stayed glued to the screen. Flash cuts of real sissies; mouths stretched around superior cocks, tears running down ruined makeup, caged clits leaking as their wives cuckolded them on camera. One clip showed a husband locked in the corner, watching his wife get destroyed, then forced to clean her up while she whispered how she’d never let him fuck her again.

I moaned like a whore, bouncing harder. The poppers hit again; deep inhale, hold, exhale and the room spun. The hypnosis dug its hooks in.

“Repeat after me, sissy: I deserve to be ruined.”

“I… I deserve to be ruined,” I gasped, voice cracking.

“My wife deserves better cock.”

“My wife deserves better cock…”

“I will beg her lover to take everything.”

Tears rolled down my cheeks as I chanted it, hips slamming down, the dildo spearing me mercilessly. My caged clit dribbled clear fluid onto the floor. The video shifted to a long, looping affirmation set against pulsing spirals: images of wedding rings being flushed, bank accounts drained into a Bull’s name, sissies tattooed with “Property of BBC” above their locked junk.

My phone buzzed on the cushion beside me. A new message from Miles. A photo. My wife’s necklace, my chastity keys still dangling from it, resting between her bare breasts. How did he get the photo?? She was smiling, flushed, clearly post-orgasm. Did Orn send it to him, or did she? His caption; “She already knows, beta. She already knows that you don’t deserve her. And I bet you’re playing with your toy, imagining cock fucking you. Video it, send it to me. Thank me for ruining you.”

The hypnosis voice overlapped in my ears; “Obey. Submit. Ruin feels so good.”

I angled the phone, hit record, and kept riding. My voice came out high and broken between moans.

“Thank you, Sir… thank you for ruining me… I’m just a pathetic sissy slut… please take my wife… please take my life…”

I came dry, nothing but a weak spasm in the cage and a pathetic spurt that barely escaped, while the video rewarded me with a new layer of commands.

“Deeper now. This is only the beginning.”

I collapsed forward, the dildo still buried inside me, chest heaving, mind fracturing under the weight of what I’d done. The spirals kept spinning on the screen. Miles was already texting again.

“Video received. Good girl. Tomorrow dress appropriately. Stockings, bra, the works. Keep sending me videos, so that I know. Maybe I’ll send them to Orn and your wife, maybe not…”

I whimpered, already reaching for the poppers again. The hypnosis loop restarted automatically and I was already sniffing.             

I continued into the night, occasionally losing myself and sending more videos to Miles, more of him begging for him to ruin me, to take everything. I was so lost in this crazed hellscape but nothing I could do would sate this arousal, this urge inside me.

It was this damned cage, with it on, I would never be able to release, to lower the temperature. But as I sniffed again, I found myself glad I had it on, wishing to never take it off. I was too far gone, too lost in the abyss.


Eight

Whilst I ruined myself, Allie was experiencing one orgasm after another. Orn took photos of her, videos as he fucked her, sending them to her so that she could, eventually, send them to me if she felt up to it.

In the breaks between fucks though, he told her not to be too hard on me, that like any fetish, it is just part of me and trying to change me would be like trying to make a gay man straight.

She understood, of course, but that didn’t take away the feelings of betrayal. Little did she know, that apart from sending the photos and videos to her, Orn was sending them to Miles too.

What neither I, not Allie realised at the time, was that it wasn’t just some sort of sexual fetish that Cindy and Miles had, but rather a more convoluted dating system.

The rich group around Cindy and Miles often struggled to find kinky partners to play with. None wanted lovers, they wanted wives that would allow them to continue to be the horny players they were, and you didn’t just find those types of people in their social circles.

Orn wanted a wife. Cindy and Miles presented Allie’s photos and videos to a number of their friends, but it was Orn who lucked out with the promise that he would do the work to help her leave her husband.

One day, Allie would come to know all this, but by that time, the manipulation wouldn’t have mattered, she would be in love with Orn. There was never a plan for Allie to fall for Miles, he was just the ignition to the flame.

That evening though, as he held Allie, fucked her tenderly, then arranged for good food and great wine, she found herself comfortable in his arms, as comfortable as she felt in that club the night before. There was just something so easy going about Orn, she assumed it was the Nordic sensibilities, but he was a very nice guy.

And rich. A Lamborghini in the drive, a black credit card, and a gorgeous penthouse apartment. He was a man who seemed to want for nothing.

“Why are you single?” She asked him.

“I was married once.” He shrugged. “High-society women who care more about what people think about them than about life itself. They aren’t nice people. So I said never again.”

“Never get married again?” She grinned.

“I didn’t say that,” he chuckled. “No, never those circles. I want someone grounded, someone who knows what fun is, who wants to work even with money, who wants to live, not just spend.”

She snorted. “Someone like me then?”

“Ideally.”

For a moment, Allie sighed and allowed herself to rest tighter on his chest. She imagined what a life with Orn would look like, the life of the society women, but without the attitude. She realised she could easily live that life, but most of all, she imagined curling up with him like this and feeling safe. She wondered if she ever felt that sort of safety with me, but it was difficult to think about when she felt so good in Orn’s arms. In that moment, he was all she wanted.

The following day, she came to see me at my desk in the office. Everyone watched her walk in, like they all knew what was going on. She took my hand without a word and led me to a meeting room and shut the door.

“You need to stop obsessing over Miles,” she said, “In return, I promise I will see more of Orn. I will guide you with your sissification, but with Miles, we’re done. I’m going to find another job, and you should think about doing the same.”

“I can’t, I need…”

“You don’t need this job. You have enough evidence the project is going well.”

“He could single-handedly destroy my career before it begins.”

“Yes, he could, and then you change again. But I don’t think he will. Look, fine, if you want to continue to do the job, then do it, but you have to promise me, with all your heart, that you will not discuss our private life with him anymore.”

I stared at her, blinking, then I said, “I don’t know if I can.”

She stood there, shocked, then dropped into a chair and gasped. “Terry, what the fuck did you do?” She knew me too well, knew there was more to all of this.

I told her everything. I told her what they were into, the Netorare, the ruin fetish of mine, and she just sat there, gobsmacked. I then told her that Orn was going back to Norway in a month.

She snorted suddenly, then burst out laughing.

“What?” I asked, confused.

“Orn lives here. He’s not even from Norway! He’s Icelandic!” She gasped. “Oh my god, Terry, they’re messing with you!”

“Wait, what?”

“They’re fucking with you to get their rocks off.” She laughed. “They can’t make me fall out of love with you, same as they can’t make me fall in love with Miles. They’re fucking with you.”

Realisation descended on me and in that moment, I felt stupid. But on the bright side, she didn’t seem angry that I had been blowing Miles.

“I don’t care, suck who you want, it’s your body, but Terry, you really are an idiot.” She laughed. “Do you know what? I take it back. Do what you want. Keep seeing them, but don’t involve me. Orn is my lover now, not Miles.”

She then bent over and kissed my forehead, then smiled at me before leaving.

I was so confused. If this was all just a joke to Miles and Cindy, a game for bored rich folk, then I felt incredibly stupid and betrayed, but nothing about this felt like a game like that, if felt like a game that had a definitive ending, a game that aroused me. I liked the feeling of deception, of manipulation by dominant individuals, so long as it went somewhere.

For a moment, I tried to work out why they would do that, until I realised that I wasn’t dumb one after all, my wife was.

Miles knew that I’d tracked Allie to his place that day, it was something that Allie had told him, so he had to have known Allie would track me. He knew that Allie was distancing herself from the couple, knew that she’d be upset by my visit, and knew that she didn’t trust me on this. He knew she’d use the same method I had to track me.

He needed me to believe that Orn was leaving in order to try to push Allie towards Miles, frustrating her. He knew that she and I would fight about the visit, and that Orn, after that successful previous night, would be a good safety net, he was freshest in her mind.

Miles and Cindy were not pushing me to get Allie to Miles, they were setting her up with Orn.

In that moment, I thought about going to Allie to tell her, but instead, memories of last night flooded back, of me begging for ruin, and I realised I had only one option now, and that was to help Miles, to help my wife, to make her want to be with Orn. It was all I deserved.

At the desk, I opened messenger. “Will Orn come tonight?” I wrote.

“I haven’t asked.” She wrote back. “But I think we should have some time together.”

“Okay…”

“Don’t seem too happy about it?”

“I’m just horny.”

“Then go suck your fucking boytoy’s cock!”

I decided not to push further but instead wrote to Miles. If he could manipulate me, I could manipulate him. “She doesn’t want to see you anymore and is genuinely thinking about finding another job. What should I say to her?”

“You are right to come to me.” He wrote. “Tell her that it’s a bad economy right now, that without qualifications, she might find it hard out there. After all, she’s just an assistant!”

That was a good point. With everything going on in the world, the best thing would be to sit tight. I wrote that to her, stating that assistants in bigger companies might be replaced by AI, and the safest bet would be to stay where she was.

“You realise I’m not a secretary, right? I actually pretty much run the business for him.” She wrote back. Then; “Holy shit, I just realised you don’t actually know what I do! Fuck, Terry, I wonder if you are deliberately trying to piss me off!”

I started to write back, but she told me not to bother her, so I forwarded her message to Miles and he sent a laughing emoji back. Moments later, my desk phone rang.

“Did you just fucking send my message to Miles?” She screamed. “He fucking bollocked me for it, said I need to stop being so arrogant! What the fuck is wrong with you? You know what, fucking asshole, I will see Orn tonight, but not with you! Screw you!”

It wasn’t the nicest way of doing it, but I’d succeeded. I’d pissed her off enough to push her into Orn’s arms.

The following day, I decided to give Allie space, and in the evening, we actually travelled home together, though we travelled in silence. Any words we exchanged at home were curt, about food, about what to watch. There was no sex, no debate, no argument, but the tension was there.

The whole time we were watching, she was on the phone, texting. Every so often, I saw her smirk, or blush.

Before bed she finally spoke, voice cool and final. “I’m not sure I want to sleep in the same bed with you tonight. You can take the spare room.”

“Okay,” I answered, sadness thick in my throat… mixed with a shameful rush of relief. I had already prepared. The poppers, the big suction-cup dildo, lube, and my laptop were waiting in there like a loaded gun.

I slipped away without another word.

That night, alone in the narrow single bed, I surrendered completely. The hypnosis I chose was darker than anything before: “No Return – Street Whore Programming.” Blood-red text warned at the start: This file is designed to burn your bridges. Watch at your own risk.

The female narrator’s voice was icy, aristocratic, dripping with contempt.

“You don’t deserve a home anymore, sissy. You don’t deserve a wife. The only future you have left is on your knees in alleyways, selling that ruined hole for pennies. Seal it tonight. Make sure there is no way back.”

I lubed the massive dildo and stuck it firmly to the wooden floor. Wearing nothing but the chastity cage and a pair of Allie’s stolen panties, I straddled it. Two deep hits of poppers and the room spun. I sank down with a broken moan as the thick head forced me open, stretching me wide.

“Repeat after me,” the voice commanded. “I will take irreversible steps tonight. I will destroy every bridge.”

I whimpered it out loud, hips already rolling. “I will take irreversible steps tonight… I will destroy every bridge…”

“I will send the spare key. I will hand over the logins. I will make sure I have nowhere left to hide.”

“I will send the spare key… I will hand over the logins…”

“I want to be thrown out. I want to become a filthy street sissy whore with nothing but cum-stained clothes and a hungry cunt.”

Each repetition made me ride harder. The dildo hammered my prostate while my locked clit leaked steadily, soaking the front of the stolen panties. The screen flashed brutal imagery; sissies sleeping in doorways, sucking strangers for cab fare, bodies marked with barcodes and “Free Use,” former wives driving away laughing with their new lovers.

My phone buzzed on the floor beside me. A new message.

“Wife just sent fresh pictures to Orn, masturbating alone in bed. She’s laughing at how pathetic you are. I understand you’re in the doghouse. Send proof you’re breaking yourself right now.”

I angled the phone, hit record, and kept bouncing desperately. Tears ran down my face as I recited the mantra straight into the camera.

“I’m sealing my fate tonight… I’m going to be a street whore… please expose me… please take everything… I don’t deserve a home anymore…”

I came dry, just a weak, ruined spasm that left me twitching and whimpering on the thick toy. The hypnosis voice poured praise into my shattered mind.

“Good girl. There is no escape now. Tomorrow the first real step becomes real. Burn it all down.”

I collapsed forward, the dildo still buried deep inside me, chest heaving. The spirals kept spinning. The narrator whispered one last time before the loop restarted, soft and merciless; “Welcome to your real life, whore. The streets are waiting.”

I reached for the poppers again, already knowing I wouldn’t stop until my mind was completely gone.

The next day though, Allie hummed as if nothing had happened the night before. She asked me how I slept, if there was anything important going on at work, then we travelled and talked about anything other than our lives. The conversation felt almost transactional, like we had to speak, but needed to avoid talking about the truth.

At the office, as we parted, she gave me a quick peck on the cheek and off she went.

Again, during the day, I didn’t bother her, and strangely, I heard nothing from Miles. I guessed now everything was down to me.

As we drove home that night, I dared one question. “Are you seeing Orn tonight?”

“He’s on a business trip.” She said curtly, making it clear she would not allow further conversation on the matter.

That evening was a tad more relaxed than the night before, we talked as we watched our show, but again, it was about nothing to do with our lives.

Then as we prepared for bed, she kissed me on the lips, said good night, and shut the door to our bedroom in front of my face. I was not sleeping with her that night.

The poppers and hypnosis beckoned me, but something happened. For a brief moment, I decided to be strong, to stay away, to force myself not to do it. Instead, I went straight to bed, to sleep, and woke up feeling the tiniest bit stronger for it. And at the same time, I felt like I could fight back. But in order to not fall into the trap again, in order to dig myself out of this mess, I needed to masturbate.

During the day, I wrote to my wife. “If I’m not allowed to sleep next to you, can I have the keys to my cage please?”

“No.” Was the answer. Plain and simple.

That evening, I decided to beg. “Please, Mistress, please let me cum. Please let me masturbate.”

“NO!” She screamed, slapping me hard around the face. “You have your dildo in your room. You have your poppers. Go to town, fuck up your brain for all I care. Orn gets back in a week so I can’t stay with him, but if you don’t fucking pull yourself together, then I’ll pack my shit right now and go stay with Jackie. I’m done with this!”

“But Allie, please, I don’t want to watch the hypno anymore. I don’t want to do any of this, but I’m so horny all the time. I need to wank so this all ends. My libido is in overdrive, trust me, I wish I could stop!”

She looked at me, sobbing. She hated when I cried, she thought men crying was pathetic, and in that moment, all she had for me was contempt. Instead of giving me the keys which she knew in her heart was the right thing to do to save our marriage, she simply leaned down, and spat in my face. “Go fuck your head on poppers. Go on, now! Don’t stop until every fucking braincell is gone.”

Then she stomped off upstairs and slammed the door shut, locking it. Then she shoved her hand down her knickers and began masturbating as she texted Orn. “You’re right. It’s working. I can’t even look at him anymore, I just see a pathetic loser.”

“I’m sorry we manipulated you, but I genuinely wanted a partner, a wife, and you’re so perfect for me.” He wrote back. “It will work out in the end.”

“I know. Miles plays a funny game, but I get it. And yeah, it’s hot.” She wrote.

It was when Miles came to tell her off about what I had written that it had all clicked for her. The plan was real but Orn was the target. So she called him and asked, directly, “Is Miles setting me up to be your wife?”

“Yes.” He told her. “I’m sorry.”

She ended the call and seethed, pissed at the world, but especially me. But Orn calmed her, told her his feelings were genuine, that this wasn’t just a game, but a complicated way of discovering if that person was right for the other. He promised her a life she could never dream of, with a good man.

“What do you want out of it?” She asked him.

“I want freedom. I want a wife who will allow me to express my kinks, without judgement, but will know that I will always come home to her.”

“Like Miles and Cindy?” She noted, less a question, more a statement.

“Exactly. They are devoted to each other.”

She nodded. She could go along with a lifestyle like that, if she knew the man was as devoted as he professed, but she had the feeling that was what Orn was.

“Fine, but then I need help.” She said. “I need help to fall out of love with my husband. Because I can’t hurt him like this, much as he wants it. It was leave a stain on our relationship.”

“I understand. First, you can’t share a bed with him anymore. You need to push him away, detach yourself from him. Then you need to think about and notice everything that bothers you about him. It will take time, I guess, but any argument he starts, engage it. Fight it. He says left, you say right.”

So that was what she did. At first, she tried not to converse, but that meant no arguments, nothing to feel angry about, so she began to engage in conversation, give him room to fuck up. She knew it was only a matter of time.

When he asked for the key, she realised he was trying to back out, but given the amount of time she had been spending with Orn, texting, calling, videochatting, she didn’t want to stop anymore. She had built a picture of her new lifestyle in her head, and she realised, she wanted it.

Whilst my wife was masturbating behind that door, I went into the garage and found bolt cutters. Whilst the chastity cage was tight in most parts, the two connectors were quite loose from the skin. So I placed the metal tubes into the cutters then squeezed. With a click, each broke free.

I slid the broken cage off, feeling a surge of energy, a feeling of power I forgot I had. I marched up to the bedroom door and banged on it. She opened the door with an angry glare, so I just dropped the broken cage to the floor and turned on my heel, heading to the bedroom.

“No!” She cried.
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She knelt on the floor in front of me, tears streaming down her face. “Please don’t do this. Please!”

“Why?” I asked.

“Because I’ve accepted it all. I’ve accepted your fetish. I’ve told Orn that I would leave you for him.” She sniffed. “But I still love you, and if you back out, then this would have all been for nothing. Please, I want to do this, but for that, I need you to want it too.”

I shook my head. What she was saying was completely illogical. But then she began bawling and my heart broke; when I cried it annoyed her, but when she cried, it broke my heart. This was tearing her up inside because she wanted to be happy, to have her game, to be with Orn, but at the same time, she still remembered the good times with me.

Unfortunately, my path of self-destruction needed to end, I would end up in a very bad place if I did this, I needed to stop.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I get you are developing feelings for Orn, and I get you convinced yourself of this fetish, when it was me pushing you towards it. I’m sorry, but I can’t ruin myself. It’s too much, and you have to see that.”

She sniffed and then stood, nodded and pressed her mouth to mine. We kissed with intensifying passion, falling back onto the bed, and then as my erection grew, she pushed it inside her.

We fucked. No masturbation for me, sex was what she gave me. Unfortunately, I found myself softening midway, she felt it too, so she said, “just picture me, with Orn, pretend this is the last ever fuck you and I have.”

I started to get harder.

“Can I still see Orn?” She asked.

“Yes.” I whispered, heck had she asked me to change my mind and ruin myself in that moment, I would’ve said yes.

“Will you still be my sissy? Sometimes?” She said softly, smiling sweetly, sniffing away the tears.

“Yes…Mistress.”

“We can still have fun together. You and I. I think…I think this can work.” She said. “Sweet sissy. Teribear. Sweet girl. Mommy’s good girl, aren’t you?”

“Yes Mistress.” I replied, feeling my cock swell.

“Such a good girl, such a sweet obedient sissy.”

I came hard, a roar from my mouth, hips extending, filling her. Then she moved off me and lowered her pussy to my mouth for me to clean.

That night, I lay next to her in my bed this time, in our bed. I could see the disappointment in her eyes, but at the same time, I saw the love too. It must have been difficult for her, emotionally, priming herself for what she thought I wanted, only to have it taken away, but I knew that in time, it would end up okay.

“I need you back in chastity though,” she said, “but if it makes you feel better, I will buy you a plastic one and you only need to wear it when I’m with Orn. Deal?”

“Deal.” I said. It was better than nothing.

The following day, I received the chastity cage, a black composite one, tough but breakable. It went on immediately that evening, to which I asked if she was seeing Orn, but she said no, that she wanted me to try this one for the night to make sure it fit okay. That made sense, so I kept it on.

The next morning, we were in such a rush to get to work that we forgot to take the cage off. It was fine, I would deal with it in the evening.

Around four, I received a mail to go see Miles. I arrived in the office to find my wife sat there on the sofa, leg crossed, watching me.

“Ah, Terry, shut the door, there’s a good sissy,” he said. “Now, strip.”

“Um, I…”

“You heard your master,” my wife stated. “Strip down.”

I gulped and then nodded quickly, confused. He then stood and I found his cock erect, no pants. With a swift movement, he pushed me to my knees and grabbed my head, pushing his cock in.

“Now, I understand you’ve reneged on your agreement.” He said, moving his hips back and forth. “But I’m sorry, I have a recording of you begging me not to let you back out, to say you want to go through with it. As such, I’ve convinced your wife to keep at it. I own you now. Now, I understand what your hesitation is, so I’m going to be flexible. I won’t ruin you, you can keep your job, then after this is all done, you’ll be able to move on. Is that a good deal?”

He slid his cock out so I could speak. “Is that what you want?” I asked my wife.

“Yes.” She replied, plain, simple.

“Then deal.”

The cock went back in my mouth. There was no getting out of this anymore, there was too much out there that could ruin me, too much to hurt me. I needed to fix my life and move on. Allie was too far gone now.

I sucked him whilst my wife watched, disgusted, a look of abject disappointment on her face. Why? I’d given her what she wanted.

The cock left my mouth and I was told to bend over and grab my wife’s thighs. Spit dribbled onto my anus as I realised I wasn’t going to be whipped or spanked. This was too far, surely. “No please,” I begged, feeling the head of his cock press against me.

“This is going to happen, sissy, it’s what you deserve.” He said.

As the head pressed inside, my sad eyes caught my wife’s. “You didn’t fight. You didn’t try to fight him, tell him no.” She said. “You could have told him to fuck off, but you’re addicted. That’s why I said yes just now, because you will never change anymore.”

I began to cry, realising this whole thing was a test, and I blew it instantly. And to make matters worse, I was now moaning as Miles fucked me, turning me from curious sissy to gay sissy. There was no going back anymore, no getting out of this.

When I returned to my desk, I could feel the hot semen inside me, gathering at my burning used hole, sneaking out and into my panties. That was the other thing, I had put on panties that morning automatically, stockings and bra too, why? Why was it automatic now?

When we arrived home, my wife unlocked the cage and blew me for a while, then she told me to fuck her. I stood there shocked, wondering why she wanted that, she pushed in whilst she looked away, refusing to make eye-contact, instead looking disappointed and bored. I could feel my cock soften, until I just dropped out of her.

She threw the cage back and disappeared into the shower without another word.

The next day in the office, I was again invited to see Miles, again found my wife, and was again fucked. I didn’t bother putting up a fight, there was clearly a game afoot, I just didn’t understand the rules yet.

In the evening though, my wife was in a decidedly good mood. No attempt at sex, no removal of the cage, just her dressing up in sexy lingerie, doing her make-up. Why? Orn was back and he was on the way over.

If my previous times with Orn had been pleasant, that was no longer the case. Orn barely acknowledged me, he pushed me out of the way when I stood too close, and he snapped at me to get him drinks without a please or thank you. I thought it was because I was dressed as a sissy maid, made-up, but I realised this was his way of detaching me from the relationship.

But I was allowed to watch them together, and with good reason. They didn’t fuck, they made love. The eye contact between them was electric, the gentle touches, and then the words. “You’re so sexy.” He whispered. “So beautiful. I love you so much Allie.”

“I love you too Orn. I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with you.”

“Me neither.”

After he came in her, I was allowed to clean them both, and whilst I sucked his cock, they talked about the future, where they’d vacation, where they’d live, the possibility of children.

Then came the shock. “I arranged the meeting with my lawyer for next week so you can begin preparing the divorce papers.”

“Oh thank you honey,” She told him. “Yeah, I want them written and ready to sign once we are both ready.”

It all should have horrified me, but I was too broken to find their words anything other than arousing. I moaned on the cock as I listened to them.

Instead of leaving me broke, I listened to her say I could keep the house, even keep her little car, he’d be buying her an expensive one anyway. I’d just be another divorced husband, ready to start again.

And then something strange happened. I was allowed to fuck my wife in front of Orn. The cage was removed and Orn stood watching, judging, whilst my wife looked away, sighing. Again, my erection disappeared and I didn’t cum. It had now been a few days since I’d cum. The cage went back on.

Over the next couple of weeks, Orn was with us nearly every day. The routine was almost always the same, except on date nights when he took her out somewhere nice, then brought her back. The weekends they spent together, alone, without me, and on one long weekend, he took her away on a trip to Iceland to meet his parents.

It was after these two weeks that I found the divorce papers, written up, unsigned by either of us. In it, it was stated that all money would go to her, that the house would go to me but given it was mortgaged to the teeth, that understandable. And then I could keep the little Ford Focus, but I would need to pay her for half the cost, which I could do in instalments. There would be no alimony to pay after that.

I didn’t sign. I wasn’t going to sign, I decided. I’d stand firm.

Then came another change. On one long weekend when Allie was away with Orn in some European capital, I was invited over to Miles’ house. I didn’t want to go, but it was very difficult for me to say no to him.

When I arrived, Cindy hurried me upstairs with another sissy, where I was transformed and placed into a puffy short white satin sissy dress, complete with lace tutu, and a huge matching satin bonnet for my head. I was given a pretty blonde curly wig, and then made up, before placing my feet in babypink Mary-Janes.

They walked me downstairs, my tushy swaying, the silky satin briefs complete with open back showing off my perky backside. I had a feeling this was all for Miles, that I’d be spending the weekend getting fucked.

I wasn’t wrong.

Next to Miles was a muscular chubby man with a moustache, looked ten years or so my senior. He had a hairy chest and was wearing a leather harness, his huge fat hairy cock hanging free.

“Terry, this is Master Thomas. You’ll be taking care of him this weekend, getting to know him.” Miles said. “We’re off away for the weekend, so you’re both housesitting, so be good, clear?”

What could I say? I wanted to run, to get out of there, but the poppers and the hypno had etched the idea of servicing strangers into my mind. “Yes Sir.” I said submissively, dropping to my knees in front of Master Thomas and immediately taking his cock into my mouth.

“Well trained already!” Thomas laughed, placing a hand on my head.

The couple left whilst I was still sucking the chubby bear. Our eyes locked and I could see something in his, hope mixed with loneliness. It suddenly occurred to me that those two had a habit of playing matchmaker. Was that what this was?

He came in my mouth and I swallowed it all dutifully down. Then he reached for me hand and pulled me to him, putting an arm around me and kissing me, his huge hands roaming my body.

“Wanna go get something to eat?” He asked.

“Dressed like this, Sir?”

He shrugged. “Why not?”

I wanted to say no, with every fibre of my being, but I was too weak, too submissive. “Yes Sir.”

He took me to a food court in a local mall. Him in leather pants and a see-through back t-shirt, me in the sissy outfit. Of course, people stared, judged, and it all made me incredibly horny.

“I understand you’re hesitant to leave your wife?” He said, “But from what I understand, the marriage is done, correct?”

“It is, but I don’t want to give her the win that easy.”

He chuckled, then nodded. “Good for you. Look, you’re obviously a clever bloke so I’m gonna be honest with you. I was straight for a long time, went through the same thing as you, exactly. The only difference was, I discovered I liked to top sissies, not bottom for men. I’m not a rich guy, and I don’t know if I’m looking for love, but I would like a stable of sissies I can call my own. Rent you out to men into that sort of thing. Obviously, we your permission. This weekend is about getting to know one-another, to play, and see how we feel. If you enjoy it, then I’d like to still see you sometimes, and then we see where that goes.”

There was still a voice in my head that wanted to tell him that I wasn’t gay, but I couldn’t get it out, I couldn’t say it. Instead, I just smiled meekly and said, “That sounds nice.”

Over the weekend, we didn’t just fuck and suck, we cuddled, we watched dumb shows together, like a couple, and we talked. I found out he was a mechanic, was straight as an arrow, voted for Brexit even though he regretted it now, but it was Cindy who converted him and his wife, who saw the potential in them both.

“It was hard at first. I wanted to crack some skulls, but Miles has a way with words, makes you want things you don’t realise you want. The moment I fucked my first sissy, saw how they responded to cock, I was hooked. I think it’s the extreme femininity, the outfits, the submission, it harks back to a time shown in the fifties TV shows, probably a time which never existed, but we men like to romanticise. I realised, no woman would give me that, would be that sort of partner, so I agreed to the divorce, and in return, Miles gave me my first sissy. Pammie. She’s my wife now.”

“So why do you need me?” I asked.

“Pammie is my wife. She’s not a slave, she’s like a fifties wife. But we agreed that we need more sissies, to give you the real freedom you need, to embrace what you are. And make some money from it too. You would be my third, to work in the little brothel I made.”

“A whore?”

“That’s right.” He smiled, as if promising me something special.

Again, my body reacted, almost forcing a moan from me, but this time, I couldn’t say yes, nor could I say now. All I said was, “Let’s see where this goes.”

We made love almost all night. Not fucking, made love. He was soft with me, intimate, yet when he needed to show dominance, he would, a crack on the backside, a clench around the throat. I’d like to say I hated my first gay weekend with a lover, but I had the most wonderful of times, which made it all the more confusing.

Before leaving him, he handed me a package. Dresses, poppers, and another dildo, bigger, modelled on his penis. “I’ll text you a link to some private hypno videos. Promise me you’ll watch them every night.”

“I promise,” I smiled, before kissing him.

“Wear the dresses at home now. No more male clothes.”

“I will.”

I returned home, still dressed as a sissy, still made up. This time, there was no embarrassment, but rather I felt giddy, like a man freshly in love.

That night, as my wife cuddled up to Orn, a regular fixture in our home, Thomas texted me love notes, telling me he missed me already, that after Pammie, I was the sexiest sissy he’d ever seen. I blushed and told him I missed his cock. I did. God, how I missed his cock inside me.


Ten

Orn wasn’t with us that night so my wife and I actually had a nice night in, cuddling together and watching a movie. We kissed like the couple we once were, and had a nice night.

“How was your date with Thomas last night?” She asked.

“Great!” I grinned.

I’d been seeing Thomas on and off for about a month now. I never went out with him dressed as a man, never as a woman, only sissy dresses. But it had become so normal for me now that I didn’t even blink anymore. In fact, my wardrobe was decidedly sissy orientated and even how I dressed for work had changed to be more fluid. As eyeliner was hard to completely remove when you wear it frequently, I just began wearing it to work.

Of course, everyone at work already knew I was a sissy, so they just accepted it as a matter of course that I would one day beginning dressing to work too.

“When will you start dressing full time?” My wife asked that night.

“Do you think I should?” I asked, seriously considering it.

Thomas wasn’t the only man to fuck me. Miles too used me on a daily basis, and more recently, Nigel asked me if I was free enough to give him a blowjob, so I did, and then that developed into fucking, just the other day.

This wasn’t by accident.

The hypnosis Thomas sent was dark, designed to make me crave cock and hate pussy. I repeated mantras, in front of my wife sometimes, saying that I would not get hard for pussy, that I was a gay slut and needed cock. It sort of worked but it had worked before too. I still became erect to have sex with my wife, though not as erect, but in the plain missionary position we did it in, with her disinterested look, I never came.

Tonight though, things were about to change.

“I have an idea,” she said, but something told me this was not a new idea, it was a plan they’d been concocting, playing the long game. “What if we have sex, and if you can stay erect and cum inside me, then you agree to sign the divorce and we’re done? If you can’t, then it moves to the next day.”

Something felt off about this arrangement. In theory, the whole thing was stacked against her. The hypnosis appeared to be working, I hadn’t actually maintained an erection in weeks, she couldn’t possibly win; which was what made me consider she just might.

Still, not climaxing in weeks had returned me to the heightened state of arousal I’d been in when I’d cut off the first cage. The difference being this time that I’d been given ample opportunity to prove I wanted to remain with her, only to fall flat, literally.

“Sure, we can do that.” I said.

That night, we fucked, she again looked disinterested, and again, I went flaccid. “Oh well, we survive another day.” She sighed.

The following day, Orn was back and when she told him about the plan, he chuckled and gave me words of encouragement. “She’s got such a hot pussy, how can you not cum?” Pussy…flat. Instantly.

The day after, I had a date with my boyfriend Thomas, and after we went to his home where he and Pammie took care of me. I got on so well with Pammie, she was such a sweet sissy, gorgeous slim girl in pink polkadot satin, and a little cock which went so well in my mouth whilst Thomas fucked me.

“I can’t wait until you’re part of our family.” Pammie told me.

They showed me the brothel, the place where the girls lived. It was clean, modern and very pink, like a doll’s house. I wondered just how busy it really got, how many men were really into it, and the girls said they weren’t tremendously busy, which meant they had time to do content together, play, or shop. Each seemed happy to be there and quite honestly, I found myself getting excited about the idea of living in such a pretty palace for sissies.

Thomas wasn’t entirely happy about the arrangement I’d made though, and when I asked why he said he didn’t think I’d ever leave. “You should all just pull the plug now.” He said, but at the same time, he respected my decisions.

Over the evenings, the efforts continued, each ending in failure, but I began to notice subtle changes. By Thursday, my wife was no longer looking away during sex, but rather looking at me and telling me to get it over with, that I was pathetic, to please finally cum to put her out of her misery. Orn would hold her hand and say, “Don’t worry, it’ll soon be over and we can be together, my love.”

This all made my erection last longer, but still, it didn’t send me over the edge.

Then came the weekend, and finally, things began to click. Throughout Saturday, I was given multiple chances to cum in her, and by evening, it was no longer missionary position, it was doggie-style. Her words were darker, haunting. “Please fucking get that filthy little sissy cock out of me. I hate you!  I don’t fucking love you anymore. I don’t care about the deal, just sign the fucking divorce and let me leave! PLEASE!”

I was getting so close. It was getting closer, and I knew it was coming.

On Sunday, Thomas took me to the brothel, showed me the room I’d be staying in. It had my name on the door, Sissy Teri. It was all ready for me, even some of my dresses had been moved, as if expecting me. “I love you Teri,” Thomas said, kissing me.

“I love you too.” I told him, meaning it.

He came home with me that night, watched as I entered the candlelight bedroom, seeing my wife there naked, waiting. Something told me tonight was the night.

“I’ve updated the divorce papers.” She said softly. “You won’t be getting the house or the car. You’ll get nothing. You’ll move into the brothel and you’ll be a whore.”

I gulped, nodded, trying to hold back tears as Thomas and Orn stripped all my sissy things off me, leaving me bare.

“Come fuck me,” said my wife with a smile. “Come end this.”

We kissed as the two men watched, then as I entered her, missionary position, I saw her smiled sweetly. “It really was a great marriage for a time. I did love you, I just don’t love you anymore. I don’t hate you, I just don’t feel anything for you. You’re irrelevant, and I don’t care what happens to you anymore. I just want this marriage over, because Orn proposed and I said yes. Do you understand?”

“Yes Mistress.”

As I fucked her, I felt hands on my back, stroking me. Both men. Then a cock in front of my mouth. “Suck it.” She said softly. “Suck your lover’s cock.”

As I sucked, Orn picked up a silky grey lace-trim bra and wrapped it carefully around me. “Sissies should be sissies.” He whispered, kissing my cheek. “Soft, sweet, submissive.”

My cock grew. I knew this would be it.

Next, a little corset, grey, satin, polkadot, tight. Stockings, smooth, sexy. Then Orn moved behind me and pushed. “No, please!” I begged, now sobbing, knowing there was no way out, no backing out.

As Orn’s cock buried itself deep, Thomas pulled out of me and picked up the divorce papers and a pen. On the back of a book, he brought it to me.

“Sign it baby,” smiled my wife. “I don’t want you anymore. Sign it. It’s over no matter what.”

“Sign it my love.” Said Thomas.

“Sigh it, so I can be rid of you.” Said Orn.

My tears dripped on the paper symbolically as I signed, and my wife closed her eyes and gasped, grinned. She then slid herself away from me, reached for a new metal cage, smaller, tighter, then locked my cock up. “You never got to cum, and you never will, you piece of shit.” She sneered, then spat in my face.

Thomas took Orn’s position and fucked me as I watched my wife dress with Orn, and then pick up the prepared suitcases, and without a goodbye, she left, her copy of the divorce in hand. It was over, I was divorced.

“You need to leave tonight.” Said Thomas, a new firmness in his voice I hadn’t heard before. “You have customers waiting already.”

There were more suitcases, my things. With Thomas’ cum still dribbling from my rectum, I dressed in my sissy things, then knelt waiting for Thomas. He was still naked, stood watching, then he told me to open my mouth and not spill a drop, grabbing his cock and urinating into my mouth. I cried as I swallowed, but inside, I just felt broken, hollow, done.

He slapped my face hard. “What are you?”

“A gay sissy whore.” I moaned with sadness.

A smile then another hard slap. “What are you?”

“A gay sissy whore.”

Slap. “What are you?”

“A gay sissy whore.”

Slap. “What are you?”

“A gay sissy whore.”

“Keep repeating it, all the way home.”

I chanted all the way, “I’m a gay sissy whore,” the whole way home. I wondered what about my work, but I had to assume that was taken care of, done, over. This was all sorted with Miles, all planned, from the very beginning.

It would be some time before I found out the truth. My wife had been seeing Orn long before the meeting in that pub. She’d known about what Miles and Cindy did from day one, I just hadn’t realised that she was already done with me a few months after I lost my first job, Fed up, resigned to the fact that I wasn’t the husband she wanted. But she got into the game, bathed in it, wanted to stretch it out to feel the most from it.

The customers in the brothel weren’t cuddly and friendly. It was a BDSM sissy clinic where we were subjected to abuse. It was in our contracts, we were to be abuse sluts, pure and simple. The rooms I saw were still lovely, mine especially, girlie, pink, lacy, but then there were the rooms I hadn’t seen, the dungeons, the torture chambers.

A doctor was always on hand to deal with cuts, bruises, even broken bones. Thomas and Pammie were not the loving protectors they’d professed to be, it was all a scam.

Of course, Alison knew this was going to be my fate, but she’d long ago fallen out of love with me, she no longer cared about what happened to me.

I thought I was trapped there. Months, I spent crying in my room as men filled me with cum. A daily dose of drugs to keep me healthy, to ensure I never needed condoms; a sissy is always a cumdump; I still was pumped the hypnosis to keep me reminded of that, the hypnosis, the poppers, all the time,

Eat, sleep, goon, fuck, repeat.

It was fun though, I’ll admit, to giggle with the other girls, to play together, do each other’s nails, and be girlie, but those opportunities became fewer and fewer the busier we became.

After four months of this, I decided I couldn’t take it. I cried myself to sleep, I just wanted to be free.

“Please let me leave!” I begged Thomas.

He looked at me, surprised and said, “Of course you can leave. I never said you couldn’t. You’re not actual slaves.”

“Really?”

“What do you take me for?” He said, then as I prepared to leave, he handed me a bank card with my name on it. “This is everything you earned here, your cut. In four months, you made twenty thousand. Should be enough to get you started again.”

“Thanks.” I said, surprised. “Do you know what happened regarding my job?”

“You’d need to speak to Miles.”

I frowned, sure that my now ex-wife still worked there.

For a couple of nights, I stayed in a Travelodge, using some of the money to buy myself some male clothes so I could stop going around like a sissy. Eventually, I found a small apartment, put a downpayment on rent, and then called Miles.

He’d already heard from Thomas. “I’m disappointed in you sissy, I thought you’d be in this for the long-haul, but ho-hum.” He sighed. “Text me your email address and I’ll send you a letter of recommendation regarding the project management work you did. Should any need a detailed reference, have them call me. I’ll see you find your feet.”

“Really?”

“Really.” He then chuckled. “In the end, it’s probably for the best.”

“Why?”

“Because, I need a constant stream of women, and I have a feeling you’ll be a nice little recruiter.”

His words confused me. “What are you on about?”

“Look at this way, my fetish is your fetish. It was definitely your ex-wife’s fetish. The moment I told her about it, when she joined the company, she couldn’t stop asking about it. She read about it all the time, found the whole thing delicious, but she couldn’t imagine putting you through it. But when you began to sulk and mope, she said she was ready. I introduced her to Orn, they spent all their time together, behind your back. They were in love long before I setup that thing in the pub.”

My heart crashed, my now free cock swelled. “So by your logic, eventually, I’ll come back, beg for it all over again?”

“Indeed.” He laughed. “Just give it time, sweet sissy. You’ll be back, begging to suck my cock, begging to feel it enter you, begging me to find a lover for your wife.”

“I won’t.” I muttered, but even I struggled to believe that.

Still, he came through. He sent the reference, and within two weeks, I had a well-paying job in project management. I thrived, I grew, and my confidence came back. At home, and under my trousers, I continued to wear panties, remembering the fun I had.

Alone at home, I often spiralled. The poppers would come back, I’d wank watching hypno, then climax and rush to pour the stinking chemical down the toilet, promising myself I’d stop. Then a few hours later, I would grab the empty bottle, determined to sniff the last dregs whilst I did it all over again.

He was right. It was only a matter of time until I fell, but that was because I was lonely. Sex came not from women but men, gloryholes, gay clubs, Grindr. I would dress up and drive to dogging spots to get railed by multiple men, then I’d come home and cry about how disgustingly weak I was.

Then came my first business trip, that was why I met Giulia, a gorgeous Italian woman with long curly black hair, large boobs, a tiny waist, and a strong personality, dominant, tough, even though she was normal in bed. I raised the topic of if she was into BDSM, but she waved it off, saying she didn’t need such things, just a good quick fuck, not even a long one. She liked random, spontaneous quickies, which worked for me.

She didn’t make me cum. I was too addicted to porn and the life I had, so to make myself cum, I’d fuck her from behind and then remember all the depraved stuff I did, and always coming back to that last night with Allie, the time I signed my marriage away. That always made me cum.

Giulia was Italian but lived in Germany. I travelled so frequently that we never were away from each other long enough to miss one-another, until my travel came to an end. I asked her to move to the UK, but she really didn’t want to, Brexit had left a bitter taste in the mouths of most Europeans, and my career was thriving. But then as time apart grew, she realised she missed me too much to just abandon our relationship.

We moved in together in our new home a year after we met. Sure, we’d lived together already, in that dingy apartment, but this would be our home. I proposed soon after, and she accepted.

It was about a month before the wedding that I ran into Allie. She was grabbing coffee in a Starbucks, dressed in a gorgeous, clearly very expensive black dress, thick Dior shades. “Wow, you look amazing.” I said.

She grinned. “Money and style.” She purred. “I heard you left the brothel. Shame. Being a sissy suited you. I’m very disappointed in you.”

“I couldn’t stay a gay sissy all my life.”

She rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Pathetic cunt. Always were, always will be. You are a gay sissy, you always will be.” She grabbed my chin hard and spat in my face, drool pouring down from my eye down my cheek. “Say it! Say I’m a gay sissy whore.”

“I…I’m a gay sissy whore.” I repeated, my cock hard as nails.

“See. I’ll get you in there one day. I’ll take that beautiful Italian fiancée from you too. You think I don’t know about her?” She grinned. “I’ll destroy you and her. She won’t be passed on like I was, I’ll turn her into a depraved whore, just like you were.” She spat on me again. “Keep your doors locked, sissy, because I’m coming for you.”

My body trembled as she walked away. It was at that moment that I became acutely aware that everyone was looking at me, mouths agape.

That night, at home, I decided to come clean. I told Giulia everything, from the beginning. I told her about the prostitution, I told her about the sissy hypnosis, I even showed her my hidden stash of sissy stuff, the dildos, everything.

She frowned as she listened, but didn’t interrupt.

“So, if you want to leave, then…go, I guess.” I told her.

Silence deafened me, nothing was said, not a sound, just her sat there, looking at me, still holding the silky lavender panties in her hands. Then she stood and hugged me tight. “We’ll get you a therapist. All of this has to be very traumatising, and I am so happy you told me everything. I love you, and I’ll help you through this. As to your ex-wife, if we are together, and you ever see her, then tell me, so I can punch the living shit out of her!”

I smiled, then hugged her again. “Thank you! Thank you!”


Epilogue

I was back in Germany again; a different part this time, but work took be back there frequently. My wife, Giulia, was back at home, working on a new design for a customer. We’d been married a year and things had been going great. The therapist helped me beat my porn addiction, returned my ability to have sex but also helped me deal with my fear around the panties and lingerie. The sissy items returned to my drawer, not as a definitive identity of who I was, but rather a method of play for us from time to time.

Giulia took on the role of dominant in our household. She accepted that she needed to be in control, and whilst the word Mistress was for occasional use in the bedroom, she was in charge, she ultimately had the final word, and it worked for us. There was no need to take things further.

Finally, my life was back on track. I felt like things were settling down. Did I wish Giulia would at least consider cuckolding me? Sure. Did it matter that she wouldn’t? No.

As I walked back to my hotel that evening, I passed an erotic shop, a sissy dress on full display in the window, and a special on poppers today. Also, the city’s largest gay labyrinth. It had been ages since I’d been with a man, since before Giulia. Could I this time?

I slipped, once, just once. I bought poppers, headed back to the hotel, and gooned to hypnosis, only to put on some panties and return to the shop and enter the dark labyrinth. There, I walked between folks milling around, until I felt a hand on my bum, squeezing. I immediately stopped walking, stood there letting him squeeze, then pulling my pants down to reveal the panties. He felt them, rubbed, then my cock through the satin, and eventually, I was on my knees, sucking.

Behind me now, another man. He kissed the one I was sucking, then bent down and pulled on my hips. The panties went down and spittle landed square on my star, before I felt it, the thing I missed, a warm head entering me.

Poppers sniffed again, and this became my night, cocks, fucking me, filling me.

That night, I came only when I arrived back at the hotel; came with cum still pouring out of my arsehole. Panic set in, I was not on the pills anymore, how could I have been so stupid?

The next day, I called my wife and confessed. I cried, said it was a momentary break, but to my surprise, she sighed and said, “Don’t worry. We’ll use condoms until you can get tested. But you need to raise this with your therapist. Make sure it doesn’t happen again.”

“Why are you forgiving me?” I cried.

“Because this isn’t cheating, it’s a lapse in judgment. Pull yourself together, and just get home to me. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

Giulia ended the call and sat in the foyer of the large home of her next potential customer. A high-roller who was about to open a nightclub, needed some help designing it.

Thanos walked in and shook Giulia’s hand, then introduced his wife, Reilly. “Lovely to meet you,” said Giulia. “How long have you been married?”

“Oh, just six months.” The girl smiled. Behind her a door opened and a skinny woman in shiny pink dress appeared, trotting in high-shoes. “Oh, Marcie, wonderful. Giulia, would you like something to drink?”

Giulia gulped. She recognised a sissy when she saw one, I’d taught her all about that, and in that very moment, she found herself wondering what she’d gotten herself into. “Just a still water, thank you.”

“Come through, our business partner is waiting.” Thanos said, leading her into a large living room where a pretty blonde woman sat waiting. “Giulia, meet Cindy, my business partner on this project.”

“Lovely to meet you, Cindy.” Smiled Giulia.

They made small talk, introductions, then the ladies explained their vision for the nightclub. They wanted to mimic the Berlin sense of freedom, kink-friendly, good music, quality sound, dark where it needs to be, but then not trashy. “It should feel clean, like a place one may play without the feeling that they can catch something.” Cindy explained.

“I see.” Giulia had been to Kit-Kat, she’d been to Berghain, she knew the Berlin style, but this felt like something more.

“It is,” Reilly explained. “Here female dominants should be free to experiment. Single bulls should be able to meet future lovers. It should feel trustworthy but alive. Dangerous, but safe.”

Giulia made notes on her laptop, but inside, she already knew she couldn’t take this opportunity. She knew a trap when she saw one, and from everything she knew from me, this had Miles’ fingerprints all over it.

Finally, as they rounded off their vision, Giulia nodded, then smiled at Cindy. “How about your husband?” Giulia asked. “Will he be involved?”

Cindy smiled back. “Yes, I would assume he would be. He’s eager to meet you, Giulia. Any friend of Terry’s…”

Giulia closed the laptop silently, then put it in the bag. “I think someone more qualified would be better for this job.”

“Nonsense.” Laughed Reilly. “You’re perfect for this. We’ve looked at your work, we think you are the best person, regardless of Terry. If something more comes from it, then great, if not, then at least we get our nightclub.”

This was just the typical manipulation I had warned her about, Giulia knew it. She stood, ready to thank them for their time, when a door opened, and a tall man with long dark hair and a thick beard stepped out. Powerful piercing green eyes, muscles swelling the tight white shirt. He was a sheer adonis, and Giulia felt her legs shake. The man was her life-long fantasy, it was as if someone had peered into her soul and then gone out and found her dream man.

She swallowed the phlegm in her mouth.

“Ah, Marco, come in.” Sang Thanos. “Marco is a good friend of mine and will be one of the main investors in the club.”

Marco walked over, took Giulia’s hand and kissed it, his eyes never leaving hers. “A pleasure to meet such a beautiful lady.” He said in Italian. “Perhaps I can take you to dinner and I can tell you more about what I’m after.”

Every single sense in her body, told her it was a trap. Every single common sense told her to run. And yet, she found herself swoon a little, placing a hand on his firm chest to calm herself. “Yes, tha-that will be nice.” She said.

She didn’t get the chance to say no to them. She didn’t get the chance to decline the project. Instead, she found herself going to dinner with Marco, where Marco explained about the Netorare club, the place where weak men would let their gorgeous wives find love with real men, the place where wimp sissies would accept their place, and proudly give up their wives.

“Why would men want to do that?” She asked, her pussy in a constant state of arousal.

“Because these men recognise that they married up. They recognise they cannot give them what they want. It’s not just money, status and power. It’s children, a future, a future for their children. These beta men, they are servants, that’s all they will ever be, and we recognise that.”

“You…you are single?”

“Of course, because I don’t want a plain wife, vanilla. I want adventure. A woman who craves adventure like I do. A woman who doesn’t confine themselves. I can quite imagine a woman, like you, running this club. Manageress. Her sissy a waitress in the club, divorced, but forever in her presence.”

“I could never do that to my husband.” She whispered.

“You could never leave Terry, I know. Never abandon him like Alison did.” He smiled. “But to divorce him for me, then have him live with us as our live-in sissy slave? To work for you in the club? We all win, no?”

Her cunt flooded, she grabbed the tables edge and she let out a little moan. He took her hand, leaned close, and kissed her, and she accepted it.

That night, he took her ten times. They fucked until morning, and this wasn’t the quickies she thought she wanted, it was raw, constant rolling pleasure, orgasm after orgasm, interspersed with promises of greatness. He told her about the life Alison now lived, still able to fuck who she liked, but travelling on private jets, the best clothes, adventure whenever she wanted it, and a man who didn’t just lavish her with gifts, but loved her and cherished her like Terry never did.

“Orn worships her like a goddess. He never treats her like anything less then a queen.” He said. “I would do the same for you.”

“Yes…” Giulia whispered. “I want that.” But then she frowned. “But I can’t do it. I’m sorry. After tonight, we cannot see each other.”

“That’s fine. I respect that. But please, help with the club.” He smiled. “What’s the worst that will happen? You get rich building a club and then you say goodbye.”

She made no promises but did not say no.

The following day, when I arrived home, she sat me down and cried, confessing everything. I was hard as a rock listening to it all, and then when she asked me if I hated her, I simply pounced, fucking her hard for less then half-a-minute, before then going down on her used cunt for the first time.

“You should do it,” I said.

“The club?”

I wanted to say all of it. I wanted to tell her to ruin me, to destroy me like Allie had once done. But then I nodded and said, “Yeah, squeeze cash out those arseholes.”

She hugged me, we kissed, and then she asked if I wasn’t angry. Of course I wasn’t, I fucking loved that she had cheated. I wanted her to fall in love. I was an addict and this fed my depraved addiction.

“You need to promise me one thing,” she said.

“Go on.”

“You cannot get involved. You cannot see Miles. You don’t go down that route anymore.”

I promised her exactly that, frowning after.

What I hadn’t told her was that Miles had already been in touch. In fact, Miles had sent me photos, me on my knees in that damned dark room, me taking cock. I told him that my wife knew, but he didn’t care. “I’m not trying to blackmail you,” he wrote, “I’m reminding you that I know you better than you. You’re a member of my club, a lifetime member. Just because you pause your membership, doesn’t mean you’re not coming back.” And then I opened the next photos and videos. My wife, screaming in pleasure as Marco fucked her senseless, her voice begging him in Italian, stuff I quickly translated, “Yes, ruin me for my husband, take me away, use me, make me your slut. Make me hate him like she did…”

I’d seen it all. She was in denial right now, but it was only a matter of time, and now I had to decide, did I want to do it all again, or did I want to stop it?

“Definitely, you should do it though,” I said to my wife, referring to the club…as far as she was aware.

THE END
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