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Author’s Note

This book is not really dark but is very kinky and taboo. If such things aren’t for you, then don’t read it. Obviously, it is ALL fantasy, not real and not what I would condone. It is important to remember that, as some people do mix reality and fiction. This is complete fiction.

The only bit of reality I would say is about the seven-year itch. I didn’t really ever experience it because my itch is almost constantly scratched, but I do know people who have cheated or destroyed a marriage because of it. My advice, stop taking life so seriously and if you do have an affair, don’t run off with the other person. The likelihood is that in seven years time, they’ll piss you off too.

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

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

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

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


Prologue

They say that every seven years or so, a quiet tremor runs through a marriage, an invisible fault line stirring deep beneath the surface. No one can pinpoint the cause with certainty: perhaps the shifting tides of hormones, the slow erosion of routine that dulls desire, or some mysterious alchemy born of years spent in close proximity. Whatever the reason, in my marriage to Sandy it arrived with devastating accuracy, a sharp seismic shift that altered the landscape of our lives forever. The so-called seven-year itch, that restless hunger, frequently leads to seismic upheavals, most often the seductive pull of infidelity. In our case, though, the years together stretched far beyond seven; we had been a couple long before marriage, tying the knot only after our daughter arrived, and before we tried for our second child.

For Sandy, the itch found its release in the arms of her colleague Darren. Their affair blazed fiercely for six months, a secret fire fed by stolen moments and whispered promises, until guilt sliced through the haze of lust like a cold blade. She ended it in a single, resolute cut, then came to me in a torrent of remorse, tears streaming as her voice fractured on every word, brittle and raw.

Our life at that point was a vivid patchwork of domestic warmth and joyful pandemonium: two young children holding us fast to the earth. Tessa, our daughter of ten, with her tumbling golden curls and bright, searching blue eyes, was a constant storm of vitality, filling the house with peals of laughter and leaving trails of crayon art magnetised to the fridge door. Jake, our five-year-old son, sturdy and dark-haired, moved through the world with an irrepressible grin, his small arms forever outstretched for cuddles or fresh mischief. Our home stood in the peaceful suburbs of Manchester, a comfortable semi-detached house with generous bay windows gazing onto a tidy garden where roses scented the air in summer and the sharp, green fragrance of newly cut grass lingered after mowing.

Yet beneath that serene exterior, fissures had widened.

My first response was a storm of fury and heartbreak, a brutal blow that knocked the breath from my lungs. The betrayal stung deepest: those sacred vows splintered like fine China dashed to the floor. Then came the slow poison of deception, the realisation of hushed telephone calls in shadowed corners, invented late nights at the office that now carried the sour reek of falsehood, the way she had slid beneath the sheets beside me with skin perhaps still warm and flushed from another man's caresses. Worst of all were the dreams. Night after night I woke drenched in sweat, tormented by images so vivid they felt like memories: Sandy and Darren locked together, limbs entwined, her laughter, that sweet, melodic sound I had cherished for years, now a cruel taunt as they murmured about the blind, pathetic husband sprouting invisible horns.

Weeks dissolved into a fog of fierce arguments, voices rising in the soft amber light of the living-room lamp, tears soaking the cushions of our battered leather sofa. The atmosphere thickened with unvoiced recriminations; her familiar lavender perfume, once a comfort, now carried the faint sting of loss. In time, amid the ruins, I found the strength to ask the questions that gnawed at me, each one sharp and searching.

“Why?” I asked, my voice low and unsteady as we faced each other across the kitchen table one evening, the clock ticking steadily in the heavy quiet.

“Why did you do it?”

“Why him?”

“Why conceal it from me?”

“Why stop now?”

“Why fight to salvage this marriage?”

These were no casual inquiries; they were deep probings into the core of our bond, requiring a naked honesty we both approached with trepidation. We considered couples therapy, imagining stark consulting rooms and dispassionate strangers, but I baulked. I am a fixer at heart, a practical engineer who trusts in plans and precise repairs. If she could expose the full truth, I told myself, I could reconstruct us, layer by careful layer.

The first truths emerged on a crisp autumn evening, the wind sighing through gaps in our ageing sash windows as I braced for another solitary night in the guest room. The space felt barren: a narrow single bed covered in worn blue sheets, walls lined with old family photographs that now seemed to jeer at my isolation. Sandy appeared in the doorway, backlit by the hall light, her chestnut hair dishevelled, green eyes swollen and reddened from weeping. She settled gingerly on the mattress edge, her lithe body shivering slightly beneath the thin nightdress that clung to the soft swell of her breasts and the gentle curve of her hips, stirring echoes of desire I fought to suppress.

“Do you ever wake up and wonder how on earth you arrived here?” she whispered, her voice thin as gossamer.

I leant against the dresser, the wood cool against my palms. “Of course. I notice beautiful women and think ‘what if?’ I’d be dishonest to pretend otherwise, but I never follow through.”

“I know,” she said, a faint, sorrowful smile touching her lips. “And I’m grateful for that. But when I turned twenty-nine, I looked at my friends still out there, dancing in clubs beneath pulsing lights, flirting shamelessly with strangers, and I felt left behind. One night I went along, watched them being pursued from every side, yet no one approached me. I felt erased, like a photograph left too long in sunlight.”

“Babe…” I murmured, recognising the spiral of self-doubt that sometimes claimed her, her fingers nervously pleating the hem of her nightdress.

“Wait. I came home feeling worthless, so I went shopping: slinky dresses, delicate lace lingerie, towering heels.”

“I remember,” I said, picturing the stack of credit-card statements, the way she had spun before the mirror in those new clothes, laughter bright but edged with something elusive. We had teased about alarming the bank manager, though he never rang.

“So I began dressing to provoke at work: blouses cut to emphasise the swell of my breasts, skirts that shifted and whispered against my thighs with every step. Darren noticed immediately. His gaze lingered during meetings, his compliments warm and insistent, quickening my pulse. Why did I do it? Because I hungered for that electric thrill of being young and wanted again, my body alive with anticipation rather than the dull cadence of school runs and endless laundry. I craved to be noticed, chased, carried away by something impulsive and alive. Why Darren? He was twenty-five, cocky and fit from weekend rugby, tall and broad where you are steady and reassuring. Single, eager, always close in those office hallways, his cologne a dark, musky lure. I told myself, why not? It was selfish and reckless, a surrender to vanity and raw need. I’m so desperately sorry.”

Her confession drifted between us, acrid as smoke. I reached for her hands, soft, warm despite the room’s chill, and drew her close. Her body fitted against mine with devastating familiarity, the scent of her shampoo soothing my ragged edges. Wordlessly I guided her back to our bedroom, to the wide bed with its tumbled duvet that welcomed us like an old promise. That night, after weeks apart, we lay side by side once more. Her breathing steadied into a gentle rhythm against my skin, a quiet lullaby. Full intimacy, the urgent press of flesh, the shared gasps of rekindled hunger, would take longer to reclaim, but in that shared silence, the first fragile threads of healing began to weave themselves around us.

Prologue (continued)

The next morning broke crisp and golden, sunlight slipping through the half-drawn curtains to dapple the wooden floor in shifting patterns of light. Sandy seemed lighter already, her smile real and unguarded as she perched at the breakfast bar, cradling a mug of coffee. Her robe had loosened just enough to bare the smooth curve of one shoulder, the soft swell of her breast hinted at beneath silk. We kissed goodbye, a careful, lingering brush of lips that carried the first faint spark of hope, before parting for our separate days. My office waited in the heart of Manchester, a humming engineering firm full of blueprints and deadlines; hers was that gleaming corporate tower where Darren still moved through the corridors like an unwelcome ghost.

One question nagged at me through the morning meetings: how did she manage now, day after day, in the same building as him? The careful avoidance of HR, the necessary pretence around colleagues, the risk of an awkward encounter in the lift or by the coffee machine. I filed it away for later, another item on the growing list of things we still needed to unpack.

That evening the dining-room chandelier cast a warm amber glow over the table. Conversation came more easily, the cork drawn from the bottle of our pent-up feelings. She spoke first about why she had ended it.

“A few things, really,” she said, swirling the wine in her glass. “Darren started getting possessive, endless texts, pushing for more than quick fucks in anonymous hotel rooms. That was never the deal; I wanted pure, breathless lust, no strings, no expectations. But he was falling, properly falling. I could see it every time he looked at me. The real reason, though?” She met my eyes, guilt shadowing the green. “I started seeing you again. Properly seeing you. The way you scoop Tessa up for bedtime stories and make her dissolve into giggles; the patience you show teaching Jake to kick a football in the garden, his little legs wobbling with determination.” She exhaled slowly. “You’re so good to me. Bringing home those salted caramels after a brutal day, rubbing my feet while we watch rubbish on telly. The guilt ate at me until I couldn’t pretend any more. What are you doing, Sandy? I never stopped loving you. I just… forgot how to prove it. Does that make any sense?”

It did, deeply. The knot in my chest loosened, like a tie finally slackened after too long. Knowing she had chosen to walk away made forgiveness feel within reach.

“And work?” I asked. “You see him every day.”

“Separate departments. He’s sales, I’m marketing. The company’s structured so we barely cross paths, different floors most of the time, minimal overlap on projects. And honestly, he’s already moved on. Flirting shamelessly with the new intern, Destiny, with her ridiculous little ponytail.”

“Really?” I raised an eyebrow, picturing his easy charm shifting targets like a well-practised routine. A flicker of something stirred in me, not simply jealousy, but something sharper, more curious.

“Office gossip spreads like wildfire.”

“Charming,” I said dryly, though that strange twinge deepened, twisting into something I couldn’t quite name.

She reached across the table, her fingers brushing mine. “I want to save this marriage because it’s worth saving. We almost never fought before. The children love us together. I just need to be better at communicating, at being honest about what I need.”

I nodded. “Both of us do.”

One question remained unspoken, retreating to the shadows as we slipped back into the comforting rhythm of family life: dinners around the table, bedtime stories, lazy weekend walks in the park where dry leaves crackled beneath our shoes. For Sandy the affair felt finished, a sealed chapter. For me an odd current still ran beneath the surface.

I’ll admit it plainly: like most men, I’ve always taken myself in hand regularly, once a day in the morning shower, steam rising around me as I work the tension from my body, hot water streaming over taut skin. Porn usually did the job: anonymous bodies twisting and gasping on screen. Sandy knew; she even teased me about it with a playful wink. Lately, though, the fantasies had changed. No more faceless videos. Instead my mind filled with Sandy and Darren. Her moans ringing in my ears, his hands claiming her curves, their shared laughter at the blind, cuckolded husband. The shame of it only fuelled me. I’d grip myself harder, the humiliation coiling into raw heat, my climax arriving with shocking force.

Months after her confession the visions refused to fade; they sharpened, grew more insistent. I had never seen Darren’s face, so I built him in my head: an Adonis with a carved jaw, gym-honed muscles rippling under tanned skin, eyes that stripped her bare with a single glance. What the hell was wrong with me? Picturing them in cheap motel rooms, sheets twisted, her nails scoring his back while they mocked my supposed inadequacies, it set me alight in ways I couldn’t control.

The obsession drove me to the internet one late night in the study, screen glow painting the bookshelves blue. I typed “obsessing over wife’s affair” and found article after article on betrayal trauma, PTSD-like symptoms: intrusive images, emotional flatness. It fitted too well. I booked an appointment with Dr Carolyn Marsh, a local specialist in marital and relational wounds.

She was younger than I’d expected, mid-thirties perhaps, with a cascade of fiery red hair, a tiny silver nose stud catching the light, and full lips brushed with soft rose. Her consulting room felt like a sanctuary: deep-grey armchairs, abstract prints suggesting calm water, the subtle perfume of jasmine drifting from a diffuser. Far too attractive for clinical detachment, but I pressed on.

I told her everything: the easy laughter over wine before, the subtle absences during, the fragile rebuilding after. She listened, pen moving steadily across her notepad. Then I forced out the hardest part, the dreams of humiliation that left me painfully aroused instead of broken.

“And how does that make you feel?” she asked, her voice low and smooth.

“Conflicted. Horny, mostly.”

“Being humiliated arouses you?”

“Yes.”

She tilted her head slightly. “Interesting. If Sandy wanted to resume the affair, with your full awareness and consent, how would that land with you?”

“I… I’ve never considered it.”

“Consider it now. Would it be a deal-breaker?”

I shrugged, my love for her still an unshakeable weight in my chest. “No. We could find a way through it.”

She pressed her lips together thoughtfully. “And if nothing was inherently ‘wrong’? If she simply craved variety, enjoyed sex with other people from time to time?”

I swallowed. “I suppose… if it was only that, then maybe it would be fine.”

The therapist’s hour is a polite fiction: fifty tightly measured minutes, followed by ten for notes, a steadying breath, or perhaps a discreet sip of water before the next patient settles into the same soft grey armchair. Before I could press Dr Carolyn further on that tantalising suggestion, that Sandy might simply enjoy sex with others, no deeper pathology required, the session timer chimed, soft and final. We scheduled the next appointment for two weeks later. I left her office wrapped in a haze of jasmine and unresolved questions, the late-winter light cutting sharp slants through the frosted glass of the reception door.

Over those intervening weeks the fantasies refused to fade; instead they sharpened, acquired edges and teeth. They invaded every unguarded moment and, more insistently, the most intimate ones. Where once Sandy and I had made love in the familiar, comforting cadence of long marriage, slow, affectionate, predictably tender, my mind now overlaid scenes so vivid my pulse hammered in my throat. During sex I pictured her with Darren: the imagined flex of his broad shoulders as he pinned her to starched hotel sheets, her thighs locked around his waist, head thrown back in abandon, lips parted on moans louder and wilder than any I had ever coaxed from her. The images made me steel-hard, my thrusts more urgent, my breathing ragged and uneven.

I had read, in furtive late-night forum threads, how some men discovered their wife’s affair and found their erection wilting under the weight of shame, betrayal rendering them impotent. Not me. The betrayal had ignited something inside; I walked around in a constant state of low-grade arousal, half-erect at the slightest trigger. Sandy noticed. One evening, as we lay tangled in the duvet, her skin still flushed and dewy from our coupling, she propped herself on an elbow. Chestnut hair spilled across her bare shoulder. With a playful frown she asked, “What’s got into you lately? You’re insatiable.”

I managed only a sheepish grin and kissed her deeply to sidestep the truth.

The problem was the other side of the coin: I came too quickly. Far too quickly. The instant those humiliating images flooded in, her laughing breathlessly with Darren about my supposed inadequacies, comparing us in cruel, whispered detail, my control shattered. I would swell inside her, pulse once, twice, and spill within a handful of strokes, leaving her blinking in surprise, her body still thrumming with unmet desire.

In the next session Dr Carolyn leant forward, elbows on her knees, notepad balanced on one thigh. Her cream satin blouse shifted as she moved; the delicate lace edge of her bra peeked beneath the fabric, cradling the generous swell of her breasts. I tried, unsuccessfully, not to notice.

“Tell me what you picture during these fantasies,” she said, her voice calm and curious.

“Always the same. Her fucking Darren.”

“And she’s enjoying herself?”

“With him? Tremendously. Moaning, clawing at his back, begging for more.”

“Does she humiliate you in those scenes?”

“Not during the sex itself. Only when I’m alone, masturbating.”

She nodded slowly, tapping her pen against the full curve of her lower lip. “I want you to try an experiment. Next time you make love to Sandy, picture them both humiliating you, explicitly. Words, laughter, comparisons. Let it play out fully in your mind.”

I blinked, thrown. “Why would you encourage that?”

“Because I need to see how you respond in real time, not just in isolated fantasy. Will it push you over the edge faster? Will it change anything else?” She paused, studying me. “First, though, tell me about your childhood. Were you bullied? Did you struggle with girls?”

I shrugged. “I was skinny, sure, always have been, but I was fast. Brilliant on the pitch, decent runner. Never bullied. Had girlfriends here and there, nothing serious, but I never struggled to get attention.”

“Parents?”

“Good relationship. No drama. Never spanked, never raised a hand.”

She set the notepad aside and leant closer, lowering her voice to an intimate murmur. “One more question. If Sandy decided you needed punishment, if she pulled you over her knee, skirt hiked up, hand coming down hard on your bare arse, how would that make you feel?”

The image struck like a live wire. My cock stiffened instantly, straining painfully against the fabric of my trousers. Heat surged into my face and neck.

“I… I…” I stammered, words dissolving.

She eased back, breaking the spell with a small, knowing smile. “Never mind. Don’t answer. It’s fine.” She retrieved her notepad and scribbled something; the scratch of pen on paper sounded unnaturally loud in the quiet room.

“We’re out of time. Next session is three weeks from now. Tell me then how the task goes.” She met my eyes, steady and reassuring. “And Martin, you do not have PTSD. That much I can tell you already.”

If not PTSD, then what?

That night Sandy and I made love again. The bedroom was dim, lit only by the soft amber glow of the bedside lamp. She straddled me, movements slow and languid at first, her breasts swaying gently as she rode, nipples grazing my chest with each downward roll of her hips. I let the fantasy unfurl in full: Darren’s thicker cock stretching her wide, her cries louder and more abandoned than anything I had ever drawn from her, then the two of them turning their attention to me. Her smirking down at me, voice husky and mocking, “Look at him, Darren. So small. So quick. Pathetic, isn’t he?” And him chuckling, low and smug, triumphant in his conquest.

My cock surged inside her, harder than it had been in months.

“Holy shit!” Sandy gasped, eyes widening in surprise. “Did you just get bigger?”

I couldn’t speak. I thrust up harder, chasing the humiliation, and came in a blinding rush, flooding her while she stared down at me in delighted astonishment.

Afterward she curled against my side, sated but not entirely spent. “Baby, it’s fine,” she murmured, pressing soft kisses along my jaw. “I love that we’re doing it so much more often.”

Dr Carolyn saw the pattern differently.

When I recounted the session, the sudden swelling, the humiliating speed, she nodded thoughtfully. When I admitted the climaxes were embarrassingly premature, she simply smiled.

“You need to step up and do the right thing, Martin.”

“And that is?”

“Your mouth.” Her grin was slow, deliberate. “Go down on her. Bring her to climax.”

“Oh. Right.” Relief flickered through me. “I can do that, before we make love, get her there first.”

She shifted in her chair, crossing her legs with a quiet rustle of fabric. “No, that’s not what I meant. After. You finish inside her, then you go down.”

I froze. “But… I don’t wear a condom with her.”

“Exactly.” She held my gaze without flinching. “You’d be tasting yourself. Your own cum. Doesn’t that feel… fitting? For a man who gets hard imagining his wife and her lover humiliating him?”

The room seemed to shrink, the air suddenly warmer, thicker. My pulse thudded in my ears.

“Try to imagine it,” she continued, voice soft but insistent. “Darren has just come deep inside her, thick, hot spurts filling her up, and now it’s your turn to clean her. What do you feel?”

“I… okay,” I managed, voice hoarse.

She was younger than me by only a year or two, yet she carried an unshakable certainty that made resistance feel absurd. That cascade of red hair framing her face, the dainty silver nose piercing catching the light, those sharp, intelligent brows arching over eyes that seemed to see straight through skin and bone. She exuded a quiet authority that Sandy, beautiful, warm, loving Sandy, sometimes lacked, especially after the slow, invisible erosion of self that can come with years of motherhood and giving. It was impossible to say no to Dr Carolyn. Not because she demanded obedience, but because her conviction made doubt feel small and foolish.

Of course, our sessions weren’t solely about sex. We talked about the grinding pressures of my engineering job: the endless deadlines, the fluorescent-lit open-plan office in Manchester’s business district where the overhead strips buzzed like weary insects, the quiet dread of performance reviews. We spoke of home life too, the rain-slicked school runs in grey mornings, Tessa’s laughter still lighting the kitchen like sudden sunshine, Jake’s sticky fingers leaving jam prints on my trousers after breakfast. We even touched on fragments of my past: school days on muddy pitches, the quiet pride of outrunning everyone, the ordinary warmth of parents who never raised a hand or a voice in anger. Most sessions ended with me stepping back into the corridor feeling lighter, as though some invisible burden had shifted, even if only for a few hours.

That very night, after our lovemaking, I steeled myself. Sandy lay sprawled on the duvet, skin flushed and glistening in the low amber light, thighs still parted, my semen slowly seeping from her. My heart hammered against my ribs. I slid down her body, kissing the soft curve of her belly, the delicate dip of her hipbones, until my face hovered between her legs. She tensed at once.

“Martin, you don’t have to…”

Her protest melted the moment my tongue found her clit, swollen and slick. She gasped, fingers threading into my hair, hips lifting instinctively to meet me. I tasted us both, her familiar musk, warm and salty, mingled with the thicker, slightly bitter edge of my own release. It wasn’t revolting. If anything, the taboo intimacy sent a fresh rush of blood to my cock. I grew hard again almost immediately, licking deeper, lapping at the creamy mixture trickling from her, my tongue tracing slow, deliberate circles until her breathing turned ragged and her thighs clamped around my ears. When she came, it was with a long, shuddering moan that vibrated through my entire body.

Afterward she propped herself on her elbows, cheeks rosy, eyes wide with delighted confusion.

“Where did that come from?”

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, sheepish. “I’ve… been seeing a therapist.”

She sat up fully, the sheet slipping to her waist, exposing the gentle rise and fall of her breasts. “Why?”

“Because of what happened. With you and… him. I want to be a better husband.”

“And she told you to… do that?”

“Essentially, yes.”

Sandy’s lips curved into a slow, wicked smile, then she burst into soft giggles, the sound bright and relieved. “Well… good. More of that, please.”

And so it became our new ritual. Every time we made love, I finished inside her, then knelt between her thighs and licked her until she shuddered and clenched around my tongue. The act itself, tasting my own seed, feeling her quiver with pleasure I had given her after my own quick release, became the most erotic part of the night.

In our next session Dr Carolyn listened intently as I recounted every detail, her pen moving steadily across the page. When I finished she nodded once.

“That’s good.” She looked up, green eyes steady behind her sharp brows. “In the interest of transparency and ethics, I think it’s time I shared my assessment with you. Then you can decide how, or if, you wish to proceed.”

I swallowed. “Okay.”

“You are a submissive, Martin. The specific fetish of deriving pleasure from your wife having sex with another man, while you are denied, forced to watch, or simply know about it, is called cuckoldry. Humiliation is woven into the core of it, and it has always been there, latent, buried beneath layers of conventional masculinity. Sandy’s affair didn’t create it; it simply cracked the shell and let it breathe. The act of cleaning her after another man has finished inside her? That’s textbook submissive service. Some submissives crave escalation, feminisation, forced bisexuality, chastity, public exposure. It’s all natural variation. There is nothing broken about you.”

Shock and revulsion crashed through me in equal measure. The words felt obscene, clinical yet filthy, hanging in the jasmine-scented air like smoke. I stared at her, mouth dry, unable to form a coherent protest.

“I am also a lifestyle dominatrix,” she continued smoothly. “It would make sense for me to continue as both your therapist and your Mistress, guiding you toward embracing this side of yourself fully. I’d like to see how you respond in panties, for a start. Silk or satin, perhaps pink. We could explore…”

I sat frozen, politeness chaining me to the chair as she spoke on about weakness as strength, surrender as freedom. When the soft chime signalled the end of the hour I managed a tight smile.

“I look forward to our next appointment.”

I never returned. Not for nearly two years.

For six months I tried desperately to be “normal.” I forced the fantasies down, Darren’s imagined hands gripping Sandy’s hips, her moans louder for him, the cruel laughter at my expense. I switched to going down on her before penetration, hoping routine would smother the fire. The more I suppressed, the worse it became. Erections grew unreliable; sex dwindled to mechanical, joyless encounters. I felt hollowed out, a ghost in my own marriage.

By the time the itch became unbearable I was secretly devouring cuckold stories every night, tales of wives taken by well-hung strangers, husbands kneeling in shame and arousal. I masturbated furiously to the idea of Sandy with black men, their dark skin stark against her pale curves. Homoerotic flashes crept in, imagining myself forced to serve, to taste. Once or twice, heart pounding, I slipped into Sandy’s discarded panties; the soft lace hugged me tightly, and I came harder than I had in years.

Meanwhile our marriage had quietly calcified. Sandy poured herself into work and the children, letting her own needs slip away. The body that once turned heads at the office had softened, not fat, but less taut, less defined. She traded lacy lingerie for plain cotton briefs, swapped fitted dresses for loose cardigans and sensible jeans. The spark we had briefly rekindled guttered out.

When I finally returned to Dr Carolyn’s office she greeted me with genuine warmth and regret.

“I am sorry for how I handled things last time. It was unprofessional.”

“Unprofessional, perhaps,” I admitted, sinking into the familiar armchair. “But correct.”

She tilted her head. “Let me guess. You told yourself you didn’t need any of it, shoved it down, tried to be the ‘normal’ husband. But suppression only works until it doesn’t. You ended up bored, impotent, miserable, and then you over-corrected. How?”

I hunched forward, elbows on knees. “I signed up with a financial dominatrix. She’s blackmailing me for money now.”

Dr Carolyn sighed and shook her head. “That’s over-correction, yes. I was expecting cross-dressing or a professional dominatrix, not extortion.” She rose, crossed to her desk, and opened her laptop. “What’s her name?”

“Katy Starr.”

“Instagram?”

“Yes.”

She typed quickly, found the profile, glossy selfies, memes about wallet-draining, captions dripping with contempt, and turned the screen toward me. “This one?”

I nodded.

“Did you consent to blackmail?”

“Not really. It… escalated.”

“What does she have?”

I pulled out my phone with trembling fingers and showed her: me, naked except for pink satin panties and a matching bra, holding a handwritten sign that read, “My name is Martin Ferry and I’m a prissy sissy.”

“Nice,” she murmured, almost approvingly. “Send it to me.”

“Why?”

“Because I want it.” Her smile was calm, unapologetic. “Don’t worry, I’ll handle Katy. But from now on, you come to me for consultation every month. Not a threat. A fact. It’s what’s best for you.”

“Yes, Doctor.”

“Tell me about Sandy…”

Over the following year things slowly righted themselves. Sex returned, steady and hungry once more. My erections came back reliably, firm and eager. Dr Carolyn encouraged me to keep reading the cuckold stories, not as shameful compulsion but as permission, a quiet exploration of what had always been waiting beneath the surface. Eventually she suggested I “dress the part” for our sessions.

It started small. I ordered panties online: silk bikinis in blush pink, black lace thongs that slipped between my cheeks like a secret caress. I hid them in a locked drawer in my home office, the key always on my person. Then came bras, sheer and delicate, the straps leaving faint red lines across my shoulders after I wore them for an hour or two in private. Stockings followed: sheer black with lace tops that gripped my thighs, clipped to suspenders that framed my hips in a way that made my breath catch when I caught my reflection in the mirror.

Finally, courage, or perhaps desperation, carried me to a specialist site. I bought a sissy dress: short, frilled, baby-pink satin with white lace trim along the hem and bodice, the sort of garment designed to emphasise vulnerability and prettiness in equal measure. With it came a long, wavy blonde wig, soft synthetic strands that fell past my shoulders in glossy curls.

I brought the collection to our next session in a discreet black holdall. In the quiet privacy of her office, the jasmine scent heavier than usual, Dr Carolyn watched with quiet satisfaction as I changed. I stripped methodically, folding my ordinary clothes into a neat pile on the chair. The panties first, pink silk this time, sliding up my legs, the fabric cool and smooth against my skin. The bra next, cups empty but the straps biting gently as I fastened the hooks at the back. Stockings rolled on slowly, the lace tops gripping just below the swell of my arse. Suspenders clipped with small, trembling fingers. Then the dress. The satin whispered as I slipped it over my head; the zipper rasped up my spine, the bodice hugging my narrow chest, the short skirt flaring out just enough to brush the tops of my thighs. The wig settled last, heavy and unfamiliar, framing my face in soft waves that caught the low light.

When I turned to face her, cheeks burning, cock already half-hard beneath the satin, she simply nodded.

“Much better,” she said softly, her voice a low caress. “Now we can really begin.”


One

“Good afternoon, Mistress Carolyn.”

I spoke the words clearly, voice soft but steady, as I sank to my knees on the cool, polished concrete floor of the dungeon. The space was dimly lit by wall sconces that cast long shadows across black-painted brick walls; the air carried the faint scent of leather, polished wood, and a trace of incense. My lips brushed the gleaming black latex of her knee-high boots, smooth, unyielding, cool against my mouth. I lingered for a respectful moment, then rose smoothly into nadu: knees spread wide, back straight, palms resting open on the crisp white satin apron tied over my pink maid’s dress. The frilled hem of the skirt barely skimmed the tops of my sheer white stockings; the satin bodice hugged my chest, the little cap sleeves accentuating the delicate straps of the bra beneath. My blonde wig fell in soft waves around my shoulders, and the subtle makeup, pink lipstick, light blush, completed the picture I had learned to present without hesitation.

“Good afternoon, sissy,” Mistress Carolyn replied, her voice calm and measured. She sat in the high-backed leather chair opposite me, legs crossed, one latex boot resting lightly on the other. Her red hair was pulled into a severe chignon today, accentuating the sharp elegance of her features. “And how are you feeling?”

“Very well, thank you, Mistress.”

It had been six years since Sandy’s affair, six years since the confession that had cracked open something inside me I hadn’t known was there. Sandy still had no idea about these sessions, about the locked drawer in my home office that held my growing collection of satin and lace, about the monthly pilgrimages I made to this private dungeon belonging to one of Mistress Carolyn’s closest friends. Here, in this soundproofed room with its array of implements neatly hung on the far wall, we continued what she still called “therapy.” When my answers disappointed her, when I hesitated or deflected, the thin leather crop or the heavier tawse came down across my thighs or backside, sharp, stinging reminders that left welts I hid beneath clothing for days. There was nothing sexual in these corrections; she had never undressed, never touched me beyond the clinical application of discipline. She simply guided me, year after year, toward accepting the submissive wiring I could no longer deny.

At home, a parallel evolution had begun about a year earlier.

It started during sex, in the quiet darkness of our bedroom, the duvet tangled around our legs and the faint glow of the streetlamp slipping through the half-closed curtains. As I moved inside her, slow, familiar, my thrusts steady but never quite enough, words slipped out before I could stop them.

“Do you ever think about him? About Darren?”

Sandy’s eyes snapped open, green and startled, searching my face as though I’d spoken in a foreign language.

“Fucking him?” I continued, voice low, trembling. “Feeling his big, hard cock sliding in and out of you? Was he big, baby?”

She froze beneath me, lips parted, confusion etching deep lines between her brows. The longer the silence stretched, the more my erection faltered, softening inside her warmth. She felt it immediately, the subtle deflation, and her hands tightened on my hips.

“It was… different,” she said at last, voice cautious, testing the waters.

“No, baby. Tell me the truth. I want to hear it.”

The admission itself, the plea for humiliation, sent a fresh surge of blood southward. I hardened again, almost painfully.

“Erm… well, yes,” she whispered. “He was big.”

“Ohhh…” The moan tore from my throat. I thrust once, twice, and came hard, spilling deep inside her with a shudder that rattled my bones. Then, without hesitation, I slid down her body and buried my face between her thighs, lapping at the slick mixture of us both until she arched and cried out.

The pattern repeated the next night, and the next. Each time I asked, she answered a little more freely.

“Did you enjoy it with Darren?”

“Yes,” she breathed, feeling me swell inside her. “He was young… so energetic. He made me come over and over.”

“Not like me, huh? Not like my useless cock?”

That pushed too far; she stiffened again, uncertain. But it didn’t matter. The shame, the truth of her words, even hesitant, tipped me over the edge. I came again, hard and fast, then cleaned her with my tongue while she stroked my hair in bewildered affection.

Over weeks she learned the script. She began to anticipate my questions, to lean into them.

“Yes,” she moaned one night, hips rolling against mine. “He was so much better than you. I wish I had his cock in me right now, not your useless little thing.”

Every cruel word made me thicker, harder. She felt it, marvelled at it, and soon the mockery became deliberate, a game she played with growing confidence.

Then came the night she turned the tables.

“What’s the deal with bringing up Darren during sex?” she asked afterward, lying beside me, her head on my chest.

I swallowed. “I… I’ve been thinking about it. And it kind of… gets me off. Knowing you were unfaithful.”

Her mouth curled into a slow, almost predatory smile. “Does it now? Well, happy to fantasise, but you know I would never do it again, right? I could never be unfaithful to you.”

“Yes. I know. Just… fantasising.”

The fantasy ran its course for months, until Mistress Carolyn decided the time had come.

“You need to tell her the truth,” she said during one session, her voice cutting through the quiet like a blade.

“I can’t.” My cheeks burned beneath the light foundation. “I’m too embarrassed.”

“Do I need to force you?” Mistress Carolyn tilted her head toward the locked cabinet where she kept the growing archive: photos, videos, recordings of my confessions, my dressed-down moments. After she had neutralised Katy Starr’s blackmail, she had asked, calmly, clinically, how I felt about consensual blackmail for control, not cash. I had admitted, shamefully aroused, that it excited me. We established boundaries, a safe word (red, simple and absolute), and an understanding: she would only push when she sensed I wanted to cross a line but couldn’t do it alone.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Fine. If you won’t discuss it with her, then I will. Simple as that.”

That night, buried inside Sandy, sweat slick between us, I finally spoke the full truth.

“Ever since you were with him… I can’t stop fantasising about you with other men. And I get most turned on when you humiliate me.”

She didn’t recoil. Instead her eyes lit with something dark and delighted.

“Ohhh… little dick wants me to find a real man, huh?” she purred, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles. “Maybe I don’t need your pathetic little cock any more.”

“Yes!” The word burst from me. “Please… I really need it. Please cuckold me.”

“Cuckold you? Like fuck other men in front of you?”

“Yes! Yes! Please!”

“Mmmm… and what would you do?”

I couldn’t hold back. “I’ll sit there in pink frilly lingerie… as your sissy slave.”

She came then, hard and sudden, clenching around me in long, rolling waves. It was the first time in years she had climaxed from penetration alone, and the sight of her, head thrown back, throat working, nails digging into my shoulders, was breathtaking. She kept going, spinning the fantasy further: how she’d find a real man, how he’d stretch her, fill her, make her scream in ways I never could. I held on as long as I could, then spilled inside her with a broken cry. She guided my head down immediately, making me lick her clean while she sighed in deep satisfaction.

“You know I couldn’t really cuckold you, right?” she murmured later, curled against me in the dark. “It would hurt more than it helps. In fantasy it’s hot… in reality, not so much. But if you want, I’m okay with dominating you sometimes.”

It became our new ritual. I bought toys, sleek black crops, a thin leather flogger, soft cuffs, and slowly revealed my hidden wardrobe, piece by piece. When the children were away or asleep, she would slip into a stern voice, call me “sissy” or “little dick,” snap the crop across my thighs, then ride me until we both came. But it remained occasional, surface-level: name-calling and light impact that led straight to sex. She never truly grasped the deeper surrender I craved, the structure, the control, the slow erosion of resistance. It felt like play-acting, not ownership.

Eventually the inadequacy crept back in. I felt foolish again, dressed in satin for a quick scene that ended too soon, then back to ordinary husband by morning. I reduced my sessions with Mistress Carolyn, let weeks stretch into months, and resigned myself to the quiet acceptance that this was as far as it would ever go.

The fire that had once burned so brightly had cooled to embers, and I told myself it was enough.

*****

Six years had slipped by since the affair, the sharp edges of guilt long since worn smooth in Sandy’s mind. She had made her peace with it, not erased it, but folded it into something almost nostalgic, a chapter that had unexpectedly enriched their marriage rather than destroyed it. The new rhythm of their sex life thrilled her in ways she hadn’t anticipated: my quick climaxes followed by my eager tongue between her thighs, the way I hardened instantly when she dredged up memories of Darren and wielded them like a lash. She had worried, at first, that invoking her ex-lover would feel like betrayal all over again, but instead it became their shared secret language, dirty, intimate, electric. Darren himself had long vanished from their orbit. He’d left the company years ago; the last mention she’d caught through office gossip was that he was dating some bubbly blonde from accounts, the kind of girl who posted gym selfies and called everyone “babe.” Sandy felt no pang of jealousy, only a faint, amused curiosity.

The BDSM play had tapered off lately, not from disinterest but practicality. The sharp crack of the crop against my thighs, the way I’d whimper and then thrust harder when she called me “pathetic little sissy,” had been delicious, but the children were growing fast. Tessa was seventeen now, sharp-eyed and perceptive, already rolling her eyes at “our gross behaviour”; Jake, at twelve, was a bundle of boundless energy and zero filter. Sandy couldn’t risk a scene interrupted by small feet padding down the hallway or a curious face at the bedroom door. She missed the sting of the leather in her palm, the way my eyes would glaze with surrender, but she was realistic. Our lives couldn’t revolve solely around sex, however much her body sometimes ached for it. The fantasy talk remained, though, taunts in the dark about “real men” and “useless little cocks”, and that was enough to keep the ember glowing.

Then, one crisp February morning in 2026, everything tilted.

Sandy stood at the counter of the local Starbucks, the rich, bitter scent of espresso curling around her as she waited for her flat white. She felt eyes on her, persistent, deliberate, and when she turned to collect her order, she met the gaze of a strikingly beautiful redhead seated alone at a corner table. The woman’s hair caught the winter light streaming through the window like molten copper; her makeup was flawless, understated but sharp, and her cream wool coat draped elegantly over the back of her chair. She lifted a hand in a small, confident wave.

“Sandy, right?”

Sandy blinked, startled. “Y-yes…” She balanced her cup and the little plate with her croissant, suddenly self-conscious. “Do we know each other?”

“I recognise your photo.” The woman’s smile was warm, almost sheepish. “I’m Dr Carolyn Marsh. Martin’s therapist.”

“Oh wow!” Sandy’s mouth fell open. She looked the woman up and down, tall, poised, the kind of effortless beauty that made other women unconsciously smooth their hair. “I didn’t expect you to be so… erm… pretty.”

“Thank you.” Carolyn’s laugh was soft, genuine. “Please, join me. Of course I can’t discuss your husband, but I’m more than happy to chat.”

Sandy hesitated only a second before sliding into the chair opposite, setting her coffee down with a nervous clink. “Not going to psychoanalyse me, are you?”

“Not unless you want me to.” Carolyn’s green eyes sparkled. “On the house, of course.”

“First one’s a freebie?” Sandy laughed, the tension easing a fraction.

“Got to hook the customers somehow.” Carolyn leaned back, crossing long legs beneath the table. “I get you to a certain point, then tell you, you need to pay for the meaning of life.”

They both laughed, the sound bright against the low hum of the café, clinking cups, the hiss of the milk steamer, soft indie music drifting from hidden speakers.

“Seriously though,” Carolyn continued, “we can talk about whatever you like. Even the weather. I just recognised you from the photo Martin keeps on his phone and didn’t fancy sitting alone.”

“Thanks.” Sandy shrugged off her coat, draping it over the chair back. The air between them felt oddly charged. “It’s a bit strange, though. You knowing all our… intimate details. Well, I guess you know the details?”

Carolyn gave a small, warm nod, no words, just acknowledgment.

Sandy exhaled. “You know, I want to do more for him. Really lean into it. But with the kids at home…”

“Having children means you can’t live your fantasies?” Carolyn arched a perfectly shaped brow. “I didn’t know that. Remind me not to have kids.”

Sandy snorted. “Well, how do you whip someone when your kids are around?”

“You don’t use a whip.” Carolyn’s grin was sly, conspiratorial. “Try words. Code words you agree on with Martin, phrases that signal displeasure, that promise punishment. Count his mistakes out loud so he knows how many strokes he’s earned later. Use small moments to inflict pain, pinch his inner thigh under the table at dinner, twist a nipple when you pass him in the kitchen.”

Sandy’s pulse quickened. The ideas landed like sparks on dry tinder. She made a mental note, already picturing the possibilities: quiet, deniable dominance woven into the fabric of everyday life.

“But, erm,” Carolyn paused, choosing her words with visible care, “and I need to tread very carefully here so I don’t breach ethics…” She hesitated again, then met Sandy’s eyes directly. “You might consider entertaining the idea of cuckolding again.”

“Oh, we use that a lot in fantasy.”

“I meant for real.”

Sandy’s breath caught. “Well, I…”

Carolyn raised a hand, palm out. “I’m not suggesting you run out and sleep with someone tomorrow. But you could start going out again, nights with friends, dressing up, flirting a little. Plant the seed that you might. Buy new lingerie. Maybe even tell Martin to go shopping for something sexy ‘for your boyfriend.’”

“Oh…” The word escaped Sandy in a soft gasp. Heat bloomed low in her belly.

“These are just ideas,” Carolyn said gently. “From what I understand, you both earn well, especially Martin. And I have a feeling he might enjoy it if you took charge more… permanently.”

“You mean be dominant in our normal life too?” Sandy’s voice was barely above a whisper.

“Twenty-four seven.” Carolyn let the words hang between them like smoke. “How does that feel?”

Sandy turned the thought over slowly. The idea of me accepting her as superior, truly, structurally superior, sent a shiver racing down her spine. Would I submit willingly, or would I resist? Lately I’d been distant, prone to quiet depressions she couldn’t quite pierce. What if this was what I’d been missing all along? And privately, selfishly, the notion of having a devoted personal slave, someone to anticipate her needs, obey without question, was intoxicating.

“What if I can’t do it?” she asked. “What if he fights back?”

“He will fight back,” Carolyn said matter-of-factly. “It’s natural. He’ll be embarrassed, ashamed. You need to break him.”

“How?”

Carolyn sighed, glancing around the café as though checking for eavesdroppers. “You have to promise me he never finds out I told you this.”

“Of course.”

“He has sissy clothes. A lot of them. Makeup, wigs, dresses, lingerie, more than just the panties you know about. It’s all hidden in his office. Find it somehow. Confront him. Start an argument if you have to, show anger, real anger. Make him dress up in front of you. Once he does, take photos. If he steps out of line later, remind him you could show them to your friends. To Tessa’s friends’ mums. To anyone.”

Sandy’s thighs pressed together beneath the table. Her knickers suddenly felt damp, the rush of power dizzying. Yet guilt flickered alongside it, sharp and uncomfortable.

“It’s not mean if it’s what he wants,” Carolyn said softly, winking. “Trust me.”

“Oh.”

“Yes.” Carolyn leaned in slightly. “I also suggest you start looking at his search history.”

“Ohhhh.”

“Indeed.”

Sandy’s phone buzzed on the table, a reminder of her next meeting in fifteen minutes. She glanced at it, then back at Carolyn.

“I need to go. Erm… can we speak again?”

“Of course, but…”

“I’ll pay.”

Carolyn’s smile was slow and satisfied. “Sure. Let me give you my card.”

She slid a sleek black business card across the table. The gold lettering read simply: Dr. Carolyn Marsh Clinical Psychologist & Lifestyle Consultant

Sandy tucked it into her purse, heart hammering, mind already racing ahead to the locked drawer in my office, to the late-night browser tabs she might find, to the moment she would finally hold the reins.

*****

I’m not sure how she found it all, but there it was, spilled across the living-room floor like the wreckage of a secret life: satin dresses in jewel tones, delicate lace bras and knickers, tubes of lipstick and mascara, high-heeled shoes tipped on their sides, two wigs, one long chestnut, one platinum blonde, tangled together in accusation. Sandy sat on the sofa, arms folded tightly across her chest, face set in furious stillness. She said nothing at first. She didn’t need to. The silence pressed against my ribs until I could barely breathe.

I stood frozen in the doorway, staring at the evidence of my hidden drawer like a man caught red-handed at a crime scene.

Finally she spoke.

“What do you have to say for yourself?”

Her voice was calm, almost conversational, but beneath it ran a dark, sinister undertone, the low rumble before thunder splits the sky.

I opened my mouth. No sound came.

She didn’t wait.

“And I read every single story on your computer, Martin. Every filthy one. You have a sick, disgusting mind. You should be utterly ashamed of yourself, you pathetic little pussy.”

“Y-yes, Sandy,” I whispered, eyes dropping to the polished hardwood floor. Late-afternoon light slanted through the half-closed blinds, striping the room in gold and shadow, catching on the scattered satin and lace like spotlit evidence.

“Go on then. Give me a show. Put the purple dress on.”

My hands shook as I reached for it, the deep amethyst satin dress I’d ordered months ago in a fever of forbidden excitement. The fabric was cool and slippery against my palms. I held it up, heart slamming against my ribs.

“Get fucking undressed,” she snapped. “Put on some decent lingerie first, then the fucking dress.”

“But the kids, ”

“The kids are at my mum’s tonight!” Her voice cracked like a whip. “Right. Now strip.”

I swallowed hard. “Right.”

Piece by piece I shed my ordinary clothes: jeans pooling at my ankles, shirt tugged over my head, boxers kicked aside until I stood naked, vulnerable, skin prickling in the cool air of our living room. Sandy watched, arms still folded, phone already in her hand, camera lens glinting.

I fumbled with the purple lace bra, fingers clumsy as I fastened the hooks behind my back. The cups sat empty against my flat chest, but the straps bit gently into my shoulders. Next the matching knickers, sliding up my thighs, the lace hugging my hips and cradling the growing, shameful bulge beneath. I rolled the sheer black seamed stockings up my legs with careful reverence, then clipped each one to the suspender belt. The little metal clasps snapped into place with quiet, irrevocable finality.

All the while the soft click-click-click of her phone camera filled the room.

I pulled the dress over my head. The satin cascaded down my body, cool against heated skin. The zip rasped up my spine; the hem settled just above mid-thigh, flared and flirty, brushing the tops of the stockings. Sandy rose and circled me slowly, phone raised, capturing every angle: the way the fabric clung to my narrow hips, the faint outline of the bra beneath, the dark seams of the stockings arrowing up my legs like invitations.

“Wig. Makeup. Now.”

I obeyed in a daze. The long chestnut wig settled over my scalp, strands brushing my collarbones. At the vanity mirror I sat, hands trembling so badly the eyeliner wobbled into uneven wings, lipstick smeared beyond the lines of my mouth, blusher applied in clumsy, feverish patches. I looked like a parody, a man playing at prettiness, ridiculous and utterly exposed. Sandy photographed it all, relentless.

“Jesus Christ,” she hissed, stepping closer. “You look utterly ridiculous.”

She towered over me in her jeans and fitted jumper, everyday clothes that suddenly carried the weight of command.

“Get on your knees, sissy.”

I dropped instantly. Knees thudded against the floorboards; head bowed.

“Hairy legs, hairy chest, and ladies’ lingerie,” she sneered, circling me again. “Aren’t you ashamed of yourself?”

“Yes, Sandy.”

“What the fuck did I marry?” She tutted, disgust thick in her voice. Then she pushed one foot forward, still in her black ankle boot, and tapped the aching bulge at the front of my dress. “I bet you’d love it if I kicked you right in the balls just now, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Sandy.”

“Mmm… I should.” She pressed the toe harder, just enough to make me wince and gasp. “Or maybe I should have them cut off. Would you like that? No more pathetic little erections, no more disgusting urges. Just smooth and empty down there. Would you like that?”

“Yes, Sandy!” The words burst out, raw and desperate.

She paused, only for a heartbeat, her eyes flickering with something unreadable. Surprise? Discomfort? But she shook it off, assuming it was simply my reflexive submission.

“I should have kept fucking Darren, shouldn’t I?” she continued, voice low and venomous. “Kept you around to pay the bills, clean the house, raise the kids… while I had a real man in my bed. That’s all you deserve, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Mis, yes, Sandy. Please… I’d love that!”

“I know you would.” She crouched slightly, bringing her face level with mine, green eyes boring into me. “Listen carefully. There are going to be changes around here, and I’m not sure you’ll like them. I’m in charge now. No more half-arsed games. This is serious. You are no longer my equal. I still love you, I won’t leave you, but it’s time to face facts. You’re a slave. A submissive. A sissy. Aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped, body trembling with fear and unbearable arousal.

“Now,” she continued, standing tall again, “from what I read in those stories, when men come they lose their libido. That’s when the regret hits hardest. So it’s going to be difficult to control you after you orgasm. You’re going to have to try fucking hard to behave. Lucky for me, I now have pictures of you as a sissy cunt. That means you behave, or I start sharing. Do you understand?”

My whole body shook. “Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

“Good. To test that theory, we’re going to do something fun. Take your little cock out and wank off. Right now. Imagine all the wonderful things I’m going to do to you.”

I fumbled beneath the dress, freed my aching erection, and began stroking, slow at first, then faster as her voice wrapped around me like silk rope.

“The first thing is shopping,” she purred, circling me again, phone still in hand. “You’re going to take me out and buy me whatever I want. Sexy dresses, lingerie, heels, handbags. I’m going to drain that savings account dry, and every penny will be spent on making me look irresistible. You’ll get me a gym membership, top tier, and a personal trainer. Preferably some tall, muscular, gorgeous guy who knows exactly how to handle a woman. I’ll get trim again, tight again, and then I’ll start going out, partying with the girls, flirting, maybe taking someone home. And if I get a boyfriend…” She leant in close, voice dropping to a velvet whisper that brushed my ear. “I won’t need your useless little dick any more. I’ll just lock it away, permanently. You’ll never come again. Why would I let you? Would you like that, baby? Does my little sissy want Mommy to find a nice hot man to be her boyfriend?”

“Yes! Yes, Mistress! Please cuckold me!”

“I will, you know. I don’t want your pathetic dinky-linky inside me ever again. I want a proper man, thick, hard, relentless.”

“Yes, please! Get a boyfriend, fall in love with him!”

“Oh…” Sandy’s breath hitched, a tiny fracture in her control. “You want me to fall in love? Ummm… now that’s interesting. Sure, I’d like that too. A man to fall in love with.” The slight stutter in her voice was odd, almost unguarded, as though the words had slipped out before she could catch them. Confusion swirled in my chest. I had been certain she was genuinely angry with me, yet this felt too raw, too real. Was this a scene? Was she playing a part she’d rehearsed? Or, worse, had she already been seeing someone, and was he feeding these ideas into her head?

“Really? Do you mean it?” I asked, voice cracking.

“Yes,” she said, eyes gleaming with something fierce and unguarded. “I’ll find a boyfriend and I’ll fall in love with him.”

“And fall out of love with me,” I rasped, hand flying faster. “Hate me. Want me to be your disgusting sissy slave.”

“Yessss,” she hissed, an evil grin spreading across her face.

“Promise me!”

“I promise.”

“No!” I cried, rubbing frantically. “I mean it! Please, promise me for real! Please!”

She stared down at me, stunned. This wasn’t the script she’d expected. For a second uncertainty flickered across her features, had she pushed too far?, but my desperation was palpable, raw, undeniable.

“Okay,” she said at last, voice quieter, testing the weight of the words. “I promise.”

The moment the promise left her lips, I shattered. I came hard, thick ropes splattering across the hardwood floor, body convulsing, vision blurring white at the edges. The release was blinding, euphoric, terrifying.

And then the real test began.

“Now,” Sandy said softly, “get down and lick that up.”

“I…” Revulsion crashed over me, the sticky mess, my own ridiculous appearance, the depth of my surrender.

“Do it, Martin.”

I lowered myself slowly, palms flat on the floor, arse in the air beneath the bunched satin dress. I looked up at her with wide, pleading eyes, puppy-like, broken, then back down. The first tentative lick was bitter, warm, humiliating. I did it anyway. Again. And again.

“Good sissy,” she murmured, satisfied. “This is your life now. Whenever the kids aren’t here, you dress as a sissy. Whenever they are here, you wear sissy lingerie under your male clothes, every single day. We’ll use code words when I give orders. I’ll count every bit of backchat, every mistake, every time you displease me, and for each one you’ll earn ten strokes of the crop later. This isn’t a game any more. This is your life.”

“But Sandy…” I whined, a last feeble attempt to pull back, even as my heart screamed for more.

“Say it, Martin.” She lifted the phone, screen glowing with my shame. “Say it. I fucking dare you.”

She opened Messenger. Her thumb hovered over her best friend Lucy’s name. Thumbnails of my photos, me in purple satin, mascara-smudged, cock in hand, loaded into the compose window.

“We’ll start with Lucy,” she said evenly. “Then we’ll move on to one of your mates. Maybe your brother. Will you behave?”

I didn’t know whether she was bluffing. The shift had been so sudden, so absolute, Sandy, my warm, practical, sometimes hesitant wife, transformed in an afternoon into this cold, commanding figure, that part of me clung to the hope it was all theatre, a test she’d back down from once the adrenaline faded. My voice came out small, pleading.

“I’ll behave, but we need to talk, discuss this because…”

Her thumb moved. The soft whoosh of the send sound cut through the room like a blade. My eyes widened in horror as I watched the little progress circle spin on her screen, then disappear.

“What have you done??”

“I warned you.” Her voice was flat, unyielding. “We do this my way now. Want to test me again? Next it’s your sister.”

The air left my lungs. My sister, married, two kids, the one who still teased me about being the “responsible one” in the family. The thought of those photos landing in her inbox, of her opening them at the kitchen table or on the sofa with her husband beside her, made my stomach lurch.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” The words tumbled out, frantic. “Please forgive me, Mistress.”

She studied me for a long moment, lips pursed, phone still clutched in her hand like a loaded weapon. I stayed on my knees, purple satin dress bunched around my thighs, stockings pulling tight, the taste of my own release still bitter on my tongue. My cock, spent and softening, twitched uselessly beneath the lace knickers.

She was about to speak, whether to grant mercy or deliver another blow, I couldn’t tell, when her phone trilled sharply. The screen lit up: Lucy.

Sandy’s expression shifted. A slow, satisfied smile curved her mouth. She answered on speaker, voice suddenly bright and casual, as though she were chatting about weekend plans.

“Hello babe… So what do you think of my sissy husband?” She glanced down at me, eyes glittering. “Yep, turns out he’s submissive and wants to submit to me. Completely. Just a sec, Luce.”

She covered the mouthpiece with one hand and fixed me with a look that pinned me in place.

“Go clean the bathroom. Scrub it. Top to bottom. I’m going to talk to Lucy.”

I hesitated for half a heartbeat, long enough for her eyebrow to arch dangerously.

“Now, Martin.”

The use of my real name, not “sissy” or “slave,” felt like a slap. I scrambled to my feet, the hem of the dress catching at my bare heels, nearly tripping me. The wig shifted slightly; I pushed it back into place with shaking fingers.

“Yes, Mistress.”

I hurried out of the bedroom, the hardwood cool under my stockinged feet, heart hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat. Down the hallway I went, past the children’s closed doors, Tessa’s room with its posters of pop stars and fairy lights strung across the headboard, Jake’s with the football duvet rumpled at the foot and Lego bricks scattered like colourful shrapnel, into the family bathroom.

The door clicked shut behind me. I leant against the sink for a second, staring at my reflection in the mirror: smudged makeup, flushed cheeks, the ridiculous purple dress clinging to my narrow frame, the faint outline of the bra visible beneath the satin. A stranger stared back. A sissy. A slave.

From the bedroom, Sandy’s voice drifted faintly, laughing now, light and conspiratorial.

“…yeah, he’s in the purple one right now. Honestly, Luce, you should see him. He’s terrified I’ll send more. But he’s so hard for it, you wouldn’t believe…”

I turned on the tap. Hot water hissed, drowning her out. I grabbed the cleaning caddy from under the sink, bleach spray, microfibre cloths, the little scrub brush, and dropped to my knees again. The tiles were cold against my skin as I began spraying the shower glass, wiping in frantic circles. My mind spun.

She’d sent the photos. To Lucy. Her best friend since university, the one who came over for wine and gossip, who’d hugged me at Christmas and called me “the perfect husband.” What was Lucy saying? Was she shocked? Laughing? Disgusted? Or, worse, intrigued?

I moved to the toilet, lifting the seat, scrubbing the porcelain with mechanical precision. Every stroke felt like penance. Every breath carried the faint scent of lavender from the room spray Sandy liked, now mixed with the sharp tang of bleach and my own fear-sweat.

The conversation in the bedroom rose and fell, Sandy’s laughter bright, then lower, more intimate. I caught fragments.

“…oh, he begged for it… wants me to find someone else… yeah, properly cuck him… I promised…”

My cock stirred again beneath the panties, traitorous and insistent, even as shame burned through me. I pressed my forehead to the cool edge of the bathtub and kept scrubbing.

When the bathroom gleamed, mirror spotless, taps shining, grout lines pale again, I sat back on my heels, chest heaving. The dress was damp with sweat and cleaning spray; the stockings had laddered slightly at the knee from kneeling so long.

Footsteps approached. The door opened.

Sandy stood there, phone now dark in her hand, expression unreadable. She looked me over, kneeling, dishevelled, the proud little maid in purple satin, and something flickered in her eyes. Satisfaction. Curiosity. Maybe even a trace of tenderness.

“Done?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She stepped inside, closing the door softly behind her.

“Lucy thinks it’s hilarious,” she said quietly. “She wants to see you in person. Thinks you’re adorable.”

My stomach flipped.

“But don’t worry, she loves it,” she continued, crouching so her face was level with mine. Her fingers tilted my chin up, forcing me to meet her gaze. She studied me for a long moment. “You’re shaking.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.” Her thumb brushed my lower lip, smearing what was left of the lipstick. “Because this is only the beginning. Now stand up, fix your makeup, and come back to the bedroom. We’re going to talk about your new rules. Properly.”

I rose on unsteady legs, the dress swishing around my thighs.

“And Martin?” She paused at the door, hand on the knob.

“Yes, Mistress?”

“Don’t test me again.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “I’m not bluffing.”

The door closed behind her. I turned back to the mirror, wiped my face clean with a damp cloth, reapplied eyeliner and lipstick with trembling hands, and tried to breathe.

This was real now. There was no going back.


Two

A month had passed since that seismic afternoon in the bedroom, and to Sandy’s quiet surprise, everything felt… good. Better than good, in fact. The new order of things had settled into a rhythm that was equal parts thrilling and strangely comforting. I, her husband, her sissy, her slave, had slipped into my role with a mix of reluctance and desperate eagerness. I rose before dawn to prepare her coffee exactly how she liked it, black, no sugar, piping hot, laid out her gym clothes each morning, and waited on my knees in the hallway when she returned from work, eyes downcast, ready to remove her shoes and kiss the tops of her feet in greeting. The children remained blissfully unaware; around them I wore plain cotton boxers and T-shirts, but beneath the ordinary clothes delicate lace knickers and a thin satin bra hugged my body at all times, a constant, secret reminder of who I belonged to.

Of course, I had failed the first test. To prove she was serious, Sandy had sent the pictures to her best friend Lucy. Lucy, of course, had demanded to see me in the flesh. She’d arrived one Saturday afternoon while the children were at a friend’s house, bottle of prosecco in hand, eyes gleaming with mischief. “Show me,” she’d said simply, and Sandy had summoned me from my hiding place in the spare room. I’d emerged in a baby-pink babydoll dress, white thigh-highs, and full makeup, blush, mascara, glossy pink lips.

Lucy had squealed with delight, then promptly taken over my face like a project. “No, no, you’re doing the eyeliner all wrong, sissy. Let me teach you properly.” For the next hour she’d sat me at the vanity, guiding my trembling hand, correcting the wing, blending the shadow, until I looked almost convincingly pretty. I had sat in stunned silence, cheeks burning beneath the foundation, cock straining uselessly against the satin knickers. Sandy had watched it all with a possessive smile, a glass of fizz in hand. Lucy had left with a wink and a promise to return soon, “for a proper inspection.”

Sandy adored it. The power. The control. The way my eyes would glaze when she snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor. She had a wardrobe full of new clothes now, silky blouses, tight pencil skirts, lacy bras and matching thongs that I had paid for with shaking hands at the checkout. Her body was responding too. Three sessions a week with her personal trainer (a perfectly nice but disappointingly average-looking guy named Tom) had already begun to firm her waist, lift her arse, tone her thighs. She caught her reflection in shop windows and felt a surge of confidence she hadn’t known in years.

That Friday night, she decided to test the waters further.

I knelt in our bedroom as she stood before the full-length mirror. I had already bathed her, dried her with soft towels, and now I was dressing her like a living doll. First the black lace lingerie set, bra that pushed her breasts high, thong that left little to the imagination, garter belt and sheer black stockings. My fingers trembled as I fastened the clips, the metal cool against her warm skin. Then the dress: scarlet red, skin-tight, plunging neckline, hem barely grazing mid-thigh. I zipped it up slowly, reverently, the fabric stretching over her curves. I styled her hair next, loose waves cascading over her shoulders, then applied her makeup with careful strokes: smoky eyes, bold red lips to match the dress, a dusting of highlighter that made her cheekbones gleam.

When finished, she turned, admiring herself. The dress clung like a second skin, every movement accentuating the dip of her waist, the swell of her hips. My eyes were wide, pupils blown, breathing shallow.

She stepped into strappy black heels, then leaned down, cupping my chin.

“Don’t wait up,” she said, voice low and teasing. “I hope I meet a sexy guy tonight.”

My cock twitched visibly beneath the pink satin maid’s apron I wore over my lingerie. I swallowed hard, nodding.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She grinned, patted my cheek, and left.

The taxi dropped her outside the neon-lit bar in Manchester’s Northern Quarter, music thumping through the open doors. Lucy, Kelly, and Mia were already at a high table near the dance floor, three single women in their prime, dressed to kill. Lucy in emerald-green sequins, Kelly in a black bodycon that showed off her gym-honed legs, Mia in shimmering silver that caught every light. They cheered when Sandy arrived, hugging her, air-kissing cheeks, already half a bottle of prosecco down.

“So what’s the deal?” Kelly asked, sliding a fresh glass toward Sandy. “How did you convince that sweet husband of yours to let you out dressed like that?”

Lucy snorted into her drink.

“Erm, well…” Sandy began, suddenly shy despite everything.

“Just tell them!” Lucy gushed, eyes sparkling. “Come on, they’re dying to know.”

“Okay.” Sandy took a long sip for courage. “Well… I found out Martin is submissive. And I’ve made him my bitch.”

“Sissy bitch,” Lucy corrected with a wicked grin.

“Wow!” Kelly and Mia gasped in unison, leaning in.

“She’s got pictures!” Lucy announced.

“Luce!” Sandy cried, laughing despite herself. Then, to the others: “I do. Who wants to see my sissy hubby?”

Both hands shot up immediately.

Sandy pulled out her phone, thumbed open the locked album titled simply “M,” and passed it around. The girls scrolled, eyes widening, then bursting into delighted, disbelieving laughter.

“Oh my god, he’s in a frilly maid outfit!”

“Look at the lipstick! He’s actually trying!”

“Is that… a wig? He looks like a budget Barbie!”

Sandy watched them, a strange warmth blooming in her chest, pride, possession, a flicker of arousal. When the phone came back to her, she took another sip.

“How did all this happen?” Kelly asked, still giggling.

Sandy exhaled slowly. “Well… it all started with an affair I had nearly seven years ago.”

The table went quiet, the music and chatter of the bar fading into background noise. She told them everything.

The seven-year itch. Darren, younger, cocky, hungrier. Six months of stolen afternoons in cheap hotels, his hands rougher than mine, his stamina endless. The guilt that finally choked her until she confessed. My initial rage, then the slow, strange unravelling, my questions, my growing obsession, the way I’d harden when she spoke of Darren’s size, his skill. Therapy. Fantasies. The humiliating ritual of cleaning her after I came. The discovery of my hidden drawer, the confrontation, the photos, the promise. The rules now etched into our life: code words, counts for punishment, lingerie beneath my suits at work, full sissy mode when the children were away.

“And the fun part of it all?” Sandy finished, voice low. “He begs for me to cuckold him. Wants me to find a boyfriend. Fall in love. Lock him away and never let him come again.”

The girls stared, stunned into silence for a beat. Then Lucy raised her glass. “To Sandy, the luckiest bitch alive.”

They clinked, laughter erupting again, wild and free.

Mia leant in, eyes bright. “So… are you actually going to do it? Find someone?”

Sandy swirled her drink, the ice clinking softly. “I don’t know. I love Martin. I could never really hurt him. But…” She glanced around the crowded bar, men glancing their way, some bold enough to smile. “The idea of teasing him with it? Letting him think I might? That’s… intoxicating.”

Kelly grinned. “Then tease the hell out of him. Make him buy you condoms. Tell him you’re going on a date. Watch him squirm.”

Lucy nodded. “And when you’re ready… maybe you let him watch.”

Sandy’s pulse quickened at the thought, me on my knees in lingerie, eyes wide, cock caged, watching her with a stranger. She felt herself grow wet beneath the tight red dress.

“Maybe,” she murmured, a slow smile spreading. “Maybe.”

The night stretched on, dancing, shots, laughter, but Sandy’s mind kept drifting home. To me waiting in my pretty dress, heart pounding, wondering if tonight was the night she came back smelling of another man.

She wouldn’t. Not really. But the fantasy? The power of making me believe she might? That was more than enough, or at least, that was what she believed.

Her friends were a bad influence though. With the alcohol flowing through them, they took it upon themselves to become her fixer-upper. Suddenly she was being pushed onto the dance floor with a young black man named Ollie, swaying in his arms, gyrating her arse against him in his tight black jeans, resting her hands on his muscular chest, and eventually feeling that sculpted stubble on her skin as he kissed her lips to the whoops of her friends standing watching.

Alcohol and a deep-seated desire, along with insurmountable peer pressure, led her to grab Ollie’s hands and drag him to the men’s bathroom. She wasn’t the only woman in there; the club was busy enough for the bathrooms to become a free-for-all. While others were using them for their genuine purpose or to snort lines of cocaine with their friends, she was going in there for something else entirely, and young Ollie was cocky enough to do it with her, carrying a grin on his face that earned him a nod of appreciation from the others around him.

The moment they were in that cubicle, she was on her knees and sucking on what was a fucking mental cock. This thing was not only long, but so bizarrely shaped. The head was not all that fat, but then it sort of stretched sideways. The cock was fish-shaped, which meant that when she wanted to deep-throat him, she had to stretch her lips wide, only to find them come together at the bottom end. She needed to feel this thing inside her.

“Got a Johnny?” she asked him.

He shook his head, a mop of black hair wiggling, held together by the product he’d lathered inside it.

“Are you clean?” she asked. “No diseases?”

“Definitely not! Are… are you?”

“I wouldn’t fucking ask otherwise. I’m married.”

“Your husband ain’t some mentalist, is he? Don’t wanna get stabbed, like.”

“No. He’s a sissy. Do you know what that is?” she asked, and the boy grinned.

“Like, he’s a poofta?”

“Don’t say that. No, he’s not gay, but he’s my submissive.”

“Oh, like a slave?”

“Yeah, I just didn’t wanna say that word.”

He chuckled as he looked down on her. “Why? ’Cause I’m black? Bitch, I ain’t a Yank. We didn’t have that shit here.”

“True.”

She realised this wasn’t going in the direction she’d been hoping for, so instead she stood, pulled her skirt up and her knickers down, pressed both hands against the wall, and arched her back. He got the message and, not one to look a gift-horse in the mouth, aimed at her pussy and pushed.

“Oh fuck!” she gasped, feeling her pussy stretch around his cock. “Fuck! Yeah!”

“You’re so fuckin’ tight,” he said, already fucking her hard. “So, like, if he’s your slave, does that mean you can fuck who you like?”

“Yeah,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“So we could fuck some more maybe?”

“I suppose. Let’s just get this one out the way first, yeah. You’re doing well.” She said. He was young but now she was beginning to question how young. For now though, she just needed his dick, that was all, and by taking him in the toilets of a club, knowing her girlfriends knew what she was up to, made her burn with desire.

Ollie’s hand reached up and began cupping her C-cup tits, squeezing them playfully. It sent her over the edge and soon she was moaning loudly, earning whoops and laughs outside the door, chants of “Go on son, give it to her!” from well-wishers outside all just served to intensify her orgasm. She felt like a slut and realised that that wasn’t a bad feeling at all.

As her body trembled in a mix of post-orgasmic bliss and the continued pleasure of the thick cock still using her, she felt his penis swell even further. With a quiet moan, Ollie’s cock pulsed inside her, filling her with his young, potent seed. She let out a long sigh as a second, softer orgasm rolled through her.

“Fuck,” he gasped, pulling out of her and spinning her round for a kiss. Their mouths came together and she melted into it, happy to feel this hunk of a man hold her tight. “You’re amazing.”

She reached down to pull up her knickers, trapping the cum inside her, then grinned at him. “You are. But I have to ask, how old are you?”

“Erm,” he looked away briefly. “Twenty-five.” She raised a questioning eyebrow and gave him a smirk that questioned whether he was being serious. He sighed. “Eighteen.”

“Jesus.” She laughed.

“Hey, but you ain’t my first.”

“Oh, I can tell, but I’m old enough to be your mother.”

“How old?”

“I’m forty. Heck, my daughter is turning eighteen soon.”

Ollie shrugged but looked away like nervous teenagers do. “Like, I think you look tight for your age, and I’d be fuckin’ mad to say no to you.”

“Yeah, but Ollie, I think you need someone more your age.”

“Alright, alright,” he said, holding out a hand and pulling her to him hard, making her yelp a little. “But hear me out, yeah?” He placed his lips against hers again. Initially she tried to break it off, then she just melted into it, feeling the advantage of youth grow in his pants once more. She moaned into his mouth as her hand reached down and grasped his erection.

“Oh, you fucker,” she whispered, hiking up her skirt again and pushing down her already sopping knickers.

He pushed her back against the wall, pulling out his cock and grabbing one of her legs, holding it up as he pushed inside her, lips still locked. She moaned as the cock stretched her so soon after already being fucked.

Ollie, with impressive stamina, jackhammered his hips back and forth, sending her into throes of ecstasy. Once again the room erupted outside the cubicle as she screamed expletives and moaned loudly. Orgasm after orgasm rocked her, her body turning to mush in his hands. It was wrong, completely wrong, but how could something so wrong feel so right?

The rhythmic slapping of skin on skin echoed around the washroom, intermingled with her desperate moans. He pulled out and turned her around, bending her over against the door as he fucked her hard from behind, but in doing so the catch on the door broke and the door swung open. Instantly she became face to face with a cluster of horny men who seemed determined to watch, probably had been peering through the cracks in the frame already.

Neither of them stopped. If anything, she felt the need to become more animated, to put on a show.

One of the men reached out and touched her face, pushing a stray hair back. It was a test to see how she would react, but with the cock thrusting so hard and her vision blurred by one orgasm after another, she just moaned at the touch. So the hand drifted down to her little top, pushing it gently and causing her tits to spill out. Ollie pulled on her a little, forcing her to grab onto the door frame, pushing her breasts out for all to see, and the attractive man who’d freed her breasts saw it as an opportunity, bending down and taking them into his mouth.

Rather than push him away, she found herself wrapping an arm around his head, pulling him tighter.

Eventually Ollie slipped out and unzipped his pants, revealing a fat erection. Ollie’s hand pushed on her back a little, encouraging her to be a slut, so she bent over and took the stranger’s cock in her mouth, sucking on it to the jeers of others.

The brazen act sent her over the edge, causing her to cry out around the cock, before latching back on and sucking harder.

Having come once, Ollie seemed determined to keep going for as long as possible. As the man in her mouth unloaded his semen, Ollie was still able to thrust hard, which meant another man saw it as his opportunity to put his cock in her mouth. She didn’t even look at him, just closed her eyes and sucked.

When she finally left that bathroom, she’d swallowed two loads of cum and taken Ollie’s two loads. The remaining men whined and moaned that she was leaving but nobody tried to stop her.

The girls were still waiting but when they saw her they burst out laughing. She looked used, fucked, cum was dripping down her leg and, with the amount of blacklight in the room, specks of it were visible around her mouth, on her clothes, and on her legs.

“I think it’s time to go home,” Lucy laughed. “You can tell us what happened in the taxi.”

When Sandy finally arrived home, she found a text on her phone from Ollie. “Tonight was amazing. You’re amazing. I really hope we can see each other again. O.” She instantly deleted the message without replying.

Upstairs, I sat waiting, eyes red and puffy, but lying there patiently in my pink satin maid’s dress.

“You’ve been crying,” she said.

“It’s hard. I…”

“You masturbated.” She sighed. “You masturbated and ruined your night.”

“Yeah. But I’m better now. It’s been… difficult.”

She sighed, then nodded. “Let me tell you about my night, cuckie.”

*****

The cum was still warm and wet as I licked at it, thick strands clinging to my tongue before I swallowed them down. Such a disgusting thing to do, to lap up another man’s seed from my own wife’s pussy, but for me it was the purest validation of who I had become. Every swipe of my tongue confirmed it: I was no longer her equal, no longer even her husband in any conventional sense. I was her cleaner, her servant, her devoted little cuck. And when she giggled, high and breathless, then moaned and squirmed, grinding herself against my face as though chasing every last drop, the humiliation twisted into something exquisite. It was more than worth it.

“Fuck, why is this as hot as it is?” she gasped, fingers tightening in my hair, nails scraping my scalp as she rubbed her slick folds up and down my mouth and nose. “Lick his cum from me. Eat it, bitch! Fucking suck it ouoooh!” Her voice cracked into a sharp, alcohol-fuelled cry as another orgasm tore through her, thighs clamping around my ears, hips bucking hard enough to smear the mess across my chin and cheeks.

When she finally released me, gasping for air, her eyes dropped to my cock, jutting upright beneath the pink satin apron, leaking pre-cum in shameful little beads. She wrinkled her nose in mock disgust.

“Pathetic,” she muttered, but there was a gleam in her eye. “Go on then. Wank your useless little thing while I tell you what happened.”

I wrapped my hand around myself immediately, stroking slow and deliberate as she sprawled back on the bed, legs still spread, pussy glistening with a mixture of Ollie’s cum and her own arousal. Her voice was lazy, slurred at the edges from the prosecco and the afterglow, but the words came out vivid, deliberate, designed to cut.

She started with the dance floor, how Ollie’s hands had gripped her hips, how she’d pressed back against the hard length in his jeans, feeling it twitch every time she rolled her arse. Then the bathroom: the broken cubicle door, the crowd of strangers watching, the way she’d moaned louder when the first extra hand reached in to free her breasts. She described Ollie’s fish-shaped cock in filthy detail, the way it stretched her sideways, the way she’d had to widen her jaw to take him deep, the way he’d fucked her twice while other men took turns in her mouth. She laughed when she told me about swallowing two loads, about the cum dripping down her thigh as she walked back to the girls, about the blacklight in the club making every sticky trace glow like evidence.

I came halfway through the story, spilling over my fingers with a choked whimper, but this time the post-orgasm haze didn’t bring regret. Instead it left me clear-headed, aching for more details, more humiliation. My hand kept moving, smearing the mess, as she finished the tale.

“I’ll not see him again though,” she said at last, rolling onto her side to face me, voice suddenly firmer.

“Why not?” I asked, trying, and failing, to hide the disappointment that twisted in my chest.

“He’s a kid! He’s eighteen!”

“So?” The word slipped out before I could stop it. “Enjoy yourself. At least you won’t get tied down to him, and in the meantime you can look for someone else. Someone… older. More suitable.”

She studied me for a long moment, green eyes narrowing. “You really want that, don’t you? You want me to keep going. To make it real.”

I swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

A slow, dangerous smile curved her lips. “Maybe I will. Maybe I’ll text him tomorrow. Or maybe I’ll find someone proper, someone who can take me out, wine and dine me, fuck me in a nice hotel bed instead of a club toilet. Someone who’ll make you sit in the corner in your pretty lingerie and watch every thrust.”

My cock twitched again, already half-hard despite the fresh release.

“But not tonight,” she added, softer now, almost tender. “Tonight I just wanted to feel desired. Young. Reckless. And I did.” She reached out, trailing a finger through the cum on my thigh, then brought it to my lips. I opened without hesitation, sucking it clean. “You were good, cuckie. You waited. You cried. You licked me clean. That’s what matters.”

I nodded, throat tight.

She yawned, stretching like a satisfied cat. “I’ve got a meeting with the therapist on Monday,” I said quietly. “My first in a while.”

Sandy’s eyes flicked to mine, curious. “Dr Carolyn?”

“Yes.”

She hummed thoughtfully. “Tell her everything. Tell her how I fucked an eighteen-year-old in a club toilet while you waited at home in your maid dress. Tell her how you came just hearing about it. See what she says.”

“I will.”

“Good boy.” She rolled away, pulling the duvet over herself. “Now clean yourself up and get into bed. You sleep on the floor tonight, no pillow. I want you to think about what I might do next time I go out.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I slipped off the bed, wiped my face and hands with a tissue, then knelt beside the mattress on the hardwood floor. The satin dress whispered against my skin as I curled up, the faint taste of Ollie still lingering on my tongue.

She was already drifting off, breathing evening out, but I lay awake for a long time, heart racing, mind replaying every word she’d said. Disappointing as her decision not to see Ollie again might have felt in the moment, I knew it was only a pause. The door had been opened now. The rules had shifted. And somewhere deep inside, beneath the shame and the ache, I was grateful.

Monday’s session with Dr Carolyn couldn’t come soon enough.


Three

My face burned. It had been ten minutes of this, ever since I knelt in the sissy dress on the cool concrete floor of Mistress Carolyn’s office. She simply stared, silent, unblinking, her green eyes steady and merciless. Every time I opened my mouth to speak, her hand cracked across my cheek, sharp, stinging, precise. Not once had she said a single word. Just the slap when I tried.

This wasn’t how I’d expected my first session in months to go. I’d come here desperate to talk about the other night: Sandy’s wild evening, the raw thrill of her confession, then the morning after when panic had seized her. She’d woken in a cold sweat, spiralling about the lack of a condom, the strangers in the bathroom, the risk of being recognised or filmed, the fear that Ollie, eighteen, eager, persistent, might turn clingy or dangerous. I’d wanted guidance, reassurance, a way to help her process it without losing the fragile new balance we’d found. Instead I was being punished, and I knew exactly why.

“I’m sorry!” I blurted, the words tumbling out before another slap could land. She raised her hand but held it there, suspended, waiting. “I’m sorry I’m such a pussy that I haven’t been visiting. I’m sorry for abandoning my commitment to you, Mistress.”

“Good.” Her voice was calm, measured, the first sound she’d made since I walked through the door. “Sit down on the chair and tell me how things are going.”

I scrambled up, smoothing the pink satin skirt over my thighs as I settled into the familiar grey armchair. The weight on my chest began to lift the moment I started talking. I told her everything: the confrontation, the photos, the rules, Sandy’s night out, the graphic details she’d shared while I licked Ollie’s cum from her, the way my shame had twisted into something almost euphoric. I described Sandy’s morning meltdown, the tears, the fear, the way she’d curled into me and whispered that she couldn’t do it again, that she loved me too much to risk everything. I admitted how disappointed I’d felt, how my cock had betrayed me even as I comforted her.

Mistress Carolyn listened without interrupting, pen moving steadily across her notepad. When I finished she set it aside and met my eyes.

“I met your wife recently,” she said. “In a coffee shop.”

My breath caught. “Really?”

“Yes. I told her I was your therapist, but obviously I don’t breach doctor-patient confidentiality. However, if you are open to it, and sign a waiver, I will be willing to see her regularly and share some of your secrets in order to further your cause. I’ll be selective, of course, at the beginning. Just enough to guide her.”

The threat of my darkest truths being laid bare to Sandy sent heat flooding through me. My cock stirred beneath the satin, pressing against the lace knickers. I needed this, needed someone wiser, more ruthless, to steer her hand. “Yes, please.”

“Good.” She smiled, small and satisfied, and handed me a clipboard with a single sheet already prepared. “Sign this. Don’t bother reading it. Just know that once you sign, that’s it. No more changing your mind, no more delays in your visits. I will own you completely, and you will come here when I tell you to. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I didn’t hesitate. The pen scratched across the paper; I handed it back without a second glance.

“Great.” Her tone shifted, suddenly lighter, professional. “Now, tell me about your son. You said he might be being bullied?”

The abrupt change in topic jolted me. One moment Mistress, the next therapist. I’d come here hoping for help with Sandy, with the cuckolding, with the slow slide into deeper submission. Instead she wanted to talk about Jake, about the quiet withdrawal I’d noticed, the bruises he tried to hide, the way he flinched when certain boys passed him in the corridor at school. I answered honestly, feeling strangely grateful that she cared enough to ask.

That evening, when we were all home together, Sandy was flustered, stomping around the kitchen, banging plates more loudly than necessary, checking her phone every few minutes with a scowl. Something had happened. Something was gnawing at her. She didn’t want to talk about it in front of the children, but the tension rolled off her in waves.

Later, when Tessa and Jake were finally in their rooms, she pulled me into our bedroom and shut the door.

“He keeps texting me,” she hissed, holding up her phone as though it were evidence in a crime scene.

“Who?”

“Ollie. The boy. He wants to see me again. I told him I can’t, that he’s too young, but he said that shouldn’t matter, that he’s mature enough.”

What she wanted, needed, to hear was that it was fine to block him, to shut it down, to protect the life we’d built. In my head I knew that was the right answer. But without the anchor of my session with Mistress Carolyn still fresh, and with my body already humming from the memory of her story, I said the wrong thing.

“I think he’s right,” I murmured. “You should see him again.”

She exploded.

“I’m not your fucking whore! How fucking dare you? Pimping me out just to support your filthy fucking habit? Go fuck yourself! You can sleep on the sofa.”

The words hit like a slap, sharper than any Mistress Carolyn had delivered that afternoon. I opened my mouth to apologise, to explain that I hadn’t had time to process it properly with my therapist, but she cut me off with a harsh laugh.

“Oh yeah, I met your fucking therapist! You didn’t tell me she’s a fucking supermodel! When were you planning on telling me?”

“She’s a therapist!” I whined, voice small.

“She’s hot!”

This wasn’t going the way I’d hoped. I needed to defuse, to pivot. “She said you might be seeing her. As such, I signed a waiver that allows her to discuss the things I’ve said to her, with you.”

That made her stumble. The anger faltered, replaced by something softer, more curious. “Wait,” she said quietly. “You’d be okay with that? Because that would be so helpful if I could understand you better.”

“Yes. I trust you and I trust her.”

Sandy nodded, still staring at me, visibly disarmed. “Fine. I’ll give her a call. Thank you.”

“Yeah, look, I’m sorry for being the way I am. I’m… sorry for pushing you. Obviously, if you don’t want to see him again, then don’t. Your body, your life.”

“Thank you.” She sighed and sat on the edge of the bed, shoulders slumping. “It’s not that I don’t want to see him; the horny girl in me still does. It’s the realist in me that knows it’s not right. I just can’t.”

“And I respect that.”

“Do you?” Her eyes scanned mine, searching for the lie.

“Yes, of course.”

I did respect it. I respected her, deeply, achingly. But respect didn’t extinguish the urges, the festering need that had grown over years. It only made them sharper.

Over the next few days things settled into a fragile equilibrium. Sandy continued the domination play, random pinches under the dinner table, code words hissed in passing, the occasional snap of fingers that sent me to my knees when the children were out of sight. In bed I wore nighties and sissy lingerie every night now; she had taken to the dominant wife role with growing confidence. One evening she admitted she’d been reading female domination novels and was fantasising about a proper session in an equipped dungeon.

“You can hire out BDSM chambers,” she explained, scrolling through her phone. “Why don’t we do that one day? Maybe we can also go to a munch?”

“You’d want to take it public like that?” I asked, surprised.

“Sure. I mean, if you can’t be around like-minded people, then what’s the point?”

It was a welcome shift. Not twenty-four-seven, not yet, but the small gestures, the dig of nails into my thigh, the whispered “good boy” when I obeyed without hesitation, kept the dynamic alive.

Then one evening, as we lay in bed watching a cheesy Netflix murder mystery, she turned to me suddenly.

“I want you to start wearing more feminine clothes around the house.”

I blinked. We’d discussed this before, briefly, and she’d been adamant it stay confined to the bedroom, even though her friends already knew. Now the boundary was shifting again.

“Okay…” I said slowly. “How?”

“Long skirts. Beckham wears them. Other men wear them. Start getting you into more androgynous clothes, say we’re modernising your wardrobe.”

“That sounds good.” I nodded, heart already racing at the thought of soft fabric brushing my legs in daylight, of the slow, public erosion of my old self.

She smiled, small and satisfied, and turned back to the screen. But her hand found mine beneath the duvet, fingers threading through mine in a gesture that felt almost tender.

The rules were changing again. And this time, I wasn’t sure where they would end.

The realisation hit me like cold water down my spine.

I had never wanted to wear women’s clothes full-time. I had never wanted to become a visible, everyday sissy. The idea had come from Mistress Carolyn months earlier, during one of our dungeon sessions, when she had leaned forward in her high-backed chair and said, very calmly, “If the crossdressing ever becomes public knowledge, if someone sees a photo, if Lucy talks too loudly at a dinner party, if Tessa finds your drawer, you suggest androgynous clothing. Long skirts, flowing shirts, modern men’s fashion that blurs the line. It gives plausible deniability. It protects the secret while normalising the femininity. You present it as your idea, a lifestyle choice, not a fetish. And if she shuts it down, you back off immediately. Relief will keep you safe.”

I had nodded then, grateful for the escape hatch. When I’d tentatively floated the concept to Sandy one quiet evening, framing it as something I’d read about online, a way to “experiment with gender expression”, she had laughed it off without malice. “No thanks, love. I like my husband looking like my husband.” The rejection had felt like a gift. I’d exhaled, the pressure easing, happy to keep the satin and lace locked away where it belonged: private, contained, safe.

So why was she suggesting it now?

The answer was obvious the moment the question formed.

She had seen Carolyn.

My stomach twisted. Part fear, part shameful excitement. The thought of stepping out of the house in a long skirt, soft fabric brushing my calves, the subtle sway of my hips, the way strangers might glance twice and then look away politely, made my cock twitch beneath the nightie I wore to bed. But the reality of it terrified me. Tessa’s sharp eyes. Jake’s innocent questions. Colleagues at the office. Neighbours. My sister.

I lay there in the dark, Sandy’s breathing slow and even beside me, her hand still loosely holding mine. She had fallen asleep mid-sentence, mid-thought, as though the conversation had simply run out of steam. But my mind wouldn’t stop.

Had Carolyn already spoken to her? Had Sandy booked an appointment? Was the waiver I’d signed that afternoon already being used, my most private confessions being parcelled out to my wife like carefully curated ammunition?

I stared at the ceiling, pulse loud in my ears.

Monday’s session had felt like surrender. Signing that paper without reading it had felt like freedom. But now, in the quiet of our bedroom, it felt like the first step off a cliff.

Sandy shifted in her sleep, rolling toward me. Her arm draped across my chest, possessive even in unconsciousness. I didn’t move. I didn’t dare.

The rules were changing again. Faster this time. And the person rewriting them wasn’t just my wife.

It was both of them.

*****

Sandy sat nervously in the waiting room, legs crossed tightly at the ankles, fingers twisting the strap of her handbag in her lap. The space was serene, soft grey walls, abstract prints suggesting calm water, the faint jasmine scent that seemed to follow Dr Carolyn Marsh everywhere, but Sandy felt anything but calm. She wasn’t even sure what she hoped to get out of the visit. Ideas, perhaps. Practical ways to handle the new dynamic with Martin without losing herself in the process. Mostly, though, she needed to talk about Ollie.

The texts had not stopped. Every few hours a new message pinged onto her phone: a shirtless mirror selfie, a grainy shot of the bulge in his grey joggers, once even a short video clip of him stroking himself in what looked like a university bedroom, the caption simply “Thinking of u.” Each one landed like a spark on dry tinder. She had masturbated over them three times the previous day, once in the shower before work, once locked in the office toilet at lunch, once again in bed while Martin slept beside her, her fingers frantic and silent beneath the duvet. She knew she couldn’t see him again. She knew it was reckless, dangerous, wrong on every level. And yet she had not deleted the thread. Not once had she hit block.

“Come in, Sandy.”

The voice startled her. She hadn’t even noticed Carolyn step out of the office doorway, so lost had she been in the memory of Ollie’s fish-shaped cock stretching her, the way the cubicle door had swung open, the strangers watching, the taste of other men on her tongue. Sandy stood quickly, smoothing her skirt, and followed Carolyn inside.

The session began like any other therapy appointment. Carolyn asked gentle, open questions: about Sandy’s childhood, her parents, her career, the pressures of motherhood, the slow erosion of self that can come with years of giving. Sandy answered honestly, surprised at how easily the words came. It felt safe here, in this quiet room with its plush armchairs and diffuser sending curls of jasmine into the air.

Then Carolyn changed the subject completely.

“Why did you have an affair all those years ago?”

The question landed like a stone dropped into still water. Sandy’s breath caught. She looked down at her hands, fingers laced so tightly the knuckles showed white.

“I…” Sadness flickered in her eyes, raw and unguarded. Embarrassment too, the old shame of weakness, of betrayal, even though Martin now craved the memory of it.

“You shouldn’t be embarrassed,” Carolyn said softly. “What you should be certain of is that you married Martin for a reason. Sure, he was dependable. Not violent. A good provider. But deep down, you knew he’d never truly satisfy you sexually. And that wasn’t an issue at first, was it?”

Sandy looked away, unwilling to meet those steady green eyes. Carolyn answered for her.

“If he won’t satisfy me, I’ll find someone who can.”

“I didn’t say that.”

“Not at first, no. Maybe you didn’t even think it consciously. But when you met Darren, you did.”

“Yes,” Sandy whispered. “I felt… lost. Like something vital was missing and nothing seemed to fix it. The kids, the house, the routine, it was all good, but I was starving.”

Carolyn took a slow, deliberate breath.

“I’m going to tell you something that most therapists wouldn’t dare say, something people won’t appreciate, but it’s the truth. You are not to blame for your affair. Martin is. I’ve told him as much, and he agrees. He isn’t the man of the relationship. He’s a weak, pathetic sissy who needs to understand his place. You need to understand his place too. The sooner you do, the sooner you can take ownership of your own happiness.”

The words struck Sandy like a physical blow. She stared at Carolyn, stunned. No therapist had ever spoken to her like this, blunt, unapologetic, almost conspiratorial. And yet the sentiment echoed thoughts she’d buried deep, thoughts she hated herself for entertaining.

“But what if I end up hating him?” she asked quietly.

“Why on earth would you hate him?” Carolyn snorted softly. “He cooks, cleans, provides, he’s a wonderful father, and once you get past the shell he’s actually quite fun. Why would you hate him? If you end up resenting him because you need sex elsewhere, then you’re not thinking about the bigger picture. You’ll just end up desperately unhappy.”

Again the logic landed with uncomfortable clarity. Sandy pulled herself together, straightened her spine, and met Carolyn’s gaze.

“I fucked Darren because I felt like I fucking deserved it,” she said, voice gaining strength. “I felt like I couldn’t grow older without a proper dicking. And now… I feel like I deserve it again. Probably more than I did back then.”

“Good.” Carolyn clapped once, sharp and approving. “Now we can begin. Tell me about your recent date.”

Sandy told her everything. The club, the dancing, the bathroom, Ollie’s bizarrely shaped cock, the broken cubicle door, the strangers watching, the way she’d swallowed two loads while Ollie fucked her a second time. She described the blacklight making the evidence glow on her skin, the girls’ laughter when she staggered back to the table, the texts that kept arriving like little bombs on her phone.

Carolyn listened intently, pen moving only occasionally.

“Do you want to fuck him again?” she asked when Sandy finished.

“God, of course. He was amazing.”

“Then you should.” Carolyn’s tone was matter-of-fact. “If old men can fuck eighteen-year-old girls, why can’t you fuck eighteen-year-old boys? And you’re not even old.”

“I know, but it’s a guilt thing. Maybe… one day.”

Carolyn changed the subject again, smooth as silk.

“Tell me about Martin. Have you been encouraging his transformation?”

“Into a sissy?”

“Yes.”

“Well, define encouraging. I mean, he only wears lingerie now, but he still wears male clothes at home.”

“Why?”

“Because of the kids.”

Carolyn raised one perfectly shaped eyebrow. “Your children are old enough to understand the dynamics of having a transgender father. It’s about preparing them for the inevitable.”

“Inevitable?” Sandy echoed, confused.

“Yes. The moment you feminise him completely.”

Sandy burst out laughing, the sound sharp and disbelieving. “Oh, that isn’t going to happen. Like, we can play, but turning him into a woman? No way. One, he won’t go for it, and two, what is the benefit for me?”

“Well, one, he will go for it because that’s what he wants. Deep down, that’s what he’s always wanted. And two, the benefit for you is simple. He will be your serving girl, your maid, your best friend if needs be. He will look after you and your lovers, and you will never need to question his loyalty again. He is a submissive. It is all he wants.”

“And he told you that?”

“Many times.”

Sandy licked her lips. She hadn’t considered that her husband might actually be transgender, hadn’t considered that he needed more than the occasional dress-up and humiliation scene. The idea settled in her chest, strange, heavy, strangely compelling.

“How would I introduce it to the family?” she asked, almost despite herself.

“Start simple. Long black skirts, the type David Beckham used to wear. Look for more androgynous clothing. Some of the male singers these days are already blurring those lines. Gradually move him further toward femininity while dropping hints to the children in private. Say things about Dad’s happiness, the need for him to express himself, how awful it is that transgender people are treated so badly. You’ll see them supporting him. Maybe even encouraging him.”

Sandy sat back, heart beating faster than it should. The room felt smaller, the jasmine scent suddenly heady. She thought of Martin in a long skirt, moving through the house with quiet grace, of the way the children might look at him, not with horror, but with curiosity, then acceptance. She thought of the freedom it would give her, the freedom to take lovers without guilt, knowing her home was run by someone who lived for her approval.

The session continued with Carolyn asking about Sandy’s feelings toward becoming more dominant. Sandy shifted in the armchair, fingers tracing the seam of her skirt as she searched for the right words.

“It still feels distant from who I really am,” she admitted. “Like I’m playing a part in someone else’s story. I can’t quite wrap my head around how this could be a lifestyle, twenty-four seven, no off switch. But the deeper I read about it, the more forums I scroll through at night when Martin’s asleep, the more I want it. The control. The way he looks at me when I snap my fingers. The way his whole body relaxes the moment he kneels. It’s addictive.”

“When you exposed him to your friends,” Carolyn asked, voice low and deliberate, “how did that make you feel?”

Sandy’s lips curved, almost involuntarily. “Powerful. Like I owned him. Completely. They were laughing, taking photos, calling him ‘adorable’ and ‘pathetic’ in the same breath, and he just… took it. Blushed so hard I thought he’d combust. And I felt ten feet tall.”

“You do own him,” Carolyn said, a small, knowing smile touching her mouth. “Own that too. One day, when you’re ready, arrange a party. Invite your friends for a girls’ day, wine, gossip, whatever you like, and have him there as your serving girl. Make sure your friends are prepared in advance. Tell them exactly how to treat him, what to say, how to address him. No mercy. Let them see what real ownership looks like.”

Sandy grinned, the image blooming vivid and bright in her mind: her friends lounging on the sofa in their weekend clothes, glasses of prosecco in hand, while Martin moved between them in a frilled maid’s dress, head bowed, cheeks flaming, offering trays of canapés and enduring their teasing comments, their casual cruelty disguised as affection. Lucy would be merciless. Kelly would giggle and pinch his arse as he passed. Mia would ask him to curtsey. And he would obey. Every time.

When Sandy left the office that day with a promise to return the following week, she left with a spring in her step. Carolyn got her, understood the tangle of guilt, desire, and power she was navigating, and helped her unpack everything that was going on with Martin in ways no one else ever had.

That night she had the conversation with me. We sat on the edge of the bed, the house quiet except for the distant hum of the fridge downstairs. She spoke calmly, almost tenderly, laying out the plan: a slow transformation, starting with androgynous pieces, long skirts, soft blouses, nothing too overt at first. “We’ll say it’s modernising your wardrobe,” she said. “A lifestyle choice. The kids are old enough to handle it.” I nodded, throat tight, cock already stirring beneath my nightie at the thought of the slow, inevitable slide into visibility.

We made an agreement. It would be gradual. Careful. But real.

As Sandy fell asleep beside me, her breathing evening out into soft, even rhythms, she pictured her husband moving through the house in pretty pink maid’s dresses, dusting shelves, serving tea, folding laundry with quiet grace while she sat with her lover on the sofa, legs draped across his lap. And try as she might, at that moment she could only picture one person as her lover.

At around three in the morning she woke with a racing heart, sheets tangled around her legs. I was still asleep, face slack, one arm flung across the pillow. She reached for her phone on the nightstand, screen lighting her face in cold blue.

She opened the thread with Ollie. His last message, sent at 1:47 a.m., was a simple dick pic, captioned “Miss u already.”

Her thumb hovered. Then she typed.

“I want to meet. Tomorrow.”

The message moved from delivered to read almost instantly.

“When? Where?” he replied.

“Are you free during the day?” she wrote.

“Not really…”

“Oh, why?”

“I have school…”

Sandy threw the phone back onto the nightstand as though it had burned her. She pressed both hands to her face and moaned, low, frustrated, mortified, at how ridiculous she was being. This was a schoolkid. Legal, yes. Over eighteen. But still in school. Still carrying a backpack. Still worrying about exams and revision timetables. The absurdity of it hit her like a slap.

But the ache between her legs didn’t care about absurdity.

She picked up the phone again.

“Tomorrow, seven o’clock, Turnbull’s Bar.”

“I’ll be there.”

She grinned in the dark, slipped a hand down between her thighs, and began rubbing slow circles over her clit. Turnbull’s Bar would be quiet enough for a drink, civilised enough to pretend this was just a conversation. More importantly, there was a cheap, self-service hotel two streets away, the kind with keypads instead of reception desks. She knew it well. Darren used to take her there years ago, back when guilt still tasted bitter. This time she would be the one paying.

The following day she began researching clothes online, long black skirts with subtle pleats, loose linen shirts that could pass as “artsy,” soft cardigans in muted pastels. At around three she started preparing for her date, wanting everything finished before Jake came home from football practice. Tessa, she thought, would be out at a friend’s house until late.

At four-thirty the front door slammed open. Heavy footsteps stomped through the hall. Sandy stepped out of the bedroom in her robe, hair half-curled, makeup half-done, to find Tessa storming inside, school bag hurled onto the floor.

“I thought you were out tonight?” Sandy asked.

“Stupid boyfriend cancelled.” Tessa snarled, kicking off her trainers so hard one bounced off the skirting board.

“I didn’t even know you had a boyfriend,” Sandy chuckled.

“I don’t…” Tessa sighed, deflating. “But I like him. We fool around but…” Another heavy sigh. “He’s not interested. I dunno.”

Sandy crossed the hall and pulled her daughter into a quick hug. “Don’t worry, honey. The right guy will come along.”

“Sure.” Tessa didn’t sound convinced.

“By the way, erm, about your dad.”

“What about him?”

Sandy chose her words carefully. “Well, he’s going to be experimenting with his clothing a bit. Trying something new.”

A slow, knowing smile spread across Tessa’s face. “So moving him onto skirts and blouses now, Mum?”

Sandy blinked. “What?”

“God!” Tessa laughed, the sound bright and startling. “Like I didn’t notice he wears knickers and bras? Come on, I’m not an idiot and I read porn. I know what you two are doing. You’re feminising Dad, right?”

Sandy’s mouth opened, closed. Shock rooted her in place. Had they really been so careless? “I mean… he wants it too.”

“Of course he does. He’s submissive. Wake up, Mum, it’s 2026. I know about this shit. Just chill. If you’re happy, you do you.”

“What about Jake?”

“He knows. Saw the pink lace once and asked me about it. He’s cool with how Dad dresses. Stop worrying.”

“Okay then… well… okay then.”

I arrived home just as she was leaving, tiny pink skater skirt flaring around her thighs, white crop-top clinging to her breasts, hair loose and glossy, makeup bold and unapologetic. She paused in the hallway, kissed me lightly on the cheek while I stared, open-mouthed, at the outfit that screamed date.

“Can’t talk,” she said, already moving toward the door. “Got a date. See you later.”

“With the…”

“Yes.” She grinned, wicked and unashamed.

“Enjoy,” I managed, voice hoarse.

She drove to the bar, promising herself she would stay sober this time. Ollie was already waiting outside when she pulled up, jeans, hoodie, that easy, boyish grin that made her stomach flip despite everything. One look at him and the plan for a civilised drink evaporated.

“Get in the car,” she said, winding down the window.

He jumped in without a word, leaned over, and kissed her. She wrapped her arms around his neck instantly, nipples hardening beneath the thin crop-top as his tongue slid against hers.

She drove the short distance to the automated hotel, told him to follow her inside. Using the keypad kiosk she checked in, retrieved the key card. They half-ran down the corridor to the room. The moment the door shut behind them he was on her, lips crashing against hers, hands already tugging at her skirt.

They didn’t make it to the bed. He pinned her against the door, yanked her knickers aside, and thrust inside in one hard stroke. She clawed at his shoulders, kissed him with desperate, open-mouthed need, and came in record time, sharp, sudden, almost painful. Her cry echoed off the walls.

He picked her up without breaking the kiss, still buried deep, and carried her to the bed. With both hands holding her legs back he fucked her fast and relentless, hips snapping, bedframe rattling against the wall. She screamed, moan after moan, expletives tumbling out, not caring who might hear through the thin walls.

Five minutes later he was creaming inside her for the first time that night, but she already knew he’d be ready again soon.

“I thought you didn’t want to see me again,” he grinned, still catching his breath.

“Yeah, well, you ruined me. What can I say?”

“Does hubby know you’re here?”

“Not here here, but he knows I’m with you.”

“Hot.” He chuckled. “Did he go down on you? After that night?”

She returned the grin, slow and filthy. “Of course. He’s my sissy.”

“So you’re feminising him? That’s fucked up.” He laughed. “But hot all the same. I don’t mind fucking you in front of him, if that’s what you want?”

“I don’t know yet. I don’t know if we can continue this.”

“Why not?”

“Because you’re a kid.”

“I’m not. I’m eighteen.”

“My daughter’s almost eighteen.”

He laughed again. “Yeah, you said that. I’m not really into girls my age. There’s this one girl, she’s cute and all, but I dunno. I’m not really feelin’ it, you know? You’re… hotter.”

Sandy didn’t want to talk about it any more. She lowered her mouth to his cock, tasting their combined juices, and sucked. Like flipping a switch, he sprang back to life. She climbed on top and began riding him, slow at first, then harder, chasing the next wave.

She wasn’t sure if this would be their last time together. But tonight, she was determined to get her money’s worth from the room.

*****

I had hoped to wank that night, quietly, in the bathroom with the fan on, chasing the afterglow of Sandy’s date while she slept beside me, but with both children home and Tessa’s muffled crying drifting through the thin walls, I realised it wasn’t to be. The house felt too alive, too full of other people’s emotions. It was probably for the best. Ejaculation would only shatter the fragile high I’d been riding since she left for the bar; the post-orgasm clarity would crash in, sharp and merciless, and I’d end up staring at my reflection in the mirror, hating the man who got hard thinking about his wife being fucked by an eighteen-year-old in a club toilet. Better to let the ache simmer, let it keep me pliant and obedient.

Instead I decided to be a good father.

I knocked softly on Tessa’s door. A watery “Come in” answered. She was curled on her bed in pyjamas, knees drawn to her chest, phone discarded on the duvet like it had betrayed her. Mascara had smudged beneath her eyes; she looked younger than her seventeen years, vulnerable in a way that twisted something protective in my chest.

At first she didn’t want to talk. She shrugged, wiped her face with the sleeve of her hoodie, muttered that it was nothing. But I sat on the edge of the bed anyway, quiet, patient, the way I always had when she was small and scraped her knee or lost a favourite toy. Eventually the dam broke.

She was in love with a boy who didn’t love her back. They’d been friends for months, close, easy, always laughing at the same stupid memes, sharing earbuds on the bus, texting until two in the morning. She’d built something careful, something real, or so she thought. She’d tried to nudge it toward more, flirty comments, lingering touches, hints she hoped he’d pick up. He never did. And now there was a rumour he was sleeping with an older woman.

“Of course I comforted her,” I said softly, stroking her hair the way I used to when she was little. “Plenty more fish in the sea, right? You’re clever, funny, beautiful. The right person will see that.”

She snorted, bitter. “It’s not enough, Dad. I tried. I built this whole… rapport. And it was all for nothing. I can’t compete with some older woman.”

“Honestly,” she went on, voice cracking, “he’s eighteen, so he’s all out clubbing and shit.”

“You can go clubbing,” I said. “We never stopped you.”

“They ID now, Dad. Look at me, I don’t look my age. That’s the problem.” She gestured at herself: fresh-faced, slight frame, the baby softness still lingering in her cheeks. She did look young, too young for the places boys her age wanted to go. But so had Sandy at that age, and the years had only sharpened her beauty. Tessa would see that one day. Long-term blessing, short-term curse.

“So he was out clubbing the other week with friends,” she continued, “and met some married woman. Apparently he fucked her in the toilets.” She snorted again, half-laugh, half-sob. “I mean, what kind of whore does that?”

My eyes blinked. The room tilted.

Could it be?

Surely not.

Part of me wanted to laugh, the absurdity of it, the cosmic joke. Another part wanted to cry, or scream, or throw up. When Sandy found out about this, when she realised the boy Tessa was heartbroken over was the same boy who’d fucked her senseless in a club bathroom, who’d texted her dick pics at three in the morning, it would break her heart. It would ruin everything. The fragile new balance we’d built, the tentative trust, the slow slide into deeper submission, it would all collapse under the weight of that revelation.

“Honey,” I asked, keeping my voice steady despite the blood roaring in my ears, “what’s this boy’s name?”

“Oliver,” she said, wiping her nose with the back of her hand. “But everyone calls him Ollie.”

Shit.


Four

I’d promised no more secrets, no more lies, but I couldn’t bring myself to tell her this one. It wasn’t that I wanted Sandy to steal her daughter’s love interest, God, no, but I knew this sort of information could break her. One careless revelation and the fragile scaffolding we’d built would collapse. The tentative dominance she was beginning to enjoy, the slow unfurling of her confidence, the way she’d started to claim her own pleasure without apology, it would all crumble under the weight of guilt if she realised Ollie was the same boy who’d broken Tessa’s heart. She would question everything: every text she’d answered, every hotel room she’d booked, every time she’d come home flushed and dripping and made me clean her. She’d see herself not as a woman reclaiming desire, but as a mother who’d fucked her daughter’s crush in a club toilet. The shame would be unbearable.

I stayed with Tessa until her breathing steadied and her eyelids grew heavy. As I stood to leave, she grabbed my hand, fingers small and warm around mine.

“We know you’re a sissy, Dad,” she said softly. A small, sad smile touched her lips. “We know you want to dress as a woman… well, you know? Drag. I think you should. You should be free to be who you want to be.”

I bit my lip hard, the sting of tears sudden and sharp behind my eyes. I didn’t want to dress as a sissy full-time. I wanted to play, private scenes with Sandy, the thrill of satin against my skin when the children were asleep, the delicious humiliation of being made to kneel and serve. That was enough. All I truly wanted full-time was for Sandy to have the confidence to be dominant without second-guessing herself, to take what she needed without guilt. But destiny, it seemed, had other plans. Through the ache in my chest, though, my daughter’s words warmed me. My kids were open-minded. Accepting. That mattered more than anything.

“Thanks, honey,” I whispered, throat tight.

A thought crossed my mind then, small and dangerous. I should be free to be who I want to be. True. But why couldn’t Sandy? I couldn’t break this secret to her myself, not yet, but maybe Tessa would be more accepting. Maybe she could help carry the truth without shattering everything.

“Tess, this Ollie…” I began slowly, sitting back on the edge of the bed. “Has he ever said he was interested in you?”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment, then looked away, shame colouring her cheeks. “No. In fact, he was pretty open that he liked older women.”

“So is it fair that you’re angry at him, or at this married woman?” I asked gently.

Another sigh, long and weary. “I suppose not. You know how it is when you fancy someone. It’s just… I wanted to believe I had a chance. I guess I’m not angry at either of them. And he is a good friend.”

“Good, honey. Just remember that. You don’t want to lose anyone, or get into arguments with anyone.”

“I know.” She managed a small smile. I kissed the top of her head and moved to leave.

At the door she spoke again, voice quieter.

“Dad… where’s Mum tonight?”

“Erm, out with a friend,” I said, hand on the doorknob.

“And where was she a couple weeks ago? She went out with Lucy and the others, right?”

“Right.” I knew exactly where this was going. I gently shut the door as she looked away, piecing together the puzzle in silence.

When I turned back, she was smiling, sad, knowing, a little wicked.

“A few years ago, you and Mum went through a rough patch,” she said. “I remember some things. You argued. She’d had an affair.”

“Yes.” I nodded, stomach tight.

“But you stayed. Other men would have left. At the time I didn’t think about it, but now, with the things I know, stuff I’ve read about cuckolding and sissies, I think you discovered you enjoy it, didn’t you?”

My cheeks burned. Embarrassment and shame flooded me, hot, choking, at having to confess this to my own daughter. “Yes.”

She stood and pulled me into a long hug, arms tight around my waist, cheek pressed to my chest. “It’s good you and Mum are finding happiness through this. It’s a shame it needed to be with Ollie, but he likes who he likes. I’ll live.”

“You’re not angry?”

“No. It’ll be fine. I’ll be fine.” She pulled back, then bit her lip, a mischievous glint in her eye. “But don’t tell Mum.”

“I was going to say the same thing,” I laughed, shaky with relief. “I think it might kill the whole thing.”

“Oh, not for that reason.” Her grin widened, naughty thoughts clearly dancing behind her eyes. “I plan to play with them both a little.”

It was gone two in the morning when Sandy finally returned. She slipped through the bedroom door with a satisfied, almost dreamy smile, hair tousled, lipstick smudged, the faint scent of sex and cheap hotel soap clinging to her skin. She looked well and truly fucked, cheeks flushed, eyes bright, a lazy sway to her hips as she kicked off her heels.

She looked at me, still awake, still in my nightie, propped against the headboard, and her grin turned wicked.

“Clean-up time, sissy.”

I moved without hesitation, sliding down the bed as she hiked her skirt and pushed her knickers aside. The scent hit me first, musky, salty, unmistakably male. Ollie’s cum was still leaking from her, thick and pearly against her swollen lips. I buried my face between her thighs with gusto, tongue sweeping through the mess, sucking it from her folds while she sighed and rocked against me.

“Fuck, he was so good,” she murmured, fingers threading into my hair. “Being so young, he could fuck me over and over. Eight times, sweetie. Eight. I lost count of my orgasms.”

“Mmm…” I hummed against her, licking harder, drawing out every drop.

“Stick your little dickie in me,” she whispered suddenly. “Go on. I won’t feel it, but I think it’ll be good for you. You didn’t wank tonight, did you?”

“Not tonight.”

“Good. Go on then.”

I climbed up her body and pushed into her warm, stretched, cum-slick cunt. The lips were puffy and loose around me; I slid in easily, barely meeting resistance. She grinned up at me, sadistic and triumphant, an evilness in her expression I hadn’t seen before.

“I can’t feel a fucking thing, you pathetic loser,” she purred, voice dripping venom. “You fucking piece of shit. You disgust me, you vile sissy. Fucking shoot your junk so I can get to sleep.”

I came hard, almost painfully, spilling into her with a choked whimper, body jerking as I collapsed to the side, panting.

“Too easy,” she giggled, rolling away and padding to the bathroom. The door clicked shut behind her.

I lay there in the dark, spent and trembling, heart still racing. She had fucked him again. She had come home dripping with him. And I had licked him out of her like it was my privilege.

Somewhere downstairs, Tessa was asleep, dreaming, or scheming, about the boy who’d broken her heart and fucked her mother in the same night.

And I still hadn’t told Sandy the truth.

I wasn’t sure I ever could.

*****

Sandy had a reason for being in the sex shop. After her second visit to the therapist, she felt lighter than before, unburdened, almost buoyant, as though a knot she hadn’t realised was there had finally loosened. She’d seen Ollie three times since that frantic hotel night, each encounter more consuming than the last. He wasn’t rich. He wasn’t sophisticated. He wasn’t anything beyond an exceptional lay, young, relentless, cocky in the way only an eighteen-year-old with stamina to burn could be. But fuck, she was butter in his hands. He’d started suggesting how he wanted her to dress, tight little dresses, no knickers, heels that made her legs look endless, and she’d done it. Every time. The thrill of obeying him, of stepping out in something he’d chosen, knowing he’d rip it off her later, made her wet before they even touched.

Carolyn had listened with quiet approval during the session. She liked the direction things were going, but she especially liked that Martin had begun dressing in skirts and blouses at home. “The next step,” she’d said, leaning forward, “is to ensure he doesn’t wank. Chastity. It will focus his submission, channel his energy where it belongs, on you. And while you’re there, consider a strap-on. Pegging will deepen the dynamic. He’ll feel owned in a way words alone can’t achieve.”

So now Sandy stood in the dimly lit sex shop on a quiet side street near the Northern Quarter, the air thick with the scent of leather and silicone, fluorescent lights buzzing overhead. She moved through the aisles with purpose, fingers trailing over packages. Chastity cages first: plastic, metal, silicone, sizes from snug to intimidating. She settled on a sleek, remote-controlled model, black steel with a curved ring, app-enabled, vibrating option for “motivation.” Perfect for keeping him denied and desperate while she was out. Then the strap-on: a thick, realistic black dildo, veined and heavy, with a comfortable harness that would sit snug against her hips. She added a large tub of thick, water-based lubricant, non-sticky, long-lasting, the kind that wouldn’t dry out halfway through. It was going to be fun, she thought, a slow smile curving her lips as she paid in cash.

She had hoped to see Ollie again that night. She’d even texted him a teasing photo from the changing room at work, black lace thong peeking from beneath her skirt, captioned “Thinking of you.” But he’d begged off, saying he had an exam the next day and needed to study with a friend. She’d whined in reply, “I’ll help you relax before the exam, promise”, but he’d been adamant. Disappointing, but oddly endearing. He had priorities. She liked that.

Still, she was excited to get home and see me. To lock me in chastity. She’d planned the next steps with Carolyn: chastity first, then long black skirts paired with tight tank-tops that could pass as unisex, introduce scalloped trim and lace edging here and there, then take me out. Shops, cinema, quiet clubs, anywhere I could be seen and slowly build confidence in the clothing while quietly dismantling my masculinity. Eventually shorter skirts, a tartan one she could call “like a kilt,” bolder colours creeping in, moving toward pinks and pastels. Maybe a little makeup in between, goths wear eyeliner, why can’t he? She pictured me in subtle liner, cheeks lightly blushed, learning to walk in low heels while she watched with satisfaction.

When she arrived home, she found me in a long black cotton skirt that skimmed my calves and a fitted black tank-top. The outfit was simple, almost androgynous, but the faint outline of a bra beneath and the way the skirt swayed when I moved gave it away.

“I have a present for you,” she said, taking my hand and pulling me upstairs.

“Oh, I like presents,” I laughed, until I remembered that presents lately weren’t really presents. “What did you get?” I asked darkly.

The bedroom door shut behind us with a soft click. She whipped out the electric cage from her bag, holding it up like a trophy. “It’s a wirelessly controlled chastity cage.” She grinned, pushing me onto the bed and flipping up my skirt in one smooth motion. “No more wanking for you.”

“This is hot,” I breathed, cock already twitching at the sight of it.

Sandy agreed, feeling her pussy warm and slick beneath her own knickers. She’d need to masturbate later, or use my mouth, but she couldn’t right then. She needed to get dinner started. Tessa’s friend was coming over to study, and she’d promised to cook. Given that I couldn’t cook anything more complicated than beans on toast, it was up to her.

“I want you to start learning to cook,” she said, snapping the cage’s ring around the base of my cock and sliding the tube over the shaft. The lock clicked shut with quiet finality. “You’re a sissy maid. You should cook and clean.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Not today though. I don’t want to kill Tessa’s friend.”

For a moment she detected a smirk on my face, but she took it as a smile at her joke. Instead she looked down at the cage now locked snugly on my cock, the little pink panties bunched beneath it, framed by the pink-and-black suspender belt and sheer black stockings. I didn’t even wear socks any more, or boxer shorts, except for the gym, but even that needed to change eventually.

The doorbell rang. Playtime was over.

She repositioned the panties over the cage, then tapped my balls lightly, enough to make me wince. “Up, sissy. How embarrassing it will be for you to be seen in your sissy clothes by a young man.” She giggled.

“Oh, I think we’re both going to enjoy this one,” I said with a smirk, getting to my feet.

Sandy had a bad feeling suddenly. Something was going on, something she didn’t know about. She followed me out of the bedroom toward the landing, but each step felt heavier, suspicion growing with every footfall, until finally it clicked.

“I can’t go down there!” she hissed at the top of the stairs.

“You don’t know who it is,” I said, though by then I could tell she’d worked it out.

“I can’t believe this. You knew?”

“Yes. So does Tessa.” I laughed.

“This isn’t funny! Tessa probably hates me!” she hissed angrily.

“She doesn’t. Come on.” I reached for her hand.

Sandy walked down with me, rounded the banister, and stepped into the living room. Ollie was looking away, unpacking books from a satchel on the coffee table. Tessa looked up with a grin.

“Oh, hey. Ollie, this is my mum and dad. But I think you know Mum, don’t you?”

Ollie turned. His smile vanished the instant he saw Sandy. “Oh fuck.” He stood quickly, eyes darting toward every potential exit. “Fuck, erm, shit, sorry. Errr…”

“Relax, Ollie,” Tessa said calmly. “I’ve known about you and Mum for a while.”

“Yeah, but… erm, shit, Mr…”

“We’re all good here, Ollie,” I told him. “I think you know what sort of relationship Sandy and I have.”

Sandy turned on her heel and glared at me. She hated the setup, hated the ambush, hated the exposure, but worse, she worried about what Tessa really thought. She walked over to her daughter and crouched down.

“I’m so sorry, honey. I didn’t know.”

“Mom, seriously,” Tessa laughed. “I’m cool with it. I think it’s really cool. Sure, I was a bit disappointed he wasn’t into me, but he likes older women. It’s fine.”

For a moment Sandy bit her lower lip and looked over at the three of us. Jake was out at a friend’s house for the night, and we were all glad of that. But at that moment Sandy looked like she was trying to reach a decision, which she eventually seemed to make. She stood, approached Ollie, then glanced back at Tessa.

“You cannot tell anyone.”

“Yeah, not going to, don’t worry,” Tessa laughed.

Sandy grabbed Ollie’s hand and pulled him toward the staircase. “I’m borrowing him for an hour. Martin, order dinner.”

“Sure,” I laughed as the couple literally ran upstairs.

“Mom’s gonna get fuuuucked,” Tessa sang.

“Tess…” I sighed.

“What? She is. Good for her. He’s got a huge dick.”

“How do you know?”

My daughter rolled her eyes. “I said he didn’t wanna date me, not that he didn’t wanna fuck me. Jeez, Dad.”

“Oh, fuck, I’m going to hell.”

“Yeah, you might already be there. Now, what are we ordering?”

Upstairs, Sandy and Ollie scrambled to undress. Ollie shook his head in disbelief. “I can’t believe I’m doing this with your husband downstairs.”

Sandy explained he might come watch one day. Ollie shrugged. “I don’t care so long as he sits still and doesn’t get weird. He can rub one out.”

“No he can’t,” Sandy giggled. “Not any more.”

“What d’you mean?”

“I just locked him in chastity.”

Ollie burst out laughing. “Oh man, that’s raw! Fuck, good on you though.” He locked his lips with hers, moved his cock into position, and pushed forward. He was not a shy man by any stretch, and right at that moment he wanted me to hear exactly how he pleased my wife.

As Tessa and I sat downstairs, reading through her physics books to help prepare for her exam, we could both hear the screams of my wife coming from upstairs, high, desperate, unmistakable. Tessa and I shared a look, and I realised something: Tessa was jealous.

I tried to change the subject. “Your birthday next week,” I said. “Given any thought to what you want?”

“Well, you already got me a car last year, so I’m set there.” She smiled. “Perhaps you could take me clothes shopping?”

“Sure!” I shrugged. “Where?”

“There’s a shop called Honour…”

I knew that shop. It was a latex and fetish boutique in the Northern Quarter, blacked-out windows, discreet entrance, the kind of place that sold collars, corsets, and harnesses alongside high-end latex dresses. “Erm, don’t you want your mother to…”

“No, Dad. I want my sissy father to take me. And I want him to be dressed as a sissy and I want him to be on a leash.” She said it firmly, no hesitation.

“Honey, I’m your father.”

“Dad, I’m not talking about fucking you. I’m talking about walking my sissy on a leash.” She smiled. “Come on, for my eighteenth?”

I sighed, knowing I was too weak to say no. “Fine.”

A scream followed by a long, throaty moan resonated through the floor, vibrating the ceiling light in the living room. Tessa snorted, shaking her head with a wry smile. “I know that feeling all too well,” she murmured, eyes flicking upward before settling back on her physics textbook.

I rolled my eyes but chose to ignore it, focusing instead on the equations scrawled across the page. The sounds from upstairs, Sandy’s cries growing sharper, more desperate, hung in the air like smoke, impossible to dismiss entirely.

Upstairs, Sandy came for the second time, body arching off the bed as waves of pleasure crashed through her, leaving her breathless and trembling. Ollie hadn’t come yet; his thrusts were relentless, steady, a young man’s endurance showing no signs of flagging. She gasped for air, muscles aching from the solid slamming he’d given her for the last ten minutes. “Please, Ollie,” she laughed weakly, pushing lightly at his chest. “I need a break. I need a drink.”

He eased off with a grin, rolling to her side as she reached for the glass of water on the nightstand, sipping it slowly while he trailed kisses along her neck and down her back, his breath hot against her sweat-damp skin. “Can I ask you something?” she said slowly, setting the glass down.

“Yes.”

“Did you…”

“Yes.” He answered without hesitation, his hand tracing lazy circles on her hip.

“Do you mind?”

“I mean, she doesn’t.” Sandy sighed, feeling her pussy throb at the knowledge that her lover had already been with her daughter. The taboo of it sent a fresh rush of heat between her legs. “Is it… different?”

“Yes, of course, but she was nervous.” He shrugged, his fingers dipping lower, brushing the slick folds where he’d just been buried. “So was I. She was my first. You’re my second.” A faint blush crept up his neck, boyish and endearing.

“Jesus Christ,” Sandy sighed, staring at the ceiling, a mix of shock and arousal swirling in her chest. “For fuck’s sake… fuck me again.”

“Gladly,” he laughed, climbing over her once more, his cock already hardening against her thigh.

They fucked for another twenty minutes, slow at first, building to a frantic rhythm that had the bedframe thumping against the wall, until finally he came hard, filling her cunt with his hot seed. For a few more minutes she held him inside her, kissing him deeply, savouring the way he softened but lingered, their bodies tangled and slick. Then they broke apart, breathing ragged.

“Do you make him lick you after?” Ollie asked, propping himself on one elbow. “I read that…”

“Yes.” She smiled, slow and wicked. “Do you want to see?”

“Yes,” he breathed, barely audible, eyes darkening with curiosity.

“Martin!” she called out, voice carrying through the house. “You’re needed.”

Downstairs, I looked up at the ceiling and gulped. I knew exactly what she wanted, what she expected, and unfortunately so did Tessa. She snorted a laugh as I slinked toward the door. “Get her nice and clean, Daddy,” she sang sweetly.

“Urgh.”

“Slurp-slurp-slurp, Daddy.”

My cock swelled painfully in the cage, the metal biting as arousal flooded me.

When I arrived in the room and shut the door behind me, I found Sandy lying there, legs spread wide, a huge glob of cum threatening to spill from her swollen labia. To her right lay Ollie, his huge cock now soft but still vastly bigger than mine, glistening with their combined juices.

I gulped again, throat dry.

Sandy curled a finger toward me, beckoning. “Clean up. Eat the man’s cum.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, climbing onto the bed, embarrassment flooding my face with desperate heat.

As my tongue began lapping at the cum, salty, thick, warm, I felt Ollie shifting to watch, his breath quickening. Then, as I raised my eyes, I caught the two of them kissing, his hand squeezing her breasts, her nipples hardening under his palm. Again my cock swelled in the cage, straining uselessly.

The cum made a slurping sound as a huge amount suddenly poured into my mouth. To my utter shame, I let out a deep moan, it was turning me on too much to stop myself, the humiliation coiling hot and tight in my gut.

Suddenly a hand was pushing me to the floor and Ollie was entering her again, his huge dick stretching her in ways I never could, her gasp sharp and satisfied.

“Do you see, honey?” my wife breathed, her eyes never leaving Ollie’s, locked with lust and something deeper, something tender. “Do you see how perfect he is?”

“Yes,” I whispered, voice hoarse from the floor.

“You’ll never fuck me like he can, so what’s the point any more? The cage will stay on.”

“Of course, Mistress.”

Then, to both our surprises, Ollie spoke, voice rough, commanding. “I own this pussy now, not you. Only I get to fuck her, not you. Understood, sissy?”

“Yes, Master,” I replied automatically, the word slipping out like it had always been waiting, making my wife grin and groan with fresh desire.

A switch had been flipped in our relationship and it was only now dawning on me. Ollie wasn’t just a lover. These two were getting attached, kisses lingering too long, eyes meeting with unspoken promises. And now that I was being brought in, Ollie was establishing himself in the household, marking his territory with every thrust. If I wanted to save our traditional marriage, it would need to be now, before the lines blurred further, before “Master” became habit. But instead I just watched from the floor as the better man used my wife like a ragdoll, her moans filling the room, her body yielding to him completely.

“You’ll never fuck me again,” whined my wife, her eyes rolled back in ecstasy, tits bouncing as he now fucked her from behind, pulling on her hair like reins. “Never, never, never. Oh fuck, only Ollie, never you again, never! Don’t let him, Ollie, don’t let him fuck me any more.”

“I won’t, baby.”

“Oh, Ollie, I love your cock, I love your cock, I love you.”

“I love you, baby.”

I groaned, feeling my cock dribble uselessly from the cage. Yes, she had said it by accident, lost in the heat, the rhythm, the overwhelming sensation, but there was truth to it. A kernel of something real blooming beneath the lust. I knew she’d feel bad later, guilt crashing in with the dawn, and I had a choice to make: tell her she needed to back away, to protect our family, our marriage; or tell her to double down, to chase the feeling, to let it consume her. I just wasn’t sure myself.

When we finally opened the door to the bedroom, we found Tessa standing there, arms crossed, head tilted, clearly having listened through the thin wood. But we were in no place to reprimand her. The best we could do was ignore it and let Ollie go off to study with her, his cheeks flushed, a sheepish grin on his face as he passed Tessa in the hall.

Of course, it wouldn’t be the last playtime that night. In fact, Ollie ended up spending the night, curled around Sandy in our bed, and I was relegated to Jake’s room, the football posters and scattered toys a stark reminder of the life I was risking.

“We should talk about last night,” Sandy said the next day, over coffee at the kitchen table, her voice tentative, eyes searching mine.

“Yes, we should,” I admitted.

“I said something I shouldn’t have. I didn’t mean it, I was just lost in the moment.”

“You meant it,” I said gently. “Maybe not fully, but you’re having feelings for him. And so you should.”

“I should?” She squeaked, surprise widening her eyes.

“Yes. I think it’s terribly hot. Fuck… I loved what you said.”

She stared for a long moment, trying to read me, to see if I was bluffing or breaking. Then her lips curled up, slow and relieved. “Okay. Deal.” She leaned forward, voice dropping. “I’m gonna keep fucking him. A lot. He’s gonna be here a lot.”

“Good.”

“I’m serious. I fucking love his cock.”

“You love him.”

Another smile, bolder this time, almost defiant. “I do. I love him, Martin. Looove. What are you going to do about it, bitch?”

“Nothing, Mistress.”

She licked her lips, eyes gleaming. “Change your top. The white scallop tank with the unicorn on the front.”

“I… I need to go to the supermarket today.”

“I know. You’ll wear it and the black satin skirt. I’m in charge. You do what I say.”

“Yes, Mistress!”


Five

Over the following week Ollie became a frequent fixture at our house, so much so that I worried quite seriously about how Tessa would really feel about it. He arrived most evenings after study sessions or football practice, backpack slung over one shoulder, easy grin in place, and disappeared upstairs with Sandy or Tessa (or both, on nights when the mood aligned) while I stayed downstairs, caged and quiet, listening to the muffled moans and laughter that drifted through the floorboards. The house felt fuller, louder, alive in a way it hadn’t been for years. But beneath the surface I kept waiting for the crack, for Tessa to snap, for resentment to surface, for the whole precarious arrangement to collapse under its own weight.

So when it came to her eighteenth birthday, and I stuck to my promise to take my daughter out shopping at a fetish shop, I decided to talk to her about it on the car journey.

First, though, she needed to dress me.

White self-holding lace-top stockings rolled smoothly up my legs, the delicate bands gripping my thighs with just enough pressure to remind me of their presence. A pink mini-tulle and satin sissy dress followed, short enough that any bend would flash the white lace knickers beneath, the bodice tight across my chest, emphasising the faint outline of the padded bra she’d insisted on. White lace gloves slid up to my elbows, soft and restrictive; pink Mary-Jane shoes with low block heels clicked against the floor as I shifted my weight. Thick makeup came next, foundation to smooth my skin, heavy blush on my cheeks, smoky eyeshadow, false lashes that fluttered every time I blinked, glossy pink lips that felt obscene when I spoke. The girlie-blonde curly wig settled over my scalp, bouncing with every movement, framing my face in exaggerated femininity. She finished with a pink handbag, small, shiny, dangling from my wrist like an accessory I couldn’t escape.

I looked in the full-length mirror and barely recognised myself. A dumb bimbo stared back, plump lips parted, eyes wide and vacant, body wrapped in pastel satin and lace. Tessa stood behind me, tall and confident, a young Monica Bellucci in black skinny jeans and a cropped leather jacket, dark hair falling in loose waves over her shoulders.

“Perfect,” she said, adjusting the wig with a possessive tug. “You look like the kind of girl who’d do anything for attention.”

I swallowed. “Tessa…”

“Mistress Tessa today,” she corrected, voice sweet but firm. “Remember?”

“Yes, Mistress Tessa.”

She smiled, satisfied, and led me to the car.

In the passenger seat I kept my legs pressed together, the short skirt riding up my thighs, the stockings whispering every time I shifted. Tessa drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting on the gearstick, glancing at me every few minutes with a look that was half amusement, half appraisal.

We talked about university at first. She wasn’t really feeling it. The idea of lectures, deadlines, student loans left her cold. Instead she had quite a following on Twitch, playing computer games, chatting with viewers, growing her audience month by month. For the first few years she’d used a character overlay to cover her face and body, keeping things anonymous. But after she turned sixteen she’d removed it, much to the surprise, and delight, of her followers. On Instagram she now had over fifty thousand followers, and the number kept climbing. The comments were a mix of thirst and admiration, some respectful, most not.

“What do you want to do then?” I asked her, voice quiet beneath the wig’s curls.

“I’m going to move into online content. OnlyFans, Fanvue, Fansly, that sort of thing. I wanna do BDSM, Femdom stuff.” She shrugged, as though discussing career options over breakfast.

“Are you sure?” The words came out before I could stop them, disappointment threading through my tone.

“Yeah, Dad.” She chuckled, eyes on the road. “I read and watch a lot of porn, and honestly, I think I can do it better.”

“I’ll support you, no matter what,” I said, though part of me ached at the thought of my clever, sharp-witted girl stepping into that world. “Does your mother know?”

“Yes. I told her last week. She’s fine with it. Might even join in sometimes.”

“What?” I gasped, the car swerving slightly before I corrected it.

“Yeah, like, if I whip a guy, she might sometimes join as a special guest. Can make loads of money doing mom-and-daughter stuff.” She laughed, bright and unashamed.

“Huh. What about dad-and-daughter?” I laughed snidely, trying to be sarcastic, to deflect, but the moment the words left my mouth I regretted them. They sounded creepy, disgusting, wrong.

But Tessa just tilted her head and smiled, slow and deliberate.

“Is that what you’d like, Daddy?” she asked softly. “To play with your girl? Have your little girl dominate you?”

“Tessa…” I warned, voice cracking.

She burst out laughing. “Bet your dick would be hard now if it wasn’t caged.”

“Tessa, you shouldn’t be…” I paused. “Wait, how do you know about the cage?”

“Ollie told me. We still fuck, you know?”

The car swerved again. She laughed harder.

“You’re kidding?”

“No. He fucks Mum, then comes to me. We make out, fuck, then he goes back to Mum.”

“FUCK!” I cried, more from the sudden, sharp pain in my groin than anything else. The cage bit cruelly as my cock tried, and failed, to harden. “You’re eighteen now so none of my business,” I mumbled, cheeks burning.

She giggled and told me to chill out, but I couldn’t help feeling like this whole family had been irrevocably impacted by Sandy’s affair all those years ago. I wondered if it was something I’d done, if I’d left a browser tab open, a pair of knickers in the laundry, a conversation overheard. But Tessa had a different view.

“I think the lifestyle came from relaxed attitudes at home,” she said thoughtfully. “And maybe genetics. I think I have Mum’s dominance. It’s natural.”

“Maybe.”

At first, even Tessa was a little nervous in the store. Honour was tucked away on a quiet street, blacked-out windows, discreet sign, the faint thump of bass leaking from inside. Racks of latex, leather, PVC, and lingerie greeted us, along with shelves of implements: paddles, floggers, collars, cuffs. The air smelled faintly of rubber and polish. She asked me for advice on styles and cuts, but I really didn’t know how to help her, so in the end she asked the assistance of a young woman who worked there, tattooed arms, septum piercing, black lipstick, the kind of effortless confidence that made Tessa straighten her spine.

Tessa explained what look she was going for: dominance, power, something that projected control without screaming it. The woman nodded, assessing her slim frame, full breasts, long legs.

“Corset,” she said decisively. “You’re already slim, something structured will accentuate your breasts and hips, give you that hourglass silhouette. PVC or latex, depending on how far you want to go.”

Tessa tried on a few PVC pieces first, open-cup corsets, crotchless bodysuits, high-waisted skirts with buckles, leaving the latex for later. Each time she stepped out of the changing room she posed, hips cocked, chin lifted, testing how the outfits felt on her body. The shop assistant circled her, adjusting straps, tugging hems, offering quiet praise.

Then the woman turned to me. “Sugar daddy, huh?” she grinned.

“Erm, actual daddy, actually,” I said, cheeks flaming beneath the makeup. “She’s my daughter. Nothing weird, just… erm, well, she takes after her mum.”

The assistant smiled wider. “Hell, I would’ve thought it would be hot if there was something weird. But then again, I have daddy issues.” She laughed. “Seriously though, she’s a babe.”

“Thanks,” I mumbled, blushing harder.

“You are too,” she purred, then walked back to check on Tessa. “Yeah, you look amazing. Hey, Daddy, come take a look.”

I wasn’t sure what Tessa had tried on, but when I reached the changing room I found her posing in a black PVC open-cup and crotch corset-body with buckles, her huge breasts hanging free, nipples neatly pierced, as was her smooth clit. The outfit hugged her like a second skin, glossy and severe, emphasising every curve.

I stared for a moment, too long, before I remembered who I was looking at. “Shit, sorry!” I said, spinning around.

That was when Tessa shocked me.

“It’s okay, Daddy,” she said softly. “Take a look.”

“Yeah, Daddy, take a look,” the shop assistant echoed with a grin.

“I really shouldn’t,” I said, not daring to turn.

There was a pause, then Tessa spoke again, voice low and deliberate.

“I want you to look.”

Gulping, I turned around again, face red beneath the blush. Tessa stood there, a nervous look on her face, but her hands were reaching up, fingers pinching her nipples until they stood hard and dark. “Do I look good, Daddy?”

My mouth was dry. “You look amazing,” I gasped.

Her hand drifted down to her crotch, fingers brushing her pierced clit, spreading herself slightly. Her eyes never left mine. The nervous look transformed into something else, something darker, hungrier. “Go get me more like this. Something in latex too. Get me something you would like to see me in… if you were my boyfriend, I mean.”

I nodded, dazed, and ran to find anything I could. All I knew was that this was getting away from me, spiralling out of control. I needed to put a stop to it all, to draw a line before it went too far. But instead I found myself on autopilot, picking up dresses, tops, skirts, chain-link corsets, things that showed her off rather than covered her up, even lingerie far too risqué for my own daughter. When I returned with an armful, she grinned again, exchanging a knowing look with the shop assistant.

“Kneel here and wait,” Tessa snapped, pointing at the floor beside the changing room.

The assistant left us alone. I expected Tessa to close the curtain. The shop wasn’t busy, but still, I thought she wouldn’t want me to see. But there she was, stripping down naked completely in front of me, showing off every inch of her body: full breasts, pierced nipples, smooth mound, the glint of her clit piercing catching the light.

“Tessa…” I began, voice shaking. “I’m your father.”

“Shut up, Daddy,” she said. “Today you’re my sugar daddy, my bitch for the day, and as my bitch you are going to do exactly what I say, no matter what.”

“But Tessa…”

“Mistress Tessa.”

“But Mistress Tessa,” I said, feeling my cock swell painfully in the cage again. “We shouldn’t…”

She looked out to see nobody was there, then stepped forward and pressed my face to her crotch. I tried to pull away but she just began rubbing her soaked pussy against me, grinding against my nose and mouth for a few seconds before breaking away.

“You’re my bitch,” she snapped, “and you’re going to do exactly what I say, no matter what. Mum took my man away from me, so I can at least borrow her sissy. And I really don’t give a shit we’re related.”

“It’s illegal.”

“Only if they find out. So shut the fuck up.” She grabbed my head again and rammed it painfully against her crotch once more, moaning as she rubbed against my nose and mouth.

I realised I had no way out of this other than to cause a huge, embarrassing bust-up, and I was the one in the stupid sissy dress, makeup smeared, wig slightly askew. So I decided to give her what she wanted. I put my tongue out and licked her pussy once, tentative, guilty.

“Oh yes!” she whispered, pulling me into the booth and yanking the curtain closed. “Lick!”

I sighed and did exactly that as she clambered against the wall, trying to stop herself from falling over as her legs trembled. I couldn’t believe I was doing this, but I had reached a point where I’d lost all strength. Thankfully she didn’t last long, she came hard minutes later, thighs clamping around my head, a muffled cry escaping her lips.

That was it, done, or so I thought.

Before I knew it she was bent over, holding my face, tongue piercing my mouth. We kissed like lovers, deep, hungry, wrong, before she let go and grinned at me.

“I’m gonna get Mum to unlock the cage,” she purred. “Then we’re gonna fuck.”

I was going to hell if there was one. And if not that, then most likely jail.

*****

That night I decided to go to the pub to watch the footie with friends. I’d managed to remove all the makeup, thick layers of foundation, blush, and glossy pink lipstick scrubbed away until my face felt raw, and at least change into baggy black trousers and a plain t-shirt. The trousers were women’s (I no longer owned any male ones), but the high waist and straight leg passed as hip and modern, not overtly transgender. The t-shirt was genuinely unisex, loose enough to hide the faint outline of the bra I still wore underneath. I dropped Jake at his friend’s house along the way for a sleepover, kissed the top of his head, and drove to the pub with the radio on low, trying to drown out the noise in my head.

While I was out, Tessa was showing Sandy and Ollie what I’d bought her. The living room had become an impromptu catwalk: black PVC corset-bodysuits with buckles, open-cup designs that left nothing to the imagination, latex skirts with zips running up the sides, chain-link harnesses that gleamed under the lamp. Sandy cooed over each piece, running her fingers along the glossy surfaces, while Ollie sat on the sofa, legs spread, licking his lips like a man who’d just been handed the keys to paradise.

When Sandy saw the cupless items, bras that framed rather than covered, exposing pierced nipples, she laughed, a little shocked. “I’m surprised you splurged on such sexual stuff.”

“I made him,” Tessa shrugged, casual as if discussing homework.

“What do you mean you made him?”

“Oh, I ordered him to kneel and then I grabbed his head and forced him to lick my pussy.”

Sandy’s eyes went wide. “Tessa! He shouldn’t! It’s wrong!”

“Oh, hush! My body, my choice.” Then Tessa grinned, wicked and unrepentant. “In fact, I think we should have a threesome with Ollie.”

Suddenly Sandy began to feel a little lightheaded, as if all the blood had rushed from her head to somewhere much lower. Her mouth twitched, a small, involuntary smile forming. “God, yes.” Her chest was heaving, ears pounding, and, shocking everyone, including herself, she pounced on her daughter, mashing her lips against Tessa’s in a kiss that was hungry, desperate, forbidden.

“Jesus, Mum!” Tessa laughed, already rushing to push her mother’s clothes off. “Ollie, give me a hand!”

“With pleasure. Holy shit, mum and daughter at the same time? Yes, fucking please.”

When I arrived home that night the house was almost quiet, save for the low, rhythmic moans drifting down from the bedroom. I walked upstairs expecting to see Ollie with my wife, another cleanup session, another dose of humiliation, but I never expected what I found.

Ollie lay on his back on our bed, cock buried deep inside Sandy as she rode him with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips. Tessa sat on his face, thighs clamped around his head, grinding against his tongue while she kissed her mother deeply, one hand kneading Sandy’s breast, pinching the nipple until Sandy gasped into her mouth. The three of them moved together in perfect, obscene rhythm, skin slick with sweat, breaths mingling, the wet sounds of sex filling the room.

I just stared, mouth open, frozen in the doorway.

Tessa saw me first. She grinned, slow and wicked, eyes gleaming with triumph. Sandy turned her head, lips swollen, cheeks flushed, and smiled at me with lazy satisfaction.

“Come on, honey,” she purred. “Get undressed and join in.”

“Fuck,” I moaned, already reaching for the hem of my t-shirt, but my brain finally took over. This was going too far. “I can’t.”

“Why not?” they asked in unison, pausing mid-motion to look at me.

“Because this is our daughter,” I said, voice cracking. “Tessa, I’m sorry. I don’t want to take anything away from you, but this is too much. It’s not legal, nor is it right. I’m sorry, continue if you want, but I can’t be party to it.”

I walked out without waiting for an explanation or to hear them try to convince me. Really, I knew I was weak; the likelihood was that I wouldn’t be able to hold on if they both came at me. But I needed to draw the line somewhere.

Instead, though, I heard nothing for about five minutes. Then the bedroom door opened and Ollie walked downstairs, frowning, fully dressed, keys already in hand. He gave me a quick nod, awkward, uncertain, then left without a word. The girls followed shortly after, wrapped in matching satin robes, hair mussed, skin still flushed.

They joined me on the sofa.

“I’m sorry, Dad,” Tessa said immediately, sitting cross-legged beside me. “I didn’t want to make you uncomfortable. Of course you don’t need to do anything you don’t want to, but just know that I want to, and if you ever change your mind, I’d be happy to dominate you. Or even just play.”

My wife was more clear-cut. She sat on my other side, took my hand, and looked at Tessa before turning to me. “No, honey,” she said gently. “It’s not right. I got caught up in the moment and shouldn’t have allowed it to happen.” She squeezed my fingers. “We should talk to Carolyn.”

“She might have to report this,” I warned.

“She won’t.” Sandy shook her head. “I’m seeing her tomorrow. I’ll talk to her.”

“I’m seeing her on Wednesday.”

She nodded solemnly. “I told Ollie I need some time to come to terms with things. I still want to see him, but for now, I think it would be better if I did it away from the house.”

“You don’t need to,” I sighed. “I enjoy what we do.”

“I do too,” she said quietly, “but I think if we’re all here, it may be difficult to control ourselves.” She glanced at our daughter. There was a look in her eyes I hadn’t seen before when she looked at Tessa, glazed, hungry, memories of forbidden contact still fresh.

We agreed it was for the best. Instead we headed to the kitchen to cook dinner. I wanted to make blue cheese pasta, but Sandy pinched her face at it, uninterested. “Gone off cheeses lately, to be honest,” she said, rubbing her stomach absently.

Still, as we busied ourselves around the kitchen, chopping vegetables, boiling water, stirring sauce, I took a moment to observe my girls prancing around in their little satin robes, legs bare, the occasional brush of fingers between them, the way their eyes met and held just a second too long. I realised that no matter what they had said before, this was a ticking timebomb waiting to go off. The line had been crossed once. It would be crossed again, and I wasn’t sure I had the strength, or the desire, to stop it.


Six

I’m not sure what Carolyn said to my wife on Monday, but that evening I received a message that I was to meet Carolyn at a later hour at the dungeon, not the office. I hadn’t actually told Sandy that Carolyn was also a dominatrix, hadn’t breathed a word about the locked cabinet of photos, the crops, the vault, the way Carolyn could reduce me to a trembling, obedient thing with a single raised eyebrow, but I had to assume the cat was firmly out of the bag. So I asked my wife why Carolyn had moved the location of the meeting.

“She felt that it would be better to have you restrained and under control whilst she explained a few things to you.” Sandy smiled, a strange, serene confidence in her I hadn’t experienced before. Her eyes held mine a beat too long, as though she were already picturing me bound and helpless, listening.

On Tuesday, though, she seemed to have contracted some sort of stomach bug. She felt awful most of the day, pale, clammy, nausea rolling through her in waves, and took the day off work to lie in bed and sleep it off. When I arrived home that night I found her with Tessa, both propped up in our bed watching a show on the tablet, both looking worse for wear: grey-faced, hair limp, eyes glassy.

“Tess came home feeling sick around noon,” Sandy said weakly, voice hoarse. Clearly it was a bug, which meant it was only a matter of time until I got it. I began to wonder if it made sense to keep my appointment with Carolyn for Wednesday, whether showing up feverish and vomiting would be more humiliating than cancelling.

By evening the girls were feeling a bit better, though smells still bothered them. The scent of cooking food made Sandy gag; Tessa wrinkled her nose at my aftershave when I leant in to kiss her forehead goodnight. They both managed soup and dry toast, then retreated back to bed early.

The next morning they were rushing to the bathroom again, dry heaves, mostly, but I had work and later my appointment. I was still feeling fine, so hopefully my immune system was strong enough to fight off whatever this was.

When I arrived at the dungeon, Carolyn was standing waiting in a black latex bodysuit that gleamed under the low lights, sheer black stockings clinging to her long legs, and a huge black dildo hanging from the harness at her hips, thick, veined, intimidating. She didn’t smile. She simply pointed to the centre of the room.

“Strip to your lingerie and kneel.”

I obeyed, folding my clothes neatly as always, then dropping to my knees in the pale pink bra-and-knicker set Sandy had chosen that morning, stockings still on, the faint outline of the chastity cage visible beneath the lace.

“Your wife told me about the situation with Tessa,” she said softly as she circled me, heels clicking on the concrete. “It was very responsible of you to set limits. I applaud it.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“But I have spoken to both your wife and Tessa.” That she had spoken to Tessa was news to me, my stomach dropped. “And both seem open to the idea of such a relationship. All are consenting adults, so what’s the problem?”

“It’s wrong, Mistress. And illegal.”

“I think you are panicking over nothing. You will not be engaged in intercourse with either of them, that will be down to Ollie, so what is the issue if they both dominate you?” She stopped behind me, gloved fingers trailing lightly down my spine. “At the end of the day, your responsibility is to be subservient to all your betters. That’s me, your wife, your daughter, and their lover.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I sighed, finding it almost impossible to challenge her. The problem was that I was on my knees in a position of absolute subservience. In that position I did not feel like I should raise anything with her. She was in control.

“Get up onto the vault. Lean over it, arse in the air.”

I followed her instructions, climbing onto the padded leather vault and bending forward, wrists and ankles secured quickly with soft cuffs. My arse was presented, vulnerable, the pink knickers pulled aside.

“Your wife bought a strap-on,” she continued, voice calm as she spread thick, cool lubricant over my hole with gloved fingers, “but she wants to raise something with her lover. She’s afraid to, afraid you will say no.” Her fingers penetrated me, slow and deliberate, stretching, preparing. “Her expectation is for you to service her lover. Orally, at first, and eventually anally. If you are to be one of the girls, then you will be expected to act like one.”

I couldn’t answer, just moaned as her fingers retreated and the fat dildo lined up, pressing in, slow at first, then deeper, filling me inch by inch until I was gasping, forehead pressed to the leather.

“But we already know you like getting fucked up the arse,” she purred, leaning over me, breasts pressing against my back as she began to thrust. “I’ve done it so often I’ve lost count. What does it matter if it’s a plastic cock or a real one? You’re not a man anyway, are you?”

“No, Mistress,” I hissed, feeling the cock fill me completely.

“So you don’t mind sucking a real man, do you?” She licked my ear, hips pulsing steadily. I didn’t dare answer, too scared to say yes, knowing that once I said it there would be no going back. She shoved forward hard, making me cry out. “I asked you a fucking question, cunt!”

“Yes, Mistress! Yes, Mistress!” I cried. “Yes, I’ll suck Ollie for my wife! Yes, he can fuck me!”

“Good. Good. Good sissy, good.” She purred, licking my ear again, hips driving deeper. “And you’ll go home tonight and submit fully to Tessa, won’t you?”

“Mistress, please! Don’t make me.”

“You want it, don’t you? You want her, don’t you?” She purred again, I could hear her grin. “You’re sexually attracted to her, aren’t you? Tell me! It makes me so hot to hear. I want to see it, want to see you lick her, kiss her, maybe even fuck her.”

“Oh god.” I tried so hard, so hard, but I was getting lost in the sex, in the words, the disgusting horniness of what she was doing to me. “Oh god.”

“Say it, slut! Say you want to fuck Tessa for me. Say you want her body, to lick it all over.”

“FUCK! No! No, no, no!”

“Yes! Yes, yes!”

“FUCK!” I screamed, feeling my orgasm build even though I was caged. “Fuck, yes, Mistress, I do!”

As cum drizzled from my cage onto the vault, Carolyn slowed her movements and leaned close to my ear again.

“It’s time for you to understand something. You have been coming to me for years. You are my only submissive patient and I have long removed you from my records. I lost my husband to a car accident ten years ago, something I tried hard to reconcile, but have struggled with. The only person who has kept me sane is you. So I made you into my own little project.

“With that in mind, I want you to accept what you are. My toy. My plaything. My little slut to control, manipulate, and use. I want you all to submit to me, you, your wife, your daughter, and I want you to help me make that happen. Now, promise me that you will do that?”

The cock slammed into me again, my brain in a haze, my body horny again. I couldn’t understand why I was so horny, but as she pushed my head down and slammed into me I gasped, taking in a deep breath. The room smelled odd, chemically today, like glue, and it was causing my ears to make a whooshing sound, but still I was overcome by a feeling of desperation, desperate to comply with her rules.

Down below me on a ledge I spotted several little brown bottles, each open right under my nose. Is that what I’m smelling? I wondered, but the moment passed, my brain light, my desire intense.

“Yes, Mistress! Yes, turn us all into your slave toys!” I begged.

“Excellent. I will.” She said. “Here’s the plan…”

When I left her place that evening I had a splitting headache and my arse felt raw, but at the same time somehow relieved. Still I felt high, out of it, and as I walked down that rain-soaked street I found myself swaying a little, unable to avoid the puddles beneath my feet.

I should have felt angry with Carolyn for her manipulation of me, should’ve told her I was going to the police, but rather I felt like a weight of responsibility had been lifted from me. I was no longer responsible for what I was about to do, it was her doing, her manipulation, and I so desperately wanted to serve that gorgeous redhead.

The plan was for me to go home and apologise to my wife and daughter, to get them to have Ollie come over, then in my finest sissy outfit beg him to let me suck his dick before fucking my daughter. The next part: I was to move into my daughter’s room and she would move in with her mother.

I’d forgotten about one fairly important part of our family…

Jake.

*****

Sandy had bigger concerns.

Her feelings of sickness were beginning to feel like déjà vu, something she’d had before when she was pregnant with the children. The nausea that came in waves, the sudden aversion to smells she used to love (coffee, cheese, even Martin’s aftershave), the bone-deep fatigue that no amount of rest seemed to touch. But she couldn’t be pregnant. She had an implant, had it replaced less than two years ago, right after Jake started school full-time. The doctor had assured her it was over 99% effective. There was no way, right?

Then the second reason she couldn’t be pregnant: Tessa.

Her daughter had almost exactly the same symptoms, pale, queasy, sensitive to every scent in the house. And Tessa was on the pill. She’d been diligent about it since she started seeing boys at sixteen. There was no way she was pregnant either.

The combination of factors had blinded Sandy to the reality for days. She told herself it was a stomach bug, some twenty-four-hour virus going around school and the office. She told herself the timing was coincidental. She told herself to stop being paranoid.

But eventually she simply had to know for certain.

While I was still with Carolyn at the dungeon, Sandy rushed out to the nearest chemist. She bought several pregnancy tests, different brands, just to be sure, then drove home with the small paper bag clutched in her lap like contraband. She locked herself in the bathroom, hands shaking as she urinated on the first stick and set it on the edge of the sink. The wait felt endless. Three minutes stretched into eternity.

Two pink lines.

“No! No, no, no!” she gasped, heart hammering against her ribs. She tore open another test, peed on it with frantic urgency. Two lines again. Positive. Undeniable.

Grabbing the remaining tests, she ran to Tessa’s room. Her daughter was curled on the bed in pyjamas, scrolling her phone, looking pale and miserable.

“Tess, here.” Sandy thrust the remaining tests into her hands. “Please tell me you’ve been taking your pill.”

Tessa blushed, sitting up slowly. “I missed a couple… but I took them after.”

Sandy flopped onto the edge of the bed and sighed, long and defeated. “You can’t miss them. If you miss them then they aren’t effective.”

“Ah…” Tessa said, reality dawning as Sandy held up one of the positive tests. Tessa stared at it for a long moment, two pink lines stark against the white plastic, then began to grin. “Oh wow… so we’re both pregnant with Ollie’s baby?”

“Huh.” Sandy exhaled, a shaky laugh escaping her. “I guess we are.”

The grin on Tessa’s face grew dark, edged with something hungry. She moved closer to her mother, knees brushing Sandy’s thigh. “That’s so hot,” she purred, taking Sandy’s cheeks in her hands and bending to kiss her.

For a moment Sandy sat stunned, lips parted, breath caught, then gave up all fight instantly. She wrapped her arms around her daughter, pulling her in, moaning softly into the kiss as their mouths opened, tongues sliding together in slow, exploratory heat. Hands roamed, desperate, reverent, fighting to strip what little they had on. Pyjama tops tugged over heads, knickers shoved down thighs, bare skin meeting bare skin in a rush of need.

They fell back onto the bed, legs tangling in a frantic scramble, bodies pressing close as fingers reached for each other’s pussies, already slick and swollen, lips parted and glistening with arousal. Tessa’s hand found her mother’s first, two fingers sliding easily into Sandy’s wetness, curling upward to stroke the sensitive ridge inside, drawing a sharp gasp that broke their kiss. Sandy mirrored her, thumb circling Tessa’s pierced clit while her middle finger delved deep, feeling the tight heat clench around her knuckle.

“Oh fuck, Mum,” Tessa moaned, hips bucking involuntarily, her free hand clutching Sandy’s breast, squeezing the soft flesh and pinching the nipple until it hardened into a tight peak. Sandy’s back arched, pushing her chest forward, her own moan vibrating against Tessa’s throat as she leaned down to suck on her daughter’s neck, teeth grazing the skin just enough to leave faint red marks.

Their kisses grew harder, deeper, tongues tangling in a messy, desperate rhythm, saliva mixing as they panted into each other’s mouths. Sandy’s fingers thrust faster, slick sounds filling the room, her palm slapping lightly against Tessa’s mound with each plunge. Tessa matched her pace, adding a third finger to stretch her mother wider, feeling the walls flutter and contract, Sandy’s juices coating her hand up to the wrist.

“You’re so wet for me,” Tessa whispered, voice husky, breaking the kiss to bite Sandy’s lower lip. “You like this, don’t you? Touching your own daughter’s pussy while she fingers yours.”

Sandy whimpered, nodding frantically, her hips grinding down onto Tessa’s hand. “God, yes… so wrong, but… don’t stop, baby. Make me cum.”

Tessa twisted her fingers, scissoring them inside Sandy, her thumb pressing hard on the clit, rubbing in tight circles. Sandy’s body tensed, thighs quivering, a low keen building in her throat as the pressure coiled tighter. She retaliated by plunging deeper into Tessa, hooking her fingers to hit that spot over and over, her other hand sliding down to tease her daughter’s arse, circling the tight ring before pressing just the tip inside.

Tessa cried out, head falling back, exposing her neck for Sandy to latch onto, sucking hard enough to bruise. Their bodies moved in sync now, sweat-slick skin sliding together, breasts pressing and nipples rubbing in electric friction. The bed creaked beneath them, sheets twisting as they writhed, fingers pumping relentlessly, breaths coming in ragged gasps.

“I’m close,” Tessa panted, her walls clenching around Sandy’s fingers. “Mum, I’m gonna… fuck!”

“Cum for me,” Sandy urged, voice rough, her own orgasm teetering on the edge. “Cum with me, baby.”

They shattered together, bodies convulsing, pussies spasming around invading fingers, hot juices squirting in messy arcs. Tessa’s cries were high and broken, Sandy’s deeper, guttural, both lost in the wave as they rode it out, grinding against each other’s hands until the aftershocks faded to trembles.

They collapsed in a heap, limbs entangled, breaths mingling as they kissed lazily, tasting salt and each other. Sandy’s fingers slipped free first, trailing wetly up Tessa’s thigh; Tessa followed, bringing her soaked hand to her mother’s mouth. Sandy sucked them clean without hesitation, eyes locked on her daughter’s.

“We’re keeping this,” Tessa murmured, nuzzling Sandy’s neck. “And the babies. Ollie’s going to love us both.”

Sandy nodded, pulling her closer, a hand resting on Tessa’s belly. “Yes. We are.”

Downstairs the house was quiet. I was still with Carolyn. Jake was at his friend’s. Ollie was at revision. For the first time in weeks, the house belonged only to them.

Sandy and Tessa lay tangled in the sheets, bodies still humming from the shared release, breaths slowing into a shared rhythm. The room smelled of sweat and sex, the pregnancy tests discarded on the nightstand like forgotten props. Tessa traced lazy circles on her mother’s stomach, fingers dipping low to brush the slick remnants between Sandy’s thighs. Sandy shivered, pulling her daughter closer, their foreheads touching.

“We need to talk about you Dad,” Sandy said softly, voice husky from the moans that had filled the room moments ago.

Tessa nodded, propping herself on one elbow, her pierced nipples brushing Sandy’s arm. “Yeah. He’s going to freak when he finds out about the babies.”

“Not just that.” Sandy’s hand slid down to cup Tessa’s breast, thumb circling the nipple absentmindedly. “We need to decide what to do with him. The sissy. He’s already in chastity, already dressing in skirts at home. But Carolyn says we need to push further, make him one of the girls completely.”

Tessa grinned, dark and eager. “I like that. Make him our maid full-time. Pink dresses, aprons, heels clacking around the house while he cleans and serves. We could have him wait on us during dinner, kneeling by the table, refilling our glasses, eating scraps from our hands like a pet.”

Sandy laughed, low and wicked, her pussy clenching at the image. “And when Ollie’s here? He could suck him clean after he fucks us. Lick his cum from our pussies while we kiss. Carolyn says he’s ready for it, desperate, even. We just need to break him a little more.”

“Break him how?” Tessa’s fingers trailed lower, slipping between Sandy’s folds again, teasing the sensitive clit.

“Public outings first. Shorter skirts, makeup. Take him shopping, to the cinema, clubs. Build his ‘confidence’ while destroying what’s left of his masculinity. Then hormones, Carolyn can prescribe them. Breasts, softer skin, no more useless little erections straining in the cage. He’ll be our pretty little girl, begging to serve.”

Tessa moaned softly, her own hand quickening. “And us? The pregnancies?”

“We keep them,” Sandy said firmly, rolling to face her daughter, their bellies pressing together. “Ollie’s babies. We raise them together, you, me, him. Dad can be the nanny. Change nappies in his frilly uniform while we fuck Ollie in the next room. No more traditional family. We transform everything, our home into a playground for us, for Ollie. Your dad exists to serve, to watch, to clean up. We own him.”

Tessa’s eyes fluttered shut as her fingers brought her close again. “God, yes. And Ollie… he’ll love knocking us up over and over.”

Sandy kissed her deeply, fingers joining Tessa’s between her thighs. “We’ll make it happen.”

As they caught their breath again, Sandy sat up slightly, a thoughtful look crossing her face. “You should start seeing Dr. Carolyn on a regular basis. To talk. Maybe learn a few things, she’s brilliant at this stuff. She could help you with your dominance, with everything.”

Tessa smiled, nodding. “Yeah. I’d like that.”

Sandy lay back on the rumpled sheets, one arm draped across her forehead, the other resting on the gentle curve of her stomach where Ollie’s baby was already growing. Tessa curled against her side, head on her mother’s shoulder, fingers tracing idle patterns over Sandy’s bare hip. The room was quiet now, save for their slowing breaths and the faint hum of the house settling around them.

Sandy stared at the ceiling, eyes unfocused, mind drifting. She thought of Carolyn, those sharp green eyes that seemed to see straight through skin and bone, the cascade of red hair always perfectly controlled, the way her voice could shift from soft reassurance to unyielding command in a single breath. She remembered the gentle touches during their last session: a hand resting briefly on her knee as she spoke, fingers brushing her wrist when handing her a tissue, the casual way Carolyn had tucked a stray lock of hair behind Sandy’s ear. Innocent gestures, perhaps. Or not.

“She… touches me,” Sandy said quietly, almost to herself. “Just gentle touches, but I think she wants me to touch back. I think it’s a signal.”

Tessa lifted her head, dark eyes curious. “You mean she’s into you?”

Sandy exhaled a shaky laugh. “Maybe. Or maybe I’m reading too much into it. But the way she looks at me sometimes… like she’s waiting for permission. Like she wants to be closer. Part of this.”

Tessa propped herself up on one elbow, studying her mother’s face. “That might be good. Bringing her closer. She already knows everything, about Dad, about Ollie, about us now. She’s guiding you. Guiding us. Why not let her in all the way?”

Sandy’s hand tightened on Tessa’s hip, a flicker of uncertainty crossing her features. “I’m not sure I’m ready to submit to another woman. Ollie’s one thing, he’s young, he’s… physical. Carolyn’s different. She’s in my head. She sees too much. If I let her in, she might take everything. Control everything.”

Tessa smiled, slow, knowing, a little wicked. “I am.”

Sandy turned her head, meeting her daughter’s gaze. “You’d submit to her?”

“I already want to,” Tessa admitted, voice low. “The way she talks about dominance, about ownership… it makes me wet just thinking about it. Imagine her in a dungeon with us. All of us on our knees. Dad cleaning up after Ollie, you and me serving her, learning from her. She could teach me how to really break someone. How to make them beg.”

Sandy’s breath hitched, nipples tightening at the image. “God, Tessa…”

“Think about it,” Tessa whispered, leaning in to brush her lips against her mother’s ear. “Carolyn owning us. All of us. Dad as a mindless sissy, me as her eager student, you as… whatever she decides you are. We’d be hers. Completely.”

Sandy closed her eyes, picturing it: Carolyn in black latex, red hair loose for once, standing over them with that calm, absolute authority. Martin kneeling in pink satin, caged and trembling. Tessa on her knees, eager and shameless. And herself, caught between resistance and surrender, wanting it even as she feared it.

“Maybe,” Sandy murmured, voice barely audible. “Maybe we invite her over. See what happens.”

Tessa kissed her softly, lingering. “Good girl, Mum.”

Sandy laughed, breathless, a little dazed, and pulled her daughter down for another kiss, deeper this time, slower. The future felt dangerous, inevitable, and impossibly hot.

They had a lot to discuss with Carolyn, but first they had a more important conversation to have.

*****

I was in the middle of my reheated lasagna when the girls stepped up to me, both in robes. The fork was partway to my mouth as my wife placed the pregnancy test down in front of me. I froze, unable to move, the damned fork just hanging in the air, lasagna dripping slowly back to the plate in thick, congealing strands. Before I could come to terms with what I was seeing, two stark pink lines staring up at me like an accusation, Tessa placed another test beside it, also positive.

“Ollie?” I asked, voice barely above a whisper.

Both nodded.

“Keeping them?”

They nodded again, slowly, eyes locked on mine.

“Do you hate us?” Tessa asked softly, voice cracking on the last word.

“No,” I said immediately, setting the fork down with a clink that sounded too loud in the quiet kitchen. “Of course not. It’s a huge responsibility. Who will look after them?”

“You will,” Sandy said, calm but firm. “You will be the nanny. Full-time. We would expect you to quit your job.”

Again, I nodded, slowly, mechanically, Carolyn’s words etched into my mind like scripture. Your responsibility is to be subservient to all your betters. “What about money?”

“It’s something we need to talk about,” Sandy explained, “but we’ll work something out.”

“I need time to think about this,” I mumbled, but before I could say anything further, our son walked into the room.

Reality came crashing down in an instant. We’d all forgotten about Jake. Regardless of our fun, our filth, our spiralling descent, there was no way we could put this on him. From the look the girls shared, I could see it dawning on them too: the same sickening realisation. A thirteen-year-old boy walking into a kitchen where his father sat in a skirt, where his mother and sister carried another man’s babies, where the air still carried the faint musk of earlier sex.

“What are we doing?” Sandy whispered with a sigh, voice small.

“We need to stop this,” I replied.

A tear rolled down Tessa’s face. She ran from the room without another word. I thought about chasing after her, but Sandy just held my arm and shook her head. About ten minutes later, we heard the front door slam, Tessa was gone.

Sandy and I moved to the bedroom where we finally had a chance to talk alone. I told her about my session with Carolyn: the restraints, the strap-on, the relentless questioning, the way Carolyn had pushed and pushed until I broke and begged to submit to everyone, her, Sandy, Tessa, Ollie. I told her about the loneliness, the husband lost to a car accident ten years ago, the way Carolyn had admitted, almost clinically, that I was her only submissive patient, her project, her anchor.

Sandy nodded, unsurprised. “I thought as much. She’s… intense. Possessive. But she’s also the only one who’s ever really understood any of this without judging.”

The more we talked, about abortion, about boundaries, about pulling back before everything imploded, the more I kept coming back to Carolyn. To what she’d said. I didn’t know about her husband’s death until today; I didn’t know how lonely she was. But I felt it now, like a thread pulled taut between us.

“I need to talk to Jake about something,” I said, leaving my wife sitting on the edge of the bed, confused.

I walked to my son’s room and sat on the chair next to his desk while he worked on homework, pencil scratching across graph paper.

“Jake,” I began quietly, “do you understand what’s been going on here lately?”

He didn’t look up right away. “Yeah. You and Mum are experimenting. It’s fine.”

“If… I was to dress up as a woman full-time,” I said carefully, “would you really be okay with that? I know I asked before, but your sister kind of answered for you. I’d like your opinion.”

My son turned to look at me for the first time and smiled, small, genuine. “I just want you to be happy. I think I’d want the same in return. And I might…” He said slowly, cheeks colouring. “Erm, there’s a girl I like at school, but…”

“But…?” I asked with a smirk, trying to keep my voice light.

“There’s maybe a boy I like too,” he said, blushing deeper.

I grinned. “Good for you. More options.”

“True!”

We hugged, awkward teenage limbs and all, and I thanked him, leaving the room and returning to Sandy.

“I think I have a plan,” I told her.

“Go on?”

I didn’t really want to tell her the full plan until we heard from Tessa and Ollie, so instead I asked her to call them both and ask them to come back. That turned out to be easier than expected, both were together, and it seemed Ollie already knew everything, but still, I needed them both here for it.

When they finally returned, Ollie sheepish, Tessa red-eyed but defiant, I sat them all down in the living room. I told them everything I’d learned about Carolyn: the husband lost ten years ago, the loneliness, the way she’d turned me into her project. I reasoned it would be inappropriate for her to be a full-time dominant over all of us, but at the end of the day, I didn’t believe that was what she truly wanted. She wanted connection. Family. Purpose.

“My question to you then, Ollie,” I said, meeting his eyes, “is this: are you okay being a father to two kids?”

Ollie frowned a little, then his eyes dropped to the floor. “I’m ready,” he said quietly, “but I’m not sure how my mum is gonna feel. Dad ain’t around anymore.”

“Well,” I sighed, “perhaps we have a talk with her. Tomorrow. Tonight, I think you should spend the night.”

Ollie began to smile, slow, relieved, grateful.

I told them to wait while I changed. I needed to become the best sissy version of myself, nothing less would do for what was coming. In the bedroom I stripped quickly, heart hammering, and began the ritual. White self-holding lace-top stockings rolled up my legs, the delicate bands gripping my thighs with quiet insistence. A pink satin and tulle mini-dress followed, short enough that any movement would flash the white lace knickers beneath, the bodice tight across my padded chest, emphasising curves that weren’t quite there yet. White lace gloves slid up to my elbows, soft and constricting; pink Mary-Jane shoes with low block heels clicked against the floorboards as I moved. Makeup came next: thick foundation to smooth my skin, heavy blush on my cheeks, smoky eyeshadow blended into dramatic wings, false lashes that fluttered with every blink, glossy pink lips that felt obscene when I spoke. The girlie-blonde curly wig settled over my scalp, bouncing with every step, framing my face in exaggerated femininity. A pink handbag dangled from my wrist like a final punctuation mark.

When I stepped back into the living room, they all looked up. Ollie’s eyes widened slightly; Tessa grinned like a cat with cream; Sandy’s smile was slow, approving, possessive.

I knelt in the corner without being told, hands folded in my lap, eyes downcast. The dress pooled around my knees, the satin cool against my skin. I watched as Ollie and the girls made out, slow at first, exploratory kisses that deepened quickly. Tessa straddled his lap, grinding against the growing bulge in his jeans while Sandy knelt beside them, kissing Ollie’s neck, then Tessa’s shoulder, hands roaming freely. Clothes came off in a lazy tumble: Tessa’s top lifted over her head, Sandy’s robe slipping to the floor, Ollie’s jeans shoved down to his thighs.

Tessa and Sandy took turns blowing him, kneeling side by side, tongues sliding along his shaft, lips meeting around the head in wet, sloppy kisses. Ollie groaned, hands in their hair, hips rocking gently. The room filled with slick sounds, soft moans, the occasional giggle when one of them gagged or pulled back to breathe.

Finally Sandy lifted her head, lips glistening, eyes dark with lust.

“Sissy,” she purred, “get up here. Time for you to learn your place.”

“Hold on…” Ollie said, voice rough, glancing down at me as I rose. “Is he gonna blow me?”

“He is not,” Sandy corrected smoothly. “She is. Do you mind?”

“I dunno…” He watched me climb onto the bed, dress riding up to expose the lace knickers stretched tight over the chastity cage. “I mean…”

“I’m probably more nervous,” I told him softly, voice pitched higher, feminine, the way Sandy had trained me.

He gulped, eyes flicking between my painted face and the pink satin. Then he nodded. “Touch it then.”

I reached out and wrapped my gloved hand around the fat cock. It was heavy, warm, already half-hard from the girls’ attention. Far bigger than mine, far wider in the middle, the girth made my fingers barely meet. Ollie’s chest heaved, breath catching as I stroked slowly, feeling him stiffen like lead under my touch.

He turned to my wife, voice low. “Make him kiss it.”

Four hands, Sandy’s and Tessa’s, grabbed my head, forcing it forward. It was all show; I’d already reconciled myself to it in my head. But Ollie needed to feel the power, see my submission. It turned him on. The moment my glossy pink lips made contact with the spongy head, he let out a sharp gasp of excitement. I did too, surprised by how not-horrible it felt.

The head was slightly spongy, yielding just enough before the shaft hardened beneath, warm and smooth, forcing my lips wide. The stretch burned at the corners of my mouth, pain that felt good rather than strange. I tried to take as much as I could, tongue flattening along the underside, but the girth overwhelmed me. Tears welled and spilled down my cheeks as I choked, mascara streaking in black rivulets.

“You can do better than that, Daddy,” Tessa said softly, fingers tightening in my wig.

I didn’t want to disappoint her. I pushed forward again, relaxing my throat, forcing the shaft deeper until, with a sudden swell, it pushed past my gag reflex and filled me completely. My nose pressed against his pubic bone, the musky scent of him overwhelming.

“Damn,” Ollie gasped, “he… sorry, she’s good. Fuck, yeah.”

He watched my head bob up and down, hand resting on the back of my skull, guiding me with gentle pressure. I moaned around his cock, vibrations that made him shudder. This shouldn’t have felt as good as it did. I wasn’t gay. I wasn’t interested in cock. And yet the situation, the people watching, the humiliation, the sheer wrongness of it, made it one of the sexiest experiences of my life.

Words were being whispered above me, but with Tessa and Sandy so close, I couldn’t make them out. All I caught was Ollie saying, “I don’t think I can,” followed by more hushed discussion.

Eventually something must have worked. Suddenly I was pulled off his cock, gasping, drooling, and turned around. Copious amounts of lubricant were spread over my anus, cool, slick, dripping down my crack. Sandy’s fingers worked it in, stretching me open with practiced ease.

“No, no, no…” I whimpered. “I’m not ready for this.”

“It’s okay,” Sandy soothed, voice low and coaxing. “Just try it. You’ll enjoy it. You know you will.”

That was the problem. She was right. I would enjoy it. But what if I enjoyed it too much? What if I loved it? What if I could never stop asking for it?

The head pressed against my hole, hot, insistent, and slowly I opened up, the meaty flesh slipping in. Ollie let out a gasp, then a long moan as he slid deeper, murmuring something about how tight I was. He was right. I felt every ripple of his cock as it pushed in, stretching me wide, the burn morphing into a deep, aching fullness that made me feel so alive.

Once he was fully inserted he held still, hands clamping down on my lower back, then pulled back and pushed in again. Each building thrust drew a louder moan from me. I wasn’t ready for this, wasn’t ready for how good it would feel, how different it was from the latex cock Carolyn had used. It was amazing. And I wasn’t the only one who thought so.

“Fuck, this is hot,” Ollie growled, thrusting harder. “See that, Sandy? I’ve made your sissy hubby my bitch! Gonna use this tight arse whenever I like!”

“Yes, Ollie! Yes!” Sandy giggled, clapping like a delighted spectator. “He’s gonna be the house sissy. Don’t worry, we’ll make him as feminine as possible. Hormones, implants…”

Hormones? Implants? The words hit me like sparks. In the cage my cock became painfully hard, dribbling pre-cum onto the sheets.

The rhythmic slap of skin on skin grew faster, harder, until firm hands grabbed my hips and Ollie shoved deep. I felt him pulse, hot splashes flooding inside me, warm droplets pooling and running down my colon.

“Oh fuck, wow!” I gasped, knowing I’d just been seeded by my wife’s lover, my daughter’s lover, my Master.

When we finally broke apart I turned to see a wide, satisfied smile on Ollie’s face, no regret, only pride. He’d enjoyed it. Which meant he was one step closer to accepting his role in our new family.

“Would you do it again, really?” Tessa asked him, voice soft but eager.

“Yeah,” he said without hesitation. “That was hotter than I thought it would be. It helps to see him from behind because he has a girl’s body, but honestly, knowing he’s your father, and your husband, Sandy, means more. I felt powerful doing it. So yeah, I’d do it again.” He looked at me again, this time the look lingered. More than just part of the group. Fresh meat. A new hole to use. He was already imagining what I might look like as a woman.

I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t wondered that myself lately. The times I dressed up, did my makeup, stared at the mirror and thought: If I had a nose job… If my skin was a little softer…

They were talking about something, logistics, plans, but I was still thinking about hormones and implants. Then I turned to them, voice quiet.

“Did you mean that? About hormones?”

Sandy stared for a moment, then answered nervously. “We were thinking it might be better.”

I licked my lips. “I think it’s a good idea. If we’re going to do this, then that’s a good idea. But we still need to think of a way to make money.”

“I can work,” Ollie said.

“No way,” I replied. “You’re going to university, as is Tessa. We’ll work something out, but I won’t have you sacrificing your future.”

Ollie nodded, then smiled, staring at my face, unblinking, as if trying to come to terms with something. Then, out of the blue, he jolted forward, pressing his lips against mine.

The girls whooped, laughed, clapped as our mouths opened and I felt his heavy tongue against mine, his hand wrapping around my head. We kissed passionately for nearly a minute, deep, possessive, claiming, before he broke away.

“You’re my bitch too now,” he said firmly. “I’ve bred all three of you, which makes you all my possession.”

I smiled, breathing heavily as my body reacted to the kiss. “Yes, Master.”

“Yes, Master,” the girls echoed.

“Damn straight,” Ollie smirked.


Seven

Erica Chambers was not at all what I had been expecting.

Tall, easily five-eleven in her low black heels, slim but not fragile, with a long-limbed grace that made every movement look deliberate. Her skin was smooth, youthful, the kind of deep, even brown that glowed under the living-room lamps, unmarred by time despite being only a year or two younger than me. Sharp cheekbones caught the light like polished stone, throwing soft shadows across her face. Her hair was pulled high into a sleek pleated ponytail that swung like a pendulum when she turned her head. Her eyes, dark brown, almost black, were slightly almond-shaped, piercing in a way that made you feel dissected without her ever raising her voice.

She sat in our best armchair, legs crossed elegantly, sheer black stockings whispering as they shifted. The black dress she wore was simple but expensive, sleeveless, fitted through the bodice, flaring slightly at the hips, cut high enough to be modest, low enough to hint at the swell of her breasts. She sipped tea from one of Sandy’s good china cups, pinky extended just enough to look effortless rather than affected. Her expression was aloof, resting bitch face perfected: no smile, no frown, just calm assessment as she took in our modest living room, the worn sofa, the children’s school photos on the mantel, the faint scent of last night’s sex still lingering beneath the lavender air freshener.

I had stupidly assumed Ollie came from a poor background, not because of his race, but because of the street-speak, the casual slang, the way he carried himself like someone who’d had to scrap for everything. But Erica was well-spoken, articulate, clearly very intelligent. And very rich. The diamond studs in her ears weren’t paste. The watch on her wrist was understated but unmistakably Patek Philippe.

“So, plastic surgeon…” I noted, kneeling beside my wife and daughter in my pink dress. It was the first time I’d spoken that evening, and I only spoke because nobody else had in several long minutes and the tension was coiling tighter around my ribs with every passing second.

Erica’s eyes found mine, slow, deliberate, and they burned into my soul, making me look down at the carpet instantly, cheeks flaming beneath the blush.

“I was under the impression,” she began slowly, voice low and smooth, each word measured, “that sissy slaves were seen but not heard?”

There was a menace to her tone that made my spine tingle, a quiet authority that didn’t need volume to command.

“Yes, sorry,” I muttered.

“Yes, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress.” She corrected without raising her voice. “Really, Sandy, if my son is to join this little… cult of yours, I hope you will instil discipline into this thing.”

That was… unexpected.

“Yes, of course, Erica.”

“For you, Ms. Chambers. Or Mistress, too.” She set the teacup down with a soft clink. “My understanding is that Ollie will be top of the pecking order. Is that correct?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Sandy replied, earning a brief flicker of a smile from the woman, small, satisfied, gone in an instant.

“And you have a… taboo relationship with your daughter. Correct?”

Sandy gulped. In the wrong hands, this conversation could end in handcuffs. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

“Good.” Erica smiled, slow, approving. “I’ve always been a sexual woman. Experimented with both sides of BDSM in my life. Preferred to be dominant. So I’m not at all surprised my son is leaning the same way. Though his father was dominant too, to be fair.”

Ollie’s head snapped up, surprise flashing across his face. This was news to him.

Erica continued without pause. “I’m going to condone this relationship for several reasons. One: your daughter is an extremely attractive woman, as are you. You seem to be intelligent people. That means my grandchildren will be of good stock. Additionally, I believe the mixing of races will further the cause and bring an end to the racist agenda.”

Then she stood, graceful, unhurried, and walked over to my wife. I watched, breath caught, as Erica pulled up her dress just enough to reveal a tiny, shiny black thong and black lace-top self-holding stockings that clung to her long, toned legs.

“Pull my panties down,” she said to Sandy. “Slowly.”

“Y-yes, Mistress.” Sandy reached up, fingers trembling slightly as she hooked them into the thin material and drew it down Erica’s thighs, exposing a smooth, perfectly waxed pussy.

Erica turned to Ollie. “If you are okay with Sandy and Tessa together, then prove it.”

Ollie’s mouth dropped open, complete shock, a dozen emotions shooting across his face in rapid succession. But he didn’t want to be a hypocrite. He closed his eyes, leaned forward, and extended his tongue. Erica’s hand reached down, running through his hair with possessive tenderness.

“That’s it, baby,” she murmured. “Lick Mommy’s cunt.”

The moment shifted. Gone was any disgust, just sheer, unfiltered lust. Ollie buried himself in her, licking and slurping with sudden hunger, hands gripping her thighs as Erica sighed, hips rolling gently against his mouth.

She signalled for Sandy to stand. The two women kissed, deep, slow, tongues sliding together, then played with each other’s breasts, pinching nipples, moaning into each other’s mouths. Erica came with a soft, shuddering cry, thighs trembling around Ollie’s head.

“As you can see,” she said finally, voice steady again, “I’m fine with everything. So long as we agree on several things. You will move into my house. It’s far bigger than this. No one else lives there. I work my own schedules, so I can look after the babies sometimes. I have money, which means you solve the problem I guess you’re going to have when this sissy becomes a full-time slave. Deal?”

Everyone grinned, especially Ollie.

“Deal,” we all said in unison.

“This Carolyn…” Erica tilted her head. “She’s dominant too, I understand?”

“Yes,” Sandy replied. “And attractive.”

Erica smiled, knowing, predatory. “You see, my husband and I were both dominant, but we worked best when we had someone submissive to look after. We did, for a long time. But after Michael’s death, I had to let our submissive go.”

Ollie looked confused. “Who, Mom?”

“Janine. Your nanny and our maid. She was a sissy.”

“Seriously?” Ollie practically squeaked. “She was so hot!”

“My work,” Erica said with a small, proud smile. “Your dad and I slept with her in the same bed. Didn’t you notice?”

“Nope.” He laughed. “But it makes me feel so much better knowing that after fucking him.” He pointed at me.

Erica rolled her eyes. “Please, honey, they’re just holes to use. No need to bring sexuality into it. I will make her look just as pretty for you.” She looked at me, eyes narrowing thoughtfully. “Implants. Some face work. She’ll be the perfect little bimbo slut for you to play with and use.”

“Thanks, Mom!”

Erica returned to her thoughts. “So with Carolyn, get something set up. If she’s open to a lesbian relationship with me, then this could be a fun little arrangement for us all.”

“We’ll do that,” Sandy agreed, smiling.

“Wonderful.” Erica stood, smoothing her dress. “Now, get undressed, you three.” She pointed at Tessa too. “Time for us to all have some fun together then.”

“Me too?” Ollie asked, surprised.

Erica’s eyes drifted down to his crotch, then she licked her lips, slow, deliberate. “Of course, baby.”

This time the only emotion on Ollie’s face was lust. Pure, unfiltered lust.

He stripped quickly, cock already hardening. Erica pulled him to her, kissing him deeply, mother and son, no hesitation, while Sandy and Tessa watched, eyes wide, hands already reaching for each other. Erica guided Ollie’s hand between her thighs, then turned to me.

“Sissy,” she said, voice like silk over steel. “Crawl over here and watch closely. You’re going to learn exactly how a real man fucks.”

I dropped to my hands and knees, pink dress riding up to expose the lace knickers, and crawled to them, heart pounding, cage straining, knowing this was only the beginning.

The family had just grown. And the rules had just changed forever.

I dropped to my hands and knees without hesitation, the pink satin dress riding up to bare the lace knickers stretched tight over my locked cage. The carpet was rough against my palms and knees as I crawled forward, stockings whispering, the wig’s curls bouncing against my cheeks. My heart hammered so hard I could feel it in my throat, in my caged cock, in the slick heat already leaking from me.

Erica pulled Ollie to her first. Mother and son came together with no shame, her hands framing his face as their mouths met in a deep, filthy kiss. Tongues slid visibly, wet sounds filling the room as Erica moaned into his mouth, one hand dropping to wrap around his cock, stroking slowly from base to tip. Ollie groaned, hips twitching, his free hand sliding down to cup her arse, fingers digging into the firm flesh.

Sandy and Tessa moved in beside them. Sandy kissed Erica’s neck, teeth grazing the skin while her hand cupped one of Erica’s breasts, thumb circling the dark nipple until it stood hard. Tessa pressed against her mother from the other side, kissing Sandy deeply, tongues tangling, soft whimpers escaping as their bodies rubbed together, breasts pressing, nipples brushing in electric friction.

The four of them formed a living, breathing tangle of limbs and mouths. Erica broke the kiss with Ollie just long enough to guide his cock between Sandy’s thighs. Sandy spread her legs wider, breath catching as the thick head nudged her slick entrance. With one smooth thrust Ollie sank into her, deep, all the way to the root, drawing a long, broken moan from Sandy’s throat. The wet slap of flesh meeting flesh echoed as he began to fuck her, slow and powerful, hips rolling in a rhythm that made her breasts bounce.

Tessa dropped to her knees beside them, mouth latching onto Sandy’s clit while Ollie’s cock slid in and out inches from her face. Her tongue flicked and swirled, tasting both her mother and Ollie with every pass. Erica stood behind Tessa, fingers sliding into my daughter’s pussy from behind, pumping in time with Ollie’s thrusts.

I knelt mere feet away, eyes wide, lips parted, the taste of my own pre-cum still faint on my tongue from earlier. The air was thick with the scent of sex, pussy, cock, sweat, the faint metallic tang of arousal. Every wet squelch, every slap of skin, every moan vibrated through me. My cage strained painfully, the metal biting as my useless cock tried to swell.

Erica’s voice cut through the sounds like a whip. “Sissy. Crawl closer.”

I obeyed, knees burning on the carpet, dress riding higher until the lace knickers were fully exposed. I stopped inches from where Ollie’s balls swung heavily against Sandy’s arse with every deep thrust. The smell was overwhelming, Sandy’s familiar musk mixed with Ollie’s raw, masculine scent. I could see everything; the way her pussy lips stretched glossy and tight around his girth, the creamy ring of arousal coating his shaft, the way Tessa’s tongue kept flicking over her mother’s clit and Ollie’s balls.

Sandy’s head fell back, eyes half-lidded, mouth open in a silent cry as another orgasm built. “Fuck… Ollie… deeper…”

Ollie growled, gripping her hips harder, pounding faster. The slap-slap-slap grew louder, wetter. Erica leaned down, kissing Tessa fiercely while her fingers fucked her daughter harder.

When Ollie came, it was with a guttural groan, hips slamming forward, balls tightening as he flooded Sandy’s cunt. Thick ropes of cum pulsed deep inside her; some leaked out around his shaft, dripping onto Tessa’s waiting tongue. Tessa moaned, licking it up greedily, sharing it with her mother in a messy, open-mouthed kiss.

Erica pulled Ollie out slowly, his cock glistening and still half-hard. Cum oozed from Sandy’s stretched hole in thick white strands.

She looked straight at me.

“Your turn, sissy. Clean your wife. Then clean your Master.”

I crawled forward on shaking knees, the dress whispering against the carpet. The first taste was overwhelming, hot, salty, thick, Ollie’s cum mixed with Sandy’s sweet juices. I lapped it up like a starving man, tongue delving deep, sucking every drop while Sandy moaned and rocked against my face.

When I turned to Ollie, he was already hard again. I opened my mouth without being told. The head slipped past my lips, spongy, warm, tasting of Sandy and his own release. I took him as deep as I could, tears streaming, throat working around his girth while the girls watched, fingers buried in each other.

Erica’s voice was soft, satisfied.

“Good girl. This is only the beginning.”

The night stretched on, bodies shifting, mouths and hands and cocks moving in every combination. I lost count of how many times I was used, how many loads I swallowed, how many times I licked cum from dripping pussies while the women kissed and moaned above me.

The living room had become a haze of heat and scent, sweat, pussy, the faint metallic edge of cum, Erica’s jasmine perfume cutting through it all like a blade. The lamps threw long, golden shadows across bare skin; every movement left trails of light on sweat-slick bodies. Ollie stood in the centre, cock still glistening from Sandy’s mouth, thick and heavy, veins pulsing visibly along the shaft. Erica circled him slowly, heels clicking on the hardwood, her black dress already discarded in a careless heap. She wore only the lace-top stockings now, the dark bands digging slightly into the firm flesh of her thighs.

She stopped in front of him, one hand trailing down his chest, nails scraping lightly over his nipples, making him hiss, then lower, wrapping around his cock with possessive familiarity. Ollie’s breath caught, eyes locked on hers, pupils blown wide.

“You’ve fucked them,” she said softly, voice low and velvet. “Both of them. Filled them. Bred them.” Her thumb circled the head, spreading the bead of pre-cum that had welled up again. “Now it’s time you learned what it feels like to be taken.”

Ollie swallowed hard. “Mom…”

“Shh.” She pressed a finger to his lips, then replaced it with her mouth, kissing him deeply, slowly, tongue sliding against his in a way that was both tender and commanding. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark fire. “On your knees, baby.”

He dropped without hesitation, knees hitting the carpet with a soft thud. Erica stepped closer, one stockinged leg sliding between his thighs, the lace rasping against his skin. She guided his head forward until his face was inches from her pussy, still slick from his earlier tongue, lips swollen and dark, clit peeking out from its hood.

“Lick,” she ordered.

Ollie obeyed instantly. His tongue flattened against her slit, broad and eager, tasting the familiar salt-sweet of her arousal. Erica sighed, fingers threading into his hair, guiding him with gentle tugs, deeper, slower, circling her clit until her hips rolled in lazy figure-eights against his mouth. Wet sounds filled the room again, slurping, sucking, the occasional muffled groan from Ollie as he drank her down.

Sandy and Tessa watched from the sofa, legs entwined, fingers lazily stroking each other. Tessa’s pierced clit glinted every time Sandy’s thumb brushed it; Sandy’s nipples were tight peaks, flushed dark against her pale skin.

Erica’s breathing grew ragged. She pulled Ollie’s head back by the hair, strings of saliva connecting his lips to her pussy. “Enough,” she murmured. “Lie back.”

Ollie stretched out on the carpet, cock standing rigid against his stomach, a thick pearl of pre-cum sliding down the shaft. Erica straddled him, knees bracketing his hips, then reached between them, gripping his length and guiding it to her entrance. She sank down slowly, inch by inch, eyes never leaving his. When he bottomed out inside her, both of them groaned, low, primal sounds that vibrated through the room.

For a moment she simply sat there, full of him, letting him feel every flutter of her walls. Then she began to move, slow rolls of her hips at first, grinding her clit against his pubic bone, then rising and falling in long, deliberate strokes. Ollie’s hands found her thighs, fingers digging into the lace, thumbs brushing the sensitive skin just above the stocking tops.

“Fuck, Mom…” he gasped, head falling back, eyes half-lidded.

Erica leaned forward, breasts swaying, nipples brushing his chest. “That’s it, baby,” she purred, voice thick with pleasure. “Feel how wet your mother is for you. Feel how tight I am around your big cock.”

She quickened the pace, riding him harder, wet slapping sounds echoing every time her arse met his thighs. Ollie’s hips began to thrust up to meet her, driving deeper, making her gasp and shudder. One hand slid between them; her fingers found her clit, rubbing fast circles while she fucked herself on him.

Sandy and Tessa moved closer. Tessa knelt beside them, kissing Erica’s shoulder, then her breast, taking a nipple into her mouth and sucking hard. Sandy mirrored her on the other side, tongue flicking over the hardened peak while her hand slipped down to cup Ollie’s balls, rolling them gently, feeling them tighten.

Erica’s moans grew louder, sharper. “Yes… fuck… just like that…”

Her rhythm faltered, hips stuttering as the orgasm built. Ollie’s hands clamped on her waist, slamming her down onto him one last time. He came with a broken groan, cock pulsing deep inside her, flooding her with hot spurts. Erica followed seconds later, back arching, cry tearing from her throat, walls spasming around him as she ground down hard, milking every drop.

They stayed locked together for long moments, breathing ragged, bodies trembling. Then Erica lifted herself off him slowly, his softening cock slipping free with a wet sound, followed by a thick trickle of cum that dripped onto his stomach.

She looked down at him, eyes soft for the first time that night.

“Good boy,” she murmured, brushing a thumb across his cheek.

Ollie reached up, pulling her down for a slow, lingering kiss, gentle this time, almost reverent.

Sandy and Tessa watched, hands still on each other, smiles soft and satisfied.

The family had just grown in ways none of them had fully anticipated, and the night was far from over.


Epilogue

When Carolyn entered the small living room, she had expected it to be just me waiting for her. Instead she found Sandy, Tessa, Ollie and Erica already there, all completely naked, bodies glowing softly in the low lamplight. She froze in the doorway, elegant coat still half-buttoned, mouth opening but no sound emerging. Her green eyes flicked between us, wide, startled, the professional mask slipping for the first time I had ever seen.

“We all wanted to talk to you about something,” I began quietly from my knees in the centre of the room. “Loneliness.”

Her gaze snapped to mine. Instantly her eyes moistened, a sheen of unshed tears catching the light. I had struck a nerve she clearly never wanted to acknowledge out loud, interesting, for a therapist. Perhaps they never analyse themselves the way they do others.

“I think you wanted us to become your toys because you lost what you once had,” I continued gently. “Your husband gone. You’re lonely, aren’t you?”

She looked away, jaw tight, but the single tear that escaped and traced down her cheek told me everything.

“Well, all I can say is thank you,” I went on, voice steady despite the tremble in my chest. “Thank you for opening our eyes to this life, to this world. But now there comes a challenge.” I gestured to the women beside me. “Sandy and Tessa are pregnant with Ollie’s baby. And the lady there is Ollie’s mother.”

Carolyn’s eyes lit up, genuine surprise and delight breaking through. “You’re going to have babies?” she practically squeaked, voice cracking with emotion.

“Yes,” both women answered, smiling softly, hands instinctively resting on the gentle curves of their bellies.

“Aw! You’re so lucky!” Carolyn gushed, tears spilling freely now.

“You want children?” Erica asked, voice low and warm.

“So much,” Carolyn whispered, “but… when…” The words caught; the pain was too raw to finish.

“I know,” Erica said gently. “I lost my husband too, so we only had the one. But at least I had one. You’re still young.”

“With no one,” Carolyn sighed, the admission hanging heavy in the air.

I took Carolyn’s hands in mine, still kneeling, pink satin dress pooling around my thighs. “Mistress Carolyn, we would like you to join us. We would like you and Mistress Erica to be our supreme leaders, to own us, dominate us, along with Master Ollie. So we’re thinking you and Mistress Erica should go on a few dates, see how you get along. Then, if you like each other, you join us in our little… cult.”

Carolyn’s eyes took in Erica, the tall, elegant Black woman with her sharp cheekbones and long pleated ponytail, naked and unashamed, every inch of her smooth skin glowing. A slow, genuine smile curved Carolyn’s lips.

“What do you think about sex on the first date?” she asked, stepping toward Erica with that familiar confident sway.

Erica grinned and rose to meet her. “I’m all for it.”

The two women came together like magnets, mouths meeting in a deep, hungry kiss that stole the breath from the room. Hands roamed immediately: Carolyn’s sliding up Erica’s sides to cup full breasts, thumbs brushing dark nipples until they tightened; Erica’s fingers tangling in Carolyn’s fiery red hair, pulling her closer as tongues danced and moans spilled between them.

We gathered around Carolyn, helping her out of her clothes with reverent touches. The elegant coat fell first, then her blouse, her skirt, until she stood naked, pale skin flushed pink, full breasts rising with every quick breath, the soft triangle of red hair between her thighs already glistening. Erica dropped to her knees first, pressing her face between Carolyn’s legs, tongue sliding through wet folds with a slow, deliberate lick that drew a broken moan from the therapist. Carolyn’s head fell back, one hand in Erica’s hair, the other reaching blindly for Sandy’s breast.

Ollie stepped forward, cock already hard again, and Carolyn welcomed him with an open mouth, taking him deep while Erica continued to devour her from below. Tessa and Sandy kissed each other above her, fingers buried between each other’s thighs, the wet sounds of pleasure filling every corner of the room.

Later, when the first waves of release had passed and bodies lay tangled and slick, Erica and Carolyn left us to hit the town, dinner, wine, getting to know one another properly. For the rest of us, though, there was a more difficult conversation to have. We did this one fully clothed.

Jake and Ollie already knew each other well. They got on perfectly, playing computer games together, sharing the same love of sports. That helped when we sat him down and explained that we were moving, that things were going to be different, and that he would soon have a couple of brothers or sisters.

Firstly we told him his mother and sister were pregnant. He didn’t seem to care much, just shrugged and said he hoped he wouldn’t be kept up all night by a crying baby. That led naturally into the conversation about moving into a very large house outside of town. Suddenly he was far more interested.

“Does that mean I get a bigger room?” he asked excitedly. “Like, a gaming room and stuff?”

Ollie answered for him with a grin. “I already have a huge mancave with a pool table, VR area, sixty-five-inch TV connected to a PS5 Pro and an Xbox. It’s yours, dude. I think I’m gonna be a bit busier.”

“Cool! I’m in!” Jake laughed.

It was that easy. I guess we were lucky that way. But Jake did have one more question that got us thinking.

“Do you have any sisters?” he asked Ollie.

“No, but I have a cute cousin your age.” Ollie smiled. “I can introduce you.”

“Awesome!”

Over the next four weeks Carolyn became a far greater part of our lives, until finally she made the decision to move in with us all. As part of that plan I was told to quit my job immediately and get rid of every last piece of male clothing. It was a difficult thing to do, essentially severing my manhood, my masculinity, and stepping fully into sissyhood, becoming a hyper-sexualised, ultra-feminine girl. But there was no arguing with the truth: when I slipped into soft pink satin, when I felt the gentle tickle of lace against my skin, my head swooned with desire. I had to admit it.

I am a sissy.

Erica’s house wasn’t a house, it was a modern mansion on a sprawling estate, all tasteful minimalist elegance set against sculptured landscapes. What I hadn’t realised was that Erica and Carolyn had been doing far more than dating and fucking over the past month. They had been planning.

One of the things they had planned was in the basement, a converted storage space turned into a fully equipped dungeon.

“I think it’s time to see how much pain this sissy can take,” Erica grinned to the group, eyes sparkling. “And the good news is, everyone gets a go! Now, I will show everyone what I enjoy doing, and that is making sissies scream and cry.”

“Oh, me too!” laughed Carolyn, kissing her new girlfriend deeply before picking up a set of sterile needles, the sharp points glinting under the dungeon lights.

The dungeon lights were low and red, bathing the black-painted brick walls and padded vault in a hellish glow. Chains rattled softly overhead. The air was thick with the scent of leather, polished wood, and the sharp, metallic tang of fear-sweat already beading on my skin. I stood naked except for the pink satin dress now bunched at my waist, the chastity cage gleaming coldly between my legs, my caged cock already leaking in helpless anticipation. The blonde wig framed my tear-streaked face; heavy makeup ran in black rivulets down my cheeks.

Erica stepped forward first, needles glinting between her gloved fingers like tiny silver fangs.

“Let’s begin,” she said, voice calm and terrifyingly sweet.

She pinched the skin of my left nipple between thumb and forefinger, stretching it taut. The first needle slid in slowly, cold steel piercing flesh with a sharp, burning pop. I cried out, body jerking against the restraints that held my wrists high above my head. Erica didn’t pause. The second needle went through the same nipple from the opposite side, crossing the first in an X. Blood welled in tiny crimson beads. She repeated it on the right nipple, then moved lower, sliding two more through the sensitive skin of my scrotum just above the cage. Each pierce sent white-hot fire racing through my nerves; my knees buckled, but the chains kept me upright.

Carolyn took her turn next. She had chosen a long, thin cane, whippy and vicious. The first stroke landed across my arse with a crack that echoed like a gunshot. The pain was instant and searing, a bright line of agony that made me scream. She didn’t give me time to breathe. Stroke after stroke rained down, ten, fifteen, twenty, until my arse was a lattice of vivid red welts, some already bruising purple. Every impact made the needles in my nipples and balls jolt, sending fresh spikes of pain through my body. My cock strained desperately in its tiny prison, pre-cum dripping in a steady thread to the floor.

Tessa stepped up with a wicked grin, holding a pair of clover clamps connected by a chain. She attached one to my already pierced left nipple, the other to the right. The bite was vicious. Then she tugged the chain downward, stretching my nipples cruelly while she dropped to her knees and took my caged cock between her lips, sucking the metal bars, tongue flicking the exposed head through the slit. The mixture of agony and teasing pleasure made me sob and thrust helplessly.

Sandy chose the strap-on. She buckled on the huge black dildo Carolyn had used on me earlier, slicked it with thick lube, and slammed into me without warning. The stretch was brutal, far thicker than Ollie, far more relentless. She fucked me hard and deep, hips slapping against my freshly caned arse, each thrust driving the needles deeper and making the clamps yank viciously on my nipples. “Take it, sissy,” she growled. “This is what you are now, our fucktoy.”

Ollie watched for a moment, stroking his massive cock, then moved behind Erica. He lifted one of her stockinged legs and drove into her from behind while she continued to twist the needles in my balls. Erica moaned loudly, pushing back onto her son’s cock, her free hand slapping my face hard, left cheek, right cheek, over and over until my vision blurred with tears and my lips swelled.

They rotated. Carolyn took the strap-on next, pegging me even harder while Tessa and Sandy sucked on my clamped nipples, teeth grazing the needles. Ollie forced his cock down my throat at the same time, fucking my face in long, brutal strokes until saliva and pre-cum ran down my chin in thick ropes. Erica stood over me, dripping wet, and made me lick her clean while the others continued their assault, whips, clamps, fingers, cocks, everything.

The pain became a living thing, constant, overwhelming, exquisite. My arse was raw and burning. My nipples throbbed with every heartbeat. My balls felt like they were on fire. And still my caged cock leaked endlessly, the denial only making the torment sweeter.

They didn’t stop until I was a sobbing, trembling wreck, voice hoarse from screaming, body covered in welts, needle marks, and their combined juices. Only then did Erica finally speak, voice soft and triumphant. Each had taken a turn or two, Ollie more than once, but they weren’t done. “Look at you… our perfect little pain slut.”

My body hung limp in the chains now, wrists raw, shoulders screaming, the pink satin dress torn and clinging wetly to my skin like a second, ruined epidermis. The needles had been removed, leaving tiny red punctures that wept slow beads across my chest and scrotum. My arse throbbed from the cane, welts raised in angry purple ridges that pulsed with every heartbeat. The cage had been unlocked hours ago, but my cock, red, swollen, denied, still leaked in pathetic dribbles, untouched and unfulfilled.

Erica circled me like a predator, black latex gleaming under the red glow, her heels clicking with deliberate menace. She held a thick, ridged dildo in one hand, blacker than midnight, veined and brutal. Carolyn stood beside her, naked except for the sheer black stockings, a coiled bullwhip dangling from her fingers. Ollie knelt between Sandy and Tessa, cock still half-hard and slick from their earlier use, eyes glazed with dark satisfaction. Sandy and Tessa flanked me, bodies flushed and marked, finger-bruises on hips, bite marks on breasts, watching with matching predatory smiles.

“Time to finish breaking her,” Erica said, voice low and velvet-wrapped steel.

She stepped behind me. The dildo pressed against my already-abused hole, no more lube, just the slick remnants of Ollie’s earlier loads. She didn’t ease in. She slammed forward in one vicious thrust, burying the ridged length to the hilt. The stretch was blinding, fire tearing through me, ripping a scream from my throat that echoed off the brick walls. My knees buckled; the chains caught me, jerking my arms painfully upward.

Carolyn moved in front. The bullwhip cracked once, sharp, deafening, across my upper back. A thin line of fire bloomed instantly, skin splitting in a perfect red welt. Then again. And again. Each lash landed in precise, overlapping patterns until my back was a lattice of weeping stripes. Blood trickled in warm rivulets down my spine, mixing with sweat, dripping onto the concrete below.

Ollie rose, cock fully hard again. He grabbed my wigged head and forced himself down my throat, no gentleness, no pause. I gagged violently, tears streaming, mascara running in black rivers, but he didn’t stop. He fucked my face with the same brutal rhythm Erica used on my arse, deep, punishing strokes that made my throat convulse around him.

Sandy and Tessa took my nipples, still raw from the needles, and twisted the remaining clamps until I screamed around Ollie’s cock. Then they attached heavy weights to the chain between them, the pull so cruel my vision whited out for a second. Every movement, every thrust from behind, every gag from the cock in my throat, made the weights swing, yanking fresh agony through my chest.

Erica leaned over my back, breasts pressing against the fresh welts, her voice a hot whisper in my ear. “Beg for it, sissy. Beg us to ruin you completely.”

I couldn’t speak, could only gurgle around Ollie’s shaft, but the sound I made was desperate, broken, pleading.

Tessa laughed, bright, cruel, and slapped my caged cock hard enough to make stars explode behind my eyes. Sandy followed with a vicious twist of the nipple clamps. Carolyn’s whip landed again, this time across the backs of my thighs, the tip curling around to bite the tender skin of my inner thighs.

Ollie came first, flooding my throat with thick, hot spurts until it overflowed, running down my chin in sticky ropes. He pulled out, smearing the last drops across my ruined makeup, then stepped back to watch.

Erica drove the dildo deeper, faster, hips slamming against my welted arse. The ridges dragged inside me, every thrust igniting new fire. Carolyn switched to a thinner, faster cane, whipping my calves, my thighs, the sensitive undersides of my arms, each stroke precise, merciless.

Sandy and Tessa knelt in front of me, kissing each other deeply while their fingers worked their own clits, moaning into each other’s mouths as they watched me break.

Erica’s thrusts grew erratic. She came with a sharp cry, body shuddering, dildo buried to the hilt, then pulled out abruptly, leaving me gaping and empty.

They released the chains. I collapsed to my knees, trembling, sobbing, covered in sweat, blood, cum, and tears.

Carolyn crouched in front of me, lifting my chin with one gloved finger.

“Look at you,” she whispered, voice thick with dark affection. “Our perfect, ruined little slut.”

Erica knelt beside her, pressing a soft kiss to my swollen lips.

“You belong to us now,” she said. “All of us. Forever.”

Ollie stepped forward, cock still slick. Sandy and Tessa flanked him, hands on his shoulders, eyes gleaming.

“Open,” Erica commanded.

I did.

They took turns, Ollie first, then Sandy with the strap-on, then Tessa with her fingers, then Erica with the cane again, using me until my voice gave out completely, until my body was nothing but a vessel for their pleasure, their pain, their ownership.

When they finally finished, I lay curled on the cold floor, wrecked and trembling, every inch of me marked, claimed, owned.

Carolyn stroked my head, almost tenderly.

“Welcome home, sissy,” she whispered.

As the five of them stood over me, naked, flushed, triumphant, their urine now covering me, I realised with a final, broken sob that I had never felt more complete.

This was home. This was forever.

Eighteen months later the house had become a living, breathing temple to surrender.

Sandy gave birth first, a perfect baby girl they named Lila. The delivery room was filled with soft cries and exhausted laughter; Ollie held her hand the entire time while I knelt beside the bed in my pale pink nurse’s uniform, breasts now full and heavy from the implants, leaking milk I would never feed. Two days later Tessa followed with a baby boy they called Kai. She laboured hard and loud, cursing and laughing in equal measure, while I wiped her brow and whispered encouragement in the high, lisping voice the vocal-cord surgery had given me. Carolyn delivered last, two months after that, another girl they named Ruby. She came into the world with a single, imperious wail that made Erica smile like a proud queen.

By then the old Martin was gone forever.

The surgeries had been relentless and exquisite. My chest now carried two generous, teardrop breasts, DD cups that bounced and swayed with every step, sensitive nipples pierced with tiny silver rings. My face had been sculpted into pure bimbo perfection: lips inflated into plump, cock-sucking pillows that made every word come out in a breathy, lisping squeak; cheekbones raised, nose refined, eyes widened with permanent filler so I looked perpetually surprised and vacant. Hormones had done the rest, skin softer than silk, hips wider, waist narrower, arse round and plush. My voice was permanently high and girlish, every sentence ending in a little lisp that made the women wet just hearing it. The final touch had been the permanent chastity piercing: a tiny ring through the head of my shrunken clitty, locking the cage in place forever.

I was no longer their husband or father. I was their sissy nanny, their maid, their plaything.

Every morning I woke at five, slipped into whatever frilly uniform they had chosen the night before, usually baby-pink satin with white lace trim and a short skirt that barely covered my plugged arse, and began my duties. I fed the babies from bottles I had warmed, changed nappies with delicate gloved hands, rocked them to sleep while humming in my lisping voice. When the children napped I cleaned the mansion from top to bottom on my hands and knees, arse high, plug glinting between my cheeks. In the evenings I served dinner on my knees, crawling from person to person with a silver tray balanced on my back.

And at night… at night I was used.

Erica and Carolyn had become an unstoppable pair, two dominant goddesses who ruled the household with elegant cruelty. They took turns pegging me while the other sat on my face. Ollie fucked my throat and arse whenever the mood struck him, often while Sandy and Tessa watched, fingering each other and whispering filthy encouragement. The girls had grown bolder too; Tessa loved making me lick her while she breastfed Kai, and Sandy delighted in riding my face until she squirted across my inflated lips.

Tonight the nursery was quiet. The three babies slept peacefully in their cribs. Downstairs the adults gathered in the main bedroom, a vast space dominated by a custom bed large enough for all of us.

I crawled in wearing nothing but sheer white stockings, a pink collar, and the permanent cage. My breasts swayed heavily beneath me, nipples leaking a little milk from the hormones. My lips glistened with fresh gloss. My voice came out in that permanent, breathy lisp.

“M-Mistress… I’m ready to serve.”

Erica smiled first, slow, predatory. “Good girl. On the bed. Arse up.”

I obeyed instantly, climbing onto the centre of the mattress and presenting myself, knees wide, back arched, face pressed to the silk sheets. Carolyn stepped forward with the largest strap-on she owned, thick black silicone already glistening. She didn’t warm me up. She drove in with one brutal thrust, burying every inch until I screamed into the pillow.

Ollie moved in front of me, cock already hard. He grabbed my long hair and fed himself down my throat in a single stroke. Sandy and Tessa knelt on either side, kissing each other deeply while their hands roamed my body, twisting my pierced nipples, slapping my plugged arse, tugging the chain that ran from my collar to the ring in my caged clitty.

They used me for hours.

Carolyn fucked my arse until I was sobbing and shaking. Ollie came down my throat twice. Erica rode my face until she squirted across my inflated lips. Sandy and Tessa took turns sitting on my cock, the cage preventing any real penetration, turning me into nothing more than a living dildo for their clits. Every orgasm they had was accompanied by fresh humiliation: “Look at our stupid bimbo nanny,” “She used to be a man,” “Now she’s just holes for us.”

When they finally finished I lay in the centre of the bed, cum leaking from my arse and mouth, breasts heaving, makeup ruined, body trembling with aftershocks. The five of them surrounded me, hands gentle now, stroking my hair, my back, my swollen lips.

Erica kissed my forehead. “Our perfect little sissy.”

Carolyn whispered against my ear, “You belong to us completely.”

Sandy and Tessa curled against my sides, already sleepy and sated.

Ollie simply smiled, cock still half-hard against my thigh. “Mine too.”

I closed my eyes, lisping softly in the darkness.

“Yeth, Mithtress… yeth, Master… I’m home.”

And for the first time in my life, I meant every lisping word.
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