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Chapter 1

The three weeks that Maria had been working for Marcus and Erica passed in a strange, disorienting blur. He had expected the job to be difficult in more ways than one. After everything that had happened at home with Susan, he had braced himself for the worst, assuming that Erica would treat him the way Susan now did; with casual cruelty, constant humiliation, and the kind of sharp, cutting dominance that left him feeling small and worthless by the end of every day.

Instead, Erica had been almost the opposite.

She was demanding when it came to the work itself, but she never spoke to him with the same cold contempt Susan used at home. If anything, she seemed to genuinely enjoy having him around. She spoke to him like a colleague rather than a toy, and during quieter moments she even seemed to want something like friendship. It was disarming. Maria had arrived at the office on his first day already half-expecting to be belittled and used from the moment he walked through the door. The reality had been far more complicated.

The job itself was also surprisingly real. Marcus’s company was in the middle of a major expansion, and Maria had been brought in specifically to design and implement an entirely new network infrastructure from the ground up. It was proper, technical work, the kind he had been good at back at the council. He spent his days running cables, configuring servers, setting up firewalls and security protocols, and troubleshooting the inevitable problems that came with building something from scratch. For several hours each day, he was able to lose himself in the work. It felt almost normal.

Of course, there were other expectations.

Every morning, before he left the house, Susan made sure he was dressed appropriately beneath his work clothes. Lace underwear. A soft camisole. Sometimes stockings. And every day he had to apply at least a light layer of makeup before he left, enough that it was noticeable if someone looked closely, but not so much that it would cause problems in the office. The chastity cage, of course, stayed on permanently.

And then there was Erica.

She expected sexual service from him every single day. It had started on his second day and quickly became routine. Sometimes she would call him into her office in the morning, lock the door, and have him drop to his knees beneath her desk. Other times she would take him in the small server room at the back of the building, bending him over a rack of equipment and fucking him while the machines hummed around them. She wasn’t rough with him the way Susan had become. She didn’t insult him or degrade him while she used him. Instead, she was almost sweet about it.

“That’s it,” she would murmur as she pushed into him, one hand resting on his lower back. “Good girl. You take it so well.”

Or, when he was on his knees sucking her cock; “Such a good little slut for me. I’m so glad Marcus brought you in.”

During their breaks, she would sometimes talk to him properly. She told him about her transition when she was younger, how she had always known she was dominant, and how she had built her life around being a top. She even spoke openly about the sissy she kept at home, a young man she had trained over several years who now lived with her full-time. She described their dynamic with a kind of casual affection that made Maria’s chest feel tight. It sounded almost… normal. Or at least, it sounded like a version of normal that he was beginning to understand.

The only real complication had been his name.

Having both Marcus and Mark in the same workplace had quickly become confusing, especially when Erica or the other staff needed to speak to one of them. After the first week, Erica had pulled him aside and suggested, quite reasonably, that they do something about it. Maria had already been dressing and presenting as a sissy every day. The name Mark no longer felt like it fit. So they had decided, together, that he would now go by Maria at work.

It made sense. And strangely, it had felt like a relief.

Maria had seen very little of Marcus at the office. The man seemed to treat the place more as a base of operations than an actual workplace. He would appear for an hour or two here and there, usually to speak with Erica or check on something, before disappearing again. Most of his time was spent on what he vaguely referred to as his “other businesses.” Maria wasn’t entirely sure what those businesses were, only that they seemed to involve a great deal of travel and a rotating cast of men who occasionally came into the office to speak with him in low voices behind closed doors.

What Maria did know was that Susan was spending more and more time with him. She no longer bothered to hide it. Some evenings she would simply announce she was going out, and Maria would come home to an empty house. Other times she would return late, smelling of sex and expensive cologne that wasn’t his, her makeup slightly smudged and her mood bright in a way that made his stomach twist. He had stopped asking where she had been. The answers only ever led to trouble.

Then came the day his wife got a tattoo which changed everything.

It was a Friday evening in early summer, one of those long, golden evenings that usually made the small garden behind their semi-detached house feel almost pleasant. On any other week, they might have sat outside with a glass of wine, watching the light fade. Instead, Maria found himself alone in the kitchen when he heard Susan’s car pull into the driveway much later than usual.

When she stepped through the front door, it was immediately obvious she had been with someone. Her platinum blonde hair was tousled and slightly tangled. Her lipstick was smudged at the corners of her mouth. There was a deep, satisfied flush across her cheeks and down her chest, and her eyes had that bright, almost feverish look he had come to recognise. She barely acknowledged him as she kicked off her heels in the hallway.

“Upstairs,” she said, her voice carrying that new, casual tone of command she had started using more and more often. “Bedroom. Now.”

Maria felt his stomach tighten with a familiar mixture of dread and shameful anticipation. He set down the glass he had been holding and followed her up the stairs without a word. The only sound in the house was the soft creak of the steps beneath his stockinged feet.

When he stepped into the bedroom, Susan was already undressing. She didn’t look at him. She simply let her dress slip from her shoulders and fall to the floor, followed by her bra. The tiny black thong she wore underneath was visibly damp as she peeled it down her legs and stepped out of it. Then she turned to face him, completely naked, and placed her hands on her hips.

For a moment, she simply stood there, letting him look at her.

The tattoos were fresh. The skin around the ink was still pink and slightly raised, and a clear second-skin protective sheet remained stuck over both designs. Susan turned slowly, first showing him the front, then twisting so he could see the back.

Above her smoothly shaved pussy, in bold, elegant black script, were the words Black Cock Only.

On her right arse cheek, the Queen of Spades symbol stood out starkly against her pale skin, a black spade with a crisp white “Q” in the centre. It was the unmistakable mark of a white woman who had chosen to belong to black men.

Maria stared, his mouth suddenly dry, his caged cock twitching hard inside the lace panties he wore beneath his work trousers. The sight hit him like a physical blow. It was permanent. There was no pretending anymore, no “just a phase,” no possibility of going back to the sensible, middle-class life they had once lived. His wife had marked herself as the property of black cock.

Susan watched his reaction with a small, knowing smile. “Marcus took me to a proper place this afternoon. One that does this kind of work. He and two of his friends had just finished with me. I was still full of their cum when the artist started on the stencil. It hurt like hell, but I loved every second of it. Felt right. Felt like the truth.”

She turned again, slower this time, making sure he saw both tattoos clearly.

“He fucked me right before we went in,” she continued. “Said he wanted his cum still inside me while the artist worked. I could feel it leaking down my thighs the whole time the stencil was being applied.”

Maria’s hands clenched at his sides. He couldn’t look away from the words above her pussy or the symbol on her arse. The protective sheets caught the light, making the fresh ink underneath look even more permanent.

Susan stepped closer to him. She reached out and took one of his hands, guiding it gently until his fingertips brushed the edge of the protective sheet above her cunt.

“This is who I am now,” she said softly. “No more pretending. No more going back.”

She turned again, slower this time, letting him see both tattoos from every angle. The words above her pussy were impossible to miss. The Queen of Spades on her arse seemed to glow under the bedroom light.

“Get on your knees,” she said quietly.

Maria sank down without hesitation. His hands trembled as he reached out and gently traced the fresh ink above her cunt with his fingertips. The skin was warm, slightly tender. He could smell her, the musky, filthy scent of recent sex, of multiple loads of cum still inside her.

Susan spread her legs a little wider. “Kiss it. Lick around the words. Show me you understand what this means now.”

He obeyed.

Maria sank to his knees in front of her. The carpet was rough against his stockinged legs as he leaned forward and pressed his lips to the clear protective sheet covering the fresh tattoo. The plastic was cool and slightly tacky against his mouth. He kissed the bold black letters slowly, reverently, then let his tongue trace each word with careful, deliberate strokes. He could feel the raised edges of the fresh ink beneath the thin barrier.

Susan sighed above him, a low, satisfied sound. One hand came to rest on the back of his head, her fingers sliding into his hair.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Good girl.”

She held him there for a moment longer, letting him worship the words, before gently guiding his head downward. His mouth moved from the tattoo to the smooth skin just above her pussy. The scent of her was stronger here, musk and sex and the unmistakable trace of another man’s cum.

“This pussy doesn’t belong to you anymore,” Susan said, her voice soft but certain. “It belongs to black cock. Say it.”

Maria’s reply was muffled against her skin. “This pussy belongs to black cock.”

“Louder.”

He swallowed, his face burning. “This pussy belongs to black cock, Goddess.”

Susan smiled. She turned slowly, presenting her right arse cheek to him. Reaching back with both hands, she spread herself, giving him a clear view of the fresh Queen of Spades tattoo. The protective sheet was still in place, but the bold black spade and the crisp white “Q” were clearly visible beneath it.

“Now the other one.”

Maria leaned in and kissed the symbol. The plastic was warm from her skin. He traced the edges of the spade with his tongue, following the curve of the design while Susan held herself open for him. The ink looked vivid and permanent against her pale flesh. When he had finished, she turned back around and sat on the edge of the bed, spreading her legs wide.

“Now clean me properly,” she ordered. “I can still feel them inside me. All three loads.”

Maria shifted forward on his knees until he was between her thighs. Her pussy was flushed and swollen. Thick, pearly strands of cum were already leaking from her stretched hole, running slowly down toward her arse. The mixture of three different loads was obvious, some thicker, some thinner, all of it glistening under the bedroom light.

Susan leaned back on her hands, watching him.

“Marcus went first,” she said. “He always does. He fucked me hard on the bed in the private room at the back of the parlour while the other two watched. Then they took turns. One in my cunt, one in my mouth, swapping whenever they felt like it. I came so many times I lost count.”

Maria leaned in and pressed his mouth to her. The taste hit him immediately, rich, bitter, salty, and unmistakably masculine. He groaned despite himself as he began to lap at her, his tongue pushing between her puffy folds to scoop out as much of the mess as he could. The cum was still warm in places. It coated his tongue and lips as he worked.

Susan continued speaking above him, her voice calm and almost conversational.

“They called me their white married slut. Their cum-dump. Their QOS whore.” She let out a soft moan as his tongue found her clit. “And I loved every filthy word. I begged them for more. I told them to use me however they wanted. When Marcus finally came inside me, he held me down and told me this pussy belonged to black cock now. That it would never be yours again.”

Maria kept licking, his face growing wetter with every stroke. The mixture of cum and Susan’s own arousal was thick and overwhelming. Some of it had already begun to dry on her inner thighs, and he cleaned that too, dragging his tongue along her skin until it was gone.

Susan moaned softly above him, her grip tightening in his hair as she began to grind her messy cunt against his face. She used him without shame, rolling her hips so that his tongue was forced deeper into her well-used hole.

“That’s it,” she breathed. “Get it all out. Taste what real men leave behind.”

Maria groaned into her, the sound muffled. The taste was overwhelming, thick and bitter in some places, thinner and more watery in others. Susan kept talking, her voice low and thick with satisfaction.

“Marcus’s cum is the thickest,” she said. “You can really feel it when he finishes. The other two were younger. Their loads were bigger, but thinner. More watery. I could feel them pumping it deep inside me, one after the other.” She let out a soft, breathless laugh. “One of them held my legs all the way back and told me he was going to breed me one day. Said he wanted to put a black baby in my belly. I came so hard when he said it. I couldn’t stop shaking.”

Maria licked harder, sucking and slurping at her swollen folds. His own caged cock was straining painfully inside the lace, the tip leaking steadily. He could feel the wetness soaking into the front of his underwear. The humiliation burned hot in his chest, but the arousal was even stronger. His face was a mess, Susan’s juices and the mixed cum of three black men coated his chin, his lips, and the tip of his nose.

Susan held him firmly in place, using his face like a living rag while she continued.

“They took photos after they finished,” she said. “Marcus made me stay on my back with my legs spread so it would all leak out properly. He took pictures of my pussy, of the cum pouring out of me, and of the fresh stencil already on my skin. He said he’s going to post some of them in the private group he runs for the other bulls.” Her voice took on a darker, pleased edge. “He said the tattoo makes it official now. No more hiding. I’m a black-cock-only married slut, and everyone is going to know it.”

She came suddenly, her thighs clamping hard around his head. A fresh rush of her juices flooded his mouth, mixed with the last remnants of the men’s cum. Maria swallowed desperately, his tongue still working as she ground against his face through the orgasm. Only when the tremors finally eased did Susan push him back by the hair.

She looked down at him from the edge of the bed. Her expression was soft, but there was a cold certainty in her eyes that hadn’t been there before.

“This is who I am now, Maria,” she said. “There’s no going back. Marcus is going to use me whenever he wants. Sometimes he’ll call. Sometimes he’ll just text an address and tell me what to wear. And you’re going to support it. You’re going to clean me every single time I come home like this. You’re going to thank him for using your wife properly. Understood?”

Maria stayed on his knees, his face glistening. His voice came out hoarse and quiet.

“Yes, Goddess.”

Susan reached down and stroked his cheek with surprising gentleness, her thumb brushing away a smear of cum from the corner of his mouth.

“Good girl,” she said. “Now go and make dinner. I’m starving after all that fucking.”

She stood up, walked into the bathroom, and turned on the shower. The sound of running water filled the room.

Maria remained on his knees for a long moment, staring at the spot where she had been sitting. The taste of multiple loads of black cum was still thick and heavy on his tongue. He could feel it coating the inside of his mouth. His caged cock throbbed uselessly, leaking into the lace.

He slowly pushed himself to his feet. His legs felt unsteady. As he adjusted the front of his underwear, trying to ease the pressure on the cage, his eyes drifted to the bedroom mirror. He caught a glimpse of himself, face flushed and messy, hair dishevelled, the faint outline of the chastity cage visible beneath the thin fabric of his clothes.

Something fundamental had shifted.

The woman he had married, the sensible, unremarkable Susan who had once been content with their quiet, ordinary life, was gone. In her place was someone darker, freer, and completely addicted to the life she had chosen. She had marked herself permanently. She had begged other men to breed her. And she had come home and made him clean the evidence from her body while she told him exactly how much she had enjoyed it.

Maria knew, with a sickening, shameful certainty, that he was already too far gone to stop her.

He turned away from the mirror and walked slowly downstairs. The house was quiet except for the sound of the shower running above him. He moved into the kitchen on autopilot, opening the fridge and pulling out ingredients without really seeing them.

As he began to prepare dinner, the taste of her lovers still lingered in his mouth.


Chapter 2

It was three days after Susan had come home with the tattoos that the first call arrived.

Maria had spent those days in a strange, suspended state, as if the ground beneath his feet had quietly shifted and he was still trying to find his balance. The fresh ink above his wife’s pussy and on her arse cheek had changed the atmosphere in their modest semi-detached house in Tilehurst more profoundly than he could have imagined. It wasn’t just the tattoos themselves, though the sight of them never failed to make his stomach tighten, it was what they represented. A permanent declaration. A line drawn that could not be uncrossed.

Susan moved differently now. There was a new confidence in the way she carried herself, a quiet but unmistakable sense of ownership over her own body and desires. She checked her phone constantly, often smiling to herself at messages she made no effort to hide from him, though she never offered to show him what they said. In the evenings she would sometimes wander around the house in nothing but a short silk robe, the front left deliberately loose so that the bold black letters “Black Cock Only” were visible every time she turned or bent over. The Queen of Spades on her right arse cheek seemed to catch the light whenever she moved past him, a constant, deliberate reminder of where her allegiance now lay.

She hadn’t made him clean her again since that first night, but the memory of it refused to fade. The taste of three different loads of cum mixed with her juices lingered in his mouth whenever he thought about it. The way she had held his head between her thighs and spoken so calmly, so explicitly, about how Marcus and his two friends had used her before the tattoo artist had even begun. Maria found himself replaying the scene at the most inconvenient moments, while driving to work, while sitting at his desk configuring servers for Marcus’s company, and even once while Erica was gently fucking his arse in the small back office, praising him in that warm, almost maternal tone she sometimes used.

Erica had noticed something was different. On the Tuesday morning she had looked at him over her coffee and asked, with genuine concern in her voice, “Everything all right at home, darling? You seem… distracted.” Maria had mumbled something vague about Susan adjusting to the new tattoos. Erica had simply smiled and said nothing more at the time. But later that afternoon, when she had him on his knees in her office sucking her cock, she had stroked his hair with surprising gentleness and told him he was a good girl for supporting his wife’s happiness. The contrast between Erica’s almost affectionate dominance and the growing coldness at home made Maria’s head spin.

Tuesday evening, he arrived home just after six. The silver Toyota was already in the driveway. He let himself in quietly, hung up his coat, and called out a soft “I’m home.” There was no answer from the lounge. He climbed the stairs and found Susan in the bedroom, standing in front of the full-length mirror in just her bra and knickers. She was turning slightly from side to side, studying the tattoos with an expression that was part satisfaction and part something darker.

She glanced at him in the reflection and gave a small, distracted smile.

“Hi,” she said. “Dinner’s in the oven. I put a lasagne in earlier.”

Maria nodded. He changed out of his work clothes and into the soft pink satin shorts and matching camisole she had laid out for him that morning. The chastity cage felt snug and inescapable beneath the thin fabric, as it always did now. He went downstairs, checked on the lasagne, and poured himself a glass of water. His hands were shaking slightly. He didn’t know why.

They ate in near silence at the kitchen table. Susan kept glancing at her phone, her attention clearly elsewhere. At one point it buzzed and she smiled, typing a quick reply before setting it face-down again. Maria wanted to ask what was happening. He wanted to ask about the messages, about Marcus, about whether the tattoos still hurt or if she regretted them. But something in her expression stopped him. The old Susan, the sensible, reliable woman who had once chatted easily about her day or asked about his work, felt like a stranger now. In her place was this new version of his wife who carried herself with a quiet, simmering confidence that made him feel smaller every time she looked at him.

After dinner, Susan went upstairs to shower. Maria cleared the table, loaded the dishwasher, and wiped down the surfaces. He was just finishing when he heard her phone ring upstairs. The ringtone was the generic one she used for numbers not saved in her contacts, but he knew instantly that it wasn’t unknown. He knew exactly who it was.

He stood at the bottom of the stairs, listening.

Susan’s voice drifted down from the bedroom, bright and eager in a way he hadn’t heard in months. There was a pause, then a soft, breathy laugh.

“Hey,” she said. “Yeah, I’ve been waiting for you to call.”

Maria’s stomach tightened. He climbed the stairs slowly, stopping on the landing. The bedroom door was slightly ajar. Through the gap he could see Susan sitting on the edge of the bed in a towel, phone pressed to her ear, legs crossed. Her free hand had already slipped between her thighs. She was idly stroking herself, her fingers moving in slow, lazy circles over her clit.

“Uh-huh,” she said, her voice dropping into something warmer. “Tonight? Okay. What do you want me to wear?”

Another pause. Susan’s fingers moved faster. Even from the landing, Maria could see the way her nipples had hardened against the thin towel. She uncrossed her legs slightly, giving herself better access.

“The black micro skirt?” she repeated, a smile in her voice. “The one that barely covers anything? And the sheer crop top? No bra. Yeah, I know which one. Six-inch heels. Full makeup. No knickers.” She laughed again, lower this time, almost husky. “You want me looking like a proper whore for your friends, don’t you?”

Maria’s mouth had gone dry. He gripped the banister tightly, his knuckles turning white.

“Two of them?” Susan asked. Her fingers were moving more deliberately now. “The same ones from last week or new? … Mmm, the tall one with the thick cock. Good. I want them to see the tattoos. I want them to know it’s official now.” She spread her legs wider, two fingers sliding inside herself with an audible, wet sound. “Yes, Sir. I’ll be ready. Forty-five minutes. I’ll text when I’m leaving.”

She ended the call and sat there for a moment, breathing hard. Her fingers remained buried between her legs, slowly working in and out as she stared at nothing. Then she stood up, dropped the towel to the floor, and walked naked across the room to the wardrobe.

Maria stayed frozen on the landing.

When Susan emerged from the bedroom ten minutes later, she looked like an entirely different woman.

The black micro skirt was barely eight inches long, made of a stretchy, clinging material that hugged her hips and arse like a second skin. Every time she moved, the bottom curve of her arse cheeks was visible, the fresh Queen of Spades tattoo flashing in and out of view. She had paired it with a sheer black crop top that was completely see-through. Her full breasts moved freely beneath the thin mesh, her nipples stiff and dark against the fabric. She wore no bra. Her makeup was heavy and deliberate, dark smoky eyes, long false lashes, glossy red lips, and sharp contour that made her cheekbones look even more pronounced. Her platinum blonde hair had been tousled into wild, sexy waves. Six-inch black patent heels made her legs look longer and more toned than ever.

She paused in the hallway to check herself in the mirror, turning slightly to make sure the skirt rode up high enough to show the bottom of the tattoo. Then her eyes found Maria standing at the bottom of the stairs.

Her expression changed instantly.

The warm, aroused look she had worn during the phone call vanished, replaced by something colder and sharper. She came down the stairs slowly, the sound of her heels clicking against the wood with every step. Maria opened his mouth to speak, but she reached him before he could get a word out.

“Don’t,” she said, her voice low and sharp. “Don’t you fucking dare ask me where I’m going.”

“I just…” Maria began, his voice uncertain.

Susan’s hand moved so fast he didn’t have time to react. The slap cracked across his left cheek, snapping his head to the side. Before he could recover, she slapped him again on the right, harder this time. The sting was immediate and fierce, bringing tears to his eyes.

“You nosy little sissy cunt,” she hissed. “You think you get to question me now? After everything? After I marked myself permanently for real men?”

She grabbed the front of his satin camisole and shoved him backwards into the lounge. Maria stumbled, catching his foot on the edge of the rug, and fell against the sofa. Before he could steady himself, Susan was on him again. She followed him into the room, her face flushed, not just with anger, but with something darker and hotter. Her nipples were visibly hard through the sheer black crop top, and the micro skirt had ridden up high on her thighs. He could see the smooth skin just above her pussy and the edge of the fresh “Black Cock Only” tattoo.

Maria tried to push himself upright. “Susan, please,” he said, his voice unsteady. “Just tell me what’s happening. I’m worried…”

The punch to his caged balls came without warning.

Susan’s fist drove straight into the metal cage and the soft, trapped flesh beneath it. The pain was instant and brutal, white-hot and nauseating. It exploded through his groin and shot up into his stomach. Maria doubled over with a choked, broken cry, collapsing to his knees on the carpet.

“Worried?” Susan laughed. The sound was cold and ugly. “You’re not worried. You’re jealous. You’re a pathetic little loser who can’t stand that his wife is finally getting what she needs.”

She grabbed a fistful of his hair and yanked his head back hard, forcing him to look up at her. With her other hand she slapped him across the mouth, open-palmed and vicious. His lip split against his teeth. The sharp, metallic taste of blood flooded his mouth and mixed with the tears already running down his face.

“You don’t get to ask questions anymore, Maria,” she hissed. “You’re the cleanup bitch. That’s all you are. The sissy husband who stays home and waits while real men fuck his wife. Do you understand?”

She didn’t wait for an answer. She punched him in the balls again, harder this time. Maria screamed, a high, ragged sound, and curled forward, his forehead pressing into the carpet. His whole body shook. The cage felt like it was crushing him from the inside. Despite the agony, or perhaps because of it, his trapped cock was desperately trying to harden, leaking steadily into the satin shorts.

Susan stood over him, breathing hard. She reached down, grabbed his chin, and forced his face up again. Her eyes were bright and feverish, her lips slightly parted. For a moment she just looked at him, her husband on his knees in pink satin, crying, face red from her slaps, the obscene bulge of the chastity cage clearly visible.

“Marcus is waiting for me,” she said, her voice low and steady. “Him and two of his friends. They’re going to use every hole I have. They’re going to fuck me while they look at my new tattoos and tell me what a good white married slut I am.” She leaned in closer, her grip on his chin tightening. “And you’re going to stay here. On the floor. Exactly where you belong.”

She let go of his face and stepped back. For a few seconds she simply stood there, looking down at him with a small, cruel smile. Then she turned and walked out of the lounge without another word.

The front door opened and closed. A moment later, her car started in the driveway. Maria heard the crunch of tyres on gravel, then nothing.

He stayed on the floor for a long time.

The pain in his balls throbbed in sickening waves, making him feel like he might be sick. His face burned where she had slapped him. His split lip stung. But underneath all of it, burning hotter than the pain, was the shame, and the sick, undeniable arousal. His caged cock was still leaking, the front of his satin shorts damp and clinging to the metal.

He didn’t move. He simply stayed there on his knees, forehead resting against the carpet, breathing through the ache and the humiliation.

Outside, Susan was already on her way to Marcus and his friends.

The pain in his balls throbbed in deep, sickening waves that made his stomach roll. Every pulse sent fresh nausea rising in his throat. His face still burned from the slaps, the skin hot and tight across his cheeks, and his split lip stung sharply every time he moved his mouth. But underneath all of it, burning hotter and more insistently than the pain, was the shame. And beneath the shame, undeniable and shameful in its own right, was the arousal.

He could still see her in that outfit. The tiny black micro skirt that had barely covered the Queen of Spades tattoo. The sheer crop top that had left nothing to the imagination, her nipples stiff and obvious through the thin mesh. The heavy, deliberate makeup that had transformed her into someone else entirely, someone bold, sexual, and completely unashamed. She had looked like a different woman. A woman who belonged to other men. To black men. To Marcus and whoever else he decided to share her with.

Maria pushed himself up onto his hands and knees, then slowly sat back on his heels. The movement made him wince as fresh pain radiated through his groin. He reached down and cupped the chastity cage through the satin shorts. The metal was damp. He had leaked so much precum that it had soaked through the fabric, leaving a dark, sticky patch. His cock was straining hard against the confines of the cage, desperate for any kind of relief and finding none.

He thought about the tattoo. “Black Cock Only.” Permanent. Right above her pussy. Every time a man fucked her from now on, he would see those words. Every time she spread her legs for someone else, the Queen of Spades would be there on her arse cheek, announcing exactly what she was and who she belonged to. The thought made something twist painfully in his chest even as his caged cock gave another helpless throb.

A soft, broken sound escaped him. He wasn’t sure if it was a sob or a moan.

He crawled the short distance to the sofa and pulled himself up onto it, curling onto his side with his knees drawn up toward his chest. The house was quiet except for the steady ticking of the clock in the hallway. Somewhere in Reading, Susan was probably already at the hotel. She was probably already on her knees or on her back, taking three black cocks while the men admired Marcus’s fresh handiwork on her body. Maria closed his eyes and tried not to picture it. He tried not to imagine the sounds she would make, the way she would moan and beg, coming harder than she ever had with him. He tried not to think about how wet she had been when she left, how her thighs had glistened in the hallway light.

His hand moved almost without his permission. It slipped inside the satin shorts and found the cage. The metal was warm from his body. He couldn’t stroke himself properly, the bars were too close together, so he could only press and rub the exposed head of his cock through the gaps, smearing the leaking precum around with his fingertips. It wasn’t enough. It would never be enough. But he kept doing it anyway, making small, desperate movements while tears ran down his face and the metallic taste of blood lingered on his tongue.

He didn’t know how long he lay there. Long enough for the sharp, stabbing pain in his balls to slowly fade into a deep, dull ache. Long enough for the tears on his cheeks to dry into tight, salty tracks. At some point he must have drifted off, because when he opened his eyes again the room was noticeably darker. The only light came from the streetlamp outside, casting long shadows across the lounge. The clock in the hallway chimed ten.

Maria lay very still, listening to the quiet house. His hand was still inside his shorts, fingers loosely curled around the cage. He felt empty. Used. And beneath it all, still shamefully, achingly hard.

His phone was on the coffee table. Maria reached for it with a shaking hand, the screen lighting up as he unlocked it. No messages. No missed calls. Nothing. Susan hadn’t even texted to say she had arrived safely. Why would she? He wasn’t her husband anymore. Not really. He was something else now. Something smaller. Something she kept around because it was convenient, or perhaps because she enjoyed having a witness to her new life.

He pushed himself upright and winced at the sharp pull in his groin. His face in the hallway mirror was a mess. Red handprints still marked both cheeks. His eyes were puffy and bloodshot. His split lip had already begun to swell, the cut dark against his skin. He looked exactly like what Susan had called him. A pathetic sissy. A loser. The kind of man who stayed on the floor and cried while his wife went out to get fucked by other men.

Maria turned away from his reflection, unable to look at himself any longer, and went slowly upstairs. The bedroom still carried the faint scent of Susan’s perfume, mixed with the sharper, muskier smell of her arousal from when she had touched herself during the phone call. The bed was unmade from where she had sat on the edge of it, the sheets slightly rumpled. He stripped off the pink satin outfit piece by piece, letting it fall to the floor, and climbed into bed in nothing but the chastity cage. He pulled the duvet up to his chin like a child seeking comfort, though he found none.

He lay in the dark for a long time, staring at the ceiling.

Somewhere out there, in a hotel room in Reading, his wife was being fucked by three black men. They were probably looking at the permanent marks she had chosen to wear for them, the words above her pussy and the Queen of Spades on her arse, while they used her. Maria tried not to picture it. He tried not to imagine her moaning, begging, coming harder than she ever had with him. He tried not to think about how wet she had been when she left, or how her thighs had glistened under the hallway light. But the images came anyway, vivid and unwanted.

He rolled onto his side and pressed his face into Susan’s pillow. It still smelled like her, her shampoo, her perfume, and beneath it all, the faint trace of sex. He breathed it in deeply and hated himself for how hard it made his trapped cock. Even now, after everything, his body betrayed him.

He didn’t sleep. Not properly. He drifted in and out of uneasy half-dreams. In one, he could hear Susan moaning in another room, the wet slap of flesh on flesh loud and rhythmic. In another, deep male voices were calling her their white slut while she begged for more cum, her voice high and desperate. Each time he surfaced, the reality of the empty bed beside him felt heavier.

When the front door finally opened just after two in the morning, he was still awake.

He heard her heels on the hallway floor, the sharp clicks echoing in the quiet house. Then the soft click of the bedroom door opening. Susan didn’t turn on the light. She moved quietly in the dark, the faint rustle of clothing as she undressed. The bed dipped as she climbed in beside him. She smelled strongly of sex, sweat, cologne that wasn’t his, and the unmistakable musk of multiple orgasms. Her skin was warm when her leg brushed against his. When she shifted to get comfortable, he felt the sticky residue between her thighs smear lightly against his skin.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t ask if he was awake or how he was. She simply turned her back to him, pulled the duvet up over her shoulder, and within minutes her breathing had deepened into the slow, steady rhythm of sleep.

Maria lay perfectly still beside her, eyes open in the dark. The taste of his own tears still lingered on his lips. The ache in his balls was a constant, dull throb. Somewhere in the house, the clock ticked on, marking the passage of time in the quiet suburban night.

The first call had come, but nothing would ever be the same again.


Chapter 3

In the weeks that followed the first call, Susan’s new life began to consume everything.

The tattoo above her pussy and the Queen of Spades on her arse seemed to have unlocked something that had been building since the accident and the surgeries. Whatever fragile restraint she had been holding onto had finally snapped. She no longer bothered pretending the old routines mattered. The sensible estate-agent clothes stayed in the back of the wardrobe, untouched. Most days she wore tiny skirts that barely covered the bottom curve of her arse, crop tops that left her midriff bare, and heels that made her walk with a deliberate, swaying confidence. When she caught Maria staring, she would smirk and slowly lift the hem of her skirt just enough to flash the bold black letters above her pussy.

“Black Cock Only,” she would say, her voice low and mocking. “Remember that every time you look at me.”

The random calls started coming more frequently. Sometimes twice in one week. Marcus would ring without warning, often at inconvenient times, and Susan would drop whatever she was doing. She would answer with that bright, eager tone she never used with her husband anymore, her posture changing instantly as she listened. Her free hand would drift between her legs almost unconsciously while she took her instructions, her breathing growing heavier as the call went on.

The second call came on a Thursday evening, six days after the first.

Maria had just got home from work. He was still dressed in the satin camisole and shorts Susan had laid out for him that morning, the chastity cage locked and heavy beneath the thin fabric. The house smelled of the lasagne she had put in the oven earlier. Susan was in the kitchen making herself a salad, another new habit. She had started weighing her food on a small set of digital scales and counting calories out loud as she prepared her meals. “Got to stay tight for them,” she had said the day before, running her hands slowly down her sides while she looked at herself in the mirror. “They like it when I’m skinny and toned.”

Her phone rang on the counter. She glanced at the screen, and her whole face changed. The knife she had been using clattered into the sink. She wiped her hands on a tea towel and answered, her voice already softer and breathier than it had been a moment before.

“Hey,” she said. “Yeah, I’m free. What do you need?”

Maria stood in the doorway, watching quietly. Susan leaned back against the counter, one hand sliding under the hem of her short skirt. She wasn’t wearing knickers. She never did now unless Marcus specifically told her to. Her fingers moved slowly between her legs as she listened.

“Uh-huh,” she said, her eyes half-lidded. “The red one? The really short one that rides up when I bend over? … No bra again. Got it. Full makeup. Heels. … How many? Three? Including you?” Her fingers moved faster. Maria could hear the wet sound from across the room. “I’ll be there in an hour. Text me the room number.”

She ended the call and turned to face him. For a moment she looked almost happy, flushed, eyes bright, nipples visibly hard through the thin top she wore. There was a small, satisfied smile on her lips.

“I have to go,” she said simply.

Maria swallowed, his throat suddenly dry. “Susan… can we talk for a second? Before you...”

The slap came fast and hard, cracking across his cheek and sending him stumbling sideways into the fridge. Before he could straighten up, she grabbed a handful of his hair and yanked his head back sharply.

“What did I tell you about asking questions?” she hissed, her face close to his. “You don’t get to do that anymore. You’re not my husband. You’re the sissy who stays home and waits.”

She shoved him down onto his knees on the kitchen floor. With her free hand she pulled the front of his satin shorts down just enough to expose the cage. Then she punched him squarely in the balls.

The pain was immediate and blinding. It exploded through his groin in a sickening wave that made his vision blur. Maria doubled over with a choked gasp, his forehead hitting the cold tiles. Susan didn’t let go of his hair. She held him there while she delivered two more short, sharp punches to the trapped flesh. Each blow landed with a dull, heavy impact that sent fresh agony radiating through his stomach. He cried out, tears springing to his eyes and spilling down his face.

“You’re going to stay right here on the floor until I leave,” she said, her voice calm and cold, as if she were discussing something ordinary. “And when I come back, if you’ve moved, I’ll cane your arse until you can’t sit down for a week. Understand?”

Maria nodded frantically, still curled around the pain. “Yes… yes, Goddess.”

Susan released his hair and stepped over him like he was furniture. She went upstairs without another word. He heard the shower running, then the sound of her moving around the bedroom. Twenty minutes later she came back down.

The red micro skirt was even smaller than the black one from the week before. It was little more than a belt, clinging tightly to her hips. When she walked, the bottom of her arse and the edge of the Queen of Spades tattoo were completely visible. The matching red crop top was sheer enough that her breasts moved freely underneath with every step, her nipples dark and hard against the thin fabric. She had done her makeup heavier than last time, dark smoky eyes, long false lashes, glossy red lips, and sharp contour that made her look older, sharper, and far more sexual. Six-inch red heels completed the look. She looked exactly like what she was becoming; a whore who had been hired for the night.

She checked her reflection in the hallway mirror, turning slightly to make sure the skirt rode up enough to show the tattoo. Then she glanced down at Maria, who was still kneeling on the kitchen floor, clutching himself.

“Be good,” she said, and walked out.

The front door closed. A moment later her car started and drove away.

Maria stayed on the floor for a long time, breathing through the ache in his balls. The pain had settled into a deep, throbbing throb that made his stomach feel hollow. When he finally managed to stand, his legs were shaky. He pulled the satin shorts back up over the cage and limped into the lounge. He didn’t turn on the television. He just sat on the sofa in the dark, staring at nothing, replaying the way she had looked before she left. The way her fingers had been wet when she answered the call. The way she had smiled at the thought of three men waiting for her.

He hated how hard the cage felt. Hated that even while his balls throbbed with pain, his cock was trying to swell inside the metal, leaking steadily into the satin.

The weeks blurred after that.

Another call came the following Monday while Maria was at work. He was in the middle of running diagnostics on the new server when his phone buzzed on the desk. It was a text from Susan, short and to the point; Going out. Don’t wait up. He stared at the message for a long moment before locking the screen again, his stomach tightening in that now-familiar way. When he finally got home that evening, the house was empty and quiet. The lasagne from the night before sat untouched in the fridge. He ate alone at the kitchen table, then moved through the familiar routine of tidying up before heading upstairs. He changed into the soft pink satin shorts and camisole she had left out for him, climbed into bed, and lay there in the dark, staring at the ceiling.

Susan returned just after three in the morning. He heard the front door open and close, followed by the slow, uneven sound of her heels on the stairs. She didn’t turn on any lights. She moved quietly into the bedroom, undressing in the dark before slipping under the duvet beside him. Her skin was warm and slightly damp. She smelled strongly of sweat, expensive cologne that wasn’t his, and the unmistakable musk of sex. When she shifted to get comfortable, he felt the sticky residue between her thighs brush against his leg. She didn’t speak. She simply turned her back to him and fell asleep within minutes.

In the morning, she woke him by pulling the duvet down and spreading her legs. “Clean me,” she said, her voice still thick with sleep. Maria moved down the bed without argument and settled between her thighs. She lay on her back with her legs spread wide, one arm resting behind her head as she watched him. Her pussy was swollen and messy, still glistening with dried cum. She began to speak as he started licking, her tone casual, almost conversational.

“One of them fucked my arse while the other used my mouth,” she said, her hips shifting slightly against his tongue. “They kept switching. Every time one pulled out, the other would take his place. I came so hard with both of them inside me at the same time.” She let out a soft moan as Maria’s tongue pushed deeper. “I could feel them stretching me. It was too much and not enough at the same time.” She came twice on his tongue, her thighs tightening around his head as she ground against his face. Only after the second orgasm did she finally push him away.

She sat up, stretched, and glanced at the clock. “Make breakfast,” she said, as if nothing unusual had happened. “I’m starving.”

A third call arrived on a Friday afternoon. Susan was in the middle of a workout in the spare room, another new habit she had thrown herself into with the same intense focus she now applied to almost everything. She had bought a set of weights and a thick yoga mat, and spent an hour every day doing squats, lunges, and planks while music blasted through her headphones. Sometimes, between sets, she would say it out loud like a private mantra;

“Got to keep this body tight for black cock.”

Maria could already see the difference. Her waist had become noticeably smaller, her stomach flatter and more toned, and her thighs more defined. The tiny skirts and crop tops she wore around the house looked even more provocative on her now.

When the phone rang she dropped the weights immediately. She answered on speaker and began stripping out of her workout clothes while Marcus’s voice filled the room. Maria stood quietly in the doorway, watching as she peeled off her sports bra and tight shorts. She didn’t acknowledge him. She simply listened, her posture shifting as she took her instructions.

She changed into a tiny white skirt that was almost see-through and a pink halter top that tied between her breasts, leaving most of her torso bare. No bra. No knickers. She did her makeup in the car on the way there.

That night, when she came home at two in the morning, she woke him by climbing onto the bed and sitting directly on his face.

“Clean,” she ordered, already grinding her messy cunt against his mouth. “Three loads this time. They took turns while I told them about the tattoo. One of them said he wants to put a baby in me one day. I came so hard when he said it.”

Maria licked and sucked while she rode his face, her hands in his hair. As she spoke, he understood it as role play, the kind of filthy, exaggerated fantasy talk that had become more common since the tattoos. He didn’t believe she actually wanted to get pregnant. Not yet. It was just something that turned her on in the moment. Something she liked saying while other men were using her.

Susan came hard, her thighs clamping around his head as she flooded his mouth. She came again a few minutes later, moaning loudly as she used his face without mercy. Only when she was finally satisfied did she roll off him and collapse onto the bed beside him.

She reached over and patted his cheek, almost affectionately.

“You’re getting better at that,” she said, her voice lazy and content. “Good little cleanup sissy.”

Maria lay there in the dark, his face wet and his caged cock aching, listening to her breathing slow beside him. He thought about the way she had said it, “he wants to put a baby in me one day”, and told himself it was just dirty talk. Just another layer of the fantasy she was building around herself. He had already thrown away the tablets that might have helped bring the old Susan back. Now all he could do was keep up with the version of her that existed.

He closed his eyes and tried to sleep, the taste of other men still thick on his tongue.

The beatings became more frequent whenever he showed any sign of resistance or worry. What had once been occasional slaps or a few strokes of the cane had gradually escalated into something colder and more methodical. Susan no longer needed much of an excuse. A hesitant look, a quiet question, even the wrong expression on his face could be enough to set her off.

One evening, after a particularly long absence, Maria had waited up. It was nearly four in the morning when he finally heard her key in the lock. He was sitting on the sofa in the dark, still dressed in the pink satin shorts and camisole she had left out for him. When Susan stepped into the house, she looked exhausted but satisfied, her makeup smudged, her hair messy, and the scent of sex clinging to her skin.

Maria stood up slowly. “Susan,” he said quietly. “Are you all right?”

She stopped in the hallway and looked at him for a long moment. Her expression didn’t soften. If anything, it hardened. Without a word, she turned and walked over to the umbrella stand by the front door. She reached inside and pulled out the thin rattan cane she had ordered online the week before. It was longer and more flexible than the one she usually used.

“Strip,” she said coldly. “Everything except the cage. Then bend over the back of the sofa.”

Maria hesitated for only a second before obeying. He removed the satin outfit and folded it neatly on the chair, then walked over to the sofa and bent over the back of it, gripping the cushions. His bare arse was presented to her, the cage hanging heavily between his legs.

The first stroke landed without warning.

The cane whistled through the air and cracked viciously across both arse cheeks. Maria gasped, his body jerking forward. The second stroke came almost immediately, harder than the first, cutting across the same spot and leaving a burning line of fire. By the third stroke he was already breathing hard. By the sixth, he was crying openly, his fingers digging into the cushions as his legs began to shake.

Susan didn’t pause. She laid into him with cold, deliberate precision, putting her full strength behind each stroke. The cane landed again and again, the sharp cracks echoing through the quiet house. Maria’s cries quickly turned into sobs. By the tenth stroke, thin red welts had begun to split in places, small beads of blood rising along the raised lines. His arse was a mess of angry red stripes, some overlapping, some crossing diagonally.

He tried to stay in position, but by the fifteenth stroke his legs were buckling. Susan paused only long enough to deliver a sharp slap to the back of his thigh.

“Stay still,” she snapped. “You wanted to ask questions. This is what happens when you forget your place.”

She continued. Twenty. Twenty-five. Thirty. Maria was sobbing uncontrollably now, his face pressed into the sofa cushions, tears soaking the fabric. His arse felt like it was on fire. Every new stroke sent fresh agony ripping through him. By the time she reached thirty-five, his legs had given out completely and he was half-kneeling, half-collapsed over the back of the sofa, his whole body shaking.

Susan finally stopped at forty strokes.

She stood behind him for a moment, breathing steadily, the cane still in her hand. Then she stepped forward and ran her fingers slowly over the ruined flesh of his arse. The welts were raised, angry, and in several places the skin had split. Blood smeared lightly under her fingertips. She traced one particularly vicious welt almost thoughtfully.

“Next time you think about questioning me,” she said quietly, “remember this. You don’t get to worry. You don’t get to ask. You just accept.”

She let the cane drop onto the sofa beside him. Without another word, she turned and walked upstairs. A moment later, Maria heard the shower turn on.

He stayed bent over the back of the sofa for a long time, too afraid to move. His arse throbbed with every heartbeat. Tears continued to run down his face. When he finally managed to stand, his legs were so weak he had to lean against the wall for support. He didn’t dare go upstairs. Instead, he curled up on the rug in the lounge, naked except for the cage, and lay there in the dark until the sun began to rise.

Maria’s body was changing too, though in a different way. The constant low-level fear and the twisted arousal that came with every humiliation were wearing him down from the inside. He slept poorly, often waking in the middle of the night with his heart racing after dreams of Susan moaning for other men. He ate less, picking at his food while she talked about her latest session or showed him new photos on her phone. His face had grown thinner, and dark circles had appeared beneath his eyes. At work, Erica sometimes looked at him with quiet concern and asked if everything was okay at home. He always lied and said yes, forcing a small smile. On those days she would fuck him more gently than usual, stroking his hair while she used his mouth or arse, telling him in a soft voice what a good girl he was. The contrast only made the nights at home feel harsher. Erica’s kindness felt like a temporary reprieve from a reality that was becoming harder and harder to endure.

Susan’s addiction was visible now in everything she did. She talked about Marcus and his friends constantly, even when Maria didn’t ask. She would come home from a session flushed and satisfied and immediately describe how one of them had stretched her, how another had made her beg and cry, how much she loved the feeling of being passed around and filled until she could barely think. Sometimes she would show him videos Marcus had taken of her, short, filthy clips of her on her knees or on her back, her voice hoarse as she thanked the men for using her. She had started sending photos to Marcus regularly; pictures of the tattoos, pictures of her in new outfits, and sometimes even short videos of her touching herself while she moaned his name and told him how much she missed his cock.

One Wednesday evening she received a call while they were eating dinner. Maria had just placed her plate in front of her when her phone lit up on the table. She glanced at the screen, smiled, and answered it without hesitation. She put it on speaker and leaned back in her chair.

“Hey,” she said, her voice warm and familiar. “I was hoping you’d call.”

Marcus’s deep voice filled the kitchen. While he spoke, Susan looked across the table at Maria and pointed at the floor beneath her. Without needing to be told twice, Maria pushed his chair back, crawled beneath the tablecloth on his hands and knees, and knelt between her spread thighs. He pulled her skirt up and pressed his mouth to her already-wet pussy, licking slowly as she continued her conversation above him.

Above the table, Susan chatted casually with Marcus about the outfit she planned to wear for their next meet, about how she wanted to be used harder this time, and about how the tattoos had become a constant reminder of who she belonged to. She occasionally let out a soft moan when Maria’s tongue found her clit, but otherwise she sounded completely relaxed, as if having her husband eat her out under the table while she spoke to her lover was the most natural thing in the world.

When she came, she reached down and gripped his hair through the tablecloth, holding him tightly against her as she ground through her orgasm. Only after the tremors had passed did she push him away with her foot.

“Finish your dinner on the floor like a good pet,” she said, her voice light.

Maria crawled out from under the table and ate the rest of his meal on his hands and knees beside her chair while she continued talking to Marcus above him.

The physical changes in Susan’s body became more obvious with every passing week. She was noticeably skinnier now, her ribs visible when she stretched, her hip bones sharp above the waistband of her tiny skirts. She had started buying clothes in smaller sizes and would sometimes model them for Maria in the evenings, turning slowly in front of him so he could see how the fabric clung to her tighter frame.

“Do you like it?” she would ask, her voice sweet but laced with cruelty. “I’m doing this for them, not for you. They like it when I look like I’m made to be fucked. A skinny little white slut with a tight body and holes that can take anything they give me.”

Maria would always nod, because disagreeing only ever led to pain. He had learned that lesson well.

The beatings varied, but they were becoming more frequent and more creative. Sometimes it was just her open hand across his face, sharp, stinging slaps that left his cheeks burning for hours. Other times she would punch him directly in the cage, delivering short, brutal blows that made him double over and gasp for air. When she was particularly displeased, she used the cane. She would make him strip, bend over, and count each stroke out loud while he cried. She never stopped until he was shaking and his voice was hoarse from sobbing.

Once, after he had quietly suggested that maybe she was seeing Marcus too often, she had made him lie flat on his back on the cold kitchen floor. She stood over him in her heels, looking down at him with a mixture of contempt and amusement. Then she slowly pressed the sole of one shoe down onto his caged cock and balls, grinding it back and forth with deliberate pressure. Maria had sobbed and begged beneath her, but she didn’t stop until he was leaking steadily through the bars of the cage and his face was streaked with tears. Only then did she lift her foot and tell him to clean the sole of her shoe with his tongue.

Through it all, the random calls continued without pause.

Each one followed the same pattern. The phone would ring, and Susan’s face would immediately light up with anticipation. She would answer with that bright, eager tone she reserved only for Marcus, her body already shifting as she listened to his instructions. She would get visibly wet, sometimes touching herself while she spoke, before agreeing to whatever he wanted. Then she would prepare in whatever outfit he had specified for that evening. Sometimes it was the usual micro skirts and sheer tops. Other times it was expensive lingerie hidden beneath a long coat. Once, Marcus had sent her a package containing nothing but a pair of black heels and a thick leather collar with a small tag that read “Property of Black Cock.” She had put both on without hesitation and walked out of the house wearing nothing else.

Maria learned not to ask where she was going. He learned to stay quiet, to keep his head down, and to accept that his wife now belonged to other men in a way that was becoming more permanent with every passing day. He stopped trying to reason with her. He stopped suggesting she slow down. He simply existed in the spaces between her departures and returns, waiting to be used however she needed him when she came home.

But the worst part, the part that made him hate himself the most, was the way his body reacted. No matter how much it hurt, no matter how many times she slapped him, caned him, or punched his cage, his cock still tried to harden inside the metal. When she left for one of the calls, he would find himself hard and leaking within minutes, his body responding to the sound of her heels on the floor and the knowledge of where she was going. When she came home smelling of sex and other men’s cologne, he would get hard again while she made him clean her, his trapped cock throbbing as he tasted what they had left inside her. The shame only made the arousal stronger. He would lie awake afterwards, disgusted with himself, yet unable to stop the way his body betrayed him.

One night, after she had returned from a particularly long session and had fallen asleep beside him, Maria lay awake staring at the ceiling. The bedroom was dark except for the faint glow from the streetlight outside. Susan’s phone was on the bedside table. It lit up with a message, the screen casting a brief, pale light across the room. He didn’t reach for it, he knew better than to touch her phone now, but he saw the name clearly before the screen went dark again.

Marcus.

Susan stirred in her sleep and smiled, the expression soft and content even in unconsciousness. She shifted slightly toward him, her bare leg brushing against his. Maria closed his eyes and tried to will his caged cock to soften. It didn’t. It never did anymore. No matter how exhausted he was, no matter how much shame he felt, his body still responded to the smallest reminders of what his wife had become.

He thought about the man he used to be, the one who had once believed he could protect their marriage, who had thrown away the tablets that might have helped bring her back. That version of himself felt distant now, like someone he had only read about. The Maria who existed in this bed was quieter. Smaller. He no longer fought the reality of their life; he simply endured it, one day at a time.

Outside, the quiet suburban street of Tilehurst slept on, unaware that inside one modest semi-detached house, everything had changed. The woman who had once been a sensible, unremarkable wife now belonged to other men in ways that could never be undone. And the man who had once been her husband had learned, week by week, just how deep his own submission could go.

The calls would keep coming. Susan would keep answering them. And Maria would keep waiting, for her return, for her orders, for whatever new way she found to remind him of his place. There was no end to it in sight. Only the quiet understanding that this was what his life had become, and that resisting it only made the fall steeper.


Chapter 4

The morning after a particularly brutal caning, Maria could barely sit at his desk. The welts across his arse were raised and angry, each one throbbing with a deep, pulsing heat whenever he shifted in the office chair. Susan had made him count every stroke the night before, her voice calm and almost instructional as she brought the rattan down across his skin again and again. Twenty in total. He had cried openly by the end, forehead pressed to the carpet, the chastity cage digging painfully into his trapped cock with every sob that shook his body. She had left him there for nearly an hour afterward, bent over and shaking, before finally telling him to get up and go to bed.

Now, at work, he moved carefully, trying not to wince when he reached for the keyboard or leaned forward to check a cable. Every small movement sent fresh sparks of pain through his bruised flesh. The chastity cage felt heavier than usual beneath his clothes, the same plain trousers and shirt he wore over the lace underwear and camisole Susan insisted on. The bruises on his face from the slaps earlier in the week had faded to faint yellow marks, but the ones on his arse were fresh and impossible to ignore. He could feel them with every breath, a constant, burning reminder of the night before.

Erica noticed immediately.

She came into the small server room just after ten, carrying two mugs of coffee. She was dressed in her usual tailored black trousers and crisp white blouse, her dark hair pulled back neatly, looking every inch the confident business owner. Only the slight bulge at the front of her trousers and the knowing, slightly concerned way she looked at him gave away anything else.

“You’re moving like you got run over,” she said, handing him one of the mugs. Her voice was gentle, almost soft. “Rough night?”

Maria took the coffee with both hands, staring down into the dark liquid. He didn’t trust himself to meet her eyes right away. “Something like that.”

Erica leaned against the server rack, sipping her own drink. For a while she didn’t push. They talked about work instead, the new firewall rules he was implementing, a glitch in the backup system from the day before, the client meeting she had scheduled for later that afternoon. It felt almost normal. Almost like he was just an ordinary employee having an ordinary conversation with his boss. For a few minutes, he could almost pretend that his life outside these walls was still intact.

But Erica kept watching him. When he winced while reaching for a cable, she set her mug down on the rack and crossed her arms.

“Maria,” she said quietly. “Talk to me. What’s going on at home?”

He hesitated. The words had been building for weeks, ever since the first call, the tattoo, the way Susan had started disappearing at a moment’s notice, coming home marked and satisfied and crueler every time. The beatings when he asked questions. The way she talked about Marcus and his friends like they were the only thing that mattered now. The way her body was changing, getting skinnier and tighter because she wanted to look good for them. He had told himself he could handle it. That this was just a phase, like before. That he loved her enough to endure it. But last night, lying awake beside her while she slept with the scent of other men still on her skin, something inside him had finally cracked.

He set the coffee down on the rack and rubbed his face with both hands, as if he could wipe away the exhaustion and the shame.

“It’s Susan,” he said finally, his voice low. “She’s… different. Ever since the tattoo. Marcus keeps calling her. Random times, day or night. Tells her what to wear and where to go. She just drops everything and leaves. Sometimes she’s gone all night. When I try to ask where she’s going or if she’s okay, she…” His voice cracked. He gestured vaguely at his face, at the way he was sitting. “She gets angry. Really angry.”

Erica listened without interrupting. Her expression didn’t change much, calm, attentive, almost sympathetic. She simply nodded slowly, encouraging him to keep going.

“I’m terrified,” Maria admitted. The words came out in a rush now, as if once he started he couldn’t stop. “She’s obsessed. She talks about them constantly. About how good it feels to be used by them. She’s dieting and exercising like crazy because she says they like her skinny and toned. She comes home and makes me…” He stopped, cheeks burning with shame. “She makes me clean her. Tells me every detail while I do it. And if I say anything, if I even look worried, she beats me. Last night she caned me twenty times because I asked if she was all right.”

He looked down at his hands. They were shaking. He clenched them into fists and rested them on his thighs.

“I don’t know what to do,” he whispered. “I love her. But this is… it’s too much. She’s not the same person anymore. And I’m scared of what’s going to happen if it keeps going like this.”

Erica was quiet for a long moment. She picked up her coffee again and took a slow sip, studying him over the rim of the mug. When she finally spoke, her voice was gentle but steady.

“Maria,” she said at last, “I need you to understand something. What Susan is doing isn’t random. It’s not just an affair or a phase she’s going through. Marcus runs a very specific kind of service. An exclusive one. High-end. He connects certain white married women with black men who want to use them. Not casual hookups. Proper arrangements. Susan is one of his girls now. One of the best, from what I’ve heard.”

Maria stared at her. The words didn’t make sense at first. They landed like stones in his stomach, heavy and cold.

“His… girls?” he repeated, the word tasting strange in his mouth.

Erica nodded. “Escort work, but very targeted. These women want black cock. They want to be used by it, passed around, fucked hard. Some of them do private meets. Some do group sessions. Orgies. Susan’s been doing both. Marcus calls her when there’s demand, tells her exactly what to wear and how to present herself, and she goes. That’s what the random calls are. She’s not cheating on you in the normal sense. She’s working for him.”

Maria felt like the floor had tilted beneath him. He gripped the edge of the server rack to steady himself, his knuckles turning white. The hum of the machines around them suddenly seemed too loud.

“She’s… selling herself?” The question came out small and broken, barely more than a whisper.

“Not exactly selling,” Erica said, her tone still matter-of-fact, almost gentle. “It’s more like she’s part of a curated group. Marcus vets the men carefully. Keeps it exclusive. The women get what they want, big black cocks, rough use, the feeling of being completely owned for a few hours, and the men get willing white married sluts who are eager for it. Susan fits the profile perfectly now. Especially with the tattoos. That Queen of Spades on her arse? That’s basically a uniform in this world. It tells every bull who sees it exactly what she is and what she’s open to.”

Maria’s mouth had gone dry. He could hear his own heartbeat pounding in his ears, loud and unsteady.

“She told me about the tattoo,” he said weakly. “She said Marcus took her to get it done after he and two friends fucked her. She was still full of their cum when the artist started.”

Erica gave a small, almost fond smile, as if she were talking about a friend’s new hobby rather than something that was destroying Maria’s life.

“That sounds like her. She’s embracing it fully. And from what Marcus has said to me, she’s very good at it. Eager. Submissive when she needs to be, filthy when they want her to talk. She lets them use every hole. Lets them call her names. Lets them take pictures and videos sometimes. She comes home to you and makes you clean up the evidence because that’s part of the thrill for her now, knowing her sissy husband is licking other men’s cum out of her while she tells him how much better they are.”

Maria closed his eyes. The image was too vivid, too immediate. He could taste it again, the thick, bitter salt of multiple loads, the way Susan had ground against his face and moaned about how they had stretched her. His stomach turned.

“Why?” he asked, voice barely above a whisper. “Why is she doing this? She was never like this before the accident. Before the surgeries.”

Erica shrugged lightly, though there was a trace of sympathy in her eyes.

“The injury changed her. Some people get hypersexual after something like that. The filters come off. The shame disappears. For Susan, it unlocked a deep need to be used and degraded by black men specifically. And once she started, it became addictive. The more she did it, the more she wanted. The random calls feed that addiction. She doesn’t know when Marcus is going to ring or what he’s going to ask her to do, and that uncertainty makes it hotter for her. She lives for it now.”

Maria swallowed hard. His hands were still shaking against the server rack.

“And the breeding?” The word felt foreign and heavy in his mouth. “She mentioned one of them wanting to put a baby in her. She came when she told me about it.”

Erica looked at him steadily, her expression calm but serious.

“That’s part of it for a lot of them. The ultimate submission. Being bred by black cock. Some of the women in Marcus’s group have already done it. They get pregnant, carry the baby, and keep serving. It’s a whole lifestyle for them. The Black New World Order crowd, white women who believe their purpose is to submit to and be bred by superior black men. Susan is heading in that direction. Fast. The way she talks about it when she’s with Marcus and his friends… she’s not just playing along. She wants it.”

Maria felt sick. The room seemed to shrink around him. He could picture it too clearly, Susan on her back, legs spread wide, begging one of them to cum inside her, to breed her white married cunt while the others watched and encouraged him. The thought made his stomach turn even as his caged cock gave a helpless, shameful twitch inside the lace.

“I can’t stop her,” he said. The words came out flat, almost lifeless. “She beats me if I even look worried. She says I’m just the cleanup bitch now. That my only purpose is to support what she wants.”

Erica reached out and touched his shoulder, a surprisingly gentle gesture. Her hand was warm through the fabric of his shirt.

“You probably can’t stop her,” she said honestly. “Not unless she wants to stop. And right now she doesn’t. She’s happier than I’ve ever seen her. More alive. The only thing you can do is decide how you’re going to live with it. Some husbands in this situation fight it and destroy themselves. Others accept it and find their own place in it, like you already have, in a way. The cleaning. The beatings. The way you get hard even when it hurts. That’s not nothing, Maria. That’s submission. And Susan needs that from you as much as she needs the black cocks.”

Maria stared at her. He wanted to argue. He wanted to say he didn’t want any of this, that he was terrified and ashamed and that his wife was disappearing into something dangerous. But the words wouldn’t come. Because underneath the fear there was something else, a dark, shameful throb of arousal at the thought of Susan being bred, of her coming home swollen and marked and making him lick her while she told him whose baby it was. He hated himself for it. The thought made his stomach turn even as his caged cock gave a helpless twitch.

Erica squeezed his shoulder once more and let go.

“You don’t have to decide anything today,” she said. “Just know that this isn’t going to stop. Marcus isn’t going to get bored. Susan isn’t going to suddenly go back to being the woman you married. This is who she is now. And you’re either going to keep trying to fight it and get hurt, or you’re going to find a way to live inside it with her.”

She picked up her mug and turned to leave, then paused in the doorway.

“If you need to talk more, or if you need somewhere to go after a bad night, you can always come here,” she said. “I mean that. You’re not alone in this, even if it feels like it.”

Then she was gone, leaving Maria alone in the server room with the steady hum of the machines and the taste of bile rising in the back of his throat.

He tried to go back to work. He really did. He sat at the desk and opened the configuration files, staring at lines of code until they blurred into meaningless shapes. But every few minutes his mind dragged him back to the conversation.

Susan was working for Marcus. Not just fucking him. She was part of an exclusive service that supplied white married women to black men who wanted to use them like whores. The random calls were job assignments. The outfits, the makeup, the way she dropped everything and left without explanation, all of it was her answering when her handler rang. And she loved it. She came home glowing. She talked about it constantly. She sent photos and videos like she was proud of it.

The breeding talk wasn’t just dirty talk. It was something she was actively moving toward. The skinnier body, the constant exercise, the way she presented the tattoos like badges of honour, all of it was preparation for a future where she might carry a black man’s child while still serving others. He could see it now. The way she touched her stomach sometimes when she thought he wasn’t looking. The way she had come so hard when that man had said he wanted to breed her.

Maria’s caged cock was hard and leaking inside the lace. He hated it. He pressed the heel of his hand against it through his trousers, trying to will it down, but the pressure only made it worse. He could feel the precum soaking into the fabric, warm and shameful.

He thought about going home that evening. About Susan possibly being there or possibly not. About the possibility of another call coming while he was still bruised from the caning. About her coming back later with fresh cum leaking down her thighs and making him clean it while she told him she wanted to be bred. While she told him this was what she was meant for now.

He thought about the Queen of Spades on her arse and the words above her pussy and how permanent they were. How every man who fucked her now would see them and know exactly what she was. How they would know she wasn’t his anymore.

A soft, broken sound escaped him. He dropped his head into his hands, elbows resting on the desk.

He was powerless.

Completely, utterly powerless.

And the worst part was that some sick, twisted part of him was already starting to accept it. Not just endure it, accept it. Crave the moments when she came home marked and used. Crave the taste of what they left inside her. Crave the sharp sting of her hand across his face when he forgot his place. Crave the way she looked at him when she made him clean her, like he was exactly where he belonged.

Erica was right. This wasn’t going to stop.

Susan was gone. The woman he had married had been replaced by someone who belonged to black cock now, body and soul. And he was the sissy husband left behind to serve whatever was left of her.

Maria sat in the server room for a long time, staring at nothing, while the machines hummed around him and his caged cock throbbed with shameful, unwanted need. He could still hear Erica’s words echoing in his head. This isn’t going to stop. Every time he tried to push the thought away, it came back stronger. Susan wasn’t going to change. She wasn’t going to wake up one morning and decide she wanted their old life back. She was happy like this. She was thriving. And he was trapped in the wreckage of it, getting hard from the very things that were destroying him.

When Erica came back an hour later and found him still sitting there, she didn’t say anything at first. She simply stepped inside, closed the door behind her, and turned the lock with a quiet click. The sound made Maria’s stomach tighten. She walked over to where he sat, reached down, and gently cupped his chin, tilting his face up toward her.

He didn’t resist when she guided his head forward.

Erica had already pulled up the front of her skirt. She wasn’t wearing trousers, and beneath the fabric she was half-hard. She stroked herself slowly as she brought his mouth to her cock, the head brushing against his lips. Maria opened without being told, taking her between his lips with quiet obedience. The taste of her skin was familiar by now, clean, slightly musky, and warm. He sucked gently at first, his tongue moving along the underside as she grew harder in his mouth. Erica’s hand rested on the back of his head, not forcing, just holding him there as she began to move her hips in slow, shallow thrusts.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice low and warm. “Good girl. Just like that.”

Maria closed his eyes and let himself sink into it. The rhythm was steady and almost soothing compared to everything else in his life right now. Erica stroked his hair with her free hand while she fucked his mouth, occasionally murmuring soft praise. When she came, she held him in place, her cock pulsing against his tongue as thick, hot spurts filled his throat. Maria swallowed without being told, his eyes watering as he took everything she gave him. Only when she had finished did she gently pull back, wiping the tears from his cheeks with her thumb.

“Whatever you decide,” she said softly, “you’re not alone.”

She didn’t give him time to answer. Instead, she turned him around and bent him over the desk. Maria’s dress was already short, and Erica simply lifted the hem up over his waist, exposing him. She spent a few minutes fingering him, slow, careful strokes that made his caged cock leak steadily onto the floor beneath him. When she was ready, she rubbed herself back to hardness against his arse before pushing inside.

She fucked him hard, but not cruelly. Each thrust was deep and deliberate, her hands gripping his hips as she took what she wanted. Maria pressed his forehead to the desk and took it, his body rocking forward with every stroke. The cage swung uselessly between his legs, and he could feel the steady drip of precum from the tip. Erica didn’t speak much, but every so often she would lean down and press a kiss between his shoulder blades, or murmur “good girl” against his skin.

When she came inside him, she stayed buried deep for a long moment, breathing against his back. Then she pulled out slowly and helped him stand. She wiped him down gently with tissues from her desk before straightening her skirt.

“Whatever you decide,” she repeated, softer this time. “You’re not alone.”

But as Maria drove home that evening through the quiet streets of Tilehurst, the bruises on his arse still burning against the seat, he had never felt more alone in his life.

Susan’s car was in the driveway when he pulled up.

The lights were on in the bedroom. He already knew, before he even opened the front door, that another call had come while he was gone.


Chapter 5

Maria sat in the car outside their house in Tilehurst for nearly twenty minutes before he could bring himself to go inside.

The conversation with Erica kept replaying in his head on a loop, every word landing heavier the more he turned it over. Susan wasn’t just having an affair. She was working for Marcus, part of an exclusive arrangement that supplied white married women to black men who wanted to use them. The random calls were job assignments. The outfits, the heavy makeup, the way she dropped everything and left without explanation, all of it was her answering when her handler rang. And the breeding talk wasn’t just dirty talk. It was something she was actively moving toward. The skinnier body, the constant exercise, the way she presented the tattoos like badges of honour, all of it was preparation for a future where she might carry a black man’s child while still serving others.

He had known, deep down, that it was bad. But hearing it laid out so calmly by Erica had made it real in a way he couldn’t ignore anymore. His wife was a whore for black cock now. Not in the casual sense. In the organised, deliberate, addictive sense. And she loved it.

The bruises on his arse from the caning still throbbed against the car seat. His face felt tight from the earlier slaps. The cage was a constant, heavy presence between his legs, pressing against the lace underwear beneath his trousers. He stared at the lit windows of their semi-detached house and tried to imagine walking in there and pretending everything was normal, sitting down to dinner, asking about her day, acting like his wife hadn’t just been confirmed as part of some high-end escort service for black men.

He couldn’t.

When he finally unlocked the front door, the house smelled of Susan’s perfume and something warmer, the lingering scent of recent sex. She was home. He could hear movement upstairs, the soft creak of floorboards and the faint sound of a drawer closing.

Maria stood in the hallway for a long moment, coat still on, keys gripped tightly in his hand. His heart was already beating too fast. He took a slow breath, trying to steady himself, then climbed the stairs.

Susan was in the bedroom, standing in front of the mirror in just a short silk robe that barely covered the bottom of her arse. The Queen of Spades tattoo flashed when she moved, the fresh ink still slightly raised. She had clearly just got out of the shower; her platinum blonde hair was damp and clinging to her neck and shoulders, and her skin was flushed pink from the heat. She glanced at him in the reflection and gave a small, distracted smile.

“You’re late,” she said, tying the belt of the robe a little tighter. “Dinner’s in the oven. I made pasta.”

Maria closed the bedroom door behind him. The soft click of the latch sounded far too final. His heart was hammering so hard he could feel it in his throat. He stood there for a second, trying to find the right words, before speaking.

“Susan,” he said quietly. “We need to talk.”

She turned around properly then, tying the robe loosely at her waist. The movement made the silk fall open enough to show the “Black Cock Only” tattoo above her smooth pussy. She looked at him properly now, her head tilted slightly, as if she could already sense the shift in him.

“About what?” she asked, though her tone had already sharpened.

Maria swallowed. His mouth felt dry.

“About Marcus. About what you’re doing with him. I spoke to Erica today.”

Susan’s expression didn’t change much at first. She just looked at him, head tilted slightly, like she was waiting to see how far he would go.

“I know what’s happening,” Maria continued, the words coming out in a rush now. “She told me. You’re not just seeing him. You’re working for him. He’s got some kind of service. White married women who want black men. You go when he calls. You let them use you however they want. The tattoos… the way you dress… it’s all part of it. And the breeding talk, it’s not just talk, is it? You’re actually thinking about it.”

He stopped, breathing hard. His hands were shaking at his sides.

Susan stared at him for another few seconds. Then she laughed, a short, cold sound that made the hair on the back of his neck stand up.

“You spoke to Erica,” she repeated, her voice deceptively quiet. “About me.”

“I was worried,” Maria said. “After last night. After all the calls and the way you’ve been acting. I needed to understand what was happening to you. To us.”

Susan took a step closer. The robe slipped further open, but she made no move to close it. Her eyes were sharp now, all trace of the distracted smile gone.

“You needed to understand,” she said softly. “So you went behind my back and talked to your boss about how I like to get fucked.”

“Susan, please…”

The slap came without warning, harder than any of the ones before. It snapped his head to the side with enough force to make his vision blur for a second. Before he could recover, she grabbed him by the front of his shirt and slammed him back against the wardrobe so hard the wood rattled. Her face was inches from his, her expression twisted with fury.

“You stupid, nosy little cunt,” she hissed. “Do you have any idea what you’ve done? Do you think Erica needed to know any of that? Do you think I want my private life discussed at work like it’s fucking office gossip?”

She slapped him again, then again in quick succession, the strikes landing on both cheeks until his ears were ringing and his head was spinning. Maria tried to raise his arms to shield himself, but she shoved them down roughly and drove her fist into his stomach. The breath left him in a violent rush. He doubled over, and she immediately grabbed a fistful of his hair, yanking his head back up so he was forced to look at her.

“You don’t get to investigate me,” she said, her voice low and venomous. “You don’t get to ask questions. You don’t get to worry. Your only job is to stay quiet, do what you’re told, and clean up when I come home. That’s it. That’s all you’re good for now.”

She punched him in the stomach again, then lower, her fist connecting squarely with the chastity cage through his trousers. Pain exploded through his groin, sharp and nauseating. Maria cried out and tried to fold forward, but she held him upright by the hair and delivered two more short, brutal punches directly to his trapped balls. He sobbed, tears spilling down his face immediately. The pain was blinding. His legs buckled, but Susan kept him pinned against the wardrobe, hitting him again and again until he was shaking and gasping for air.

“Say thank you,” she ordered, her voice cold.

Maria choked on the words, his voice thick with tears. “Th-thank you…”

“Louder.”

“Thank you, Goddess!”

She released his hair and stepped back. Maria slid down the wardrobe until he was on his knees, one hand clutching his groin, the other braced against the floor to keep himself from collapsing completely. He was crying openly now, shoulders shaking, his face streaked with tears.

Susan looked down at him for a moment, her breathing steady and controlled. Maria remained on his knees, one hand still clutching his groin, his face streaked with tears and his split lip swollen. The pain in his balls had settled into a deep, nauseating throb, and every small movement made him wince.

Without another word, Susan turned and walked over to the bed. She picked up her phone from the bedside table, tapped the screen a few times, and then turned it toward him so he could see the video call connecting.

Marcus’s face appeared almost immediately. He was in a hotel room, shirtless, leaning back against the headboard with a lazy grin when he saw Susan.

“There she is,” he said. “You ready for your visit, baby?”

“Almost,” Susan replied, her voice suddenly sweet and playful again. She angled the phone so Maria was visible on the floor behind her. “Needed to discipline this bitch first. He’s been running his mouth.”

Marcus chuckled, the sound low and amused. “Ouch… They’re almost there though.”

Maria’s ears pricked up. They’re coming over? To their house?

Before he could fully process what that meant, the doorbell rang downstairs. Susan’s face lit up with excitement. She let out a small, girlish giggle, set the phone down on the bed still on the call, and ran out of the room without bothering to close her robe.

Maria stayed frozen on his knees, heart pounding. He could hear her bare feet on the stairs, then the front door opening. Muffled voices drifted up from the hallway, deep, male voices, followed by Susan’s lighter, eager laughter. A moment later, footsteps came up the stairs.

Two black men stepped into the bedroom, already stripped naked. One was tall and lean, with long limbs and a thick cock already half-hard, swinging heavily between his legs. The other was broader and more heavily built, with thick arms and a heavier frame. Both of them stopped when they saw Maria kneeling on the floor, his face wet with tears, still clutching his balls.

“Damn,” the taller one said, letting out a short laugh. “He looks fucked up.”

“He’s been crying,” the broader one added, smirking. “You been beating on him again, Suze?”

Susan smiled as she stepped back into the room, completely naked now. She picked up the phone again and turned it toward herself so Marcus could see her properly. She let the robe fall the rest of the way open, then slipped it off her shoulders and let it drop to the floor.

“I had to remind him of his place,” she said, her tone casual, as if she were talking about something ordinary. “He went and talked to someone about me today. About us.”

Marcus chuckled again on the other end of the call. “That right? What’d you tell them, cuck?”

Susan looked down at Maria, who was still hunched over on the floor. “Tell them what Erica said.”

Maria shook his head, still hunched over the pain in his balls. “Susan, please…”

She stepped forward and kicked him lightly in the side, not hard enough to injure, but enough to make him flinch and gasp.

“Tell them.”

He swallowed, his voice hoarse and shaky. “She said… you work for Marcus. That you’re one of his girls. That he sends you to meet black men and you let them use you. That the calls are jobs.”

The two men laughed. The broader one reached down and stroked his cock slowly while he watched Maria on the floor.

“Smart girl, that Erica,” Marcus said from the phone. “She tell you about the breeding too?”

Maria didn’t answer. Susan kicked him again, harder this time, the ball of her foot pressing into his ribs.

“Answer him.”

“Yes,” Maria whispered, eyes on the floor. “She said some of the women get bred.”

Susan smiled, satisfied. She turned the phone back toward herself and climbed onto the bed on all fours, arching her back and presenting her arse and pussy to the camera. The Queen of Spades tattoo and the words above her cunt were clearly visible under the bedroom light.

“That’s right,” she said, voice bright and filthy as she looked directly into the phone. “And I’m going to be one of them. But first I’m going to let these two ruin me while my pathetic husband watches.”

She reached back and spread herself with one hand, showing off her wet pussy and the Queen of Spades tattoo on her arse to the camera.

“Come on, boys. Show him what real men do to his wife.”

The phone was propped up on the bedside table, angled perfectly so Marcus could watch everything from his hotel room. He had business elsewhere and couldn’t be there in person, but he wasn’t going to miss the show. He stroked himself slowly as he watched, his thick cock already hard.

The tall, lean man positioned himself behind Susan first. He gripped her hips and pushed his thick cock into her pussy in one smooth, deliberate thrust. Susan moaned loudly, pushing back against him until he was buried to the hilt.

“That’s it,” she gasped, looking over her shoulder at Maria. “Fuck me. Show him how much better you are.”

The broader man moved around to her front and fed his cock into her mouth. Susan sucked him greedily, her lips stretching around his shaft while the tall man fucked her steadily from behind. The wet, obscene sounds of skin slapping against skin and Susan’s muffled moans filled the room.

Maria stayed on his knees on the floor, tears still running down his face. His balls ached with every heartbeat from the earlier beating. His caged cock was straining painfully inside the metal, leaking steadily into the lace underwear. He hated how hard he was. He hated that the sight of his wife being used like this, right in front of him, was making him throb.

Susan pulled off the cock in her mouth long enough to look at the phone.

“Maria,” she said, her voice thick with lust. “Crawl over here. On your knees. I want you to lick me while they use me.”

He hesitated for a second too long. Susan’s eyes narrowed dangerously.

“Now.”

Maria crawled forward on his hands and knees until he was right beside the bed. Susan shifted slightly, lowering her hips so her pussy was closer to the edge of the mattress. The tall man kept fucking her the entire time, his thick cock sliding in and out of her just inches from Maria’s face. The strong, musky smell of sex hit him immediately, Susan’s arousal mixed with the scent of another man.

Susan grabbed a fistful of Maria’s hair and yanked his face in between her legs.

“Lick,” she ordered. “Lick my clit while he fucks me. Taste what a real man feels like inside your wife.”

Maria obeyed. His tongue found her swollen clit and began licking in small, desperate strokes while the tall man’s cock moved above it. Every thrust pushed more of Susan’s juices and the man’s precum onto his tongue. The taste was overwhelming, salty, bitter, and unmistakably masculine. He could feel the man’s balls brushing against his chin with every deep stroke.

“Look at that sissy,” the broader man laughed, watching from above while Susan stroked his cock. “Eating pussy while his wife gets fucked.”

“Pathetic,” the taller one agreed, his voice rough as he kept pounding into Susan. “Bet he’s hard in that cage right now.”

Susan moaned loudly and ground her pussy against Maria’s face, forcing his tongue harder against her clit.

“He is,” she said, her voice breathless but cruel. “He always gets hard when I hurt him or humiliate him. He’s a natural cuckold slut. Aren’t you, Maria?”

Maria couldn’t answer with his mouth full. He just kept licking, tears mixing with the mess on his face as the tall man’s cock kept sliding in and out of his wife inches from his tongue.

Marcus groaned on the phone, stroking himself faster as he watched.

Susan came first. Her thighs started shaking and she cried out, grinding hard against Maria’s face as her orgasm hit her. The tall man followed soon after, groaning as he buried himself deep and pumped his load inside her. Maria could feel every pulse of the man’s cock against his tongue as he filled his wife.

He pulled out slowly. Thick, pearly cum immediately began to leak from Susan’s stretched pussy, running down in heavy strands over Maria’s tongue and chin. The smell was strong, musky, masculine, and mixed with Susan’s own juices.

“Clean it,” Susan said, her voice breathless but commanding. “Get every drop out if you don’t want me getting pregnant. Yeah, baby… that’s right. I ain’t on birth control no more.”

The second man moved behind her without hesitation. Maria watched, still licking, as another thick cock pushed into his wife’s cum-filled cunt. Susan moaned again, deeper this time, and pushed back to take it all. The new cock displaced even more of the first load, forcing it out around the shaft and straight onto Maria’s tongue.

Maria licked desperately, catching the thick mixture of cum and her juices as it leaked out around the thrusting cock. The taste was stronger now, richer, more bitter, and unmistakably filthy. Susan held his head firmly in place with one hand while the man fucked her, grinding her messy pussy against Maria’s mouth with every thrust.

By the time the second man finished inside her, Susan was shaking with another orgasm. She pulled Maria’s face harder against her as she came, smothering him in the mess, forcing him to swallow everything that poured out of her. He could feel the man’s cock pulsing deep inside her as he unloaded, and every throb pushed more cum out onto his tongue.

When it was over, she pushed him back onto the floor with her foot. Susan sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread wide, thick cum leaking steadily from her well-used pussy and dripping onto the carpet between her feet.

“You see?” she said quietly, looking down at him. “This is what I need now. This is what makes me feel alive. And you’re going to support it. You’re going to clean me every time I come home like this. You’re going to take the beatings when you forget your place. And you’re going to be grateful that I still keep you around at all.”

She picked up the phone and blew a kiss to Marcus on the screen.

“I love you, baby,” she said sweetly.

“I love you too,” Marcus replied, his voice thick with satisfaction. The video call ended.

Maria looked up at her through tear-blurred eyes. His face was covered in cum and her juices. His balls throbbed with pain from the earlier beating. His caged cock was leaking so much that the front of his trousers was soaked through.

Susan reached down and wiped some of the mess from his cheek with her thumb, then pushed it into his mouth. Maria sucked it clean without being told.

“You’re lucky,” she said, her voice soft but cruel. “Most women in my position would have left their pathetic husbands by now. But I keep you. Because you’re mine. My little sissy cleanup bitch. And as long as you remember that, we can keep doing this.”

She stood up, cum still running down her inner thighs in thick rivulets, and walked toward the bathroom without another word to the men on the call. The two men remained on the bed, chuckling as they watched Maria on the floor.

“Be glad we’re straight, sissy,” the taller one said with a grin. “Or you’d be the next one getting railed tonight.”

The broader man laughed. “Yeah. Lucky little bitch. You get to watch and clean. That’s more than most cucks get.”

Maria stayed on his knees for a long time after the shower started running. His body hurt. His face stung. His balls ached with every small movement. But underneath all of it was the same shameful, undeniable throb of arousal that had been growing stronger with every humiliation.

He had tried to confront her. He had tried to understand. And she had broken him for it.

Erica was right, he was powerless, and the worst part was that some broken part of him was already starting to accept it completely.

Maria pushed himself to his feet on shaking legs and went to shower, the taste of multiple loads of cum still thick on his tongue and the sound of Susan’s moans still echoing in his head.


Chapter 6

Maria drove to his parents’ house in a daze.

It was late afternoon on a Saturday, the kind of quiet suburban day that used to feel comforting. The streets of Tilehurst were lined with neatly trimmed hedges and parked family cars. Now everything felt wrong. The confrontation with Susan two nights earlier had broken something inside him that he wasn’t sure could be fixed. The beating had been the worst yet, the repeated punches to his cage while she made him thank her, the video call where she had forced him to lick her while three black men used her in front of him. He could still taste them on his tongue if he thought about it too long. Still feel the deep ache in his balls.

He had spent the last two days barely speaking to her. Susan had gone about her life as if nothing had happened, working out in the spare room every morning, checking her phone constantly with that eager look on her face, dressing in the tiny skirts and sheer tops that had become her uniform. She hadn’t received any calls while he was home, but he knew they would come. They always did. It was only a matter of time before Marcus rang again and she disappeared for hours, coming back marked and satisfied and ready to remind him of his place.

He couldn’t stay in the house with her anymore without feeling like he was losing his mind. The walls felt like they were closing in. Every time he looked at her, he saw the tattoos. Every time she smiled at her phone, he imagined what she was arranging. He needed to talk to someone. Anyone. And the only people left who might still see him as a person rather than a pathetic sissy were his parents.

He hadn’t told them anything about what had been happening. They knew Susan had changed after the accident and the surgeries, they had seen the shift in her personality, the way she had become more confident and distant, but they had no idea how far things had gone. Maria had protected them from it. He had kept the worst of it to himself. Now he was desperate enough to risk telling them the truth, or at least some version of it. He needed to hear someone say that he wasn’t completely insane for feeling this way.

He pulled into the driveway of the neat semi-detached house where he had grown up. His father’s car was parked in its usual spot. His mother’s wasn’t. That was fine. He could talk to his dad first. Tom had always been the more level-headed of his parents. Maybe he could help him make sense of everything.

Maria knocked on the front door and waited. When no one answered after a minute, he tried the handle. It was unlocked.

“Dad?” he called as he stepped inside. “Mum?”

The house was quiet. He closed the door behind him and walked through to the lounge. Empty. The television was off. He was about to call out again when he heard a muffled sound from upstairs, a low, drawn-out moan, followed by a man’s voice murmuring something he couldn’t quite make out.

Maria froze at the bottom of the stairs.

The sound came again. Definitely his father’s voice. And it wasn’t in pain. It was low, rough, and unmistakably sexual.

A cold feeling settled in his stomach. He climbed the stairs slowly, each step heavier than the last. His heart was already beating too fast. The master bedroom door was slightly ajar, a thin strip of light spilling out into the hallway. He stopped outside it, his hand hovering near the doorframe, heart pounding so hard he could feel it in his throat.

Through the gap he could see the bed. His father, Tom, was on his back, completely naked. A much younger man, skinny, probably eighteen or nineteen, with messy dark hair and smooth pale skin, was straddling him, riding his cock with slow, deliberate movements. Tom’s hands were on the boy’s hips, guiding him. The boy was moaning softly, head tipped back, his own cock hard and leaking against Tom’s stomach.

Maria stood frozen in the doorway, unable to move or speak. His mind refused to process what he was seeing. This couldn’t be real. His father, the quiet, dependable man who had worked the same job for thirty years, who mowed the lawn every Sunday and watched football on weekends, was fucking a teenage boy in the bed he shared with Maria’s mother.

He couldn’t look away.

The boy leaned down and kissed Tom deeply. Tom kissed him back with a hunger Maria had never seen from his father before. One of Tom’s hands slid up the boy’s back and into his hair, holding him close while they fucked. The sight was so intimate, so raw, that Maria felt like he was intruding on something far more personal than just sex.

Maria must have made some small sound, a sharp intake of breath, or the floorboard creaking under his weight, because the boy suddenly looked up. His eyes met Maria’s through the gap in the door. Instead of shock or embarrassment, the boy smiled, a lazy, satisfied smile that made Maria’s stomach twist.

“Tom,” the boy said, voice soft and teasing. “You didn’t tell me your son was coming over.”

Tom’s head snapped toward the door. His face went through a rapid series of expressions, surprise, embarrassment, then something closer to weary resignation. He gently lifted the boy off him and sat up, reaching for the sheet to cover his lap. His cock, still slick and half-hard, slipped free as he moved.

“Mark,  Maria,” he said, using the new name awkwardly, like he was still getting used to it. He cleared his throat. “I… I didn’t know you were coming.”

The boy, still completely naked, his own cock half-hard and glistening with lube, slid off the bed and walked toward the door without any shame whatsoever. He opened it fully and stood there in the doorway, looking Maria up and down with open curiosity. He was even younger up close, probably no older than nineteen, with smooth skin, a slim waist, and a pretty, almost delicate face.

“You must be Maria,” he said. His voice was light and friendly, as if they were meeting under completely normal circumstances. “Tom’s told me about you. I’m Jamie.”

Maria couldn’t speak. His eyes kept flicking between his father on the bed, flushed, naked, and clearly panicked, and the naked teenager standing in front of him like this was the most natural thing in the world.

Jamie reached out and took Maria’s hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. His skin was warm.

“Come in,” he said. “Don’t just stand there in the hallway. It’s fine.”

Maria let himself be pulled into the room on numb legs. Jamie closed the door behind them with a soft click.

Tom was sitting on the edge of the bed now, the sheet pulled over his lap. He looked older than Maria remembered, or maybe just exhausted. His face was still flushed, and he couldn’t quite meet his son’s eyes.

“I’m sorry you had to find out like this,” Tom said quietly. “I was going to tell you. Eventually.”

Jamie sat down beside Tom on the bed, completely comfortable in his nakedness. He rested a hand on Tom’s thigh, stroking it absently like they did this all the time.

“Your dad’s been seeing me for a couple of months,” Jamie said. “We met through… well, through a mutual friend. Susan introduced us, actually.”

Maria’s head jerked up at that. “Susan?”

Tom nodded slowly. He looked down at his hands, twisting the sheet between his fingers.

“She came over one afternoon a few months ago. Your mother was out. We talked for a while. She… she could tell something was wrong. That I’d been unhappy for a long time. She asked me some questions. Personal ones. And I ended up telling her things I’d never told anyone.”

He paused, as if deciding how much to say.

“I told her I’d been thinking about men. For years. That I’d never acted on it, but that it was getting harder to ignore. She didn’t judge me. She just listened. And then a few weeks later, she introduced me to Jamie.”

Maria stared at his father, struggling to process what he was hearing. Susan had known. Susan had helped his father find a teenage boy to fuck. While she was busy destroying their own marriage, she had been quietly facilitating this.

Jamie smiled again, unbothered.

“She’s been really supportive,” he said. “Your wife’s great.”

“I’ve always known I was gay,” Tom said quietly. He kept his eyes on his hands, twisting the sheet between his fingers. “Even when I was young. But I suppressed it. Got married. Had you. Tried to be the man everyone expected me to be. It worked for a long time. I loved your mother. I loved our life. But after you got married and moved out, it got harder. I started feeling like I was living a lie. Like I was running out of time to be honest with myself.”

Jamie stroked Tom’s arm gently, his expression soft and supportive.

“Susan understood,” Tom continued. “She came over one afternoon when your mother was out. We talked for hours. She told me it was okay. That I didn’t have to keep pretending. She said she knew what it was like to finally stop hiding who you really are. And then she introduced me to Jamie.”

Maria felt like the floor was tilting again. The room seemed smaller suddenly.

“Susan introduced you to him?” he repeated, his voice barely above a whisper.

Tom nodded. “She said she wanted me to be happy. That life was too short to keep lying to yourself. She even helped arrange the first few times we met, so I wouldn’t feel so nervous.”

Jamie smiled and leaned in to kiss Tom’s shoulder. “She’s been really supportive. As has Barbara.”

Maria’s mind was spinning. His wife, the woman who had been beating him, humiliating him, and getting fucked by multiple black men on demand, had also been helping his father come out and find a teenage lover. While she was busy destroying what was left of their marriage, she had quietly been facilitating this.

“I came here to talk to you,” Maria said, his voice hoarse. “About Susan. About what’s been happening.”

Tom looked at him properly then, taking in the faint bruises on his face and the way Maria was standing, stiff, careful, like he was still in pain from something recent.

“What’s she done to you?” Tom asked quietly.

Maria sat down heavily in the chair by the window. The words came out in a rush, the random calls, the way Susan dropped everything and left whenever Marcus rang, the beatings when he asked questions, the way she made him clean her after she came home, the video call from two nights ago where she had forced him to lick her while three black men used her. He didn’t tell them everything. He couldn’t bring himself to describe the full extent of the humiliation or the way his body had reacted. But he told them enough.

When he finished, the room was silent for a long moment.

Tom looked devastated. His face had gone pale. “I had no idea it had got that bad. She told me she was seeing Marcus, but she made it sound… mutual. Consensual. I didn’t know she was hurting you.”

Jamie had been listening quietly the whole time. Now he stood up and walked over to Maria. He knelt in front of the chair and took both of Maria’s hands in his. His skin was warm and smooth.

“You don’t have to keep taking it,” Jamie said gently. “You can leave. You don’t owe her anything.”

Maria laughed, a broken, bitter sound that didn’t sound like his own voice. “You don’t understand. I can’t. Every time I try to push back, she hurts me worse. And part of me… part of me gets hard when she does it. I hate it, but I can’t stop it.”

Jamie didn’t look shocked. He just nodded, like he understood exactly what Maria was saying.

“That’s not unusual,” he said softly. “When someone breaks you down like that, sometimes your body starts responding to the pain and humiliation.”

Maria looked down at their joined hands, tears stinging his eyes.

“I don’t know who I am anymore,” he whispered.

Tom stood up, letting the sheet fall away completely. He was still naked, his body softer than it had been when Maria was younger, but still strong and masculine. His cock hung heavy between his legs, still slick from fucking Jamie. He crossed the room and placed a hand on Maria’s shoulder, squeezing it firmly.

“I’m sorry,” he said, though his voice didn’t sound particularly sorry. “But it sounds like this is something you need. My advice? Live your best life. She’s good for you. You’re becoming the perfect sissy, so sexy, so beautiful.” His hand slid down from Maria’s shoulder and cupped his son’s arse through his trousers, squeezing possessively. “Such a sexy little slut for Daddy, hmm?”

Maria looked up at his father. For the first time in years, he saw the man behind the mask, the man who had been living a lie for decades and was only now starting to live honestly. But there was no comfort in that gaze. No fatherly concern. Only hunger.

Tom glanced at Jamie, then back at Maria. His eyes were dark.

“Stay,” he said. It wasn’t really a request. “For a bit. You don’t have to go back right away.”

Maria hesitated. Every instinct told him to leave, to walk out of this house and never come back. But the thought of returning to Susan right now made his stomach turn. He had nowhere else to go.

Jamie stood up and took Maria’s hand again, pulling him gently to his feet.

“Come here,” Jamie said, his voice soft but insistent.

He led Maria to the bed. Tom sat down on one side, completely naked. Jamie guided Maria to sit between them. For a while, no one spoke. The only sound was the quiet hum of the house and Maria’s unsteady breathing.

Then Jamie leaned in and kissed Maria softly on the mouth.

Maria froze. Jamie’s lips were warm and gentle. After a moment, Maria kissed him back, hesitant at first, then with a kind of desperate hunger. He hadn’t been kissed properly in months. Susan hadn’t kissed him like this since before the tattoo. Jamie’s hand slid under Maria’s shirt, fingers brushing over the soft pink lace camisole he wore underneath. Maria shivered.

Tom watched them for a moment, then reached out and touched Maria’s cheek, turning his face toward him. He kissed his son on the mouth, slow at first, then deeper, hungrier. There was nothing paternal in the kiss. It was possessive. Claiming.

Maria’s mind was screaming. This was wrong. This was his father. But his body was responding anyway, the cage tightening painfully, his breath coming faster.

Jamie moved behind Maria on the bed, pressing against his back. His hands slid around to unbutton Maria’s shirt, revealing the delicate pink lace camisole underneath. Tom’s eyes darkened when he saw it.

“She makes you wear this?” Tom asked, voice low.

Maria nodded.

Tom reached out and ran his fingers over the lace, tracing the shape of Maria’s small breasts beneath the fabric. “You look beautiful in it,” he murmured. “My pretty little sissy son.”

Jamie kissed the side of Maria’s neck while Tom’s hands moved lower, unfastening his trousers. Together they stripped him until he was left in just the lace underwear and the chastity cage. Tom stared at the metal device for a long moment, then reached out and gave it a light tug.

“She keeps you locked,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

Maria nodded again.

Tom leaned down and kissed the cage gently, almost reverently, before taking what little of Maria’s cock was exposed through the bars into his mouth. The sensation was strange and overwhelming. Maria gasped, his hips twitching forward instinctively.

Jamie moved around to Maria’s side and kissed him again, deeper this time, while Tom sucked him through the cage. Maria’s hands found Jamie’s body, smooth, young, eager. He stroked the boy’s cock, feeling it harden fully in his hand.

Tom pulled back after a minute and looked at his son. There was no warmth in his eyes anymore. Only lust.

“I want to fuck you,” he said quietly. “I want to use you like the slut you are. Because that’s what you are now, isn’t it? A gay little slut for Daddy. You crave this. You crave being used and hurt.”

Maria’s mind was a storm of shame and need. He nodded.

Tom positioned him on his hands and knees on the bed. Jamie moved in front of him, offering his cock. Maria took it into his mouth without being told, sucking eagerly as Tom spat on his own cock and pressed it against his son’s arse. There was no lube at first, just spit and the remnants of whatever they had been using earlier. The stretch burned, but Maria pushed back anyway, taking his father inside him inch by inch.

Tom groaned as he bottomed out. “Fuck… you’re tight.”

He started to move, slow thrusts at first, then harder, deeper. Each one drove Maria forward onto Jamie’s cock. The boy moaned and held Maria’s head, fucking his mouth with steady strokes while Tom used his arse.

Tom’s hands gripped Maria’s hips tightly as he fucked him. There was no tenderness in it. He was using his son like a toy, like something to be taken. And Maria, broken, humiliated, and desperately aroused, let him.

The room filled with the sounds of skin on skin, wet sucking, and low, filthy moans. Tom fucked his son with increasing force, one hand gripping Maria’s hip hard enough to bruise, the other reaching around to tug roughly on the cage.

“You’re taking it so well,” Tom murmured, though his voice had lost any trace of gentleness. “Such a good little girl for your dad.”

The words sent a violent shock of shame and arousal through Maria. He moaned around Jamie’s cock, tears stinging his eyes.

Tom’s rhythm grew rougher, more selfish. He was using Maria now, not fucking him. Every thrust was deep and punishing. Without warning, he raised his hand and brought it down hard across Maria’s arse with a sharp crack. Maria jerked forward with a muffled cry, only to be pushed back onto Jamie’s cock.

Tom spanked him again, harder this time. “That’s it. Take it. This is what you’re for now, isn’t it? A set of holes for real men to use.”

Jamie pulled out of Maria’s mouth and leaned forward. He grabbed Maria by the hair and kissed Tom over his son’s back, slow, deep, and deliberate. Their tongues slid against each other while Tom continued fucking Maria beneath them. The sight of his father kissing the boy who had just been in his mouth made something inside Maria twist violently.

Tom broke the kiss and looked down at his son with cold eyes.

“Pathetic little faggot,” he said, voice low. “Getting hard in your cage while your own father fucks you. You really are a natural-born sissy, aren’t you?”

He slapped Maria’s arse again, then reached down and shoved two fingers alongside his own cock, stretching Maria even wider. Maria whimpered around Jamie’s cock as Tom roughly fingered him at the same time he was being fucked.

Jamie laughed softly and stroked Maria’s hair almost mockingly.

“Look at him,” Jamie said. “Crying with a cock in his mouth and another in his arse. He loves it. Don’t you, slut?”

Maria couldn’t answer. Tom pulled his fingers out and spanked him again, harder than before, leaving a bright red handprint across his cheek.

“Answer him,” Tom ordered.

Maria pulled off Jamie’s cock just long enough to choke out, “Y-yes… I love it.”

Tom smirked and shoved Maria’s face back down onto Jamie’s cock. “That’s what I thought.”

He fucked him harder after that, short, brutal thrusts that rocked Maria forward with every stroke. Every few thrusts he would slap Maria’s arse or reach down to squeeze his caged balls. Jamie joined in too, occasionally reaching under to slap Maria’s face or tug on his hair while he fucked his mouth.

Maria came without touching his cage.

It was a weak, pathetic orgasm, nothing more than a few thin spurts that dribbled uselessly from the tip of the cage and onto the sheets beneath him. His whole body shook with it, a broken, shuddering mess of shame and unwanted pleasure.

Tom laughed when he felt it.

“Fucking hell,” he muttered. “He just came from getting fucked by his own dad. What a disgusting little whore.”

Jamie didn’t last much longer. He gripped Maria’s hips and buried himself deep, groaning as he pumped his load into Maria’s already cum-filled arse. When he finally pulled out, thick white cum immediately began to leak from Maria’s stretched hole, running down his thighs.

Tom hadn’t finished yet. He pulled out of Maria’s arse and moved around to his front. Without a word, he grabbed Maria by the hair and shoved his cock, still slick with cum and lube, into his son’s mouth.

“Clean it,” Tom ordered. “Taste what you made me do.”

Maria obeyed, sucking his father’s cock clean while fresh tears ran down his face.

Tom looked down at him with something close to contempt.

“You’re not going anywhere tonight,” he said. “You’re staying right here. On this bed. Where you belong.”

They collapsed on the bed together afterward, Maria in the middle, Tom on one side, Jamie on the other. Thick cum leaked slowly from Maria’s stretched arse onto the sheets beneath him. His whole body ached. The cage felt like it was crushing what was left of his cock.

Tom stroked Maria’s hair in a way that might have once seemed gentle. Now it felt possessive.

“I’ve been seeing Jamie for months,” he said quietly. “And Susan’s been seeing Marcus and his friends. Your mother… she’s been spending more time with Susan lately. I think she’s been pulled into it too. She’s been ‘working’ with her on some afternoons.”

Maria closed his eyes. The corruption had spread further than he had realised. His entire family was being pulled into Susan’s new world, and he was too broken to stop any of it.

Jamie kissed his shoulder, then sat up. He reached over to the bedside drawer and pulled out a small black case. Maria watched through half-lidded eyes as Jamie opened it and began preparing something on the nightstand. A syringe. A small glass pipe. A tiny bag of crystal.

Jamie glanced at Tom, who gave a small nod.

Maria’s stomach dropped.

Jamie heated the meth in the pipe, took a long hit himself, then prepared the syringe. He tied off Maria’s arm with a belt from the floor without asking. Maria was too exhausted and dazed to fight it. The needle slid into his vein with practiced ease.

The rush hit him almost instantly.

A wave of heat exploded through his body. His heart started hammering. The cage between his legs suddenly felt unbearably tight, and a sick, electric kind of arousal flooded through him. His thoughts began to fracture and scatter. Everything felt too bright, too loud, too much.

Jamie leaned down and kissed him roughly while the drug took hold.

“We’re gonna fuck this asshole raw until cum is the only thing you’ll think of,” he whispered against Maria’s lips.

Tom chuckled darkly beside them. “I wanna make him choke on my dick again.”

Maria didn’t answer. He couldn’t. The meth was already pulling him under, turning fear and shame into something hot and desperate and wrong.

Before he could even try to form a thought, the doorbell rang downstairs.

Jamie grinned. “Right on time.”

He got up and pulled on a pair of shorts while Tom stayed on the bed with Maria. They could hear voices at the front door, loud, crude, male voices. Several of them. Jamie let them in, and the sound of multiple pairs of footsteps came up the stairs.

Three more men entered the bedroom.

They were older than Jamie, all in their thirties or forties, and they didn’t bother with pleasantries. As soon as they saw Maria, naked except for the lace underwear and the chastity cage, face still wet with tears and cum, they started laughing.

“Fuck me,” one of them said. “You weren’t lying.”

Another one whistled. “That’s Tom’s sissy son? Jesus Christ.”

Tom sat up, completely unbothered by his own nakedness.

“Boys,” he said, voice casual. “This is Maria. My daughter now, apparently. Susan’s been training her up real nice. She’s a good little toy. Thought you might want to break her in properly.”

Maria’s drugged mind reeled. He tried to sit up, but Jamie pushed him back down onto the bed.

One of the new men, a stocky, bald guy with a thick beard, started stripping immediately. “Fuck yes. Been wanting a proper sissy to use for weeks.”

Another man, tall and lean with tattoos, laughed as he pulled off his shirt. “He’s already leaking. Look at that cage. Pathetic.”

The third man walked straight over to the bed and grabbed Maria by the jaw, forcing him to look up.

“Open your mouth, sissy,” the stocky, bald man ordered, gripping Maria’s jaw hard enough to make it ache. “Daddy’s friends are here to use you.”

Maria’s lips parted on instinct, the meth making his body feel both numb and hypersensitive at the same time. The man didn’t wait. He shoved his thick cock straight into Maria’s mouth, forcing it to the back of his throat in one rough thrust. Maria gagged violently, tears springing to his eyes as the man held his head in place and started fucking his face without mercy.

“That’s it,” the man grunted. “Take it, you little faggot. Tom’s sissy son, huh? Look at you now.”

The other two men finished stripping. One was tall and lean with heavy tattoos across his chest and arms. The other was broad and hairy, with a thick, heavy cock already fully hard. They moved around the bed like they’d done this before.

The tall one climbed onto the bed behind Maria and slapped his arse hard, two sharp, stinging blows that made Maria jolt forward onto the cock in his mouth. The bald man laughed and shoved deeper, making Maria choke.

“Fuck, he’s tight,” the tall one muttered as he spat on his fingers and shoved two of them straight into Maria’s cum-filled arse without warning. Maria cried out around the cock in his throat as the man roughly fingered him, twisting and scissoring his fingers before pulling them out and replacing them with his cock.

He didn’t ease in. He slammed forward in one brutal thrust, burying himself to the hilt in Maria’s already abused hole. Maria screamed around the cock in his mouth, the sound muffled and wet. The tall man didn’t care. He started fucking him hard and fast, his hips slapping against Maria’s bruised arse with every thrust.

Tom remained on the bed, leaning back against the headboard with a cigarette between his fingers. He watched with dark, unreadable eyes as his friends used his son.

The broad, hairy man moved to Maria’s side and grabbed a fistful of his hair, yanking his head sideways so he could slap him across the face, not hard enough to knock him out, but hard enough to sting and leave a red mark.

“Look at this pathetic little bitch,” he growled. “Crying with a cock in his mouth and another in his arse. You like this, sissy? You like being your daddy’s fucktoy?”

Maria couldn’t answer. The bald man was still fucking his throat with short, punishing thrusts, and the tall one behind him was pounding his arse so hard the bed was shaking. Spit and precum ran down Maria’s chin. His face was streaked with tears.

The broad man spat on Maria’s cheek and rubbed it in with his palm before slapping him again.

“Answer me when I talk to you, cunt.”

He pulled his cock out of Maria’s mouth just long enough for him to gasp in a breath before shoving it back in, deeper this time. Maria’s throat convulsed around him as he gagged.

Tom exhaled smoke and spoke calmly from the headboard.

“Make sure you ruin him,” he said. “He’s been getting too mouthy lately. Needs to remember what he is.”

The three men laughed.

The tall one fucking Maria’s arse reached around and grabbed the chastity cage, tugging on it roughly while he pounded into him.

“Still locked up like a good little girl,” he sneered. “Bet your clit’s leaking all over the sheets, isn’t it?”

He spanked Maria hard again, then reached down and started fingering him alongside his own cock, stretching him even wider. Maria sobbed around the cock in his throat, his body shaking.

They used him like that for what felt like hours.

They took turns in his mouth and arse, sometimes forcing him to take two cocks at once, one in his throat and one in his arse, while the third man slapped his face or tugged on the cage. They spat on him, called him every degrading name they could think of, and laughed when he cried. Every time he tried to pull away or slow down, someone would slap him or yank his hair until he obeyed.

At one point, the broad man pulled out of his arse, shoved three fingers in instead, and roughly fingered him while the others took turns fucking his mouth. When he finally pulled his fingers out, thick cum and lube poured out of Maria’s wrecked hole and down his thighs.

“Look at this messy fucking slut,” the man laughed. “Daddy’s friends are making a proper cumdump out of you.”

Tom finally moved.

He stubbed out his cigarette, got off the bed, and walked around to Maria’s front. He grabbed his son by the hair and forced his head up.

“Open,” he ordered.

Maria obeyed, mouth already sore and swollen. Tom pushed his cock between his son’s lips and started fucking his throat with the same rough, selfish strokes as the others. While he did it, the tall man behind Maria kept pounding his arse, and the broad man reached underneath to slap Maria’s caged cock and balls every few thrusts.

Maria’s mind was a haze of meth, pain, and overwhelming sensation. He had stopped trying to resist. He just took it, gagging, choking, crying, and leaking from the cage as they used every hole he had.

Tom came first this time, holding Maria’s head down and forcing him to swallow every drop. When he pulled out, he slapped Maria across the face with his wet cock.

“Good girl,” he said coldly.

The other two men kept going. They flipped Maria onto his back, held his legs up, and took turns fucking him while the third man sat on his chest and fucked his mouth. They slapped his thighs, his face, his caged cock. They spat in his mouth and made him thank them between thrusts.

By the time they were finished, Maria was a shaking, cum-covered mess. His arse was gaping and leaking, his face was red and swollen from slaps, and his throat was raw. Cum dripped from his chin and ran down his chest.

Tom looked down at his son with something close to satisfaction.

“See?” he said quietly. “This is what you are now.”

Maria didn’t answer. He just lay there on the ruined sheets, staring at the ceiling through drugged, tear-filled eyes while the men laughed and got dressed around him.

Outside, the quiet suburban street carried on as normal.

Inside the house, Maria’s last fragile sense of safety had been completely destroyed.


Chapter 7

Maria left his parents’ house just after ten that night.

He drove home in silence, hands gripping the steering wheel so tightly his knuckles had turned white. His arse still throbbed with a deep, raw ache from being fucked for hours by nearly ten different men. Every time he shifted in the driver’s seat, he felt the sticky warmth of cum leaking into the lace panties he still wore beneath his trousers. The fabric was already soaked through, clinging uncomfortably to his skin, a constant, humiliating reminder of what had been done to him.

He kept replaying the night in fragments. The way his father had looked at him while pushing inside him. The casual, almost bored tone Tom had used when he admitted he had always been gay. The way Jamie had kissed him so gently one moment and held his head down on a stranger’s cock the next. And the offhand mention that his mother, Barbara, had been spending time “working” with Susan.

The corruption had spread further than he ever imagined. It wasn’t just Susan anymore. It wasn’t just his father. It felt like the entire family was being pulled into something dark and irreversible, and he was powerless to stop any of it.

By the time he pulled into the driveway of their semi-detached house in Tilehurst, it was nearly dark. Susan’s car was gone. The house was completely empty and silent. Maria let himself in and stood in the hallway for a long moment, keys still in his hand. He could still smell sex on himself, sweat, cum, and the faint trace of other men’s cologne. It clung to his skin and clothes like a second layer.

He went upstairs without turning on any lights and stepped into the shower. The hot water stung the bruises on his arse and thighs. He scrubbed himself hard with soap, trying to wash away the feeling of hands on his body, the taste of cum in his mouth, and the memory of his own father using him like a toy. But no matter how hard he scrubbed, he couldn’t wash away the ache deep inside him or the heavy, shameful throb that still lingered in the cage.

When he came out of the bathroom, wrapped in a towel, he heard the front door open downstairs.

Voices. Two female voices. Laughter.

Susan and Barbara.

Maria froze on the landing, heart suddenly hammering.

They came up the stairs together, still talking in low, animated tones. Susan was wearing a tiny black dress that barely covered the bottom of her arse. Her hair was tousled and her makeup slightly smudged. She looked freshly fucked. Barbara was dressed more conservatively in a fitted blouse and pencil skirt, but she was clearly dishevelled, the top buttons of her blouse were undone, her hair was messy, and there was a faint red mark on her neck that looked suspiciously like a bite. Both women smelled of perfume, sweat, and sex.

They stopped when they saw Maria standing there in just a towel, his skin still damp from the shower.

Susan smiled. It wasn’t a warm smile.

“Look who’s home,” she said. “We were wondering where you’d gone.”

Barbara’s eyes flicked over Maria’s body, taking in the faint bruises on his face and the careful way he was clutching the towel around himself. She didn’t look shocked. If anything, she looked curious, almost assessing.

“Susan told me you might be out,” Barbara said. Her voice was a little hoarse, like she’d been using it a lot.

Maria swallowed. His throat still felt raw.

“I went to see Dad.”

The two women exchanged a glance. It was quick, but Maria caught it. Susan’s smile widened slightly, turning sharper at the edges.

“Did you now?” she said, her tone light but laced with something colder. “And how was that?”

Maria didn’t answer. He couldn’t. The words stuck in his throat as he looked at his wife and his mother-in-law standing there together, both of them marked by other men, both of them smelling of sex, both of them staring at him like they already knew exactly what had happened to him that night.

Barbara chuckled and shook her head. “I assume he and his boytoy fucked you? Or did he have friends over?”

Again, Maria didn’t answer. Sweat from the residual meth ran down his body in thin rivulets. His voice came out small and shaky.

“He’s doing drugs…” he said softly, almost like he was hoping they would be worried for him.

Susan chuckled. It was a low, amused sound.

“Who do you think got them for him?” she asked as she walked past him into the bedroom. Barbara followed without a word. Maria stood frozen on the landing, listening to them moving around inside, the sound of drawers opening, the soft rustle of clothes being removed.

“Come in here,” Susan called after a minute.

He obeyed.

Susan was sitting on the edge of the bed, legs crossed. She had already kicked off her heels. Barbara stood by the window, watching him with an expression that was half curious, half hungry. The top buttons of her blouse were still undone, revealing the edge of a lace bra that didn’t look like something she would have worn for his father.

“Drop the towel,” Susan said.

Maria hesitated. Susan’s eyes narrowed.

“Now.”

He let the towel fall. He was naked underneath except for the chastity cage. The lace underwear he had been wearing earlier was already in the laundry basket, stiff with dried cum. His cock was soft inside the metal, but he could feel it trying to respond to the way both women were looking at him, like he was something to be used rather than a person.

Susan stood up and walked around him slowly, circling him like she was inspecting livestock. She reached out and ran a finger down his spine, stopping just above the curve of his arse.

“You went to your parents’ house without asking me,” she said. “That was very naughty, Maria.”

“I needed to talk to someone,” he said quietly.

Susan stopped in front of him. She reached out and flicked one of his nipples, hard enough to make him flinch.

“You talk to me,” she said. “Or you don’t talk at all. You don’t run off to your daddy when things get difficult. Especially not when your daddy is busy fucking teenage boys and letting his friends use his sissy son like a cumrag.”

Barbara made a small sound, almost a laugh, from by the window.

Susan glanced at her mother-in-law. “Did you want to tell him, or should I?”

Barbara stepped forward. She looked at Maria with something that might have been pity, or perhaps excitement. Her eyes dropped briefly to the cage between his legs before returning to his face.

“I’ve been spending time with Susan,” she said. “On the afternoons your father thinks I’m at the garden centre or seeing friends. She introduced me to some of Marcus’s friends. I’ve been… helping.”

Maria felt sick. “Helping how?”

Barbara smiled faintly. “The same way you help. Cleaning up. Watching. Sometimes joining in a little. It’s been very educational.”

Susan laughed. She reached out and took Barbara’s hand, pulling her closer until their hips touched.

“Your mother-in-law is a fast learner,” Susan said. “She was nervous at first. But once she saw what it was like to be properly fucked by men who actually know what they’re doing, she couldn’t get enough. Isn’t that right, Barbara?”

Barbara didn’t deny it. She squeezed Susan’s hand.

“We had a very nice afternoon today,” Susan continued, turning back to Maria. “Three of Marcus’s friends. They took turns with both of us. Your mother-in-law came so hard she cried. Didn’t you, Barbara?”

Barbara nodded. Her cheeks were slightly pink, but she didn’t look ashamed. If anything, she looked proud.

Susan let go of Barbara’s hand and stepped closer to Maria. She reached down and cupped his caged cock and balls, squeezing just hard enough to make him wince.

“You went behind my back,” she said. “You went to your parents’ house and stuck your nose where it didn’t belong. So now you’re going to be punished. And then we’re going to have dinner like a normal family. Understood?”

Maria nodded.

Susan slapped him across the face, not as hard as the beatings from before, but sharp enough to sting. Then she did it again on the other side, harder this time. Maria’s head snapped to the side with each blow.

“On your knees,” she ordered.

He dropped to his knees on the bedroom carpet without another word.

Susan lifted the hem of her short black dress. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. Her pussy was puffy, swollen, and glistening, still leaking thick, pearly cum from whatever had happened that afternoon. The “Black Cock Only” tattoo above it looked stark against her skin. She grabbed a fistful of Maria’s hair and yanked his face between her legs without another word.

“Clean me,” she said. “While your mother-in-law watches.”

Maria obeyed. He leaned in and dragged his tongue slowly through her folds, tasting the familiar bitter-salt mixture of multiple loads. The cum was still warm in places. Susan held his head in place and ground against his mouth, smearing the mess across his lips and chin.

Barbara moved closer. She stood beside Susan and watched with open fascination as Maria licked her daughter-in-law’s freshly used cunt. After a moment, she reached down and stroked Maria’s hair almost gently.

“He’s very good at that,” she said softly.

Susan laughed. “He’s had a lot of practice. Haven’t you, Maria? How many loads have you swallowed this week?”

Maria didn’t answer. He couldn’t. Susan’s grip tightened in his hair as she used his face, rocking her hips so his tongue was forced deeper inside her. More cum leaked out onto his tongue with every movement. The taste was strong and overwhelming.

Barbara’s hand stayed in his hair, stroking it almost tenderly while he cleaned her daughter-in-law.

When Susan came, her thighs clamped hard around Maria’s head. She held him there, grinding through the aftershocks until she finally pushed him back. His face was smeared with her juices and the men’s cum. It dripped from his chin onto the carpet.

Barbara looked at him for a long moment, her eyes dark. Then she reached under her own skirt and pulled her knickers down. She stepped out of them slowly and lifted her skirt, revealing her neatly trimmed pussy. It was pink and swollen, with dried cum visible on her inner thighs.

“Your turn,” she said to Maria.

Maria stared up at his mother-in-law. Barbara’s expression was calm, almost affectionate, but there was something hungry beneath it.

He crawled forward on his knees and pressed his mouth to her. Barbara sighed and rested a hand on his head as he began to lick. She tasted different from Susan, muskier, slightly sweeter, but the underlying taste of cum was the same. He could feel it clinging to her folds as he cleaned her.

While Maria licked Barbara, Susan moved behind him. She reached between his legs and grabbed the chastity cage, twisting it roughly. Maria moaned against Barbara’s cunt, the sound muffled.

“Look at him,” Susan said, her voice mocking. “Getting hard in his cage just from licking his mother-in-law’s cunt. What a disgusting little slut.”

Barbara’s fingers tightened in his hair as she began to grind against his face. “He really is,” she murmured. “Such a good little cleanup girl.”

Maria kept licking, tears stinging his eyes. The humiliation burned, but the meth still in his system made everything feel distant and strangely intense at the same time. His caged cock throbbed uselessly.

When Barbara came, she held Maria’s face tightly against her, grinding through her orgasm with a soft, breathless moan. Only when her thighs stopped shaking did she finally release him.

Susan pulled him back by the hair when it was over.

“Get dressed,” she said. “Something pretty. We’re having dinner together. All three of us. Like a proper family.”

Maria stood up on shaky legs and went to the wardrobe. Susan had already laid out clothes for him earlier, a soft pink dress that barely reached mid-thigh, white thigh-high stockings, and a pair of low heels. He put them on without argument. The dress was tight across his small chest and short enough that the bottom of his arse was visible when he moved. The chastity cage was obvious beneath the thin fabric if anyone looked closely.

Susan and Barbara watched him dress in silence. When he was finished, Susan stepped forward and adjusted the hem of the dress, making sure it sat high enough on his thighs.

“Perfect,” she said. “You look like a proper little sissy now.”

Barbara smiled faintly. “Very pretty.”

Susan turned to her mother-in-law. “Shall we go downstairs? I’m starving after this afternoon.”

Barbara nodded. As they walked past Maria toward the door, Susan paused and glanced back at him.

“By the way,” she admitted casually. So she already knew. “Your father called earlier. He said you were very well behaved today. He and his friends had a lovely time with you.”

She smiled.

“Apparently you were a very good girl.”

When he came back downstairs later, Susan and Barbara were already in the kitchen. They had changed into more comfortable clothes, Susan in a short silk robe that barely reached the tops of her thighs, Barbara in one of Susan’s oversized jumpers with nothing underneath. They were moving around the kitchen like it was any other evening, talking quietly while Susan heated up the pasta she had made earlier. The domestic scene felt grotesque after everything that had happened.

Maria sat at the kitchen table, feeling surreal. His body still ached from the afternoon and evening at his parents’ house. His arse felt raw and stretched, and every time he shifted in the chair, he could feel the dull throb deep inside him. The cage was heavy and uncomfortable between his legs.

Dinner was served like normal. Susan put a plate in front of him and one in front of Barbara. They sat down together around the small table.

For the first few minutes, it almost felt ordinary. They passed the salt. Barbara asked Maria how work was going. Susan poured wine. The sound of cutlery against plates filled the quiet kitchen.

Then Susan’s hand disappeared under the table.

Maria felt her fingers brush against his thigh, then higher, pushing the hem of his pink dress up. She found the cage and gave it a light, deliberate squeeze.

“Tell your mother-in-law what happened at your parents’ house today,” Susan said calmly, as if she were asking about the weather.

Maria froze with his fork halfway to his mouth.

Susan’s fingers tightened around the cage. “Tell her.”

Maria put the fork down. His voice was quiet and shaky.

“I went to see Dad. He was with someone. A boy. Jamie. They were… together. And then Jamie invited me to join them. Dad fucked me. And Jamie did too. Then his friends came over. They all used me. For hours.”

Barbara didn’t look surprised. She took a slow sip of her wine, watching him over the rim of the glass.

“I know,” she said. “I’m glad he’s finally being honest with himself. He’s been so repressed for so long. It’s nice to see him enjoying himself.”

Susan’s hand was still under the table, idly playing with Maria’s cage, tugging it, twisting it slightly, running her thumb over the exposed head through the bars.

“And how did it feel?” she asked, her voice deceptively gentle. “Having your own father’s cock inside you? Being fucked by him while his teenage boyfriend watched?”

Maria’s face burned. He couldn’t look at either of them. His voice came out small and broken.

“It was good,” he admitted.

Susan smiled. She pulled her hand back and stood up. She walked around the table and stopped behind Barbara’s chair. She leaned down and kissed Barbara on the mouth, slow, deep, and deliberate. Barbara kissed her back without hesitation, one hand reaching up to cup Susan’s breast through the silk robe. Their tongues slid against each other as Maria watched, frozen in his seat.

Susan broke the kiss and looked at him, her lips slightly swollen.

“Clear the table,” she said. “Then get on it.”

Maria stood up on numb legs and began clearing the plates. His hands were shaking so badly he nearly dropped one. When the table was clear, Susan pointed to the wooden surface.

“On your back. Dress up around your waist.”

He climbed onto the kitchen table and lay down. The wood was cold against his back through the thin fabric of the dress. Susan pushed the dress up further, bunching it around his waist and exposing the cage and his stocking-covered legs. She pulled his underwear down just enough to free the cage completely, letting it rest against his stomach.

Barbara stood beside the table, watching with quiet interest.

Susan climbed onto the table and straddled Maria’s face, facing his feet. She lowered her pussy onto his mouth without another word.

“Lick,” she ordered.

Maria obeyed. He dragged his tongue through her folds, tasting her again. While he licked her, Barbara moved to the end of the table. She reached between Maria’s legs and began playing with the cage, tugging it, twisting it, running her fingers over the exposed head and squeezing his balls lightly.

Maria moaned into Susan’s cunt. The combination of being forced to eat his wife while his mother-in-law played with his locked cock sent a wave of shame and unwanted arousal through him.

Susan ground down against his face, using him without mercy.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Be a good little family sissy. Clean up after us like you’re supposed to.”

Barbara’s fingers kept working between his legs, tugging the cage, flicking the head, occasionally giving his balls a light slap. Every time Maria’s hips twitched, she laughed softly.

“Look at him,” Barbara said. “He’s leaking already.”

Susan glanced down between her own legs at Maria’s caged cock.

“Of course he is,” she said. “He can’t help himself. He was made for this.”

She came a few minutes later, thighs tightening around Maria’s head as she flooded his mouth. When she finally climbed off him, his face was wet and glistening.

Barbara was still idly playing with the cage.

Susan looked down at Maria and smiled.

“Such a good girl,” she said. “Now thank your mother-in-law for playing with you.”

Maria’s voice was hoarse. “Thank you.”

Barbara smiled and gave the cage one last, firm squeeze.

“You’re welcome, sweetheart.”

Susan leaned forward and kissed Barbara again while Maria serviced her. Her hand joined Barbara’s between his legs, both women touching and teasing the cage while they kissed above him.

After a few minutes, Susan moved off his face and turned around. She positioned herself over his caged cock and sank down, taking the metal cage between her pussy lips and grinding against it. The pressure on his trapped cock was intense, painful and arousing at the same time.

Barbara climbed onto the table and straddled Maria’s head again, this time facing Susan. The two women kissed deeply while they used him, Susan grinding on his cage, Barbara riding his face.

Maria came without warning, a weak, dribbling orgasm that barely registered. His body jerked beneath them. Susan laughed and kept grinding through it.

When they were finished, both women climbed off the table. Susan pulled Maria’s dress back down and helped him sit up.

“Go and clean yourself up,” she said. “Then come back downstairs. We’re not done yet.”

Maria went to the bathroom on shaky legs. When he came back down, Susan and Barbara were on the sofa in the lounge. Susan had Barbara bent over the arm of the sofa, fucking her with a strap-on Maria hadn’t seen before. Barbara was moaning loudly, pushing back against every thrust.

Susan looked over at Maria when he entered the room.

“On your knees,” she said. “Watch.”

He knelt on the carpet and watched as his wife fucked his mother-in-law. Susan reached down and grabbed Barbara’s hair, pulling her head back.

“Tell him how good it feels,” Susan said.

Barbara’s voice was breathless. “It feels so good. Better than anything your father ever gave me.”

Susan fucked her harder. When Barbara came, she cried out and collapsed forward over the arm of the sofa.

Susan pulled out and walked over to Maria. She grabbed his hair and pulled his face to the strap-on.

“Clean it,” she said.

Maria opened his mouth and sucked the strap-on clean, tasting Barbara’s juices and the faint trace of lube.

When he was finished, Susan pushed him onto his back on the floor. She straddled his face again and rode him until she came, grinding her clit against his tongue.

Afterward, she stood up and looked down at him.

“Bed,” she said. “On the floor. Like last time.”

Maria crawled to the bedroom on his hands and knees. He lay down on the rug beside the bed in his pink dress and stockings, the cage still locked and aching.

Susan climbed into bed. Barbara hesitated in the doorway for a moment, then joined her.

Maria lay in the dark, listening to the two women settle in above him. He could hear them talking quietly, then the sound of soft kisses.

He closed his eyes.

His entire family was gone.

His father was fucking a teenage boy and had fucked his own son. His mother-in-law was being fucked by his wife and had been “working” with her. And his wife, the woman he had loved since they were teenagers, had turned their marriage into something unrecognisable.

There was no going back.

Maria rolled onto his side and pressed his face into the carpet. The taste of both women was still on his tongue. The ache in his arse from earlier in the day had faded into a dull throb.

He lay there until sleep finally took him, broken and used and completely, utterly trapped.


Chapter 8

Maria had been awake for hours by the time the sun came up.

He lay on the rug beside the bed in the pink dress Susan had made him wear the night before, staring at the ceiling. Susan and Barbara were still asleep above him, their breathing slow and even. The house was quiet except for the occasional creak of the floorboards and the distant sound of a car passing on the street outside.

His body hurt in too many places to count. His face was still tender from Susan’s slaps. His arse carried a deep, dull ache from the day before, a constant reminder of everything that had been done to him at his parents’ house. The cage felt like a permanent part of him now, heavy and inescapable between his legs. But none of that compared to the sick, hollow feeling in his chest.

His entire family was gone.

His father was fucking a teenage boy and had fucked his own son without hesitation. His mother-in-law had been pulled into Susan’s world and seemed not only comfortable there, but eager. And Susan, the woman he had loved since they were sixteen, had become someone he barely recognised. Someone who beat him, humiliated him, and used him as a cleanup toy while she built a new life around black cock and the men who provided it.

He couldn’t keep living like this.

The thought had been growing for days, but after last night it had crystallised into something sharp and desperate. He had to do something. He had to try to stop it before it got any worse. Before Susan did something she couldn’t come back from. Before she let herself be bred. Before she dragged what was left of their life completely under and there was nothing left of the woman he had once known.

Marcus was the source of it all.

Maria knew Marcus would be in the office today. He wasn’t there every day, he spent most of his time on his “other businesses”, but Maria had checked the calendar the night before and seen that Marcus had meetings scheduled. He had seen him twice in the last month. Today felt like his only chance.

Maria waited until Susan and Barbara had left the house. Susan had kissed him on the forehead before she went, almost tenderly, and told him to be good at work. Barbara had simply looked at him with a strange mix of pity and curiosity before following her out the door.

As soon as their cars were gone, Maria got up, showered, and dressed in the most masculine clothes he could find, plain black trousers, a button-down shirt, and smart shoes. No lace underneath. No makeup. The clothes felt strange on his body after weeks of dresses and satin, but he forced himself into them anyway. It was a small, pathetic act of defiance, but it was all he had left.

He drove to the office in silence, gripping the steering wheel too tightly. His heart was already beating faster than usual. He didn’t know what he was going to say to Marcus. He didn’t even know if it would make any difference. But he had to try.

The office was quiet when he arrived. Erica was in a meeting. A couple of the other staff nodded at him as he walked past, though a few of them did a double-take at his clothes. Maria went straight to the small office at the back that Marcus sometimes used. The door was closed, but he could hear voices inside.

He knocked.

“Come in,” Marcus called.

Maria pushed the door open.

Marcus was sitting behind the desk, leaning back in his chair with his usual relaxed confidence. Two other men were in the room with him, both black, both casually dressed. They looked up when Maria entered.

Marcus smiled slowly when he saw who it was.

“Well, well,” he said. “If it isn’t the famous sissy husband. Although… those aren’t exactly work-appropriate clothes, are they, Maria?”

Maria closed the door behind him. His heart was pounding so hard he could feel it in his throat.

“I need to talk to you,” he said. “Alone.”

Marcus glanced at the other two men and jerked his head toward the door. They got up without argument and left, closing the door behind them with a quiet click.

Marcus gestured to the chair opposite his desk.

“Sit.”

Maria stayed standing. His heart was hammering, but he forced himself to keep his voice steady.

“I know what you’re doing with Susan,” he said. “I know about the service. The women you send to black men. I know she’s one of them now. I know about the calls and the outfits and everything else.”

Marcus leaned back further in his chair, completely relaxed, almost amused.

“And?”

Maria swallowed. “I want you to stop. Stop using her. Stop calling her. Stop putting ideas in her head about breeding and all of it. She’s my wife. This has gone too far. She’s not herself anymore. The accident changed her, the surgeries, everything. She needs help, not more of this. You’re destroying her. You’re destroying what’s left of our marriage.”

Marcus stared at him for a long moment. Then he laughed, a low, amused sound that made Maria’s stomach twist.

“Destroying her?” he repeated. “Mate, she’s never been happier in her life. You should see the way she lights up when I call. The way she begs for cock. The way she comes home glowing after a good session. You think I’m forcing her? She can’t get enough. She wants this. She chose this.”

Maria’s hands clenched into fists at his sides.

“She’s not thinking clearly,” he said. “The accident changed her. The surgeries. She needs help, not more of this. I’m asking you, no, I’m telling you, to leave her alone. Stop using her. Stop dragging her deeper into this.”

Marcus stood up slowly. He was a big man, tall, broad-shouldered, with the kind of presence that filled a room. He walked around the desk until he was standing right in front of Maria, close enough that Maria could smell his cologne and the faint trace of tobacco on his clothes.

“You’re telling me?” he said quietly. “That’s cute.”

Maria didn’t back down. “I’m serious. If you don’t stop, I’ll go to the police. Or tell someone. This can’t be legal.”

Marcus laughed again, louder this time.

“The police?” he said. “You think the police are going to care that a grown woman wants to get fucked by black men? You think they’re going to arrest me because your wife likes being a whore? Come on, Maria. You’re smarter than that.”

He took another step closer. Maria could feel the heat coming off him.

“You came here to beg me to stop fucking your wife,” Marcus said. “That’s what this is. You’re standing in my office, in your little sissy clothes under that shirt, with my cage locked on your cock, and you’re trying to tell me what to do with a woman who belongs to me now.”

Maria’s face burned. “She doesn’t belong to you.”

Marcus moved fast.

The first punch caught Maria on the side of the jaw and sent him stumbling sideways into the desk. Pain exploded across his face. Before he could recover, Marcus grabbed him by the front of his shirt and slammed him back against the wall hard enough to knock the air from his lungs.

“You stupid little cunt,” Marcus snarled. “You think you get to come in here and make demands? After everything she’s done? After everything you’ve let happen?”

He punched Maria in the stomach. The breath left him in a rush. Marcus hit him again, harder, in the same spot. Maria doubled over with a choked gasp, his vision blurring for a second.

“You don’t get to tell me what to do with her,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “She’s mine now. And so are you.”

Marcus grabbed him by the hair and yanked his head back hard. With his other hand, he grabbed the front of Maria’s shirt and ripped it open in one violent motion, buttons scattering across the floor. He tore the rest of the clothes off him, the trousers, the shirt, until Maria was left standing in nothing but the delicate lace underwear and the chastity cage.

“On your knees.”

Maria tried to resist, but Marcus was too strong. He forced him down until Maria was kneeling on the office floor. Marcus kept one hand tangled tightly in his hair while the other came down in a series of sharp, open-handed slaps across his face, back and forth, again and again, until Maria’s ears were ringing and his cheeks burned bright red.

“Say it,” Marcus ordered. “Say you’re a pathetic sissy who can’t control his own wife.”

Maria’s voice was thick with tears. “I’m a pathetic sissy who can’t control his own wife.”

Marcus slapped him again, harder.

“Louder.”

“I’m a pathetic sissy who can’t control his own wife!”

Marcus let go of his hair and stepped back. Maria stayed on his knees, breathing hard, tears running down his face. Marcus walked over to the door, locked it with a deliberate click, then returned and stood over him.

He looked down at Maria with open contempt.

“Pathetic,” he said. “Look at you. Locked up like a little bitch while real men fuck your wife. And now you’re kneeling in my office half-naked, crying because you can’t handle it.”

He grabbed Maria by the arm and hauled him to his feet, then shoved him forward over the desk. Maria’s chest hit the wood hard. Marcus yanked the lace underwear down to his thighs, exposing his arse completely.

“You came here to tell me to stop using Susan,” Marcus said, his voice calm now, almost conversational. “So I’m going to show you exactly why that’s never going to happen.”

Maria heard the sound of a belt being unbuckled and the rustle of fabric. Then he felt the blunt, thick head of Marcus’s cock pressing against his dry arsehole. There was no lube. Marcus didn’t even spit. He just pushed forward, forcing his way past the tight ring in one brutal, unrelenting thrust.

Maria cried out in pain, his fingers scrabbling at the desk. The stretch was agonising. Marcus didn’t give him a second to adjust. He started fucking him immediately, hard, punishing strokes that drove Maria forward against the desk with every thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed loudly in the small office.

“This is what you are now,” Marcus growled, one hand gripping Maria’s hip hard enough to bruise, the other pressing down between his shoulder blades to keep him pinned. “A hole for real men to use. Just like your wife. She spreads her legs for whoever I tell her to. And you’re going to do the same.”

He fucked him harder, each thrust deep and vicious. Maria’s face was pressed against the desk, tears running down his cheeks and soaking into the wood. His caged cock bounced uselessly between his legs with every impact. Marcus reached around and grabbed the cage, twisting it roughly.

“Say thank you,” he ordered.

Maria sobbed. “Thank you…”

“Thank you for what?”

“Thank you for fucking me…”

Marcus laughed darkly and fucked him even harder, the desk creaking beneath them.

“That’s right. Thank me for using your sissy arse while your wife is out getting properly fucked by my friends. Thank me for reminding you what you are.”

He kept going, pounding into Maria with brutal, selfish strokes until his breathing grew ragged. With a low, guttural groan, Marcus buried himself to the hilt and came, flooding Maria’s arse with thick, hot pulses of cum. He stayed inside him for a few seconds, grinding deep, before finally pulling out.

Cum immediately began to leak from Maria’s stretched, abused hole, running down his thighs in thick rivulets.

Marcus stepped back and tucked himself away, breathing steadily. Maria stayed bent over the desk, shaking, his face wet with tears and his arse burning.

Marcus walked around to the other side of the desk and opened a drawer. He took out a small white bottle of pills and a sealed syringe.

“Sit up,” he said.

Maria pushed himself upright on trembling legs. Cum was still leaking from his stretched arse, running warm and thick down his thighs. He felt hollowed out, used, and utterly defeated. His face throbbed where Marcus had slapped him, and his stomach ached from the punches.

Marcus held up the small white bottle. “These are oestrogen pills. You’re going to start taking them today. One every morning. And this...” he held up the sealed syringe “, is your first injection. We’re going to speed things up a bit. In a few months, you’re going to have soft skin, fat in the right places, and little tits starting to grow. You’re going to look like a proper girl. And when you’re pretty enough, you’re going to start earning your keep the same way Susan does.”

Maria stared at him, horror cutting through the pain and exhaustion. But beneath the horror, something else stirred, something dark and unwanted. The thought of his body changing, of becoming softer, more feminine… it sent a shameful, electric thrill through him that he immediately hated himself for.

“What?” he whispered.

Marcus smiled, slow and cruel. “You’re going to work the streets for me. Once you pass well enough, you’ll be turning tricks like any other whore. You’ll be my little sissy street slut. Standing on corners in tiny skirts and heels, letting men use you for cash. Paying me back for all the trouble you’ve caused.”

Maria’s stomach turned. The image flashed through his mind, himself in a short dress and heavy makeup, standing under a streetlight while strangers approached. The thought was terrifying. Humiliating. And yet, somewhere deep in the broken parts of him, it also made his caged cock twitch with a sick, helpless excitement.

He hated himself for it.

Marcus stepped closer and grabbed Maria’s arm.

“Hold still.”

Maria tried to pull away, but Marcus was far too strong. He uncapped the syringe and injected the clear liquid into Maria’s upper arm before he could stop him. The needle stung sharply. Marcus capped it and dropped it back into the drawer.

Then he shook two pills out of the bottle and held them out.

“Take them.”

Maria shook his head, panic rising. “No. I won’t…”

Marcus grabbed him by the throat and squeezed, not hard enough to choke him but hard enough to make his point. His eyes were cold.

“Take the fucking pills, or I’ll beat you until you can’t walk and then make Susan watch while I do it again. Your choice.”

Maria’s hands were shaking so badly he could barely hold the pills. A part of him wanted to fight. Another, darker part of him was already imagining what it would feel like to have soft skin and budding breasts, to be pretty enough that men would actually pay to use him. The thought made his stomach churn with shame even as it sent another shameful pulse of heat through his locked cock.

He put the pills in his mouth and swallowed them dry.

Marcus let go of his throat and patted his cheek almost affectionately.

“Good girl,” he said. “Now get dressed and get the fuck out of my office. And don’t ever come back here trying to tell me what to do with your wife again. She’s mine now. And soon, so will you be.”

Maria dressed slowly, every movement painful. His arse burned. His face throbbed. Cum was still leaking from him into the lace underwear. He could feel the injection site in his arm already starting to sting.

When he was dressed, Marcus unlocked the door and opened it.

“Erica will give you the rest of the pills and show you how to do the injections yourself,” he said. “You’ll also start on Ozempic, get you nice and skinny for the clients. You start today. No excuses.”

Maria walked out of the office without looking back.

He made it to his office before the tears came properly. He sat behind the desk, shaking, cum still leaking from his arse, the taste of his own humiliation thick in his mouth. His mind was spinning.

He had tried to stop it.

He had gone to the source and begged.

And Marcus had broken him for it.

But worse than the pain, worse than the violation, was the quiet, shameful part of him that kept circling back to what Marcus had said. Soft skin. Little tits. Standing on a street corner in a tiny skirt, waiting for men to use him. The thought terrified him. It made him feel sick.

And yet… some broken, twisted part of him was already wondering what it would feel like.

For the rest of the day, Maria worked from the office in just his lingerie.

After Marcus had finished with him, his last male clothes gone, he had no choice but to stay in the delicate lace bra, panties, and stockings he’d been wearing underneath. He told him Erica would be informed, and that from now on, while he was in the building, he was to dress appropriately. Maria had no choice but to obey.

When he returned to his desk, Erica was waiting.

Gone was the supportive, almost maternal woman who had gently fucked him and offered him comfort only days earlier. In her place was someone colder, angrier, and far more vicious. Erica had found out that Maria had gone behind her back and spoken to Marcus about Susan. She took it as a personal betrayal.

“You stupid little bitch,” Erica had hissed the moment they were alone. “You came to me crying about Susan, and then you ran straight to Marcus to try and fix it? After everything I’ve done for you?”

From that point on, Erica was relentless.

Throughout the morning, she found constant reasons to humiliate and hurt Maria. She made him work at his desk in full view of anyone who walked past the open office door, dressed in nothing but the skimpy lingerie. Every time Maria tried to focus on his work, Erica would appear behind him, grabbing his hair and yanking his head back.

“Spread your legs,” she’d order coldly. “Let me see that pathetic cage.”

She would tug on the cage, twist it, sometimes slap it hard enough to make Maria cry out. Once, she even pressed the heel of her shoe against it and ground down while Maria whimpered and tried to stay quiet.

By midday, Erica’s mood had only worsened.

She called Maria into her office under the pretence of checking some network reports. As soon as the door was closed, she bent Maria over the desk, yanked the lace panties down, and spat directly onto her sore, cum-crusted arsehole.

“You want to talk about Susan behind my back?” Erica growled. “Then you can take what I give you.”

She didn’t bother with lube. She forced two fingers straight into Maria’s tender hole, then three, then four. Maria cried out and tried to pull away, but Erica grabbed him by the back of the neck and shoved his face down against the desk.

“Stay still, you ungrateful little whore.”

Erica kept pushing, working her fingers deeper until she had her whole hand inside Maria’s stretched arse. Maria sobbed as Erica fisted him over the desk, slow at first, then harder, twisting her wrist and punching her fist in and out while Maria’s legs shook. Every time Maria made too much noise, Erica would slap the back of his head or reach around to twist the cage painfully.

When she finally pulled her hand out, Maria’s arse was gaping and leaking fresh lube mixed with old cum. Erica wiped her hand on Maria’s face, smearing it across her lips and cheeks.

“Clean it,” she ordered.

Maria licked Erica’s fingers clean, tasting himself and the remnants of Marcus’s cum.

Later that afternoon, Erica’s cruelty escalated further.

She dragged Maria into the small private bathroom attached to her office and locked the door. Without a word, she pushed Maria down onto her knees in front of the toilet.

“Open your mouth,” Erica said.

Maria looked up at her, confused and scared.

Erica slapped him across the face. “I said open.”

Maria obeyed. Erica pulled out her cock, aimed it at Maria’s open mouth, and began to piss. The hot, bitter stream hit Maria’s tongue and filled his mouth. He gagged and tried to turn away, but Erica grabbed his hair and held him in place.

“Drink it,” she snapped. “Every drop. This is what happens when you betray me.”

Maria had no choice. He swallowed as much as he could, piss running down his chin and soaking the front of his lingerie. When Erica was finished, she shook the last drops onto his face and made him lick her clean.

“From now on,” Erica said as she tucked herself away, “you don’t speak to anyone about Susan. Not Marcus. Not me. Not anyone. You just do what you’re told. Understand?”

Maria nodded weakly, still on his knees, piss dripping from his chin.

Erica grabbed him by the hair again and forced him to look up.

“Say thank you for my piss.”

Maria’s voice was hoarse. “Thank you for your piss.”

Erica smiled coldly. “Good girl.”

By the end of the day, Maria was exhausted, sore, and utterly broken. His arse throbbed from being fisted. His face and lingerie were stained with piss and spit. His cage ached constantly from repeated abuse. Every time he tried to focus on work, Erica would appear to remind him of his place, with a slap, a twist of the cage, or a rough grope.

When it was finally time to leave, Erica stopped him at the door.

“Tomorrow,” she said, “you come in dressed properly. No more of this pretending to be a man bullshit. And if I hear you’ve been running your mouth again…” She grabbed his cage through the lingerie and squeezed hard. “I’ll make today look like a fucking picnic.”

Maria nodded, eyes on the floor. He drove home in silence, the taste of Erica’s piss still in his mouth and the ache of her fist still deep in his arse.

There was no escape.

Not from Susan.

Not from Marcus.

Not from Erica.

Not from what he was becoming.

There was no stopping it now. There was only falling further.


Chapter 9

Maria started the hormones the same day Marcus forced them on him.

He drove home from the office with the small white bottle of oestrogen pills in his pocket and the injection site on his upper arm still stinging. His arse ached from being fucked over the desk. His face was tender where Marcus had slapped him. Cum had dried in the lace underwear beneath his trousers, a sticky, humiliating reminder of how completely he had failed.

When he got home, the house was empty. Susan was out, probably with Marcus or one of his friends. Maria went straight to the bathroom, locked the door, and stared at himself in the mirror.

He looked like a wreck. Red marks on his cheeks. Swollen eyes from crying in the car. He pulled the bottle of pills from his pocket and shook two into his palm. Marcus had said one a day, but Maria didn’t care anymore. He swallowed both with water from the tap, then sat on the edge of the bath and cried quietly until his chest hurt.

That night, when Susan came home, she was in a good mood. She smelled of sex and expensive perfume. She kissed Maria on the mouth in the hallway, tasting of another man’s cock, and told him to make her dinner. She didn’t ask where he had been.

Maria didn’t tell her about Marcus. Not yet.

The changes started faster than he expected.

By the end of the first week, his skin felt different. Softer. Smoother. The coarse hair on his legs and chest had begun to thin noticeably. He found himself moisturising without thinking about it after every shower, rubbing lotion into his arms, thighs, and chest while he stood in front of the mirror. His nipples had become painfully sensitive. Even the lightest brush of lace from his camisole sent sharp, electric jolts straight to his caged cock, making it strain uselessly against the metal. Sometimes the sensation was so intense he had to stop what he was doing and catch his breath.

By the end of the fourth week, the changes were impossible to ignore. There was a definite softness to his chest. Small, tender buds had formed beneath his nipples, barely more than swollen, sensitive mounds, but unmistakably there. They ached when he touched them, and the ache only seemed to feed the constant, low-level arousal that never seemed to leave him now. His hips had begun to widen slightly, his waist narrowing as fat redistributed in ways he couldn’t control. His face looked softer too, his cheekbones more pronounced, his lips fuller. His emotions were volatile and unpredictable, one moment he would sit in numb silence for hours, the next he would be crying over nothing, or burning with a helpless, directionless anger.

Susan noticed on a Friday evening.

She had come home from another session with Marcus and two of his friends. Her makeup was smudged, her hair a mess, and there were fresh love bites on her neck and breasts. She stripped slowly in the bedroom while Maria watched from the doorway, then turned to him with a lazy, satisfied smile.

“Get undressed,” she said. “I want to see you.”

Maria hesitated. Susan’s eyes narrowed.

“Now.”

He took off the pink dress she had made him wear that day and stood in just the lace underwear and cage. Susan walked around him slowly, running her hands over his skin with open curiosity.

“You’re changing,” she said. Her voice was pleased, almost excited. “Your skin is softer. And these…” She cupped his small budding breasts, squeezing gently. Maria gasped, the sensation sharp and overwhelming. His nipples were so sensitive now that even that light touch sent a jolt straight through him. Susan smiled wider when she felt him flinch.

“Marcus started you on hormones, didn’t he? After you went to see him.”

Maria looked down at the floor. “Yes.”

Susan grabbed his chin and forced him to meet her eyes.

“And you didn’t tell me?”

“I was scared,” he admitted.

Susan slapped him, not hard, but sharp enough to sting. Then she kissed him, deep and possessive, biting his lower lip before pulling back.

“Good,” she whispered against his mouth. “I like that you’re scared. It means you’re finally understanding your place.”

She pushed him onto the bed and made him lie on his back. For the next hour she explored his changing body with slow, deliberate cruelty. She pinched and rolled his sensitive nipples between her fingers until he whimpered and squirmed, then leaned down and sucked on them, biting just hard enough to make him cry out. Her hands roamed lower, tracing the new softness of his hips and the slight curve of his waist, tugging on the cage while she told him exactly what was going to happen to him.

“You’re going to have proper little tits,” she murmured, licking one of his nipples while her hand squeezed the other. “Soft and perky. And a softer face. Thicker lips. Wider hips. You’re going to look like a real girl soon.” She tugged on the cage again, harder this time. “And when you’re pretty enough, Marcus is going to put you on the street. You’re going to be his sissy whore, standing on corners in tiny skirts and heels, letting men use you for money. They’re going to pay to fuck this tight little arse while you beg them to cum inside you.”

Maria shook his head, tears in his eyes. “I don’t want that.”

Susan slapped his thigh hard enough to leave a red mark.

“I don’t care what you want,” she said. “This is what’s happening. And every time you complain or look reluctant, I’m going to beat you until you remember how lucky you are to still be here at all.”

She climbed on top of him, straddling his chest, and reached back to play with the cage while she ground her wet pussy against his stomach.

“You’re going to thank me for this one day,” she said, voice low and dark. “When you’re standing on that street corner with cum running down your thighs, you’re going to be grateful I kept you. Because this is what you were always meant to be.”

Maria closed his eyes, tears slipping down his temples as Susan continued to use his body however she wanted. He didn’t know how much more of this he could take.

She made good on the promise over the following days.

Whenever Maria showed any hesitation about the future Marcus had described, whenever he looked away or went quiet when Susan talked about him turning tricks, she punished him without mercy. Sometimes it was just her hand across his face or arse, sharp and stinging. Other times she used the cane, making him strip and bend over the bed or the kitchen table while she laid deliberate, stinging stripes across his thighs and backside. She would make him count each one out loud, her voice calm and almost pleasant as she punished him.

Once, after he had quietly said he didn’t want to be a street whore, she had made him kneel on the kitchen floor and punched him in the balls three times in quick succession. Each blow had been deliberate and brutal. Maria had collapsed forward with a broken sob after the third one, clutching himself and gasping for air. Susan had stood over him and waited until he could speak again.

“Thank me,” she had ordered.

Maria had choked the words out through tears. “Thank you… Goddess.”

“Louder.”

“Thank you for punching my balls, Goddess.”

She had made him repeat it for each hit before finally allowing him to crawl away.

Maria took the pills every morning without argument now. He had learned not to resist. Every time he swallowed them, he felt a quiet sense of dread mixed with something darker, a shameful, creeping acceptance that his body was no longer entirely his own.

At work, Erica noticed the changes almost immediately.

On the Monday of the third week, she called him into her office during a quiet moment. She locked the door behind them and had him strip down to the lingerie Susan made him wear under his clothes. Erica walked around him slowly, the same way Susan had, running her hands over his softening skin and the small, tender swells on his chest.

“Marcus told me he started you,” she said. Her voice was warm, almost proud. “You’re coming along nicely already. Your skin is glowing. And these little tits…” She cupped them gently, thumbs brushing over his sensitive nipples. Maria shivered. “These are going to be adorable in a few months. Nice and perky.”

She had him kneel in front of her and suck her cock while she stroked his hair and told him what a good sissy he was becoming. She was gentle at first, but as she got closer to orgasm her grip tightened in his hair and she began fucking his mouth with more force.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Good girl. You’re going to make such a pretty little whore.”

When she came, she held his head down and flooded his throat, making sure he swallowed every drop. Only when she was finished did she let him pull back. She wiped the tears from his cheeks with her thumb and smiled down at him.

“You’re going to be beautiful,” she said gently. “And when the time comes, I’ll help you. With clothes. Makeup. How to walk in heels. You won’t be alone in this.”

Maria didn’t know whether to feel grateful or terrified. The kindness in her voice made it worse somehow, as if his descent into prostitution was something to be celebrated and supported.

Susan’s own descent continued without pause.

The random calls from Marcus came more frequently now. Sometimes twice in one week, sometimes more. Susan no longer bothered hiding her excitement. She would be in the middle of making dinner, or watching television, or even working out when her phone rang. She would answer with that bright, eager tone she never used with Maria anymore, listen for a minute with her free hand already drifting between her legs, then hang up and start getting ready immediately.

She kept a small bag packed by the door with outfits Marcus liked, tiny skirts, sheer tops, heavy makeup, and the special lingerie she wore only for him and his friends. The moment the call ended, she would shower, do her makeup, and dress like she was going on a date with someone she was desperate to please.

One Tuesday afternoon she received a call while Maria was home. She was in the middle of a workout, wearing just a sports bra and tiny shorts, her body glistening with sweat. She answered on speaker while she stripped out of her workout clothes.

“Hey baby,” she said, already breathless with excitement. “Yeah, I can be there in an hour. What do you want me to wear? … The white one? The really slutty one with the cut-outs? … No knickers, obviously. Full makeup. Heels. … How many? Four? Fuck, yes. I’ll be ready.”

She hung up, showered quickly, and did her makeup in record time. Maria watched from the bedroom doorway as she pulled on the tiny white micro skirt and the matching cut-out top that left most of her breasts and midriff exposed. She checked herself in the mirror, turning to make sure the Queen of Spades tattoo was clearly visible on her arse, then glanced at Maria.

“Be good while I’m gone,” she said. “And don’t wait up.”

She left without kissing him.

Maria stood in the hallway long after she was gone, the sound of her heels clicking down the path still echoing in his head. He knew exactly where she was going. He knew what she was going to let four men do to her. And he knew that when she came home, she would make him clean every trace of them from her body while she told him every filthy detail.

He took his pills that evening without being told.

Then he went to the bedroom, stripped down to his lingerie, and lay on the rug beside the bed to wait.

Maria spent the evening alone, trying and failing to focus on anything. He kept picturing her in that outfit, the tiny white micro skirt and the sheer cut-out top, on her knees or on her back, taking four black cocks while they called her names and used her however they wanted. The images wouldn’t leave his head. He imagined her moaning, begging, coming over and over while they took turns on her. His caged cock leaked steadily into the lace underwear, a constant, shameful dampness that soaked through the fabric. He didn’t touch it. He knew better now. Touching only made the ache worse, and Susan had made it clear what happened to disobedient sissies.

Susan came home just after three in the morning. She didn’t bother being quiet. She walked straight into the bedroom, still in the white outfit, and woke him by climbing onto the bed and sitting directly on his face. Her pussy and arse were messy with cum, the scent of sex thick and overwhelming.

“Clean,” she ordered, grinding down without waiting for a response. “Four loads. They took turns. One of them fucked my arse while another used my mouth. I came so many times I lost count. They kept calling me a white married slut… said I was made for black cock.”

Maria licked her clean while she spoke, his tongue working obediently between her folds and over her arse. The taste was strong and bitter, mixed with her own juices. Susan kept talking the entire time, describing every position, every load, every filthy thing they’d said to her. Only when she was satisfied did she roll off him and pat his cheek.

“You’re getting better at that,” she said. “Good girl.”

The next day she showed him the new tattoo.

She had gone straight from the session to a tattoo parlour Marcus knew, still wearing the cum-stained white outfit. On her lower back, just above the curve of her arse, was a new Queen of Spades, larger than the first, with the words “Black Owned” written in elegant script beneath it. The ink was still fresh, the skin around it slightly red and raised.

Susan lifted her top so he could see it properly, turning so the tattoo caught the light.

“Marcus wanted something more permanent,” she said. “Something that shows everyone exactly who I belong to. No more hiding.”

Maria stared at the fresh ink. His stomach twisted violently. The words “Black Owned” felt like a final nail in the coffin of whatever had once existed between them.

Susan smiled at his expression.

“Don’t look so worried,” she said. “You’re going to have your own soon. Once your body is ready. Marcus already has ideas. He wants something visible… something that makes it obvious what you are.”

She made him kiss the new tattoo, pressing his face against her lower back until his lips met the warm, slightly raised ink. Then she bent him over the bed and caned him for “looking reluctant” when she talked about his future on the street. She didn’t stop until his thighs and arse were striped with angry red welts and he was crying into the sheets.

The changes in Maria’s body continued, steady and unstoppable.

By the end of the fourth week, his breasts were undeniably there, small, perky A-cups that filled out the lace bras Susan had started buying for him. They were tender and sensitive, and Susan took great pleasure in playing with them, often pinching his nipples until he whimpered. His waist had narrowed further, his hips had a definite, feminine curve, and his face had softened noticeably, his cheekbones more prominent, his lips fuller, his jawline less defined. Body hair had almost completely stopped growing. He only needed to shave his face every few days now instead of daily.

His emotions were even more volatile than before. He cried easily, sometimes from shame, sometimes from a strange, aching tenderness he couldn’t name. His sex drive had shifted in ways he didn’t fully understand. He still got hard in the cage when Susan humiliated or hurt him, but the orgasms, when they happened, were different now. Weaker. More full-body. Sometimes he came just from her playing with his nipples or calling him pretty, a helpless, dribbling release that left him shaking and empty.

Susan loved all of it.

She bought him new clothes almost every week, shorter dresses, tighter tops, higher heels. She made him model them for her in the bedroom, turning slowly while she watched with hungry eyes, sometimes touching herself as he did.

“Perfect,” she would say, adjusting the hem of a dress or the straps of a top. “You’re going to look so fuckable on the street. Men are going to line up to use you.”

If Maria showed any discomfort, if he hesitated, or looked away, or quietly said he didn’t want this, she beat him. It started light, slaps across the face or a few strokes of the cane. But the longer he resisted the idea of becoming a street whore, the harder the punishments became. She seemed to enjoy breaking down whatever resistance he had left.

Maria took his pills every morning without complaint now.

He had learned that fighting only made things worse.

And deep down, some small, broken part of him was starting to wonder if fighting was even worth it anymore.

One evening, after he had quietly said he didn’t want to be a whore, Susan had made him lie on his back on the bed while she straddled his chest. She was still wearing the tiny skirt she’d had on all day, and she didn’t bother removing it. Instead, she reached down, pulled his lace underwear to the side, and exposed the cage. Without another word, she began punching his balls, short, sharp, deliberate blows that made his whole body jerk.

“Count,” she ordered.

Maria sobbed through the first one. “One… thank you, Goddess.”

She hit him again, harder.

“Two… thank you, Goddess.”

By the third punch he was crying openly, his voice cracking as he forced the words out. Susan didn’t stop until she’d delivered five in total. Only then did she slide forward and sit on his face, smothering him with her pussy while she rode him to orgasm. She came hard, grinding down and holding his head in place until she was finished. When she finally climbed off, she patted his wet cheek.

“Thank me again,” she said.

Maria’s voice was hoarse and broken. “Thank you for letting me clean you, Goddess.”

Susan smiled, satisfied.

Maria stopped arguing after that.

At work, Erica treated him more and more like a fellow sissy rather than just an employee. The gentle encouragement she had once shown had shifted into something more pointed. She started calling him “darling” and “good girl” openly in front of the other staff, her tone sweet but unmistakably mocking. She had him help her choose outfits during quiet moments, holding up skirts and blouses against herself and asking for his opinion as if they were two girls gossiping. Once, she even took him shopping during their lunch break, leading him into a boutique and buying him a new pair of black patent heels that matched a dress Susan had recently given him.

“You’re coming along beautifully,” she told him one afternoon while he was on his knees under her desk, sucking her cock between meetings. She stroked his hair almost affectionately as she spoke. “Another month or two and you’ll be passing without any effort. Marcus will be very pleased with you.”

Maria didn’t know what to say. He just kept sucking, his eyes wet, while Erica gently fucked his mouth.

He was changing, whether he wanted to or not. His body was becoming something new. Something softer. Something that looked more and more like the sissy Susan and Marcus wanted him to be. Every morning he took his pills without complaint. Every day he felt his skin growing smoother, his chest more sensitive, his hips and arse filling out the lace underwear in ways that made him feel both ashamed and strangely aroused. The thought of standing on a street corner in one of the tiny outfits Susan bought him, waiting for strange men to use him, no longer felt like something that might happen someday.

It was starting to feel like something that would happen.

Susan continued her own life without any sign of slowing down.

The calls kept coming, sometimes several times a week. She never hesitated. The moment Marcus rang, she would drop whatever she was doing, answer in that bright, eager voice, and start getting ready. She came home marked and satisfied almost every time now, her body covered in fresh bruises and love bites. She would make Maria clean her while she recounted every detail, how many men there had been, what they had done to her, how many times she had come. Sometimes she brought gifts from Marcus; new lingerie, a thick leather collar with a small tag that read “Property of Black Cock,” and once, a small jewelled butt plug that she made him wear while he did the housework.

She was skinnier than ever, her body tight and toned from the constant workouts and the strict diet she followed. She had added two more small Queen of Spades tattoos, one on her ankle and one on the inside of her wrist, and she showed them off proudly whenever she could, turning her wrist or lifting her leg so Maria could see.

Maria watched it all happen and felt the last pieces of his old life slipping away.

He took his pills every morning.

He let Susan dress him however she wanted.

He accepted the beatings when he forgot his place.

And every night, when he lay on the rug beside the bed or curled up at the foot of it like a pet, he wondered how much further he could possibly fall before there was nothing left of the man he used to be.

He was no longer sure he wanted to find out.


Chapter 10

The first signs appeared gradually, the way small cracks spread across old plaster before anyone notices.

Maria had been on the hormones for nearly ten weeks now. His body continued its slow, unstoppable shift, the small breasts on his chest had grown enough that Susan had bought him proper bras, the soft A-cups filling out the lace cups she chose for him. His skin stayed soft. His hips had a gentle curve. His emotions still swung wildly, though he had learned to hide the worst of it when Susan was home. The cage remained locked. The street-whore future Marcus had described still hung over him like a shadow, though Susan had not forced the issue yet.

He noticed Susan’s changes on a Tuesday morning.

She was in the bathroom when he woke. The sound of retching carried through the thin door. Maria sat up on the rug where he now slept most nights and listened, his stomach tightening with a dread he couldn’t quite name. When she came out, her face was pale and she looked tired in a way he hadn’t seen before. There were dark circles under her eyes, and she moved more slowly than usual.

“You all right?” he asked quietly.

Susan waved a hand. “Something I ate. I’m fine.”

She wasn’t fine.

Over the next few days the sickness returned every morning. She would disappear into the bathroom as soon as she woke, sometimes staying in there for twenty minutes or more. When she came out she would look drawn and slightly shaky, but she never complained. Instead she seemed almost energised once the nausea passed, moving around the house with a new kind of glow that made Maria’s chest feel tight.

He watched her carefully, saying nothing at first.

He also noticed the slight change in her body. Susan had been so strict with her diet and workouts that her stomach had been flat and toned for weeks. Now there was the faintest curve just below her navel, nothing dramatic, nothing anyone else would notice. But Maria saw it when she walked around the bedroom in just her knickers one evening. The skin there looked slightly fuller, softer. When she turned sideways in the mirror, the curve was unmistakable if you knew what to look for.

Maria’s stomach dropped.

He had been planning something.

For weeks he had been quietly researching, using the work computer when Erica wasn’t around, searching for any information on reversing the effects of the brain injury and the surgeries. He had found mentions of medication, experimental combinations of drugs that some neurologists used to try and dampen hypersexual impulses and personality shifts after traumatic brain injuries. He had even managed to print a few articles and hide them in the lining of his work bag. His plan had been simple and desperate; convince Susan to see another specialist, to try the medication, to take the tablets that might bring the old Susan back before it was too late.

Before she did something irreversible.

Before she let herself be bred.

Now, looking at the slight curve of her belly and listening to her retch every morning, Maria felt the plan crumble in his hands. The articles hidden in his bag suddenly felt pointless. The quiet hope he had been clinging to began to rot in his chest.

He waited until a quiet evening when Susan was home alone. She had come back from another session with Marcus earlier that day. She was in a good mood, wearing one of her short silk robes, her hair still damp from the shower. Maria found her in the kitchen making tea, humming softly to herself as she stirred sugar into her mug.

He stood in the doorway for a moment, heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his throat. Then he spoke.

“Susan,” he said. “We need to talk.”

She glanced at him, still stirring. “About what?”

Maria took a breath. “About what’s happening to you. The sickness every morning. The way your body is changing. I know what it is.”

Susan paused with the spoon halfway to her lips. For a second her expression was unreadable. Then she smiled, small, almost fond.

“Do you?”

Maria stepped into the kitchen. His voice was quiet but steady.

“You’re pregnant.”

The words hung in the air between them.

Susan set the spoon down slowly. She turned to face him fully, leaning back against the counter. The silk robe fell open slightly at the front, revealing the smooth skin of her stomach and the very beginning of that new curve.

“Yes,” she said. “I am.”

Maria felt like the floor had dropped away beneath him.

“By who?” he asked, though he already knew the answer.

Susan’s smile widened. “Marcus. Or one of his friends. It doesn’t really matter which one. They all took turns that night. They all came inside me. I begged them to. I told them I wanted it. I wanted to be bred.”

She said it so calmly. So happily. There was no shame in her voice, no hesitation. She sounded genuinely excited.

Maria’s hands were shaking. “Susan… please. You can’t do this. This is too far. We can still fix this. I’ve been looking into medication. There are drugs that can help with the impulses from the injury. We can go back to the hospital. We can try to reverse what happened to you. Before it’s too late.”

Susan laughed softly. It wasn’t cruel, it was almost gentle.

“Maria,” she said. “It is already too late.”

She walked over to him and took his face in both hands. Her thumbs brushed over his cheeks in a gesture that might have once felt tender, but now felt like she was simply holding him in place.

“I don’t want to fix it,” she said. Her voice was calm, almost gentle, but there was a steel beneath it that hadn’t been there before. “I don’t want the old me back. I like who I am now. I like being this. I like waking up every morning knowing that real men are going to use me however they want. I like coming home marked and full and making you clean me. And now…” She moved one hand down to rest on the slight curve of her belly, her fingers spreading possessively over the skin. “Now I’m carrying a black baby. Their baby. And I’m happy about it. Happier than I’ve ever been.”

Maria felt tears sting his eyes. “Susan, please. Think about what you’re doing. This isn’t you. The accident changed your brain. You’re not thinking clearly. We can still stop this before it goes any further. Before you do something you can’t take back.”

Susan’s expression hardened just a fraction. Her grip on his face tightened, her thumbs pressing into his cheeks.

“You still don’t understand,” she said. “I don’t want to stop. I want more. After this baby, I’m going to get bred again. And again. I want to be a proper black-owned breeding slut. I want to carry as many of their babies as my body will let me. And you’re going to be right here with me. Cleaning me. Serving me. Watching it all happen. Raising their children while I go out and get fucked and filled again.”

She let go of his face and stepped back, her eyes cold.

“On your knees.”

Maria hesitated, his legs trembling. Susan’s eyes narrowed dangerously.

“Now.”

He sank to his knees on the cold kitchen floor. Susan untied her robe and let it fall open. She was naked underneath. She spread her legs slightly and took a step forward until her pussy was inches from his face. The “Black Cock Only” tattoo above it looked stark under the kitchen lights, the skin around it still slightly raised from the fresh ink.

“Lick,” she ordered. “While I tell you exactly how it happened.”

Maria leaned in. His tongue found her clit first, then slid lower, tasting the familiar salt and musk of her. She was already wet, and the taste of old cum still lingered faintly from earlier in the day. He licked slowly, obediently, while Susan rested one hand on the back of his head, guiding him.

“It was three weeks ago,” she began, her voice low and warm, almost dreamy. “Marcus called me in the afternoon. Told me to come to the hotel. Said he had a surprise for me. When I got there, there were four of them waiting. Marcus and three of his friends. They had me strip right there in the middle of the room, in front of all of them. Then they took turns fucking me. Hard. Rough. The way I like it.”

Maria kept licking, his tongue pushing inside her, tasting fresh arousal mixed with the faint trace of earlier cum. His eyes were wet. He could feel tears slipping down his cheeks as he worked.

“One of them bent me over the bed and fucked my arse while another used my mouth,” Susan continued. Her fingers tightened in his hair. “They kept telling me what a good white married slut I was. How I was made for black cock. How my husband could never fuck me like they could. Marcus was the last one to fuck my pussy. He held my legs all the way back and told me he was going to breed me. He asked if that’s what I wanted. I told him yes. I begged him to put a black baby in me. I told him I wanted it more than anything.”

She moaned softly as Maria’s tongue worked over her clit, her hips rolling forward against his mouth.

“They all came inside me that night. Multiple times. I could feel it leaking out of me while they kept fucking me. One of them came in my arse, then made me clean his cock with my mouth while another one took his place. I came so hard when Marcus was filling my pussy. I kept telling him to breed me. To make me pregnant with their baby. I wanted it so badly.”

Maria’s eyes were wet. He kept licking, unable to stop, unable to pull away. His own caged cock was leaking steadily into the lace, a humiliating, constant reminder of how broken he had become. The taste of her, of them, was overwhelming, and still he kept going, his tongue working desperately between her folds as she used his face.

Susan’s hand tightened in his hair, holding him firmly in place as her breathing grew heavier.

“And now,” she said, her voice thick with pleasure, “I’m carrying their baby. And I’m going to keep doing this. I’m going to keep getting fucked and bred until I can’t anymore. And you’re going to stay right here on your knees, cleaning me every single time. Because this is what you are now, Maria. This is all you are.”

Maria sobbed against her pussy. The sound was muffled, lost between her thighs. Susan didn’t stop. She kept grinding slowly against his tongue, using his face with deliberate, unhurried movements as she spoke.

“You had your chance to stop this,” she said, her voice low and steady. “You could have accepted it earlier. You could have been happy for me. Instead you went to Marcus and tried to tell him what to do. And now look at you.” She let out a soft, breathless laugh. “On your knees, licking my pregnant cunt while I tell you how I got bred. This is who you are now, Maria. This is all you are.”

She came with a soft, drawn-out moan, her thighs tightening hard around his head. Her hips rolled forward in short, sharp movements as she rode out her orgasm, flooding his mouth with fresh wetness. Maria kept licking through it, his tongue working obediently even as tears ran down his face and mixed with everything else. He swallowed without being told, tasting her orgasm, tasting the remnants of the men who had bred her, and feeling something inside him break a little further.

When she finally pushed him back, her pussy was glistening and her breathing was heavy. She looked down at him for a long moment, her eyes bright with satisfaction and something colder.

Susan reached down and wiped a tear from his cheek with her thumb, almost tenderly.

“It’s too late,” she said quietly. “For all of it. The old Susan is gone. The old marriage is gone. You’re not going to fix me with tablets or doctors or anything else. This is who I am now. And you’re going to stay right here and serve me while I live it.”

She turned and walked out of the kitchen without another word, leaving him kneeling on the cold tiles.

Maria stayed there for a long time after she left.

His face was wet with tears and her juices. His caged cock was straining painfully against the metal, leaking steadily into the lace. His mind kept circling the same thought, over and over, like a wound he couldn’t stop picking at.

He had been too slow.

He had spent weeks researching medication, hiding articles in his bag, building a desperate, secret plan to bring her back. And while he was doing that, she had gone out and let Marcus and his friends breed her. She had begged for it. She had chosen it. She had looked those men in the eye and asked them to put a black baby inside her.

And now she was pregnant.

With a black baby.

And she was happy about it.

Maria pressed his forehead to the floor and cried. The tiles were cold against his skin. His shoulders shook with silent, helpless sobs. There was no stopping it now. No reversing it. No going back to the life they had before the accident. Susan was gone. The woman he had loved was somewhere inside this new version of her, but she wasn’t coming back. Not with tablets. Not with doctors. Not with anything he could do.

He was completely powerless.

And the worst part was that some broken, shameful part of him was already starting to accept it.

The part that got hard when she humiliated him. The part that had licked her clean without being told. The part that was already wondering what she would look like in a few months, belly rounded and full, still going out to get fucked while she carried another man’s child.

Maria stayed on the kitchen floor until his legs went numb and the ache in his knees became too much to ignore.

When he finally stood up, the house was quiet. Susan had gone to bed. He could hear her moving around upstairs, the soft creak of floorboards and the distant sound of a drawer closing.

He washed his face at the sink, splashing cold water over his skin until the worst of the tears were gone. Then he went upstairs on shaky legs, each step feeling heavier than the last.

Susan was already under the covers. She didn’t look at him when he entered the room. The bedside lamp was still on, casting a warm glow across the sheets.

“Floor,” she said simply, without turning her head.

Maria lay down on the rug beside the bed without argument. He pulled the thin blanket she sometimes allowed him to use over himself and stared at the ceiling in the dark. One hand rested lightly on his own small breasts, feeling the soft new shape of them beneath the lace.

Susan was pregnant.

And there was nothing he could do to stop any of it.

The thought should have broken him completely.

Instead, as he lay there listening to her breathing above him, Maria felt something else settle in his chest.

Acceptance.

Not the peaceful kind.

The kind that comes when you finally understand that the fall is already over, and all that’s left is to lie at the bottom and wait for whatever comes next.


Chapter 11

Maria had been at Erica’s house for most of the afternoon. She had kept him there longer than usual, fucking him slowly on her bed while she told him how pretty he was becoming on the hormones. His small breasts were more sensitive now, and she had spent a long time sucking and biting them until he cried out and squirmed beneath her. When she finally let him leave, it was already dark outside. He drove home through the quiet streets of Tilehurst feeling hollow and used, the taste of her cum still faint on his tongue and the ache in his arse a constant reminder of how the day had been spent.

It had been nearly two weeks since he had properly seen either Susan or Barbara. Both women were constantly busy now. Susan was still taking calls from Marcus and disappearing for hours at a time, even with the pregnancy starting to show. She moved through the house like she was already somewhere else, her mind always half on the next session. Barbara had been spending almost every day out as well, “working,” she called it, though Maria knew exactly what that meant. The two of them only seemed to cross paths in passing, often exchanging tired but satisfied smiles in the hallway before one of them left again.

The divorce had been finalised quietly a month earlier. Tom had moved out completely after coming out. He was living with Jamie now in a small flat closer to the centre of Reading. Barbara had packed her things and moved into the spare bedroom without much discussion. Susan had simply said it made sense. The house was big enough, and Barbara needed somewhere to stay while she figured out her new life. Maria hadn’t argued. He didn’t have the strength to argue about anything anymore.

He parked in the driveway and sat in the car for a moment, staring at the lit windows of the house. Something felt different tonight. There was an energy in the air he couldn’t quite place, something warmer, more intimate than the usual quiet emptiness he had grown used to.

When he let himself in through the front door, the house was quiet but not empty. He could hear soft sounds coming from upstairs, low moans, the occasional creak of the bed frame, and the wet, intimate sounds of skin on skin. Not rough. Not loud. Something slower. More deliberate. Almost tender.

Maria climbed the stairs slowly, his legs heavy with exhaustion. The bedroom door was half-open. Warm light spilled out into the hallway. He stopped just outside and looked in.

Susan and Barbara were on the marital bed together.

They were both completely naked. Susan was on her back with her legs spread, one hand resting on the small, firm curve of her pregnant belly. Barbara was between her thighs, licking her slowly and tenderly. Her own pregnant belly brushed against the sheets as she moved. Both women had visible baby bumps now, not large, but unmistakable. The skin over them looked tight and glowing, stretched smooth over the new life growing inside them.

Susan’s head was tipped back against the pillows. Her platinum blonde hair was spread out around her like a halo. One hand was tangled gently in Barbara’s hair, guiding her with soft, encouraging touches. The other stroked slow, absent circles over her own belly, as if she were soothing the baby inside her while she was being pleasured.

“That’s it,” Susan murmured, her voice soft and warm. “Just like that. You’re so good with your tongue, Barbara.”

Barbara moaned quietly against Susan’s pussy and kept licking, slow and loving. She reached up with one hand and placed it over Susan’s on her belly, their fingers intertwining as they both touched the bump together.

Maria stood frozen in the doorway. He hadn’t seen either of them like this in weeks. They looked different. Softer. More at peace. The constant rush of their separate lives seemed to have fallen away for this moment, leaving behind something intimate and strangely domestic. Two pregnant women, lost in each other.

Susan’s eyes opened and found him standing there. She didn’t look surprised. She simply smiled, a slow, satisfied smile, and kept stroking Barbara’s hair.

“Come in,” she said quietly. “Close the door.”

Maria stepped inside and shut the door behind him. He stayed near the wall, unsure what to do with his hands, feeling painfully out of place in his soft pink dress and stockings. The air in the room felt thick and warm, heavy with the scent of sex and perfume.

Barbara lifted her head slightly and glanced over her shoulder at him. Her face was flushed, lips shiny with Susan’s arousal. She gave him a small, almost shy smile before turning back and pressing a gentle kiss to Susan’s inner thigh, right beside her glistening pussy. Then she slowly moved up Susan’s body, trailing soft, lingering kisses over the firm curve of her pregnant belly. She paused there for a moment, nuzzling the stretched skin with something close to reverence before continuing upward.

Susan sighed and shifted on the bed, making more room as Barbara reached her mouth. The two women kissed, deep, slow, and tender. Their pregnant bellies pressed together as they held each other, hands gently stroking one another’s curves. It wasn’t lustful in the way Maria had grown used to seeing Susan. It was something quieter. More intimate. Almost loving.

Maria felt something twist sharply in his chest. He had never seen Susan look at anyone like that before. Not even him, back when things were normal. The sight of her gazing at Barbara with such open affection while both of them carried black babies made his stomach turn.

Susan broke the kiss and looked over at him again.

“Come closer,” she said. “We want to talk to you.”

Maria walked to the side of the bed on unsteady legs. He was still dressed in the soft pink dress and stockings Erica had put him in earlier. The hormones had continued their work. His breasts were more noticeable now beneath the thin fabric, the soft swells pressing against the material. His face had grown softer, his body subtly curvier in ways that made the dress sit differently than it once had.

Susan reached out and took his hand, pulling him gently down to sit on the edge of the bed.

“Barbara moved in properly last week,” she said, as if they were having a normal conversation. “After the divorce was final. It made sense. She’s been spending so much time here anyway.”

Barbara rested her head on Susan’s shoulder, one hand still gently stroking Susan’s pregnant belly.

“Your father is happy with Jamie,” Barbara said quietly. “He’s finally living the life he wanted. And I’m… I’m happy too. Happier than I’ve been in years.”

Susan turned her head and kissed Barbara’s temple with quiet affection.

“We’re both pregnant,” Susan continued, looking back at Maria. “By the same group of men, most likely. Marcus arranged it. He wanted us both carrying at the same time. Said it would be beautiful.”

She took Maria’s hand and placed it on her belly. The skin was warm and firm under his palm. He could feel the faint, subtle movement beneath it, a small, undeniable reminder of the life growing inside her.

“This is what we were made for,” Susan said. Her voice was calm, almost serene. “White women carrying black babies. Fulfilling our purpose. It feels right. It feels natural.”

Barbara nodded against Susan’s shoulder.

“I fought it at first,” she admitted. “When Susan first brought me into it. I was scared. Ashamed. But once I stopped fighting… once I let them use me properly… everything made sense. I don’t want to go back to how things were. None of us do.”

Susan stroked Barbara’s pregnant belly in return, her fingers moving in slow, soothing circles, then looked back at Maria. Her expression was gentle, but there was no room for argument in her eyes.

“This is the future,” she said. “Barbara and I are going to keep serving black men. We’re going to get bred again after these babies are born. We’re going to keep doing this for as long as our bodies will let us. And you’re going to be here with us. Supporting us. Serving us.”

Maria’s throat felt tight. He looked between the two pregnant women, his wife and his mother-in-law, lying together in the bed he used to share with Susan. Both of them glowing. Both of them carrying black babies. Both of them looking at him with calm, quiet certainty, as if this new arrangement was not only inevitable, but right.

Susan continued, her voice gentle but firm.

“You’re going to be the family sissy. You’re going to do the housework. You’re going to look after the babies when we’re out. You’re going to change nappies and give bottles and rock them to sleep. And when we come home full of cum, you’re going to clean us. You’re going to thank us for letting you be part of this.”

“You’re going to be the family sissy. You’re going to do the housework. You’re going to look after the babies when we’re out. You’re going to change nappies and give bottles and rock them to sleep. And when we come home full of cum, you’re going to clean us. You’re going to thank us for letting you be part of this.”

She reached up and touched his face, her fingers surprisingly gentle against his cheek.

“This is who you are now, Maria,” she said softly. “This is what you were always meant to be. Not a husband. Not a man. Our sissy. Our maid. Our helper. And you’re going to be beautiful at it.”

Barbara reached out and took Maria’s other hand. She squeezed it gently, her thumb brushing over his knuckles.

“We’re a family now,” she said. “A different kind of family. But a real one. And we need you in it. The way you are. The way you’ve become.”

Maria felt tears prick at the corners of his eyes. He didn’t know what to say. The life they were describing was so far from anything he had ever imagined for himself, and yet it felt inevitable. He had already lost so much. His job. His dignity. His body. His wife. His father. And now even the last scraps of resistance he had been holding onto seemed to be slipping away, like sand through his fingers.

Susan pulled him down onto the bed between them. She and Barbara shifted to make space, so he was lying on his back with both pregnant women on either side of him. Their warm, rounded bellies brushed against his arms as they settled in. The contrast between their soft, fertile bodies and his own changing, feminized form made something twist painfully in his chest.

Susan kissed him softly on the mouth. Barbara kissed his cheek, her lips lingering against his skin.

“We’re celebrating tonight,” Susan whispered against his lips. “Both of us carrying. Both of us finally living the way we were meant to live. And you’re going to celebrate with us.”

She guided his hand back to her belly, letting him feel the firm curve of it for a moment, before slowly moving his hand lower, between her legs. She was still wet from Barbara’s mouth. Her fingers wrapped around his wrist and pressed his hand firmly against her slick pussy.

“Start by thanking us properly,” she said. “Show us you understand your place.”

Maria turned onto his side and pressed his mouth to Susan’s pussy again. She sighed and opened her legs wider, one hand resting lightly on the back of his head as she guided him. Barbara moved in close behind him, her pregnant belly pressing warmly against his back. She reached around and slid her hand under the front of his pink dress, cupping one of his small, sensitive breasts. Her fingers found his nipple and began to tease it, gently at first, rolling and pinching the tender bud until Maria moaned softly against Susan’s cunt.

Barbara’s other hand moved lower. She lifted the hem of his dress and reached between his legs from behind, her fingers brushing over the lace of his underwear before pulling it aside. Without warning, she pressed two fingers against his already sore arsehole and pushed them inside. Maria gasped into Susan’s pussy, his body tensing at the sudden intrusion. Barbara didn’t slow down. She worked her fingers deeper, fucking him slowly with them while her other hand continued to play with his nipple.

“That’s it,” Barbara murmured against his ear, her voice low and almost sweet. “Be a good girl for us.”

Susan moaned softly above him as Maria’s tongue worked harder, his body rocking between the two women. Barbara added a third finger without warning, stretching him further. Maria whimpered against Susan’s clit, his hips twitching involuntarily as Barbara’s fingers pumped steadily in and out of him. She curled them deliberately, pressing against that sensitive spot inside him until his caged cock leaked steadily into the lace.

Barbara didn’t stop there.

She pulled her fingers out slowly, only to press four back in a moment later, working them deeper with slow, deliberate movements. Maria’s breathing grew ragged against Susan’s pussy. He could feel the stretch, the burn, and the overwhelming fullness as Barbara steadily opened him up. Susan’s hand tightened in his hair, holding him in place as she ground against his mouth.

“Look at him,” Susan said softly, her voice thick with pleasure. “He’s taking it so well.”

Barbara smiled against his shoulder. She pulled her fingers free again, then pressed her whole hand against his entrance. She took her time, working her fingers back in one by one until she had four inside him again. Then, with slow, steady pressure, she began to push her thumb in as well. Maria let out a broken, muffled cry against Susan’s cunt as Barbara’s hand gradually sank deeper. The stretch was intense, almost too much, but she moved with deliberate patience, twisting and working her hand until, inch by inch, her knuckles slipped inside.

Maria’s whole body trembled. Barbara’s fist was now buried in his arse, her pregnant belly still pressed firmly against his back. She held still for a moment, letting him adjust, before she began to move, slow, shallow thrusts that made him moan helplessly into Susan’s pussy. Every movement of her fist sent sparks of overwhelming sensation through him, mixing pain and unwanted pleasure until his mind felt hazy.

Susan’s breathing grew heavier above him. She rocked against his tongue, using his mouth while Barbara steadily fisted him from behind. The two women moved in rhythm, using him from both ends, their soft moans and the wet sounds filling the room.

Barbara leaned in close to his ear again, her voice low and intimate.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” she whispered. “Take it for us. Such a good little sissy.”

Maria could only whimper and keep licking, his body caught helplessly between them as Barbara’s fist moved inside him and Susan ground down against his face.

The three of them stayed like that for a long time. Susan moaned softly as Maria licked her, her hips rolling slowly against his mouth. Barbara kissed the back of his neck and whispered against his ear, telling him how good he was being, how perfect he was going to be as their sissy, how beautiful it would be when he was helping raise their black babies while they went out to get fucked and bred again.

When Susan came, she held his head gently but firmly in place and stroked his hair, her thighs trembling around his face.

“Good girl,” she murmured, voice thick with satisfaction. “Such a good family sissy.”

Later, when they were all lying together in the tangled sheets, Susan resting her head on Maria’s chest and Barbara curled against his side with one hand draped possessively over his waist, Susan spoke again. Her voice was quiet, but there was a calm certainty in it that left no room for argument.

“This is only the beginning,” she said. “After these babies are born, we’re going to start trying again. Both of us. We’re going to keep getting bred. We’re going to keep serving. And you’re going to be right here, taking care of everything we need. The house. The babies. Us.”

She lifted her head and looked at him. Her eyes were steady, almost tender, but there was something colder underneath.

“You’re going to be the one changing nappies while we’re out getting fucked. You’re going to be the one cleaning cum out of us when we come home. You’re going to thank us for it. And one day, when you’re pretty enough, you’re going to be out there with us too. On your knees. On your back. Earning your place the same way we do.”

She reached up and stroked his cheek with her thumb.

“You don’t have to fight it anymore, Maria. There’s nothing left to fight. This is who we are now. This is our family. And you belong in it exactly as you are.”

Maria stared up at the ceiling. His body felt strange and soft beneath the dress, like it no longer quite belonged to him. His small breasts rose and fell with each shallow breath, the sensitive skin brushing against the thin fabric in a way that made the cage between his legs ache with a dull, constant throb. He could feel the warmth of Susan and Barbara on either side of him, their pregnant bellies pressing gently against his arms, their breathing slow and content.

He thought about his father living with Jamie, finally free to live the life he had hidden for decades. He thought about Barbara, once the picture of suburban respectability, now carrying a black baby and sharing a bed with his wife. He thought about Susan, glowing with pregnancy, already talking about the next time she would be bred, already planning how many more black babies she would carry.

And he thought about himself.

Dressed in pink. Body softening and changing. Kneeling between the two pregnant women who now owned him. Cleaning their used pussies. Serving their needs. Raising their black children while they went out to get fucked and filled again. The cage between his legs. The hormones already working through his system. The future Marcus had described, standing on street corners, being used by strangers for money, no longer felt like something distant or avoidable. It felt like something that was already on its way.

There was no plan left. No resistance left. No old life to go back to.

Only this.

Maria closed his eyes and let the two pregnant women hold him between them. Susan’s head rested on his chest, her breath warm against his skin. Barbara’s arm was draped over his waist, her fingers loosely curled against his side. They were warm. They were content. And they had pulled him into their new world so completely that there was nowhere left for him to stand outside of it.

Outside, the quiet suburban street slept on, unaware that inside number fourteen the old rules no longer applied. The house looked the same from the road, neat, ordinary, respectable. But inside, everything had been rewritten.

A new family had been born.

And Maria was finally, completely, part of it.

He lay there in the dark, surrounded by the two women who had once been his wife and his mother-in-law, and felt the last fragile pieces of the man he used to be quietly slip away. There was no fight left in him. No hope of going back. Only the slow, inevitable understanding that this was his life now, and that some broken, shameful part of him had already begun to want it.


Chapter 12

The celebration lasted well into the night.

Maria stayed between Susan and Barbara on the bed for hours. The two pregnant women took turns kissing him, touching his softening body, and guiding his mouth wherever they wanted it. Susan was especially tender with him, stroking his hair and whispering how proud she was of how far he had come, how beautiful he was becoming on the hormones. Barbara was quieter but no less affectionate, pressing soft kisses to his small breasts and telling him he was going to be such a good sissy auntie for the babies, how sweet it would be when he was the one changing nappies and rocking them to sleep while she and Susan were out being used.

At one point Susan had him lie on his back while she straddled his face again. She lowered herself slowly onto his mouth, sighing as his tongue found her clit. Barbara moved down between his legs and took the chastity cage in her mouth, sucking gently around the metal bars. The contrast was dizzying, the loving, almost maternal attention from both women while his cock remained trapped and useless in its cage. Barbara’s tongue worked slowly over the exposed head of his cock through the bars, while Susan rocked gently against his mouth, occasionally reaching down to stroke his hair.

When Susan came she stayed on his face for a long time, grinding slowly through the aftershocks, her thighs trembling on either side of his head. Barbara kept sucking until Maria’s hips were twitching helplessly, though nothing could come out of the cage. Only when Susan finally lifted off him did Barbara release the cage, pressing one last soft kiss to it before moving back up the bed.

Eventually the three of them collapsed together in a tangle of limbs. Susan rested her head on Maria’s chest, one hand resting on her own pregnant belly. Barbara curled against his side, her bump pressed warmly against his hip. For a while no one spoke. The only sounds were their breathing and the occasional creak of the bed.

Susan was the first to break the silence.

“I got a message from Marcus earlier,” she said quietly. Her voice was calm, almost sleepy, but there was a clear undercurrent of excitement beneath it. “He’s been talking to some of the other bulls. They’re all very excited about the two of us being pregnant at the same time.”

Barbara made a soft, pleased sound against Maria’s shoulder and nuzzled closer.

Susan continued, her fingers tracing lazy circles on Maria’s stomach through the pink dress.

“He wants to do something special once the babies are born. A kind of… coming-out party for the new family. He’s already got several men who want to be the first to breed us again after we’ve recovered. And he wants you there, Maria. Front and centre.”

Maria’s heart beat faster. He didn’t speak. He lay very still between them, staring at the ceiling.

Susan lifted her head and looked at him, her expression soft but certain.

“He says your body is progressing well on the hormones. Your tits are coming in nicely. Your skin is soft. Your face is changing. In another month or two you’ll be able to pass without much effort. That’s when he wants you to start working properly.”

She reached down and gave the chastity cage a gentle but deliberate squeeze through the fabric of the dress, her fingers lingering there.

“You’re going to be his pretty little sissy whore, Maria. Standing on corners in tiny skirts and heels, just like we talked about. And when you’re not out earning, you’ll be here, taking care of the babies, cleaning us when we come home full, and thanking us for letting you be part of this.”

She gave the cage one last, lingering squeeze before settling her head back on his chest.

Maria didn’t answer. He simply lay there in the dark, the weight of Susan’s words settling over him like a shroud, while the two pregnant women held him between them.

“Not just cleaning and serving at home,” Susan continued, her voice soft but steady. “Real work. Paid work. Marcus already has a few regular clients who are interested in a hormone-treated sissy. Men who want to fuck something that used to be a husband. Something soft and pretty and completely broken in. They want the contrast, a former man, now soft and feminine, locked in chastity and ready to be used however they like.”

Barbara lifted her head from Maria’s chest. She looked at him with quiet sympathy, but there was no hesitation in her voice when she spoke.

“It’s the right thing,” she said. “You’re not meant to be anything else now. You’re meant to help us. To serve the men who take care of us. And to earn your place the same way we do.”

Susan nodded, her fingers still tracing slow circles on Maria’s stomach.

“Marcus wants your first proper client next month,” she said. “He’s already picked someone. A regular of his. Older man. Very dominant. He wants to be the first to pay to fuck you. Marcus says he’ll be gentle the first time, he’ll take his time, let you get used to it. But after that…” She smiled faintly, almost fondly. “After that they won’t be gentle. They’ll want to use you the way they use us. Hard. Rough. They’ll want to hear you beg. They’ll want to leave you leaking and shaking when they’re done.”

Maria closed his eyes. The words settled over him like a weight he could no longer push off. He could already picture it, some faceless older man gripping his hips, pushing into him while he lay there in one of the tiny dresses Susan had bought him, the cage swinging uselessly between his legs.

Susan stroked his cheek with her thumb.

“I know it’s a lot,” she said gently. “But this is what we all agreed to. This is our life now. Barbara and I are going to keep getting bred. We’re going to keep serving black men for as long as we can. And you’re going to be right here with us. Looking after the house. Looking after the babies. And earning money on your back and your knees so you can contribute.”

She leaned down and kissed him softly on the mouth, her lips lingering against his.

“You’re our sissy now, Maria. Not just mine. Ours. The family sissy. And we’re going to take very good care of you… as long as you remember your place.”

Barbara reached over and took one of Maria’s hands, squeezing it gently between both of hers.

“We love you,” she said. “In our own way. This is how we show it now. By keeping you close. By making sure you have a purpose in this family.”

The three of them lay in silence again for a while. Maria could feel the warmth of both pregnant bellies against him, the steady throb of the cage between his legs, and the softness of his own chest rising and falling with each breath. He felt small between them. Fragile. And yet, in some twisted way, he also felt held.

Eventually Susan spoke again, her voice lower, almost thoughtful.

“Marcus also said something else. He wants us to move. All of us. Into a bigger house. Somewhere more private. He’s already looking at properties. He wants a place where we can all live together properly. Where the babies can grow up with other children like them. Where more women can join us if they want to. A proper community.”

She smiled against his skin, her breath warm.

“Imagine it. A house full of pregnant white wives. All of us carrying black babies. All of us serving the same group of men. And you in the middle of it all. The sissy who keeps everything running. Who cleans us after every session. Who raises the next generation while we keep the bloodline going.”

Maria didn’t answer. He didn’t trust his voice. He simply lay there between them, staring up at the ceiling as the weight of their words pressed down on him. The future they were describing was no longer something distant or theoretical. It was already taking shape around him, and he was too far gone to step outside of it.

Susan lifted her head slightly, her eyes meeting his in the dim light.

“This is your life now, Maria,” she said quietly. “And it’s only going to get deeper from here.”

Susan shifted so she was lying half on top of him. Her pregnant belly pressed warmly against his side as she reached down and undid the front of his dress, exposing his small, sensitive breasts. She took one nipple into her mouth and sucked gently, her tongue circling the tender bud before she bit down just hard enough to make him gasp. Barbara watched from beside them, her eyes half-lidded with quiet interest.

When Susan finally lifted her head, her lips were shiny. She looked down at him with a soft, knowing expression.

“This is only the beginning,” she whispered. “We’re going to be so happy, Maria. All of us. You just have to stop fighting it.”

She kissed him again, deeper this time, her tongue sliding into his mouth as she guided his hand between her legs. She was wet again, her pussy hot and slick against his fingers. Maria’s fingers slipped inside her easily, and Susan moaned softly into his mouth as he began to move them.

“Show me you understand,” she breathed against his lips. “Show me you’re ready to be what we need.”

Maria moved his fingers slowly inside her, curling them the way he knew she liked. Susan kissed him harder, her hips rolling gently against his hand while Barbara stroked his hair and pressed soft kisses to his shoulder. The room was warm and quiet, the only sounds their breathing and the wet, rhythmic movement of his fingers inside Susan. Outside, the suburban street was dark and still, the rest of the world asleep and unaware.

Inside, the three of them moved together in the tangled sheets until Susan came again with a soft, satisfied sigh, her walls pulsing around his fingers. She stayed pressed against him for a long moment afterward, breathing heavily, before finally rolling onto her back.

Maria lay on his back between them, Susan’s head resting on his chest and Barbara curled against his side. The room was quiet except for the occasional creak of the house settling. Susan’s fingers traced idle patterns on his stomach through the thin fabric of his dress when she spoke, her voice low and almost casual.

“I saw the neurologist yesterday,” she said, as if she were mentioning a routine appointment. “They wanted to run some checks anyway because of the pregnancy. Make sure everything was stable.”

Maria’s hand, which had been resting lightly on her hip, stilled.

Susan continued without looking up. “He was surprised. Said the scans looked completely normal. He told me there was no sign of any lasting damage from the accident. Everything had healed. He said I was fine.”

Maria’s breath caught in his throat. He turned his head slightly to look down at her, but Susan kept her cheek pressed to his chest, her tone light, almost amused.

Maria’s voice came out quiet and unsteady. “You… you’re saying there’s nothing wrong with you?”

Susan lifted her head then, propping herself up on one elbow so she could look at him properly. A slow, satisfied grin spread across her face.

“This is all me now,” she said. “Not some fall. Not some brain injury. Just me. Because I want to be this slut.” She reached down and gave the chastity cage a gentle squeeze through his dress. “I like being like this. I like what I’ve become. The accident might have started it, but it didn’t make me stay this way. I chose it. I want the calls. I want the men. I want to get fucked and used and bred. And I’m not going back.”

Maria stared at her, the words hitting him like a physical blow. For weeks he had held onto the fragile belief that some part of the old Susan was still in there, buried under damage, perhaps, but reachable. That if he could just find the right doctor or the right medication, he might be able to bring her back. Now that last thread of hope snapped.

Susan’s grin softened into something almost affectionate as she watched the realisation settle over his face.

“I’m exactly where I want to be,” she said, her voice gentle but firm. “And you’re exactly where you belong. On your knees when I need you. On the floor when I tell you. And soon, out there earning like the rest of us.” She leaned down and kissed him, slow and deep, before pulling back just enough to whisper against his lips. “This isn’t an accident anymore, Maria. This is who I am. And it’s who you are too.”

Later, when Susan had fallen asleep with her head on his chest and Barbara was curled against his other side, Maria lay awake staring at the ceiling.

He thought about the house Marcus wanted to buy, a bigger place, more private, where this new life could expand without interference. He thought about the clients who would pay to use him once he was “pretty enough,” older men who wanted the novelty of fucking something that had once been a husband. He thought about changing nappies and giving bottles while Susan and Barbara went out to get fucked and bred again, coming home marked and satisfied for him to clean. He thought about the babies growing up in a world where their mothers belonged to other men, and their “auntie” was a hormone-treated sissy who cleaned up after them all.

He thought about how far he had fallen.

And he thought about how little of the old Maria was left.

The man he used to be, the one who had once tried to fight this, who had gone to Marcus begging him to stop, felt like a stranger now. That version of himself had been stripped away piece by piece; through the beatings, the hormones, the constant humiliation, and the slow, steady erosion of his resistance. What remained was something softer. Something quieter. Something that had learned to kneel, to lick, to serve, and to accept.

Susan stirred in her sleep and mumbled something he couldn’t quite hear. Her hand rested protectively over her pregnant belly, as if even in sleep she was guarding the life growing inside her.

Maria closed his eyes.

There was no going back. There never had been, not really. Not since the first tattoo. Not since the first random call. Not since the first time she had made him lick another man’s cum out of her while she told him how much better they were. Every step had led here, to this bed, between these two pregnant women, with his body changing and his future already decided.

This was who they were now.

This was who he was now.

And as he finally drifted toward sleep between the two pregnant women who owned him, Maria felt something settle in his chest that was not quite peace, but something close to it.

Acceptance.

The fall was complete.

And the rest of his life stretched out in front of him, soft, obedient, and completely, utterly theirs.

TO BE CONTINUED…
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