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Sam

Linda and I had been neighbours since the day we were born, our arrivals into the world separated by just a few short weeks. Our parents were inseparable best friends, their laughter echoing through the quiet streets of our tiny Nebraska hometown, a speck on the map with barely a handful of houses clustered in our sleepy neighbourhood. As kids, we were like conjoined twins, brother and sister rolled into one unbreakable bond. We'd chase fireflies in the golden haze of summer evenings, build forts from old cardboard boxes in the backyard, and share secrets under the sprawling oak tree that straddled our properties.

Her dad was the town doctor, splitting his time between the local clinic and a nearby pharmaceutical company, always in his crisp white coat that smelled faintly of antiseptic. My dad, on the other hand, taught math at the community college, his chalk-dusted fingers gesturing wildly as he explained equations to wide-eyed students. We were a family of geeks, through and through, bookish, analytical, lost in worlds of numbers and science. But our moms? They were the vibrant counterbalance, fitness enthusiasts who dragged us on morning jogs along dew-kissed country roads and filled our kitchens with the aroma of fresh smoothies and grilled veggies. When we were old enough to grasp the concept, Linda would tease me with a wink, saying our dads had "married up", snagging the high school hotties despite their nerdy charms. My mom told it differently, her eyes softening as she recalled how Dad had won her over with his quiet wit and unwavering kindness. "Geek or not," she'd say, ruffling my hair, "he was my perfect puzzle piece."

By high school, Linda blossomed into the kind of beauty that turned heads in the hallways. Tall and lithe, with a toned, athletic frame that spoke of her mom's yoga sessions, firm abs rippling under sun-kissed skin, generous curves that filled out her jeans just right. Her hair was a cascade of glossy, near-black waves tumbling down her back like a midnight river, and her brown eyes were sharp as daggers, often accentuated with smoky shadow that gave her a mysterious, almost predatory allure.

"You look downright evil with that makeup," I teased her once, as she perched on her bed, mirror in hand, perfecting the dark liner.

She threw her head back and laughed, a rich, melodic sound that always made my chest tighten. "It's my signature style, Sam. I own the evil queen vibe."

Me? I was the polar opposite, scrawny and awkward, with unruly brown hair that defied any comb, and legs like toothpicks. I followed squarely in Dad's geeky footsteps, buried in books and video games while Linda got swept up by the school's star athletes and charmers. A pang of jealousy gnawed at me every time she gushed about a new boyfriend, but I buried it deep. We shared everything, late-night confessions, dreams, fears, but I could never confess the truth: I was hopelessly in love with her. And since she never said it back, I assumed the feeling was one-sided.

That all changed in our freshman year of college. We were huddled in a dimly lit bar, the air thick with the scent of stale beer and fried onions, nursing illicit drinks courtesy of our fake IDs. The neon signs buzzed overhead, casting a reddish glow on her face as she leaned across the scarred wooden table.

"Why have you never asked me out?" she asked suddenly, her voice cutting through the jukebox's twangy country tune.

I blinked, caught off guard, and chuckled nervously. "We go out all the time, Lin. Like, right now."

She rolled her eyes, a playful smirk tugging at her full lips. "No, Sam. I mean out out. Like a real date-date. Candles, holding hands, the whole cheesy rom-com deal."

I shrugged, my heart hammering against my ribs. "I mean... well... erm... has... shit. What I'm trying to say is..."

"You didn't think I'd be interested, right?" She tilted her head, her sharp eyes narrowing slightly, that smoky makeup making them gleam like polished obsidian.

"Right," I admitted, exhaling a shaky breath.

In that instant, she closed the distance, her soft, dark red lips brushing mine in a kiss that ignited every nerve. Her tongue slipped in tentatively, tasting of cherry lip gloss and the faint bitterness of beer. It was pure bliss, like fireworks exploding in a starless sky. From that night on, we were fused at the hip, more than friends, more than lovers. Our parents were over the moon, toasting us at family barbecues with knowing smiles. I felt like the luckiest guy alive, strutting through campus with the hottest girl on my arm, drawing envious glares from frat boys and jocks.

The intimacy was electric, raw, and all-consuming. Linda was a force in bed, energetic and unbridled, her body moving with a lethal grace that left me breathless. It was never routine; she'd flip positions with feline agility, often ending astride me, her hips grinding in a hypnotic rhythm until she arched back in ecstasy, her moans echoing off the walls like a siren's call. She despised condoms, insisting on the raw connection, and I was too inexperienced (and too enthralled) to argue. She'd dress to seduce, slipping into sheer stockings that whispered against her skin, garter belts framing her curves, corsets cinching her waist, and lacy lingerie that left little to the imagination. Everything about her was perfection incarnate.

After graduation, we tied the knot in an intimate ceremony under a canopy of blooming lilacs in our hometown park, surrounded by family and friends. We packed up and headed south to Oklahoma, chasing opportunities in a dusty mid-sized town. Linda landed a sleek gig at a venture capital firm, her sharp mind thriving in the high-stakes world of investments, while I snagged a remote developer role, coding from our cramped, dingy apartment that smelled faintly of old carpet and takeout. It was humble, but it was ours, until we decided it was time for roots.

We connected with a local realtor, Patricia Jones, a bubbly blonde with a megawatt smile and flawless porcelain skin that screamed former beauty queen, maybe even Miss Oklahoma in her heyday. She was sharp as a tack, tirelessly scouting properties that matched our modest budget while keeping us near Linda's office.

We toured a slew of houses, but nothing clicked. One had creaky floors that groaned like old bones; another overlooked a noisy highway, its rumble invading every room. Finally, we slumped into plush chairs in Patricia's sleek office, surrounded by glossy property photos pinned to corkboards.

"There's one more option," she said, her blue eyes sparkling as she leaned forward, blonde curls bouncing. "I just moved there myself, and something tells me it'll be perfect for you two. It's a bit pricier, though."

"What is it?" Linda asked, leaning in, her dark hair falling like a curtain over one shoulder.

"It's a new development, a gated community about twenty miles out. Comes with its own kindergarten, cozy cafes, boutique shops. I think you'll fall in love."

"Gated community?" I echoed, brows furrowing. "That sounds way out of our league."

"Not massively," Patricia countered smoothly. "You might need a little extra from the bank, but it's doable. If you're free this afternoon, follow me there. Only a couple houses left."

Linda and I exchanged a glance; her eyes lit up with excitement, while a knot twisted in my gut. "Sure, why not?" I said, overriding my instincts for her sake.

As we trailed Patricia out, Linda bubbled over in the parking lot. "I have such a good feeling about this, Sam! This could be our forever home." But unease gnawed at me, the way Patricia had hesitated, as if weighing whether we were worthy. Maybe it was just the price tag she hadn't named, or perhaps something deeper. I voiced my doubts to Linda, but she waved them off with a laugh. "Oh, hush up. You're being paranoid, as usual."

"Fair enough," I conceded. "But it's a new build, why no brochure? No website?"

"I don't know. Why didn't you ask her? Maybe she forgot in the rush."

Yeah, right, I thought, but kept it to myself.

After work, I scooped up Linda in our trusty little Prius, a graduation gift from my folks, its hybrid hum a familiar comfort, and we tailed Patricia's sleek Range Rover Evoque for forty minutes into the barren countryside. The road wound through flatlands dotted with scrubby bushes until we reached towering sandstone walls topped with wrought-iron spikes, flanking massive black metal gates that loomed like sentinels.

"Yeah, this screams affordable," I muttered sarcastically. For the first time, Linda's enthusiasm faltered, her lips pressing into a thin line, but she said nothing.

The gates swung open with a hydraulic whine, and we entered a manicured paradise that felt ripped from a TV suburb. Houses painted in cheerful pastels lined pristine streets, their lawns an unnatural emerald green, trimmed to perfection. Flower beds burst with vibrant blooms, and white picket fences gleamed under the late afternoon sun. But it all felt... sterile, like a movie set awaiting actors.

"Watch out, honey," I joked. "They might snatch you and replace you with a robot."

Linda giggled, but it was half-hearted. "It does have a Stepford Wives vibe. But let's check out the house before we judge."

We parked behind Patricia at a charming two-story home, its light purple siding accented by crisp white trim. A double garage flanked a smooth concrete driveway, and the front garden exploded with manicured hedges and climbing roses framing the arched doorway like a fairy-tale entrance.

"This is it," Patricia announced, stepping out with a flourish, her heels clicking on the pavement.

"It's stunning, and bigger than I imagined," Linda breathed, her eyes wide.

"How much?" I cut in, arms crossed.

"Let's tour it first, then crunch numbers," she replied with a wink.

"Here we go," I grumbled under my breath.

"Hush!" Linda shot back, elbowing me lightly.

Inside, it was a dream: gleaming mahogany floors reflecting sunlight from floor-to-ceiling windows, a gourmet kitchen with granite counters and stainless-steel appliances that hummed softly, three spacious bedrooms with plush carpets, spa-like bathrooms featuring rainfall showers and marble vanities. Downstairs, a finished basement begged for a home theatre. Out back, a generous yard sloped to a sparkling terrace and a modest lap pool, its water rippling invitingly. "Plumbed for a hot tub if you want," Patricia added.

Now Linda pressed: "How much?"

"Let's sit and talk figures," Patricia said, guiding us to the airy living room.

Our budget capped at $250,000, three years' combined salary plus a nest egg from Linda's parents, Jack and Sarah. Patricia floated $380,000, then "negotiated" down to $340,000. Still $90,000 over.

"There's an option: the developer's mortgage instead of a bank loan," she suggested.

"That's risky if they fold," I pointed out.

"Normally, yes. But this developer? Solid as rock. Trust me."

"What's the down payment?" Linda asked.

"Twenty percent."

"That's $68,000, $26,000 more than we have," Linda sighed, her eyes glistening with disappointment.

I hesitated, that gut feeling still whispering warnings, but seeing her crestfallen face, I caved. "I can scrape it together."

"How?" she asked, hope flickering.

"I've got $10,000 saved, and some collectibles, Grandpa's baseball cards and stuff."

"I can't let you sell family heirlooms!"

"You're not letting me; I'm choosing to. What's the point of hoarding if not for moments like this?"

She flung her arms around me, burying her face in my neck. "I love you so damn much." Pulling back, she searched my eyes. "But is it worth the extra $26,000 to you?"

"With what I've got tucked away? Absolutely."

With a delighted squeal, Linda turned to Patricia. "We'll take it!"

"Fantastic!" Patricia beamed. "I'll offer $300,000 and see what they say. Fingers crossed." She whipped out her iPhone, dialling swiftly. "Hey, Kelly, it's Trish. At 1070 Chastity, clients want to bid."

Linda and I traded puzzled glances. Chastity? I mouthed. She shrugged.

"Starting at three hundred, but we'd take your mortgage package. Uh-huh. Yeah, they're ideal for the community, young, vibrant, perfect fit. Sure. Oh, really? No, I get it. If we could nudge lower... uh-huh..." She scribbled on a notepad and flipped it our way: 319!!!! We nodded vigorously. "Okay, if that's rock bottom? Throw in first-year services? Deal! Thanks, Kelly, you're a lifesaver."

Hanging up, she grinned ear-to-ear. "Congrats! You're homeowners."

"I can't believe it!" Linda shrieked, hugging us both. "Thank you!"

"Contracts tomorrow. Linda, a couple minor details, design stuff. I'll call you. And if you can muster $63,800 for the deposit, we're set."

We cruised the neighbourhood before heading out, quiet streets, immaculate homes, but eerily empty, like everyone was tucked away for dinner. Quaint touches abounded: ornate street lamps, colourful mailboxes shaped like birds. On the drive home, even my doubts melted in the glow of excitement. Those nagging inner voices fell silent; I was about to own a slice of paradise, pool and all. Kid-me would be in awe.

Next day, docs hit my inbox. I phoned a reputable antique dealer in Tulsa for the cards, $15,000 offer sealed the deal. It was legit, no shady vibes; I walked out with a certified check, deposited it pronto.

Back home, I signed the deposit form and wired funds to Gynarchia Estates. A signed receipt pinged back instantly. Phase one: done. Employment proofs tomorrow.

To celebrate, I grabbed bubbly and Chinese takeout, the sizzle of egg rolls and sweet tang of sauce filling the air. I popped the cork just as Linda walked in, foam cascading like confetti.

"Yay!" I cheered, grinning.

But her face was thunderous, brows knit in a deep frown. "Yeah... you might want to cork that back up."
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Linda

As we pulled away from the gates of that pristine estate, my pulse thrummed with a giddy, almost childish excitement. A house like that, spacious, modern, with a pool shimmering under Oklahoma sunsets, would be the foundation we’d always dreamed of. We could finally stop drifting, plant roots, maybe start a family. Kids running barefoot across that impossibly green lawn, holiday lights strung along the porch, the two of us growing old together in a place that felt like forever. And the best part? I’d be doing it with Sam, the boy who’d been my shadow since we were toddlers splashing in kiddie pools, the man who still made my heart skip when he smiled that shy, lopsided grin. Everything was falling into place. For once, life was handing us the fairy tale.

Twenty-four hours later, almost to the minute, I stood in our cramped apartment kitchen clutching a half-empty bottle of sparkling wine, and the fairy tale had curdled into something cold and heavy in my chest. Dread coiled low in my belly, tightening with every breath. The deposit was gone, wired, signed, irrevocable. And the reason everything felt wrong had nothing to do with the mortgage, the job, or the house itself.

It was the community.

“Oh no, what’s wrong?” Sam’s voice cracked with instant panic as he searched my face. The cork still dangled from his fingers, foam dripping onto the linoleum. “Please tell me you haven’t lost your job. I just sent the money.”

The words hit like ice water. The contract was binding. We were locked in.

“No,” I managed, throat tight. “Not the job.”

“Then what is it?” He set the bottle down carefully, as though any sudden movement might shatter us both.

I opened my mouth, closed it again. The truth lodged behind my teeth like a stone. Instead, I backed up to the phone call that had unravelled everything.

Patricia had rung at eleven that morning, voice unusually subdued. “There’s something you need to know about the community,” she’d said. “I’d rather explain in person. Can we meet for lunch?”

We chose a quiet café tucked behind the downtown strip mall, linen napkins, soft jazz, the kind of place where secrets feel safer. I ordered a Cobb salad I barely touched; she picked at hers with the distracted air of someone carrying a live grenade. Her usual sunny confidence was gone; her manicured nails tapped an anxious rhythm against her water glass.

“The house is part of a community,” she began, eyes flicking to the door as though expecting eavesdroppers. “One I’m part of.”

“I know. You said so yesterday.”

“Yes, but… what you don’t know is what kind of community.” She drew a slow breath. “When I spoke to Kelly on the phone, she asked point-blank: ‘Are they part of our community?’ I told her yes, definitely, because there were no other listings even close to what you needed, and I was desperate to get you into something perfect.”

My fork froze halfway to my mouth. “Is there something wrong with the house?”

“No. The house is flawless. The community is… different. You’re going to need to fit in, or at least convincingly appear to fit in.”

My mind leapt to the darkest possibility. “It’s a cult, isn’t it?”

She winced. “Not a cult. Not religious, anyway.” A pause, then quieter: “What do you know about female domination?”

I’d just taken a swig of iced tea. It sprayed out my nose in a fizzy, undignified snort. I coughed, laughed, coughed again, then leaned in, voice dropping to a scandalised whisper. “Are you seriously telling me we just bought a house in a sex cult?”

“Not a sex cult,” she corrected quickly, cheeks flushing. “It’s a private, gated neighbourhood designed for married couples who live in female-led relationships. Consensual female authority. No judgment, no outsiders gawking. It’s safe space for women to lead, and for men to… submit. Willingly.”

I stared at her, wide-eyed, the salad forgotten. “And why in God’s name did you think Sam and I would fit?”

She shrugged, almost apologetic. “I wanted the perfect home for you two more than anything. Nothing else was available. And honestly… looking at you, the dark makeup, the way you carry yourself, how Sam looks at you like you hung the moon, how bossy you are, I took an educated guess. I’m usually right about these things. I mean, the house is easily worth six-hundred thou, what did you think?”

“I’m not bossy,” I protested automatically.

She raised an eyebrow. “You tell him hush and he hushes. Instantly. Every time.”

I opened my mouth to argue, then shut it. She wasn’t entirely wrong.

“So what you’re saying,” I summarised slowly, “is we got a steal on a six-hundred-thousand-dollar house because the only catch is I occasionally have to… what? Walk my husband on a leash at the community picnic?”

Her expression turned pained. “Not quite. There are expectations. Monthly munches at the community centre, social gatherings for like-minded people. Conversation, networking, sometimes light play. Spankings, service demonstrations, that sort of thing.”

“You’re into this,” I said, not a question.

“Since college, yes. My husband is my slave. Twenty-four-seven dynamic at home, softer in public. It works for us.”

I exhaled hard through my nose. “That’s why the price was so low.”

“Exactly. They price houses near cost to attract, and keep, the right residents. If word gets out that I let you buy in without full disclosure, I’m in breach of contract. I could lose my license, my home, everything. I’m so sorry, Linda. I truly thought it could work for you.”

I closed my eyes, trying to steady the spinning in my head. When I left the café, I still hadn’t decided what to do. Several times I pulled out my phone to call Sam, fingers hovering over his name, but the words wouldn’t come. Patricia hadn’t meant harm; she’d bent rules to give us our dream. But dominating my husband? That was… insane.

In the restaurant bathroom, I stared at my reflection, the smoky eyes, the sharp winged liner, the deep burgundy lips. I opened my phone, typed “dominatrix” into Google Images, and scrolled. Leather corsets, thigh-high boots, whips coiled like snakes. Women who looked powerful, untouchable, dangerous.

“Oh,” I whispered to the mirror. “Oh shit. Evil woman.”

And then, inexplicably, I giggled. A small, startled sound. Maybe there was something in me that had always liked holding the reins.

Now here I was, facing Sam with our savings already vanished into Gynarchia Estates, the truth burning a hole in my throat.

“So what is it?” he pressed again, softer this time.

I swallowed. “You know there are service fees? For security, maintenance, the gate…”

His shoulders dropped in visible relief. “Oh yeah, I figured. Patricia got the first year waived, right? Or are they insane? God, please don’t tell me we signed without reading the HOA docs.”

“No, they’re actually… reasonable.” I forced a weak smile. “Just wanted to make sure you knew.”

He blew out a long breath. “Jesus, you scared me. I thought it was something awful.” He tilted his head. “How was lunch with Patricia?”

“Hmm?” My mind was still miles away. “Oh, fine. Good. Just… small stuff. Garden upkeep, that sort of thing.”

“Ugh, gardening. I’ll leave that to you, you’ve got the green thumb.”

“Right.”

“Unless you want me to handle it?”

I heard the words come out before I could stop them. “No, you can cut the grass.” It sounded like an order. I caught myself immediately. “I mean, if you want to. I’m not telling you to.”

He chuckled. “It’s fine, Lin. Really.”

We sipped the wine in silence for a moment, the bubbles sharp on my tongue. I knew I’d have to tell him eventually. We could try to sue for misrepresentation, maybe claw our way out, but we’d destroy Patricia’s life and end up back in this shoebox apartment anyway. No winners.

“Do you think I’m bossy?” I asked suddenly.

He considered it, swirling his glass. “Bossy? Nah. Do I think you wear the pants? Yeah, pretty much.” He grinned. “And I like it that way. You know what you want. I’m the one who second-guesses everything. I need someone who can… steer.”

“Hmm.” I studied him over the rim of my glass. “When you put it like that…”

We moved to the tiny dining table with our Chinese takeout, steaming cartons of kung pao and lo mein filling the air with ginger and soy. Halfway through, I set my chopsticks down.

“Patricia said something funny today.”

“Yeah?”

“She said I look like a dominatrix.” I let out a nervous laugh.

Sam smirked, eyes twinkling. “She’s not wrong.”

“What?” I grinned despite myself.

“I told you ages ago, you’ve got that sexy-evil thing going on. It’s hot.”

“So you like the dominatrix look?”

“Baby, I like every look you’ve ever had. But this one?” He gestured vaguely at my dark lipstick, the sharp contour of my cheekbones. “It’s perfection dialled up to eleven.”

I felt heat crawl up my neck. “Maybe I should make you massage my feet later, then.”

“By your command, Mistress,” he teased, bowing dramatically over his plate.

We both laughed, the sound bright and easy in the small room. Maybe, just maybe, this could work.

That night we made love the way we always did, fierce, familiar, perfect. Sam was never the biggest, but he was attentive, generous, fearless with his mouth between my thighs. I loved the way his body responded, the tightening of his balls, the swell against my tongue right before he spilled. And yes, I loved the taste of him, salty and warm and utterly his.

But tonight felt different. I needed to be on top, needed to pin his wrists above his head, needed to watch his eyes widen as I rolled my hips slow and deliberate.

“You want to be mine?” I growled through gritted teeth, nails digging into his shoulders.

“Oh fuck, yes!”

“You want your evil woman to own you?”

“Yes, anything, Linda…”

“Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress!”

I rode him harder, chasing the edge. “My little slut. You love being buried in my cunt, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“My bitch?”

“Yes, yes, Mistress!”

The orgasm hit like lightning, sudden, blinding. I threw my head back and groaned, long and raw. “Cum for me now. Fill your Mistress.”

He obeyed instantly, hips bucking as he pulsed inside me, hot and deep. When the aftershocks faded, I slid off, dipped two fingers into the slick mess between my legs, brought them to my lips and sucked. Then I did it again, smeared the creamy mix across his mouth. He opened without hesitation, eyes locked on mine, tongue curling around my fingers to lick every drop.

I gave his cheek a gentle slap. “Good boy.” Then I padded to the bathroom on shaky legs, cleaned up, and slipped back into bed.

Sam was already scrolling on his phone, face lit blue in the dark. He glanced over, expression suddenly uncertain.

“Babe,” he said quietly, “there’s something I need to tell you about the house.”

I turned to him, heart kicking hard against my ribs, and waited.

Sam

In those giddy minutes before Linda got home, I was practically buzzing. The transfer had gone through, sixty-three grand wired to Gynarchia Estates, digital receipt pinged back like a victory bell. For the first time since we’d started house-hunting, the future felt solid: a real home, a pool, maybe a swing set one day. I could already picture summer barbecues, string lights on the terrace, Linda in a sundress laughing as she chased fireflies with a kid on her hip. Our kid. The thought made me grin like an idiot.

With time to kill, I flopped onto the couch, laptop balanced on my knees, and typed “Gynarchia Estates” into Google. The results were thin: a bare-bones company listing, no flashy website, no glossy photos. Just a corporate registration page with a list of officers, all women, every single name. Curious, I clicked through a couple. One led to a LinkedIn profile, another to some obscure business directory. Then a forum popped up in the results, something called “The Gynarchy Hub.” The URL looked sketchy, but the description caught my eye: “A private space for wives leading with love and authority.”

I clicked.

The site loaded slowly, dark theme, minimalist layout. Threads scrolled past: “Training Tuesday, How I Got Him to Kneel Without a Word,” “Best Chastity Devices for Long-Term Wear,” “Community Event: Munch This Weekend, Who’s Bringing Their Pet?” Pet? My stomach did a lazy flip. I kept scrolling until I hit a pinned post, an advertisement for the very development we’d just bought into.

“Gynarchia Estates: A Sanctuary for Female-Led Families. Secure, private, purpose-built. Homes priced for committed couples ready to embrace matriarchal harmony. Monthly gatherings at the Community Center. Strict vetting ensures compatibility. Join the sisterhood.”

There were photos: smiling women in elegant outfits leading men on leashes at what looked like a garden party; men kneeling at feet during outdoor dinners; a group shot at the community pool, women lounging while their husbands served drinks. The caption read: “Living authentically, without apology.”

It clicked. Hard.

The house. The price. Patricia’s hesitation. The all-female board. The name, Gynarchia, for fuck’s sake. Greek for “rule by women.” I’d just dropped our life savings on a BDSM suburb.

The key scraped in the lock. I slammed the laptop shut so fast the screen cracked against the coffee table, grabbed the sparkling wine like it was a lifeline, and forced a smile as Linda stepped inside.

I popped the cork with exaggerated cheer. “Yay!”

Foam bubbled over my fingers. She stared at me, face pale, eyes shadowed. My stomach plummeted.

“Oh no, what’s wrong?” I asked, panic rising like bile. “Please tell me you haven’t lost your job. I just paid the deposit.”

The words hung there, stupid and damning. The money was gone. Irretrievable. This was on me, I’d rushed it, skipped the real research, let excitement blind me. My fault.

The rest of the evening passed in a haze of small talk and forced normalcy. We ate Chinese, sipped wine, laughed at nothing. When she asked if I thought she looked like a dominatrix, I seized the opening like a drowning man grabs driftwood. Maybe I could salvage this, turn the disaster into something playful, test the waters. And when she climbed on top later, voice low and commanding, calling me “Mistress’ little slut,” something electric snapped awake inside me. Her nails on my wrists, the way she rode me like she owned every inch, the slap, gentle but deliberate, on my cheek. “Good boy.” Christ, it was hot. Terrifyingly hot.

But after, when she slipped into the bathroom to clean up, the high crashed. I lay there sweating, heart hammering, staring at the ceiling fan’s lazy spin. What the hell was I doing? There was no way she’d forgive me for not telling her sooner. She’d think I’d tricked her, or worse, that I wanted this life and dragged her into it without asking. I grabbed my phone, opened the forum again, scrolled deeper. Rules. Protocols. Mandatory attendance at “munches.” Public displays of submission. Punishments for non-compliance. The more I read, the sicker I felt. Linda wasn’t built for that world. Neither was I, not really. A bedroom game was one thing; a lifestyle enforced by a neighbourhood HOA from hell was another.

Footsteps padded back into the room. She slid under the covers, still glowing from the aftershocks.

I swallowed hard. “Babe, there’s something I need to tell you about the house.”

She turned, eyes searching mine. Her bottom lip trembled, just a flicker, but I saw it.

“Me too,” she whispered.

The air left my lungs. “The BDSM stuff… You found out today?”

She nodded slowly. “Patricia told me at lunch. How did you know?”

I held up my phone, screen still open to the forum thread. “Googled the company after the transfer cleared. Stumbled on this. I’m so sorry, Lin. I should’ve done my homework before I sent the money. I fucked up.”

“No,” she said quickly, reaching for my hand. “It’s my fault. I knew at lunch and didn’t call you right away. I just… froze.”

I shook my head. “Not your fault. What the hell was Patricia thinking?”

“She panicked,” Linda said, voice soft but certain. “She didn’t want to let us down, so she squeezed us in. Thought we’d fit because… well, she said I look like a dominatrix. That I boss you around.”

I snorted despite myself, a short, surprised laugh. “She’s not entirely wrong about the bossy part.”

Linda gave a weak smile. “We can’t keep it. We have to back out.”

“Cooling-off period,” I said, already pulling up a search. “State law gives five days for real-estate contracts like this. We can cancel, get the deposit back.”

I turned the phone so she could see the statute summary. She stared at the screen for a long moment, then let out a slow breath and nodded.

“It’s probably for the best,” she agreed, voice small.

I set the phone down and pulled her close, her head tucking under my chin like it always did when things got heavy. Her hair smelled like coconut shampoo and the faint trace of our earlier sex. For a minute we just breathed together, the room quiet except for the hum of the fridge.

“We’ll figure it out,” I murmured into her hair. “We always do.”

She nodded against my chest, but I could feel the tension still coiled in her shoulders. Neither of us said it out loud, but we both knew: walking away from the dream house hurt. Walking away from whatever strange spark we’d accidentally ignited tonight hurt in a different way, sharp, confusing, and oddly unfinished.

But we weren’t ready for a life behind those black gates. Not yet. Maybe not ever.

I kissed the top of her head and held on tighter. Tomorrow we’d call Patricia. Tomorrow we’d start untangling the mess I’d made.

Tonight, we just held each other, two scared kids from Nebraska trying to pretend we still knew what came next.

Linda

Fuck.

The word kept looping in my head like a stuck record as Sam’s arms loosened around me and we lay there in the dark, the ceiling fan clicking overhead. He was right, logically, cleanly, sensibly right. Back out. Use the cooling-off period. Get the deposit refunded. Find another house, one without hidden rules and leather dress codes. Simple.

So why did the thought make my chest ache like someone had punched it?

That house. That stupid, perfect, light-purple dream of a house with its rose-framed doorway, its gleaming mahogany floors, its backyard pool catching the late-afternoon sun like a sheet of molten silver. The kitchen I could already see myself in, barefoot, coffee brewing, Sam coming up behind me to kiss my neck while I stirred eggs. The basement with its cool red-brick walls and exposed beams, the kind of space that begged for string lights or a home theatre… or something darker. Something secret.

I rolled onto my side, facing away from him, pretending to settle. My mind wouldn’t shut off.

When sleep finally dragged me under, it wasn’t gentle. I dreamed of walking through that front door alone. The house was quiet, sunlight slanting through tall windows in golden bars across the floor. I moved deeper, past the living room, down the wide staircase to the basement. The air grew cooler, thicker. The red brick walls glowed faintly under recessed lights. Chains glinted on iron rings bolted into the masonry. A padded bench waited in the centre, black leather gleaming. And there was Sam, naked, kneeling, wrists crossed behind his back, head bowed, the line of his spine tense with anticipation.

I stepped closer in the dream, heels clicking on concrete. My hand, wearing a sleek black glove, reached out, fingers trailing down his shoulder, raising goosebumps. He shivered. I circled him slowly, like a predator sizing up prey, and when I stopped in front of him I lifted his chin with one finger. His eyes were wide, pupils blown, lips parted. “Please, Mistress,” he whispered.

I woke with a jolt, sheets twisted around my legs, skin slick with sweat. My heart hammered against my ribs. Between my thighs I was soaked, aching, swollen, pulsing. I pressed my palm there instinctively and bit my lip to keep from moaning. A small, involuntary spasm rolled through me; I’d cum in my sleep. I hadn’t done that since I was a teenager sneaking romance novels under the covers.

What the actual fuck was wrong with me?

Morning light sliced through the blinds in pale stripes. Sam was already up, brewing coffee, the rich bitter scent drifting into the bedroom. I pulled on an oversized T-shirt, his, soft and smelling faintly of his skin, and padded out to the kitchen. He stood at the counter in boxers and a faded college tee, hair a mess, pouring two mugs. When he saw me he smiled that soft, sleepy smile that always made something warm bloom behind my sternum.

“Babe,” I said, voice still rough from sleep. “What if we didn’t cancel the contract?”

He froze mid-pour, coffee sloshing dangerously close to the rim. Slowly he set the pot down and turned to face me fully.

“You mean… you want to dominate me?” The question came out careful, almost hopeful, like he was afraid of the answer either way.

I crossed my arms under my breasts, leaning against the doorframe. “No. Well, not as such. But come on, Sam. Six hundred thousand dollars, going for three-nineteen? That’s insane. It’s our dream house. The yard, the pool, the space… We’d never get anything close to that again. So what if we have to get a little kinky every once in a while? For show. It’s not like they’re going to make you live on a leash twenty-four-seven.”

His lips parted, moved silently as he turned the idea over. I could see the gears spinning behind his eyes, the same ones that used to calculate probability problems in his head during college exams.

“I suppose,” he said finally. “But… can you actually do it? The role, I mean. The whole Mistress thing.”

I stepped closer, close enough to feel the heat radiating off him. I reached up, brushed a thumb along the stubble on his jaw.

“Oh, I think I’ll manage.” My voice dropped, playful but edged with something darker. “Besides, I don’t think you’re going to mind if I slip into a little leather and latex now and then, right?”

His Adam’s apple bobbed. A flush crept up his neck. “That’s… true.”

I smiled, slow, deliberate. “See? Bright side: we get the house of our dreams at half price, and maybe, just maybe, it spices things up in bed. You didn’t exactly hate it last night.”

He let out a short, surprised laugh. “No. I didn’t.”

“Let me think about it some more,” I said, patting his chest. “We’ve still got a few days on the cooling-off clock. No rush.”

“Sure. Think about it.”

I took my coffee and wandered back to the bedroom, closing the door softly behind me.

It wasn’t the BDSM that had hooked me. Not really. It was the house, the life it promised, the permanence, the beautiful cage we could make our own. If playing a part was the toll for entry, then fine. I’d pay it.

But if I was going to convince him, really convince him, I needed to show him the upside. Not just talk about it. Demonstrate.

I opened my laptop, heart kicking a little faster, and typed into the search bar: “lingerie leather corset thigh high boots.”

A gallery of images loaded, black satin and chrome buckles, red latex gleaming under studio lights, women posed with whips and stern, knowing smiles.

My breath caught.

I clicked “Add to Cart” on a few pieces. Nothing outrageous. Yet. A black corset with steel boning, garter straps, a pair of sheer thigh-highs with a subtle lace band. A riding crop, sleek, black, innocent-looking enough to pass as a fashion accessory if anyone asked.

Total damage: a couple hundred dollars. Pocket change compared to what we’d save on the house.

I hit checkout, selected expedited shipping, and closed the laptop.

When the packages arrived in a few days, I’d surprise him. Slip into the outfit after dinner, dim the lights, pour wine. Let him see what “Mistress” could look like when she wasn’t just playing pretend in the heat of the moment. Let him feel it. Because deep down, in the secret part of me that had dreamed of chains and red brick and his wide, pleading eyes, I already knew: I didn’t just want the house. I wanted to see how far he’d let me take him inside it.

God help me, part of me hoped he’d beg for more.


3

Sam

The second Linda’s car pulled out of the parking lot, headed for her office downtown, I grabbed my phone like it was a grenade with the pin half-pulled. My thumb hovered over Patricia’s contact for maybe three seconds before I hit call. Rage was still simmering from last night, hot, righteous, protective. She’d lied to us. Omitted. Whatever you wanted to call it, she’d steered us straight into a lifestyle community without so much as a whisper until the ink was dry on the deposit. I was going to make damn sure she understood how fucked up that was.

She picked up on the second ring. “Sam?”

“Yeah, Patricia, we need to talk. Right now. I’m really fucking unhappy about this.”

A brief pause, then her voice, calm, almost amused. “I can hear that. Why don’t I come over? We can discuss it face-to-face. Are you home?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Ten minutes.”

She hung up before I could argue.

Exactly ten minutes later, the sleek black Range Rover Evoque nosed into the visitor spot outside our building. I watched from the window as she stepped out: red pencil skirt hugging her hips, white silk blouse tucked neatly, sky-high Louboutins clicking against the cracked sidewalk like tiny gunshots. Her blonde hair was pulled into a low, glossy ponytail that swayed with every confident stride. She looked like she’d stepped out of a boardroom and straight into a power fantasy.

I opened the door before she could knock.

She smiled, warm, professional, but there was an edge to it, a quiet certainty that set my teeth on edge.

“Come in,” I said, but she’d already brushed past me without waiting for an invitation.

She moved like she owned the place, heels echoing on the cheap laminate as she headed straight for the living room. “Join me.”

I followed, pulse thudding in my ears. She settled onto the couch, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness. The skirt rode up just enough to flash the wide band of sheer black thigh-high stockings, no garters, self-holding, the lace gripping her skin like a second shadow. My eyes dropped to the patent shine of her Louboutins, red soles flashing like warning signs.

I stood there, arms crossed, trying to hold onto the anger.

She tilted her head, studying me. “You screamed at me on the phone. I assume you now know I’m a dominant. Correct?”

“Correct.”

“Then I suggest you kneel.” She pointed at the floor between her feet. “We’ll have a civilised conversation. If you’d rather stand and shout, I’ll leave and handle this with Linda instead. Your choice.”

The room felt suddenly smaller. My mouth went dry. Part of me wanted to tell her to fuck off, to storm out, to call a lawyer. But another part, the quieter, more curious part that had stirred last night when Linda pinned my wrists and called me her bitch, wondered what would happen if I just… did it.

I dropped to my knees.

The carpet was thin, rough against my shins. Patricia’s smile softened into something almost approving.

“Good boy. Well done.” She leaned forward, fingers threading gently through my messy brown hair, stroking like I was a skittish pet. “I was trying to do a good thing for you both. That house is easily worth six-fifty on the open market, probably more once the development matures. Kelly’s been struggling to fill the last units. If the female-led model doesn’t take root, she’ll have no choice but to rebrand it as a regular gated community. Property values will skyrocket. You could double your money in a few years. Maybe triple.”

She made a disturbingly good point. Kinky experiments like this rarely lasted. Trends died. People moved on. And we’d be sitting on a goldmine.

“Okay,” I admitted, voice quieter than I intended. “That’s… true.”

She eased back, recrossing her legs so one foot dangled inches from my face. The red sole gleamed under the cheap overhead light.

“Now that’s settled,” she continued, “you need to understand how to behave around women like me. So go ahead.” She flexed her ankle. “Kiss my shoe.”

I hesitated. Then I leaned in, pressing my lips to the cool, smooth leather just above the peep toe. The scent of polish and expensive hide filled my nose.

“Good,” she purred. “Now lick.”

I don’t know what broke in me, curiosity, humiliation, arousal, but my tongue darted out. I licked a slow, careful stripe along the arch, tasting wax and the faintest trace of leather. She hummed approval.

“Very good.” She slipped the shoe off, stocking foot now, perfectly pedicured, crimson polish matching the soles. She pressed her toes against my lips. “Open.”

I did. She slid them inside, warm and smooth, tasting faintly of the nylon. My cock twitched painfully against my jeans.

She watched me for a long moment, then parted her thighs just enough for me to see the tiny scrap of black satin and lace between her legs. With two fingers she hooked the fabric aside, exposing smooth, shaved skin, lips already glistening.

“Tell me honestly,” she said, voice low and velvet. “How do you really feel about a woman dominating you?”

I swallowed around her toes, eyes locked on her cunt. The sight was hypnotic, pink and slick, utterly unapologetic.

“I’m… not against kink,” I managed. “I just don’t know what I’d be expected to do. In public. In front of neighbours. All of it.”

She released the thong, let her legs close. Then she patted the cushion beside her. I climbed up, knees shaky.

“Look,” she said, softer now. “I get it. This is a lot. It was a genuine mistake on my part, I panicked because I didn’t want to fail you two. I thought you’d fit. I still think you might. But I’m sorry for not being upfront sooner.”

I exhaled, tension bleeding out of my shoulders. “We appreciate the house. It’s just… overwhelming.”

She smiled, genuine this time. “Give it a chance. Read. Explore. You might surprise yourself. Both of you might. Who knows? You could take to it like you were born for it.”

She gave my thigh a light, playful slap and stood, smoothing her skirt.

“I’ll let you get back to your day. Send me those employment confirmations when you can.” She paused at the door, glancing back with a knowing glint. “And Sam? Be honest with yourself about what turns you on.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said before I could stop it.

She laughed, a bright, delighted sound. “See? You’re already getting it.”

I watched her slide into the Evoque and pull away, taillights winking like they were in on the joke.

The apartment felt too quiet after she left. I wandered back to the bedroom, mind spinning, body still buzzing. Without really thinking, I shoved my jeans down, wrapped my hand around my aching cock, and stroked, hard, fast, picturing her parted thighs, that slick pink invitation, the way her toes had filled my mouth, the casual command in her voice.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand.

A text from Patricia. “And now you’re jacking off thinking about my pussy and me owning you. ??”

Fuck. She was right.

I came in three more strokes, hot, messy spurts across my stomach, picturing exactly that: her straddling my face, her hand fisted in my hair, her voice whispering “good boy” while Linda watched from the doorway, dark eyes gleaming with something new and dangerous.

I collapsed back against the pillows, chest heaving, shame and exhilaration twisting together in my gut.

We still had a few days on the cooling-off period, but the truth was clawing its way up: part of me didn’t want to walk away. Not anymore.

Linda

Shopping for the outfit turned out to be embarrassingly easy. I’d expected to have to hunt through seedy online boutiques or drive to some sketchy adult store on the edge of town, but no, PVC was apparently having a fashion moment. A quick search on my phone during my lunch break pulled up a dozen mainstream sites: black vinyl dresses with corset lacing up the front, high-necked minis that zipped from hem to collar, shiny pencil skirts that caught the light like wet asphalt. I settled on a sleeveless black PVC bodycon dress, stretchy, glossy, cut to hug every curve without screaming “dominatrix costume.” It looked expensive, powerful, expensive. I added a pair of sheer black thigh-highs and, on a whim, a slim black riding crop from an equestrian supply site. In Oklahoma, nobody bats an eye at someone ordering a crop; they assume you own a horse. Total time: twenty-five minutes. Total cost: less than a nice pair of heels. Lunch hour well spent.

Back at my desk, the rest of the afternoon dissolved into research. I told myself it was due diligence, knowing what we were walking into if we didn’t back out, but the truth was darker and more immediate. I opened private tabs, typed “female domination,” “femdom guide,” “female-led relationship,” and let the internet flood me.

The porn hit first, as expected: endless loops of women in latex whipping bound men, faces contorted in exaggerated agony, chains rattling, leather slapping skin. Some of it stirred me, the crack of a flogger, the arch of a back under impact, but it was the quieter, psychological stuff that really hooked me. Humiliation scenes where the man knelt and kissed boots while his wife laughed softly; captions like “Good boys stay denied,” “Your pleasure belongs to me now.” I read about queening, sitting on a man’s face until he gasped for air, controlling his breath with my thighs, and felt a slow, liquid heat pool low in my belly. Cuckolding came up next: wives taking lovers while husbands watched, locked and aching. The idea sent a sharp, forbidden thrill through me, but I shut it down fast. No. Never Sam. That would break him, and I’d never forgive myself.

I downloaded a few e-books and forum threads, practical guides, personal essays, checklists for beginners. Terms swam in my head: aftercare, safe-words, protocols, service submission. One concept kept circling back: Female-Led Relationship (FLR). Not full-on 24/7 leather-and-chains domination, but a structured dynamic where the woman held final say on major decisions, finances, sex, household rules. The man deferred, served, obeyed, not because he was forced, but because it felt right. The more I read, the more I realised we were already halfway there. I made the grocery lists, planned our weekends, decided where we vacationed, steered conversations when he hesitated. He never fought me on the small stuff; he trusted my judgment. Formalising it didn’t feel like a leap, it felt like naming something that had always existed.

That night, after dinner, takeout Thai spread across the coffee table, we curled up on the couch. I tucked my legs under me, wineglass in hand, and turned to him.

“I spent the day reading about female-led relationships,” I said, keeping my voice casual. “It’s a softer version of female domination. Basically, you hand primary decision-making over to me. Big stuff, little stuff, whatever we agree on.”

He nodded slowly, a small grin tugging at his mouth. “Makes sense. You kind of do that already.”

“Exactly.” I smiled back. “But if we’re going to do this, really do it, we need structure. A punishment system for when you don’t follow through. Nothing extreme right now. No corporal stuff. Just… consequences. Withholding sex, no screen time, extra chores. Things that sting without crossing lines.”

He considered it, then shrugged. “I can live with that.”

Relief washed through me, warm and surprising. I’d braced for pushback, for him to negotiate or joke it away. Instead he just… accepted. It hit me then: Sam almost never argued unless it was something he truly believed in. On everything else, he deferred to me without resentment. The realisation settled like a key turning in a lock.

Time to test the waters.

“I also expect you to order a chastity cage,” I said, watching his face carefully. “If I’m punishing you by denying sex, I don’t want you sneaking relief with your hand. That defeats the point.”

For a heartbeat he went perfectly still, expression blank. Then he exhaled, shrugged again. “Makes sense. I’ll order one tonight. Metal or plastic?”

“Metal.” The word came out firm, decisive. Inside, excitement fizzed like champagne bubbles. I forced myself to breathe. “So… how was your day?”

He rubbed the back of his neck, looking sheepish. “Um. Bizarre. I sent the employment confirmations to Patricia. She forwarded the full mortgage docs and house contracts. Haven’t read them yet.”

“Good. And the bizarre part?”

He hesitated, eyes flicking to mine, then away. Then it all spilled out in a rush. “I called her this morning after you left. Started yelling about how she screwed us over. She told me to calm down and came over. When she got here, she… made me kneel. Told me to kiss her shoes, then lick them. Then her feet. Then she pulled her panties aside and showed me her pussy. Told me off some more, then left.”

I blinked. Processed. Then burst out laughing, loud, startled, genuine.

“Okay, slow down. She made you kneel how?”

He ducked his head, cheeks pink. “She didn’t physically force me. She just… framed it like if I didn’t, she’d leave and deal with you instead.”

I laughed harder. “And I scare you that much?”

“No! I just… wanted to handle it myself.”

“Clearly you handled it spectacularly.” I wiped my eyes. “Next question: why the hell did she show you her pussy?”

“I have no idea. She was sitting on the couch, legs crossed, I’m on my knees, and she just… hooked her thong aside and started touching herself. Asked how I felt about being dominated.”

I studied him. “And how did it make you feel?”

He swallowed. “Ashamed. Aroused. Embarrassed. The whole trifecta.”

“She’s clever,” I said softly. “Knew exactly how to disarm you. And what did you two agree on in the end?”

“That buying the house is a smart long-term investment. The BDSM community thing probably won’t last, too niche, not enough buyers. Eventually it’ll rebrand as a regular gated development and the value will double or triple.”

I nodded slowly. He was right. The house was priced for ideology, not profit. A steal if the experiment failed. But hearing it laid out so practically left a strange pang in my chest. Disappointment. I barely knew this world existed a few days ago, and already I felt… cheated at the thought of it folding before I could even try it.

“Did she say why she thinks it’ll fail?” I asked.

“Not enough sales. Not enough interest overall.”

“Hmm.”

I stared at the wine in my glass, swirling it absently. A week ago I would’ve been relieved at the prospect of the whole thing collapsing. Now? Now I felt a quiet ache. I wanted to talk to Patricia. Not to yell. To understand. To ask what it would really take to keep something like this alive. Because maybe, just maybe, I wasn’t ready for it to disappear before I’d even worn the dress.

Sam

I’d spent the day buried in my own research, same as Linda, private tabs open on my laptop, heart rate climbing with every new tab. The vanilla stuff hit first: bondage, spanking, the classic tied-to-the-bed-and-red-ass fantasy that half the internet seems to share. It was hot, sure, picturing Linda’s hand cracking across my skin, her voice low and commanding, but nothing earth-shattering. Then the deeper threads pulled me in.

Humiliation. At first it felt wrong, cruel even. Why would anyone want to be mocked, belittled, made small? But the more I read personal accounts, men describing the rush of kneeling while their wives laughed softly, the way shame twisted into something electric and freeing, the more my cock stirred. I imagined Linda standing over me, dark eyes gleaming, calling me her pathetic little toy while I flushed red and ached for more. Fuck. It shouldn’t have turned me on. It did.

Pegging came next. I’d seen the Deadpool scene years ago, Wade Wilson bent over, quipping through the whole thing, and remembered thinking, Huh, that actually looks… interesting. Prostate stimulation wasn’t some fringe myth; biology backed it up. The male G-spot was real, and if Linda wanted to strap on and take me, why not? With someone I trusted completely? The idea made my breath hitch, vulnerable, exposed, hers in a way I’d never been before.

Then the big one. Cuckolding.

The word alone made my stomach flip. I clicked anyway. Stories, forums, videos. Wives with other men while husbands watched, locked, denied, humiliated, aching. Some begged for it. Some cried. All of them came harder than they ever had alone. I pictured Linda, my Linda, legs wrapped around another man, moaning louder than she ever did for me, glancing over her shoulder with that smoky-eyed smirk while I knelt in the corner, caged and leaking. My hand was already on my cock before I realised it. I stroked fast, desperate, and came in under thirty seconds, thick ropes across my stomach, shame flooding in right behind the aftershocks. I felt dirty. Disgusting. Horrible.

And still hard again five minutes later.

Linda suggesting we start with a Female-Led Relationship was a mercy. Soft entry. No chains, no public displays, just structure. Rules. Her in charge. We could experiment safely, figure out what stuck without torching our marriage. Different didn’t mean broken. Who cared if we weren’t “normal”?

After dinner we spread the mortgage docs and purchase agreement across the coffee table, pages of fine print, legalese thick as fog. I skimmed until I hit it: a small subsection tucked under “Social and Community Standards.”

9.1.1 Community Female Domination Clause The BUYERS enter into this agreement with full and complete knowledge that Gynarchia Estates is a closed community dedicated to the propagation and practice of female control and domination over males. Male members of the household (of legal age) agree to participate in community activities as directed by female members of the household and/or community leadership. Males shall conduct themselves in a subservient manner toward females within the relationship and the community at large. Should it be determined that the BUYERS do not adhere to or embody the principles of Female Domination, they shall be deemed in material breach of this Agreement. Upon such determination, the BUYERS shall immediately forfeit title to the Property; all payments made (excluding deposit and mortgage principal/interest to date) shall be refunded minus applicable Costs, Penalties, and Contractual Fees as detailed in Section 13.6.

I read it twice, then summarised for Linda in a flat voice.

“Basically, if they catch us faking it, or if we refuse to play along, we lose the deposit, get stuck paying ‘usage fees’ for however long we’ve been there, forfeit every mortgage payment plus interest penalties, early-termination costs, legal fees… In short, if we fuck this up, we’re underwater for years. Maybe forever.”

I set the page down carefully, like it might bite.

“I’m saying it one last time,” I told her, meeting her eyes. “We should back out. We can explore all this kink shit in a regular house, in a regular neighbourhood. No risk. No debt hanging over our heads.”

She didn’t answer right away. Just kept reading, dark eyes flicking across the lines, lips pressed into a thoughtful line. I waited, pulse loud in my ears.

Part of me desperately wanted her to agree. Say, “You’re right, Sam. Too risky. Let’s walk.” Safe. Sensible. The life we knew. The other part, the part that had jerked off to cuckold fantasies and Patricia’s pussy that morning, wanted her to look up, lock eyes, and say something like, “No fucking way. You’re mine now, bitch. We’re doing this.” God, how pathetic was that? How turned on was I by the idea of her deciding for both of us, dragging me into something terrifying and thrilling?

She set the contract aside.

“I’m going to get out of these work clothes,” she said instead, voice neutral.

She rose and walked out, hips swaying in that effortless way that always made my mouth dry. I watched her go, then turned back to the papers, flipping through the rest. Standard HOA stuff: maintenance fees, security contributions, landscaping rules. A passing mention of “community safe-words” to be provided in the resident manual, with an optional clause allowing males to waive safe-word protections in writing. Hard pass on that one.

“Hey, honey, did you see this part about safe-words?” I called toward the hallway.

Footsteps approached, slow, deliberate, the sharp click of heels on laminate. I turned. Linda stood in the doorway. Black smoky eyes, darker and sharper than usual. Lips painted deep crimson. Hair loose and wild around her shoulders.

And the outfit. Red patent leather thigh-high boots that gleamed under the living-room lamp, heels sharp enough to stab. A matching red PVC mini-dress, tight, glossy, zipped low enough to show the swell of her breasts, hem barely covering the tops of her thighs. In her right hand, a slim black riding crop, tip tapping idly against her palm.

My brain short-circuited.

“Holy fuck,” I breathed.

She stepped closer, boots clicking, crop swaying. The air felt thicker, charged. She stopped just in front of me, close enough that I could smell her perfume, something dark and spicy, and the faint rubbery scent of fresh PVC.

Her eyes locked on mine. “On your knees, Sam.”

The words weren’t loud. They didn’t need to be. My body moved before my mind caught up. I slid off the couch, dropping to my knees on the thin carpet, heart slamming against my ribs.

She smiled, slow, predatory, beautiful. “Good boy.”

The crop traced a lazy line along my jaw, cool leather against heated skin.

“Now,” she said softly, “let’s talk about that contract.”

Linda

There was no fucking way I was backing out. Not now. Not after the research, the outfit, the crop in my hand, the way my pulse thrummed every time I pictured that light-purple house waiting for us. If we walked away, we’d end up in some beige suburban box, experimenting in secret until the spark fizzled out like every other married couple’s “adventure phase.” I didn’t want safe. I wanted this, structured, irreversible, ours. We were signing tonight. End of discussion.

I stepped back into the living room like I owned every inch of it.

“Strip.”

The word cracked through the air, sharp as the crop I swooshed once for emphasis. The PVC dress clung to my skin, warm from my body heat, the red patent boots clicking with every deliberate step.

“Yes, Mistress!”

Sam’s response was instant, automatic. Clothes flew, shirt yanked over his head, jeans shoved down, boxers kicked aside in seconds. He stood there naked, cock already half-hard, eyes wide and bright with something that looked a lot like relief.

Power surged through me, hot and electric, straight to my core. I’d never felt anything like it, this rush of command, his immediate obedience. It was intoxicating.

“Turn around,” I said, voice low and steady. “Sign the contracts. All of them. We’re not backing out. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He actually grinned, small, sheepish, excited, and my heart stuttered. I knew that look. I’d seen it on his face a thousand times: when I picked the restaurant, when I told him to stay late at work so we could afford the down payment, when I dragged him into bed and rode him until he begged. He’d been waiting for me to decide. All this time, he’d been waiting for me to take the reins.

I watched him bend over the coffee table, naked ass presented as he grabbed the tablet, scrolled through the digital forms, and signed with quick, sure taps. Mortgage. Purchase agreement. Community addendum. Every page that locked us in. Sent. Done.

The moment the confirmation email pinged, something snapped loose inside me.

“Stand up,” I ordered. “Bend over the table. Present your ass for punishment.”

“Y-yes, Mistress.”

His voice trembled, but his body obeyed. He braced his hands on the edge of the table, back arched, legs spread just enough. The room was warm, our shitty apartment heater always ran hot, but I could see the fine shiver running down his spine. Fear. Excitement. The perfect cocktail.

I stepped behind him, crop in hand. The first strike was experimental, not full force, just a crisp snap across both cheeks. The sound was sharp, satisfying. He yelped, body jerking.

I stepped closer, ran my palm over the faint pink line blooming on his skin. One neat welt. Visible, but not angry enough. Disappointment flickered through me, I wanted darker, wanted proof.

I gave his ass a few light hand spanks, warming the flesh, then stepped back.

“Harder this time.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He tensed. I smiled.

“It’ll hurt more if you clench like that,” I sang sweetly, then brought the crop down with real intent.

The crack echoed. A long red stripe bloomed instantly across both cheeks. He jumped, hands flying back to clutch himself.

“Ah, fuck, fuck, fuck!”

“Hands on the table. Now.”

He obeyed, panting, fingers white-knuckled on the wood.

I laid two more in quick succession, hard, deliberate. The welts darkened, crossing the first. His scream was raw, but he stayed down. Good boy.

I kept going. Five fast, stinging strokes. His body rocked with each one, ass clenching and releasing, skin turning a deep, angry crimson.

“Stop, stop, stop, stop!”

He jumped up, hopping, hands hovering uselessly.

I tilted my head, crop tapping my thigh. “Do you really want me to stop?”

He met my eyes, pupils blown, cheeks flushed. Slowly, he shook his head.

“No.”

“Turn around. Back over. If you say ‘stop’ again without a colour, I add twenty. If you truly need to stop, say ‘red.’ Pause only, say ‘yellow.’ Clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He bent back over. I didn’t hold back this time. Stroke after stroke, steady rhythm, watching the canvas of his ass transform, red lines overlapping into purple bruises, skin swelling. He breathed in harsh gasps, like a woman in labour, but he stayed put.

“Yellow!”

I paused. Let him catch his breath. His shoulders heaved, sweat beading along his spine. The welts were beautiful, raised, vivid, a map of my control.

“Ready?”

“Ready.”

Fifteen more. His forehead dropped to the table, body trembling. No colour. I kept going, pace unrelenting, until, without warning, his hips jerked, cock untouched, and he came hard across the wood beneath him. Thick spurts, involuntary, shocked groans spilling from his throat.

I froze, crop mid-air.

He shuddered through the aftershocks, embarrassed whimpers mixing with ragged breaths.

I looked down. Amid the welts, tiny specks of blood had beaded on a few of the worst lines, not rivers, just pinpricks. My stomach flipped, horror, triumph, arousal all at once. I’d marked him. Really marked him. The man I loved. And God help me, it felt like victory.

I set the crop aside gently.

“I’ll put cream on that,” I said, voice softer now.

“I’m sorry I came,” he mumbled, face still pressed to the table. “I don’t know how, I didn’t even…”

“It’s hot,” I cut in. “Really fucking hot.”

He lifted his head, eyes glassy. “I want to lick you.”

I didn’t need to be asked twice.

I sank onto the couch, hiked the PVC dress up around my hips, no panties underneath, and spread my legs. He dropped to his knees between them, wincing as his punished ass met his heels, and buried his face in me.

His tongue was eager, desperate, lapping, circling, sucking my clit like it was the only thing keeping him sane. I threaded my fingers through his hair, guiding him, hips rolling against his mouth. The sting of the crop still echoed in my palms; the sight of his marked ass as he knelt for me sent fresh heat coiling tight in my belly.

I came hard, back arching, thighs clamping around his ears, a low, guttural moan tearing out of me. He didn’t stop until I tugged him away, oversensitive and trembling.

We stayed like that for a long minute, him kneeling at my feet, forehead resting on my thigh, both of us breathing hard.

I stroked his hair, gentle now.

“Good boy,” I whispered.

He shivered again, this time from something softer.

It was a hell of a night. A hell of a beginning, and tomorrow, we’d start packing for the house that was finally, irrevocably ours.

Sam

There was no denying it anymore, something had cracked open inside me, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to close it back up.

The sting in my ass was still there, raw and throbbing, every shift on the couch sending fresh little sparks up my spine. It hurt like hell, no question. But the pain wasn’t just pain. It was alive, electric, insistent, wrapping around every nerve and turning into something else entirely. Heat. Need. A strange, floating high that left me dizzy and boneless long after Linda had rubbed the arnica cream into my skin with careful fingers. I’d come without a single touch to my cock. Untouched. Just from the crop, the commands, the way her voice had sliced through the air like it owned me. I’d never felt anything close to that before, not in porn, not in fantasy, not even in the quiet, private moments when I’d let my mind wander too far.

And the relief. God, the relief. For days, I’d been the one carrying the weight of every decision: Should we back out? Should we risk it? Should we fight Patricia? Should we protect us? The sane part of my brain had screamed that this was insane, that we were signing our financial future over to a kink cult with fine-print escape hatches that could bankrupt us. But the rest of me, heart hammering, cock twitching, balls tight with anticipation, had been whispering something different the whole time.

Let her decide.

Let her take it.

Let her own it.

When she’d stepped into that doorway in red PVC and patent leather, crop in hand, eyes dark and certain, the war inside me ended in about three seconds. She’d made the call. Signed, sealed, delivered. The contracts were gone, the house was ours, and whatever came next, whatever wild, terrifying, filthy thing came next, was on her. Not me. Her.

I lay there in the dark afterward, her curled against my side, one leg thrown possessively over mine, her breathing slow and even. My ass burned against the sheets, a constant reminder, but I didn’t mind. If anything, it grounded me. Kept me present. Kept the buzzing in my head from spiralling too far.

I closed my eyes and let my mind drift.

Linda in PVC again, black this time, corset cinched tight, thigh-high boots clicking across marble floors in that perfect purple house. Linda in latex, gleaming under soft basement lights, red brick walls behind her. Linda with a strap-on, slick and black, pressing into me while I gasped and begged. Linda laughing, soft, cruel, loving, while some faceless man fucked her on our new bed, her eyes locked on mine, daring me to look away. Me kneeling in the corner, caged, leaking, humiliated, aching, adored.

The images came faster, hotter, dirtier. My cock stirred again despite the exhaustion, despite the soreness. I didn’t touch myself. Didn’t need to. The fantasy was enough, her in control, me surrendered, the whole twisted beautiful mess of it unfolding in that dream house we’d just chained ourselves to.

I needed this. I needed her to push me. I needed to see how far she’d take it, how far I’d let her.

I hadn’t realised how badly I’d been starving for it until tonight, until the crop cracked across my skin and her voice said “good boy” like it was the only praise that mattered.

Sleep pulled me under slowly, heavy and sweet.

In my dreams, the black gates of Gynarchia Estates swung wide. Linda waited on the other side, crop in one hand, leash in the other. And I walked through without hesitation. Little did I know how wild it would really get, but fuck, I couldn’t wait to find out.


4

Linda

Patricia was running late, and every tick of the clock in that cozy Italian bistro amplified the knot twisting in my stomach. It wasn’t her tardiness that gnawed at me, it was the idle time, the quiet space where my mind could roam unchecked. Last night replayed in vivid flashes: the sharp crack of the crop against Sam’s skin, the way his body had trembled under my strikes, the unexpected rush of his release splattering across the table like a confession. I’d loved every second, the power surging through me like liquid fire, the way his eyes had glazed with surrender when I called him “good boy.” But in the harsh light of day, doubts crept in. What did “more” even mean? Fifty Shades was Hollywood fluff; real BDSM was deeper, darker, a mindset I barely understood. Maybe Patricia could guide me. Or maybe I’d scare her off with my newbie eagerness.

Finally, the door swung open, and there she was, blonde waves cascading over a tailored white blouse and slim black pants, heels clicking confidently across the tiled floor. She spotted me, flashed that megawatt smile, and slid into the seat opposite like she owned the place. Without a word, she caught the waitress’ eye, a curvy brunette with a knowing grin, and signalled for wine. The waitress nodded, already reaching for a chilled bottle of Pinot Grigio from the fridge behind the bar. Clearly, this was Patricia’s haunt; the air hummed with familiarity.

She leaned in for a hug before settling, her perfume a crisp mix of citrus and sandalwood, kissing both my cheeks like old European friends. “I see you sent the documents through,” she said, voice smooth as silk.

“Indeed. I made Sam sign them last night.”

“Made him?” She arched a perfectly groomed brow, a playful smile tugging at her lips.

“Well, he was waffling. So I… took corrective measures.” I tapped my nail against the wooden table, the rhythmic click echoing my pulse. “He might be sitting gingerly today.”

Her eyes widened, then sparkled with approval. “Well done, girl. How’d he take it?”

“Surprisingly well. I was proud of him, actually.” I leaned forward, lowering my voice. “Listen, Patricia, why did you flash your pussy at my husband?”

She grinned, unrepentant, swirling the wine the waitress had just poured into her glass, a pale gold liquid catching the afternoon light. “It threw him off balance. Made him stammer like a schoolboy. Men are ridiculously easy to manipulate when you hit them with something unexpected.”

“I figured as much.”

“So, you invited me here for domination tips?” She sipped her wine, eyes twinkling over the rim.

“Among other things.” I kept my tone firm, refusing to let her steer the conversation. I needed control here, too. “I heard something distressing from Sam. You think the estate won’t succeed? That it’ll flip to a vanilla gated community?”

The playful glint faded from her face, replaced by a slight frown that creased her porcelain forehead. She set her glass down with a soft clink. “Yeah, it’s true. Uptake’s been slower than expected. The group behind it poured in serious cash, banking on a ready market, but takers have been few and far between.”

“How much are they under?”

“Three million and change. They won’t go bankrupt, their pockets are deep, but they might pivot to recoup losses by normalising the place.”

“How many houses left?”

“Twenty.”

I leaned back, mind racing. “Okay. Here’s what I’m going to do. I work for a VC firm, top-tier, with a hundred percent female leadership. Strong women like that don’t rise by accident. I’m betting they’d back a project like this.”

Patricia tilted her head, scepticism etching her features. “To what end? It’s still a money pit.”

“Not if we scale it right. Your group marketed it on niche forums, secretive. No real push. If we go global, target like-minded people worldwide, we could sell these spots for double, triple what we paid. Kelly and her crew didn’t have the reach or the budget for a full campaign.”

She nodded slowly. “True. Kelly kept it insular, within the collective. But the collective flaked.”

I’d suspected as much. Getting an audience with my bosses would be a long shot, I was mid-level, not exec, but the potential hummed in my veins. “Get on the phone with Kelly. Ask if she’s open to a like-minded investor. If yes, I’ll pitch the full plan to my leadership.”

“Sure.” She pulled out her phone, dialled, and after a hushed conversation, murmurs of “new blood,” “VC infusion,” “global scale”, she hung up and met my eyes. “Do it.”

“Great.” I grinned, adrenaline spiking.

With business tabled, we dove into the personal. I ordered a Caesar salad, crisp romaine, tangy dressing, shaved parmesan, while she went for grilled salmon, flaky and pink on a bed of wilted greens. Between bites, she shared her origin story, voice casual but laced with that confident edge.

“I was always bossy as a kid,” she said, forking a piece of fish. “But it clicked in high school, watching boys trip over themselves to please me. In college, I ignored the jocks for relationships.” She paused, sly smile creeping back. “Well, not entirely, if you catch my drift?”

I laughed, nodding. “I do.”

“The real draw was the guys who’d worship the ground I walked on. The ones who’d do anything. I saw the power in submissive men. Then I met Ken, my husband. He took me as I am, warts and all, and begged for more when I dished out punishment.”

She sipped her wine, eyes distant. “Ken pushed me to research female domination. He was already into it. Turns out, it fit me perfectly. We built the lifestyle, found our tribe, and that’s how I met Kelly and Derek. Kelly married into old money; Derek loved blowing it. They funnelled it into the estate.”

“Wow,” I said, genuinely impressed, my mind flashing to Sam’s welts, his surrender. “That’s quite the journey.”

“And the jocks? After Ken?” I teased.

Her smile turned wicked, not a trace of guilt. “You think I gave up great sex just because I got married?”

“I’m impressed.”

“Don’t be. Ken’s a cuckold. You know what that is?”

A familiar tingle sparked between my thighs. “I’ve been reading up. Hot as hell in fantasy, but I doubt I could sell Sam on it.”

“It’s not about selling, it’s reassuring. Make him see that fucking someone else doesn’t mean leaving him. Cheating’s betrayal through lies. Cuckolding? It’s intimacy, drawing him closer by owning your power.”

Her logic sliced through me like a blade. Guilt twisted sharper. I hadn’t always been faithful. Hell, I’d never been. “There’s something I need to tell you,” I mumbled, staring at my salad.

“You’re unfaithful to Sam.” She rolled her eyes, unfazed.

“Yeah. There’s a guy at work, married, but we hook up at lunch sometimes. And… it’s not new. I’ve always strayed. Chastised myself, thought I was an addict.”

“What hurts more, the sleeping around, or hiding it from him?”

I paused. “Hiding it.”

“Most marriages implode over affairs for two reasons: discovery shatters trust, or confession without a framework crushes them. My advice? Float cuckolding as a hot fantasy. During sex, tease: How would you feel if I’d been cheating all along? If he bites, build on it, normalise the idea that you’re a hot-wife who fucks because she can. Over time, own it. Shrug when you confess: So what? It’s hot. No apologies. He’ll see it that way too, because you framed it.”

She was a goddamn genius. My knee-jerk would’ve been tears and begging forgiveness. But owning it? Embracing the power? That felt revolutionary.

“What else should I know?”

She swayed her head, laughing softly. “Oh, honey, there’s an encyclopaedia. Pegging’s gold, strap-on, fuck him senseless. He’ll hit his prostate, beg for more, and your hold tightens. Spank him playfully at home, call him good boy with that condescending lilt when he obeys. Then slip it into public, subtle at first. It’ll humble him. Once he’s meek, swap to good girl, joke it off initially. Increase frequency, drop the laugh. Suggest panties. He’ll fold because you can.”

My core throbbed, heat pooling. Her words were dark art, psychological mastery wrapped in silk. “How long for all this?”

“You move in a month? Perfect timeline.” She smiled. “Make punishments routine, preventative whippings for training. He won’t refuse.”

“Good idea. I should be taking notes.”

She chuckled. “Nah. It’ll come naturally. You’ve got the instinct.”

“One last thing: If the community’s femdom-only, what about lovers?”

“It’s for femdom couples, males submissive to females. Bulls can do what they want in private, be seen with you publicly, but respect estate rules outside. No spanking you in the open, for example.”

“Clear.”

We ate, and she drilled safety: avoid kidneys, spine; watch for bruising depth; consent is king, even waiving it starts with agreement. I soaked it up, grateful for the basics.

By meal’s end, she promised estate details via email. I returned to my office, a sleek glass cube overlooking downtown Tulsa, humming with the click of keyboards and murmur of deals, and found her files waiting: blueprints, financials, marketing flops, demographics. I collated them into a pitch deck, crisp slides on market potential, global scaling, ROI projections. Solid. Professional.

But the next step gutted me: emailing Caroline Schmidt, our CEO, a sharp-eyed powerhouse in tailored suits, and her all-female C-suite, bypassing my male bosses entirely. The content was explosive; one wrong read, and I’d be out. And the optics? Going over heads could torch bridges.

I drafted the email: “Subject: Investment Opportunity in Female-Empowerment Real Estate.” Attached the deck. Hit send.

Nerves hit like a freight train on the drive home, traffic blurring into red taillights, radio static buzzing in my ears. We’d locked into a massive mortgage. Now I’d risked my job? For what, a kink fantasy? A gated playground for my newfound dominance? The logical voice screamed: You’re insane. Career suicide. Sam deserves better than a wife who gambles everything on whips and welts.

Tears pricked hot. I pulled over to a dusty shoulder, engine idling, and let them come, sobs wracking my chest, mascara streaking. Had I just destroyed us? For a rush that might fade? The house, the life, it all felt fragile, a house of cards I’d built too high.

I wiped my face, breathed deep. No turning back now. The email was out. The contracts signed. And deep down, beneath the fear, that dark thrill still simmered.

I’d own this too. Somehow.

Sam

Linda didn’t realise it, but I knew her inside and out. I could read her moods like a well-worn book, the subtle shift in her posture, the faint redness around her eyes that she tried to hide with a quick dab of concealer. The moment she stepped through the door that evening, I saw it: she’d been crying. Not the dramatic sobs of a meltdown, but the quiet, controlled kind that left her looking fragile and fierce all at once. But knowing her as I did, I also knew not to pry. Pushing would only make her clam up tighter. She’d tell me when she was ready, always had, always would.

There was a time, back in college when we were first dating, that tested that knowledge to its limits. A friend of a friend, some gossipy asshole with a grudge, pulled me aside one day and dropped the bomb: Linda was sleeping with another guy. Cameron Kowalski, of all people, the campus jock, ripped like a Greek god, the kind of guy who collected conquests like trophies. The girl spilling the tea was one of Cam’s ex-flings, clearly bitter and out for blood. I was furious at first, gut-punched, vision blurring with rage. I wanted to storm over to Linda’s dorm, demand answers, maybe even end it right there. But then I saw her later that day, and something stopped me cold. The guilt was etched into every line of her face: the way she avoided my eyes, the self-deprecating jokes she cracked about herself, the over-the-top praise she heaped on me like she was trying to balance some invisible scale. She hated herself for it, that much was clear. She was just a kid, same as me, figuring out life, letting off steam in a world that felt too big and too free. And underneath it all, I knew she loved me. Fiercely. So I swallowed the hurt, pretended everything was fine, and waited for it to burn out. It did. Problem solved itself.

Instead of confronting her tonight, I treated her like the queen she was. Dinner was ready, simple pasta carbonara, her favourite, steaming on the table with a side of garlic bread. I poured her a generous glass of cabernet, dimmed the lights, and when she sank onto the couch with a sigh, I knelt at her feet and started massaging them, thumbs digging into the arches, working out the knots from her day.

She relaxed bit by bit, tension melting away under my hands. Eventually, she smiled, that real one, soft and grateful, and asked, “How was your day?”

Well, my day had been… interesting.

In the morning, I’d tried to focus on work, debugging code for a new app feature, the kind of mindless grind that usually kept my head clear. But distractions crept in like thieves. Tabs opened unbidden: BDSM forums, femdom blogs, videos that started innocent and spiralled into the taboo. I lost hours to it, productivity shot to hell. Eventually, I caved and joined the femdom forum where our future neighbours hung out, the same one I’d stumbled on before. Introduced myself as a newbie in a fresh FLR, shared some surface-level interests: whipping (after last night, that one hit different), oral service, and, heart pounding as I typed it, cuckolding. The responses flooded in; cuckolding was a big one, apparently, with half the guys confessing it as their ultimate kink. I kept that part from Linda when I recapped, just mentioned posting “some stuff I’d read online.”

“Then I got a direct message,” I told her, still kneading her feet. “Remember Duncan Chapman from our old neighbourhood?”

“Yeah, I remember Duncan. Didn’t he marry Tilly Shaw?” Linda asked, sipping her wine. “Slightly chubby kid, funny, liked a joke.”

“That’s him.” I nodded. “So, he DM’d me on the board. Turns out he and Tilly, or Mistress Tilly, moved into the estate two weeks ago. They’ll be two doors down from us.”

“Wow!” Linda gasped. “Is that a good thing or a bad thing?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. Duncan was alright back then. Didn’t peg him and Tilly for this scene, but that wasn’t the weird part. I clicked his profile, his interests are dark. Breath-play, forced bi, edge-play with knives and shit.”

“Breath-play? Sounds dangerous.” Linda replied, curiosity flickering in her eyes like she wanted a demo. “What about Tilly? She on there?”

“Dunno. Didn’t check. Chatted with Duncan about old times, what we’ve been up to since Nebraska. Kept it light, no sex talk. He seemed nervous, honestly.”

“He was nervous?”

“Yep.”

Linda stood, wineglass in hand, and headed for my laptop on the coffee table. “Show me the forum.”

I should’ve seen that coming. With a flush creeping up my neck, I pulled up the site, logged in, and navigated to my profile. Her eyes scanned my posts, lingering on the interests section. Then she zeroed in on it: cuckolding.

“So, you wanna see me with another man, huh?” She smiled, wry and teasing, but there was heat behind it.

I stuttered, backpedalling hard. “It’s just… something I read online. A few guys posted about it, sounded intriguing. Not like I’m pushing for it or anything.”

She didn’t buy it. Instead, she set her glass down, stepped closer, and rubbed her hand over my chest, fingers tracing lazy circles that sent sparks straight south. “Don’t worry, the fantasy turns me on too. Could you imagine it, though?” Her voice dropped to a purr, husky and intimate. “Some big, strong man bending me over, screwing me over and over, right in front of you?”

The words hit like a gut punch, in the best way. My cock twitched, mind flooding with images I’d jerked off to earlier. But something reckless bubbled up, fuelled by the day’s obsessions. “Like Cameron Kowalski?”

She froze. Her hand stilled on my chest, face draining of colour, eyes wide with raw fear. She searched my expression, bracing for anger, betrayal, the end.

“You knew?” The whisper was so faint, like glass about to shatter.

“Yeah,” I admitted, voice steady even as my heart hammered. “Known since college. I was upset at first, gutted, really. But you didn’t leave me. Cam was a player; he’d never settle. So I let it run its course. It’s fine.”

Her eyes closed, a long sigh escaping like she’d been holding her breath for years. She grabbed me, pulling me into a fierce hug. “Oh, thank God.” Then she pulled back, expression shifting to something bolder. “I’m not going to apologise. I’m a sexual woman, that’s all it was.”

“Don’t apologise. I don’t expect you to. It was a long time ago.”

“Yes, it was.” Her grin returned, sly now, and her hand slid lower, cupping my crotch, squeezing the growing hardness there. “But he was such a good fuck. I used to scream whenever his huge cock entered me. Mmm, I can still feel it now.”

Jesus. The words ignited me, jealousy twisting sharp in my gut, but fuelling the erection straining against her palm. She knew. She fucking knew how it lit me up.

Continuing, her voice a velvet tease: “So, you like the idea of me being a hot-wife, huh?” She unbuckled my jeans, shoving them down with my boxers, freeing my cock, rock-hard, throbbing. “You want me to be a cheating wife?”

I did. God help me, I did, at least in that fevered moment. She pushed me back onto the couch, straddled me in one fluid motion, and sank down, wet, tight, enveloping me completely.

“Tell me what you imagine,” she gasped, starting to rock.

“I imagine men taking you, thrusting into you. Watching as you tell me how much better they are than me.”

“Cameron was.” She grinned, hips grinding harder.

“I want you to come home from dates and tell me about them.”

“Mmmm…”

“I want you to tell me you’ve always been cheating, and you loved it.” Her eyes snapped open, locking on mine, probing, reading. She tensed, rhythm faltering, fear flickering again. Shit. Had I pushed too far? “Just imagine,” I backtracked quickly, “if you laughed in my face as you told me how many men you’ve fucked, and how you’ll keep fucking them.”

She relaxed, just a fraction, resuming her pace. “Tell me more.”

“It would be amazing if, while we fucked, you told me about how men had cum in you and made you cum like I never could. That you’re just a cheating wife who loves fucking other men, and you find it hilarious that I never knew. Fuck, maybe even a friend of mine, or a guy from work.” Her pussy clenched around me, hard, unmistakable, and I knew. It wasn’t fantasy. It was someone from work. The realisation hit like ice water mixed with fire.

She rode me harder now, breaths coming in sharp gasps. “Is this what you want, or just a fantasy?”

“It’s what I want,” I groaned, thrusting up to meet her.

“Maybe I am a cheating wife, what are you gonna do about it? I love sex, and I love getting it from whoever I want.”

My climax built fast, too fast. This was incendiary, beyond anything I’d imagined. “Please tell me you have. Tell me you’ve cheated on me.” I panted, begging, desperate for the truth that would shatter and rebuild me.

“I have, baby. I have.” She panted back.

“Promise me you have.”

“I really have; I promise. I’ve cheated with lots of men, and I’ll keep cheating.” She grinned, wicked and unashamed. “I cheated with Matt from the office. He fucked me just this week, Monday.”

“Really? Promise?” I begged, balls tightening, orgasm clawing at the edge.

“Hold on, baby, I’m so close.” She cried, grinding furiously.

“Are you really fucking Matt?” I asked again, every muscle clenched to hold back.

“Yesssss!” She screamed, body seizing as she came, harder than I’d ever seen, back arching, nails digging into my shoulders, a guttural wail ripping from her throat. “Yes! Fuck yes, I’m cheating on you with Matt! Oh, fuck, ooohhh!”

I exploded inside her, deep, wrenching pulses that felt like my soul was being wrung out. Wave after wave, the best orgasm of my life, fuelled by the knife-twist of betrayal and the sick, thrilling heat of it.

We collapsed, panting, tangled on the couch. She cuddled into me, head on my chest. Emotions crashed over me like a storm: jealousy burning hot in my veins, imagining Matt’s hands on her, his cock where mine had just been; sadness welling up, a deep ache for the trust I thought we’d had, the years of quiet suspicion now confirmed; happiness blooming weird and bright, because she’d chosen me to come home to, chosen to share this twisted truth; excitement fizzing like champagne, the kink unlocked, the possibilities endless. But no anger. Not a drop. It was all too raw, too real, too… us.

“Did you mean it, or was it just a game?” I asked, voice hoarse.

“Do you want me to mean it?” She looked up, fear lingering in her eyes.

I wanted honesty, hers, mine. “Yes. Yes, I do. It was the most exciting thing I’ve ever heard.”

She grinned, relief washing over her features. “You know I meant it. I’m not going to apologise, it’s not worth it. I do what I do, and I like it. Maybe a few days ago, if you’d found out, our marriage would’ve crumbled. But today? I’m proud of who I am. I think I’m hot, and I love that men want me, and I love coming home to you. And I think you like it too.”

I sighed. She was right, on all counts. The jealousy still stung, sharp as a fresh cut, but it twisted into something addictive. “So long as you remember where home is, it’s all good with me.”

“I’m lucky to have you, Sam.”

“I’m lucky to have you, Linda.”

We lay there, staring into each other’s eyes, the silence thick and charged, until her phone shattered it, buzzing insistently on the coffee table.

She glanced at the screen, face paling. “It’s a company number.” She said, voice tight with nerves. “I think I might be in trouble.”

Linda

The high was still coursing through me, wave after delicious wave. Relief that the truth was out and hadn’t shattered us. Joy that Sam hadn’t recoiled, hadn’t stormed out, hadn’t even looked at me with disgust. Excitement that I could finally stop hiding, stop pretending, stop choking down the part of myself that craved more than monogamous vanilla sex in the dark. I could cheat openly now. I could bring lovers home, fuck them in our bed, come back reeking of another man’s cologne and cum, and tell Sam every filthy detail while he knelt and listened. Or better, while he licked me clean afterward. The thought alone made my thighs clench, fresh heat pooling between them even though we’d just finished.

Then the phone rang.

The screen lit up with a blocked company prefix, the same one we all used for internal calls. My stomach dropped like a stone. HR. Security. Caroline Schmidt herself, ready to fire me for submitting a business plan about a femdom housing development to the entire C-suite without going through channels. I’d gambled everything, our new mortgage, my career, our future, on a hunch that the all-female leadership might see the vision instead of the scandal.

I answered with a voice that sounded steadier than I felt. “Linda Quinn speaking.”

“Linda!” A bright, warm female voice filled the line, no trace of reprimand. “Caroline Schmidt here. How are you? Not interrupting dinner, am I?”

“Oh, no, Miss Schmidt, you’re not. What can I do for you?”

She chuckled, low and amused. “Oh, Linda, Caroline, please. Miss Schmidt is what my husband calls me.” The emphasis on “calls me” was deliberate, dripping with implication. A knowing wink through the phone.

Relief crashed over me so hard my knees nearly buckled. “Oh, thank God,” I gasped.

Another soft laugh. “Thought you might be in trouble, hmm? It was a bold move, I’ll give you that. But one I’m glad you made. If you’d routed it through the usual channels, I wouldn’t have seen it. And I wouldn’t have known about your little estate.”

My heart was still hammering. “Listen, I won’t take too much of your time. I just wanted to say I loved what I read, as did the others. You were one hundred percent right to send it straight to us. The project is being managed like a private club for a handful of friends. No real marketing, no scale, no vision. There’s a massive untapped market for this kind of place. I personally know dozens of high-net-worth women, and their partners, who would kill for a secure, judgment-free community built around female authority. We’re blocking an hour tomorrow morning at eight. Come to my office. Let’s go through the numbers and figure out what it takes to move this forward.”

“Thank you, Caroline! I won’t let you down.”

“I know you won’t. I looked into you, Linda. You’re sharp, driven, and clearly someone who knows exactly what she wants. I’m sure that husband of yours is perfectly trained.” A teasing pause. “Well done. See you tomorrow, eight sharp. Good night.”

“Good night, Caroline. And thank you again.”

“I thank you.” Click.

I screamed, pure, giddy delight, and jumped up and down like a teenager who’d just won the lottery. Everything was falling into place. The estate would survive. Thrive. And I’d be the one who helped make it happen.

Sam watched from the couch, smiling at my outburst. “What?”

Still buzzing, I spilled it all: the pitch deck, bypassing my bosses, the risk, Caroline’s call, the meeting tomorrow. For the first time that night, his smile faltered. A small frown creased his brow.

“You… secured the future of the estate?” he asked quietly. “As a femdom community? Not as something that might flip to vanilla later?”

The disappointment in his voice hit me harder than I expected. He’d been counting on an exit strategy, the house doubling or tripling in value once the kink experiment failed and it became just another gated suburb. A safety net. I’d just yanked that net away.

“I’m sorry, Sam,” I said softly. My first, and only, apology of the night. “I wanted to make sure this project works. Everything I’ve read, everything we’ve started… it excites me. I don’t want us to run from a great opportunity. I want this lifestyle. I need to make it work.”

He stared at me for a long, heavy moment. Then he exhaled, shoulders dropping, arms falling limp at his sides.

“You should have just said so,” he murmured. “Of course, if this is what you want, we’ll find a way to make it happen.” He stepped forward, wrapping his arms around me, pulling me close. “I’d be happy to call you Mistress every day. I don’t have a problem with that. I worship the ground you walk on.”

The words melted something inside me, tension I hadn’t realised I was carrying. I smiled against his shoulder. “That’s just what I want. Or at least… I want to experience it. I think it makes sense for me. I guess I never really admitted it to myself, but I’ve always been dominant. And you’ve always been submissive, at least to me. It’s the way it should be.”

“I agree, Mistress.” He smiled, small and genuine.

I brushed his hair back, cupping his face, studying the soft devotion in his eyes. Then, with gentle but firm pressure, I pushed him down to his knees. He went willingly, eagerly. I hiked my skirt, spread my legs, and guided his head between my thighs, still slick from our earlier sex, still carrying the faint scent of him and me.

“Lick,” I ordered softly. “Lick me clean. Eventually, you’ll do this after my lovers use me. And maybe, if I’m in a particularly vicious mood, I’ll make you clean them too.”

His tongue met me immediately, slow, reverent laps that sent fresh sparks up my spine. Power flooded me, pure and heady, like stepping out of a chrysalis I hadn’t known I was trapped in. This was who I was always meant to be. Unapologetic. Commanding. Free.

Sam would come around fully. He already had, in pieces. The jealousy would sharpen into craving; the fear would melt into surrender. The sky was the limit for what I could do to him, what I would do. And deep in my gut, I knew he’d consent to every step. He’d beg for it.

I threaded my fingers through his hair, holding him in place as his tongue worked deeper.

“Good boy,” I whispered.

And for the first time in my life, the words felt like truth.
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Sam

In the three weeks since that fateful night, the one where confessions spilled out like blood from a fresh wound, reshaping everything between us, I’d braced for a whirlwind. I’d devoured those online stories, the ones painting femdom life as a nonstop torrent of chains, commands, and crushing humiliations. I’d imagined Linda transforming overnight: strapping me into permanent chastity, parading me on a leash, maybe even inviting Matt over to fuck her while I watched from the corner, caged and dripping. But reality? It was quieter, more mundane, almost anticlimactic. Linda was buried in work, her business plan had exploded into a full-time crusade. She’d partnered with Kelly, leveraging the VC firm’s cash and connections to flood the estate with buyers. Nearly three weeks in, and the place was almost fully sold or reserved, every unit snapped up by couples deep in the femdom scene. Our future neighbours weren’t just playing at it; they lived it, breathed it. And me? I was left in the apartment, handling the day-to-day grind while she conquered the world.

The few stolen moments we had together teased at the edges of what I’d fantasised. Pegging was the big one, her strapping on that sleek black silicone cock, slick with lube, and easing into me inch by inch. The stretch burned at first, a sharp invasion that made my breath hitch, but then she hit that spot, and stars exploded behind my eyes. Waves of pleasure rolled through me, deeper than anything I’d felt before, my cock leaking onto the sheets as I moaned like a man possessed. “Good boy,” she’d purr, thrusting steady and sure, her hands gripping my hips like I was hers to own. It was fun, addictive, even, but fleeting.

Then there was prepping her for a date with Matt. She’d come clean about him that first night, but hearing the details, knowing he’d been inside her just days ago, still twisted something in my gut. I helped her pick the outfit: a tight black dress that hugged her curves, red lipstick to match the fire in her eyes. She kissed me goodbye, a teasing peck, and left with a wink. “Be good while I’m gone.” I paced the apartment, cock straining in its cage, imagining her bent over his desk or in some seedy motel, moaning for him. When she returned, flushed and satisfied, I expected the full cuckold ritual, kneeling to lick her clean, tasting his cum mixed with her. But no. “He always wears protection,” she explained with a shrug. “Near-miss with a crazy ex once. No risks.” Disappointment flickered through me, sharp and unexpected. I wanted the humiliation, the degradation. Craved it, even.

The whippings came sporadically, preventative, she called them, not punishments. She’d bend me over the kitchen table after dinner, crop or belt in hand, and lay into my ass with measured strikes. The leather bit deep, raising welts that burned like fire, each crack echoing through the room like a thunderclap. I’d grit my teeth, body trembling, sweat beading on my skin, but the pain always twisted into that strange, euphoric heat. “This is to keep you sharp,” she’d say, rubbing the marks afterward with cool cream, her touch both soothing and possessive. “You’ve been too perfect lately. Cleaning, cooking, ironing, packing for the move. Model husband. It’s almost disappointing, no real excuses to punish you.” Her words stung more than the strikes; I found myself half-wishing I’d screw up, just to feel the full force of her dominance.

Then, three weeks in, she announced we’d have guests for the weekend. “We’re hosting,” she said casually, sipping coffee at breakfast. I assumed Matt, maybe with his wife, turning it into some awkward cuckold showdown. But no. “Patricia and her husband, Ken. Cook something nice. I’ll grab wine on the way home.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, then added, “Though I figured we’d wait till after the move?”

She smiled, that knowing, predatory curve of her lips, and lightly slapped my cheek. The sting was playful, but her eyes held command. “How about you leave the thinking to me? There’s a good girl.”

Good girl. The words landed like a subtle shift in gravity. She’d started slipping it in lately, first as “good boy” with a giggle, like a joke we were both in on. Then the laugh faded, and it became routine. Now? Good girl, straight-faced, laced with expectation. I knew the trajectory from the forums: feminisation. Panties next, maybe makeup, dresses. The thought sent a chill down my spine, arousal mixed with dread. I wasn’t thrilled, but protesting felt… futile. She was steering now, and part of me loved the surrender.

By week three, I was steeped in the BDSM story tropes. I braced for the visit to devolve into a humiliation fest: Ken and me stripped, collared, forced to perform for the women’s amusement, maybe sucking each other off while they laughed, or serving as footstools. It was the script in every tale I’d binged.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.

The evening started cordial, almost disappointingly normal. I’d prepped a feast: roasted chicken with herbs that filled the apartment with savoury warmth, garlic mashed potatoes creamy and golden, a crisp salad dotted with cherry tomatoes bursting red. Wine flowed, rich cabernet staining our glasses. We chatted about childhoods in Nebraska’s wide-open plains, work stresses (mine coding from home, hers conquering the VC world), life’s twists. BDSM came up lightly, Patricia sharing how she’d collared Ken early in their marriage, his eyes softening with devotion as she spoke. No edge, no commands. Just people connecting.

Ken was older, mid-thirties, silver threading his dark hair, built solid from gym hours but not showy. A cosmetic surgeon, he explained with a modest grin. I eyed Patricia’s ample chest, wondering if it was his handiwork, but Linda shot me a warning glare before the quip could escape. She knew me too well.

As the night wound down, plates cleared and candles flickering low, I sensed the end, polite goodbyes, no drama. Disappointment gnawed at me; where was the intensity I’d craved?

Then it shifted.

Linda and Patricia, cosied on the couch giggling like schoolgirls, suddenly stood. “We’re heading upstairs to fuck,” Linda announced bluntly, her dark eyes gleaming. “You’re welcome to watch.” They linked hands and sauntered out, hips swaying in sync, leaving a trail of perfume, citrus for Patricia, spice for Linda.

Ken and I exchanged a stunned glance, then bolted after them like eager puppies.

Our bedroom was cramped, faded blue walls, rumpled queen bed dominating the space, but it felt charged now, air thick with anticipation. I’d never seen two women together outside porn; this was raw, intimate. They stripped slowly: Patricia’s blouse unbuttoned to reveal lace bra cupping her full breasts, Linda’s dress sliding off like silk over sun-kissed skin. They tumbled into bed, bodies entwining, soft curves pressing, lips meeting in hungry kisses. Hands roamed: Patricia’s fingers tracing Linda’s spine, Linda’s mouth trailing down to suck a pink nipple, eliciting a gasp that echoed in the room.

They moved like liquid, Patricia’s pale thighs parting, Linda diving between them, tongue working with fervent laps. The wet sounds filled the air, mingled with Patricia’s moans: breathy, building, “Yes, Linda… baby… mmm, so good.” The contrast was mesmerising: Linda’s olive skin against Patricia’s porcelain, dark hair cascading over blonde waves. Beautiful. Erotic. My cock throbbed painfully in my jeans.

Linda looked up, lips glistening. “You can get undressed too, you know? Feel free to masturbate.”

I hesitated, self-conscious, exposed, but Ken didn’t. Clothes shed in a blur, his five-inch cock out and stroked with practiced ease. Not wanting to be the prude, I followed, my own length springing free, already leaking, glad not to be caged today.

Patricia climaxed first, a soft, shuddering intake of breath, body arching like a bowstring. Linda climbed up, kissing her deeply, then turned to us. “You two gonna stand there, or join?”

Ken lunged forward, bed creaking under his weight, drawing giggles from the women as they pulled him in. I climbed in more cautiously, heart pounding. Patricia drew me to her, lips crashing against mine, tasting of wine and Linda. Her hand guided me down, positioning my cock at her entrance: slick, hairless, inviting. I slid in, warm, velvet grip enveloping me, and groaned.

“Mmm, that’s nice,” she purred, nibbling my earlobe. “Now fuck me, tiger.”

I did, thrusting steady, the slap of skin on skin filling the room. To my left, Ken mounted Linda, their bodies rocking in rhythm. I hoped she was enjoying it; a flicker of jealousy sparked, but it fuelled me harder.

Patricia came loud this time, screaming, back arching, headboard slamming the wall. The neighbours pounded back in protest. I followed soon after: “I’m gonna cum, this is too much.”

“That’s fine, baby,” she grinned. “Pump your spunk in me. Fill me up. Ken’ll lick it out, don’t worry.”

“Oh fuck, Patricia!” I cried, erupting inside her, pulses ripping through me.

We kissed as I softened, but she held me close, not letting me pull out. Minutes later, arousal rebuilt, her walls clenching, urging me hard again.

“Ready to go again, baby?” she whispered.

“Uh-huh. Yeah.”

“Fuck me, sweetie.”

This round was different, slower, deeper. She held me tight, bodies fused, lips locked in an endless kiss. No frantic pounding; just symphony of motion, her breaths syncing with mine.

“Oh baby… that’s so good,” she breathed. “So good.”

A hand stroked my back, Linda’s. “Make love to her, baby,” she encouraged, voice husky. “Make her want you the way I want you.”

“Do it, Sam,” Ken added. “Make her want you. Make her love you.”

“Do you love me?” Patricia whispered, eyes locked on mine.

I froze inside. Liked her? Sure. But love? Too soon, too much.

“Tell her you love her, baby, it’s okay,” Linda urged.

“I… love you?” It came out hesitant, questioning.

“It’s okay. You’ll love me eventually,” Patricia murmured. “I’m gonna cum. Kiss me, sweetheart.”

“I’m gonna cum too,” I warned.

We peaked together, soft moans, her whispering “I love you” like a mantra. Bizarre. Overwhelming. Not at all the humiliation I’d braced for.

I pulled out, watching Ken dive between her legs, lapping eagerly. Linda lay back, grinning like the cat who got the cream, legs spread to reveal Ken’s load glistening white against her folds. Without a word, I bent down, tongue delving in, tasting the bitter-salt tang of another man’s cum mixed with her sweetness. Degrading. Intimate. Thrilling.

If I thought that was the end, night over, guests gone, I was dead wrong. Patricia and Ken stayed, the four of us tangled in the too-small bed. We’d drift off, sweat-slick and spent, only to wake minutes later, hands wandering, cocks hardening, ready for more. I took Linda twice, reclaiming her with fierce thrusts, her nails raking my back, but mostly, I was with Patricia: her softness yielding to me, her whispers turning tender, almost possessive. Ken claimed Linda, their moans a soundtrack to my own. It was the most sex I’d ever had in one night, bodies slick with sweat, the room reeking of musk and desire, sheets twisted into ropes.

I wasn’t complaining. Exhausted? Yes. Sore? Absolutely. But if this was a glimpse of life in the estate, raw, unpredictable, boundary-pushing, then bring it on. The changes were sinking in deeper than I’d anticipated: the pegging reshaping my pleasure, the pegs of jealousy pinning me in place, the “good girl” whispers eroding my old self-image. It scared me. Thrilled me. And as Patricia’s “you’ll love me eventually” echoed in my mind, I wondered just how far this would go, and if I’d recognise myself at the end.
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Linda

I needed to reward Sam. He’d been flawless these past three weeks, quiet, devoted, never once complaining even as I vanished into endless conference calls, site visits with Kelly, and late-night strategy sessions with Caroline’s team. The estate was filling up fast: unit after unit reserved by couples who lived the life we were only just beginning to explore. He cooked every night I was home, kept the apartment spotless, packed boxes with careful labels, ironed my blouses so the creases were razor-sharp. He was the perfect slave, the perfect husband, and I’d barely touched him beyond those sporadic “preventative” whippings and one intense pegging session that left him trembling and leaking on the sheets. Guilt flickered in me, not heavy, but present. He deserved more than my absence and occasional commands.

When Caroline finally cleared my weekend, no meetings, no fires to put out, I called Patricia immediately.

“How would you like to do something special?” I asked.

She laughed, that rich, knowing sound. “What did you have in mind?”

“A little lesbian show for the boys.”

“Hmmm. That’s a very special treat for Ken.” She paused, then purred, “But the chance to fuck you? Deal.”

At dinner that night, nerves coiled tight in my stomach despite the wine I kept sipping. I’d never been with a woman. All my college wildness, hookups in dorm bathrooms, quickies in frat-house basements, had been strictly with men. I’d expected Patricia to coach me: tips on technique, pressure points, what women really liked. Instead, when I’d confessed my inexperience earlier, she’d just shrugged. “Never done it either. But hey, first time for everything. Why not with a hottie like you? Not sure I’m ready to go down on you, though. You okay doing me?”

What could I say? “Sure.”

The meal passed in a pleasant haze, roast chicken, garlic bread, laughter, but underneath, anticipation buzzed like electricity under my skin. When Patricia and I finally stood and announced we were going upstairs to fuck, the words felt bold, reckless, thrilling. We walked out hand in hand, hips brushing, leaving the men stunned for a heartbeat before they scrambled after us.

Our tiny bedroom felt smaller than ever, the air thick with perfume and heat. We stripped slowly, Patricia’s blouse falling open to reveal lace barely containing her breasts, my dress sliding down to pool at my feet. We climbed into bed like we’d done this a thousand times. Kisses started tentative, soft lips, exploring tongues, then deepened, hungry. Her skin was cool porcelain against my warmer olive tone; the contrast made my breath catch. I trailed down, mouth closing over one perfect nipple, sucking gently, then harder as she arched and moaned. The sound went straight to my clit.

When I settled between her thighs, nerves flared again, but curiosity won. I parted her with careful fingers, inhaled the musky sweetness of her arousal, and licked. Tentative at first, then bolder, flat tongue gliding up her slit, circling her clit, tasting the slick heat of her. She gasped, fingers threading into my hair, guiding without forcing. “Yes… Linda… baby… mmm, so good.” The praise lit me up. I worked her steadily, sucking, flicking, dipping inside, until her thighs trembled and her breath stuttered into a soft, shuddering climax, body bowing like a drawn bow.

We kissed again, sharing the taste of her, and she whispered against my mouth, “Wanna get the boys involved?”

“Definitely,” I answered, nerves gone, replaced by pure want.

Ken was eager, cock already hard as he climbed in, wide and thick, pressing into me missionary-style. He wasn’t long, but God, the girth stretched me deliciously, hitting every ridge inside with each slow thrust. He moved like he wanted to worship, eyes locked on mine, hips rolling with deliberate care, whispering how beautiful I was. I came around him easily, walls fluttering, a quiet moan escaping as pleasure rippled through me.

But the real shift happened when I watched Sam with Patricia.

She pulled him close, lips on his, hands roaming, and something primal woke in me. I wanted him to want her. Wanted to see him lose himself in her softness, her moans, her body. Wanted him to crave her the way I craved control. And Patricia was playing it perfectly: holding him tight, whispering sweet filth, drawing out those hesitant I love yous until they felt almost real. Ken’s eyes lit up at every word, his wife confessing love to another man, falling for him. The cuckold thrill in him was palpable, raw. And suddenly I wanted the same for Sam. Wanted him to feel that delicious ache of watching me fall, however briefly, for someone else.

When Sam finally knelt between my legs, tongue delving into the mess Ken had left, thick, salty, warm, I felt a dark satisfaction bloom. This was power: my husband tasting another man’s cum from my cunt, eyes glazed with devotion and humiliation. Matt suddenly felt… inadequate. Temporary. I needed a new lover, someone who’d fit this life, who’d understand the game.

The night blurred into hours of tangled bodies. We drifted off only to wake and start again, Sam inside Patricia, Ken inside me, then swapping, then all four of us in a sweaty, breathless heap. I rode Sam while Patricia sat on his face; Ken fucked me from behind while I kissed her. It was messy, exhausting, perfect.

The next morning, sunlight slanted through the blinds as we lounged in bed, coffee mugs in hand. Patricia pulled Sam in for a long, lingering kiss.

“Can I fuck this one more often?” she asked me, eyes sparkling.

“You can fuck him whenever you like,” I laughed. “I give you permission to use him as I do.”

“Careful,” she warned, grinning. “I might be here every day, banging his brains out over lunch hour.”

“Be my guest. Seriously, I don’t mind.” I turned to Sam. “You’ll look after her, won’t you? You’re a good girl, right?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, smiling, proud, a little flushed.

“See?” I told Patricia. “What’s mine is yours now, baby.” I pulled her close, kissing her deeply, tongues sliding. “Including me,” I purred.

“Fuck,” she breathed, “I wanna try that pussy now.”

She dropped to her knees right there on the bed, spreading my thighs, and buried her face between them. Her tongue was eager, lapping, sucking, exploring like she’d been starving for it. I came hard, fingers tangled in her blonde hair, hips bucking against her mouth.

After they left, the apartment felt quiet, almost too still. Sam watched me from the couch, expression soft but searching.

“Did you really mean it?” he asked quietly. “That I could sleep with Patricia even when you’re not home?”

I sat beside him, taking his hand. “Babe, I trust you the same way you trust me. It’s just sex. Go wild.”

“But in a cuckold relationship, isn’t the man supposed to be denied?”

“Yes,” I admitted, “but I also think if we keep you oversexed, kept on edge, always wanting, you’ll be more inclined to do what I want. Honestly, honey, don’t sweat it. If I come home and find you in bed with Patricia, I’ll just get undressed and jump in with you. You’re seriously the best husband I could ask for, and this is my gift to you.”

He wiped a tear from the corner of his eye, happy, overwhelmed, and pulled me into a tight hug.

“I couldn’t ask for a better wife,” he whispered.

I held him close, breathing him in, and felt the certainty settle deeper.

Monday morning arrived like a reset button I hadn’t asked for. I’d arranged a short week, four days instead of five, to help with the final push of packing and the actual move, but the office still felt like stepping back into a different skin. The estate project had consumed me for weeks: spreadsheets, zoning calls, investor pitches, endless emails with Kelly about infrastructure upgrades. I was tired, exhilarated, and more than a little raw from the weekend with Patricia and Ken. My body still carried faint echoes, sore muscles, the ghost of Patricia’s tongue between my thighs, the taste of Ken on Sam’s lips when he’d kissed me goodbye that morning. But work waited, and I needed to show up sharp.

I dropped my bag at my desk and opened my laptop to find Caroline’s email waiting, subject line simple and commanding: “Quick chat in my office. 9:15. Bring your enthusiasm.”

My stomach flipped. Caroline didn’t summon people for small talk.

I arrived at 9:14, smoothing my black pencil skirt and adjusting the collar of my silk blouse. The door was ajar; I knocked once and stepped in.

Caroline’s office was a study in power: dark oak panelling, floor-to-ceiling windows framing the Tulsa skyline, a massive desk that looked carved from a single tree. She stood behind it in a tight black leather dress that hugged every curve like a second skin, glossy Louboutins gleaming under the recessed lights. Her red hair was swept into an elegant chignon, lips painted a deep crimson that matched the faint scent of her perfume, something expensive and predatory.

But she wasn’t alone.

Seated opposite her in one of the low leather chairs was a woman I didn’t recognise: older, perhaps late forties or early fifties, plump in a way that looked deliberate rather than soft. She wore a tight ivory satin blouse that strained across her generous chest and a black leather pencil skirt that rode high on thick thighs. Her makeup was flawless, smoky eyes, bold brows, but there was something false about her smile, too wide, too practiced. Like a mask that had been worn so long it had fused to her face.

She rose as I entered, moving with surprising grace for her build, and extended a hand. I took it; her grip was firm, almost possessive.

“Linda, darling! Come, come.” Caroline trotted around the desk in those sky-high heels, air-kissing both my cheeks with theatrical warmth. “Mwah, mwah. Allow me to introduce my close friend and one of our most valuable assets: Tamara Bailey. Tammy, as we all call her. She’s based out of Atlanta but flies in when something catches her interest.”

Tammy leaned in, kissing both my cheeks in turn. Her perfume was heavier, vanilla and smoke, and her gravelly voice carried a Southern drawl that felt like velvet wrapped around steel. “Lovely to meet you, sugar.”

“You too,” I managed, swallowing hard. A shiver traced my spine. Something about her set every instinct on edge, not fear, exactly, but the sense of being sized up by someone who’d already decided how much you were worth.

“Come, sit.” Caroline gestured to the chair beside Tammy’s, then returned to her own seat behind the desk. “I was just telling Tammy about the wonderful project you’ve been spearheading. She finds it absolutely fascinating. Isn’t that right, Tammy?”

Tammy’s smile widened, revealing perfect white teeth. “I’ve been hearing great things. I’d love to know how we might turn this into something replicable, scalable, even.”

Caroline leaned forward, elbows on the desk, fingers steepled. “Tammy has some interesting thoughts for expansion.”

“Really?” I kept my tone neutral, polite, but inside I bristled. This was my project, my vision, my pitch. I’d gone over Caroline’s head to get it noticed, and now here was some Atlanta exec parachuting in with “thoughts.”

“Yes,” Tammy began, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness, the leather of her skirt creaking softly. “From the satellite imagery and site plans you shared, there’s still available land just outside the current perimeter walls. I was thinking we could expand modestly, perhaps introduce a services component.”

“Services?” I echoed.

“Well, darling, you already have a doctor on-site, but the nearest full medical facility is a forty-minute drive. Things can go wrong in our kind of play, accidents, injuries, emergencies. It would be prudent to have a private clinic nearby, one that’s… amenable to our needs. Discreet. Understanding.”

The point was solid. I hated that it was solid. “Hmm. Yes, true.”

“Nothing lavish,” she continued, waving a manicured hand. “Basic trauma care, a surgical suite for the more extreme scenes. Same logic for fire and security. Private security is lovely, but what about actual law enforcement tailored to the community? A small BDSM police force, enforcing rules, mediating disputes, ensuring consent protocols are followed. And a volunteer fire department could prevent the whole place from going up in flames during an intense scene.”

Another good point. Damn her.

“And,” she added, eyes glinting, “perhaps attach a small holding facility to the police station. Somewhere discreet for those who need real punishment, time-outs that carry weight.”

I was literally speechless. She’d walked in, listened to my pitch second-hand, and in five minutes had layered on infrastructure that made the project sound not just viable, but inevitable. Professional. She’d made me look like an amateur in front of the one woman whose approval I craved most.

“Thank you,” I said, voice quieter than I intended.

“Quite all right, dear.” Her smile was benevolent, almost maternal. It made my skin crawl.

Both women watched me in silence for a long beat. The air felt heavier, expectant. Then Caroline stood, smoothing her dress, and walked slowly toward the door.

“Linda,” she said, voice dropping to something softer, more intimate, “if I haven’t said it clearly enough, I want you to know how much I value that you brought this to me directly. You’re part of a very select collective now, one with unique privileges in this firm. As of today, you no longer report to Adam. You report to me. That comes with a significant salary increase, a company car, expense account, and… other benefits.”

My heart leapt. “Thank you.”

“But being part of my team means understanding we do things differently.” She reached the door, fingers resting on the lock. Click. The sound was small, final. “Are you a team player, Linda?”

“Of course, Caroline.”

“Even if that means bending a few rules from time to time?”

I shrugged, forcing a laugh. “So long as I’m not ending up in jail.”

Tammy snorted softly.

Caroline grinned, sharing a look with Tammy that I couldn’t quite read. Then she walked back toward me. Tammy rose at the same time, stepping close, too close. Her hands reached for the top button of my blouse.

My instinct was to pull away. I didn’t.

“Let’s get you undressed, shall we?” Tammy whispered, voice gravelly and intimate. She worked the buttons open with practiced ease, sliding the silk off my shoulders, unhooking my bra. Behind me, Caroline’s fingers found the zipper of my skirt, easing it down until the fabric pooled at my feet.

Tammy leaned in, lips brushing mine, soft at first, then insistent. “Would you like to be part of our little family?”

“Very much so,” I breathed, eyes closing as her mouth claimed mine again.

As Tammy kissed me, one hand cupping and kneading my breast, Caroline pressed against my back, her leather dress cool against my bare skin. Her right-hand mirrored Tammy’s on my other breast, rolling the nipple between thumb and forefinger. Her left slid down, cupping my mound, fingers parting me, pushing inside with slow, deliberate strokes.

“Welcome to our little family, Linda,” Caroline murmured against my neck, teeth grazing the skin. “I think you’re going to love it.”

They worked me in tandem, kissing, touching, fingering, until my legs trembled and I came hard against their hands, biting my lip to keep from crying out. Then they guided me to the desk, laid me back, and took turns with their mouths: Tammy’s tongue broad and insistent, Caroline’s precise and teasing. I returned the favour, tasting them both, losing myself in the heat and slickness, the power dynamic shifting and solidifying all at once.

When it was over, we dressed in silence, clothes smoothed, hair finger-combed, lipstick reapplied. Caroline unlocked the door, then turned to me with a satisfied smile.

“Remember,” she said, “it’s a family. Which means we’re counting on you sharing that husband of yours. We’re looking forward to helping you train him.”

I met her gaze, chin lifted, confidence blooming fresh and fierce inside me.

“Oh,” I said, voice steady, “I’m definitely looking forward to that.”

I walked out of the office taller than when I’d walked in. The project was no longer just mine, it was ours, backed by women who understood power in ways I was only beginning to grasp. And me? I was no longer the eager mid-level associate hoping to impress.

I was one of them, and that changed everything.
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Sam

The moving company guys eyed the estate with that mix of awe and confusion I'd seen on every visitor's face so far, towering sandstone walls, pristine lawns like they'd been painted on, colourful houses lined up like jewels in a crown. One of them, a tall young Black guy with muscles straining his company polo, mumbled something to his partner, a stocky Latino named Bruno. They nodded, glancing around again, probably wondering why a slice of suburban paradise was plunked in the middle of Oklahoma's dusty nowhere. It was pushing five in the afternoon, and my back screamed from hauling boxes all day. The movers dumped loads in the hallway; I distributed them to rooms, Linda unpacked when she could steal a minute from her phone calls.

"We're about done, Mr. Quinn," the tall guy, Jamal, his nametag read, said, wiping sweat from his brow. "Last few items. Anything else we can help with?"

"Mmm, not from my side. Linda's upstairs if you wanna ask her."

"Sure." He nodded and headed up, heavy boots thudding on the stairs.

Bruno kept unloading, and I got lost in shifting kitchen crates, plates clinking softly as I stacked them. Minutes ticked by. Where was Jamal? I paused, ears pricking at a faint sound from above. Moans. Low at first, then building, rhythmic, unmistakable. My heart clenched like a fist. This was it. The moment I'd half-dreaded, half-craved since that first confession: seeing Linda with another man, not in some abstract fantasy, but real, raw, right in our new home.

I crept up the stairs, pulse hammering in my throat. The bedroom door was cracked open, spilling golden late-afternoon light into the hall. Inside, Linda was naked on all fours on our unmade bed, sheets still rumpled from last night's sleep. Jamal loomed behind her, equally bare, his dark skin glistening with sweat, massive cock, thick as my wrist, veined and shining, plunging into her with deep, powerful thrusts. Her firm breasts swayed with each impact, nipples hard peaks, her long dark hair cascading over one shoulder like a midnight waterfall. She had that satisfied smile, eyes half-lidded, lips parted in ecstasy, as he gripped her hips, pulling her back onto him.

"Oh yes, you brute, fuck me," she cried, voice husky, raw.

"You sure your man okay with this?" Jamal grunted, slowing his pace, hips rolling deliberately.

"He's my bitch," she snarled, glancing over her shoulder with a wicked gleam. "He does what he's told."

Her eyes snapped to the door, to me. She knew I was there, had probably sensed me like a predator smells prey. "Get in here, bitch," she commanded, voice cutting through the air like a whip. "Watch a real man fuck me."

Jealousy hit me like a gut punch, sharp, twisting, but my cock strained painfully against its metal cage, the one she'd locked on me that morning with a teasing kiss. "To keep you focused," she'd said, pocketing the key with a confident smirk. I dropped to my knees right there in the doorway, crawling forward on all fours, the hardwood biting into my palms and knees. Humiliation burned hot in my cheeks, but arousal drowned it out. Jamal chuckled, low and amused, never breaking rhythm, his balls slapping against her with each thrust, her pussy lips stretched taut around his girth, glistening with her juices.

I knelt at the bedside, close enough to smell the musk of their sex, her familiar sweetness mixed with his salty sweat. His cock slid in and out like a piston, slick and relentless, her inner walls clinging as he withdrew, then yielding as he buried himself deep. She moaned louder, pushing back to meet him, her flat belly flexing, ass cheeks rippling with the impact.

"Fuck yeah, fill me up, make me pregnant with your black baby," she begged, voice dripping with filthy command. I knew it was impossible, her implant saw to that, but the words ignited him. His thrusts grew erratic, muscles bunching under his skin.

"Here I come, slut," he growled, slamming home one last time. His body tensed, a deep groan rumbling from his chest as he unloaded, pulse after pulse, flooding her. He pulled out with a wet pop, his cock glistening, a string of cum dangling from the tip.

Linda didn't miss a beat. She spun, grabbing a fistful of my hair, yanking me up onto the bed. "Open wide, cuck," she ordered, voice laced with that new, unbreakable confidence, deeper than before, like she'd fully embraced her role as queen. She straddled my face backward, lowering her dripping pussy onto my mouth. Cum poured out, thick, warm globs sliding over my tongue, salty and bitter, mixed with her tangy essence. I swallowed greedily, lapping at her folds, cleaning every drop as she ground against me, her clit bumping my nose.

Jamal chuckled again, stroking his softening cock. "Now I've seen everything. Always thought this shit was just wimpy white boys' fantasies."

"No," Linda laughed, triumphant, "this is my fantasy."

"He suck cock?" Jamal asked, voice curious, dominant.

"Only one way to find out," she replied, eyes gleaming with mischief. She lifted off me, shoving my head toward him.

Jamal leaned over, his semi-hard cock flopping heavy against my lips, still slick with their combined fluids. The musky scent filled my nostrils. In for a penny… I opened wide, closing my eyes as he pushed in. The head was spongy, veined shaft stretching my jaw. He fucked my mouth slowly at first, salty pre-cum and remnants of Linda coating my tongue, then deeper, hitting the back of my throat, making me gag. Linda held my head steady, fingers tight in my hair. "That's it, bitch, take it like a good girl."

"Holy fuck, what's goin' on here?" A new voice laughed from the doorway, Bruno, eyes wide, tenting his pants.

"Hey, Bruno, get in on this," Jamal said, pulling out with a pop, strings of saliva connecting us. "Bitches are horny."

"Hell yeah!"

Bruno stripped fast, his cock springing free, shorter than Jamal's but thick, uncircumcised. He zeroed in on Linda, who spread her legs with a welcoming grin. "Come here, stud, fuck me raw." He plunged in, no preamble, her pussy squelching as he bottomed out. She moaned, wrapping her legs around him, urging him deeper with heels digging into his ass. "Yes, harder, you vanilla fuck. Show him how it's done."

Jamal grabbed my hair. "Up on all fours, white boy."

"I've… only ever been fucked by a dildo," I warned, voice shaking, body trembling with nerves, and anticipation.

"Now you get the real thing. Drop the pants."

Hands fumbling, I undid my belt, shoving jeans and boxers down. The cage swung free, my cock straining uselessly against the bars. I climbed onto the bed beside Linda, facing her on all fours. She grinned, evil, radiant, leaning in to kiss me softly. "You'll love it, I promise."

Behind me, Jamal spat on my hole, warm glob landing and dripping, then rubbed it in with his cockhead. Pressure built, insistent. I hissed as the thick crown breached me, stretching, burning like fire. Inch by inch, he sank deeper, the fullness overwhelming, my ass clenching involuntarily. Pain bloomed sharp, but as he paused, letting me adjust, it morphed, heat spreading, nerves igniting.

"Fuck yeah, tight little bitch," he growled, starting to thrust. Slow at first, then building, each slide rubbing my prostate, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my caged cock. Pre-cum dripped from the bars. I moaned, pushing back, craving more. "Harder, fuck me harder!"

Across from me, Linda screamed for Bruno to "shove it deep, hard and fast!" Her dominance shone, confident, unyielding, orchestrating the chaos like a queen on her throne.

Jamal couldn't hold out. With a long, guttural moan, he buried deep, pumping rope after hot rope into my ass, warm floods filling me, leaking out around his shaft. He spun me, slamming his cock back into my mouth. "Clean it, slut."

Before I could process, Linda climaxed, body shuddering, nails raking Bruno's back, then ordered, "Finish in him." Bruno pulled out, moved behind me, and pushed into my cum-slick hole. The stretch was easier now, his thickness gliding in on Jamal's load. He fucked me rough, grunting, slapping my ass, until he unloaded with a roar, adding his seed to the mix.

The movers dressed, chuckling. "Thanks, boys," Linda purred, voice dripping seduction. "Anytime, ma'am," Jamal grinned, tipping an imaginary hat.

They left, and Linda turned to me, eyes alight with that evolved confidence, bolder, sharper, like she'd levelled up in her dominance overnight. "So, how'd you enjoy real cock?"

I couldn't lie. The men weren't attractive to me, raw power, yes, but no spark. The sex? Mind-blowing. The fullness, the prostate hits, the degradation… I'd crave it again. "It was… amazing," I admitted. "I'd do it again."

"Good," she grinned, evil glinting. "Because I have big plans for you. But first, prepare your ass for a spanking. Preventative, of course."

I didn't mind. As she fetched the crop, leather whistling through the air, the familiar dread-excitement built. The first strikes always burned like hellfire, skin welting red and hot. But after a few, pain alchemizing into that addictive blaze, like capsaicin searing then soothing, I'd float, begging for more, her growing confidence feeding my surrender.

The moving company guys had finally cleared out, leaving the house echoing with the absence of their boots and banter. Boxes still cluttered every room, but the essentials were in place, bed made, kitchen half-functional, enough unpacked to survive the night. Both Linda and I were wrecked: muscles aching from hauling furniture, backs stiff, minds foggy from the adrenaline crash of moving day. All we wanted was to collapse into bed, maybe share a quick shower, and sleep until the world made sense again.

But the neighbourhood had other ideas.

Ken and Patricia arrived first, unannounced, of course, carrying a bottle of chilled rosé and a tray of homemade lemon bars. They breezed in like they owned the place, which, in a way, they already did in our new hierarchy. Linda greeted them with hugs and kisses, then immediately dragged me over.

“Tell them about the movers, baby,” she said, voice low and teasing, her hand sliding possessively down my back to rest on my ass, right where the faint welts from yesterday’s “preventative” still lingered. “Don’t leave out the good parts.”

So I did, haltingly at first, cheeks burning as I described Jamal’s thick, veined cock stretching her open, the wet slap of skin on skin, the way she’d screamed for him to breed her even though we both knew it was impossible. Patricia’s eyes sparkled with approval; Ken just nodded, quiet and attentive, his collar glinting under the new overhead lights.

We were on our second glasses of wine, rosé tart and cold, when the doorbell rang again.

Linda answered, and I heard the delighted squeal before I saw them.

Tilly Chapman, still tiny, still blonde-curled, still radiating cheerleader energy, stood on the porch in a shiny purple mini-dress that clung to her like liquid metal, hem barely covering the tops of her thighs. Duncan was behind her, collared and leashed, wearing nothing but tight black briefs and a thin leather harness that framed his soft belly and broad chest. His eyes met mine with a sheepish half-smile.

“Hello, Sam,” Tilly grinned, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. “Long time no see. Can we come in?”

“Erm, yeah, hey, Tilly. Come in.”

“Mistress Tilly,” she corrected sweetly, tugging Duncan’s leash so he followed.

“Erm, yes, Mistress Tilly.” I glanced at Duncan. “Hey, Dunc.”

“Howdy,” he mumbled, eyes flicking to the floor.

The girls collided in a flurry of hugs and shrieks, old school friends reunited, laughter echoing off the bare walls. Linda and Tilly clung to each other, giggling about ancient mischief: pot deals via Zach Hughes, blowjobs in the back of his pickup, the time Linda “merely acted as go-between” while secretly riding him in the woods behind the football field.

Patricia watched from the armchair, Ken kneeling at her feet, a small smile playing on her lips. When Linda pulled Tilly close again, whispering something that made Tilly’s eyes darken with hunger, Patricia rose smoothly.

“Well, that changes things,” Tilly murmured, leaning in to kiss Linda, slow, deep, tongues visible for a heartbeat before they parted.

Tilly turned to Duncan. “Slut, you, Ken, and Sam.”

She snapped her fingers. Duncan moved instantly. Before I could process, his mouth was on mine, warm, insistent, tongue pushing past my lips with practiced ease. His hand dropped to my crotch, fingers tracing the hard outline of my cage through my jeans, then guiding my palm to his own thickening bulge. I felt the heat of him, the pulse beneath the fabric.

Ken was already on his knees beside us, deftly undoing Duncan’s trousers. They dropped with a soft thud, revealing a black leather thong that did nothing to contain Duncan’s cock, eight thick inches, uncut, already half-hard and leaking. Ken stripped himself next, revealing hot-pink satin lingerie: lace-trimmed bra cupping his slight chest, matching panties with an open crotch that framed his own modest erection and smooth-shaven hole.

“Suck my cock,” Duncan ordered, voice low and rough. He pushed the thong aside; his shaft sprang free, heavy and veined, the head glistening.

Linda’s eyes went wide. She mouthed “wow” to Tilly, who shook her head with a smirk.

“Lasts about two seconds,” Tilly said.

“Oh.”

I knelt. The carpet was rough against my knees. Duncan’s cock brushed my lips, hot, musky, the faint salt of pre-cum already on my tongue. I opened, taking him in slowly: the bulbous head stretching my jaw, the thick shaft sliding over my tongue, the ridge of his corona bumping the roof of my mouth. I sucked, hollowing my cheeks, swirling my tongue along the underside. Ken joined me at the base, his mouth working the heavy balls, tongue tracing the seam, then sliding up to meet mine around the shaft. We serviced him together, wet sounds filling the room, saliva dripping down my chin.

Behind us, the girls had escalated. Tilly’s purple dress was hiked to her waist; Linda’s skirt was bunched around her hips. Patricia knelt between Linda’s thighs, face buried, tongue working with slow, deliberate strokes. Linda’s head tipped back, moans soft and throaty.

I was bent over and Duncan pressed into me quickly, but true to form, he didn’t last long. His hips jerked; he groaned, flooding my ass with thick, warm spurts.

Tilly tutted. “Done already? Is Ken locked?”

“Yes,” Patricia said, pulling back from Linda’s pussy, lips shining. “But I have the key. Ken, come here.”

Ken crawled over eagerly. Patricia unlocked his cage with a small silver key from her necklace. His cock sprang free, five inches, thick, already dripping.

I was still bent over the sofa arm, ass presented, Duncan’s cum leaking slowly down my inner thigh, warm, sticky trails that cooled against my skin. Ken moved behind me without hesitation. His cockhead pressed against my hole, still slick and open from earlier, and he pushed in slowly. The stretch was easier now, my body remembering the shape of intrusion. He bottomed out with a sigh, then started thrusting, steady, deep, the slap of his hips against my ass rhythmic and insistent.

Duncan climbed onto the sofa in front of me, knees spread, pulling his cheeks apart to expose his hole, dark, puckered, faintly musky. “Lick it,” he ordered.

I leaned in, tongue tentative at first, circling the rim, tasting salt and skin, then bolder, pushing inside. His heavy balls dragged across my forehead as he stroked himself back to hardness. When he was rigid again, he grabbed my hair and fed his cock into my mouth, skull-fucking me with short, shallow thrusts.

Ken’s pace quickened, each stroke dragging over my prostate, building pressure in my caged cock until pre-cum dripped steadily from the bars. Pleasure coiled tight, unbearable. I moaned around Duncan’s shaft.

Ken came first, deep groan, hips stuttering as he flooded me again, hot pulses coating my insides. “Nooo…” I whimpered, so close. “Quickly, Dunc, get inside me again.”

Duncan switched places instantly. Ken’s softening cock slid into my mouth, salty, spent. Duncan’s thick length pushed back into my ass, still slick with cum, and he fucked me hard, fast, relentless. The angle was perfect; every thrust hammered my prostate, pleasure spiking sharp and bright.

I came without warning, body seizing, cock spurting uselessly inside the cage, waves of orgasm crashing through me while Duncan kept pounding. The sensation was overwhelming: fullness, friction, the wet squelch of cum and lube, the taste of Ken on my tongue. Duncan followed seconds later, growling, burying deep, adding another load to the mess inside me.

We collapsed in a heap, panting, slick with sweat and cum, the living room reeking of sex. Only then did I realise the girls were gone, upstairs, probably, continuing without us.

“That’ll be them done for the night,” Ken said, voice hoarse.

“Yeah,” Duncan agreed. “We get the spare room, I guess?”

“I don’t have a bed there yet,” I said. “But the sofa folds out.”

“That’ll work. We won’t do much sleeping anyway.”

We unfolded the sofa, found blankets. As we settled in, three sweaty, spent bodies in a tangle, conversation drifted.

I asked Duncan about the gay stuff, why it fit into femdom, whether it insulted actual gay men.

“Sexuality’s fluid, Sam,” he said quietly, hand resting on my thigh. “I was probably always pansexual. Grew up conservative, suppressed it hard. When Tilly forced me to suck cock the first time, it cracked something open. I started noticing men differently. Realised it was okay to want them.”

“So you like men and women?”

“Yeah.” His fingers traced lazy circles on my skin. “Had a boyfriend for a while, he moved away a few months back. Sad, but Grindr’s always there. No shortage of cock.”

“How often?”

“Couple times a week. Sometimes I top, sometimes I bottom. Versatile.”

Ken nodded. “I’ve always been bi. Before Patricia, I dated guys mostly, easier to find dominant men than dominant women back then. I like cock. I like fucking guys, especially sissies.”

At that moment, his hardening cock pressed against my hole again. I was still slick, open, leaking. He pushed in slowly, gentle this time, rocking rather than pounding. Duncan leaned over, kissing me deeply, tongue sliding against mine, hand cupping my caged cock like he owned it.

That night, sleep never came. They took turns, Ken slow and steady, Duncan rough and deep. I was used over and over: mouth, ass, hands guiding me, bodies pressing close in the dark. Cum leaked from me, dried on my thighs, smeared across my face. The smells, sweat, musk, sex, filled the room like fog.

By morning, I understood something new. Sexuality wasn’t a box I had to fit in. It was a current, fluid, shifting, carrying me wherever it wanted. And in this house, in this life, I was finally letting it.

I was excited. Terrified. Alive. And I couldn’t wait to see what came next.
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Linda

Tammy and Caroline lounged on the long sectional sofa like queens on thrones, legs stretched out, bare feet resting casually on Sam’s back. He was face-down on the hardwood floor, naked except for the metal cage still locked around his cock, wrists bound loosely behind him with soft black rope. His skin was a brutal canvas, crisscrossed welts from shoulders to thighs, some raised and angry red, others split open in thin, weeping lines where the braided leather had bitten deepest. Two solid hours of nonstop whipping. No breaks. No mercy. I’d come three times just watching, once from grinding against the arm of the chair while they worked him over, twice more when they’d paused to let me sit on his face and ride his tongue through the pain.

He’d pissed himself twice, hot streams pooling beneath him on the floor, the sharp ammonia scent mixing with sweat. Yet not once had he used his safe-word. Not even close. Toward the end, when Tammy had switched to the thin rattan cane and laid precise, searing stripes across his ass and thighs, he’d actually begged, voice cracked and raw, “More, please… harder, Mistresses.” I’d been so proud I nearly cried.

Now he lay still, breathing shallow, trembling faintly. The coffee table held their mugs, black, steaming, while they sipped and chatted like it was Sunday brunch.

“I must say,” Tammy drawled, digging the sharp stiletto heel of her black patent pump into the meat of his shoulder just to watch him flinch, “he’s a very good slave. Takes a real beating like he was born for it. I like that in a man.”

“Thank you, Tammy.” I beamed, chest swelling with possessive pride. “I’ve been giving him preventative beatings almost daily, keeps him sharp, keeps him obedient. This was the hardest he’s taken yet, though. I’m proud he didn’t complain once. I’m only sorry he cried so much.”

“Oh no, darling,” Tammy purred, pressing her heel deeper until a fresh bead of blood welled up. “A crying man is a properly broken man. He knows his place. It’s beautiful.”

Caroline nodded, crossing her ankles on the small of his back. “So how are you finding the neighbourhood, Linda? Two weeks in, settling nicely?”

I laughed, genuine, delighted. “Non-stop. From the first night it’s been visits, fucking, beatings, more fucking. We haven’t had a quiet evening yet. Sam’s been incredible, never once whined, even when Tilly and I made him mow the lawn in nothing but a pink G-string. The neighbours loved the show.”

Both women chuckled. Tammy prodded Sam’s ribs with her toe. “He’s a keeper.”

“Definitely,” Caroline agreed. “But you sound like something’s missing.”

I sighed, swirling the last of my coffee. “I need a regular lover. Someone hunky. Consistent. Matt was fun, but he’s… not enough anymore. I want someone who fits this life.”

Caroline’s eyes lit up. “Oh darling, why didn’t you say so sooner? I know just the man. Do you like black men?”

“Who doesn’t?” I grinned.

“Touché.” She laughed. “My friend Daniel just became available. His last hot-wife, Erica, got reassigned to a sister community in Dallas. Daniel couldn’t follow. Mid-twenties, built like a linebacker, huge cock, fat, long, veiny. And he’s open to servicing sissy husbands when the mood strikes. Perfect for breaking in your boy properly.”

“Sounds ideal,” I said, pulse already quickening at the thought.

“Let me call him.” Caroline rose gracefully, heels clicking across the floor as she stepped into the hallway.

Tammy immediately shifted, dropping her feet to the floor and hiking her tight leather skirt up around her hips. No panties, just smooth, shaved pussy already glistening. “Slave,” she snapped. “Lick.”

Sam turned without hesitation, crawling between her thick thighs. His tongue darted out, slow, reverent, lapping at her folds, circling her clit with practiced care. She sighed, pleased, then tugged down the neckline of her ivory satin blouse. One heavy breast spilled free, full, slightly pendulous, dark nipple already hard.

“Come here, sweetie,” she murmured to me, squeezing the soft flesh, offering it.

I didn’t hesitate. I knelt beside her on the sofa, leaned in, and took the nipple into my mouth, sucking gently at first, then harder, tongue flicking. She wrapped her left arm around my shoulders, pulling me close, while her right hand stroked Sam’s hair like he was a favoured pet.

“Mmmm, that’s the stuff,” she purred. “Shame I can’t take you both back to Atlanta with me.”

“How long are you here?” I asked around her nipple.

“Just till tomorrow night.”

“Stay the night?” I offered.

“Thank you! Yes, I will.” She pulled my face up, kissing me deeply, tongue sliding against mine, tasting of coffee and desire.

Caroline returned, already unbuttoning her blouse. “Daniel’s thrilled. Free Friday night, dinner, then whatever you want after.”

“Perfect,” I breathed as she leaned down to kiss me, her hands sliding into my hair.

She smiled. “Do you have a strap-on?”

“Yes, I’ll grab it.” I jumped up, heart racing, and ran to the bedroom.

When I returned, black leather harness in hand, thick silicone cock already mounted, Caroline had stripped to her lingerie: black lace bra and garter belt, no panties. Tammy was riding Sam’s face now, fat ass smothering him, hips rocking slowly. Caroline knelt beside them, fingers teasing his caged cock and swollen balls.

“Breath play,” Tammy explained casually, grinding down harder. “Don’t worry, I’ll let him breathe… maybe.”

Sam’s hand slapped the floor, once, twice, urgent taps signalling he needed air. Concern flickered in me, but darker excitement drowned it. I wanted to see how far he’d go. How far I’d let them push.

“You don’t want me to get up,” Tammy noted, sadistic grin spreading. “Do you?”

“No,” I whispered, stepping closer. “Stay there.”

I sat back on the sofa, lap facing her, guiding her mouth to my pussy. “Make me cum first.”

Her tongue plunged in, broad, hungry strokes, while Sam’s taps slowed, weakened. His body went limp beneath her weight. Ten seconds. Twelve. My orgasm hit like lightning, hard, sudden, thighs clamping around Tammy’s head as I cried out.

Only then did she rise.

Sam’s eyes snapped open, lips blue, chest heaving as he sucked in desperate air. At the exact moment oxygen flooded back, his caged cock erupted, spurting thick ropes of cum across his stomach, thighs, the floor. His whole body convulsed, back arching off the hardwood, a strangled “Fuck!” tearing from his throat.

“That was unbelievable,” he gasped when he could speak. “I get it now.”

Tammy and Caroline laughed, rich, delighted.

“He’s a keeper,” Caroline said. “Definitely a keeper.”

Tammy stroked his tear-streaked cheek, then leaned down to kiss him softly. “We need to get him into panties and a bra permanently, though.” She ran a hand over his smooth, shaved body. “Men like him belong sissified.”

I’d already thought the same, he wore basic panties, but nothing overtly feminine yet. Part of me had hesitated, worried I’d push too far too fast. But seeing him take breath play, seeing him cum from near-suffocation, I knew I’d been overthinking.

“You’re right,” I agreed. “I’ll order more.”

“Is there no play store here yet?” Tammy asked.

“No.”

She looked at Caroline. “We need to fix that. What if someone’s whip snaps at 2 a.m.? Or they need lube, cuffs, a new plug? Spontaneous needs require spontaneous access.”

“Excellent point,” Caroline said. “In the meantime, do you have anything he can wear tonight?”

“Maybe.” I ran to the bedroom and returned with the red satin-and-lace nightie I’d bought years ago but never worn, too big for me, perfect for him. “This should fit.”

I tossed it to Sam. He slipped it on without a word, red satin clinging to his lean frame, lace trim framing his chest, hem brushing mid-thigh. He looked vulnerable, beautiful, utterly mine.

Tammy smiled, running her fingers over the fabric. “It’s a start.” Then she held out her hand. “Now, the strap-on.”

I handed it over.

She stepped into the harness, adjusting the straps with practiced ease. The thick black cock jutted obscenely from her hips, eight inches, girthy, ridged. She stroked it once, twice, eyes locked on Sam.

“On your back, sissy,” she ordered. “Legs up. Time to christen your new home properly.”

Sam obeyed, rolling onto his back, knees to chest, nightie riding up to expose his caged cock and reddened hole. Tammy knelt between his thighs, spitting on the dildo, rubbing it against his entrance.

“Relax,” she murmured. “Breathe.”

She pushed in, slow, relentless. Sam hissed, back arching, fingers clawing the floor. Inch by inch she filled him until her hips met his ass. Then she started thrusting, deep, steady, building rhythm. Each stroke dragged over his prostate; his caged cock leaked steadily, a thin stream of pre-cum pooling on his stomach.

Caroline straddled his face, lowering her pussy onto his mouth. “Lick, pet. Earn your keep.”

I knelt beside them, fingers finding my clit, rubbing in time with Tammy’s thrusts. The room filled with wet sounds, slaps of skin, muffled moans, the creak of the floorboards. Sam’s tongue worked frantically inside Caroline; Tammy fucked him harder, faster, until his body seized again, another ruined orgasm spilling from the cage, hips bucking uselessly.

Tammy came last, growling, slamming deep, grinding against him as she shuddered through it.

We collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied heap, Sam trembling between us, nightie soaked with cum and sweat, face flushed and tear-streaked.

Caroline stroked his hair. “Good boy.”

Tammy kissed his forehead. “Very good girl.”

I looked down at him, my perfect, broken, beautiful slave, and felt only pride.

This was just the beginning.

Sam

The latex cock inside me had started as a wicked thrill, thick, ridged, unyielding, but after the first hour it crossed into pure discomfort. Every shift of my hips sent a dull, insistent ache radiating through my core; the base pressed hard against my stretched rim, the tip nudged my prostate with every breath. Fun had curdled into something raw and needy. I wanted it out. I wanted relief. Instead, the women treated me like their favourite new toy.

By nine o’clock the living room had become a den of velvet decadence. Empty wine bottles stood on the coffee table like trophies; candlelight flickered across bare skin and leather. Caroline and Tammy had taken turns riding the strap-on harness they’d buckled around their waist, Caroline first, slow and regal, grinding down until her clit rubbed against the base while I knelt and held still; Tammy next, rougher, bouncing hard enough that my knees bruised against the hardwood. They drank rosé between rounds, laughing, comparing notes on how my ass clenched when they bottomed out.

Then the doorbell rang again.

Linda answered, and returned leading a small parade: Tilly in her signature purple mini-dress, Duncan collared and leashed behind her, Patricia in a sleek black corset dress, Ken trailing obediently, and Shawn, six-foot-five of carved ebony muscle, shaved head gleaming, white teeth flashing in a grin that promised trouble.

“I thought you’d like a good hard cock,” Tilly laughed, tugging Duncan’s leash. “So if you want to borrow Shawn, have at it.”

Linda sidled up to him immediately, eyes raking over his broad chest, the bulge already straining his jeans. She ran a fingertip down his sternum. “Oh yes please,” she purred, taking his massive hand and leading him out of the room without another word. The door to the master bedroom clicked shut behind them.

“Goodie!” Tilly clapped. “We have the sluts to ourselves. Go on, slut, use your new toy.”

Tilly had started calling me “Duncan’s new toy” after he’d spent half an hour waxing poetic about how tight and eager my ass felt. Now she nodded toward the strap-on still harnessed around Caroline’s hips, slick and shining from earlier use.

Caroline pulled back, and the dildo slid free with a wet pop, leaving me gaping, empty, aching. Duncan stepped forward without prompting, jeans already shoved to his knees. His cock, thick, veined, uncut, bobbed heavy between his legs. He spat into his palm, slicked himself, and pressed the blunt head against my loosened hole.

I hissed as he pushed in, slower than the plastic, warmer, alive. The stretch was different: yielding flesh instead of rigid silicone, the pulse of his heartbeat against my walls. He sank deep in one long glide until his hips met my ass, pubic hair tickling my skin. Then he started to move, long, deliberate strokes that dragged over every sensitive inch inside me. The discomfort melted; pleasure bloomed sharp and bright.

“We were discussing sissy clothes for him,” Tammy said to Patricia and Tilly, sipping her wine as she watched Duncan fuck me. “We think the estate needs a proper play store, lingerie, toys, restraints. Spontaneous needs, you know?”

“Brilliant idea,” Tilly agreed. “I’ll talk to Kelly tomorrow.”

“If you want something for tonight,” Patricia offered, “I can run home. Ken has a full wardrobe, sissy dresses, lingerie, the works. He can lend some to Sam.”

“Oh, would you?” Tammy’s eyes lit up. “That would be delightful.”

Patricia slipped out. Meanwhile, Ken knelt in front of me; his cock, five inches, thick, already leaking, brushed my lips. I opened for him without being told, sucking him deep while Duncan kept up his steady rhythm behind me. Caroline stepped up beside Duncan, buckling the strap-on around her hips again. She spat on the dildo, rubbed it against Duncan’s hole, and pushed in.

Duncan froze for a heartbeat, then moaned, low and broken, as she filled him. His thrusts into me stuttered, then resumed, deeper, more desperate, every forward motion driven by Caroline’s cock sliding into him. We formed a chain: Caroline fucking Duncan, Duncan fucking me, me sucking Ken. The room filled with wet sounds, slaps of skin, muffled moans, the slick glide of flesh on flesh.

Patricia returned carrying an armload of pink satin and lace. She watched, smiling, until Duncan tensed and came, growling, hips jerking as he flooded my ass with hot spurts. He pulled out slowly, cum leaking down my thighs in thick trails.

“Stand up, sissy,” Patricia ordered. “Time to dress you properly.”

I rose on shaky legs. She handed me white thigh-high stockings first, soft, silky, rolling them up my smooth-shaven legs with careful hands. The sensation was electric: cool fabric kissing heated skin, the tops gripping my thighs like gentle restraints. Next came the bra, pink satin with white lace trim. She hooked it around my chest; the empty cups felt strange, intimate, like a promise of more to come. The matching panties slid up next, soft as a whisper, the lace edging teasing my caged cock, the back cut high to frame my reddened ass. Then the dress: layers of shimmering pink satin and ruffled lace, short, puffed sleeves, a tight bodice that cinched my waist, a full skirt that barely reached mid-thigh. Patricia zipped me up; the satin hugged my torso like a second skin, the skirt swishing with every tiny movement.

I looked down, smooth legs in white stockings, pink satin clinging to my body, the faint bulge of my cage visible beneath the skirt, and felt something click into place. This wasn’t costume. This was recognition.

“I never want to take this off,” I gasped.

The women gushed, cooing, applauding. “You’re a true sissy,” Tammy said, pride thick in her voice.

Goosebumps raced down my arms every time I moved, the swish of air under the skirt, the brush of satin against my nipples, the gentle tug of stockings on my thighs. It felt like coming home.

“Could you… put makeup on me?” I asked, voice small and hopeful.

“Of course!” Caroline reached for her bag. Minutes later I sat on the ottoman while she worked: smoky purple shadow blended across my lids, thick black liner winged sharp, rouge dusting my cheekbones, scarlet lipstick painted on with careful strokes. When she held up the hand mirror, I barely recognized myself, masculine jaw softened by contour, eyes sultry and wide, lips full and inviting.

“I’m a sissy,” I whispered, then louder, giddy. “I’m a sissy!” I jumped up, giggling, skirt flaring, stockings whispering against each other.

The women watched with indulgent smiles.

“You can keep the dress,” Patricia said. “Your first of many.”

I ran to her, hugging tight. “Thank you! Thank you so much, Mistress Patricia.”

“My pleasure, slut.”

Then I turned to Ken. “Since this was your dress… you should be the first to fuck me in it!” The words tumbled out, girlish, eager. I didn’t know where this version of me had been hiding, but she was here now, and she wanted cock.

Ken grinned, pulling me close. “That will be my pleasure.”

He kissed me, deep, possessive, then guided me to the sofa. I bent over the arm, skirt flipped up, panties tugged aside. He spat on his fingers, worked them into me, still slick and open from Duncan, then lined up and pushed in slow.

The stretch was familiar now, welcome. He filled me steadily, hands gripping my satin-covered hips, thumbs brushing the lace. Each thrust made the skirt swish, satin sliding over my skin, heightening every sensation. I moaned, high, needy, pushing back to meet him.

Around us, the women watched, wine glasses in hand, eyes bright with approval. This was my new normal. My new truth.

And I couldn’t wait to live it.

Linda

It was never going to be as simple as clicking “Buy Now” and having a full sissy wardrobe arrive overnight. Online stores overflowed with options, ruffled babydolls, satin maid uniforms, lace-trimmed bloomers, but most shipped from China or Thailand, promising delivery in four to six weeks. Sam couldn’t keep wearing the same red nightie every day; the satin was already starting to pill from constant wear, and the hem was getting stretched from how often he hiked it up for me (or whoever I invited over). I needed faster solutions.

A quick search turned up Sugar Thrillz and Dolls Kill, both California-based, both offering express shipping. I went a little feral on their sites. Holy Revelation set first: sheer black mesh bra and thong with delicate silver chains, garter belt, thigh-highs with lace tops that would frame his smooth legs perfectly. Then tank tops in soft pastels, silky teddies with ruffled hems, corsets in blush pink and ivory satin, nighties that barely skimmed mid-thigh. Shoes next, pink patent Mary Janes with chunky heels, strappy stilettos he’d wobble in adorably at first. Dresses: the Miss Pixie Land Organza Babydoll in pale lavender, layers of floaty tulle and satin ribbons. As a treat for myself (and him), I splurged on Selkie’s Angel Delight Puff Dress, cloud-like white organza, puffed sleeves, a sweetheart neckline, skirt so full it would flare dramatically when he twirled.

Express shipping meant most would arrive in twenty-four to forty-eight hours. I hit checkout with a small, satisfied smile. My sissy was about to have a proper wardrobe.

Friday loomed closer, and with it, Daniel. I’d been priming Sam gently, casual mentions during aftercare, whispered fantasies while I edged him in his cage. “Daniel’s big, baby. Thick. Long. He’ll stretch me in ways you never could.” Sam’s breathing always hitched at those words now, jealousy and arousal twisting together until he leaked pre-cum through the bars. He’d fully embraced his role as sissy: giggling when I called him “good girl,” preening in the mirror after makeup, begging to be fucked in his new dresses. I was proud, fiercely, possessively proud, but the thought of Daniel also stirred something deeper. Hunger. Need. A reminder that my dominance didn’t mean celibacy. It meant choice.

Still, if I was bringing a new man into our bed, I deserved to feel devastating. Which meant shopping. And I needed a partner who understood exactly what “devastating” looked like in our world.

I knocked on Caroline’s office door. “Got a minute?”

She looked up from her screen, red hair catching the light like fire. “Anything for you, darling. Come in.”

I stepped inside, closing the door behind me. “I have the date tonight with Daniel. I want something sexy, something that screams take me. I was hoping you’d come shopping with me.”

Her smile was instant, wicked. “Oh yes, goodie. Give me ten minutes to finish these emails and we’ll go.”

I sat opposite her desk, watching her work, long fingers flying across the keyboard, the sharp click of her nails like tiny gunshots. Then another idea bloomed.

“On second thought…” I murmured, sliding off the chair and crawling under the desk.

Caroline laughed, low, delighted, and pushed her chair back just enough. “Oh yes please.”

She hiked her tight pencil skirt, slid her black silk panties down her thighs, and spread her legs. I leaned in, inhaling the warm, musky scent of her, clean-shaven, already slick with anticipation. My tongue flicked out, tasting her, salty-sweet, familiar now. I lapped slowly at first, tracing her folds, circling her clit with feather-light pressure, then flattening my tongue to drag broad strokes from entrance to hood. She sighed, hips tilting forward, one hand threading into my hair to guide me.

“You’re so good at that,” she murmured, voice husky, just as a knock sounded at the door.

“Come!” she called, not missing a beat.

The door opened. A male voice, nervous, deferential. “Miss Caroline, have you got a moment?”

“John, what can I do for you?” Caroline asked, voice perfectly steady even as her thighs tensed around my head.

“We’ve begun the first tests of the drug. A village in Wales. We should see initial results in about a month.”

“Okay,” she replied, fingers tightening in my hair, urging me deeper. “What do you want from me?”

The man hesitated. “Reassurances.”

“What sort?”

“Well… my safety, for one. If this gets out, FBI, Interpol, MI5. I’ll be hung, drawn, and quartered.”

“Relax,” Caroline said smoothly. “If the drug works as designed, we’ll be fine. What else?”

“We can produce in small quantities, but without the accelerant we may be in trouble.”

“We’re working on that. Tammy has the inside track on Plaxis. It’s only a matter of time.”

A long exhale. “Good. I appreciate your support, Mistress.”

“You’re doing good work, John. I’m proud of you. But keep it together.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Are you wearing your lingerie?”

“Of course, Mistress!” he gasped, as if the question offended him. “Would you like to see?”

“No, I believe you. You can go.”

The door clicked shut.

I kept licking, deeper now, tongue plunging inside her, then flicking her clit in rapid strokes. Caroline’s breathing grew ragged; her grip on my hair turned bruising. When she came, it was quiet but violent, thighs clamping around my ears, a low moan escaping as her hips bucked against my mouth.

She released me slowly. I crawled out, wiping my chin, lipstick smeared.

“I’m going to let you into a little secret,” she said, voice soft but steel-edged, “but I’m going to trust you’re with us.”

My stomach tightened. “Really, you don’t need to…”

“No. I think the time is right.”

She leaned back, eyes locked on mine.

“Five years ago, we discovered a species of ant in the Amazon. Its venom, when it bites humans, triggers profound behavioural changes. Women become hyper-dominant, aggressive toward men, sexually aroused by violence, both physical and psychological. Men become submissive, suggestible, desperate to please. The problem? The venom is too potent. Women descend into uncontrollable rage; men into self-destructive spirals. And the effects fade after a month or two.”

I listened, heart pounding.

“We’ve engineered a diluted version,” she continued. “All the behavioural benefits, dominance in women, submission in men, without the madness. But the changes aren’t permanent. We need a booster, an accelerant. And that accelerant is the second component of a revolutionary drug being developed by Plaxis Pharmagen. It cures multiple diseases… and it makes our venom permanent.”

I swallowed. “Why not just copy it?”

“They’ve hidden the synthesis method. We can’t replicate it. So we’re going to acquire Plaxis. Quietly. Permanently.”

“How?”

“By crashing their stock. We have someone on the inside manipulating the books. When the fraud breaks, shareholders will panic and sell. We’ll buy at the bottom.”

Genius. Ruthless. Terrifying.

My mind raced. A village in Wales, test subjects. Water supply? Food? The scale was apocalyptic. On one hand, the thought of a world reordered, women ascendant, men pliant, made my clit throb. On the other, it was wrong. Monstrous. I couldn’t be part of global chemical subjugation.

I needed to steer this. Reduce the damage. Protect what I could.

“Caroline,” I said carefully, “how about starting smaller? Target groups already open to altered states, drug users, addicts. Spike cocaine in key markets. Test the venom on people who won’t be believed if they talk.”

She tilted her head, considering. “Interesting. A controlled cohort. Like a proof-of-concept. I know someone in Colombia, major player now. Let me see what we can arrange.” She smiled, pleased. “Very good thinking, Linda.”

Relief flooded me. I’d bought time. Bought a narrower scope. Bought plausible deniability.

“So,” Caroline said brightly, standing and smoothing her skirt. “Shopping?”

I forced a smile, though my stomach still churned. “Shopping.”

I walked out of her office with her arm linked in mine, two women on their way to buy lingerie for a date with a bull, while inside, my mind spun. I needed to get home. Needed to tell Sam everything. About the venom. About the village in Wales. About the accelerant. About what Caroline, and now I, was part of, because if I didn’t tell him soon, if I let this go further without him knowing the full truth… I wasn’t sure I’d recognise the woman staring back at me in the mirror anymore. And I wasn’t sure he would either.
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Sam

The baby pink puff dress felt like a cloud against my skin, layers of soft tulle and satin that swished with every tiny movement, the bodice hugging my waist just tight enough to remind me it wasn’t really mine, but I was wearing it anyway. The skirt flared out dramatically, barely covering the tops of my white lace thigh-highs, and the puffed sleeves made my arms look delicate, almost fragile. Ken sat beside me on the sofa in an identical dress, his makeup heavier than mine, smoky eyes and glossy pink lips, blonde wig cascading in perfect waves down his back. Patricia had us angled toward her phone on the tripod, soft ring light bathing us in a flattering glow.

“Kiss for the camera, girls,” she directed, voice warm but commanding.

Ken turned to me first. His lips were soft, tasting faintly of strawberry gloss. We started slow, gentle presses, then deeper, tongues sliding together in lazy circles. I could feel the satin of his dress brushing my thigh, the faint heat of his body through the layers. My caged cock twitched uselessly against the steel bars, a dull ache of want. Patricia hummed approval, circling us slowly, capturing every angle: our gloss-smeared mouths parting, the way my gloved hand cupped his cheek, the soft moan he let slip when I nipped his bottom lip.

It was strange how natural it felt now. A month ago I’d have laughed at the idea of making out with Ken on camera. Tonight? It settled my nerves like nothing else could. Linda was out with Daniel, probably already bent over a hotel bed, moaning for that thick cock she’d described in such loving detail, and the thought still twisted jealousy and arousal into a tight knot in my stomach. Filming this helped. Being wanted, even like this, dulled the edge.

After long minutes of kissing, slow, wet, increasingly hungry, Patricia murmured, “Stand up, Sammie. Show Kandi what you’ve got.”

I rose, smoothing the skirt with gloved hands, feeling the tulle float around my thighs. Ken stayed seated, looking up at me with wide, made-up eyes. I reached out, white lace glove stark against his pink satin sleeve.

“Come to bed, baby,” I said, pitching my voice higher, softer, feminine, breathy. It felt ridiculous at first, then right. Like slipping into a role I’d always known was waiting.

Ken took my hand. We walked to the spare room, my sissy room now. I’d spent days transforming it: pale pink wallpaper with tiny white roses, gold metal bed frame draped in lacy pink satin sheets and comforter, vanity table stocked with brushes and ribbons, plush rug underfoot. Fairy lights strung along the headboard cast a soft, dreamy glow. It smelled faintly of vanilla candle and fresh linen. My space. My truth.

Patricia followed with the camera, silent and professional now, circling as we reached the bed. Ken and I fell onto the satin together, giggling at first, then kissing again, deeper, hungrier. His hands slid under my skirt, lace glove brushing my thigh-highs, then higher, finding the steel cage through the thin pink panties. He stroked it gently, teasing, while I arched into the touch.

We flipped, me on top now. I straddled his hips, skirt pooling around us like petals, and reached under his dress. His panties were already damp; I tugged them down, freeing his cock, five inches, thick, leaking. I bent low, blonde wig falling forward like a curtain, and took him into my mouth.

The taste was familiar now, salty pre-cum, warm skin, faint soap. I sucked slowly, tongue swirling around the head, then sliding down until my lips met his base. Ken groaned, fingers threading into my wig, stroking like he was petting something precious.

“Yes, Sammie… suck me, baby,” he gasped, hips lifting slightly.

Patricia moved closer, camera zooming in: my scarlet lips stretched around him, cheeks hollowing, the wet shine of saliva on his shaft. I bobbed deeper, faster, until he was trembling beneath me.

Then he pulled me up, strong hands on my arms, and flipped us again. I landed on my back, legs spread, skirt rucked up around my waist. He tugged my panties aside, exposing the cage and my slick, eager hole. He bent low, tongue tracing my rim, warm, wet circles that made me whimper, then pushed inside, fucking me with shallow thrusts of his tongue.

When he rose, cock glistening, he lined up and pressed in bare. No condom. Just skin on skin. The stretch was perfect, familiar burn giving way to fullness, his thickness dragging over every sensitive spot. I moaned, high, girlish, wrapping my stockinged legs around his waist.

“Oh yes, Kandi, fuck me!”

He did. Slow at first, letting me feel every inch, then harder, steady rhythm that made the bed creak, satin sheets sliding beneath me, skirt fluttering with each thrust. Patricia filmed from every angle: my face contorted in pleasure, his hips snapping forward, the wet shine of his cock disappearing inside me.

We changed positions, me on top, riding him, skirt bouncing; doggy, ass high, his hands gripping my satin-covered hips; missionary again, legs over his shoulders so he could go deeper. Ten minutes stretched into eternity, sweat beading on our skin, satin clinging damply, moans filling the pink room.

Finally he tensed, deep groan, hips stuttering, and came hard, flooding me with hot pulses. He pulled out slowly; cum leaked from my stretched hole, thick white trails down my crack. I pushed gently, letting more spill out for the camera, pink satin framing the messy sight.

Ken climbed up; I took him into my mouth again, ass-to-mouth, tasting myself on him, salty and bitter and filthy. We kissed after, slow, deep, sharing the flavour, until Patricia called, “Cut!”

“Fantastic!” she crowed, checking the footage. “You bitches are going to make me very rich!”

“Thank you, Mistress,” we chorused, still tangled together, stroking each other’s satin-covered bodies.

“You two make a lovely couple, though,” Patricia said softly. “I’ll let you spend the night here tonight.”

Ken and I looked at each other, eyes shining behind mascara, and giggled. We pulled close, kissing again, sloppy and sweet. I didn’t even notice Patricia leave.

Ken hardened again quickly. He slid back inside me, slow this time, tender. I sighed, long and happy, legs wrapping around him.

“I love you, Kandi,” I whispered against his lips.

“Me too,” he murmured back. “I don’t think I’ve ever been this happy.”

We moved together in the soft pink glow, slow, deep, no hurry. The dress rustled with every thrust; satin whispered against skin. His cock dragged over my prostate again and again, building that sweet pressure even through the cage. I came like that, soft, shuddering, spilling inside the bars while he kissed me through it.

He followed soon after, quiet groan, hips pressing deep, filling me once more.

We fell asleep tangled, dresses rucked up, makeup smudged, bodies sticky and sated.

I didn’t think about Linda and Daniel at all. Just this. Just us. Just the perfect, pink, impossible happiness of it.

The next morning we woke tangled in each other’s arms, satin nighties twisted around our waists from restless sleep. The room still smelled faintly of last night’s sex, musk, vanilla candle, dried cum. Ken’s makeup was smudged, mascara tracks on his cheeks like dark tears; mine felt sticky and cracked. We looked at each other and giggled, soft, sleepy, happy sounds, before kissing lazily, morning breath and all.

We made love one more time right there in the pink sheets. Slow. Gentle. His cock, still half-hard from sleep, slid into me easily, my hole still slick and loose from the night before. I wrapped my legs around him, nightie riding up, satin whispering against our skin with every shallow thrust. We came quietly, him inside me, me spurting uselessly into the cage, then lay panting, foreheads pressed together.

Shower next. Hot water cascaded over us as we soaped each other, his hands gentle on my welts, mine tracing the faint bruises on his hips. We kissed under the spray, then I dropped to my knees and took him in my mouth again, slow, reverent, swallowing every drop when he came with a soft groan.

We dressed in the pink puff dresses again, fresh panties, clean stockings, makeup touched up. Linda wasn’t home. Her side of the bed was untouched. A quick check of my phone showed her text from 2:17 a.m.:

“Staying over with Daniel. Safe. Love you. Be good, sissy.”

My stomach flipped, jealousy, arousal, a strange calm acceptance. She was happy. That was enough.

Patricia arrived at ten sharp, coffee in hand, dressed in a sleek black leather pencil skirt and crimson blouse. She kissed both our cheeks, then stepped back to admire us.

“You two look edible,” she purred. “I’ve already edited the video. It’s live on three sites, already got over two thousand views. You’re going viral, girls.”

We beamed, proud, embarrassed, thrilled.

“I spoke to Linda,” she continued. “She’s spending the morning with Daniel. I’m to look after you today. I need help prepping the new play shop space. Come on.”

“Yes, Mistress!” we chorused, giddy.

Walking through the estate in full sissy regalia felt surreal, and liberating. Pink dresses fluttering in the breeze, white stockings gleaming in the sun, heels clicking on the sidewalk. Neighbours waved casually. A woman watering roses called, “Looking cute, sissies!” A man in a leather harness mowing his lawn gave us a thumbs-up. No stares. No judgment. Just normal. For the first time in my life, I walked outside without a knot of stress in my chest. No hiding. No pretending. Just… me. In pink satin. Happy.

We turned onto Tawse Road and spotted them: an older man, early sixties, grey hair, weathered skin, pushing a mower in black leather chaps and shiny red panties that barely contained his bulge. Behind him on the deck sat Rose: plump, grey-haired, rosy-cheeked, wearing a tight red leather dress that strained across her ample chest. She sipped iced tea and watched her husband work.

“Cute sissies, Patty!” Rose called.

“Thanks, Rose,” Patricia smiled back.

“You rentin’ them out?”

“Depends for what.”

“Todd here’s overdue to get his dick wet. Might as well be these two fine sissies. How’s five hundred for both sound?”

“Sounds great,” Patricia laughed. “When?”

“No time like the present.”

“Sure. We’ve got time.”

Patricia led us up the path. Rose stood, walked over to Todd, and slapped him hard across the face, sharp crack echoing. He winced, head dropping. Rose leaned in, whispered something harsh. Todd frowned, then nodded meekly and followed her inside.

“He’s been an old-fashioned bigot his whole life,” Patricia explained quietly as we trailed them. “Rose makes him fuck men. She knows it secretly turns him on. Humiliates him. Keeps him in line.”

We were led upstairs to a huge floral bedroom, pink roses on the wallpaper, four-poster bed with lace canopy, thick carpet muffling our steps. Rose pointed to the bed.

“Both of you, on all fours. Panties down.”

We obeyed instantly. Skirts flipped up, pink lace panties tugged to our knees. Asses presented, still faintly marked from earlier whippings.

“Now, Todd,” Rose said sweetly, “get that cock out and go enjoy yourself.”

“Yes ma’am,” he groaned.

He stepped in front of me first. The red panties dropped. His cock, uncut, thick even soft, six inches flaccid, swung free. It hardened fast as I stared, veins bulging, head pushing past the foreskin, musky scent hitting me. I opened wide. He pushed in, slow at first, then deeper. The head hit the back of my throat; I swallowed reflexively, letting it slide further. Tears welled immediately, mascara running in black streaks down my cheeks.

“Yeah, suck my cock, faggot,” he growled, hips jerking.

He thrust shallowly, grunting, then pulled out, wet pop, and moved to Ken. I watched Ken take him, cheeks hollowing, throat working. Then back to me. Back and forth. My jaw ached; spit dripped down my chin onto the carpet.

“Do you let him fuck you anymore?” Patricia asked Rose conversationally.

“Oh no. He only fucks men now. Back in Kansas City I used to send him to glory holes every weekend. Shame we don’t have anything like that here.”

“That’s not a bad idea,” Patricia mused. “We can add it to the store.”

“Hell yeah. Those places are wild.”

Todd moved behind me. Spit landed hot on my hole, thick glob sliding down my crack. “You ain’t one of them pussies that wants a johnny, is ya?”

“He’s a cumdump,” Patricia informed him. “He doesn’t fuck women anymore.”

“Good.”

The blunt head pressed against me, massive, unyielding. I thought it wouldn’t fit. The crown popped past my rim; pain flared white-hot as my muscle stretched around his girth. I whimpered, gripping the comforter. He held still, letting me adjust, then pushed deeper. Inch after thick inch split me open. When he bottomed out, pubic hair grinding against my ass, I felt impossibly full, every nerve screaming.

Then he started moving.

Slow drags out, brutal slams in. Each thrust hammered my prostate, sending shockwaves up my spine. Pain twisted into pleasure, sharp, filthy, overwhelming. I moaned like a bitch in heat, high-pitched, desperate.

“Do me! Harder! Faster!”

“Yeah, you little fag pussy, like that dick, huh?” he growled, pace turning punishing. Skin slapped skin, loud, wet, obscene. “Gonna keep coming back for this dick!”

“Yes, yes! Oh, oh fuck, I love it!”

My caged cock leaked steadily, pre-cum soaking the satin skirt. Pressure built fast. I turned my head; Ken was watching me, pretty in makeup, eyes shining. I leaned over and kissed him, messy, needy, tongues sliding while Todd fucked me senseless.

“Yeah, make out with your fag boyfriend,” Todd snarled. His cock swelled thicker inside me at the sight. Then, with a loud, animal growl, he slammed home and unloaded. Hot spurts flooded me, pulse after thick pulse, filling me until it leaked out around his shaft, running down my thighs in warm rivulets.

He pulled out with a wet slurp. “Sorry, fag,” he told Ken. “Next time.”

Then he dropped to his knees in front of Rose and licked her shoes, slow, reverent. “Thank you, Mistress. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, slave,” she cooed, stroking his hair.

Patricia laughed. “Seems like you didn’t get your five hundred dollars’ worth. Wanna do anything else with them?”

Rose’s eyes gleamed. “Can I?”

“Sure.”

“Wonderful.”

She reached into a nearby drawer, latex gloves, a large jar of thick, clear lube. She snapped on the gloves with clinical precision, scooped generous globs of lube, and slicked both our holes and her hands up to the elbows.

“On all fours again, sissies. Legs wide.”

We obeyed. She started with two fingers, easy, comfortable after Todd’s cock. Then three. Four. Wiggling, scissoring, stretching. My hole burned, but the stretch felt good, deep, dirty, right.

Then she tucked her thumb in, fingers forming an arrow, and pushed.

I screamed. Pain exploded, white-hot, tearing. My muscle resisted; she twisted gently, persistent. Another push. My ring gave way, swallowing her hand to the wrist. The fullness was obscene, her knuckles grinding against my prostate, forearm stretching me impossibly wide. Pleasure spiked through the pain, sharp, electric.

To my left, Ken begged, “Please, stop…” but she kept going until her hand sank into him too.

She worked us slowly at first, small thrusts, twisting, curling fingers inside. Each movement pressed my prostate relentlessly. Sweat poured down my back; the dress clung damply. Pleasure built, unbearable, unstoppable.

She pulled back, almost out, then pushed in again. The drag was exquisite torture. Out. In. Faster. Deeper. My vision blurred; I moaned continuously, high, broken sounds. Ken beside me was sobbing with pleasure.

We came almost together, ruined orgasms spilling from our cages, soaking the satin skirts in thick spurts. Rose shuddered above us, her other hand between her legs, Todd’s tongue working her clit. She came with a low, satisfied moan.

She withdrew slowly, hands slick and shining. We collapsed forward, trembling, gaping, leaking.

“How do you feel?” Patricia asked as we gingerly stood, legs shaking.

“A little worried I might not be able to shit right after this,” Ken groaned.

“A little worried I might not get to experience this again for a while,” I admitted. “I’m not sure Linda will go for it.”

Patricia smiled warmly. “If she won’t, then I will. And Rose and Todd would love to have you anytime. Trust me.”

“I might just do that,” I said, naughty smile creeping across my lips.

She threw her head back and laughed, loud, delighted. “We’ve turned you into a gay slut, haven’t we?”

“Yes, Ma’am!” I laughed, pulling Ken in for a long, deep kiss, tasting myself on his lips, feeling the cum still leaking down my thighs.

We walked to the future play shop like that, two sissies in pink dresses, makeup smudged, holes tender and full, hearts strangely light.

For the first time, I wasn’t scared of what came next, I was hungry for it.
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Sam

Linda burst through the front door like a storm had carried her in, cheeks flushed, eyes wide and glassy, breathing hard like she’d run the last block. She didn’t even kick off her heels; just dropped her purse on the entry table and started pacing the living room, hands twisting together.

I was curled on the sofa in the pink puff dress, legs tucked under me, still wearing the white thigh-highs and the faint scent of last night’s sex. Ken had left an hour earlier; Patricia had taken him home to “recover.” I’d been scrolling idly through my phone, checking the view count on our video (already over twelve thousand), when Linda’s arrival snapped me upright.

She looked at me, really looked, and her face crumpled. Not crying, not yet, but close. She sank onto the ottoman across from me, knees pressed together, hands clenched in her lap.

“I need to tell you something,” she said, voice shaking. “About work. About Caroline. About… everything.”

She told me the whole thing in a rush, words tumbling over each other like they’d been dammed up too long. The Amazon ant venom. The diluted version. The behavioural rewrite: women dominant, aggressive, aroused by control; men submissive, malleable, eager to please. The village in Wales already dosed, first test subjects. The accelerant they needed from Plaxis Pharmagen. The plan to crash the company’s stock through insider fraud, buy it cheap, reengineer the drug, then scale. Global. Permanent.

She finished gasping, chest heaving. “Should I go to the authorities? The FBI? Interpol? I don’t even know who handles something like this.”

I stared at her, my beautiful, fierce wife who’d just confessed to being part of a conspiracy to chemically reprogram half the planet’s population, and felt… nothing like panic.

Instead, a strange calm settled over me. The same calm I’d felt walking through the estate in my dress this morning. The same calm that had bloomed when Ken slid inside me last night, when Patricia called me a good girl, when I looked in the mirror and saw Kandi staring back.

“Mistress,” I said softly, slipping off the sofa to kneel at her feet. My skirt pooled around me like pink petals. “When you thought the estate was going to fail, when it looked like we’d lose everything you’d fought for, you did whatever it took to save it. Against my advice. Against logic. And you were right.”

She blinked down at me, surprised.

I continued, voice steady. “This lifestyle changed me. For the better. I was miserable before, stressed, pretending, hiding pieces of myself. Now? I’m free. Happy. I’ve never felt more… me. And if this drug can give that to other people, men who are suffocating under expectations they never wanted, women who’ve had to bury their strength, then maybe it’s not wrong. Maybe it’s mercy.”

Her eyes searched mine. “You’re serious.”

“Yes. The world’s been run by men for too long. Look what we’ve done with it. Wars. Greed. Suppression. If women like you, strong, decisive, loving but firm, were in charge… maybe we’d finally have peace. Maybe men like me would finally be allowed to just… be.”

She exhaled shakily. “They’re not planning to kill anyone. It’s not lethal. Just… behavioural.”

“Exactly.” I rested my forehead against her knee, satin brushing her skin. “Let it play out. Don’t stop it. If anything… help them. You’re already helping build the communities. Keep going. Be part of it.”

She was quiet for a long time. Then her hand slid into my wig, gentle, stroking. “If you think so… okay. I’ll support them.”

Relief washed through me, bright, clean. I kissed the top of her foot. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Her posture changed, shoulders relaxing, that familiar predatory gleam returning to her eyes. She tilted my chin up with one finger.

“Now,” she said, voice dropping to that low, commanding register I loved, “tell me you want to hear about Daniel.”

My caged cock throbbed painfully against the bars. “Please, Mistress. Tell me everything.”

She grinned, cheeky, triumphant, and settled back on the ottoman, crossing her legs so her skirt rode up her thighs.

“He’s thirty. Built like a god, six-four, shoulders like a linebacker, skin like polished ebony. Looks like a young Denzel Washington with better cheekbones. And his cock…” She paused for effect, watching my face. “At least nine inches, cut, thick as a wrist. Veiny. Heavy. He fucked me for hours, literally hours. No condoms. He has a breeding fetish, wants me to think about ditching the IUD. Filled me so many times I lost count. I can still feel him leaking out.”

My breath hitched. Jealousy stabbed sharp and hot, but arousal drowned it. I could picture it, Linda on her back, legs spread wide, Daniel’s massive frame over her, hips slamming deep while she clawed his back and screamed. The image burned behind my eyes.

“And will you?” I whispered. “Get rid of the IUD?”

“Maybe.” She leaned down, lips brushing my ear. “What do you think, sissy? Should I let him knock me up?”

My whole body shuddered. “Yes, Mistress. Please.”

She laughed, soft, delighted, and pulled me into her lap. I straddled her thigh, skirt riding up, cage pressing against her leg. She kissed me, deep, claiming, then whispered against my mouth:

“Now tell me about your night. Every filthy detail.”

I spilled it all, Ken and me filming for Patricia, the slow, hungry kisses on camera, sucking him while he stroked my wig, him fucking me in every position until he filled me. Then Patricia showing up, walking us through the estate in our dresses, Rose and Todd, the old bigot’s massive uncut cock stretching my throat, then splitting my ass open while I begged for more. The fisting, Rose’s hand pushing past my rim, filling me impossibly, the pain twisting into blinding pleasure until I came untouched, screaming into the comforter.

Linda listened, eyes dark, pupils blown, fingers digging into my hips. When I finished she kissed me again, harder.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered. “My perfect little sissy slut.”

Then she stood, pulling me up with her. “Daniel’s coming here tomorrow night. I want you ready, full makeup, prettiest dress, cage shining. You’ll serve us. You’ll watch. And if I decide to keep him… you’ll help raise his baby.”

My knees nearly buckled. “Yes, Mistress.”

She smiled, slow, wicked, utterly confident.

“Now go put on something cute. We’re celebrating tonight. Just you and me… and maybe Ken, if I feel like sharing.”

I practically skipped to the bedroom, heart racing, cock throbbing uselessly in its cage, mind spinning with images of tomorrow.

This was my life now. And I’d never been happier.

Linda

The conversation with Sam left me reeling in a way I hadn’t expected. I’d braced for anger, outrage, betrayal, maybe even him demanding we run, pack a bag, disappear before Caroline’s machine swallowed us both. Instead he’d knelt at my feet in his pink puff dress, voice soft and certain, telling me the world needed this. That men had fucked everything up long enough. That submission had freed him, and maybe it could free others too. He’d kissed my foot like it was sacred and asked, begged, to hear about Daniel.

I’d told him everything: Daniel’s body, his cock, the hours of relentless fucking, the way he’d growled “breed you” while pumping me full. Sam’s cage had strained visibly against his panties; his breath had hitched with every detail. He hadn’t flinched. He’d only asked if I’d remove the IUD.

“Maybe,” I’d purred, watching him tremble.

Then he’d asked to give away all his male clothes.

I’d stared at him, my husband, my sissy, my perfect little slut, and felt something shift inside me. Pride. Possessiveness. A dark, possessive love that tasted like power. But beneath it all, fear still gnawed.

I left him to make dinner, pretty in his maid dress, humming as he chopped vegetables, and retreated to our bedroom. I tried to sleep. Couldn’t. My mind kept circling back to Caroline’s words: the ant venom, the diluted strain, the village in Wales already breathing it in their water. The accelerant they’d steal. The plan to crash Plaxis and remake the world. I was complicit. And now Sam, sweet, broken, beautiful Sam, was telling me it was right.

Was he brainwashed? Or was I the one who’d lost perspective?

I grabbed my phone. Fingers shook as I dialled.

“Hey Caroline, I… um… spoke to Sam about things.”

A beat of silence. Then, wary: “What things?”

“The things. We discussed.”

“That was top secret, Linda.”

“I know. But it’s okay. He’s onboard. Completely. He wants to help. He thinks it’s the best thing that could happen to society.”

Another pause. Then a slow exhale. “Let me come see you. I’ll bring Tammy. Don’t go anywhere.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

The line went dead.

Panic bloomed cold in my chest. I should have kept my mouth shut. I should have lied. Instead I’d handed Caroline and Tammy the one loose thread that could unravel me.

I tried to calm myself. Pulled out my favourite dildo, thick, black, ridged, and fucked myself slowly on the bed, imagining a world reshaped: women walking tall, men kneeling, no more wars, no more greed, just order. Beautiful, terrible order. My orgasm came hard and fast, but it didn’t quiet the fear.

I showered. Dressed carefully: black lace bra and thong set, sheer black stockings, garter belt, the matching peignoir robe left open to show everything underneath. Makeup dark and dramatic, smoky eyes, blood-red lips, winged liner sharp enough to cut. I looked like sin. Like surrender. Like a woman who knew exactly what she was walking into.

When the doorbell rang, Sam answered in his best pink maid dress, short skirt flaring over petticoats, white apron tied in a perfect bow, makeup flawless, blonde wig cascading in waves. He dropped into a perfect curtsey as Caroline and Tammy stepped inside.

“Welcome, Mistress Caroline, Mistress Tammy. May I kiss your feet in greeting?”

Caroline beamed. “How wonderful! Yes, of course you may, sissy. What a good little girl you are.”

Sam dropped to his knees and licked their shoes, slow, reverent, while they cooed approval. Tammy reached down and gave his ass a light, possessive spank through the layers of skirt and petticoat.

“Follow us to the sitting room,” she ordered. “On your hands and knees, of course.”

Sam obeyed instantly. Tammy turned to me. Snapped her fingers.

“You too.”

I froze for half a heartbeat. Caroline’s eyes locked on mine, calm, expectant, dangerous.

I dropped to my knees.

The carpet was rough against my palms and stockings as I crawled after them. Humiliation burned hot in my cheeks, but something darker, excitement, surrender, coiled low in my belly.

They settled on the sofa like royalty. Tammy opened her legs, no panties, just plump, shaved pussy already glistening. Sam crawled between her thighs without being told and began to lick, slow, devoted laps. Caroline spread herself next; I moved between her legs, heart hammering, and pressed my mouth to her.

As I licked, tongue sliding through her folds, tasting her arousal, circling her clit, Tammy spoke above me.

“I was very disappointed to hear that Caroline entrusted you with incredibly sensitive information,” she said, voice calm but edged with steel, “and the first thing you did was tell your sissy.”

I froze, tongue still against Caroline’s clit.

“You will be punished for that,” Tammy continued. “However… I was pleasantly surprised to hear how well your husband took the news. Is it true, sissy? Do you support our cause?”

Sam lifted his head, face shining with Tammy’s juices, and answered without hesitation. “Yes, Mistress! I think it’s a fantastic plan. This whole estate, this lifestyle, it’s changed my life for the better. Just imagine what the world would be like if everyone could live this way.”

Tammy smiled, genuine, pleased. “That’s wonderful, sissy. I’m so glad to hear it.”

She guided his head back down. He resumed licking eagerly.

Tammy’s gaze shifted to me. “Do I understand this to mean you’re onboard too?”

I pulled back just enough to speak, lips wet, voice trembling. “Yes, Mistress. I’m very sure.”

Caroline’s hand slid into my hair. “Mistress,” she repeated softly. “Am I your Mistress too, Linda?”

My heart stuttered. “Of course, Mistress.” The words came out before I could stop them. “I… I love you, Mistress.”

Silence.

Caroline’s face went still, unreadable. For one terrible second I thought I’d ruined everything. Then her features softened. She reached for me, pulling me up into her lap. Our lips met, slow, deep, claiming. When we parted she whispered against my mouth: “Really? You love me?”

“Yes.” It felt like truth. “All this time together… I can’t stop thinking about you. I love you, Mistress. I’d do anything for you.”

“I love you too, sweetie,” she breathed, kissing me again, harder this time, possessive.

Tammy watched us with a small smile. “That’s lovely, dears. But she still needs to be punished.”

Caroline’s eyes never left mine. “Oh, she’ll be punished. For sure.”

An hour later I was in the back of an SUV, still in my lingerie and peignoir, wrists bound loosely in front of me with silk rope. Sam sat beside me in his maid dress, eyes wide but calm. Caroline drove. Tammy rode shotgun, humming softly.

We drove for over an hour, out of the manicured estate, through quiet suburbs, then into an industrial district that smelled of oil and rust. The building was nondescript, grey concrete, no signage. Caroline parked. Opened my door. Helped me out like I was fragile glass.

“Don’t worry,” she murmured, brushing hair from my face. “Try to enjoy it. They’ll give you something to make it easy.”

Inside: stairs, dim fluorescent lights, the heavy thud of bass from somewhere deeper. We climbed to the second floor. A door opened into a large, windowless room.

Twenty men. Maybe more.

Rough. Tattooed. Hard-eyed. Gang ink on necks and arms. They turned as one when we entered. A large mattress lay in the centre of the floor. Tripods with cameras stood at each corner.

My knees nearly gave out. Caroline’s hand on my lower back steadied me.

The largest of them, Latino, heavy-set, gold chains glinting, walked over. He grabbed my bicep, firm, not cruel, and pulled me toward the group.

Another man stepped forward with a rubber tourniquet and a syringe filled with brown liquid.

“Relax,” Caroline whispered. “It’ll help.”

The band tightened around my arm. A slap to raise the vein. The needle slid in, cold bite, then warmth spreading fast. My heartbeat slowed. My fear melted into something else, liquid heat, calm certainty, raw need. My pussy clenched hard; wetness slicked my thighs.

Before I could process it, hands were on me, guiding me to the mattress, stripping the peignoir, bending me over. A cock, thick, uncut, pushed against my lips. I opened. It slid in, salty, heavy, stretching my jaw. Another pressed between my legs, bare, hot, thrusting deep in one stroke. A third at my ass, spit-slick, insistent, pushing past the ring until I felt impossibly full.

They moved in rhythm, three cocks at once, hands gripping my hair, my hips, my breasts. The drug made everything bright-edged, overwhelming. Pain blurred into pleasure; fear burned away in the heat of it. I moaned around the cock in my mouth, muffled, desperate, hips rocking back to meet the thrusts.

They rotated. New cocks replaced spent ones. Cum filled me, hot spurts in my pussy, my ass, down my throat. I swallowed greedily, body shaking through orgasm after orgasm. Cameras rolled. Men laughed. Someone called me “good slut.” Someone else slapped my ass hard enough to leave a handprint.

I lost count. Lost time. Lost everything except the endless cycle of cock and cum and Caroline’s voice from the corner, soft, proud:

“That’s it, baby. Take your punishment. Take it all.”

Hours later, maybe days, I couldn’t tell, they slowed. Bodies stepped back. I lay on the mattress, sticky, trembling, full to overflowing, cum leaking from every hole, streaked across my face, pooling beneath me.

Caroline knelt beside me. Untied my wrists. Brushed damp hair from my forehead.

“You did so well,” she whispered. “I’m proud of you.”

I looked up at her, tears mixing with cum on my cheeks, and managed a shaky smile.

“I love you, Mistress.”

She kissed me, soft, tender, tasting everything they’d left in my mouth.

“I love you too.”

She helped me stand. Legs shook. My lingerie was ruined, torn, soaked, stained. Caroline wrapped her coat around me.

“Let’s go home.”

In the car, Sam beside me, still in his maid dress, eyes wide and quiet, I leaned my head on his shoulder. He didn’t ask what happened, he just held my hand, and I knew, whatever came next, we’d face it together.

Even if the world burned down around us. Even if we helped light the match.

Sam

I knew what was happening to Linda the moment Caroline and Tammy bundled her into that black SUV.

I wasn’t stupid. The rough industrial district, the windowless building, the way Caroline’s hand rested possessively on Linda’s lower back as they walked her inside, it wasn’t a meeting. It was punishment. Gangbang punishment. Twenty, maybe thirty men waiting in that room, cocks already hard, cameras rolling. They’d fuck her raw, mouth, pussy, ass, until she was leaking from every hole, makeup ruined, voice hoarse from screaming. And she’d take it. Because she loved Caroline. Because she’d betrayed a secret. Because in this world we’d chosen, punishment wasn’t cruelty, it was correction.

I sat in the back seat of Patricia’s Range Rover, pink puff dress still on, stockings laddered from earlier, ass tender and leaking from Rose’s fist and Todd’s cock. My cage pressed painfully against the satin panties, cock throbbing uselessly. Jealousy clawed at my chest, sharp, hot, but underneath it burned something darker. Hotter.

I pictured myself in Linda’s place.

Not the fear. Not the pain. The want.

Walking through that same filthy neighbourhood in my sissy dress, pink satin fluttering, white stockings gleaming under sodium streetlights, heels clicking on cracked concrete. Men stepping out of doorways, eyes hungry, cocks already thickening in their jeans. Grabbing me. Pushing me against graffiti-covered walls. Ripping the dress. Filling me. One after another. No mercy. No safe-word. Just use. Just cum. Just being nothing but holes for strangers.

My breath hitched. Pre-cum leaked steadily through the cage bars, soaking the lace.

Tammy glanced back at me from the passenger seat, catching the look on my face.

“Don’t worry, princess,” she said, voice low and amused. “We’re gonna have some fun for you too. You’re gonna make us some money tonight.”

“Yes, Mistress!” I giggled, high, breathless, girlish, my heart slamming against my ribs.

Patricia drove slowly through the estate’s winding streets, past perfect lawns and pastel houses, then turned down a side road I hadn’t noticed before. Another industrial building, older, more rundown. No signage. Just a heavy steel door and a single flickering bulb above it.

She parked. Tammy got out first, heels clicking. “Come on, sissy.”

I followed, skirt swishing, stockings whispering, heels unsteady on the cracked asphalt. The air smelled of oil and rust and distant barbecue smoke. My pulse thundered in my ears.

Tammy knocked twice. The door opened.

An effeminate Black man, thin, mid-thirties, wearing a tight mesh crop top and leather shorts, stood in the doorway. His eyes lit up when he saw me.

“Tammy, darling, she’s perfect!” he squealed, hands fluttering to his face in mock shock. “The boys are gonna lose their minds! How long we got her?”

“All night,” Tammy said.

“No limits?”

“No limits.”

“Ohhh, we’re gonna break her in half,” he sang, reaching out to squeeze my ass hard enough to make me yelp. He pulled a thick wad of cash from his back pocket, rubber-banded, crisp hundreds, and handed it to Tammy. “Two thousand?”

“Yep. Have fun.” She pocketed the money, gave me one last smirk, and turned back toward the car.

The door shut behind me with a heavy clang.

The man, Rico, I heard someone call him, took my gloved hand and pulled me deeper inside.

The hallway was dim, bare bulbs swinging overhead, walls painted matte black. Music thumped from somewhere ahead, low, bass-heavy, the kind that vibrated in your bones. Rico led me through a short corridor and pushed open another door.

The room beyond was large, windowless, lit by red and purple LEDs mounted high on the walls. A padded black vinyl platform sat in the centre, big enough for three or four bodies. Tripods with cameras ringed it, red lights already blinking. And men, maybe fifteen, maybe twenty, stood in loose clusters around the edges.

They weren’t pretty. Rough. Tattooed. Some in leather harnesses, some in jeans and wifebeaters, some already shirtless. All masked, black balaclavas, ski masks, bandanas pulled low. Eyes glinted behind them, hungry, impatient. Cocks already out, stroking slowly, half-hard and thickening as they watched me enter.

Rico shoved me forward gently. “On your knees, princess. Showtime.”

I dropped without thinking, knees hitting the cold concrete, skirt pooling around me like spilled cotton candy. The first man stepped up, thick thighs, heavy gut, cock already rigid. He grabbed the back of my wig and pulled my face to his crotch.

“Open wide, sissy.”

I did.

He pushed in, no warning, no gentleness. Thick, uncut, musky. The head hit the back of my throat; I gagged, eyes watering instantly. Mascara ran in black streaks down my cheeks. He didn’t care. He fucked my face, short, brutal thrusts, grunting with each one. Spit bubbled at the corners of my mouth, dripping onto my chest, soaking the satin bodice.

Another man moved behind me. Rough hands flipped my skirt up, yanked my panties aside. Spit landed hot on my hole, already tender from Rose and Todd. Then pressure, blunt, wide, pushing in. I moaned around the cock in my mouth as he sank deep in one long stroke. Pain flared, bright, searing, but pleasure followed fast, my prostate singing with every thrust.

They didn’t speak much. Just grunts. Orders. “Take it, fag.” “Swallow, bitch.” “Push back, yeah, like that.”

Hands everywhere, gripping my hips, pulling my hair, slapping my ass through the satin, pinching my nipples through the dress. Cocks rotated. One pulled out of my mouth, hot cum splattering across my face, thick ropes over my lips, my cheeks, dripping onto my tongue. Another took his place, longer, thinner, fucking my throat until I choked. Behind me, the first man came, growling, flooding my ass, then another replaced him immediately. Cum leaked out around his shaft, running down my thighs, soaking my stockings.

I lost count. Lost time. My world narrowed to sensation: the burn in my jaw, the stretch in my ass, the slap of balls against my chin, the wet squelch of cocks in my holes, the taste of cum, salty, bitter, endless. My cage dripped steadily, pre-cum pooling on the concrete beneath me. I came twice without being touched, ruined orgasms that left me shaking, whimpering, still begging for more.

They flipped me. Bent me over the platform. Spread me wide. Double-penetrated me, two thick cocks in my ass at once, stretching me to the edge of tearing. I screamed, raw, broken, then moaned as pleasure overtook pain. They fucked me like that until I blacked out for a second, coming again, body convulsing, cum spurting uselessly from the cage.

When I came back, they were still going. Face-fucking me while another railed my ass. Cum everywhere, on my dress, in my hair, down my throat, leaking from my hole. The room stank of sweat, sex, semen. My makeup was ruined, lipstick smeared across my face, eyeshadow streaked, wig tangled.

Eventually, hours later, maybe, they slowed. Bodies stepped back. I lay sprawled on the platform, sticky, trembling, full to overflowing, cum pooling beneath me, running down my thighs in slow rivers.

Rico knelt beside me. Stroked my cheek with surprising gentleness.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “You took it like a champ.”

Rico helped me sit up on the edge of the platform, one strong arm around my waist to keep me from collapsing. My legs were jelly, thighs trembling, knees buckling every time I tried to put weight on them. Cum still leaked from my ass in slow, warm pulses, soaking the ruined pink panties and trickling down the insides of my stockings. My face was a wreck: mascara-streaked tears, lipstick smeared across my cheeks and chin, gloss and semen drying in sticky patches. The dress, once pristine puff-sleeved perfection, was wrinkled, cum-stained, torn at the hem where someone had yanked too hard.

Someone, another of the masked men, draped a scratchy grey blanket over my shoulders. It smelled faintly of cigarette smoke and motor oil, but the warmth was immediate relief against my chilled, sweat-slick skin. Rico guided me to my feet anyway, half-carrying me through a narrow door at the back of the room.

We entered a smaller space, bare concrete walls, single bulb swinging overhead, a thin mattress on the floor covered by a stained sheet. A plastic chair. A bucket in the corner. A small, barred window high up, too high to reach. No clock. No mirror. Just the mattress and the smell of old sex and bleach.

I looked at it, then up at Rico, confusion cutting through the post-orgasm haze.

“But…”

“They ain’t coming back,” he said quietly. No malice. Just fact.

The words landed like stones in still water. Linda wasn’t coming back. Not tonight. Maybe not ever.

She shouldn’t have told me about the venom. About Wales. About Plaxis. About any of it. Caroline had trusted her with the deepest secret, the kind of knowledge that could end careers, lives, empires. And Linda had told me. Her sissy. Her pet. The one person who wasn’t supposed to know.

I waited for the panic. The rage. The terror.

It didn’t come.

Instead, a strange, floating calm settled over me, the same calm I’d felt walking through the estate in my dress this morning, waving at neighbours who didn’t blink at two sissies holding hands. The same calm I’d felt when Ken slid inside me last night, when Patricia called me a good girl, when I looked in the mirror and saw Kandi staring back, pretty, broken, free.

I wasn’t going back. And I didn’t want to.

I turned to Rico, blanket slipping off one shoulder, exposing the lace bra and the smeared makeup across my chest.

“How long do I have before the next event?”

He studied me for a long moment, searching for fear, for regret. Finding none.

“Four hours. More boys comin’. People pay good money for this shit.”

I nodded. Smiled, small, real. Then I tilted my face up.

He understood. His hand cupped my jaw, gentle, almost tender, and he kissed me. Deep. Slow. Claiming. His lips were firm, tasting faintly of mint and smoke. His tongue slid against mine, possessive but not cruel. I melted into it, hands clutching his shirt, body still trembling from earlier use.

When we parted, I whispered against his mouth: “My dresses… my underwear…”

“Someone will collect it from your house,” he said softly. “Don’t worry. We’ll look after you here. You’ll be fed, cleaned up, taken care of. Sorry about the room, we didn’t get a chance to fix it up yet. I promise we will. A girl like you needs a nice girl’s room.”

My heart stuttered, gratitude, relief, something dangerously close to joy.

“Thank you…” I hesitated, then tried it out, voice small and hopeful. “Daddy?”

His eyes darkened. A slow, approving smile spread across his face.

“Yeah, baby girl. Daddy works just fine.”

He kissed me again, harder this time, hand sliding down to grip my ass through the blanket, fingers digging into the tender, cum-slick flesh.

Four hours. Then more. And after that, however many more they wanted.

I wasn’t scared. I was home, and for the first time since we moved into Gynarchia Estates, I felt completely, perfectly, irrevocably myself.

Sammie Sissy Cumdump. Whatever they needed me to be. I’d never been happier.




Epilogue

Linda

I woke to darkness and the taste of metal in my mouth. My tongue felt thick, swollen; my throat raw from screaming I didn’t remember. The air was heavy, humid, thick with the smell of sweat, rust, and something faintly chemical, like bleach mixed with rotting fruit. My wrists and ankles burned where cold steel bit into skin. Shackles. Heavy, unyielding. Chains clinked softly when I tried to move, short links bolted to rings in the concrete floor. I was naked except for the thin, stained mattress beneath me and a threadbare blanket that smelled of mildew and old piss.

My head throbbed. Flashes came in sickening bursts: Caroline’s face, the taste of her on my tongue as she kissed me goodbye, the needle in my arm, the brown liquid burning up my vein, then… nothing. Just heat. Hunger. Hands. Cocks. Endless, faceless men. Cum in my hair, on my face, leaking from every hole. I’d begged for more. I’d come so many times I’d blacked out.

How long had it been? Days? A week? My body ached in places I didn’t know could ache, deep bruises inside my thighs, my jaw stiff, my ass and pussy swollen and raw. Dried semen crusted my skin; I could feel it flaking off when I shifted.

Footsteps. Heavy boots on concrete.

The door opened, metal screeching on metal, and light stabbed in. A man filled the frame: olive skin, thick black beard streaked with grey, white t-shirt stained yellow under the arms, ripped at the collar. Sweat beaded on his forehead despite the damp chill in the room. He looked at me like I was livestock, appraising, indifferent.

He stepped inside. Closed the door. Pulled a cheap burner phone from his pocket. Dialled. Held it to my ear. Caroline’s voice, cool, composed, almost bored, came through the tiny speaker.

“Terribly sorry, lover,” she said, “but we know why you told your husband.”

My stomach dropped through the floor.

“We can’t have you running around telling everyone our plans,” she continued. “So I sold you to my friend Sergey. He’ll find you a decent enough home from now on. Don’t worry, your little sissy husband will be joining you soon enough, once we’ve taken care of his transition.”

“Why?” The word tore out of me, raw, cracked. Tears burned my eyes. “I was on your side.”

“You weren’t, though, were you?” Her tone was patient, like she was explaining something obvious to a child. “But your little project is the ideal testbed for our new drug. With the closed water supply, we can run controlled trials on every resident. Over time, they’ll do our bidding for us. It really was the best possible outcome.”

The phone was snatched away before I could scream.

The bearded man, Sergey, I assumed, pocketed it. He studied me for a moment longer, then turned and left without a word. The door clanged shut. Darkness swallowed me again.

Minutes later, or hours; time had lost all meaning, another man entered. Thin. Balding. Pushing an IV stand on squeaky wheels. The bag was filled with that same brown liquid I’d seen before. He didn’t speak. Just knelt, found a vein in my arm, slid the needle in. Cold fire raced up my limb, then warmth. Euphoria. Need.

I moaned as the drug hit, pussy clenching, nipples hardening, mind fogging over with desperate, animal want.

He used me, and even in my state, I begged him for more, moaned when he came, begged him not to leave when he was done.

I lay there in the dark, chained, shivering, aching, dripping.

Three days later, maybe four; the drugs blurred everything, they came for me again.

Two men this time. Rough hands unclipped the shackles. Dragged me to my feet. I couldn’t stand properly, legs weak, thighs trembling, but they didn’t care. They hosed me down with cold water from a bucket, scrubbed me roughly with a coarse sponge that smelled of disinfectant. Dried me with a towel that felt like sandpaper. Then they dressed me.

Black lace lingerie, bra that pushed my breasts up obscenely, thong that barely covered anything, garter belt and sheer stockings. High black heels I could barely walk in. Heavy makeup, dark red lipstick, thick eyeliner, fake lashes. Hair brushed and sprayed into glossy waves.

They led me down a corridor, bare bulbs flickering overhead, concrete walls dripping condensation. Voices echoed ahead, male, laughing, speaking a language I didn’t understand. Arabic? Turkish? I couldn’t tell.

A door opened.

A small room. Dim red light. A single mattress on the floor. Three cameras on tripods. Seven men waiting, different from the first night. Older. Harder. Dressed in cheap suits or tracksuits, gold chains glinting, cigarettes burning between fingers.

The door shut behind me.

The first man stepped forward, stocky, bearded, eyes flat. He grabbed my hair, yanked my head back, and spat in my face.

“On your knees, whore.”

I dropped.

He unzipped. His cock, thick, uncircumcised, already hard, slapped against my cheek. I opened my mouth. He pushed in, deep, no warning, until my nose pressed into his pubic hair. I gagged; tears streamed. He fucked my throat like it was a cunt, short, brutal thrusts, grunting in a language I didn’t understand.

Another man moved behind me. Yanked the thong aside. Spat on my hole, still tender, still leaking from earlier use, and shoved in. No lube. Just force. Pain flared white-hot; I screamed around the cock in my mouth. They laughed. The one behind me slapped my ass hard, once, twice, then started pounding.

They rotated. One after another. Mouth. Pussy. Ass. Sometimes two at once, double anal that left me sobbing, stretched beyond reason. Cum filled me, hot, thick, endless. They came on my face, in my hair, across my breasts. They called me names in broken English, “American slut,” “white bitch,” “cumdump.” Cameras rolled the whole time.

I came too, over and over, drug-fuelled orgasms that ripped through me whether I wanted them or not. My body betrayed me again and again, clenching, shuddering, milking whatever cock was inside me. I hated it. I needed it. I was nothing but holes now. Nothing but meat.

When they finally finished, hours later, maybe, I lay on the mattress in a pool of cum and sweat and spit. Makeup ruined. Stockings torn. Body bruised and leaking from every opening.

The bearded man from the first day, Sergey, knelt beside me. Lifted my chin with two fingers.

“You’re valuable,” he said quietly. “You’ll work here. You’ll service clients. You’ll make me money. And you’ll learn to love it.”

I looked up at him, tears cutting tracks through the mess on my face, and whispered: “Yes, sir.”

He smiled. Small. Satisfied.

Then he stood and left. The door locked behind him. I curled into a ball on the filthy mattress, shivering, aching, full, and stared at the red light on the nearest camera.

Still recording. Still watching. And somewhere, deep inside the haze of drugs and exhaustion and shame, a small, dark part of me wondered: Would Sam ever find me? Would he even want to? Or would more come to fuck me?

The red light on the nearest camera blinked steadily. Recording. Always recording.

I looked straight into the lens, eyes glassy, mascara tracks dried black on my cheeks, lipstick smeared across my mouth like war paint.

“Please fuck me,” I whispered.

My voice cracked. I tried again, louder, needier.

“Please fuck me.”

The words tasted like surrender. Like truth.

The door opened. Three men this time. Different from the last group, leaner, younger, eyes hungrier. One in a stained wifebeater, gold chain tangled in chest hair. Another in a tracksuit, sleeves rolled up to show prison ink crawling up his forearms. The third, tall, silent, wore only sweatpants, already tented obscenely.

They didn’t speak. Didn’t need to. And I just smiled, looking forward to my life getting fucked by these hung men.

Thirteen Months Later

The private jet’s engines hummed a low, constant lullaby beneath me as I stared out the oval window at clouds that looked like torn cotton. My reflection stared back, metallic pink bra glittering under the cabin lights, matching hot-pants riding high on my hips, thighs still faintly bruised from the last client before they pulled me out. No cuffs this time. No blindfold. Just a soft leather seat, a glass of chilled champagne I hadn’t touched, and the flight attendant who smiled politely every time our eyes met but never spoke.

I’d been clean for three months.

I’d asked for it, begged, really, during one of the rare quiet moments between clients. “I don’t need the drugs anymore,” I’d told Sergey, voice hoarse from screaming the night before. “I’ll do anything anyway. I want to feel it all.”

He’d studied me for a long minute, searching for deception, for weakness, then nodded once.

The withdrawal had been hell: shaking, sweating, nausea so violent I thought my stomach would turn itself inside out. But they fed me. Kept me hydrated. Let me sleep when I could. And when the worst passed, the cravings didn’t come back. Not for the brown liquid, anyway.

Only for cock.

Only for use.

Only for the moment when another stranger pushed inside me and I stopped being Linda Quinn entirely.

The plane began its descent. I felt the shift in pressure, the subtle tilt. The attendant appeared again, same smile, same silence, and gestured for me to buckle up. I did. Obediently.

We touched down on a small, private airstrip somewhere unmistakably English: low grey clouds, damp tarmac, distant hedgerows. A black Range Rover waited at the edge of the runway, engine idling. Two men in dark suits stood beside it, no smiles, no words. They opened the rear door as I stepped down the stairs in my six-inch stilettos, hips swaying automatically from months of practice.

The drive was silent. Thirty minutes of winding country roads, then through iron gates, up a long gravel drive lined with ancient oaks. The mansion rose at the end like something from a gothic novel, grey stone, ivy crawling over arched windows, towers at each corner. A sissy maid waited at the double doors: black satin dress, white apron, frilled cap, heavy makeup, heels so high she moved with careful, practiced grace. She curtsied deeply.

“Welcome, Mistress Linda.”

The title hit like a slap. Mistress.

She led me inside, marble floors echoing under my heels, crystal chandelier glittering overhead, oil paintings of stern-faced women staring down from the walls. We passed through a grand hallway, up a sweeping staircase, and into a private sitting room.

Three women waited.

Caroline, red hair pulled into a severe chignon, black silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to show the edge of lace, legs crossed in a leather pencil skirt, sat in the centre of a velvet sofa. To her left: a stunning blonde American in her late thirties, sharp cheekbones, ice-blue eyes, wearing a tailored white suit that screamed money and menace. To her right: a brunette with olive skin, emerald eyes, and an aristocratic tilt to her chin, dressed in emerald-green silk that matched her gaze.

Caroline stood first.

“Hello, slut,” she said softly. “How was your punishment?”

I crossed the room on autopilot. Dropped to my knees in front of her. Looked up.

“Very good, Mistress,” I answered truthfully. “Very pleasurable.”

She smiled, small, satisfied, and leaned down to kiss me. Slow. Deep. Tasting every man I’d swallowed in the last year. When she pulled back, her thumb brushed my lower lip.

“Well,” she said, “shame we have to take you away from it, but we’ve decided to end that particular arrangement and bring you back.”

I blinked. The words didn’t quite land.

“While you were away,” she continued, “we had a couple of challenges. Soon after we sent you off, Tammy… quite frankly, fucked up the Plaxis deal. Got herself arrested. The whole operation ruined.”

“Oh,” I said, small, surprised sound.

“And then we had another plan collapse in Prague. Things haven’t been going great.” Caroline gestured to the two women beside her. “The only thing that’s gone really well is your estate, and the second one we modelled after it. So we want to talk to you about coming back. But this time… we need to make sure you’re fully on board.”

I looked at the women who hadn’t spoken yet.

The blonde stood first, tall, elegant, radiating quiet power.

“Jessica Carradine,” she said, extending a manicured hand.

I rose, slowly, carefully, and took it. She pulled me forward instead of shaking. Kissed me, deep, possessive, tongue sliding against mine without hesitation. She tasted of mint and authority. When she released me, her blue eyes held mine.

The brunette rose next. Slower. More deliberate. Her emerald gaze pinned me in place.

“Kneel,” she said. British accent, posh, sleek, lethal.

I dropped instantly.

She lifted one elegant foot, black patent stiletto, and pressed the toe against my lips.

“I expect full servitude,” she said. “I expect compliance. But most of all, I expect secrecy. You let us down once. The next time, you will not have such an… interesting punishment. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered against the leather.

She regarded me for a long moment, reading, measuring, then nodded once.

“Thalia. Thalia Marquart. I’m the one who found the toxin. And I’m the one who will find the next. Together with Jessica, we own Arcadia Carradine. Our aim is total female world domination. Women will control this world, one day. In the meantime, we need to prepare.”

She glanced pointedly at Caroline.

“For some reason, Caroline trusts you. I trust her.” Her eyes returned to me, cold, unblinking. “No more failures.”

Jessica moved to Caroline. Placed both hands on her shoulders. Pushed.

Caroline sank gracefully to her knees beside me.

“John Anderton went missing after Prague,” Jessica said quietly. “Find him. Deal with him. Or I deal with you. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Goddess Jessica,” Caroline answered, voice steady, but I heard the faint tremor beneath it.

Jessica’s eyes flashed, something dark and ancient, then calmed.

“Good.” She turned to Thalia. “Now… where’s that boy of yours?”

Thalia’s lips curved, slow, wicked.

“Porter!” she called. “You’re needed!”

Footsteps, quick, light, then the door opened.

A young black man stepped in, early twenties, lithe, beautiful. Long dark hair pulled into a messy bun, delicate features softened by eyeliner and gloss, dressed in sheer black lingerie, sexy on his muscular frame. He dropped to his knees the moment he saw Thalia.

“Yes, Mistress?”

Thalia smiled, predatory, proud.

“Say hello to Linda.”

Porter lifted his head. Met my eyes. And smiled, sweet, knowing, utterly submissive.

“Welcome, Mistress Linda.”

I stared at him. At them. At the three women who owned the future, and felt the last piece of resistance inside me finally snap. I crawled forward, slow, deliberate, until I knelt between Caroline’s knees. Looked up at her.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” I whispered. “I won’t fail again.”

Caroline reached down. Cupped my cheek.

“I know you won’t, baby.”

Jessica and Thalia watched, silent, approving. Thalia spoke first.

“Porter, show what we do to good girls.” She smiled.

Porter extended a manicured hand. “Come, Mistress Linda. Let me take care of you.”

I took it, letting him take what little I had on me off, whilst the others sat back to watch, Thalia arranging for sissies to join us. I wouldn’t fail them this time. I would give them everything.

We would succeed. Men would fall, women would rise. We would rule the world.

THE END
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