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About Cum Quick Shorts

Cum Quick Short books are a new line of around 10,000 word short stories designed to make you cum quick. Short of time, need a quick femdom or feminisation fix? Accept no substitute!


One

I was never one for social media, only really ever using Facebook to keep in touch with old friends, never bothering with Twitter, too old for Tiktok, and no idea what the hell Snapchat was. As a forty-year-old man, I thought I had no need for Instagram either. That was until a colleague showed me a hot Italian girl with her boobs almost out on there and suddenly, I was interested.

Now, I’m a married man with kids, so I had no need for Onlyfans or anything like that. If I wanted porn, I went to Pornhub like any other normal married guy. There was no way I was spending my money on that!

And yet, as I dived into Instagram, I found myself falling into an abyss of depravity. Looking at sexy women was one thing, but then I ended up following goth girls, which led me to dominatrices, sexy transsexuals, and within months, I ended up lost in the world of female domination and financial domination. Thankfully, I was still clever enough not to send any money to these girls, but I won’t deny, they were fuelling my sexual fantasies.

I needed to learn more about femdom, so began downloading books and stories. Soon, cuckolding and domination fed my fantasies in bed.

My wife Sarah began to notice a change in my libido, positively, and eventually she asked why. I tried to circumnavigate my embarrassment at my new kink, but I did tell her that I read a story about a cheating wife and it got me turned on. Sarah was only too happy to feed my fantasy and add a little roleplay to our love-making.

Sarah’s been a spectacular wife to me. Hardworking, she worked a fulltime job and raised two kids, whilst I frequently travelled on business. Since COVID happened, I no longer travel so frequently, but that only served to strengthen our marriage. Don’t get me wrong, we had our crises like any other marriage, but we were persistent in saving it and that was important, a foundation of trust and love.

With her long flowing dark brown locks of hair, her Slavic cheekbones, her dark, almost black eyes, Sarah is the picture of beauty. The same age as me, she seemed not to age past thirty and still looks as pretty as she ever did. That came from hard work though, exercising daily, indoor rock climbing, runs, using our home gym, and pole fitness three times a week. Her body was so slender it could be confused for an eighteen-year-old’s, with firm B-cup breasts, washboard abs, and a tight little arse, she turned heads of any man, young or old. At nearly a hundred and eighty centimetres in height, she should have been a model, but her brains sent her into upper management in finance.

It was the fact that she did pole fitness that started things off for me. I know what you are thinking, the idiot flirted online and caused this problem, but no, not in this case. This was just about being the wrong person, in the wrong place, at the wrong time.

So…first…pole fitness. Those who don’t know are probably picturing strippers and strip clubs. My wife’s pet peeve is when people call them stripper poles. Those who know though, know that pole fitness is a gruelling test of mobility that most people can’t manage. My wife frequently comes home with bruises, and when she shows me the videos of her moves, I realise that it was certainly not something you’d see from your standard stripper.

Sarah had been going to the same studio for years. She loved her teacher and the group of friends she’d built around her. But when her decided to start a family and close her studio, Sarah was left depressed. There were other studios but she really didn’t want to have to start from scratch in building a relationship.

Now. Whilst all this was going on, I was getting my fix of Instagram girls. One of the women I followed was actually quite local to us, living in our city. Never once did I meet her, even though I did fantasise about it. She called herself Goddess Ruby, and she was tall, slender, sexy, quite tattooed on her arms and legs, pierced, but with her black hair and smoky eyes, looked goth, dark and evil. She was the picture of beauty. With her surgically enhanced D-cup boobs, she was a wet dream. There was just one thing about her. Yes, she called herself Goddess Ruby, but that wasn’t her full name. It was Goddess Ruby Ruin.

Ruby had a kink. Yes, she liked domination, was a sadist, and all that, but her kink was finding married men, feminising them, forcing them to divorce their wives, and ruining them. Turning them into simping Onlyfans sissies. Her claim was that if a man really didn’t want it, then he wouldn’t allow it to happen, but based on the photos of exposed men, I felt differently. Obviously, I wasn’t going to let that happen to me, but the idea of it, the fantasy, that did turn me on, especially given that Ruby would sometimes even get the wife involved too, and that drove me even more.

Still, there is a tonne to understand about these things. One, I doubt whatever Ruby did, that she did in real life. Blackmail and non-consent were not exactly legal, and if there was one thing I learned about the BDSM community, consent was fundamental to doing things. Two, if the men did consent to this, then they were fools.

And so life progressed. My kids were reaching college age, and work, hobbies and life went on for me. My wife ended up finding a new pole dance studio and she was happy, made friends super-fast, so all’s well that ends well. The end.

Except, you and I know that this isn’t where this ends. You and I know that things aren’t that simple.

Two months of new pole dance instructor, two months in, one pole camp weekend. Sarah was very happy, over the moon, and she got on really well with Diane, her teacher. At the pole dance camp, the two became great friends, the whole group partied to morning, and everything seemed to be going great. I tried to see Diane’s photo on Instagram, but her profile was locked and on the phone, I couldn’t see bugger all from the pole dance picture in the little circle.

But, I did see that she was followed by a number of people I followed. In fact, she had twenty followers that were women I followed. A few were just random hot women I viewed, and some were in BDSM, one or two femdoms, which was hot; but most of all, she was followed by Ruby Ruin, which made me wonder…was Ruby a student of hers?

“What is it you talked about at the party?” I asked my wife when she came back from the camp.

“Oh, all sorts.” She said. “The girls are so funny. So, one of them is a nuclear physicist, would you believe?”

“Really?”

“Yep. She’s married, but she was talking about how they have an open marriage.”

“Interesting.”

“Yeah, pretty kinky.” She said. “But not as kinky as Diane.” She told me with a knowing twinkle in her eye.

“Oh? How so?”

“Not sure. She didn’t really want to talk about it too much, just that she’s pretty into the domination and bondage scene. She was showing me pictures of women she’s tied up.”

“Ah, she’s a rigger?” I said, showing off my newly acquired vocabulary.

Sarah gave me a surprised, yet impressed, look. “Yes she is. Where did you learn that word?”

“I’m not a monk.” I laughed.

“Hmm…anyway, she plays with women, but is harder with men apparently.”

That was about all I could get from Sarah. For the next two weeks, I did what I could to find pictures of Diane Caulder, but literally came up empty. She seemed very secretive, which only made her that much more interesting for me.

However, after two weeks with little success, I began to lose interest and went back to reading my porn and stalking hot dominatrices on Instagram. I would occasionally like a picture, but I’d never comment for fear of someone I know seeing it.

For the next few months, things continued as normal. I noticed Ruby transformed and outed another man, some IT geek, married, kids, family ruined allegedly. She also showed pictures of the wife this time too, on her knees and tied up, and also stood smiling next to a huge black man, with the caption of how happy the wife was with her new life. I gulped, rubbing myself, imagining it was me.

My brain was in horn mode. If it wasn’t I would have thought a little bit about the professionally hogtied woman, about how well the bondage ropes worked around the woman, about how clearly this was done by someone who knew what they were doing. But I didn’t think about that at all. None of that clicked with me.

“Hey, it’s almost Christmas,” my wife said to me later on, “and the studio is putting on a Christmas pole party. You’re invited. We’ll do a bit of a show, then there’ll be drinks and food, and then later the girls will go clubbing.”

“Sounds fun.” I said, immediately wondering if any of Diane’s BDSM friends would be there. How little I knew…


Two

The party was in the studio itself, a huge room framed on all sides by white silk curtains lit up by pink LED lights from the base. I had been expecting just a few people, but it seemed that there were more students than just the ten in Sarah’s group. It turned out that there were other teachers using the studio, teaching different forms of pole, including one called exotic, which Sarah explained was more like the stripper types. There was also a group for aerial hoops. Each group would be giving their show. Sarah was in the upper intermediate group.

Bit by bit, I was introduced to the other students in Sarah’s group, there were some pretty women there, but nothing compared to some in the other group, and certainly not compared to Sarah. I looked around the room, trying to spot someone I might recognise from my internet perving, and I did see a couple of women who I followed, but I had no reason to go over and introduce myself, that would be just weird.

As I turned around the room, I saw a gorgeous goth girl enter, in leatherette pole-dance shorts and sports-bra, and as she smiled at someone near the bar, I realised who she was; it was Goddess Ruby Ruin, right there!

My heart raced as I realised I was going to eventually meet the woman I perved over the most. The woman who fuelled my darkest fantasies. The woman who scared me beyond belief, but made me wish for every single day.

Ruby ended her animated conversation with the girl at the bar, then turned and with a huge smile, walked over to Sarah’s group. “Hey girls!” She gushed, hugging each one of them.

“Diane!” Sarah said with glee. “This is my husband, Kel.”

Diane aka Ruby, turned to look at me with a kind, genuine smile. She didn’t bother to wait for a handshake, leaning in and pulling me in for a tight hug. “Nice to meet you Kel!” She said with a kind grin. “Sarah’s amazing! Really advanced. Personally, I think she’s in the wrong group, but she says she’s happy here, so, I get her!”

“Hurray!” I said, laughing, then kicking myself for being weird. “Er, that’s great! I’m looking forward to the show!”

“You’ll love it.” Said Diane, her voice smooth and sexy. In fact, she had one of the sexiest voices I’d ever heard, even though she was clearly from North America.

“That’s quite the accent.” I told her.

“Ah, the voice that put me through college.” She laughed. “I did voiceover work, some books and stuff. People are sure I’m a Twitch streamer called Cottontail, but I’m not.”

“Right…” I said, wondering what a Twitch was, and why someone would be called Cottontail. “So, where are you from?”

“Mmmm…guess. And guess right, and I’ll let you dance with me at the club tonight.” She grinned.

We weren’t planning on going to the club, Sarah wasn’t the clubbing type. “Ah well, we’re not going clubbing tonight.”

Diane’s warm expression changed to hurt, looking sharply at Sarah. “Why not?”

“I don’t go clubbing. I just feel too old for it.” Explained Sarah.

“Bullshit!” Replied Diane dismissively. “You are cute, sexy, and young. I’m not letting my best student skip out on me. You’re going.” She turned back to me. “And you, guess, go.” She said, snapping her fingers.

“Canada. I’m going to say…Alberta.” I told her.

She stared at me for a long moment, her head cocking to one side as if analysing me. “I would’ve accepted Canada, but well done on Alberta too.” She said softly, then, with her head still cocked she said, “Why do you look familiar to me?”

My eyes widened, realising that I had liked her pictures in the past. Had she checked my profile? Had she looked at my pictures? I needed to divert her somehow, to stop her from making the connection. “I guess I have a familiar face.” I said. Well that was the dumbest thing I’ve ever said.

“Riiiight…” She said slowly, giving me a knowing look. She fucking knew, I was sure of it.

Attention was turned to the first show, by the beginner group. Although it was basic stuff, I knew it was nothing I could ever manage, so beginners or not, they had my respect. Then the lower intermediates went, and again, very impressive. But I was blown away by my wife’s upper intermediate, their technical ability but also the show, the timing to the song. Amazing stuff.

Of course, Sarah came rushing back to me, adrenaline pouring from every pour of her body, a huge grin on her face, and demanded to know what I thought. Honestly, I couldn’t have been prouder and more impressed, and I told her so.

She sat down to my left, ready to watch the next show, as others took their places. Diane walked back, saying thanks to those who congratulated her.

“Diane, I’ve saved you a space.” Someone called out.

“That’s okay. I’ve got a seat over here.” She replied, making a beeline to the last empty seat, right next to me to my right. “Enjoy it?” She asked me softly.

“Amazing. I wish I could do that.” I told her.

“You could. There are some great male pole dance artists.” She explained.

“Too late for me. I’m old and very inflexible.”

“Bullshit.” She laughed. “Anyone can learn. I could train you, and make you flexible.”

I gulped. “I bet you could.”

We watched the advanced group in silence, and then in the break, when Sarah disappeared to the toilet, I turned to Diane and asked her why she didn’t want to sit next to the girl who called out to her.

“Why?” She purred in a suddenly very sexy smooth voice. “You don’t like sitting next to me?”

“Ha, no, not that. Just wondering.”

“Mmm…well, one, she annoys me. She is one of those loud, doesn’t shut the fuck up type women.”

“Ah, I see.” I said, feeling a little disappointed that it wasn’t for me.

“But really, I wanted to sit next to you.” She then added, “next to the guy who liked so many of my photos on Instagram.”

She knew it was me. I needed to play dumb. “I…I don’t follow you on Instagram.”

Her laugh rang out, dark and sinister, yet so sexy that it almost made me cum then and there. “Oh baby, not that one. You know the one I mean, don’t you…Kelly?”

“My name’s Kel. Short for Kelvin.”

“Is it?” She smiled, her voice laced with sarcasm. “Don’t be scared Kelly.” She whispered into my ear. “Don’t worry. I promise you, all the men I’ve ruined are happier now than they were. And anyway, we’re all friends here, right?”

“R…right.”

As Sarah returned, the lights dimmed for the exotic show, which was probably for the best, otherwise she would have seen how pale I’d become. My stomach churned with nerves, and I could feel the self-satisfied smile on Ruby’s face beside me. I’ll call her Ruby because this woman wasn’t Diane. Diane was a nice friend of Sarah’s, but Ruby was a dangerous sadist, a woman who enjoyed taking men like me, and turning them into sissies, destroying careers and destroying families.

I didn’t speak to Ruby for the rest of the night in the studio because she was pulled from side to side by students and teachers alike, but Sarah did decide that she wanted to go clubbing. Common sense in me suggested that we shouldn’t go, so I tried to talk it out of her, but she’d clearly spent some time building up to wanting to go inside her own head, it was now impossible to convince her otherwise. She wanted to go.

It was while Sarah was dancing with a group at the club, that Ruby sat down with me to have a

chat. I’d had a few beers inside me so my nerves were a little more settled, but still, I didn’t feel great about having this conversation.

“So you follow my kinky profile.” She began. “What’s your deal?”

I sighed and told her the truth about how I really didn’t plan to be interested in any of it. But I also highlighted that I understood that BDSM was all about consent, and not to have my life ruined as she did.

“Can I let you into a secret?” She asked, leaning close.

“Sure.”

“Every single one of the men and women that I ruin, consented to it at some point.” She explained. “Every single one set rules and boundaries, and I followed them completely. I’m not an idiot.”

“So many men would throw away their lives like that?” I asked, surprised, and she nodded slowly.

“But, I will say this. I am an expert manipulator. Maybe the men didn’t want it, and maybe they didn’t expect things to actually happen. I have a way of making men and women give me their consent, and once I have it, I pounce.”

My heart was thumping as her eyes pierced my soul, her smirk told me way more than I needed to hear. “But you wouldn’t do that to me, right?”

The music disappeared from the room, replaced by a thumping in my ears. Her eyes never left mine, looked on me, reading me completely. Her smiled disappeared and instead, a darkness fell upon her. Right at that moment, I knew I was looking at evil, sheer evil. And yet, her reply confused me.

“No, of course not.” She said softly. “I would never do that to you.”

“Thank you.”

“Of course. Don’t worry, Kelly. You have nothing to worry about with me. I’m Sarah’s friend, which means I’m your friend.”

And so I relaxed. Yes, she had a kink, she did disturbing things, but she was a friend, and friends don’t fuck over other friends. Walking over with her to the bar to get a drink, I actually felt good about this girl being in my life as a friend, because that meant that maybe I’d get to hear or see her dominate someone in real-life, and get stuff to feed my fantasies.

Ruby ordered two tequilas, then took my lemon, rubbed it between her breasts and pouring the salt on it, then put the lemon in her mouth and grinned. I knew what she wanted, I’d seen other girls do it earlier. I gulped and looked around to see if Sarah was watching. She wasn’t. I then leaned down and tentatively licked the salt off the sides of her boobs, then downed the shot, before retrieving the lemon from her mouth with my tongue. 

“Now me.” She said, taking her lemon and rubbing along the side of my neck, and then pouring salt on it. She pushed the lemon into my mouth and pulled me close. I felt her long tongue lick up my neck, but it didn’t stop there, as she licked around my ear, chewing on my lobe, before pulling back and staring in my eyes. She never left my gaze as she downed the spirit, then wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me in for the lemon. Her mouth found it fast, sucking it down, before spitting it out and pulling me back for a long passionate kiss. “I think we’re going to great friends, aren’t we?” She asked, her hand slipping down to my crotch and feeling my hard cock.

She left me there, panting, wondering what the fuck I’d just done. I wondered just what the hell was going on, was this her way of manipulating me? But then much to my shock, she was back again, this time with my wife in tow.

“Come on, your turn now!” Ruby laughed to Sarah.

“Urgh, not tequila.” Sarah complained.

“Yes!” Laughed Ruby, ordering three more. Once they arrived, I watched as Ruby took a lemon and rubbed it on the exposed part of my wife’s breasts, pouring salt on it.

“What are you doing?” Giggled Sarah, but Ruby silenced her by pushing the lemon into my wife’s mouth.

With one look and a wink at me, Ruby bent down and licked the top of my wife’s breasts, licking up the salt. Sarah’s wide eyes focused on me, her body rigid. Ruby downed the shot and then fetched the lemon from my wife’s mouth, eating the flesh and spitting the rind, before kissing my wife, who continued to look at me confused.

“Your turn now.” Ruby said to her, taking the lemon and rubbing it on the sides of her own breasts and placing salt on it.

Sarah giggled nervously and leaned down, licking up the salt and giggling as if she’d just done something really naughty. She then downed the shot and fetched the lemon from Ruby’s mouth.

“Where’s my kiss?” Ruby sulked. With blushing cheeks, Sarah leaned in and kissed her pole dance teacher.

Next was my turn again. She did the same thing as before, but this time she pulled her top down just a little to expose the tops of her areolas, rubbing the salt and lemon there. She grinned at my wife, before pulling my head down. “Suck it.”

I gave Sarah a look, trying to let her know that I had very little choice in the matter, as if it was a major chore for me to suck on a sexy woman’s nipples. By the time I was taking the lemon from Ruby’s mouth, Ruby’s hands were on me, pulling me tight, turning what was meant to be a play kiss into something deeply passionate. When we finally broke, she was biting my bottom lip, and her stare into my eyes was deeply erotic.

Nervously, I turned to look at my wife. She just stood there, looking confused, angry, horny, but mostly confused. Before she could say anything or even suggest that we leave, which I could see she was close to saying, Ruby grabbed her and pulled her in for another kiss. If I thought that the kiss I just shared with Ruby was passionate, it was nothing compared to this. The couple fell into a soft chair, with Ruby on top of her. I stood there watching, my cock in pain from this excitement, until they broke the kiss and Ruby turned to me. “You can go now, Kelly. I want to enjoy your wife in peace.” She purred.

My eyes sought out Sarah’s, but she refused to look at me. The message was clear. Go away.


Three

We didn’t talk about what happened in the taxi home. In fact, we didn’t talk at all. However, when we got home, regardless of how drunk we were, we fucked like rabbits. It wasn’t until the morning, once we were both nursing coffees in bed and complaining about our hangovers, that we finally acknowledged what had happened.

“I can’t believe we did that.” Sarah said. “I can’t believe I did that.”

“I mean, you just kissed, right?”

“No.” She whispered. “No, we didn’t just kiss. We had more tequila. I sucked her nipples. I…fingered her…I licked salt off her pussy.”

“Fuck!” I said, my cock getting hard.

“I can’t go back to that studio again.” She sighed.

“Why not?”

“Because it’d be embarrassing!”

I needed to convince her to keep going there, somehow. “Babe, don’t you think that’s a bit of an overreaction? Maybe she’s just a party girl. I’m sure when you go there tomorrow things will be normal.”

“Can people really do that? Just switch it on and off like that?” She asked, confused.

“Yes, I think they can.”

She sighed and shrugged. “I’ve never experimented with a girl before. Never even thought of it.”

“Did you hate it?”

“I didn’t hate it, but it was, well, weird. And well, I guess I can’t just play like that and not, you know, feel anything.”

“Is that what you are scared of?” I asked her, wondering if she could fall in love just because of a kiss. “That you’ll see her and have feelings for her?”

Again, she shrugged. “I don’t know. I don’t want to upset you either.”

I actually had to laugh at that. I loved my wife like mad, but sometimes she was so naïve to certain things, such as men and lesbians. But either way, it was damned good that she didn’t say anything about the kiss I shared with Ruby.

When Sarah finally went to shower, I went to Instagram. I sort of expected to see a request to view my profile from Ruby, but instead, I had a request from her personal profile, Diane. Of course, I followed back which was accepted seconds later. The profile was a mix of pole photos and photos of travel and food and such, the usual Instagram stuff.

The rest of the day was normal, relaxed with the kids watching TV. And after Sarah’s lesson the following day, she came back happy and radiant as she usually was after a lesson. Of course, Sarah told me that it was a fantastic lesson and she was glad she didn’t quit. I took that to mean that I was right, that it was just fun on the night out.

That night, when Sarah went to bed, I stayed up and watched my show on TV, whilst opening Instagram and wondering if I could get away with a quick wank. When I went to Ruby’s profile, I immediately saw something that made me shake to my core. Followed by SarahPkrJns. My wife was now following Goddess Ruby Ruin too, which meant that not only did Sarah know what Ruby did, but knew that I knew too.

The message icon flagged an incoming message. It was from Diane. “I’m going to send a request to follow you from Ruby now. Accept it. Is that clear?”

“Yes.” I wrote back.

Minutes later, she was writing to me from her Ruby account. It was a video. My wife and her, alone in a small room which I knew was in the studio, and my wife was on her knees licking Ruby’s pussy.

“I told your wife everything.” She wrote. “I told her what I do to men like you. I told her that I make women like her fall in love with me. I told her that in my house, I have three women who I sleep with, and ten sissies who serve me. I told her that I have ruined lives, and it makes me wet. And I told her…”

I paused, my cock rigid as I waited for her to tell me that she told her that I was next.

“…that I wasn’t going to do that to you. That I made a promise to you.” She wrote. What the fuck? “Do you know what she asked?”

“No.” I wrote.

“Why?” She wrote. “Not why like what was the reason. More pleading. Why not? I told her I don’t have your consent, so I won’t. Anyway, I think she’s in love with me…”

“Wow…I don’t know what to say.” I genuinely didn’t. I hadn’t been so turned on in my life, and yet I was terrified of where my life was going. It was clear that this sexy woman was manipulating my wife but why did I enjoy the fact that this was happening. As I gently massaged my cock, I continued to write to her. “I think maybe I’m interested, but I’m scared, quite honestly. Ruin seems so extreme. I have kids, I have a high-powered job. Hell, she has a high-powered job. I can’t afford to lose everything. I have a mortgage, debts, what then?”

The dots on the screen indicated that she was writing back but it took so long that I began to get antsy, second-guessing myself. The idea of handing control over to this sexy babe was amazing, but any logical person would tell you that you simply couldn’t do that.

Finally, her reply came.

“The thing is, I really don’t care about your family, your debts, your job. If I cared about all those things, I wouldn’t do this. For me, the thrill is in seeing men like you reduced to wrecks, crying and begging, pleading not to do it. You eventually all say do it, then when it happens, you break down. You have nothing left. I think part of you want to kill me, and part of you want to make love to me. But once the truth sets in, it becomes far easier to mould you into the sissy that I want. Do you want me to be honest Kelly?”

“Yes.”

“I think it will be just a matter of days before you give in. I think you will cry, maybe you will beg, but you will give in. I think by the end of the month, you will be licking the rim of my toilet with your freshly pierced tongue, wondering where your wife and kids are going to live. I think you’ll get off on the fact that your parents, friends and work will disown you for deciding to let me chemically castrate you, for letting me turn you into a sissy whore for cock. I will destroy you, Kelly, one day. It's what I do. Now you may call me a psychopath, and maybe I am, but we have just a few moments of happiness in our life, and I really don’t understand why. Do you want to be happy, Kelly?”

“Yes.” I wrote, my cock painfully erect now, the darkness of her text both scaring me and turning me on. “Yes, I do.”

“But you’re not yet, right? Not completely. You’re missing something.”

“Yes. Something, but that’s the same for anyone. We have to give up a piece of happiness because we have to work, to earn, to interrupt our lives to make money.”

“Why?” She wrote. That was a good question, to which I had no answer. Any answer I gave would not satisfy my needs, but rather the needs of society.

I think I took too long to answer the question because she continued and answered it for me.

“You have been conditioned that way, and for some, maybe it’s enough, but it isn’t for me, or you.” She wrote. “Give in to me, and I will promise you this. I live in a very large estate. An estate gifted to me by one of my slaves. I have more money than you can dream of. I own three companies that I’ve never set foot in. I break the rules and have behave terribly, and yet it has made me successful. I lied to you before. I really don’t give a shit about consent, I take what I want. But I like you Kelly. There’s something about you, and Sarah. So, I’m giving you time, time to make up your own mind.”

“That’s kind of you.”

“It is, isn’t it?” I could practically hear her smile through the text. “But don’t take too long. If I were you, rather than deciding, I’d probably be preparing for the worst.”

With that, the messages ended. I looked down, cum covered my hand. I don’t remember climaxing but somehow it happened. She had basically told me that she would ruin me no matter what, that my life as I knew it was over, but how? She had nothing on me. Nothing to harm me. I called bullshit on her whole spiel; without anything to blackmail with or control me, she had nothing. Fuck, even if we fucked, so what? She fucked my wife, I had the proof.

I cleaned myself and headed upstairs, feeling quite proud of myself. I was going to just ignore this mad woman, after all, she had nothing, and I had everything. Sure she was rich, but money doesn’t get you everything.

The door to my bedroom was shut, but I could hear the sound of a vibrator from the other side. For a second, I considered giving Sarah some privacy, but then I heard the tell-tale voice of Diane aka Ruby from the other side. They were facetiming.

Still in the afterglow of my revelation, I burst into the room, ready to confront them. Sarah’s eyes bolted to mine but she didn’t look shocked to see me. She simply continued to fuck herself as she videoed with Ruby.

“Come see.” Sarah breathed. I tentatively walked over to the screen where I saw Ruby smiling at me, dressed in sexy black lace, a huge dildo strapped to her crotch as she fucked a man dressed in pink lingerie in the arse. Other sissies were kneeling around her. “This will be you soon.” My wife said to me. “We’re going to make sure of it.” She reached over and grabbed my erection which had since returned, rubbing it as she frigged herself with the vibrating cock. “You’ll lose me, the kids, everything, because that’s what she does.” Sarah grinned. “Why don’t you just admit you want this too? Just do it. Admit it. Go on.”

“I…I…”

“Yes baby, go on. Admit it.” Sarah said softly, pumping me harder.

“Oh god, I…”


Four

It made zero sense. Why would Sarah want this? In what world did you go from happily married and loving, to evil, dark and wanting to see your husband brutally turned into a sissy? I didn’t believe in hypnosis, but could Ruby have hypnotised her in some way? Brainwashed her? Drugged her perhaps? Heck, when I came in her hand she got positively aggressive. Never once did Sarah get aggressive with me, not once in all eighteen years of marriage did she hit me or threaten to. But this time, she pulled me to her and rubbed the cum in my face and then spanked me. Fuck, and Ruby had been watching, recording I’m sure.

I hadn’t said yes to my wife, of course. I couldn’t bring myself to do it, much as I wanted to. I think that pissed her off too.

“But why?” I asked Sarah the next morning. She seemed to have calmed a bit by then.

She sighed. “Because we’ve been so bored for so long.” She said. “We’ve been in a rut, sexually, and well, this would change things.”

“You’re not thinking straight. We would lose everything.”

“We wouldn’t lose everything.” She sighed. “You would lose everything. I would gain everything, and I would sell the house and move into something smaller. You’re losing sight of what is important.”

I shook my head, wondering just what the hell she was talking about. If anyone was losing sight of what was important, it was her. If we went ahead with this, then we would be divorced, no more, and I explained that to her. She simply smiled condescendingly at me, stroked my face, and then said, “But I would have access to all of Ruby’s bulls. She has fifty guys who she regularly uses and provides access to for her ladies.” She opened her phone, showing me a website which she had access to. “See all these men? I can fuck them every single day or night, non-stop if I wanted.”

“And money? You’d need to work and look after the kids.” I pointed out.

“Something I’ve been doing for a long time. But actually, no. I could quit my job.”

“Wait, what?”

“All the wives who left their husbands now work for Ruby. They do Onlyfans porn, work in her club, and make money hand over fist. Ruby looks after us women, makes sure that we are all rich and the men suffer.”

Then there was only one question left. “Don’t you love me?” I asked her, with tears in my eyes.

“Honey, of course I do. Which is why I think you should do this. I love you enough to set you free. This will make you happy forever. No need to work anymore, no need to have responsibilities. Just to live your life as a sissy slave. Cooking, cleaning and fucking. What more could you want?”

I gulped. It was all too much for me. Yes, everything she was saying made sense when really it shouldn’t have, but at the same time, I was far too much of a pussy to say yes to any of this. So I sat down, took her hands in mine, and asked, “Would you hate me terribly if I told you I don’t want to do any of that? Would you hate me if I said I just want to grow old with you?”

She sighed but didn’t look angry, more disappointed. We sat in silence, her looking away for a moment, then smiling as she looked back. “Of course not baby. Maybe you’re right. Maybe this is all too much at once, but I do think we need to inject spice into our marriage, right?”

“Right. Absolutely. We can do that.” I said, thinking that maybe I could have my cake and eat it.

“Good. Then I want a lover.” She said openly. I gulped, stared at her, then nodded.

“Okay. Of course.” I told her.

“And I want to dominate you at home sometimes.”

“I’d like that.”

“I want to make you a sissy.”

“In the bedroom. Sure, why not?”

“I want you to push your limits. To try.”

“Absolutely.” I nodded.

“Then let’s do that. I’ll tell Diane that we are not going to do it, that I can’t see her sexually anymore, that we simply can’t give up on our marriage.”

“Thank you, baby, thank you for understanding.”

She smiled sweetly, stroking my face. “Of course I understand.” Then she stood and walked over to a drawer which was once empty. She pulled it open to reveal sexy panties on the left, bras and bralettes in the middle, stockings and suspender-belts to the right. Selecting a pink satin and black lace thong, a matching bralette, a black suspender-belt, and black stockings, she handed them to me and said, “Go shower and shave your body. Put these on and come out. Then let’s fuck.”

“Yes Madam!” I said, running into the bathroom. Yep, this was definitely the better option, I was sure of it. Heck, if I fucked her enough, maybe she’d forget about cuckolding me…even though I kind of wanted it too.

The moment I stepped out of the shower, she had me turn around and pose. As she played with herself on the bed, she told me she wanted me to dance, “nice and sexy, like a stripper.” She giggled. I did it for her, dancing away. “Go put on some of my lipstick and as you do, tell me what a pretty, sexy girl you are. Tell me how much you love being a sexy tranny.”

“Oh I love it.” I said, applying the scarlet lipstick. “I love being a sexy tranny. I wish I could dress like this forever. I love it!”

“Good, now come fuck me with that hard clit!” She giggled, looking at my erection tenting the panties.

I scrambled on to the bed, pushing inside her soaking cunt. As we fucked, she kept telling me about the man she wants to fuck. “His name is Oliver,” she said, “I started texting him last night. He’s got a huge cock and knows how to use it. I’m seeing him tomorrow.” She told me. “The kids will be out, and you’ll be here in a sissy dress, cleaning the house. You want that, don’t you?”

“Yes! Yes, I want all that!” I said, climaxing inside her within seconds.

“Well done, that was a record I think. Now get down there and clean me. You might as well get used to the taste of cum, you piece of shit.” She snarled.

Post-coitus, I wasn’t sure I liked this game anymore, but she seemed to still be into it. As I licked her clean and to climax, she called me all sorts of names, waste of space, waste of air, disgusting pig, and so on.

Finally, she came down from her orgasm and patted me on the head like a good doggie. I watched her stand, walk over to the sideboard, where she picked up her phone which she had propped up. Without a word, she walked into the bathroom, then shut and locked the door.

Of course, in the aftermath of all that, all I wanted to do was discuss what we’d just talked about in the fantasy. Was this guy Oliver real? Was she really going to fuck him, or was this just the same role-playing we always did?

When she came out of the bathroom though, she refused to talk about it, just asking, “What do you think?” When I asked if Oliver really existed. And when I began to change out of the lingerie, she stopped me. “No, no. If we’re going to do this together, then this is how you dress now. You can put male clothes on over it, but I see no reason why you of all people, would get to wear male underwear anymore.”

Frankly, I didn’t care. Wearing lingerie was pretty fucking awesome. I enjoyed it a lot, but my fragile male ego was asking a shit-tonne of questions at a million miles per hour. What if someone saw? What about work? What about doctor’s appointments?

During the morning, Sarah was distant, constantly texting someone and giggling. Eventually, she announced she was going out, and when I asked where, she said, “see a friend.”

It was gone six in the evening when she finally returned, looking exhausted but also carrying several shopping bags. Before I even had the chance to ask her where she’d been, she pointed to the bedroom without a word. Of course, I followed, and when I stepped in, she shut the door and locked it.

“Lie down on the bed.” She said quietly, but with a sinister firmness. I did as she asked and she climbed over me, pulling on her skirt and pushing her little black knickers down and off. “So I couldn’t wait till tomorrow to meet Oliver, and he couldn’t either. I spent most of the day with him and he fucked me raw, quite literally.” I looked at her snatch and saw how red and swollen it was. Then her fingers pried open her pussy and instantly a huge glob of cum landed on my face. “See? I didn’t lie about this.”

My lips quivered. My wife cheated on me. What the hell was going on with her? Why this sudden change?

“Lick me clean. I wanna see you swallow your new Master’s cum.” She grinned at me from above. I didn’t dare say no as she lowered her used cunt to my mouth. I just took it, sucking it all down.

Whilst I did that, she reached back and undid my pants, pushing them down to reveal my erect cock in the sexy panties. She grabbed my balls, squeezing and twisting them, then as she clamped her thighs tight around my mouth, depriving me of air, she punched my balls so hard that I screamed into her cunt. Instantly, my cock deflated, confused by this sudden punishment.

For moment, she lifted off me to turn around and I thought I might have a chance to confront this unusual and sadistic torture, but alas, she was too quick to sit on me again. As I licked and pressed my nose into her anus, I heard her rustling in one of the bags. Seconds later, I felt the cold metal of a cock cage ring going around my balls. I thrashed, trying to displace her, but years of pole fitness made her well-balanced and stronger than me. Before I knew it, she’d placed me in a metal nub, locked away.

She sat on me for a minute or two longer, then let me up. “Don’t.” She snapped.

“But.”

“No Kelly. No.” She said, sighing. “It doesn’t come off. Not now, not ever, is that understood?”

I stared at her, her phone held tight in her hand, a clear that she’d just used it to take pictures, and I sighed, realising that she had used it earlier when I was dancing in the lingerie, saying all those things about myself.

“You never intended to give up on Ruby, did you?” I asked her.

“No.” She admitted without an ounce of remorse. “Do you think that Ruby just came into our lives like that? Do you think you were the one who found Ruby? I found Ruby. I went into your phone and I added her to your Instagram account. You have so many fucking whores in there, that I put her there and you never noticed. You thought you did.”

“But why?” I asked, pleading with sadness in my voice.

“Because Kelly. We’re over! We’ve been over for years. It’s the most boring marriage ever.”

“Then why not just divorce me?”

She tutted and then shook her head, grinning. “Now where’s the fun in that, when I can see a wimp piece of shit like you fall apart?”

It was hard to argue with that, because call me weird, but I found her vulgar attack on me extremely sexy.


Five

Ruby balanced her shoe on her toe, bouncing it as she watched Sarah make the finishing touches to my make-up. It was odd to have Ruby over at our house, especially given that she would be spending the night whilst Sarah was out with Oliver. The idea was for Ruby to train me, get as much control material as possible, and gradually begin my ruin. So there I was, in the hot pink puffy sissy dress, in my blonde wig, my feet locked in pink high-heels, and my cock still in the cage after a week.

“There, all done.” Sarah told me. “This is the last time though. You’ll need to manage this yourself from now on.”

“Yes Mistress.” I replied, submissively. I learned my lesson on Wednesday when I failed to reply in the way expected of me. Sarah had prepared, purchasing not only clothes for me but also a strap-on dildo and whips. Yes, she beat me hard leaving I’m sure, lasting scars. I’d learned my lesson.

Eventually though, after watching Sarah dress in the skimpy black silk dress and the stockings, Sarah left on her date, and I knew I wouldn’t see her until morning. Which left me alone with Ruby, as my kids were away for the weekend too.

As I knelt on the floor, never bothering to lift my face, Ruby circled me sinisterly. “Do you want to know something about me?” She asked.

“Yes Goddess.”

“I’m a virgin.” She told me, and I almost burst out laughing but stopped myself. “I have all these men in my stable, but I don’t fuck them. I was a lesbian for most of my childhood, but then I decided I like men too, but not big alphas. I can’t abide arrogant men, so I surrounded myself with sissies. But sissies don’t fuck. Not usually.” She said softly, before removing her necklace and lowering her keys. Each was colour-coded. “This one is yours.” She said.

I was confused. Why was she telling me this? What did I cared that she was a virgin? But then she knelt down to my skirt, pulling it up and my panties to the side. With a quick push and pull, the locking cylinder was removed and the cage came off.

“You’re not small.” She told me. “You’re also not huge, which means I think you won’t be so painful.”

The reality began to hit me. She was going to fuck me, but why me? “I’m sorry, Goddess, but if you’ve saved yourself this long, don’t you think you should save yourself for someone special?”

That gorgeous, sexy, evil laugh resonated throughout the house, as she lowered herself onto my lap, my skirt the only barrier between my cock and her pussy, given she was in a mini-skirt with no panties. Her arms wrapped around my neck as she kissed me.

“So your wife approached me some time ago, and started to tell me about her boredom.” She explained. “I listened and said I would help, but I needed to know more about you. I discovered some interesting things about you. Your kids see you as an amazing father. They’re well-adjusted, happy, and whilst you don’t spoil them, you make sure to support their potential without forcing them into things they don’t like. You cook for them, you clean, and you generally keep house. Sarah, does none of those things. You have supported Sarah throughout her career, and made sure to look after her, but from what I understand, she did nothing.”

I felt I needed to interject here, because she was badmouthing my wife now. “That’s not true. I travelled a lot on business and she had to be home with the kids.”

“There you go, defending her.” She pointed out. “Look at it another way. You put food on the table when all she did was make sure the kids survived. You missed a lot of your kid’s development just because you made a commitment to earn, but I assume, going away on business is not fun?”

She was right. I never really thought of it that way, but Sarah did very little. Yes, raising kids isn’t easy, but she did nothing else. But what did all this have to do with her?

“I want a husband.” Ruby said, shocking me. “I want a man who will give me kids, I want a man who will love me, but I also want a man willing to give up his job and travel with me, be my partner. I want a man who will understand that I want to keep sissies, and lesbian lovers, at home with me. I want a man who realises that when I am ready to take a lover, a male lover, it will be an addition to the happiness of our lives, and not my own. I think that man is you. Yes, I will ruin you, but not to ruin your life, but to improve it. I will make it so you never work again, but never have to either.”

I think my mouth hung open in shock. “But…this dress…”

“Is one of the dresses you will wear at home with me. But when we are out, you will dress as a normal woman. I do not want you to wear men’s clothing anymore, but I also want to be best friends as lovers.”

“And Sarah?” I asked, feeling so desperately confused but happy at the same time.

Below, I felt her hand shifting things around and lining my cock with her pussy. She lowered herself onto me very slowly and carefully. “Please don’t fuck me long. I want it quick.” She told me.

“Nobody likes it quick.” I laughed.

“Mmm, for now, I do. When I’ve had dildoes inside me, after a minute or two, I find it uncomfortable. I just want to feel your cum, that’s most important.”

God, could this be the perfect woman?

She rode me with her arms still tight around my neck, her lips on mine and her tongue interlaced against my own. If she wanted quick, I could give her quick, especially given how tight she was, and the fact that I was fucking the most attractive woman I’d ever met.

Of course, after I came in her, I expected her to want me to lick her out, but she shook her head, leaning back on the floor and pulling her legs to her. “I can conceive faster like this.”

“You want a baby?”

“I do, yes. I want your baby.”

“Holy shit. But Ruby, why me?”

She rolled her eyes at me. “I fell in love with you before I even met you. Three months of researching you and I realised that you’re not just a nice guy, but you’re a fucking awesome one. Yes, I’ve ruined and dominated lots of men, but they all wanted it. You want it too, yes, but you want more. You want someone to love you, and you deserve that. Sarah is bored because she is boring! Oliver will realise that soon, and well, so will everyone else.” She sighed contently, smiling. “You asked about what will happen with Sarah? Well, she will one day wake up and realise she’s alone. She’ll realise that she messed up, so she will find a man who wants a trophy wife, and she’ll find happiness that way. By that time, we’ll be living our own dreams.”

Of all the people I met or viewed online, I never expected this from Goddess Ruby Ruin. I never expected that what she wanted was to be loved by someone good. But I’d spent years with Sarah, could I really just give that all up? I needed to think about this, but I couldn’t whilst I was alone with Ruby.

Our night was exhausting. Yes, we continued to have sex, but she was a dominatrix first and foremost, and that meant time spent training me. I was taught how to be more lady-like, vocal training, modesty and how to sit, and so forth. Any slight infraction was punished with a beating, and if I thought Sarah’s punishments were hard, then Ruby’s were insane, and no, she didn’t do safe words.

“Risk Aware Consensual Kink – or RACK – is what I work to.” She explained. “From you, I expect trust; trust that you know that I will not kill you. But that trust needs to come with the acceptance that risk will always exist and that you accept it.”

“I do.”

“I know you do.” She smiled, kissing my cheek softly.

And of course, she did enjoy pegging, but to be honest, so did I; so I didn’t mind when she decided I needed a marathon fuck and suck session, but what I liked was that she sometimes pulled out and then mounted my cock too.

When Sarah arrived home at around eight the next morning, she found me and Ruby in bed together, asleep with my arms around her from behind. Her face went red from fury, not that I noticed. I only noticed she was back when I felt the covers thrown back for her to check on the state of my cock. Thankfully, Ruby was clever enough to lock me up again, which seemed to calm Sarah.

“Oh, you’re back?” I asked.

Sarah was going to ask something, possibly why we were cuddling in such a romantic manner, when she saw the state of my plugged backside under the short pink nightie. A smile curled up on her face. Yes, I’d bled the during the night from the whipping, so Sarah must have assumed I’d been punished.

“Eat my lover’s cum.” Sarah said, climbing on my face.

As sucked all the warm sticky semen from her pussy, tonguing as deep as I could to get the best of it out, and suddenly something dawned on me. Sarah was jealous when she initially saw me with Ruby. If she didn’t care for me at all, why would she get jealous. There was more to this than just her desire to end things in a kinky way, and at that moment, I realised that once things were over, she would definitely regret it. Ruby was right, Sarah was boring, and I had a feeing that Sarah knew her own faults, and without us in her life, she’d become a shadow of herself.


Six

When I initially told Ruby my plan, she was very sceptical, after all, she didn’t know Sarah all that well, and also, she wasn’t a fan of any man dominating a woman. But the more I explained myself, the more she understood that in order to make this woman happy, and maybe have some fun herself, she needed to open her mind to new ideas.

My plan was in no way simple, nor was it orthodox, but with any luck, by the end of it, Ruby would have a new lesbian lover in her stable, who would also work for her and earn money. My plan was not to ruin me, but to ruin Sarah and make her my slave. I would divorce her, and at the end of it, I would not only get the kids, but I would also become Ruby’s partner and slave, and be able to keep Sarah in my life and prevent it from becoming boring for her.

The first problem was finding a way to ruin Sarah. From a dress-sense side of things, it was far easier to socially damage a man than a woman. Same from a sexuality perspective. Sarah’s parents weren’t conservative like mine, so they wouldn’t really care what she did, but she did work for a corporation. That had its positives and negatives. From a compliance perspective, they wouldn’t care about her sexuality, but they would care if her behaviour went against corporate moral standards.

“Oliver’s black, right?” I asked Ruby. Immediately, Ruby grinned. You could guarantee that the race card came up during Sarah’s play with him, it was a kink, but the risk there could be that Sarah’s out from the particular predicament would be that someone was hurting her by exposing private play. We needed it to be public, and even then, it would be tricky.

“What about dress-code?” Ruby asked.

“Hmm…you can dress how you like out of hours, it’s nobody’s business.” I told her. “But, having an Onlyfans account and being found it would be damaging.”

“She doesn’t have one though.” Ruby noted.

“True, but maybe Oliver could suggest it? He works for you, right?”

“Right.” She said softly. “In fact, maybe we can take it a little further than that.”

For the next week, Oliver kept Sarah really busy. According to Ruby, he was more than happy to be part of the plan. Whenever he was with her, he became increasingly domineering, something she went for without second thought. Soon, her dress sense began to change. Gone were the frumpy clothes, replaced by crop-tops, mini-skirts, see-through blouses, lace, stockings, latex, and PVC. Her make-up style changed too, moving to a more whorish look.

It was when Sarah came home with pierced nipples and a pierced navel that I knew she was ready for phase two. Any woman who was willing to pierce for her lover, was willing to get a tattoo. But in Sarah’s case, I didn’t want her to just get a tattoo; I wanted her to get tattooed.

The first tattoo was a simple Queen of Spades tattoo on her buttock. Nothing too complex, easily hidden. The second tattoo a week later was about her pussy – insert cum here. Then the first major tattoo came, on her bicep. It was a picture of a woman’s face, anime style, getting blasted by streams of cum from black cocks. Fine, she could cover that up on her arm. Same as the lower sleeve one she got written in script, “If it’s big and hard, I’ll take it for cold hard cash.”

During this longer period, Ruby and I fucked a lot, until one day she sent me a picture. It was a pregnancy test. She was expecting my baby. Yes, at my age, probably stupid, but I took it. I also took the fact that she was ending our calls with, “I love you babe,” which warmed my heart. Yes, I’d fallen in love with her too.

Now obviously, it couldn’t just be Sarah getting tattoos. So I began to get them too, on my arms, buttocks and such, but I didn’t mind. I knew where all this was leading. Sure, mine said things like Cumdump Sissy, Bareback Bottom Bitch, and Sissy Cuckold, but I didn’t care. I was all that and then some – literally.

The first time I had sex with a man, was for the viewing pleasure of not my wife, but Ruby. She made sure to find the right guy for me, and she did so in Ryan, a good-looking white man with a fairly large cock which curved up nicely. Why was he the right man? Well, that curve fit so well up my anus, that it teased my g-spot perfectly, making that first experience amazing.

Every thrust inside my sissy ass felt like a dream come true. I was begging him for more, for it to never end, and with each syllable from my mouth, Ruby clapped and jeered, telling me how much she loved that I was so open to my sexuality. Then when Ryan came inside me, it just completed me. It was a warm fluid which coated me, and it shouldn’t have felt so good, but somehow it ignited a dark flame inside me which made me sure I wanted it again. “I’m bisexual.” I told Ruby.

“Of course you are. Everyone is, but most don’t know it.” She laughed.

In the meantime, things were developing with Sarah. She had begun smoking, which was step one in the hard part of the plan. And that night would be step two.

Obviously, the safety of the mother of my children was a priority. Ruby assured me that all the customers who would be hiring Sarah of the street that night were actually men who were regular customers at the brothel Ruby owned. That in itself was not a regular brothel. All the men were vetted well in advance and had to be members to gain access.

“I’ve asked Oliver to get her high though.” Ruby explained. “And I don’t mean grass.”

“What? Why?” I didn’t think drugs were a good idea.

“Because I want her broken. I want her to give up on everything important. We can get her off the drugs after.”

The charade of me being at the bottom of the chain at home was critical, so when I saw Sarah dress up like a whore in neon pink clothes, I asked her where she was going and what she was doing. Her voice was slurred and slow, and looking at the needle marks on her arm, I realised that Oliver had already long started her on the drugs.

“None of your fucking business, sissy!” She said, laughing at me. “I’m roleplaying if you must know. Gonna work as a prostitute.”

“Um, roleplaying means something different than actually doing it.”

“Fuck off.” She sneered, pushing me over and walking out.

Over the two weeks of her working the streets, things began to fall apart for her. She missed work appointments, turned up to meetings inappropriately dressed, high, and eventually, got called in to see HR with her boss, where she was summarily dismissed. She even told her boss that she’d let him fuck her to keep the job, a nail in the proverbial coffin.

“Now.” Ruby told me. “You need to file for divorce now, and note her habits, her drug use, everything.”

The morning I filed for divorce, using a lawyer slave of Ruby’s, I felt sick with guilt. This would break Sarah. It would be the worst moment of her life, because Oliver would dump her, and she would no longer have any access to drugs. Her only choice was to give herself over to Ruby.

Timing was everything. I needed to hand the papers over to her first, before Oliver dumped her. I needed to be out of the house before that happened. I needed Oliver to break things up after that, so that Sarah didn’t go crazy and attack me. The kids were both at school, so there was that, and I would pick them up.

Unfortunately, Oliver fucked up. I came home with the papers to find Sarah sobbing on the floor that she’d lost her lover and her job. That twat had messed up the timing. “Um…” I began.

“You’re all that I have left.” She told me.

I needed to switch the narrative. I needed to convince her that it was best that she came live with Ruby and I. “Honey, I love you. But I’m thinking that maybe we’ve gone too far in this plan to turn back. Ruby controls me now.”

“I know. I’m sorry. I’m sorry I started all this.” Sarah cried.

“Well, I’m not. Perhaps we can do something different.” I explained.

She looked up at me with red eyes, red from crying, but also red from the drug use. “Like what?”

“We’ll get you clean. We’ll look after you. I will belong to Ruby, and so will you.”

“You’d…you’d both take me in?” She asked.

“Yes!” I said, trying to hide the fact that I’d manipulated her. “You and the kids, and you will be able to live in Ruby’s manor house…with the other girls.”

For a moment, Sarah smiled with joy, but then she looked away with a curious look. Something wasn’t right and she was clearly putting two and two together. Her eyes tracked to the manila envelope in my hands and she frowned.

“You did all this.” She said quietly. “This, everything, it was your doing.”

“Sarah, honey…”

Her angry eyes locked on mine. “What’s in the envelope?”

“Sarah…”

“What’s in the fucking envelope?”

I breathed in. “When you came home and found me in bed with Ruby, you were jealous.”

“I wasn’t!”

“You were!” I snapped back at her. “You were. You cannot be without me, and you know it. You had fun with Oliver but he was doing a job. You love me, I gave you so much. Do me one favour.”

“What?” She seethed.

“Try to calm yourself for one minute and close your eyes and remember our marriage. Remember what we did together. Remember what I did for you. Ignore the times I was away for a moment, and just think.”

Her eyes continued to stare daggers at me, but eventually, she gave in and closed her eyes. A range of angry emotions crossed her face as she thought about me, but soon they became softer, then warm, soon she was smiling, and then a soft sadness overcame her. She opened her eyes and immediately tried to apologise, but no words came out.

“It’s okay.” I said, moving next to her and pulling her to me. “I can’t be without you too. Ruby didn’t ruin me, per se. Ruby fell in love with me; and you too. We decided that we would tip the tables on you, and give you what you really want.”

“Even I don’t know what I want.” She sobbed.

“Yes you do. You want to be loved. You want to enjoy life. You don’t want to deal with work and idiots. You want to have time to give back. You want to be sexual. You want to be told what to do. As such, you will become our slave. Ruby and mine. Instead of working, you will join a group of Ruby’s lovers. They do all sorts of things, including some genuine charity work. Ruby is loaded, she doesn’t need to work and neither do you.”

I handed her the divorce papers. “These are divorce papers. As part of the terms, I have sole custody of the kids, and I get everything. You want nothing. You will come live with us, where you will help raise our kids, and will be the nanny to the baby Ruby and I are expecting.”

Sarah’s eyes widened. “Ruby’s going to be a mom?” She gasped, delighted.

“Yes. And we’re all going to live happily ever after.”

It took all of about a second for Sarah to make up her mind, and I had my answer the moment she pounced on me and we kissed. “I love you Kelly!” She cried.

“I love you too Sarah, and I always will. There was no way I’d have this life and leave you out of it.”

“Thank you!”


Epilogue

“Urgh! I sneeze and I pee! What the fuck?” Ruby complained.

Sarah giggled, remembering the torture of the knock-on effects of childbirth. “Yes Goddess, I remember well.” Sarah said as she folded the dress she had just ironed.

“Does it go away?”

“Sometimes. It didn’t for me, but I had a band put on that helped.”

“Well, it was worth it.” Ruby said, smiling at little Paula, asleep in the crib.

The door to the bedroom pushed open and my daughter Tara burst in, with me in tow. Of course, I hadn’t put her clothes away in the manner she preferred, and given her age now and anger, she demanded answers.

“Ruby, could you please do something about your sissy?” She asked. “She keeps folding my dresses and putting them on the shelf.”

“Are you talking about your tennis dresses?” Sarah asked.

“Yes!” Tara snapped at her mom.

“I folded them like that.”

“Yes, but the sissy is your Mistress, and Ruby is Goddess. Discipline starts at the top.” She turned back to Ruby. “Sort this out!” And then the girl stomped out of the room. All three of us burst out laughing, and Ruby wondered if she had this to expect from Paula.

In the time since we moved into the huge house, things had gone from strength to strength. For the first three months, Sarah lived in the east wing with the other girls who joined Ruby and I in bed from time to time. However, with the kids, and with Ruby needing to give up teaching pole, Sarah increasingly became part of our lives again. Soon, it made sense for Sarah to move in with us and rather than a couple, we became a throuple.

The kids adapted well to the new living conditions, and with their age they fully understood the new dynamics, even though we kept them separated from anything too much.

Before Paula was born, I discussed the idea of getting breasts. I didn’t want to do hormones, especially given Ruby and I enjoyed sex, but I really did want extravagant breasts to fill out my sissy dresses. Ruby loved the idea, so we decided to get it done before the baby came, so that I had time to heal. Since then, I have been carrying G-cup boobs which honestly, were probably too much, but Ruby loves them, and that’s all that matters.

Once Ruby was finally able to have sex again, we discussed who should be the first to fuck her. So far, the only real cock she had was mine, but I said that if there was ever a time to test out a new dick, it was after pushing a baby out of her. After some convincing, she agreed to try out Oliver’s big black dick…and of course, she loved it.

From that moment on, she deemed I was ready to become a cuckold again. “But, I have a rule.” She said. “I only fuck other men in front of you. And, if another man is fucking me, then a man has to be fucking you too!”

“Deal,” I grinned. It was fine with me. Ryan and I had become lovers ever since he first fucked me. Ruby knew and loved the fact that Ryan and I would kiss and cuddle when we saw each other in the house, or that he would use any opportunity to fuck me.

“Do you love him?” Ruby asked me one day.

“I do, yes.” I replied, then asked, “why?”

“Hmmm, just don’t suddenly want to be with him over me, yeah?”

That made me smile. “My dear Goddess Ruby Ruin. Are you jealous?”

“Yes.” She said with a fake look of anger. “And you really don’t want an evil goddess to be jealous, now, do you?”

“I don’t know.” I replied playfully. “I like it when you are angry. I like it when you whip me.”

The look of surprise and disappointment on her face was priceless. She folded her arms with a hmph and sulked. “Fuck. I’m gonna have to find a new way to punish you now. Alright. From now on, no whipping and no dominatrix if you are naughty. I’m going to become a sickly-sweet submissive bimbo.”

“Yeah right!” I laughed, “no my love. Stay the dark, evil, temptress you always were. The woman I fell in love with on Instagram. You are perfect as you are.”

“Mmmm.” She said with a smile, kissing me. “You always know the right thing to say. You fucking bitch.”

“I know I am. And you love it.”

The End
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