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Act 1

* * *


Chapter 1:

I never snoop.

That's what I tell myself as I wander through the empty house, coffee in hand, still in my pajamas at eleven in the morning. It's my day off—a rare Tuesday where the clinic doesn't need me, where I don't have to smile at patients or pretend to care about their insurance complaints. David left for work three hours ago, kissing my forehead on his way out the door like he always does, and now the house is mine.

The silence should feel peaceful. Instead, it feels suffocating.

We've been married for seven years. No kids—my choice at first, then his, then just the way things settled. We're both thirty-four, comfortable, stable. From the outside, we probably look like the perfect couple. Nice house in the suburbs with a manicured lawn. Two cars in the garage. Date nights every other Friday at that Italian place David likes, where he orders the same chicken parmesan and I drink too much wine and we run out of things to talk about by the time the appetizers arrive.

We're happy. That's what I tell my mother when she calls. That's what I tell my friends when they ask. That's what I tell myself when I'm lying in bed at night, staring at the ceiling, wondering if this is all there is.

The bedroom is where the lie falls apart.

I can't remember the last time David made me cum. Actually, that's not true—I can. It was three years ago, almost to the month. He was inside me, doing his usual thing, and he slipped out. His hand grazed my clit by accident, and the friction—combined with the vibrator I'd secretly used earlier that day—pushed me over the edge. I finished myself off while he apologized for losing his rhythm, and he never even knew. That's the highlight reel of our sex life. A fucking accident he doesn't remember.

David can't stay hard. When he does manage to get it up, he lasts maybe a minute—sixty seconds of awkward thrusting and heavy breathing before he dribbles out like a leaky faucet. Then he rolls off me, panting like he's run a marathon, and asks if it was good for me. Every single time. As if the answer might somehow change.

And oral? Forget it. I asked him once, early in our marriage, to go down on me. He wrinkled his nose like I'd suggested something obscene. "That's degrading," he said. "I'm not putting my mouth there." Meanwhile, I'm supposed to choke on his limp, rubbery cock whenever the mood strikes him—which isn't often, because half the time he can't even get it up for me. The hypocrisy burns worse than the rejection.

I've thought about cheating.

I won't pretend I haven't. There's a guy at my gym—Marcus, tall, Black, built like a Greek god—who flirts with me every Tuesday and Thursday. He's not subtle about it. He spots me on the bench press with his hands hovering inches from my body, and when I catch him looking down my tank top, he doesn't even have the decency to look away. He just grins, like he knows exactly what he's doing to me.

And what is he doing to me? Making me wet. Making my nipples hard against my sports bra. Making me think about things I shouldn't think about while my husband is at home, limp-dicked and clueless.

But I've never crossed that line. I made vows. I meant them. Seven years of frustration and resentment and lonely orgasms with a vibrator hidden in my nightstand drawer, and I've never once let another man touch me.

I deserve a fucking medal.

The laptop is sitting on the kitchen counter where David left it. He usually takes it to work, but today he mentioned something about his office computer finally being fixed, so he left it behind. I've walked past it three times already without thinking much about it.

The fourth time, I stop.

I'm not snooping. I'm just... bored. Curious. Maybe I'll check my email, or scroll through Pinterest, or look up recipes I'll never actually make. That's all.

I open it, and the browser is still logged in. His browser. His history.

Something cold settles in my stomach. I should close it. I should respect his privacy. But my fingers are already moving, clicking on the history tab, scrolling through the list of recently visited sites.

Most of it is boring. Work emails. News articles. A YouTube video about golf swings. Nothing incriminating, nothing interesting.

Then I see the folder.

It's in his bookmarks, tucked between "Tax Documents" and "Home Improvement." The label is innocuous: "Work Stuff 2019." But something about it feels wrong. David is meticulous about organization. He doesn't mislabel things. He doesn't have random folders from five years ago cluttering up his bookmarks.

I click.

My heart stops.

It's not work stuff. It's porn. Hundreds of bookmarks, organized into subfolders with clinical precision. I read the folder names, and each one hits me like a punch to the gut:

"Sissy Training."

"Cuckold Humiliation."

"BBC."

"Forced Feminization."

"Chastity."

"Interracial Hotwife."

The words blur together, meaningless at first, until I start clicking through and the meaning becomes horrifically clear.

The first video is titled Sissy Husband Learns His Place While Wife Takes BBC. It shows a woman in lingerie, lounging on a bed while a man—her husband, according to the description—kneels at her feet in a maid's outfit. A pink, frilly, humiliating maid's outfit. He's wearing makeup. His nails are painted. There's a collar around his neck with a little bell that jingles when he moves. And in the background, waiting, a Black man with a cock the size of my forearm strokes himself slowly, watching.

I should close the laptop. I should walk away. Pretend I never saw this.

Instead, I click another video.

Sissy JOI - Stroke Your Clitty for Mistress. A woman's voice, dripping with condescension, instructing the viewer to touch himself—no, herself—like a good girl. Telling him his cock isn't a cock anymore, it's a clitty. Telling him to edge but not cum. Telling him real men don't need permission, but sissies do.

Another click.

Cuckold Husband Watches Wife Get Bred by BBC - Cleanup Duty. A man in panties and a bra, kneeling beside the bed while his wife gets fucked by someone twice his size. At the end, she pushes him down between her legs and makes him lick another man's cum out of her pussy. He thanks her for the privilege.

Another.

White Sissy Faggot Serves Black Bull While Wife Watches. I don't even finish this one. The title tells me everything I need to know.

Another.

Interracial Cuckold - Small White Dick vs BBC Comparison. A side-by-side of a pathetic white cock next to a massive Black one. The wife laughing, pointing, explaining why she doesn't let her husband fuck her anymore.

For the next hour, I fall down a rabbit hole I didn't know existed. Cuckolding—husbands who get off on watching their wives fuck other men. Sissification—men who are dressed up, feminized, stripped of their masculinity. Forced feminization—men made to wear women's clothing as punishment, humiliation, or both. Chastity—cocks locked in cages, orgasms denied for weeks or months. And through all of it, a recurring theme that makes my stomach turn: inadequate white husbands watching their wives get fucked by Black men. Big men. Real men. Men who can actually satisfy a woman.

Men like Marcus.

The thought hits me like a slap, and I jerk back from the laptop like it's burned me.

What the fuck am I thinking?

I stand up, pacing the kitchen, my heart racing. My hands are shaking. Not from disgust—though there's plenty of that churning in my gut, thick and sour. No, my hands are shaking because something else is happening. Something I don't want to name.

I'm wet.

I reach down, pressing my hand between my legs through my pajama pants, and feel the unmistakable slickness soaking through the fabric. My body has betrayed me. While my mind was recoiling in horror, my pussy was getting wet watching those videos. Watching those pathetic, feminized men grovel and serve. Watching those women take control.

What the fuck is wrong with you, Claire?

I force myself to sit back down. To breathe. To think.

Seven years. Seven years of dead bedrooms and limp dicks and "was it good for you?" Seven years of wondering what was wrong with me, why my husband didn't want me, why I couldn't turn him on no matter what I tried. And the whole time—the whole goddamn time—this is what gets him off.

Not me. Not my body, my mouth, my pussy. This.

Watching some other man fuck his wife while he sits in the corner dressed like a fucking fairy.

The disgust surges back, hot and righteous. I want to scream. I want to throw the laptop across the room. I want to call him at work right now and demand an explanation.

But underneath the anger, something else is growing. Something darker. Quieter.

Curiosity.

Is this why he can't fuck me properly? Is this what he really wants?

I think about Marcus at the gym. The way he looks at me. The way I pretend not to notice.

I think about David, on his knees, in pink.

I close my eyes and let the image settle. My husband, the man who won't go down on me because it's "degrading," dressed in panties and a bra, kneeling at my feet while I—

My eyes snap open.

His birthday is in two weeks.

I close the laptop slowly, carefully, making sure everything looks exactly as he left it. He can't know I found this. Not yet. Not until I've had time to think. Time to plan.

Time to decide exactly what I'm going to do with this information.

I pick up my coffee—cold now, forgotten—and dump it in the sink. Then I walk upstairs to the bedroom, pull out my vibrator, and make myself cum three times in a row, thinking about things I've never let myself think about before.

By the time I'm done, I know exactly what I'm going to get my husband for his birthday.

* * *


Chapter 2:

Two weeks pass slowly.

Every day feels like a performance. I smile at David over breakfast. I kiss him goodbye when he leaves for work. I ask about his day when he comes home, nodding along to stories about office politics and quarterly reports that I couldn't care less about. And every night, I lie beside him in bed, feeling the weight of what I know pressing down on me like a stone.

He doesn't suspect anything. Of course he doesn't. David has never been particularly observant when it comes to me. He doesn't notice the new lingerie I bought—for myself, not for him, because why bother? He doesn't notice that I've started going to the gym more often, timing my visits to coincide with Marcus's schedule. He doesn't notice the way I look at him sometimes, studying him like a specimen under glass, trying to reconcile the man I married with the pathetic sissy fantasies I found on his laptop.

I've done more research since that day. Hours of it, late at night while David snores beside me. I've learned the terminology, the dynamics, the psychology behind it all. Cuckolding isn't just about sex—it's about power. Control. The surrender of masculinity. And sissification takes it even further, stripping away the man entirely and replacing him with something softer, weaker, more... obedient.

The more I read, the more I understand. And the more I understand, the angrier I get.

All those years of feeling inadequate. All those nights lying awake wondering why I couldn't turn my own husband on. And the answer was right there the whole time: I was never the problem. He was. He didn't want a wife. He wanted a mistress. A dominant. Someone to put him in his place and tell him what a pathetic little sissy he really is.

Well. If that's what he wants, that's what he's going to get.

His birthday falls on a Saturday. I spend the morning cooking his favorite meal: steak, medium-rare, with garlic mashed potatoes and roasted asparagus. I set the table with candles and cloth napkins. I even put on a dress—something low-cut and clingy that I know he'll pretend not to notice.

David comes downstairs freshly showered, wearing the khakis and polo shirt he always wears on weekends. So predictable. So boring. He stops in the dining room doorway, taking in the candles, the fancy place settings, the effort I've put in.

"Wow," he says, with that dopey smile I used to find endearing. "This looks amazing, Claire. You didn't have to do all this."

"It's your birthday." I gesture to his chair. "Sit."

He sits. We eat. He talks about work, about the golf game he's planning with his buddies next weekend, about the new project his boss dumped on him. I nod and smile and make the appropriate noises, all while watching the gift box sitting on the table between us. Silver wrapping paper. White bow. Inside, folded neatly in tissue paper, is a set of black lace lingerie—panties, bra, garter belt, stockings—all in his size.

I checked.

"So," David says, setting down his fork. "Is that for me?" He gestures at the box with a grin. "You shouldn't have."

"Open it."

He reaches for the box, still smiling, still oblivious. His fingers work at the ribbon, pulling it loose. The wrapping paper comes away with a soft tearing sound. He lifts the lid, pushes aside the tissue paper, and—

The smile dies on his face.

He stares at the lingerie like it's a coiled snake. His hands freeze mid-motion. The color drains from his cheeks, then rushes back in a mottled red flush that spreads down his neck.

"Claire." His voice is strangled. "What is this?"

I take a sip of my wine, letting the silence stretch. Letting him squirm. He won't look at me. His eyes are fixed on the black lace, the delicate straps of the garter belt, the sheer fabric of the panties. I can see his throat working as he swallows.

"It's your birthday present," I say calmly. "Don't you like it?"

"I don't—this isn't—" He's stammering now, tripping over his own words. "Why would you—I mean, these aren't your size, they're too—"

"They're your size."

The words land like a hammer blow. David's head snaps up, his eyes meeting mine for the first time since he opened the box. I see it all there—the panic, the shame, the desperate hope that somehow this is a joke, a misunderstanding, anything other than what it obviously is.

"Claire," he says again, and his voice cracks. "I don't understand."

"Yes, you do."

"No, I—"

"David." I set down my wine glass, harder than I meant to. It clinks against the table. "I found your laptop. I found your bookmarks. I found 'Work Stuff 2019.'"

The color leaves his face so fast I think he might pass out. His mouth opens, closes, opens again. No sound comes out.

"I've seen everything," I continue, and I can feel the anger starting to rise in my chest, pushing against my ribs. "The cuckold videos. The sissy training. The feminization. 'Sissy JOI - Stroke Your Clitty for Mistress.' That was one of your favorites, wasn't it? Watched it fourteen times according to your history."

He makes a choking sound.

"Or how about—" I'm gripping the edge of the table now, knuckles white— "'Cuckold Husband Watches Wife Get Bred by BBC - Cleanup Duty.' You watched that one eleven times, David. Eleven. A man eating another man's cum out of his wife's pussy while she calls him a good little sissy."

"Claire, please—"

"'White Sissy Faggot Serves Black Bull,'" I spit out. "'Interracial Cuckold - Small White Dick vs BBC Comparison.' 'Sissy Husband Learns His Place While Wife Takes—'"

"STOP!" His voice breaks on the word. "Please, just—stop."

"Why?" I'm standing now, I don't remember standing, but I'm on my feet and my voice is rising. "Why should I stop? You didn't stop, did you? Seven years, David! Seven years of me lying there wondering what was wrong with me while you were jerking off to THIS!"

I grab the panties from the box and throw them at him. They hit his chest and fall into his lap. He flinches like I've struck him.

"Do you know how that feels?" I'm shouting now, I can't help it, the words are pouring out of me like something's broken loose. "Do you have any idea what it's like to feel ugly and unwanted by your own husband? To wonder why you can't turn him on? To think maybe you're just not enough?"

"Claire—"

"SEVEN YEARS!" My voice cracks. "Seven years of going soft inside me! Seven years of 'was it good for you' when we both know it wasn't! Seven years of you refusing to put your mouth on me because it's 'degrading' while you're at home watching men lick cum out of their wives like it's a fucking PRIVILEGE!"

Tears are streaming down my face now. I didn't mean to cry. I didn't want to cry. But the anger and the hurt are all tangled up together and I can't separate them anymore.

David is crying too. Silent tears rolling down his cheeks as he sits there, frozen, the panties still in his lap.

"I thought it was me," I whisper, and my voice is hoarse from screaming. "All this time. I thought I wasn't pretty enough. Wasn't sexy enough. Wasn't... enough."

The silence stretches between us. The candles flicker. Somewhere outside, a dog barks.

Then I take a shaky breath and wipe my eyes with the back of my hand.

"I'm sorry," I say quietly. "I didn't mean to—it's your birthday. I shouldn't be screaming at you on your birthday. That's not—I didn't want it to go like this."

I sink back into my chair, suddenly exhausted. The anger is still there, simmering beneath the surface, but the explosion has passed. I feel hollowed out. Empty.

"I still love you," I say, and I'm surprised to realize I mean it. "That's the worst part. After everything—after finding all of that—I still love you. I don't know why, but I do."

David doesn't say anything. He just sits there, tears dripping off his chin, staring at the lingerie in his lap like it holds the answers to questions he's afraid to ask.

"But I can't keep doing this," I continue. "I can't keep pretending everything is fine when it's not. I can't keep feeling like a failure in my own marriage because my husband would rather watch porn about being a sissy than actually fuck me."

I look at him—really look at him—and I see the man I married. Somewhere under all the shame and the secrets, he's still in there. The man who made me laugh on our first date. The man who held my hand at my father's funeral. The man who promised to love me forever.

"So here's what's going to happen," I say, and my voice is steadier now. "You're going to tell me the truth. All of it. And then we're going to figure out what comes next. Together."

David swallows hard. His hands are shaking as he reaches up to wipe his face.

"I'm sorry," he whispers. "Claire, I'm so sorry. I never meant—I didn't want you to—"

"I know." I reach across the table and take his hand. His fingers are cold. "I know you didn't. But I need you to say it. I need to hear you say what you are."

A long, shuddering breath. His eyes close. His whole body trembles.

"I'm a sissy," he breathes. "I've always been a sissy. I just—I was so ashamed—I thought if I tried hard enough I could be normal, I could be what you needed, but I couldn't—I can't—"

His voice breaks into sobs. Real sobs this time, ugly and raw, his shoulders heaving as years of shame come pouring out of him.

I move around the table and wrap my arms around him. He buries his face in my chest and cries like a child, and I hold him, stroking his hair, feeling the wetness of his tears soaking through my dress.

"Shh," I murmur. "It's okay. You said it. You finally said it."

I press a kiss to the top of his head.

"Good girl."

He sobs harder.

* * *


Chapter 3:

We stay like that for a long time.

I hold David while he cries, feeling his body shake against mine, listening to the ragged sounds of his breathing as years of suppressed shame work their way out of him. My dress is ruined—soaked with tears and snot—but I don't care. This moment feels more intimate than anything we've shared in years. Maybe ever.

When the sobs finally slow to hiccups, I pull back and cup his face in my hands. His eyes are red and swollen, his cheeks blotchy. He looks wrecked. Broken. And somehow, impossibly, I love him more right now than I have in a long time.

"Come on," I say gently. "Let's go upstairs. We need to talk."

He nods, not trusting his voice. I take his hand and lead him up the stairs to our bedroom, guiding him like a child. He's still clutching the panties in his other hand—I don't think he's even aware of it.

I sit him down on the edge of the bed and pull a chair over to face him. Close, but not touching. I need to see his face for this conversation.

"How long?" I ask.

He sniffles, wiping his nose with the back of his hand. "How long what?"

"How long have you been like this? Watching that stuff. Feeling this way."

A long pause. He stares at his lap, at the lingerie twisted in his fingers.

"For as long as I can remember," he admits quietly. "I stumbled onto some stuff online in my early twenties. I thought—I thought it was just a weird phase. Something I'd grow out of." He laughs bitterly. "I'm still waiting."

"So before we even met."

"Long before." He finally looks up at me, his eyes pleading for understanding. "Claire, I swear, I never wanted this. I tried so hard to be normal. I deleted everything so many times. I promised myself I'd stop, that I'd be a real man, a good husband. And then..."

"And then you'd go right back to it."

He nods miserably.

"Because you can't stop being what you are." I let out a long breath. "God, David. All those years. All those nights you couldn't get hard, couldn't stay hard—was it because you were thinking about this?"

"Sometimes." His voice is barely a whisper. "Not always. Sometimes I just—I couldn't—my body wouldn't cooperate. And the more I failed, the more I retreated into the fantasy. It was the only place I felt..." He trails off.

"Felt what?"

"Wanted," he says, and his voice cracks again. "In those videos, the sissies—they're pathetic, I know that. But they're also... accepted. For what they are. They don't have to pretend anymore."

The words hit me somewhere deep in my chest. I think about all the nights I spent feeling unwanted, undesirable—and I realize he was feeling the same thing. Just in a completely different way.

"Why didn't you tell me?" I ask, and I'm surprised by how gentle my voice sounds. "In seven years of marriage, why didn't you ever—"

"How could I?" His voice rises, raw with old pain. "How do you tell your wife that you don't want to be her husband? That you want to be—" He gestures helplessly at the panties. "This? I was terrified, Claire. Terrified you'd leave me. Terrified you'd be disgusted. Terrified you'd—"

"I was disgusted," I interrupt. "When I first found it. I'm not going to lie to you."

He flinches.

"But I'm also—" I pause, choosing my words carefully. "I'm angry. I'm hurt. I'm confused. And underneath all of that, I'm..." I shake my head. "I don't know what I am. This is a lot to process."

"I know. I'm sorry."

"Stop apologizing." It comes out sharper than I intended, and I see him recoil. I take a breath, softening my voice. "I mean—apologies don't fix anything. They don't give me back seven years of feeling like a failure. They don't undo all those nights I cried in the bathroom because my husband couldn't get hard for me."

"Claire..."

"Do you know what that does to a woman?" I can feel the anger rising again, pushing against my chest. "Do you have any idea? To lie there, spread open, ready and wanting, and watch your husband's cock go soft because he's not attracted to you? To feel him slip out after thirty seconds and know—know—that you're never going to cum from this? That you're never going to feel wanted?"

My voice is getting louder. I try to hold it back, but I can't.

"I used to cry in the shower," I say, and the words feel like broken glass in my throat. "After sex—if you can even call it that. I'd turn on the water so you wouldn't hear me, and I'd cry. Because I felt so fucking ugly. So fucking useless. Like my body wasn't worth touching."

"You're beautiful—"

"DON'T." The word comes out as a shout. "Don't you dare tell me I'm beautiful. Not now. Not after I found out you'd rather jerk off to men in panties than fuck your own wife."

David crumbles. His face contorts, fresh tears spilling down his cheeks. "I'm sorry," he chokes out. "I'm so sorry, I never meant to hurt you, I never—"

I stand up abruptly, pacing the room. My hands are shaking. I want to scream, want to throw things, want to—

I stop. Take a breath. Close my eyes.

"I'm doing it again," I say quietly. "I'm sorry. I don't want to keep attacking you. It's just—it's a lot. It's a lot to feel."

When I turn back to him, he's curled in on himself, shoulders hunched, making himself as small as possible. He looks terrified. Of me? Of himself? Both?

I cross the room and kneel in front of him, taking his hands in mine. His fingers are still trembling.

"I love you," I say. "Even right now, when I'm furious with you, I love you. Do you understand that?"

He nods, sniffling.

"And I don't want a divorce," I continue. "I've thought about it—believe me, I've thought about it these past two weeks—but that's not what I want. What I want is for us to stop lying to each other. Stop pretending."

"What does that mean?" His voice is small. Scared.

"It means we try something different." I squeeze his hands. "You've been hiding this part of yourself for years. Suppressing it. Hating yourself for it. And it's poisoned everything—our sex life, our intimacy, our whole marriage. Maybe it's time to stop fighting it."

His eyes widen. "Claire, I don't—I'm not sure what you're—"

"I mean I want to know you." I hold his gaze. "The real you. Not the version you've been performing for seven years. If this is who you are—if you're a sissy, or whatever the word is—then I want to see it. I want to understand it."

"You want me to—" He swallows hard. "To dress up? In front of you?"

"I want you to be honest," I say. "For the first time in our marriage, I want you to show me who you really are. And in return, I'm going to be honest too."

I sit back on my heels, letting the weight of what I'm about to say settle between us.

"I've been unhappy, David. Sexually, emotionally—all of it. I've been faithful to you, but there have been times I didn't want to be. There's a man at my gym who looks at me like I'm something worth wanting, and I've thought about him. A lot. I've thought about what it would be like to be with someone who actually desires me."

David's face crumples, but I keep going.

"I'm telling you this because I'm done with secrets. All of them. If we're going to fix this marriage—if we're going to build something real—it has to start with honesty. Even when it hurts."

Silence. The room feels thick with everything unsaid.

"So here's what I'm proposing," I say finally. "A new arrangement. You want to be a sissy? Then be one. Wear the panties. Serve me. Do all those things you've been fantasizing about. But you do it for me. With me. Under my control."

His breath catches. "And the—the other men? In those videos—"

"I don't know." I'm being honest. I don't know. "Maybe. Eventually. If that's what we both want. But that's not where we start. We start with you and me. We start with you putting on those panties and showing me what you've been hiding all these years."

I stand, looking down at him. He looks so small sitting there, the black lace twisted in his hands. So vulnerable. So scared.

"I'm not going to force you," I say softly. "This only works if you want it too. If this is just a fantasy you'd rather keep in your head, tell me now and we'll figure out something else. But if this is real—if this is who you really are—then I'm willing to try."

David is quiet for a long moment. I watch his face, watch the war playing out behind his eyes—shame versus desire, fear versus need.

Finally, he stands. His hands go to his belt.

"I want it," he says, and his voice is steadier than I expected. "I want you to see me."

He undresses slowly, self-consciously—khakis, polo shirt, undershirt, socks. When he gets to his boxers, he hesitates, then pushes them down too. His cock is small and soft, curled pathetically against his thigh. He doesn't try to hide it.

Then he picks up the panties.

The lace whispers against his skin as he pulls them up. They fit perfectly—I knew they would—cupping his cock, hugging his hips. He stands there in our bedroom, my husband, transformed into something else entirely.

"Look at you," I murmur, circling him slowly. "My little sissy."

His cock twitches behind the lace.

"This is what you've always wanted," I say. "Isn't it? To be seen like this. To stop pretending."

"Yes," he whispers.

"Yes, what?"

He blinks, confused. Then understanding dawns. His cheeks flush deep red.

"Yes... Mistress."

I step close to him, tilting his chin up with my finger. His eyes are wet, but there's something else there too. Relief. Release.

"We're going to take this slow," I tell him. "One step at a time. There's a lot we need to figure out—rules, boundaries, what this looks like day to day. But for now..."

I lean in and press a soft kiss to his forehead.

"For now, you're my good girl. And we're going to be okay."

He lets out a shaky breath, and something in his shoulders loosens—tension he's been carrying for years, maybe decades, finally starting to ease.

"Thank you," he whispers. "Claire, I—thank you."

"Don't thank me yet." I step back, a small smile tugging at my lips. "We're just getting started. Now go wash your face—you're a mess. Then come back here. We have a lot to talk about."

He nods and shuffles toward the bathroom, the lace stretched across his ass, his reflection catching in the mirror as he passes.

I watch him go, my husband and my sissy, and I realize I'm not sure what comes next. Not really. This is uncharted territory for both of us.

But for the first time in years, I feel something I'd almost forgotten.

Hope.

* * *


Act 2

* * *


Chapter 4:

Three weeks.

Twenty-one days of silence stretching between us like a wound that won't heal. Twenty-one days of careful choreography—Claire moving left when I move right, her voice polite and distant when she speaks to me at all, the bedroom door closing between us every night like a verdict.

We agreed to try. That's what we said, sitting on our bed the night of my birthday, my shame still wet on my cheeks and the black lace panties still clinging to my hips. We agreed to be honest. To figure this out together.

And then... nothing.

I keep waiting for her to bring it up. To tell me what comes next, what she wants from me, how this new arrangement is supposed to work. But she doesn't. She goes to work. She comes home. She cooks dinner or orders takeout. She watches TV in the living room while I pretend to read in the study. She says "good night" without looking at me and disappears into our bedroom.

One thing has changed: the gym. She's going more often now—four, five times a week instead of her usual two. She comes home flushed and energized, her hair damp from the shower, smelling like soap and something else I can't identify. She doesn't tell me about her workouts. She doesn't tell me anything.

But I know Marcus is there. Marcus, with his six-foot-three frame and shoulders that look carved from dark marble. Marcus, who spots her on the bench press. Marcus, who makes her laugh in ways I haven't heard in years.

I saw them once, about a week after my birthday. I drove by the gym on my way home from work—I told myself I wasn't checking up on her, but I was—and there they were in the parking lot. Claire leaning against her car, head tilted back, laughing at something Marcus said. He was standing close to her. Too close. His hand touched her arm, casual and familiar, and she didn't pull away.

I drove home and-I-I-.

The panties are still in my dresser drawer, hidden beneath my socks. I haven't touched them since that night. I don't know if I'm allowed to.

I don't know anything anymore.

The silence is killing me. Not the angry silence of a fight—I could handle that. This is something worse. This is Claire deciding what to do with me, and the waiting is unbearable. Every morning I wake up wondering if today is the day she asks for a divorce. Every night I lie awake on the guest room mattress, staring at the ceiling, replaying that birthday dinner over and over in my mind.

I'm a sissy. I've always been a sissy.

The words echo in my skull like a curse. I said them out loud. To my wife. And now they exist in the world, impossible to take back, impossible to unsay.

Does she hate me? She said she still loved me, but that was in the heat of the moment. That was before three weeks of living with the reality of what I am. Maybe she's changed her mind. Maybe Marcus is showing her what a real man looks like, and she's realized she doesn't need a pathetic sissy husband anymore.

The thought makes my chest tight. My throat closes up. I can't lose her. I can't.

On the twenty-second day, I break.

It's a Tuesday evening. Claire is in the kitchen, chopping vegetables for dinner, her back to me. She's still in her gym clothes—tight black leggings that show everything, a sports bra that makes her breasts look fuller than usual. She didn't bother changing when she got home.

The sound of the knife against the cutting board is rhythmic, almost hypnotic. Chop. Chop. Chop.

I stand in the doorway, watching her. She's still beautiful—she's always been beautiful—and the familiar ache settles in my chest. The ache of wanting something I don't deserve.

"Claire."

My voice comes out hoarse. I haven't said her name in days.

She doesn't turn around. "Hmm?"

"Can we... can we talk?"

The chopping stops. She sets the knife down slowly, deliberately, and turns to face me. There's something different about the way she holds herself now—straighter, more confident. Commanding, almost. Her expression is unreadable—not angry, not sad, just... waiting.

"About what?"

I swallow hard. My hands are shaking. I shove them in my pockets to hide the tremor.

"About us. About... what happened. I can't—" My voice cracks, and I hate myself for it. "I can't take this silence anymore. I feel like I'm going crazy. If you want a divorce, just tell me. If you hate me, just say it. Anything is better than this."

Claire studies me for a long moment. I feel exposed, flayed open, every shameful part of me on display.

"I don't hate you," she says finally.

The relief that floods through me is so intense I almost sag against the doorframe. "You don't?"

"No." She leans back against the counter, crossing her arms. "But I've been thinking. A lot. About what you told me, about what I found, about what happens now." She pauses, and that new confidence flickers across her face again. "I've been doing research."

"Research?"

"Your videos." Her eyes hold mine. "I've been watching them. The ones in your little folder. I wanted to understand what you're into. What makes you tick."

My face goes hot. The thought of Claire—my Claire—sitting alone, watching those videos, seeing those pathetic men in their panties and maid outfits...

"At first I was disgusted," she continues. "But then I started to understand the appeal. Not for the sissies—for the women. The wives. The mistresses." She uncrosses her arms and takes a step toward me. "The power they have. The control."

"Claire—"

"And I realized something." Another step. Her voice is different now—lower, more assured. She sounds like the women in those videos. "That night, you admitted what you are. You put on the panties. You called me Mistress. And then... nothing. You've been walking around here like a kicked dog, waiting for me to make the next move."

My face burns. "I didn't know what you wanted—"

"Exactly." She's close now, close enough that I can smell her—sweat from the gym, mixed with something floral. "You were waiting for permission. Waiting for me to tell you what to do." Her eyes bore into mine. "That's what you want, isn't it? Someone to take control. Someone to make the decisions so you don't have to."

I can't speak. My throat has closed up completely.

"The silence wasn't punishment, David." She reaches out, her fingers brushing my jaw. The touch is electric. "It was a test. I wanted to see what you would do on your own. If you would come to me, or if you would just... wait."

"And I failed," I whisper.

"You waited." Her thumb traces along my jawline. "But you came to me eventually. That counts for something."

"What happens now?"

Claire's lips curve into a small smile. It's not the smile I'm used to—not warm, not soft. There's an edge to it now, something sharp and knowing that wasn't there before. She learned it from those videos. From watching what other wives became.

"Now," she says, "we stop pretending. You said you're a sissy. You said you want this. So let's find out if that's really true."

My heart is pounding so hard I can hear it in my ears. "How?"

"Come upstairs." She turns and walks past me, her shoulder brushing mine. "Leave the vegetables. We have more important things to discuss."

I follow her. Of course I follow her. I've been waiting three weeks for her to tell me what to do, and now that she finally is, I would follow her anywhere.

In the bedroom, she sits on the edge of the bed and gestures to the floor in front of her.

"Kneel."

The word hits me like a physical force. My knees buckle almost before I've made the conscious decision to obey, and suddenly I'm on the carpet, looking up at her. The position feels natural in a way that terrifies me.

"Good." Claire leans forward, her elbows on her knees. "Now. We're going to establish some ground rules. And you're going to answer my questions honestly. No lying, no deflecting, no 'I don't know.' If you lie to me, I'll know. And this ends. Understand?"

"Yes," I breathe.

"Yes, what?"

My face flames. "Yes... Mistress."

"Better." She sits back, studying me like a specimen. "First question. Those panties I gave you. Have you worn them since your birthday?"

"No."

"Why not?"

"I... I didn't know if I was allowed."

Something flickers in her eyes. Satisfaction? Disappointment? Both?

"You were waiting for permission."

"Yes, Mistress."

"Interesting." She taps her finger against her lip—a gesture I've never seen her make before. She's practicing this, I realize. Rehearsing the role. "Second question. Before I found your laptop—before any of this—did you ever wear my clothes? When I wasn't home?"

The shame crashes over me like a wave. I want to lie. I want to say no, to preserve some shred of dignity. But she told me not to lie, and something in her voice tells me she already knows the answer.

"Yes," I whisper.

"Which ones?"

"Your... your underwear, mostly. Sometimes your nightgowns. Once—" I choke on the words. "Once I tried on one of your dresses."

"How did it make you feel?"

I close my eyes, unable to look at her. "Ashamed. Excited. Both. I hated myself for it, but I couldn't stop. I would tell myself it was the last time, and then a few weeks later I would do it again."

When I open my eyes, Claire is watching me with an expression I've never seen before. Her cheeks are flushed. Her breathing is slightly faster than normal. And her eyes—her eyes are dark with something that looks almost like hunger.

"You wore my clothes," she says slowly. "Without my permission. Like a dirty little secret."

"Yes, Mistress." The shame is suffocating. "I'm sorry, I know it was wrong—"

"Shut up."

I snap my mouth closed.

Claire stands, and suddenly she's looming over me, her presence filling the room. "You don't get to apologize for that. You don't get to feel sorry for yourself." She crouches down, bringing her face level with mine. "You wore my clothes because you wanted to feel feminine. Because you wanted to be something other than the man you were pretending to be. Isn't that right?"

"Yes," I whisper.

"And how long have you been hiding this? How long have you been sneaking around, playing dress-up while I was at work?"

"Years." The word tears out of me. "Since before we got married. I told myself I would stop when we got engaged, and then I told myself I would stop after the wedding, and I never could."

"All those years." Claire's voice is soft, but there's steel beneath it. "All those years of lying. Of pretending. Of making me feel like I wasn't enough."

"I'm sorry—"

"I said shut up." She stands abruptly, pacing the room. "You want to know something, David? When I found those videos, when I realized what you'd been hiding, I was furious. I told you that. But I was something else too."

She stops, turning to face me.

"I was relieved."

I blink, not understanding. "Relieved?"

"Because it wasn't my fault." Her voice is raw. "Seven years of dead bedroom, seven years of feeling ugly and unwanted, and it wasn't because of me. It was because of you. Because you're not a man at all, are you? You're something else. Something... less."

The words should hurt. They do hurt. But beneath the pain, something else is stirring. Something dark and shameful and undeniable.

I'm getting hard.

"You like that," Claire says, and there's wonder in her voice. "You like being called less than a man. I can see it."

I can't deny it. The evidence is obvious, straining against my pants.

"Stand up," she commands. "Take off your pants."

My hands tremble as I obey, pushing my slacks and boxers down to my ankles. My cock juts out, hard and desperate—and pathetically small. I've always known I was below average, but standing here exposed, with Claire's eyes on me, I've never felt so inadequate.

"Look at that," she murmurs, circling me. "Look at what you've been pretending is a man's cock."

She reaches out and takes me between her thumb and forefinger—just two fingers, like she's picking up something distasteful. The touch sends electricity through me, and I gasp.

"I can hold you with two fingers," she says, almost conversationally. "Did you know that? Two fingers. That's all it takes to hold your entire cock."

"Claire—Mistress—"

"Shh." She strokes me slowly, thumb and forefinger sliding up and down my shaft. "This is what you've been giving me for seven years. This little thing. While you watched videos of real men—men like Marcus—with cocks that take two hands to hold."

The mention of Marcus makes me whimper. She notices, her smile sharpening.

"You've seen him at the gym, haven't you? Seen the way he looks at me. The way I look at him." Her fingers tighten slightly, still stroking. "I've wondered what he looks like. What he's hiding in those gym shorts. I bet it's not something I could hold with two fingers."

I'm panting now, my hips jerking involuntarily into her grip. The shame is overwhelming—she's touching me like I'm nothing, like my cock is a joke, and I'm harder than I've ever been.

"This is what you are," Claire continues. "Not a man. Not a husband. Just a pathetic little sissy with a pathetic little cock." She speeds up her strokes, still using only her finger and thumb. "And you love it, don't you? You love being humiliated. Being told how small you are. How inadequate."

"Yes," I gasp. "Yes, Mistress, I—I'm going to—"

"Already?" She laughs, but doesn't stop. "Of course you are. You can't even last a minute with just two fingers. How were you ever supposed to satisfy a woman?"

The orgasm hits me like a train. I cry out, spurting weakly into her palm, my whole body shaking. It's over in seconds—pathetic, just like she said.

Claire looks at her hand, at the mess I've made, with an expression of amused contempt.

"Clean it up," she says, holding her palm to my mouth.

I don't hesitate. I lick my own cum from her hand, tasting the salt and shame of it, and something inside me breaks open. This is what I am. This is what I've always been.

"Good girl," Claire murmurs, and the words send a fresh wave of heat through me.

She wipes her hand on my shirt and steps back.

"This is what you've always wanted," she says. "To be stripped down. Exposed. Told what you really are. You didn't want a wife, did you? You wanted a Mistress. Someone to control you. Someone to see right through you."

"Yes," I breathe. "Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry."

"Don't be sorry." She stops in front of me, tilting my chin up with her finger. "Be grateful. Because I'm going to give you exactly what you need. But first—" Her eyes bore into mine. "—we're going to strip away everything you've been hiding behind. Every lie. Every pretense. Until there's nothing left but the truth."

Her thumb brushes across my lower lip.

"Starting tomorrow."

* * *


Chapter 5:

I barely sleep that night.

Claire sends me back to the guest room after our conversation, with instructions to "think about what we discussed." As if I could think about anything else. I lie in the dark, staring at the ceiling, replaying every word she said. Every touch.

I can hold you with two fingers.

My cock stirs at the memory, and shame floods through me. She jerked me off like I was nothing—like my cock was a joke—and I came in less than a minute. Then I licked my own cum from her hand while she called me a good girl.

What kind of man does that? What kind of husband lies in bed fantasizing about his wife humiliating him?

The kind I've always been, apparently. The kind I've been hiding for years.

When morning comes, I'm exhausted and wired at the same time. I shower, dress in my usual work clothes, and come downstairs to find Claire already in the kitchen, drinking coffee. She's dressed differently today—not her work clothes, not her gym clothes. A simple black dress that hugs her curves. Heels. Makeup more carefully applied than usual.

She looks like she's going somewhere. Or like she's expecting someone.

"Call in sick," she says without looking up.

"What?"

"Call your office. Tell them you're not coming in today." She takes a sip of coffee, her red lips leaving a mark on the white mug. "We have things to do."

My heart hammers in my chest. "What kind of things?"

Now she looks at me, and that dark hunger is back in her eyes. The same look she had last night, when she was stroking me with two fingers. The same look I've seen in those videos, on the faces of wives who've discovered their power.

"You'll find out. Make the call."

I do. My voice shakes as I leave a message for my boss, something about a stomach bug. Claire watches me the whole time, a small smile playing at her lips.

"Good." She sets down her coffee cup. "Now go upstairs and take off your clothes. All of them. Wait for me in the bathroom."

"The bathroom?"

"Did I stutter?"

"No, Mistress." The word comes easier now. Natural, almost.

I climb the stairs on unsteady legs. In the bathroom, I strip off my clothes—button-down shirt, undershirt, slacks, boxers, socks—and pile them neatly on the counter. Then I stand there, naked and shivering despite the warmth of the house, staring at my reflection in the mirror.

I look... ordinary. Pale skin, average build, chest hair scattered across my pecs, a trail of it leading down to my soft cock—my pathetic, two-finger cock. Nothing special. Nothing remarkable. Just a thirty-four-year-old man with a receding hairline and a shameful secret.

Claire appears in the doorway. In her hands, she's carrying a plastic bag.

"Look at you," she says, setting the bag on the counter. "Standing there all hairy and masculine. That's going to change."

She reaches into the bag and pulls out items one by one, setting them on the counter. A razor. Shaving cream. Wax strips. Tweezers. Moisturizer.

My stomach drops. "Claire—"

"Mistress," she corrects. Her voice is sharper today. More confident. She's been practicing, I realize. Watching those videos while I slept, learning how to be what I need her to be.

"Mistress." I swallow hard. "What are you doing?"

"What does it look like?" She tears open the package of wax strips. "We're getting rid of all this." She gestures at my body—my chest hair, my arm hair, the dark thatch between my legs. "Sissies don't have body hair, David. They're smooth. Soft. Feminine. Like the ones in your videos."

"But people will see—at the gym, at work—"

"Let them see." Her voice cuts through my protest. "You've spent your whole life hiding what you are. That ends now. Besides—" She smirks, and there's something cruel in it. "When was the last time you actually went to the gym? Not like Marcus, who's there every day. Building those muscles. Getting bigger. Stronger."

The mention of Marcus makes my stomach clench. She's doing this on purpose, I realize. Comparing me to him.

"Arms up," she commands.

I raise my arms, exposing my armpits. The hair there is dark and thick. Claire examines it clinically, then presses a wax strip against the skin.

"This is going to hurt," she says, and rips.

I yelp. The pain is sharp, immediate, tears springing to my eyes. Claire holds up the strip, now covered in my hair, and smiles.

"One down." She presses another strip to my other armpit. "You know, I used to wonder why you never offered to help me wax. Most husbands at least pretend to be interested in their wives' grooming routines." Rip. I gasp. "Now I understand. You weren't interested in helping me. You wanted me to do this to you."

"I never—I didn't—"

"Don't lie." She crouches down, pressing a strip to my thigh. "We talked about lying. You watched videos of sissies getting waxed, didn't you? Getting shaved smooth by their Mistresses? Honestly, there's even more fucked up stuff-."

Rip. I bite my lip hard.

"Answer me."

"Yes," I whisper. "Yes, Mistress. I watched them."

"And you touched yourself?"

"Yes."

"And you imagined it was you. Getting stripped of all your disgusting male hair. Being made smooth and soft and pretty."

"Yes." My voice breaks. "Yes, I imagined it."

Claire stands, surveying her work. My armpits are red and raw, completely bare. She runs her finger over the smooth skin, and I shiver.

"Good." She reaches for the razor. "Now let's do your chest."

The next hour is a blur of pain and humiliation. Claire shaves my chest, my stomach, my legs. She waxes my arms, my back (what little hair is there), my feet. She makes me bend over while she shaves between my ass cheeks, her fingers clinical and impersonal against my most intimate places.

Through it all, she talks. Interrogates, really. Pulling more confessions out of me like teeth.

"Tell me about the first time you wore women's clothes."

I'm braced against the counter, trying not to flinch as she drags the razor up my calf. "It was a few years back. An ex-girlfriend at the time—Sarah—left some of her things at my apartment. A pair of panties and a bra."

"And you put them on."

"Yes." The memory burns. "She was gone for the weekend. Visiting her parents. I was alone, and they were just... sitting there. In my drawer. I told myself I was just curious. That I'd try them on once and never do it again."

"But you didn't stop at once."

"No." I close my eyes. "I wore them all weekend. I couldn't stop. It felt... right. Like something clicking into place. Like I'd found a part of myself I didn't know was missing."

The razor pauses. "Did Sarah ever find out?"

"Almost." The shame is suffocating. "She came back early once. Surprised me. I was wearing her nightgown, sitting on my bed, just... feeling the silk against my skin. I heard her key in the lock and barely managed to hide in the bathroom. Changed back into my clothes. Told her I was sick."

"But she never knew."

"No one knew. I made sure of it." I swallow hard. "After we broke up, I threw everything away. Told myself it was over. That I'd be normal."

"But you started again."

"I always started again. With another girlfriend. With you."

Claire resumes shaving, her strokes slower now. Thoughtful. "You've been wearing my clothes since we started dating?"

"Not at first. No-it was after our wedding-I tried so hard to stop. But...I really did. You just had so many pretty things. And I was alone in the apartment sometimes on my days off..." I trail off. "I'm sorry. I know it's pathetic."

"It is pathetic. Jeez, I thought I was slimming down," Her voice is matter-of-fact. "But it's also who you are. And I'm done pretending otherwise."

She finishes my legs and stands, examining her work. I'm completely hairless now, from the neck down. My skin feels strange—exposed, sensitive, every brush of air a new sensation.

"Turn around," she orders. "Look at yourself."

I turn to face the mirror. The man staring back at me is almost unrecognizable. Without the body hair, I look... smaller, somehow. Softer. The pale smoothness of my skin makes me think of the sissies in those videos, the ones I watched obsessively and hated myself for watching.

"This is what you've always wanted to be," Claire says, standing behind me. Her eyes meet mine in the mirror. "Isn't it?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"How does it feel? To finally look like what you are?"

I try to find the words. Ashamed. Exposed. Terrified. Aroused. All of it at once.

"It feels... real," I finally say. "For the first time in my life, it feels real."

Claire's expression shifts. Something vulnerable flickers across her face, quickly hidden. Then the mask returns—the confident, commanding wife she's learning to become.

"Good," she says softly. "That's good. We're just starting though."

She reaches into the bag and pulls out a bottle of moisturizer. "Now we need to keep your skin soft. Every day, after you shower, you'll apply this. All over. Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"One more thing." She sets the bottle on the counter and meets my eyes in the mirror. "You're not going back to the office."

"What?"

"Look at yourself, David. You're completely hairless. By next week, you'll be wearing makeup. How exactly do you plan to explain that to your coworkers?" She shakes her head. "No. You're going to request remote work. Tell them it's for health reasons, family reasons, whatever you need to say. But you're not leaving this house looking like a normal man ever again."

The finality in her voice leaves no room for argument. And honestly? The thought of trying to maintain my old life—sitting in meetings, shaking hands with clients, pretending to be the man I was—feels impossible now.

"Yes, Mistress," I whisper. "I'll talk to HR tomorrow."

"Good girl."

"And tomorrow—" She picks up the moisturizer again. "Tomorrow, we start on makeup."

My heart stutters. "Makeup?"

"Did you think we were done?" Her smile returns, sharp and knowing. "We're just getting started, sissy. Just getting started."

* * *


Chapter 6:

The makeup arrives in a pink bag.

Claire sets it on the bathroom counter the next morning, and I stare at it like it might bite me. Mascara. Foundation. Lipstick. Eyeshadow. Blush. Things I've seen a thousand times on her vanity but never imagined touching myself.

That's a lie. I've imagined it. In my darkest fantasies, the ones I never admitted even to myself, I've imagined it.

"Sit," Claire commands, patting the closed toilet lid.

I sit. She stands over me, tilting my face up to the light, studying me like a canvas.

"You have good bone structure," she says clinically. "High cheekbones. That'll help. But your skin is a mess. Have you ever moisturized in your life?"

"Not really."

She sighs. "We'll work on it. For now—" She picks up a tube of primer. "Hold still."

The next hour is surreal. Claire's fingers are gentle on my face, surprisingly so, as she applies layer after layer of product. Foundation to even out my skin tone. Concealer under my eyes. Powder to set it all. She explains what she's doing as she works, her voice taking on an almost clinical quality.

"Eyeshadow is about building layers. Light color on the lid, darker in the crease. Blend, blend, blend."

"Mascara goes on the upper lashes first. Look up. Don't blink."

"Lipstick last. Always lipstick last. Open your mouth slightly. Like that."

Through it all, I keep my eyes closed, too afraid to watch. But I can feel the transformation happening. The weight of foundation on my skin. The tickle of brushes. The strange sensation of lipstick, waxy and foreign on my lips.

"Open your eyes," Claire finally says.

I do.

And I don't recognize the person in the mirror.

The face staring back at me is... not me. Or not the me I've always known. The makeup isn't heavy—Claire has a light hand, apparently—but it's enough to transform my features into something softer, more feminine. My eyes look larger, framed by mascara. My cheekbones are more defined. My lips are pink and full and slightly glossy.

"Oh my god," I whisper.

"There she is," Claire murmurs. She's standing behind me, watching my reaction in the mirror. "There's the sissy who's been hiding all these years."

Tears prick at my eyes—whether from emotion or the mascara, I can't tell.

"Don't cry," Claire says sharply. "You'll ruin your makeup."

I laugh despite myself. It comes out high and strange.

"How do you feel?" she asks.

"I don't know." My voice is shaking. "I feel... I feel like I'm seeing myself for the first time. The real me. The one I've been hiding."

"And does the real you like what she sees?"

I stare at my reflection. The person in the mirror stares back—not David, not the man I've been pretending to be, but someone else entirely. Someone I've fantasized about being for as long as I can remember.

"Yes," I breathe. "Yes, Mistress. She does."

Claire's hands settle on my shoulders. Her thumbs rub small circles against my smooth, hairless skin.

"Good." Her voice is lower now, rougher. "Because this is who you are now. Not David. Not my husband. You're my sissy. My project. My..." She pauses, searching for the word. "My doll."

The word sends a shiver through me. Her doll. Something to be dressed up and painted and posed. Something less than human.

I should be horrified. I should be pushing back, asserting my dignity, demanding to be treated like a person.

Instead, I feel my cock stirring.

"You like that," Claire observes. "Being called a doll."

"Yes, Mistress."

"You like being objectified. Dehumanized. Reduced to something pretty for me to play with."

"Yes." My voice is barely a whisper. "God help me, yes."

Her hands slide down my arms, leaving goosebumps in their wake. "Take off your robe."

I'm wearing a silk robe—another gift from Claire, delivered yesterday. It's short, barely reaching my thighs. I undo the sash and let it fall open.

"All the way."

I shrug it off my shoulders. It pools on the floor, leaving me naked on the toilet lid, my smooth hairless body exposed to the cool bathroom air.

"Stand up."

I stand.

"Turn around. Face the mirror."

I turn.

And there I am. The full picture. Makeup on my face, not a hair on my body from the neck down, my small soft cock dangling pathetically between my smooth thighs. I look ridiculous. I look pathetic. I look...

"Beautiful," Claire says, and there's wonder in her voice. "Look at you. Look at what you really are."

She moves to stand beside me, both of us facing the mirror. She's still fully clothed—yoga pants, tank top, her hair in that casual ponytail. The contrast between us is stark. She's a woman, confident and powerful. I'm... something else. Something less.

"This is what you've been hiding," she says. "This is what you've been so ashamed of. But look at you now. Smooth. Soft. Pretty." Her hand traces down my side, over my hip, along my thigh. "You're not a man, David. You never were. You were always meant to be this."

"Yes, Mistress." Tears are streaming down my face now, ruining my mascara just like she warned. "I know. I've always known."

"And those videos you watched. The ones with the big Black cocks. The ones where the sissy husbands watch their wives get fucked by real men." Her voice drops to a whisper. "That's what you want, isn't it? To watch me with someone who can actually satisfy me. Someone who isn't a pathetic, hairless, made-up little doll."

My cock twitches despite everything. Or maybe because of everything.

"Yes," I admit. "Yes, Mistress. I've wanted it for so long."

"I know you have." She circles behind me, her reflection watching me in the mirror. "And maybe—someday—I'll give you what you want. But first, you need to prove yourself. You need to show me that you can be a good sissy. An obedient sissy. A useful sissy."

"How?" I ask desperately. "How do I prove myself?"

Claire smiles. It's the smile of a cat that's cornered a mouse.

"We'll discuss that tomorrow. For now—" She picks up the robe and hands it to me. "Go wash your face. And practice putting on your makeup. I want you to be able to do it yourself by the end of the week."

She leaves me standing there, naked and hairless and painted, staring at my reflection like a stranger.

Like a sissy.

Like what I've always been.

* * *


Chapter 7:

A month passes.

Thirty days of transformation. Thirty days of waxing and shaving and moisturizing, until smooth skin becomes my new normal. Thirty days of makeup tutorials, until I can apply foundation and mascara and lipstick without Claire's help. Thirty days of learning to walk differently, sit differently, hold myself differently—more feminine, more submissive, more... sissy.

And thirty days of voice training.

That starts on day fifteen. Claire sits me down in the living room with a glass of water and a recording app on her phone.

"You sound like a man," she says flatly. "That needs to change."

"Change how, Mistress?"

"Higher. Softer. More feminine." She plays a clip from one of my videos—a sissy maid answering her Mistress in a breathy, high-pitched voice that makes my face burn with shame. "Like that. That's how sissies talk. Like little faggots."

"I can't—my voice doesn't—"

"You'll learn." She hits record. "Say 'Yes, Mistress.'"

I try. It comes out strangled, awkward, my throat straining to push my voice into a register it doesn't want to go.

"Again. Higher. More faggy."

I try again. And again. And again.

For the next two weeks, I practice constantly. Claire makes me repeat phrases—"Yes, Mistress," "How may I serve you," "Thank you for correcting me"—until my throat aches and my voice cracks. She records everything, plays it back, critiques every syllable.

"Too deep. You sound like a man pretending."

"Better, but breathier. Sissies don't speak from the chest. They speak like the little fags they are."

"Good. Now hold that pitch while you're cleaning. I want to hear you talk like that all the time."

By day twenty, my new voice feels almost natural. High and soft and simpering, with a slight lisp Claire insists I maintain. When I catch myself speaking in my old voice—my real voice—she makes me repeat whatever I said in my sissy voice ten times.

"That's not your voice anymore," she reminds me. "David's voice is gone. This is Daisy's voice now. The only voice you have."

The worst part? She's right. After a month of practice, my old voice feels foreign. Forced. When I speak naturally now, what comes out is this breathy, feminine thing that sounds exactly like the sissies in those videos I used to watch. A faggot's voice. And hearing it come out of my own mouth makes my cock twitch every time.

And thirty days of Claire's orders, which grow more demanding with each passing week.

The maid uniform arrives on day twenty-three.

Claire presents it to me after dinner, pulling it from a shopping bag with a flourish. It's a classic French maid costume—short black dress with a white apron, white lace trim, a little white cap. Completely ridiculous. Completely humiliating.

Completely perfect.

"Put it on," she says.

My hands tremble as I take it from her. The fabric is cheap—polyester and lace—but it doesn't matter. What matters is what it represents. The final step in my transformation from husband to... whatever I am now.

I go to the bedroom to change. The dress is tight, designed for a woman's body, and I have to suck in my stomach to get the zipper up. The skirt barely covers my ass. The built-in bra cups are obviously empty, my flat chest a mockery of femininity.

But when I look in the mirror, I don't see mockery. I see myself.

"Let me see," Claire calls from the living room.

I walk out on unsteady legs. The heels—two-inch black pumps, another gift from Claire—make my steps mincing and uncertain. The skirt swishes against my bare, smooth thighs.

Claire is sitting on the couch, a glass of wine in her hand. She watches me approach with an expression I've come to recognize: hunger mixed with something like affection.

"Turn around."

I turn. I can feel her eyes on my ass, barely covered by the short skirt.

"Bend over."

I bend. The skirt rides up, exposing my white lace panties—I wear them every day now, a requirement Claire established in week two.

"Straighten up."

I straighten.

"Come here."

I walk to her, stopping when my knees brush the edge of the couch. She reaches up and adjusts my cap, centering it on my head.

"Perfect," she murmurs. "My perfect little sissy maid."

Something warm blooms in my chest. Pride? Shame? Both?

"Thank you, Mistress."

"You're welcome." She takes a sip of wine. "Now. We need to discuss your new duties."

From that day on, I become Claire's maid in truth as well as appearance. I clean the house in my uniform—dusting, vacuuming, scrubbing bathrooms on my hands and knees. I do the laundry, separating darks from lights, ironing Claire's blouses, hand-washing her delicates. I cook dinner every night, serving her at the dining room table while I eat standing in the kitchen.

And every night, before bed, I present myself for inspection.

Claire examines my work with a critical eye, running her finger along surfaces to check for dust, scrutinizing the crease in her napkins, tasting the food I've prepared. Most nights, she's satisfied. Some nights, she's not.

"You missed a spot on the bathroom mirror," she'll say, and I'll have to redo the entire bathroom while she watches.

"These vegetables are overcooked," she'll say, and I'll have to throw away the meal and start over, going hungry while she orders takeout.

"Your uniform is wrinkled," she'll say, and I'll have to strip it off and iron it while standing naked in the laundry room.

The punishments are never physical. Claire doesn't hit me, doesn't hurt me. But the disappointment in her voice is worse than any pain. I live for her approval now. I crave it like a drug.

It's during one of these nightly inspections, on day thirty, that Claire brings up the videos again.

"I've been thinking," she says, swirling her wine, "about your little porn collection. The cuckold videos. The BBC stuff."

I freeze, feather duster in hand. We haven't talked about that since the birthday confrontation. I'd almost convinced myself she'd forgotten.

"Do you still watch them?" she asks casually.

"No, Mistress." It's the truth. I haven't watched porn since this started. I haven't needed to. My reality has become more intense than any fantasy.

"But you still think about them."

It's not a question. I nod anyway.

"Tell me what you think about."

My face burns. "Mistress, I—"

"That wasn't a request." Her voice sharpens. "Tell me. What do you think about when you think about those videos?"

I set down the feather duster. My hands are shaking.

"I think about... about you," I admit. "With another man. A real man. Someone who can—who can do things I can't."

"What kind of things?"

"Make you... make you feel good. Make you cum. Make you scream." The words are coming faster now, tumbling out of me. "Make you forget I ever existed."

"And in these fantasies—" Claire sets down her wine glass, giving me her full attention. "What are you doing while I'm with this other man?"

"Watching," I whisper. "Kneeling in the corner, in my maid uniform, watching you get fucked. And afterward—" I choke on the word. "Afterward, I clean up. With my tongue."

Silence. Long, heavy silence.

Then Claire laughs. It's not a cruel laugh—more surprised than anything, almost delighted.

"You really are a pathetic little cuck, aren't you?" she says, and the words send a jolt straight to my cock. "All those videos of sissy husbands watching their wives take big Black cock, and you weren't just watching. You were imagining yourself there. On your knees. Dressed like a girl. Cleaning up another man's cum from your wife's pussy."

"Yes, Mistress." I can barely speak. "I'm sorry, I know it's disgusting—"

"It is disgusting." She stands, walking toward me. "But it's also honest. For the first time in our marriage, you're being completely honest with me."

She stops in front of me, tilting my chin up with her finger.

"Do you remember Marcus?" she asks. "From the gym?"

My heart stops. "Yes, Mistress."

"I've been seeing him more often lately. While you've been here, cleaning and cooking and being my good little maid, I've been at the gym with Marcus. Letting him spot me. Letting him flirt with me." Her smile sharpens. "Letting him think he has a chance."

"Do... do you want him?" The words come out strangled.

"I don't know yet." Her thumb brushes across my lower lip. "But I like the way he looks at me. Like I'm something worth wanting. Like I'm desirable." Her eyes meet mine. "It's been a long time since anyone looked at me like that. Since you made me feel like that."

"I'm sorry, Mistress."

"Don't be sorry." She releases my chin. "Be ready. Because if I decide I want Marcus—or someone like him—you're going to kneel in that corner and watch. Just like in your fantasies. And when he's done with me, you're going to crawl over and clean up the mess he made."

My cock is straining against my panties now, visible through the short maid's skirt.

"Does that excite you?" Claire asks, her eyes dropping to my crotch. "The thought of me with a real man? A man with a big cock who can actually fuck me?"

"Yes," I breathe. "God help me, yes."

"Good." She picks up her wine glass and walks back to the couch. "Now finish dusting. And tomorrow, I want you to start learning to give pedicures. My feet are going to need to look perfect for the gym."

She doesn't say for Marcus. She doesn't have to.

I pick up the feather duster and return to my duties, my mind spinning with images I know I should hate but can't stop craving.

* * *


Chapter 8:

Day forty-five.

I've become someone I don't recognize anymore. Not David—David is gone, buried under layers of makeup and lace and submission. In his place is... someone else. Something else. Claire's sissy. Claire's maid. Claire's doll.

Claire gave me a new name last week.

"David doesn't suit you anymore," she said, circling me as I stood in my maid uniform, head bowed. "David is a man's name. And you're not a man, are you?"

"No, Mistress."

"No." She stopped in front of me, tilting my chin up. "You're my little sissy. My doll. And dolls have pretty names." Her eyes searched mine. "From now on, your name is Daisy. Do you understand?"

The name hit me like a physical blow. Daisy. Soft and feminine and utterly humiliating. The kind of name you'd give to a pet, not a person.

"Yes, Mistress," I whispered.

"Say it. Say your name."

"My name is Daisy."

"Good girl, Daisy." She smiled, and something warm spread through my chest despite the shame. "That's who you are now. That's who you've always been."

I spend my days in uniform now. The French maid costume has been replaced by something slightly more practical—a simple black dress with a white apron, flat shoes instead of heels for actual housework—but the effect is the same. I am a maid. I look like a maid. I think like a maid.

My life has shrunk to the boundaries of this house and Claire's desires. I wake at six to shower and shave what little stubble has grown back. I apply my makeup—foundation, mascara, a subtle pink lip—and put on my uniform. I make Claire's breakfast and serve it to her in bed. I clean while she's at work. I cook dinner. I present myself for inspection. I sleep in the guest room, alone, wearing a silk nightgown that Claire picked out for me.

Sometimes, late at night, I touch myself through the lace of my panties. I don't cum—Claire hasn't given me permission to cum since this started—but I edge myself to the point of madness, thinking about everything she's done to me. Everything she might still do. When I touch myself now, I think of myself as Daisy. It's easier that way.

The BBC talk has become a regular feature of our evenings.

"Marcus asked about my ring today," Claire will say casually, sipping her wine while I kneel at her feet. "He wanted to know if I was really married. Said he's never seen my husband, never heard me talk about him. Asked if maybe I was... available."

"What did you tell him, Mistress?"

"I told him you've been busy with work. That you're always too tired to come with me." She smirks. "I didn't tell him you've been busy wearing panties and scrubbing toilets, Daisy."

The name still makes me flinch. She notices and smiles wider.

Or:

"I wore those yoga pants you like to the gym today. The ones that show everything. Marcus couldn't stop staring. You should see his arms, Daisy—they're bigger than your thighs. And when he stretches..." She fans herself mockingly. "I can see the outline of everything through those shorts. And I do mean everything."

"Did you like it, Mistress?"

"What do you think?" Her eyes glitter. "Having a real man look at me like that? A man who's six-foot-three and built like a god? A man who probably has a cock I couldn't wrap one hand around, let alone hold with two fingers like I hold yours?" She laughs at the expression on my face. "Yes, I think about that. I compare you to him. Does that bother you, Daisy?"

"No, Mistress," I lie.

"Liar." But she sounds pleased. "It bothers you and turns you on at the same time. I've been watching your videos, remember? I know how this works. The more inadequate you feel, the harder you get. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, Mistress."

The images torture me. Claire in her tight yoga pants, stretching, bending, giving Marcus an eyeful. Marcus, tall and muscular and Black, watching her with obvious hunger. His hands on the weight bar, massive and capable. His body dwarfing hers. The two of them, together, while I'm at home in my maid's uniform, dusting shelves and dreaming of things I'll never have.

And yet I can't stop wanting it.

"Tell me about the videos," Claire commands one night. "The specific ones. I want to hear you describe them. I've watched a lot myself now, but I want to hear which ones made you the hardest."

I'm kneeling at her feet, head bowed, hands clasped behind my back—the position she's trained me to assume during our evening talks.

"There's one called 'White Sissy Husband Learns His Place,'" I say, my voice barely above a whisper. "The husband is dressed like a maid—like me—and he's kneeling in the corner while his wife gets fucked by two Black men. They take turns with her, and she's screaming, she's cumming over and over, and the whole time her husband just watches. He's crying. You can see the tears on his face. But his little cock is hard in his panties."

"Go on, Daisy."

"At the end, after they've both finished inside her, she calls him over. Makes him crawl across the floor. And she spreads her legs, and she's so full of their cum, it's dripping out of her, and she tells him to clean her up. And he does. He puts his mouth on her pussy and he licks up every drop while she holds his head in place and tells him what a good little cuck he is."

Silence. I can hear Claire's breathing, faster than normal.

"I know that. I've watched that one," she says quietly. "After I found your folder. I watched it three times."

My head snaps up before I can stop myself. "You did?"

"Don't look so surprised." Her cheeks are flushed. "I told you I've been doing research. I wanted to understand what turns you on. What turns men like you on." She shifts in her seat, and I notice her thighs pressing together. "And I have to admit... I started to understand the appeal. Not from the sissy's perspective—from the wife's."

"The wife's?"

"The power, Daisy." Her voice drops. "The absolute power she has over him. I honestly love it. He's on his knees, crying, humiliated, and he's thanking her for it. He's licking another man's cum out of her pussy and calling it a privilege. Meanwhile, she just got fucked by two gorgeous men with huge cocks, and now she has this pathetic little thing cleaning up the mess." She meets my eyes. "That's power. Real power. And I'm starting to think I like it."

My cock is straining against my panties now, aching.

"You want to kneel in the corner while I get fucked by a real man," she continues. "By Marcus, or someone like him. Someone with a big Black cock that can actually reach places your pathetic little thing never could."

"Yes."

"You want to watch me cum. Really cum, the way I haven't in years. The way you've never been able to make me."

"Yes, Mistress." My voice breaks. "I want it so badly."

"And then you want to crawl over and clean up the mess. Taste another man's cum mixed with my juices. Be the pathetic little cuckold faggot you've always fantasized about being."

"Yes." I'm crying now, tears dripping down my cheeks, smearing my mascara. "I'm sorry. I know it's disgusting. I know I'm disgusting. But I can't help it. I've wanted it for so long, and now that you know, now that you've seen what I really am, I can't pretend anymore."

Claire is quiet for a long moment. Then I feel her hand on my head, stroking my hair gently.

"Look at me, Daisy."

I look up. Her face is flushed, her eyes dark with arousal. But there's something else there too—something softer. Tenderness, maybe, buried beneath the power games and the humiliation.

"You're not disgusting," she says quietly. "You're honest. For the first time in our marriage, you're being completely, totally honest with me. My little Daisy, finally blooming." She almost laughs at her own joke. "Do you know how long I've waited for that?"

"I'm sorry it took so long, Mistress."

"Don't be sorry. Be grateful." She cups my face in her hands, wiping away the tears with her thumbs. "I'm not promising anything. I don't know if I'm ready for... all of that. But I want you to know that I see you. The real you. And I don't hate what I see."

"You don't?"

"No." She leans down and presses a kiss to my forehead—the first real kiss she's given me in months. "I think, maybe, I'm starting to want it too. Not just for you. For me."

She releases me and sits back.

"Now go fix your makeup, Daisy. You look like a mess. And tomorrow—" Her smile returns, sharp-edged and knowing. Something flickers behind her eyes—a secret, maybe. Something she's not telling me. "Tomorrow I'm inviting Marcus over for dinner."

My heart stops. "What?"

"You heard me." She stands, smoothing her skirt. "I've been talking to him for weeks now. Texting. Getting to know him." She pauses, and that flicker is back—guilt? excitement? both?—before the mask slides into place. "It's time you two met. Don't you think?"

"Mistress, I—"

"You'll cook, of course. Something nice. And you'll serve us. In your uniform." She looks down at me, and her smile sharpens. "It's what you've always wanted, isn't it? To serve me while a real man is in the house?"

I can't speak. My throat has closed up entirely.

"That's what I thought." She heads toward the bedroom, pausing at the door. "Oh, and Daisy? Make sure you look pretty. First impressions matter."

I rise on shaky legs, my heart pounding, my mind spinning with possibilities.

Tomorrow. Everything might change tomorrow.

Or nothing might.

But for the first time since this started, I feel like we're moving forward. Not just me, not just Claire, but us. Together. Toward something neither of us fully understands.

And somehow, impossibly, that feels like hope.

* * *

End of Act 2

* * *


Act 3

* * *


Chapter 9:

I spend all day preparing.

The chicken needs to marinate for at least four hours. The vegetables need to be chopped just so—Claire is particular about the size of her carrot coins. The table needs to be set with the good china, the one we got as a wedding gift and never use. Candles. Cloth napkins. Wine glasses polished until they gleam.

And me. I need to be perfect.

I shower twice. Shave everything, even though I shaved this morning. Apply my makeup with trembling hands—foundation, concealer, mascara, a soft pink lip that Claire says makes me look "approachable." I put on my best uniform: the black dress with the white apron, freshly pressed. White lace panties underneath. The small pearl earrings Claire bought me last week.

By six o'clock, everything is ready. The chicken is resting. The salad is tossed. The wine is breathing. And I'm standing in the kitchen, heart pounding so hard I can feel it in my throat, waiting for the doorbell to ring.

Claire comes downstairs at six-fifteen. She's wearing a red dress I've never seen before—tight, low-cut, ending mid-thigh. Her hair is down, falling in soft waves around her shoulders. She's done her makeup darker than usual, smokier, her lips a deep crimson that matches the dress.

She looks like she's going on a date.

My stomach clenches.

"You look beautiful, Mistress," I say, and I mean it.

"Thank you, Daisy." She walks past me, trailing her fingers along my arm. "You look acceptable. Remember—you speak only when spoken to. You serve the food, pour the wine, and stay out of the way unless you're needed. Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"And if Marcus asks you questions—" She pauses, adjusting one of her earrings in the hallway mirror. "Answer honestly. He knows about our... arrangement."

My blood runs cold. "He knows?"

"I told him." She says it casually, like she's mentioning the weather. "Last week. He was... intrigued."

"You told him about me? About—" I gesture at my uniform, at my made-up face, at everything I've become. "About this?"

"I told him my husband is a sissy who serves me as a maid." She turns to face me, and there's something challenging in her eyes. "Was I wrong?"

"No, Mistress. I just—I didn't realize—"

The doorbell rings.

Claire's face transforms. The hard edges soften. Her smile becomes warmer, more genuine than anything she's shown me in weeks. She practically glows as she moves toward the door.

"That's him. Remember what I said, Daisy. Best behavior."

She opens the door, and there he is.

Marcus.

I've seen him before, of course. That one time in the parking lot, when I drove by the gym and saw them laughing together by Claire's car. But seeing him here, in my house, filling the doorway with his massive frame—it's different. He's taller than I remembered. Broader. His shoulders strain against his button-down shirt, and his arms look like they could snap me in half without effort. His skin is dark and smooth, his smile bright white and confident.

He's beautiful. Terrifyingly, undeniably beautiful.

"Claire." His voice is deep, a rumble that seems to vibrate through the floor. He leans down and kisses her cheek—no, not her cheek. The corner of her mouth. Familiar. Intimate. "You look incredible."

"So do you." She's practically purring. "Come in, come in. Let me take your jacket."

He steps inside, shrugging off his jacket, and that's when he sees me.

His eyes travel up and down my body slowly, taking in the maid's uniform, the makeup, the pearl earrings. His expression doesn't change—no shock, no disgust, just that same confident smile. Like he's examining something mildly interesting. A curiosity.

"So this is the husband," he says.

Not a question. A statement.

"This is Daisy," Claire corrects, hanging his jacket in the closet. "Daisy, say hello to our guest."

My mouth is dry. My hands are shaking. But I manage a small curtsy—something Claire taught me last week—and say, "Welcome to our home, sir. May I take your drink order?"

Marcus laughs. It's not a cruel laugh, exactly, but there's something in it that makes my face burn.

"Damn," he says, shaking his head. "That voice. She sounds like a little—" He glances at Claire, grinning. "What's the word?"

"Faggot," Claire supplies helpfully. "That's the voice I trained her to use. High and breathy and simpering. Like a proper sissy."

"It's perfect." Marcus is still staring at me, that amused smile playing on his lips. "Say something else. I wanna hear it again."

My face is burning. My throat tightens. But I know better than to hesitate when given an order.

"How may I serve you, sir?" The words come out in that high, lisping voice that Claire spent weeks drilling into me. The faggot voice. My voice now.

Marcus throws his head back and laughs—a real laugh this time, deep and booming. "Oh, that's good. That's real good." He looks at Claire with something like admiration. "You turned your husband into a little fairy. Voice and everything."

"She was always a fairy," Claire says, her smile sharp. "I just brought it out of her."

"She's learning." Claire links her arm through his, leading him toward the living room. "Daisy, bring us the wine. The Cabernet."

"Yes, Mistress."

I retreat to the kitchen on trembling legs. My hands shake as I pour the wine—two glasses, not three. I'm not a guest tonight. I'm staff.

When I bring the glasses to the living room, Claire and Marcus are sitting on the couch. Close. Too close. His arm is stretched along the back of the cushions behind her, not quite touching her shoulders but almost. She's angled toward him, one hand resting on his thigh.

His thigh. My wife's hand on another man's thigh.

"Your wine, sir." I offer him the glass, keeping my eyes down. "Mistress."

"Thank you, Daisy." Claire takes her glass without looking at me. "You can go check on dinner now."

Dismissed. I retreat to the kitchen and try to focus on the final preparations, but my hands won't stop shaking. Through the doorway, I can hear them talking. Claire's laugh, bright and musical. Marcus's low rumble. The clink of glasses.

They sound like a couple. They sound like lovers.

Is that what they are?

The thought hits me like a punch to the gut. Claire said she told him about me. She said he was "intrigued." But how much has she told him? How much has she shown him?

How much has already happened between them?

I push the thought away and focus on plating the food. Chicken breast, sliced thin. Roasted vegetables. A drizzle of sauce. I arrange everything carefully, the way Claire taught me, and carry the plates to the dining room.

"Dinner is served," I announce.

They rise from the couch—Claire taking Marcus's offered hand, letting him help her up like she's some delicate flower—and move to the dining room. I hold Claire's chair for her, then Marcus's. He settles into the seat at the head of the table.

The seat that used to be mine.

"This looks amazing," Marcus says, surveying the spread. "You made all this yourself, Daisy?"

"Yes, sir."

"Damn." He picks up his fork, cuts into the chicken. "Where'd you learn to cook like this?"

"Mistress has been teaching me, sir."

"She's a good student," Claire adds. "When she wants to be."

The conversation flows around me as I stand in the corner, hands clasped, waiting to be needed. Claire and Marcus talk about the gym, about mutual friends, about a concert they both want to see. They talk like people who know each other well. Better than gym acquaintances. Better than casual friends.

Every few minutes, Claire glances at me. Checking that I'm watching. Making sure I see the way she touches Marcus's arm when she laughs. The way she leans toward him. The way her foot slides out of her heel and travels up his calf under the table.

She wants me to see.

"More wine?" I ask, when their glasses are nearly empty.

"Please." Claire holds up her glass without looking at me. I pour, careful not to spill, and move to Marcus.

"Thank you, Daisy." He says my name like it amuses him. Like the whole situation amuses him. "You know, Claire told me about you, but I didn't really believe it until now."

"Sir?"

"A grown man, dressed like this, serving his wife and her—" He pauses, glancing at Claire. Some silent communication passes between them. "—her friend. It's something else."

"Daisy isn't a man," Claire says smoothly. "Not anymore. She's my sissy. My maid. My—" She smiles. "—my little project."

"I can see that." Marcus leans back in his chair, studying me openly. "Turn around, Daisy. Let me see the whole package."

I look at Claire. She nods.

I turn, slowly, feeling his eyes on me. The short skirt of my uniform. The apron strings tied in a bow at my back. The white lace panties visible when the skirt rides up.

"Damn," Marcus says again, and this time there's something different in his voice. Not amusement. Something hungrier. "You've got a cute little ass, Daisy. For a sissy."

My face is burning. My whole body is burning.

"Thank you, sir."

"You can face me again."

I turn back around, keeping my eyes down. My cock is straining against my panties, and I pray they can't see it through the uniform.

"She's turned on," Claire observes. "Look at her face. She's blushing like a virgin."

"Is that right, Daisy?" Marcus's voice is low, teasing. "You like being looked at? Being shown off to a real man?"

"Yes, sir." The words come out strangled. "I'm sorry, sir."

"Don't apologize." He picks up his wine glass, swirling it. "This is what you wanted, isn't it? What you've been fantasizing about for years? Claire showed me some of those videos you watch. The sissy cuckold stuff." He shakes his head. "That's some wild shit."

She showed him. She showed him my videos.

The humiliation is so intense I feel dizzy.

"I think we're done with dinner," Claire says, pushing back from the table. "Daisy, clear the plates and bring dessert to the living room. Then you can clean the kitchen."

"Yes, Mistress."

I gather the plates, my hands trembling so badly the silverware rattles. As I pass Claire's chair, she catches my wrist.

"You're doing well," she murmurs, too quiet for Marcus to hear. "I'm proud of you."

Then she lets me go and takes Marcus's arm, leading him back to the living room.

I stand in the kitchen, plates in hand, trying to remember how to breathe.

This is real. This is happening. My wife is in the living room with another man—a man who knows everything about me, who's seen my darkest fantasies, who's sitting in my house looking at me like I'm nothing more than the help.

And the worst part?

The worst part is how hard I am.

* * *


Chapter 10:

I serve dessert with shaking hands.

Chocolate mousse—Claire's favorite. I made it from scratch this morning, whipping the cream until my arms ached, tempering the chocolate just right. I arranged it in crystal glasses with a drizzle of raspberry sauce and fresh mint leaves. It looks beautiful.

Neither of them notices.

When I enter the living room with the tray, Claire is curled against Marcus on the couch, her legs tucked beneath her, her head resting on his shoulder. His arm is around her now—not hovering, not almost touching. Around her. His hand rests on her hip, fingers splayed possessively against the red fabric of her dress.

They look up when I approach, and neither of them moves apart.

"Dessert," I manage, setting the tray on the coffee table. "May I pour you more wine, Mistress? Sir?"

"Please." Claire doesn't lift her head from Marcus's shoulder. "And bring a cushion for yourself. You can kneel by the fireplace."

A cushion. Like a pet.

I fetch the cushion from the armchair—a decorative thing, cream-colored with gold tassels—and place it on the floor near the fireplace, a few feet from the couch. I kneel, smoothing my skirt beneath me, and clasp my hands in my lap.

From this angle, I can see everything. Claire's hand on Marcus's chest, playing with the buttons of his shirt. The way she nuzzles against his neck. The way his hand slides from her hip to her thigh, fingers tracing circles on her bare skin.

"She's watching us," Marcus observes, not bothering to lower his voice.

"That's the point." Claire lifts her head to look at me. "Isn't it, Daisy? This is what you wanted. To watch."

"Yes, Mistress."

"Then watch."

She turns to Marcus and kisses him.

Not a peck. Not a friendly brush of lips. A real kiss—open-mouthed, hungry, her hand fisting in his shirt to pull him closer. His other hand comes up to cup her face, tilting her head back as he deepens the kiss.

I can hear them. The soft, wet sounds of their mouths meeting. Claire's small moan. Marcus's low rumble of approval.

My cock throbs painfully in my panties.

They break apart after what feels like hours. Claire's lipstick is smeared. So is Marcus's mouth.

"How was that?" Claire asks, looking at me. Her voice is breathless, her cheeks flushed. "Did you like watching that, Daisy?"

"Yes, Mistress." My voice is hoarse. "Very much."

"I can tell." Her eyes drop to my lap, where my erection is visible through the thin fabric of my uniform. "Look at that, Marcus. She's hard as a rock just from watching us kiss."

Marcus looks. His smile is lazy, satisfied. "Pathetic little thing, isn't it? Getting turned on watching his wife make out with another man in his own living room."

The words should hurt. They do hurt. But they also make me harder.

"You know what I love about this?" Claire says, running her fingers through Marcus's hair. "He's been fantasizing about this for years. Watching those videos, jerking off to the idea of me with someone else. And now it's happening right in front of him, and he can't do anything but kneel there and watch."

"Can't even touch himself," Marcus adds. "Can you, Daisy?"

"No, sir. Mistress hasn't given me permission."

"Good girl." Claire's voice is warm with approval. "See how well-trained she is? It took weeks, but she's learning. She knows her place now."

Marcus pulls Claire onto his lap, her legs straddling his thighs. The red dress rides up, exposing the tops of her stockings. His hands grip her hips, and she grinds against him slowly, deliberately.

"Fuck," he breathes. "You feel so good, baby."

Baby. He calls her baby.

My stomach clenches with something that might be jealousy, might be arousal, might be both.

"You like this, don't you?" Claire asks, rolling her hips. She's not talking to Marcus. She's talking to me. "Watching a real man touch me. A man who can actually—" She gasps as Marcus's hands slide higher. "—actually make me feel something."

"Yes, Mistress."

"Tell me what you see."

My throat tightens. "I see... I see you on his lap. Grinding against him. His hands on your thighs."

"And how does it make you feel?"

"Jealous." The word tears out of me. "And excited. And ashamed. And—" I swallow hard. "—grateful. That you're letting me watch."

Claire smiles. It's the softest expression she's shown me all night.

"That's honest." She turns back to Marcus, and something passes between them—a look I don't understand, loaded with meaning. "She's being very honest tonight. I think she deserves the same."

"You sure about this?" Marcus asks, his voice low.

"I'm sure. Watch her face."

Claire slides her hand behind Marcus's neck and pulls him toward her. But this kiss is different from the ones before. This one is slow. Deep. Practiced. His hand finds the small of her back like it belongs there—like it's been there a hundred times before. She tilts her head at exactly the right angle, and he meets her perfectly, their mouths moving together with a rhythm that's too smooth, too natural.

Too familiar.

My stomach drops.

They don't kiss like strangers exploring something new. They kiss like lovers who know each other's bodies. Like people who've done this before. Many times before.

When Claire finally pulls back, she doesn't look at Marcus. She looks directly at me, her lips swollen and wet, and she smiles.

"Did you notice, Daisy?"

My throat closes. "Notice what, Mistress?"

"The way we kissed." She runs her thumb across Marcus's lower lip, casual and possessive. "Did it look like a first kiss to you? Like two people just figuring each other out?"

I can't answer. I can't breathe.

"Come here." She pats the floor in front of her. "Closer. I want you to see my face when I say this."

I crawl forward on my knees, stopping at her feet. She leans down, her face inches from mine. I can smell him on her breath. On her skin. In her hair.

"All those times I came home from the gym," she says softly, almost tenderly, "flushed and happy and energized. You thought it was from working out, didn't you?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"It wasn't." Her smile sharpens. "It was from fucking Marcus in his car. In the locker room. In the parking garage while you were home scrubbing toilets in your little maid outfit."

At first, nothing happens. Then, the room tilts. I blink a couple of times before I open my mouth to utter a soft gasp.

"Six weeks, Daisy. I've been cheating on you for six weeks. You just didn't know it."

Six weeks. Six weeks. Since before the shaving. Since before the makeup. Since before my name was Daisy.

Since almost the beginning.

"Why?" The word is barely a whisper. "Why-Claire-."

"What was THAT?"

"M-Mistress-."

"That's better.Because I wasn't sure how you'd react." Claire leans forward, her eyes searching my face. "I knew you fantasized about this—about watching, about being a sissy cuckold—but fantasy and reality are different things. I needed to know if I wanted it first. If it was right for me. Before I brought you into it."

"And boy did she want it," Marcus chuckled.

"Oh, I'm sure." She reaches out and touches my cheek, almost tenderly. "I love fucking Marcus, Daisy. I fucking love the way he makes me feel. Strong and desired and satisfied in ways you never could. I fucking love his big black cock." Her thumb brushes away a tear I didn't know was falling. "But I also love you. That's why I'm telling you the truth now. Because this is going to be our life—all three of us. And I want you to be part of it."

I stare up at her, my wife, the woman I've loved for seven years, the woman who's been sleeping with another man behind my back while I scrubbed toilets in a maid's uniform.

And I realize, with a sickening lurch, that I'm rock hard.

* * *


Chapter 11:

The silence after her words is deafening.

Six weeks. She's been cuckolding me for six weeks.

I'm still kneeling at Claire's feet, my mind reeling, when Marcus shifts on the couch. The movement breaks some kind of spell, and suddenly the room feels too small, too hot, too full of things I don't know how to process.

"Well," Marcus says, his voice carefully neutral. "That's out there now."

Claire doesn't look at him. Her eyes are fixed on me, searching my face for a reaction I'm not sure I can give her.

I should say something. I should scream, cry, demand answers. But all I can do is kneel there, frozen, my cock still traitorously hard in my panties while my world tilts on its axis.

"Daisy?" Claire's voice is soft. Uncertain. "Say something. Please."

"I..." My voice cracks. I clear my throat and try again. "I don't know what to say."

Marcus stands abruptly. "I should go."

Part of me wants to stop him. Part of me—the part that's been fantasizing about this for years—wants to beg him to stay, to watch whatever happens next, to finally see my wife with a real man. But another part of me, the part that's still reeling from the betrayal, is relieved.

"Yeah," I hear myself say. "Maybe that's best."

Claire looks between us, something flickering across her face—disappointment? frustration?—before she nods.

"I'll walk you out."

She rises from the couch, smoothing her red dress, and takes Marcus's arm. I stay kneeling on the floor, unable to move, as they walk toward the front door. Their voices are low, murmured, too quiet for me to hear. Then the door opens and closes, and Claire's heels click back toward the living room.

She stops in the doorway, leaning against the frame. Her lipstick is smeared from kissing him. Her hair is mussed. She looks like a woman who's been thoroughly wanted.

And nothing happened. Nothing explicit, anyway. Just kissing, touching, the reveal—and then he left.

I don't know if I'm relieved or disappointed. Maybe both.

"You can get up," Claire says quietly.

I rise on shaky legs, my knees aching from the hard floor. We stand there, a few feet apart, the distance between us feeling like miles.

"How long were you going to wait?" I finally ask. "To tell me?"

"I don't know." She crosses her arms, hugging herself. "I kept telling myself the right moment would come. That I'd know when you were ready."

"Ready." I laugh, and it sounds bitter even to my own ears. "Ready to find out my wife's been fucking another man behind my back while I scrubbed toilets in a maid outfit?"

"While you became what you always wanted to be," she corrects, but there's no heat in it. Just exhaustion. "I know how it sounds, Daisy. I know what I did was wrong. The lying, the sneaking around—I'm not proud of it."

"Then why did you do it?"

She's quiet for a long moment. Then she moves to the couch and sits down heavily, her perfect posture crumbling.

"Because I was scared," she admits. "I found those videos on your laptop, and at first I was disgusted. Then I was curious. And then I started to wonder... what if this was the answer? What if your fantasies could actually save our marriage instead of destroying it?"

I move slowly, sitting on the other end of the couch. Not touching her, but close enough to listen.

"Marcus was right there," she continues. "At the gym. Flirting with me, looking at me like I was something worth wanting. And I thought—I thought I should test it first. See if I could actually do this. See if it was something I wanted, not just something you fantasized about."

"And you decided the best way to test it was to fuck him without telling me."

"Yes." She doesn't flinch. "I know that was wrong. I know I should have talked to you first. But you were so fragile those first few weeks, Daisy. Crying every time I called you a sissy. Barely able to look at yourself in the mirror. If I'd told you then that I wanted to sleep with Marcus, what would you have done?"

I open my mouth to argue, but the honest answer stops me cold.

"I don't know," I admit. "I might have panicked. I might have said no."

"Exactly." She reaches over and takes my hand. Her fingers are warm against my cold skin. "And then we'd both still be miserable. You, hiding what you really are. Me, pretending I didn't need more. I took a risk, Daisy. And maybe it was the wrong one. But I did it for us. For what we could become."

"You did it for yourself too."

"Yes." She doesn't deny it. "I did. After seven years of feeling unwanted, of wondering what was wrong with me—yes, I did it for myself. And it felt good. Marcus makes me feel things you never could." She squeezes my hand. "But that doesn't mean I don't love you. It doesn't mean I'm leaving you for him."

"Then what does it mean?"

"It means we're building something new. Something that includes all of us." She turns to face me, and her eyes aren't wet anymore. They're sharp. Calculating. The Mistress is back. "This is how it's going to be from now on, Daisy. Me and Marcus. You serving us both. That's the arrangement."

I stare at her—my wife, my Mistress, the woman who's been sleeping with another man for six weeks while I learned to serve her.

"I..." My voice comes out small and broken, in that high sissy pitch. "I don't know how to feel about this."

"That's because you're not supposed to feel," Claire says softly. "You're supposed to accept. To serve. To be grateful."

"Your feelings don't matter anymore," Claire says. "Mine do. And Marcus's. That's the arrangement now."

"Yes, Mistress," I whisper. My cock is still hard in my panties. Even now.

"Good. That's what I expected."

I look down at my lap. The bulge in my panties is obvious, straining against the lace.

"Even now," I whisper. "God help me. Even now."

Claire's smile sharpens. She's completely in control, and we both know it.

"You don't get to decide if you forgive me or not," she says, her voice firm. "That's not how this works, Daisy. You're my sissy. My maid. Your job is to accept."

"Yes, Mistress," I whisper. "I understand."

She pulls me into her arms, holding me against her chest while I shake with emotions I can't name.

"That's my good girl," she murmurs into my hair. "Accepting what you are. What we are. This is our life now, Daisy."

"Yes, Mistress," I whisper, my voice muffled against her dress. "Thank you, Mistress."

We stay like that for a long time, holding each other on the couch where she kissed Marcus, where she revealed her secret, where everything changed. Eventually, Claire pulls back and cups my face in her hands.

"Come to bed," she says. "Our bed. The master bedroom."

"Really?"

"Really." She stands, offering me her hand. "We have a lot more to talk about. But tonight, I just want to hold you."

I take her hand and let her lead me upstairs.

And for the first time since this all began, I don't sleep in the guest room.

* * *


Chapter 12:

The next few days are strange.

We talk. A lot. In the kitchen over coffee, in the bedroom before sleep, during quiet moments when the house feels too big and too empty. Claire tells me everything—every detail I ask for and some I don't. The first kiss in the parking lot. The first time in his car. The locker room, the parking garage, the two times he came here while I was working down the hall.

Each revelation hurts. Each one also, shamefully, turns me on.

"How many times?" I ask one morning, while she's eating the breakfast I made her.

"I told you. Fifteen, maybe twenty."

"That's a lot."

"It is." She doesn't ask if I'm okay with it. She knows I don't have a choice. "Are you going to ask me to describe each one?"

I consider it. Part of me wants to know every detail—wants to torture myself with the images, wants to fuel my fantasies with reality. But another part of me knows that's not healthy. Not yet, anyway.

"Not today," I say.

"Okay." She sips her coffee. "Whenever you're ready. If you're ever ready."

The maid routine continues. I still cook, clean, wear my uniform, call her Mistress. If anything, the structure helps. It gives me something to focus on besides the turmoil in my head. And Claire seems to understand that—she keeps me busy with tasks and training, never letting me forget my place.

My old life feels like a dream now. A week after the dinner with Marcus, Claire sat me down and told me it was time to quit my job.

"You're not going back to that office," she said, matter-of-fact. "You're not going back anywhere. Your place is here, in this house, taking care of me."

"But the money—"

"I make enough." She cut me off with a wave of her hand. "I got promoted last month. Did I mention that? No, I didn't, because you were too busy learning to curtsy." Her smile was sharp. "I'm the breadwinner now, Daisy. The man of the house, if you want to be traditional about it. You're the housewife. The maid. That's your job now."

I sent my resignation email that afternoon, typing it in my maid uniform while Claire watched over my shoulder, approving every word. Two weeks notice, effective immediately—they didn't even ask me to finish out the time. Maybe they could hear something different in my voice during the call. Maybe they just didn't care.

My friends stopped texting after the first month. I never responded anyway—what would I say? Claire handles the bills now, the groceries, anything that requires going out in public. I haven't left the house in three weeks. Haven't worn men's clothes in longer. David's driver's license sits in a drawer somewhere, a relic from another life.

Sometimes I catch myself wondering what my coworkers think happened to me. If they talk about it at lunch, speculate about why I just... disappeared. But then Claire calls me from another room, and I forget to wonder. I have floors to mop. Dinner to prepare. A Mistress to serve.

But she also doesn't stop seeing Marcus.

"He texted," she'll mention casually. "Asked how you're doing."

"That's thoughtful of him," I say, and I'm surprised to realize I mean it.

"He's not a bad guy, Daisy. I know this is complicated, but he actually cares. About both of us."

I'm not sure how to feel about that. The man who's been fucking my wife cares about me. The man who's been satisfying her in ways I never could is asking how I'm doing. It should make me angry. Instead, it makes me feel... seen, somehow. Like I'm part of something, even if I'm not sure what.

A week passes. Then another. Claire goes to the gym, comes home flushed, and I don't ask questions. I know what she's doing. We both know. The difference is, now there are no lies between us.

"He wants to come back," Claire says one evening. "For dinner. To try again."

I'm kneeling at her feet, polishing her toenails—another skill she's taught me. I pause, brush hovering.

"Yes, Mistress," I say automatically, my sissy voice high and soft.

"I want you to be ready." She looks down at me, her expression serious. "Last time was a lot. The reveal, the emotions—it wasn't what any of us planned. But next time could be different. Next time, you could actually..." She trails off.

"Watch," I finish.

"Yes." Her voice drops. "And you're going to be ready, Daisy. Because I said so."

I think about it. Really think, beyond the fantasy, beyond the videos, beyond the shameful arousal that's become my constant companion.

"Yes, Mistress," I whisper. "I'll be ready. For you."

Claire's smile is sharp and satisfied.

"Then we'll try."

* * *

End of Act 3


Act 4

* * *


Chapter 13:

I can't sleep.

David is beside me, breathing slow and even, completely oblivious. He came home from work three hours ago, ate the dinner I made, watched some stupid show about cars, and passed out the moment his head hit the pillow. Same as every night. Same as always.

Meanwhile, I'm lying here in the dark, staring at the ceiling, replaying those videos in my head on an endless loop.

Sissy husband watches wife take BBC.

Cuckold cleanup duty.

White wife bred by Black bull while hubby films.

I spent six hours on that laptop today. Six hours of clicking through folder after folder, video after video, watching things I didn't even know existed. Watching men in panties and makeup kneel at women's feet. Watching wives ride massive Black cocks while their husbands sat in the corner and cried. Watching women transform from frustrated partners into powerful goddesses, taking what they wanted, taking what they deserved.

I should be disgusted. I am disgusted—or at least, I was. For the first hour, maybe two, I felt nothing but revulsion. This was my husband. The man I married. The man I've spent seven years trying to love, trying to want, trying to fix. And the whole time, he's been jerking off to videos of men dressed as women, fantasizing about watching his wife get fucked by someone else.

By Black men, specifically. That detail keeps snagging in my brain like a splinter I can't pull out.

I think about Marcus.

I've been trying not to, but it's impossible. Every video featured someone who looked like him—tall, dark, muscular, confident. Thick arms and thicker cocks and the kind of swagger that makes women forget their own names. In my husband's fantasy world, men like Marcus are gods. And men like David? They're on their knees, dressed in lace, thanking their wives for the privilege of watching.

The thought should disgust me. It does disgust me.

So why am I wet?

I press my thighs together, feeling the slick heat between them. I've been aroused for hours—a low, persistent throb that won't go away no matter how many times I tell myself this is wrong. I watched those videos and something shifted inside me. Something dark and hungry that I've been ignoring for years.

I'm not attracted to the sissy stuff. Not really. The makeup and the maid outfits and the humiliation—that's David's thing, not mine. But the other part? The part where the wife gets to fuck whoever she wants while her husband watches? The part where she holds all the power, takes all the pleasure, and he just has to accept it?

That part makes my cunt ache.

I slide my hand under the covers, pressing my fingers against my panties. They're soaked through. I've been wet since this afternoon, since I watched a video of a woman who looked a little like me riding a Black man who looked a lot like Marcus while her husband knelt naked in the corner, his pathetic little cock locked in a plastic cage.

"You see this?" the woman had said, grinding down on the man beneath her. "This is what a real cock feels like. This is what you could never give me."

And her husband had just nodded, tears streaming down his face, thanking her. Thanking her.

My fingers slip inside my panties, finding my clit swollen and sensitive. I bite my lip to keep from moaning. David is right there—I can feel the warmth of his body, hear his steady breathing—but he might as well be on another planet. He has no idea what I found. No idea what I'm thinking. No idea that his wife is lying beside him, touching herself to the thought of fucking another man.

A Black man.

Marcus.

The fantasy unfolds without my permission. I'm at the gym, on the bench press, and Marcus is spotting me like he always does. His hands hover near my chest, close enough that I can feel the heat of him. He's wearing those tight shorts that show off everything, and I've seen the bulge there, tried not to look, failed every time.

In my fantasy, I reach up and grab it.

He's hard. He's huge. My fingers can barely wrap around the shaft through the fabric, and when I squeeze, he groans—this deep, rumbling sound that vibrates through my whole body. He doesn't ask what I'm doing. He doesn't need to. He just looks down at me with those dark eyes and says:

"Finally."

My fingers move faster on my clit, circling, pressing, building toward something I desperately need. In my fantasy, Marcus pulls me off the bench and drags me to the locker room. He pushes me against the wall and kisses me—not like David kisses me, soft and apologetic, but hard and demanding, like he's claiming something that already belongs to him.

I kiss him back. I moan into his mouth. I reach for his shorts and pull them down and—

God.

In my fantasy, his cock is everything my husband's isn't. Long and thick and dark, curving slightly upward, the head swollen and glistening. I drop to my knees without being asked because that's where I belong, that's where I want to be, and I take him in my mouth and he tastes like power, like everything I've been denied, like—

I come.

It hits me hard and fast, a wave of pleasure crashing through my body while I bite down on my pillow to keep from screaming. My hips buck against my hand, my thighs clamp together, and for a few perfect seconds, I'm not a frustrated wife lying next to her useless husband. I'm someone else. Someone powerful. Someone who takes what she wants.

The orgasm fades. Reality seeps back in.

David is still sleeping. Still breathing. Still oblivious.

I pull my hand out of my panties and stare at the ceiling, my heart pounding, my mind racing. What the fuck am I doing? What the fuck am I thinking? I can't actually—I wouldn't actually—

But even as I tell myself that, I know it's a lie.

I've been faithful for seven years. Seven years of bad sex and no sex and pretending everything was fine. Seven years of watching Marcus at the gym, wanting him, hating myself for wanting him, going home to a husband who couldn't even get hard for me.

And now I find out that husband has been fantasizing about this the whole time. Fantasizing about me fucking other men. Fantasizing about being humiliated, feminized, cuckolded. He wants it. He's wanted it all along. He just didn't have the balls to ask.

Well.

Maybe I'll give it to him.

Not yet. I need time to think, to plan, to figure out what I actually want. But the seed has been planted. The door has been opened. And I can already feel myself walking through it.

I close my eyes and see Marcus's face. See him looking down at me while I kneel before him. See him sliding that beautiful Black cock between my lips while my husband—my sissy, pathetic, panty-wearing husband—watches from the corner.

Good girl, Marcus says in my fantasy. Show him what his wife really needs.

I smile in the darkness.

I think I will.

* * *


Chapter 14:

Three weeks earlier.

I light the last candle and step back to survey my work.

The bedroom looks good. Really good. I've dimmed the overhead lights, scattered tea candles across the dresser and nightstands, changed the sheets to the nice ones—the silky red set we got as a wedding gift and never use. There's wine breathing on the nightstand, two glasses waiting to be filled. I even put on music—something soft and sensual that I found on a "romantic evening" playlist, the kind of thing that would make David roll his eyes if he knew I'd searched for it.

And me? I'm wearing the lingerie I bought three weeks ago, the tags still on until an hour ago. Black lace. Push-up bra that makes my tits look incredible. Matching thong that disappears between my ass cheeks. Thigh-high stockings with a seam up the back. I look like a fucking Victoria's Secret model, if I do say so myself.

I look like a woman who deserves to be fucked.

David should be home any minute. I texted him an hour ago—come straight home, I have a surprise—and he sent back a thumbs up emoji. Not exactly the response I was hoping for, but whatever. Once he sees me, once he sees what I've done, he'll understand. He'll want me. He has to want me.

Doesn't he?

The front door opens. Closes. Footsteps on the stairs.

"Claire? You up here?"

"Bedroom," I call, positioning myself on the edge of the bed. One leg crossed over the other. Shoulders back, tits out. The picture of seduction.

The door opens.

David stands there in his work clothes—khakis and a button-down, his tie already loosened. He looks tired. He always looks tired. But when he sees me, his eyes widen, and for a moment—just a moment—I see something flicker across his face.

Then it's gone.

"Wow," he says. "You look... wow."

"Come here."

He walks toward me slowly, like he's approaching something dangerous. I reach for his belt, unbuckling it, pulling him closer. He doesn't resist, but he doesn't help either. Just stands there while I work his pants open and reach inside.

He's soft.

I wrap my fingers around him and stroke, trying to coax him to life. He's not small, exactly—average, maybe a little below—but right now he feels tiny in my hand. Limp and rubbery and completely uninterested.

"Sorry," he mumbles. "Long day. Just give me a minute."

I give him a minute. I give him five. I stroke him, kiss his neck, press my body against his. I take off my bra and let him see my tits—the tits I've kept in shape, the tits other men stare at, the tits my husband apparently doesn't give a shit about.

Nothing.

"Maybe if you—" He gestures vaguely downward.

I want to scream. I want to throw something. Instead, I sink to my knees and take his soft cock in my mouth, sucking and licking and doing everything I know how to do. He tastes like sweat and skin and the faint chemical tang of whatever body wash he uses. I work him with my lips, my tongue, my hand, and finally—finally—I feel him start to harden.

"There we go," he breathes. "That's good. Keep doing that."

I keep doing it. I suck his cock like my life depends on it, like I'm auditioning for a porn I'd never admit to watching, and after what feels like an eternity, he's hard. Not rock hard—not the kind of hard I remember from when we were dating—but hard enough.

"Get on the bed," he says.

I lie back, spreading my legs, my thong pulled to the side. The candles flicker. The music plays. This is supposed to be romantic. This is supposed to be good.

David climbs on top of me, positions himself, and pushes inside.

I'm not wet enough—I was earlier, but all that work to get him hard killed the mood—and it hurts a little, the friction of him entering me without enough lubrication. But I don't say anything. I wrap my legs around him and pull him deeper, trying to find a rhythm, trying to feel something.

He starts to thrust. Short, shallow movements that barely register. His eyes are closed, his face scrunched up in concentration, like he's doing math in his head. Probably thinking about baseball statistics or whatever men think about when they're trying not to come.

It doesn't work.

"Fuck," he grunts. "Fuck, Claire, I'm gonna—"

"Already?"

But he's not listening. His hips stutter, his whole body tenses, and I feel him pulse inside me—once, twice, three times—before he collapses on top of me with a groan.

That was maybe ninety seconds. Maybe.

"Shit." He rolls off me, panting like he's run a marathon. "Sorry. You just—you looked so good, I couldn't—"

"It's fine," I say, because that's what I always say.

"Did you...?"

"Yeah," I lie. "It was great."

He smiles, relieved, and kisses my forehead. "Good. That's good. You looked amazing, babe. Really. We should do this more often."

Then he rolls over, pulls the covers up, and within five minutes, he's snoring.

I stare at the ceiling.

The candles are still burning. The music is still playing. I'm still wearing my stockings, my thong pushed aside, my husband's cum leaking out of me onto the nice sheets. I feel used. Not in the good way—not in the way I've seen in videos, where women are used and ravished and satisfied. Used like a tissue. Like something convenient.

Two minutes.

I put on lingerie, lit candles, gave him head until my jaw ached, and he couldn't even last two fucking minutes.

The tears come before I can stop them. Hot and angry, streaming down my temples and into my hair. I'm thirty-four years old. I'm attractive. I take care of myself. I deserve better than this. I deserve a man who can look at me in lingerie and get hard without twenty minutes of coaxing. I deserve a man who can fuck me for more than ninety seconds. I deserve to come.

When was the last time David made me come? Really made me, not just rubbed my clit halfheartedly while I did most of the work myself?

I can't remember.

I slide my hand between my legs, feeling the mess he left behind. It's already cooling, sticky and unpleasant. I gather some of it on my fingers—might as well use it for something—and start to touch myself.

The orgasm, when it comes, is angry. Bitter. I bite my pillow and think about nothing—just sensation, just release—and when it's over, I feel emptier than before.

David snores beside me.

I blow out the candles one by one and lie in the darkness, hating him. Hating myself. Hating this marriage and this life and the fact that I've been faithful for seven years to a man who can't even fuck me properly.

Something has to change.

I don't know what yet. I don't know how. But I know I can't keep doing this. I can't keep pretending. I can't keep performing enthusiastic wife while my husband grunts and rolls off and leaves me to clean up his mess.

I think about Marcus.

I shouldn't—I know I shouldn't—but I can't help it. I think about his hands, his smile, the way he looks at me like I'm something worth looking at. I think about what he might be able to do with those hands. That body. That bulge I've seen in his gym shorts.

I wonder if he'd last longer than two minutes.

I wonder if he'd make me come.

I push the thoughts away, ashamed of myself, and close my eyes. David keeps snoring. The sheets smell like sex—bad sex, disappointing sex, the only kind of sex I've had in years.

Three weeks later, I'll find the laptop. I'll find the videos. I'll find out exactly what my husband's been fantasizing about while he fails to satisfy me.

But right now, in this moment, all I know is that I'm thirty-four years old, lying in my own bed, covered in my husband's cum, and I've never felt more alone in my life.

Something has to change.

* * *


Chapter 15:

Four days after the discovery.

I have been thinking about Marcus all week.

Every time I close my eyes, I see him. Every time I touch myself—which has been often, more often than any point in my marriage—I imagine his hands instead of mine. His mouth. His cock. That beautiful Black cock I have never seen but can picture perfectly, based on nothing but gym shorts and imagination and hours of porn that my husband apparently watches religiously.

I need to see him.

That is what I tell myself as I pull into the gym parking lot on Thursday afternoon. I am not planning to do anything. I just need to see him. To confirm that he is real, that he is as attractive as I remember, that I have not built him up into some fantasy figure that reality cannot match.

I find a spot near the back and check my reflection in the rearview mirror. I look good. Better than good. I wore my tightest leggings—the ones that show every curve, every line—and a sports bra that pushes my tits up and together. My hair is down, which I never do at the gym, and I put on actual makeup. Mascara. Lip gloss. Like I am going on a date instead of a workout.

Because I am, am I not? Going on a date. Or something like one.

I find him at the free weights, curling dumbbells that look like they weigh more than I do. His arms are ridiculous—thick and veined and glistening with sweat. He is wearing a tank top that shows off his shoulders, his chest, the dark skin that I have been fantasizing about for days. When he sees me approaching, he grins.

"Claire." He sets down the weights. "Have not seen you in a minute."

"Been busy."

"Too busy for the gym?" He looks me up and down, slow and obvious, not even pretending to be subtle. "That is a shame. Place is not the same without you."

I feel heat creep up my neck. "Flatterer."

"Just honest." He picks up a towel, wipes his face. "You here to work out, or you here to see me?"

The boldness of the question catches me off guard. But then again, Marcus has always been bold. That is what I like about him.

"Both," I say.

His grin widens.

We work out together for an hour. He spots me on the bench press, his hands hovering near my chest like always, close enough that I can feel the heat of his palms. I spot him on squats, standing behind him, watching the muscles in his thighs and ass flex with each rep. We do not talk much—just the normal gym chatter, reps and sets and form corrections—but the tension between us is electric. Every accidental touch feels intentional. Every glance feels loaded.

By the time we finish, I am barely thinking about exercise.

"I need to shower," Marcus says, slinging his towel over his shoulder. "Unless you want to grab a smoothie first?"

"I should go," I hear myself say. "My husband is expecting me."

"Your husband." He says the word like it is a joke. "Please, bet I can fuck you better than he ever does.”

I freeze. "What?"

"Come on, Claire." He steps closer, lowering his voice. "You think I do not notice? The way you look at me? The way you dress when you know I am gonna be here?" His hand finds my hip, casual, possessive. "Women who are getting fucked right do not look at other men like that."

Wow.

Really?

That was just-too aggressive. Like what? Where did that come from? Okay-this is-maybe a fantasy should just be a fantasy-.

I should push him away. I should tell him he is out of line. But his hand is warm through the thin fabric of my leggings, and he is so close I can smell him—sweat and cologne and something darker, something male—and all I can think about is the fantasy I have been having for days.

"He cannot last," I whisper. "Two minutes. Maybe three."

"Shit." Marcus shakes his head slowly. "That is a crime. Woman like you deserves better than that."

"Yeah?"

"Hell yeah." His hand slides from my hip to my ass, cupping it, squeezing. "Woman like you deserves to be fucked all night. Deserves to come so hard she forgets her own name. Deserves a real man who knows what to do with all this."

My cheeks burn bright. Stop it, I wanted to say. Hey, let go of me, you perverted freak, I wanted to say.

But I knew the only perverted freak in my life was-my husband.

He squeezes again, and I do not pull away still. Instead, I reach forward and grab his crotch.

He is hard. Or getting there. I can feel him through his shorts—thick and heavy and growing under my palm. Big. Really big.

My fingers trace the outline of his shaft, and my breath catches in my throat. He is big. Bigger than David. Bigger than anyone I have ever touched. My breathing grows faster.

"Holy shit," I gasp.

"You like that?" His voice is a low rumble. "That is what a real cock feels like, baby. That is what you have been missing."

I squeeze him through the fabric, feeling him pulse against my hand. He is still growing, still hardening, and I cannot wrap my fingers all the way around him even through the shorts. The videos did not lie. The stereotypes did not lie. He is fucking huge.

"I want to see it," I say, and I barely recognize my own voice—low and husky and desperate. What are you doing, Claire?

"Not here." He glances around the gym. A few people are looking our way, but no one seems to have noticed anything. "My car. Parking garage. Five minutes."

He pulls away and walks toward the locker room without looking back. I stand there for a moment, heart pounding, pussy throbbing, trying to convince myself not to follow him.

I last maybe thirty seconds before I grab my bag and head for the parking garage.

His car is a black SUV with tinted windows, parked in a shadowy corner of the third level. He is leaning against the driver side door when I approach, arms crossed, that confident smile on his face.

"Was not sure you would come," he says.

"I-I don’t usually do this-.."

He opens the back door and gestures for me to get in. I hesitate—this is it, the point of no return—but then I think about David. About two-minute sex and limp cocks and seven years of disappointment. About the videos on his laptop, the fantasies he has been hiding, the permission he has been too cowardly to ask for.

I climb into the backseat.

Marcus follows, closing the door behind him, and suddenly we are alone in the dim interior, the tinted windows blocking out the world. He reaches for me immediately, pulling me onto his lap, his mouth finding mine in a kiss that is nothing like David's—hard and hungry and demanding.

“Umph-.”

I kiss him back. I moan into his mouth. My hands find his chest, his shoulders, the thick muscles of his arms. He is so solid, so strong, so different from my husband's soft body. When his tongue pushes past my lips, I suck on it, tasting him, wanting more.

"Damn," he groans, breaking the kiss. "You need it that bad, huh?"

"Yes," I admit, because there is no point lying. "I need it."

He leans back, spreading his legs, and I slide off his lap onto the floor of the SUV, kneeling between his thighs. My hands shake as I reach for his waistband. He lifts his hips, helping me pull his shorts down, and then—

Oh God.

It springs free, slapping against his stomach, and I just stare. I cannot help it. He is magnificent. Ten inches, maybe more—thick as my wrist, dark brown with a fat mushroom head that is already glistening with precum. Veins run along the shaft like rivers on a map. His balls are heavy, hanging low, bigger than anything I have seen outside of porn.

Holy shit. Holy fuck.

"Like what you see?" He is watching me watch him, that smug smile playing on his lips.

My eyes stay wide. My mouth stays agape.

"It is so big," I whisper, and I sound like a cliche, like every white woman in every interracial porn my husband has ever watched, but I do not care. It is true. It is so fucking big.

"Biggest you ever seen?"

I nod, still staring. I-I-.

"Biggest you ever gonna have too." He reaches down and wraps his hand around the base, stroking slowly. "Go on, baby. Show me what that pretty mouth can do."

Baby-he called me baby. I nod and lean forward and wrap my lips around the head.

Show some hesitation, Claire. What are you even doing?

The taste hits me immediately—salt and musk and something primal that makes my pussy clench. I swirl my tongue around the crown, lapping up the precum, and Marcus groans above me. His hand finds the back of my head, not pushing, just resting there, letting me set the pace.

I take more. An inch. Two. My jaw stretches wider than it has ever stretched, aching already, and I am not even a quarter of the way down. I bob my head, taking as much as I can, feeling him hit the back of my throat and pull back, then push forward again.

"That is it," Marcus murmurs. "Good girl. Take that Black cock."

The words send a shiver through me. Good girl. That is what I called David, what I will keep calling him, but this is different. This is him calling me a good girl, and it means something else entirely. It means I am pleasing a real man. It means I am doing what I was made to do.

I suck harder, faster, using my hand on the shaft I cannot fit in my mouth. Fuck, he’s too big. How the fuck can he be this big? This is incredible. He is leaking steadily now, precum mixing with my saliva, making everything wet and sloppy. The sounds are obscene—slurping, gagging, moaning—and I do not care. I want to be obscene. I want to be the slut in my husband's videos.

"Fuck, you are good at this." Marcus's hips start to move, fucking my face gently. "Bet you been wanting to suck real dick, huh."

I moan around his cock, because he is right. David-how could I even explain? It disgusts me when I take his literal inch dick in my mouth, forcing myself to taste that bland rubber like texture-it makes me want to gag thinking of it all.

Seven years of vanilla missionary and he thinks he is a fucking saint.

"Gonna make you mine," Marcus growls, his hand tightening in my hair. "Gonna ruin you for your white husband. You want that? Want me to ruin you?"

I pull off long enough to gasp: "Yes. Please. Ruin me. GOD, you’re so fucking big-."

Then I dive back down, taking him deeper than before, feeling him hit my throat and push past. I gag, eyes watering, but I do not stop. I cannot stop. I need this. I need him. I need to feel what it is like to worship a real cock, to submit to a real man, to be everything my husband fantasizes about and more.

“Fuck, shit,” Marcus starts to thrust harder, holding my head in place, fucking my throat with short, sharp strokes. I can barely breathe, can barely think, but I do not want him to stop. “You got a mouth on you, love fucking white bitches like you-.”

I reach between my legs and press my hand against my crotch, feeling how wet I am through my leggings, close to coming just from this.

"Gonna cum," he warns. "Gonna cum in that pretty white mouth. You ready?"

I moan my answer, hollowing my cheeks, sucking harder. “MM-mhm-ummph-.”

His big black cock engorges itself, I feel his balls heave. And he roars.

“SHIT-CUMMING! OH, FUCK!”

He explodes.

The first shot hits the back of my throat, thick and hot and bitter. I try swallow instinctively, but there is so much—rope after rope of cum flooding my mouth, more than David has ever produced, more than I knew was possible. I can’t swallow it all and I end up snorting. Gasping. Out it dribbles all down my chin, out of my nose, dripping onto my sports bra.

My clit trembles and aches as I moan even louder than before.

"Fuck," Marcus groans, his whole body shuddering. "Fuck, that is good. Swallow it all, baby. Every drop. Bet you love this black dick."

I do my best. I swallow until he is empty, until his cock starts to soften in my mouth, until I have licked him clean from base to tip.

When I finally pull away, gasping for air, my face is a mess—mascara running, lip gloss smeared, cum on my chin and chest.

I’m a mess.

I’ve cheated on my husband. What the hell have I done? I cheated-but I have never felt more alive.

"Goddamn," Marcus says, looking down at me with something like wonder. “You’re a natural-hey!”

I get up and scramble for my car.

Guilt.

Shame.

Arousal.

Seeping down my legs were my juices. “Your husband doesn’t have to know,” Marcus calls out to me from behind.

I wipe my chin with the back of my hand with tears streaking down my eyes. Yes. He doesn’t have to know. But he soon will. One day or the other.

* * *

I drive home in a daze.

My jaw aches. My throat is raw. I can still taste him—that thick, bitter taste that I already know I am going to crave. I did not even get off, but somehow that does not matter. This was not about my pleasure. This was about something else. Something bigger.

David is in the living room when I walk in, watching TV, oblivious as always.

"Hey babe," he says without looking up. "Good workout?"

"Great," I say. "Really great."

I walk over and kiss him on the mouth. A real kiss, with tongue, the kind we have not shared in months. He makes a surprised sound but kisses me back, and I wonder if he can taste it. Marcus's cum, still coating the inside of my mouth. Another man's seed on his wife's lips.

If he notices, he does not say anything.

"What was that for?" he asks when I pull away.

I smile down at him—my husband, my sissy, my pathetic little cuck who has no idea what his wife just did.

"No reason," I say. "Just happy to see you."

Then I go upstairs to shower, leaving him on the couch, tasting another man's cock and not even knowing it.

The first thing I do as soon as I step inside is reach for my cunt and slip a finger or two inside.

* * *


Chapter 16:

One week later.

We have been meeting every day.

Sometimes at the gym, where we pretend to work out while eye-fucking each other across the weight room. Sometimes in his car, where I have sucked his cock so many times I have memorized every vein, every ridge, every inch of that beautiful Black monster. Even in-sort of public. Once in the parking garage stairwell, pressed against the concrete wall while his fingers worked inside me and I bit my hand to keep from screaming. And another time, where I actually did scream out in a loud banshee like fashion when I came all over his face as he flicked his tongue in and out, all over me.

But we have not fucked. Not yet.

It is not for lack of wanting. Every time I see him, my body aches for it. I dream about it—wake up wet and desperate, reaching for David out of habit before remembering that his pathetic little white cock could never give me what I need. Marcus has been patient, teasing me, edging me, making me beg for it without ever giving in. He’s been sending me pics and texts, I’ve been sending him more stuff in return-.

“Please, please, please,” I begged just moments before he came all over my face. “Please, I want it in my pussy.”

"Not yet," he keeps saying. "When I fuck you, it is gonna be somewhere I make you scream."

Today is that day.

He texts me at noon: Locker room. 2pm. Staff bathroom. Door will be unlocked.

I spend the next two hours in a fever. I shower, shave everything for good measure, put on my sexiest underwear—red lace, the set I bought specifically for this. I tell David I have a doctor's appointment, and he barely looks up from his laptop.

"Hope everything is okay," he mumbles.

"It will be," I say, and I mean it more than he knows.

The gym is quiet when I arrive. Middle of the day, middle of the week—just a few retirees on the treadmills and a bored-looking kid at the front desk. I walk past them all, heart hammering, and push through the door to the women's locker room.

The staff bathroom is in the back corner, behind the showers. I have never noticed it before, but the door is unmarked and slightly ajar, just like he said. I slip inside and close it behind me.

Marcus is waiting.

He is leaning against the sink, shirtless, his gym shorts slung low on his hips. The bathroom is small—just a toilet, a sink, a mirror—but clean, and there is a lock on the door. He clicks it shut behind me.

"You came," he says.

"Did you think I would not?"

"Nah." He pushes off the sink and walks toward me, slow, predatory. "I knew you would. You have been dying for this black dick. I can see it in your eyes every time you look at me."

He is right. I have been dying for it. Dreaming about it. Obsessing over it.

"Please," I whisper. "I need it."

"Need what?" He stops in front of me, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating off his body. "Say it."

"I need you to fuck me."

"You can do better than that."

I swallow hard. "I need your big Black cock inside me. I need you to stretch me open. I need you to fuck me like my husband never could."

Marcus smiles—that slow, satisfied smile that makes my knees weak.

"That is more like it."

He kisses me, hard and deep, his hands already working at my clothes. My shirt goes first, then my bra, and he groans when he sees my tits—cups them, squeezes them, pinches my nipples until I gasp.

"Fucking perfect," he mutters. "White girl with perfect tits. Your husband does not deserve these."

"No," I agree. "He does not."

My leggings come off next, then my panties, and I am naked in front of him—completely exposed, completely vulnerable, completely ready. He steps back to look at me, his eyes traveling from my face to my tits to the trimmed patch of hair between my legs.

"Goddamn," he breathes. "Look at you. Pretty little snowbunny.”

The words make me shiver. Snowbunny. I have seen that term in the videos, on the forums, in the corners of the internet where white women worship Black men. I never thought it would apply to me. Now I cannot imagine being anything else.

Marcus pushes his shorts down, and his big black cock springs free—already hard, already leaking, already bigger than anything my body was designed to take. I reach for it instinctively, wrapping my fingers around the shaft, feeling it pulse against my palm.

“Marcus-someone might see us-.”

"You ready for this?" he asks, completely ignoring my concern. "Cause once you go black-.”

“You never go back,” I complete with a giggle.”

“Imma own this pussy.”

"Yes," I breathe. "I want to be yours."

"What about your husband?"

"He can watch." The words come out before I can stop them, but I mean every one. "He can kneel in the corner like the sissy he is and watch a real man fuck his wife."

Marcus's grin is feral.

"That is what I like to hear."

He spins me around and bends me over the sink. I brace my hands against the porcelain, staring at my own reflection in the mirror—flushed cheeks, wild eyes, lips swollen from kissing. Behind me, Marcus positions himself, the fat head of his cock pressing against my entrance. I whimper in response.

“Please, fuck me-.”

"Look at yourself," he commands. "Watch your face when I put this Black cock in you."

I watch.

He pushes forward.

The stretch is—God, I do not have words for it. It is pain and pleasure and pressure all at once, my body screaming that this is too much, too big, impossible, while some deeper part of me opens up and welcomes him in. I gasp, gripping the sink so hard my knuckles go white, watching in the mirror as my face contorts.

Shit, holy shit-he’s just way to o big-.”

"Fuck," I whimper. "Oh fuck, oh God—"

"You’re so tight." Marcus's voice is strained, his hands gripping my hips.

Why wouldn’t I be? He pushes deeper. Another inch. Another. I can feel him in places David has never reached, places I did not know existed. I feel myself stretching at the seams-yes, my pussy stretches around him, accommodating, adjusting, but the fullness is overwhelming. I feel impaled. Claimed. Owned.

"More," I hear myself say. "Give me more. Deeper."

He gives me more.

By the time he bottoms out, I am shaking. I can feel him in my stomach, pressing against my cervix, filling every inch of me. He holds there for a moment, letting me adjust, and I stare at our reflection—his dark skin against my pale back, his massive hands spanning my hips, his cock buried so deep inside me I can barely breathe.

"Look at that," Marcus murmurs. "White wife taking Black cock. Just like in your husband's videos. How does it feel?"

"Full," I gasp. "So full. I have never—nothing has ever—"

"I know, baby." He pulls back slowly, and the drag of him against my walls makes me moan. "Your husband's little white dick could never do this, huh.”

He thrusts back in, and I cry out.

"That is right," he growls. "Let me hear you. Let me hear what a real cock does to you."

He starts to fuck me—really fuck me, not the careful, tentative movements David always made, but deep, powerful strokes that rock my whole body. The sink rattles against the wall. My tits swing beneath me. The sound of skin slapping skin fills the small bathroom, obscene and primal. I feel the warmth building inside me already.

"Oh God," I moan. "Oh fuck, yes, just like that—"

"You like that? You like getting fucked by Black cock? You been waiting for this shit, huh-."

"Yes! Yes, I love it, I fucking love it—"

"Tell me who owns this pussy now."

"You do!" The words tear out of me without thought. "You own it, Marcus, it is yours, my pussy belongs to you—"

He fucks me harder, faster, one hand sliding around to find my clit. The moment he touches it, I explode—the orgasm ripping through me like lightning, my whole body convulsing around his cock. Fuck, so fast-.

I scream into the open, tears streaming down my face, coming harder than I have ever come in my life.

"That is it," Marcus groans, not slowing down. "Come on this Black cock bitch. Show me what your husband could never do."

Ahhhh-ahh-is all I can respond with as I come again. And again. The orgasms blur together, one crashing into the next, until I am a sobbing, shaking mess bent over a bathroom sink. Seven years of frustration, seven years of disappointment, seven years of faking it—all of it pouring out of me while Marcus fucks me through it all.

It doesn’t stop. I didn’t-I never thought I’d yield this fast-oh, fuck-fuck. His fingers knead my big white ass, nails digging into my flesh as his big black balls swing back and forth slapping all over wet lips.

“FUCK-.”

“Is someone in there?”

“Oh shit-.”

“Marcus-Marcus-MARCUS!”

The more I say his name out of fear and nervousness, the faster his pace gets. I let out a drawl of bliss as I find myself squirting without any care in the world.

That is when I feel his balls heave.

"Shit, gonna cum," he warns, his rhythm stuttering. "About to fucking cum-."

"Cum inside me," I gasp without hesitation. "Please fucking cum inside me. Fill me up. Fill me up with your fucking-oh SHIT!"

He slams deep one final time and I feel it—the hot pulse of him, erupting inside me, flooding my pussy with his seed. He growls like a wounded animal, his fingers now digging into my hips hard enough to bruise, and I come one more time just from the feeling of being filled.

Boiling hot cum blasts into the depths of my womb as my toes curl and spasms rock my body. My clit throbs in all its numb glory as Marcus, this black stud of a man that I know nothing much of, breeds me and marks me, my white husband’s white wife, as his.

We stay like that for a long moment, both of us panting, his softening cock still buried inside me. When he finally pulls out, I feel empty—devastatingly, achingly empty. His cum drips down my thighs, thick and white against my skin.

"Fuck," Marcus breathes, stepping back to admire his work. "You’re gaping. Bet your husband is gonna love this."

I fall face first. I am done. Spent. My whole body is just-done. I can’t anymore. Marcus on the other hand casually-decides to leave? That’s-it?

“Same time tomorrow,” he turns back to me and says.

I nod. Panting like I’ve just run a marathon, I let out a loud groan as I struggle to collect myself. I need to leave. I need to put my clothes on. I know I have to. I can’t let someone walk into me like this. I’m married and I just-reach down between my legs and feel the evidence of the betrayal of my sacred vows with David.

* * *

I drive home with his cum still inside me.

I should clean up—there are wipes in my gym bag, a spare pair of panties—but I do not want to. I want to feel it. Want to carry this evidence of what I have done, what I have become, all the way back to my husband.

I can’t believe he just walked out like that. Left me like I was some used rag-.

David is still on the couch when I walk in. Still on his laptop. Still oblivious.

"How was the doctor?" he asks.

"Good news," I say. "Everything is perfectly healthy."

I sit down next to him, close enough that our thighs touch. I am still leaking—I can feel it soaking into my leggings, Marcus's cum mixing with my own arousal. David does not notice. He never notices.

"That is great, babe." He types something, clicks something. "Hey, can you start dinner soon? I am getting hungry."

I look at him—my husband, my sissy, my pathetic little cuck—and I smile.

"Of course," I say. "Whatever you need."

I go to the kitchen and start chopping vegetables, another man's cum dripping down my thighs, already counting the hours until I can see Marcus again.

This is my life now.

And I have never been happier.

* * *


Chapter 17:

Three weeks after the birthday.

I stand in front of the bathroom mirror, fresh from the shower, and I do not recognize the woman staring back at me.

Not physically—physically, I am the same. Same blonde hair, now damp and clinging to my shoulders. Same blue eyes, though they seem brighter lately, more alive. Same body I have had for years, the one I have maintained through careful diet and regular exercise, the one my husband stopped noticing somewhere around year three of our marriage.

No. What I do not recognize is the expression on my face. The satisfaction. The secret smile that keeps tugging at my lips no matter how hard I try to suppress it.

The smile of a woman who is cheating on her husband.

I drop my towel and study myself properly—something I have not done in years. Not really. David stopped looking at me, so I stopped looking at myself. What was the point? But now, with Marcus's words still echoing in my head—perfect tits, baby, fucking perfect—I want to see what he sees.

My breasts are still firm at thirty-four. Not as perky as they were in my twenties, but full and round, with pink nipples that harden at the slightest touch. I cup them in my hands, feeling their weight, remembering how Marcus grabbed them yesterday—rough and possessive, like they belonged to him. Like I belonged to him.

I turn sideways, examining my profile. My stomach is flat from years of crunches and clean eating. My waist curves inward before flaring out to my hips—the kind of hourglass figure that used to make men stare. That still makes Marcus stare. My ass is my best feature, round and firm from all those squats, the kind of ass that looks incredible in yoga pants and even better out of them.

David used to grab it sometimes, in the early days. A playful squeeze when I walked by, a possessive hand on the small of my back. But that stopped too. Everything stopped. By year four, he barely touched me at all. By year six, I had forgotten what it felt like to be wanted.

And now?

Now I cannot stop thinking about Marcus's hands on me. His mouth. His cock.

I meet my own eyes in the mirror, and the guilt flares up—sharp and hot, like touching a stove. I am married. I made vows. I stood in front of our families and promised to love, honor, and cherish this man until death do us part. And now I am fucking someone else. Fucking him enthusiastically, desperately, like a woman starving for something she did not know she needed.

But even as the guilt rises, something else rises with it. Defiance.

"You deserve this," I whisper to my reflection. The words feel strange in my mouth—too bold, too selfish. So I say them again, louder. "You deserve this."

Because I do. Do I not?

Seven years. Seven years of lying beneath a man who could not stay hard. Seven years of faking orgasms because the alternative—his wounded puppy eyes, his stammered apologies—was worse than the disappointment. Seven years of watching other couples hold hands and wondering what was wrong with me, why my husband did not want me, why I could not inspire the kind of passion I saw in movies and read about in books.

Seven years of feeling invisible in my own marriage.

I think about the lingerie night. The candles, the music, the red silk sheets. I had spent hours preparing—shaving, moisturizing, putting on makeup like I was going on a first date. I wanted to feel sexy. I wanted him to want me. I wanted, just once, to have the kind of sex that left me breathless and satisfied instead of sticky and disappointed.

And what did I get? Two minutes of fumbling. Ninety seconds of actual penetration. A husband who rolled off me, asked if it was good, and fell asleep while I lay there with his cum leaking out of me and tears running down my temples.

That was the night something broke inside me. Not just my patience, not just my hope—something deeper. Some fundamental belief that my marriage could be fixed, that if I just tried harder, dressed sexier, said the right things, David would suddenly transform into the man I needed him to be.

He was never going to be that man. I know that now. He was never even trying.

Because the whole time—the whole goddamn time—he was watching videos of other men fucking their wives. Fantasizing about being feminized, humiliated, cuckolded. He did not want to be the man in those videos. He wanted to be the sissy in the corner.

And me? I was just supposed to suffer in silence. To accept his limp cock and his quick finishes and his complete inability to satisfy me. To smile and say "it was great, babe" while I cried in the shower and touched myself to thoughts of other men.

Men like Marcus.

"You are not a bad person," I tell my reflection. "You are a woman with needs. Needs your husband cannot meet. Needs he does not even want to meet."

The woman in the mirror nods back at me, and I see her for what she really is. Not a cheater. Not a slut. A survivor. Someone who spent years starving and finally found food.

Is it really cheating if he wants it? If his deepest fantasy is watching me with another man? I am just... giving him what he asked for. What he has been jerking off to for years. The only difference is he does not know it yet.

But he will. Soon.

I think about the way David looked this morning, kneeling in the kitchen in his apron, learning to make my coffee exactly how I like it. The sissy training has only been going on for a few days, but already I can see him changing. Softening. Becoming the thing he always wanted to be.

And me? I am becoming something too. Something powerful. Something that takes what it wants.

I turn to face the mirror fully, running my hands down my body—over my breasts, my stomach, my hips. Marcus was inside me yesterday. His cum was inside me. I drove home with it leaking into my panties, sat on the couch next to David while another man's seed dripped out of me, and felt nothing but a dark, secret thrill.

My hand settles on my stomach, pressing gently against the flat plane of my abdomen. Marcus did not use a condom. He never uses condoms. And I stopped taking the pill three months ago—David and I were not having sex anyway, so what was the point?

The realization settles over me slowly, like sinking into a warm bath.

I could be pregnant.

Not with David's baby. With Marcus's.

The thought should terrify me. It should send me spiraling into panic, into damage control, into the nearest pharmacy for Plan B. Instead, I feel my pussy clench with something that is definitely not fear.

I caress my stomach slowly, imagining it swelling. Imagining carrying another man's child while my husband—my sissy—waits on me hand and foot, oblivious. Or maybe not oblivious. Maybe he would know. Maybe he would see his wife growing round with a Black man's baby and feel exactly what those men in his videos feel: humiliated, emasculated, and desperately, shamefully aroused.

My fingers trace circles on my skin, and I let the fantasy unspool.

Marcus's baby. Dark skin against my pale belly. A child that would look nothing like David, that would announce to the world exactly what I have become. A Black man's baby in a white woman's womb. The ultimate taboo. The ultimate surrender.

And that is not even the worst part, I realize. Not the cheating, not the breeding, not the lies.

The worst part is that the man doing this to me—the man ruining me for my husband, the man whose seed might already be taking root inside me—is Black.

That is what David really wants, is it not? What all those videos are really about? Not just cuckolding. Not just sissification. But the specific, charged, transgressive fantasy of a white wife submitting to a Black man. Of white inadequacy meeting Black superiority. Of everything his pathetic little cock could never give me being provided, abundantly, by someone like Marcus.

I am living my husband's deepest fantasy, and he does not even know it yet.

My hand presses harder against my stomach, and I smile at my reflection—a smile that would have horrified me a month ago. A smile that says I know exactly what I am becoming, and I do not want to stop.

A soft knock on the bathroom door.

"Mistress?"

David's voice—high and tentative in that new way he speaks now, the way I have been training him to speak. Submissive. Obedient. Sissy.

"Dinner is ready, Mistress."

I take one last look at myself in the mirror. At my body, well-fucked and well-used and possibly, maybe soon carrying another man's child. Soon. Maybe. At my face, flushed with secrets and satisfaction. At the woman I am becoming—powerful, desired, completely in control.

"I will be down in a minute, Daisy," I call back.

I hear him retreat, his soft footsteps padding down the hallway, and I let my hand linger on my stomach for one more moment.

Maybe-I’ll continue keeping myself on the pill. For the time being at least.

Then I reach for my robe, tie it loosely around my waist, and go downstairs to eat the dinner my sissy husband prepared for me.

* * *

End of Act 4


Act 5

* * *


Chapter 18:

Three weeks ago.


Marcus's apartment. I barely register the details—gray couch, some art on the walls, whatever. I'm not here for a tour.


"You want something to drink?" he asks.


"No."


He raises an eyebrow but doesn't push. Just moves closer, that confident stride eating up the space between us. My heart is pounding so hard I'm sure he can hear it.


"So," he says, stopping inches away. "Are we doing this or what?"


No small talk. No pretense. I like that about him.


"We're doing this."


He kisses me—hard, demanding, nothing like the soft pecks David gives me before rolling over to sleep. His hands are already moving, gripping my hips, pulling me against him. I can feel how hard he is through his jeans. Massive. Ready.


My faggot husband hasn't been hard for me in years.


The thought cuts through me, sharp and bitter, and I kiss Marcus harder. Punishing him for David's failures. Punishing myself for staying so long.


He breaks the kiss and spins me around, pushing me toward the couch. "Sit."


I sit. He drops to his knees in front of me, and something about seeing this big, powerful man on the floor between my legs makes my pussy clench.


David would never kneel for me. David thinks his comfort matters more than my pleasure.


Marcus's hands slide up my thighs, pushing my skirt higher. His eyes are locked on mine—dark, hungry, like I'm something worth devouring. When was the last time anyone looked at me like that? When was the last time I felt wanted?


I'm here for only one reason.


He hooks his fingers in my panties, dragging them down my legs in one smooth motion. The air hits my wet pussy and I shiver. Exposed. Vulnerable. Desperate for what comes next.


"Damn." He's staring at me, spreading my thighs wider with his hands. "Look at that pretty pussy."


Pretty. He thinks I'm pretty. My own husband looks at me like I'm a chore.


Marcus leans in, and I feel his breath hot against my clit. My whole body tenses with anticipation. This is it. This is what I've been denied for seven fucking years. AND MORE. David's face flashes in my mind—that disgusted grimace whenever I asked him to go down on me. That's degrading, Claire. I'm not putting my mouth there.


Degrading. Like pleasuring your wife is somehow beneath you. Like my body is something to tolerate. Asshole.


Fuck David. Fuck his excuses. Fuck his soft dick and his sissy porn and his—


Marcus's tongue touches my clit and every thought in my head evaporates.


"Oh fuck—"


He doesn't tease. Doesn't build slowly. Just buries his face between my legs and eats me like he's been starving for it. His tongue is everywhere—circling my clit, dipping inside me, lapping at my wetness like it's the best thing he's ever tasted.


Seven years. Seven years I waited for this. Seven years of wondering what was wrong with me, why my husband wouldn't touch me, why I couldn't make him want me.


Nothing was wrong with me. It was him. It was always him.


"Right there—" I'm gripping Marcus's head, fingernails scraping his scalp. "Fuck, right there, don't stop—"


He growls against my pussy—actually growls, a vibration that shoots straight through my clit—and sucks it into his mouth. My hips buck off the couch. I'm making sounds I've never made before, desperate animal sounds, and I don't care. I don't fucking care.


This is what I deserved. What I was owed. Every night David rolled away from me. Every morning I woke up feeling ugly and unwanted. Every time he went soft inside me and apologized like that made it okay.


My sissy faggot husband couldn't get hard for me but he could jerk off to men in panties. Couldn't put his mouth on me but watched videos of cucks licking cum from their wives. Seven years of lies. Seven years of making me think I was the problem.


I'm not the problem. I was never the fucking problem.


The orgasm builds fast—too fast—a coiling pressure that spreads from my clit outward. Marcus feels it, feels me tensing, and he doubles down. Tongue relentless. Hands gripping my thighs hard enough to bruise. Holding me open. Holding me down.


"I'm gonna—fuck—I'm—"


It hits me like a freight train.


I scream. Actually scream, back arching, thighs clamping around his head as wave after wave tears through me. My vision whites out. My whole body convulses. Seven years of frustration and rage and loneliness ripping out of me in one brutal, blinding orgasm.


Marcus doesn't stop.


"Wait—" I'm gasping, oversensitive, trying to push his head away. "I can't—it's too much—"


He grabs my wrists and pins them to my thighs. Keeps eating me. His tongue gentles for a moment—soft, teasing licks that make me whimper—then finds my clit again and sucks.


The second orgasm blindsides me.


I didn't even know I could come twice. David never got me there once. Not really. Not like this. Everything I thought I knew about my own body was wrong because I'd only ever been touched by someone who didn't give a shit about my pleasure.


"Marcus—fuck—please—"


I don't know if I'm begging him to stop or keep going. Both. Neither. I'm crying now, tears streaming down my face, and I don't know when that started. Don't care. Something is cracking open inside me—years of shame and wanting and being told I wasn't worth the effort.


David made me feel like my pussy was dirty. Like wanting to be eaten out made me a slut.


Marcus makes me feel like a fucking goddess.


The third orgasm rolls through me slower, deeper—a full-body wave that leaves me shaking and boneless. I collapse back against the couch, chest heaving, legs still twitching. Marcus finally pulls back, chin slick with me, and wipes his mouth with the back of his hand.


"Goddamn," he says, grinning. "You needed that."


I laugh—weak, breathless. "You have no idea."


He climbs up onto the couch beside me, and I curl into him without thinking. His arm wraps around my shoulders, solid and warm. I'm still trembling. Still processing what just happened.


Three orgasms. From just being eaten out. In maybe fifteen minutes.


I was that desperate. And I had no shame in that.


David couldn't give me one orgasm in all these years together.


I should feel guilty. I know I should. I'm married. I made vows. I'm lying in another man's arms with his spit still wet between my legs.


But all I feel is relief. Arousal too.


And hunger for more.


* * *



Chapter 19:


The bedroom feels smaller with Marcus in it.


I'm kneeling by the dresser—my usual spot now, cushion beneath my knees, hands clasped in my lap—watching them settle onto the bed that used to be mine. The bed where I slept beside Claire for seven years. The bed where I failed her, night after night, until she found someone who wouldn't.


Dinner is done. The wine glasses are in the sink, the plates cleared, the pleasantries exhausted. This is what comes next. This is what I agreed to.


"Daisy." Claire's voice cuts through my thoughts. "Come here."


I rise on unsteady legs and approach the bed. She's sitting against the headboard, legs crossed, still wearing the black dress that hugs her curves in ways that make my chest ache. Marcus is beside her, one arm draped casually over her shoulders, his massive frame making our king-size bed look almost small.


He's watching me with that look. The one that says he knows exactly what I am. What I've become.


"Marcus brought you something," Claire says. There's a smile playing at her lips—not warm, not kind. Sharp. "A gift. For being such a good little housewife."


My stomach drops. "A gift?"


"Mmhm." She reaches behind her and produces a small box. White cardboard, plain, nondescript. She holds it out to me. "Go on. Open it."


I take the box with trembling fingers. It's lighter than I expected. I lift the lid, and—


Oh.


Oh no.


It's a cage.


A small, pink, plastic cage with a tiny padlock and a ring. 


"You probably know what it is," Claire says, as if I don't know.


How could I not recognize what this was? I've watched men lock themselves into them, watched their wives hold the keys, watched those sissy husbands beg and plead and—


"Marcus picked it out himself. Said it was perfect for a sissy faggot like you."


I look up at Marcus. He's grinning, all white teeth and dark amusement.


"Figured it was time," he says, his voice a low rumble. "Your wife told me you didn't have much use for your dick anyway."


Claire laughs. Actually laughs, like it's the funniest thing she's ever heard. I want to say something. Want to protest, refuse, remind them that I'm-I'm-still-still what?


A man?


No. Of course not.


I'm not a man. Not anymore. Nor was I ever.


My throat has closed up, and all I can do is stand there, holding this cage, feeling the plastic warming in my palm.


"What do you say, Daisy?"


"Thank you-sir," I whimper.


"Good girl. Now put it on," Claire says.


Not a request. An order.


"I—" My voice comes out thin, reedy. "Right now?"


"Did I stutter?"


I look between them—my wife, her lover—and I see no mercy in either face. Claire's eyes are hard, glittering with something that might be excitement or cruelty or both. Marcus is leaning back against the pillows, arms folded behind his head, watching me like I'm entertainment.


"Lift your skirt," Claire instructs. "Pull down your panties. And put on your new cage like a good girl."


My hands move before my brain gives permission.


The skirt goes up. The panties—pink, lacy, humiliating—slide down to my thighs. My cock is-limp. Of course it is. It doesn't get hard anymore. I've been taking pills now. HRT, medically prescribed. Claire told me she was super proud of me to go ahead with the decision. 


"Look at that," Marcus says with a whistle. "That looks tinier than I expected-damn, that the dick you been putting up with for so long?"


"If you could even call it a dick," Claire giggles. 


I nod as I fumble with the cage, trying to figure out how the pieces fit together. The ring goes behind my balls—I know that much—but-I-.


The plastic is too small, too tight, even for my size and every time I try-I fail to-.


"Having trouble?" Claire's voice is sweet. Mocking. "Poor thing."


"Help him out," Marcus suggests. "Be a good wife."


"Oh, I'm not his wife anymore," Claire says in a mocking tone. "He's MY wife."


The words hit like a slap. I feel my face burn, shame flooding through me. The humiliation is doing what nothing else could. I feel myself shrinking, wilting under their combined gaze.


"There you go," Claire coos. She slides the ring behind my balls, position the tube over my soft cock. "And the key please?


Claire extends her hand, and I place the tiny key in her palm without being asked. She examines it for a moment, and then it happens with a small click that sounds like a gunshot in the quiet room—snap the padlock into place.


It's done.


I'm locked.


I watch as Claire reaches over and drops it into Marcus's front pocket.


"Hold onto that for me, baby," she says. "I'll get that later."


Baby. She calls him baby.


"You got it." Marcus pats his pocket, grinning at me. "Safe and sound. Don't worry, Daisy—I'll take real good care of it."


I stand there, skirt still hiked up, the pink cage now visible between my legs. It's obscene. Ridiculous. A grown man—a former man—locked in a plastic prison while his wife and her lover watch from his own bed.


"How does it feel?" Claire asks.


"Tight," I whisper. "It feels... tight."


"Good. It's supposed to." She pats the bed beside her. "Now come sit. I want you close for this next part."


I pull up my panties, smooth down my skirt, and climb onto the bed. Claire positions me at the foot, facing them, kneeling with my hands on my thighs. From here I can see everything. The way Marcus's hand moves to Claire's knee. The way she leans into him, tilting her face up toward his.


"Eyes on us," Claire says. "Don't look away."


Then she kisses him.


It's not like the kisses from before—the polite, performative ones during dinner. This is hungry. Desperate. Her hands fist in his shirt, pulling him closer, and he responds by gripping the back of her neck and tilting her head to deepen the angle. I can hear the wet sounds of their mouths, hear the small moan that escapes Claire's throat.


A moan I've never heard her make with me. Not once. Not in seven years of marriage.


Marcus's other hand slides up her thigh, disappearing under the hem of her dress. Claire gasps against his mouth, her hips rolling forward, and the sound she makes—God, the sound—


My cock twitches in its cage. Tries to harden. Can't. The plastic bites into my flesh, a sharp reminder of my new reality. I'm aroused and I can't do anything about it. Can't touch myself, can't get hard, can't do anything but kneel here and watch my wife writhe under another man's hands.


"That's it, baby," Marcus murmurs against her neck. "Let him see. Let him see what he's been missing."


Claire's head falls back, exposing her throat, and Marcus's mouth moves lower. Kissing, biting, sucking. Marking her. She's going to have bruises tomorrow. Hickeys. Evidence of what happened here tonight.


"Fuck," she breathes. "Marcus, fuck, that's—"


"I know what you like." His voice is low, confident. "Know exactly how to touch you. Not like that thing over there." He jerks his chin at me without breaking rhythm. "Bet he never made you sound like this."


"Never," Claire gasps. "Not once. Not—oh God—"


The cage is agony now. My cock is straining against the plastic, desperate to respond to what I'm seeing, and the denial is exquisite torture. This is what those videos promised. This is what I thought I wanted. But the reality is so much worse—so much more—than any fantasy.


Claire's eyes find mine over Marcus's shoulder. She's flushed, panting, her lipstick smeared and her hair mussed. She looks thoroughly, completely wanted.


"See this, Daisy?" She's breathless, but her voice is clear. Pointed. "This is what I needed. What you could never give me." She reaches down and cups the bulge in Marcus's jeans, squeezing. "This is a real cock. Not that pathetic little clit dick between your legs."


Marcus laughs, low and dark. "Clit dick. That's cold, baby."


"It's accurate." Claire's smile is razor-sharp. "He won't be needing it anymore anyway. That's what the cage is for. So he stops pretending he's a man." Her eyes bore into mine. "You're not a man, Daisy. You never were. You're just a sissy in a dress, and it's time you accepted that."


I nod. I can't speak. The cage pulses with my trapped arousal already, and I hate that I'm addicted how much this is affecting me. Hate how right it feels, kneeling here, watching them, being reminded of my place.


My place as a sissy.


Claire turns back to Marcus, pressing her forehead against his. Her voice drops, intimate, like she's forgotten I'm here. Like I don't matter.


"Want this dick-," my wife murmurs to Marcus.


"Yeah? You want this black dick, huh? How bad do you want it?"


"So bad, Daddy."


The word hits me like a physical blow. Daddy. She calls him—


Claire glances at me, catching my reaction, and her smile turns wicked.


"Oh, did I forget to mention?" She grinds down against Marcus, slow and deliberate, her eyes never leaving mine. "That's what I call him now. When we're together. When he's making me cum over and over again." She leans in and bites Marcus's lower lip. "Isn't that right, Daddy?"


"That's right, baby girl." Marcus's hands slide up her back, possessive. "And Daddy's about to take real good care of you. You hear that, bitch?"


The cage clicks against my thigh as I shift, a tiny sound in the charged air of the bedroom.


"Imma take good care of your wife. Like a real man should."


A reminder of what I am now.


What I'll always be forever.


* * *


Chapter 20:

My clit throbs in its cage.


That's what Claire calls it now, doesn't she?


Not my cock. Not my dick. My clit. And watching what's happening on the bed in front of me, I'm starting to believe her. What I have between my legs isn't a man's equipment. It's a useless nub of flesh that serves no purpose except to remind me of what I'll never be.


Claire is riding Marcus.


I've watched this scene a thousand times in videos. The wife bouncing on her lover's cock while the husband watches from the corner. I jerked off to it for years, edging myself to the fantasy, always stopping before I came because the shame would hit too hard afterward. I told myself it was just a kink. Just something dark and twisted that lived in my head and nowhere else.


Now it's real. Now it's happening three feet in front of me. And I can't look away.


The sounds are what get me first. Wet, rhythmic, obscene—flesh slapping against flesh as Claire rises and falls on Marcus's lap. Her ass jiggles with every downward thrust, pale cheeks rippling against his dark thighs. The contrast is stark. Pornographic. Everything I ever watched on that laptop made real in my own bedroom.


She's moaning like I've never heard her moan. High-pitched, desperate, completely uninhibited. Like a woman possessed. Like the women in those videos I used to watch, the ones who screamed and begged and came over and over while their sissy husbands knelt in the corner.


I'm the sissy husband now. Kneeling in the corner. Watching my wife get fucked by a real man.


How did it come to this?


I know the answer, of course. I invited it. Every video I watched, every fantasy I nurtured, every time I chose my own hand and a screen over my wife's body—I was building toward this moment. I just didn't know it. Or maybe I did, somewhere deep down. Maybe this was always the destination, and I was just too much of a coward to admit it.


Marcus's hands grip Claire's hips, his fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave marks. His palms are so dark against her pale skin. So big. Everything about him is big—his hands, his chest, the cock that's currently splitting my wife open and making her scream.


I watched those comparison videos. White husband's pathetic little dick next to the Black bull's massive cock. I got hard every time, hating myself, unable to stop. Now I don't need a video. The comparison is right in front of me. Marcus is inside my wife, stretching her in ways I never could, reaching places I never knew existed.


She's never made these sounds for me. Not once in seven years.


The cage bites into my flesh as my clit tries to harden. It can't. The plastic holds it prisoner, keeps it soft and useless, exactly where it belongs. I shift on my knees, feeling the weight of it between my legs—this constant reminder that I'm not allowed to be aroused. Not allowed to touch myself. Not allowed to pretend I'm anything other than what I am.


A sissy. A cuckold. A faggot in panties watching his wife get bred by a real man.


Claire throws her head back, her hair cascading down her spine, and the sound she makes isn't even human anymore. It's primal. Animal. Marcus thrusts up into her and she matches his rhythm, grinding down on him, her whole body shaking with the force of it.


"Fuck—" she gasps. "Fuck, fuck, fuck—"


That's the only word she can manage. She's beyond language now, beyond thought, reduced to nothing but sensation and need. Marcus is doing that to her. Marcus is giving her what I never could.


Any woman would choose him over me.


The thought settles into my brain like a stone dropped in still water, ripples spreading outward. It's not just Claire. Any woman with eyes and a pulse would look at Marcus—tall, muscular, confident, hung like a goddamn horse—and then look at me, soft and small and pathetic in my maid's uniform, and the choice would be obvious.


He's more of a man than I ever was. More of a man than I ever could be.


I think about all the years I spent trying to be something I wasn't. Forcing myself to go through the motions of masculinity. Working out at the gym, watching sports I didn't care about, pretending to be interested in cars and power tools and all the things men are supposed to like. And underneath it all, this. This shameful, secret truth that I was never meant to be a man at all.


Claire knew. On some level, she always knew. She felt it every time I went soft inside her. Saw it every time I couldn't meet her eyes after another failed attempt at sex. She married a man who didn't exist, and it took her seven years to find one who did.


Now she's riding him in our bed. Our marriage bed. The sheets we picked out together at Target are soaked with her sweat and his. The headboard I assembled with my own inadequate hands is slamming against the wall in a rhythm I could never produce.


This is what she needed. What she deserved. What I could never give her.


Marcus sits up suddenly, wrapping his arms around her back, pulling her close. His hands splay across her shoulder blades—those massive black hands that could crush me without effort—and he buries his face in her neck. She wraps her legs around him, ankles locking behind his back, and they move together in a way that's as beautiful as it is sexy. My chest aches. Not just arousal now—something deeper. Something that might be grief. I'm watching my wife fall for another man, and I can't even be angry about it because I'm the one who drove her to this. I'm the one who failed her. I'm the one who spent our marriage wishing I was someone else.


The someone else being someone who watched his wife cheat on her with a real man.


Now I am that someone else.


Daisy, in her pink cage and her maid's uniform, kneeling on the floor while her mistress gets fucked. Not David.


This is who I really am. This is who I was always meant to be.


The sounds are getting louder. Wetter. Claire is close—I can tell by the way her moans have shifted, higher and more desperate, her whole body trembling against Marcus's chest. He's murmuring something in her ear, too low for me to hear, and whatever it is makes her gasp and clutch at his shoulders.


"Yes—" she breathes. "Yes, yes, Daddy, please—"


Daddy. She still calls him Daddy.


My clit strains against the cage so hard I feel tears prick my eyes. The humiliation is unbearable. The arousal is worse. I'm trapped between them, pinned like a butterfly under glass, unable to move or look away or do anything except watch and want and hate myself for wanting.


"Fucking gonna cum, daddy-oh shit, daddy-."


Claire's rhythm stutters. Her whole body goes rigid, every muscle tensing at once, and then—


She screams.


Not a moan. Not a gasp. A full-throated, primal scream that echoes off the walls of our bedroom. Her back arches impossibly, her nails raking down Marcus's shoulders, leaving red trails on his dark skin. She's coming. Coming harder than I've ever seen anyone come. Her hips jerk and spasm, grinding down on him, her pussy clenching around his cock as wave after wave tears through her.


"Oh God—oh fuck—Marcus—FUCK—DADDY-DADDY!!!"


I can see it happening. Can see the wetness spreading where their bodies meet, her cream coating his cock as she convulses on top of him. She's making a mess. She's absolutely destroyed. And Marcus just holds her through it, steady and sure, letting her ride out the orgasm on his lap like he's done this a thousand times before.


Because he has. For more than just a couple of months, he's been making my wife come like this. While I was at home scrubbing toilets and learning to cook, my wife was getting the treatment she always deserved.


The scream fades to a sob. Claire collapses forward, gasping, but Marcus doesn't let her rest. His hands slide down to her ass—those massive black hands gripping her pale cheeks—and he starts thrusting up into her again. Harder now. More urgent.


SMACK.


His palm connects with her ass and Claire yelps, her whole body jerking. He does it again. And again. Each slap echoing through the bedroom, each one leaving a red mark on her pale skin. She's moaning again, pushing back against him, her ass already turning pink and bruised under his assault.


"Fuck—" Marcus's voice is strained now, rougher than before. "Shit, you sexy fucking bitch, I'm close—"


He's going to cum. He's going to cum inside my wife.


Claire's head snaps around, looking back at me over her shoulder. Her makeup is ruined—mascara streaked down her cheeks, lipstick smeared, foundation patchy with sweat. Her hair is a tangled mess falling across her face in damp strands. She looks wrecked. Destroyed. Absolutely devastated.


She's never been more beautiful.


Her eyes meet mine, and something passes between us. Recognition. Understanding. This is the moment. The moment everything changes.


"Daisy." Her voice is urgent, breathless. "Get over here. Now."


I scramble forward on my hands and knees, not thinking, just moving. She's still impaled on Marcus's cock, still grinding against him, but she shifts—making space beneath her. Space for me.


"Under," she commands. "Get under me."


I slide beneath them, positioning myself on my back, looking up at where their bodies connect. Marcus's cock—thick, dark, glistening with her juices—pistoning in and out of my wife's pussy. Her swollen lips stretched around him. The red marks on her ass from his hands.


This is real. This is happening. Three feet above my face.


Marcus's thrusts are getting erratic now. Desperate. His whole body tensing.


"Gonna cum—" he groans. "Fuck, shit, I'm gonna—"


He roars.


"FUCKING CUMMING!"


* * *


Chapter 21:

The sound is primal, animal—a deep, guttural explosion of release that vibrates through the room. Above me, Marcus slams into Claire one final time and holds, his whole body rigid, muscles locked, every vein in his neck straining as he empties himself inside my wife.


I can see it happening. Can see his cock pulsing, buried to the hilt. Can see Claire's pussy clenching around him, milking him, taking everything he has to give. His balls are inches from my face—heavy, dark, contracting with each spurt of cum he pumps into her.


This is real. This is happening. Another man is breeding my wife while I lie beneath them like a fucking doormat.


Claire screams again—different this time, higher, sharper—and I realize she's cumming too. His orgasm triggered hers. His seed flooding her insides pushed her over the edge one more time. She's shaking, convulsing, her juices dripping down onto my face as she grinds against him through the aftershocks.


Then Marcus pulls out.


It happens fast—one moment he's buried inside her, the next his cock is sliding free, and everything comes with it. Cum. So much cum. Thick, white ropes of it spilling from my wife's gaping pussy, dripping down toward my face in slow, obscene strings.


The first drop lands on my lips.


I don't think. Don't hesitate. My tongue darts out and catches it—salty, bitter, warm—and something inside me breaks open. This is what I am. This is what I was always meant to be. A cum-eating faggot lying beneath my wife while she drips another man's seed into my mouth.


"Lick."


Claire's voice cuts through the fog in my brain. Sharp. Commanding. I look up and she's staring down at me, her face flushed and wild, makeup destroyed, hair plastered to her forehead with sweat.


"Lick it up, you pathetic sissy faggot."


My mouth finds her pussy.


The taste hits me immediately—Claire's familiar sweetness mixed with something else. Something thicker. Muskier. Marcus. I'm tasting Marcus inside my wife, and my clit strains against its cage so hard I think I might pass out.


I lap at her hungrily. Can't help it. Can't stop. My tongue pushes inside her, scooping out the cum that's pooled there, swallowing it down like it's the only thing keeping me alive. More drips out—there's so much, so fucking much—and I catch every drop, licking her clean while she trembles above me.


"That's it." Claire's voice is shaking, breathless. "That's all you're good for, isn't it? Licking up another man's cum. Cleaning up the mess a real man made."


She grinds down against my face, smearing herself across my mouth and chin.


"Fucking faggot. Sissy faggot bitch. This is your purpose now, you understand? This is what that useless tongue of yours is for."


I moan against her pussy, the degradation washing over me in waves. Every word she says is true. Every insult lands exactly where it's meant to. I am a faggot. I am a sissy. I am a pathetic cuckold eating another man's cum out of my wife's pussy, and I'm loving every second of it.


"Seven years." Claire's hips are rolling now, grinding against my mouth in a steady rhythm. "Seven years I begged you to eat my pussy. Seven years you told me it was degrading. And now look at you—face buried between my legs, lapping up another man's load like a dog."


My tongue works faster. Deeper. I can feel more cum leaking out of her with every thrust of my tongue, and I swallow it all. Every drop. Every trace of Marcus that I can find.


"You know what's funny?" Claire's voice is getting higher, tighter. She's building toward something. "You wouldn't put your mouth on me when it was just us. Said it was gross. You probably thought real men don't do that. But now you're eating cum out of me like it's your last fucking meal. Well, I guess it's because you aren't a real fucking man anymore, are you, faggot?"


She grabs my hair, yanking my face harder against her.


"Do a good job," she hisses. "For once in your pathetic life, make that tongue useful. Lick every drop out of me. You better because-."


I'm trying. God, I'm trying. My jaw aches, my tongue is cramping, but I can't stop. Won't stop. The taste of them together—Claire and Marcus, my wife and her lover—is intoxicating. Addictive. I understand now why those men in the videos always looked so desperate, so hungry. This is what they were chasing. This specific humiliation.


"You know why you need to do a good job?" Claire's grinding is getting more frantic now. "You know why you need to get every last drop?"


I shake my head slightly, my mouth still working against her.


She leans down, her face inches from mine, and the words come out in a heated whisper:


"Because I'm not on birth control."


My whole body freezes.


"That's right, faggot." She's smiling—cruel, triumphant. "I decided I'm not going to be on the pill anymore. So every time Marcus cums inside me, there's a chance. A real chance that he knocks me up. And I want it. Fuck, yeah-lick-YEAH!"


Oh God. Oh fuck. Oh—


"So you better lick good." She grinds down hard against my face. "You better get every drop of his cum out of me. Unless you want to raise a Black man's baby. You don't want that, do you, bitch?""


Something detonates in my brain.


The humiliation is so complete, so absolute, that it transcends shame and becomes something else entirely. My wife is using me as birth control. Making me eat cum out of her so she doesn't get pregnant with her lover's child. This is my purpose. My function. The only value I have left in this marriage.


I lick faster. Deeper. More desperately than before.


"Oh fuck—" Claire's voice cracks. "Oh fuck, that's it, right there—"


She's close. I can feel it in the way her thighs are trembling, the way her pussy is clenching against my tongue. My pathetic performance is actually getting her off. The sight of her sissy husband frantically eating cum out of her is pushing her toward another orgasm.


"Don't you dare stop." Her nails dig into my scalp. "Don't you fucking dare—you lick until I tell you to stop, you worthless faggot cuckold—sissy bitch-couldn't give me a fucking child with your impotent cum-."


I don't stop. Couldn't if I wanted to. My tongue is relentless, lapping at her clit, pushing inside her, searching for every trace of Marcus's seed. I can hear him somewhere behind us—the bed shifting as he moves—but I can't see him. Can only focus on the pussy in front of my face and the cum dripping into my mouth.


"That's what your tongue is for." Claire is practically sobbing now, the words tumbling out between moans. "Not talking. Not eating food. Eating cum. Cleaning your wife after a real man is done with her. That's your only purpose now."


She slams down against my face one final time and screams.


"FUCK—FUCK—I'M CUMMING—"


The orgasm rips through her—violent, convulsive—and more fluid gushes into my mouth. Her cum, his cum, everything mixed together in a flood that I swallow desperately, trying to keep up. Her whole body is shaking, her thighs clamping around my head, and through it all she keeps screaming—keeps degrading me—


"FUCKING SISSY—" Her voice cracks, raw and savage. "USELESS FAGGOT—OH GOD—CAN'T EVEN GET YOUR LITTLE CLIT HARD ANYMORE—FUCK FUCK FUCK—"


I lick faster. Swallow harder.


"THIS IS ALL YOU'RE GOOD FOR—" She's sobbing now, the words tearing out of her between convulsions. "LICKING UP AFTER REAL MEN—SWALLOWING THEIR CUM—PATHETIC BITCH—PATHETIC FUCKING SISSY BITCH—YES YES YES—"


The degradation is fuel, pushing me deeper into whatever headspace I've fallen into. I'm not David anymore. I'm not even Daisy. I'm just a mouth. A tongue. A cum receptacle for my wife and her lover.


Finally—after what feels like hours—Claire's grip loosens. Her body goes limp. She rolls off my face and collapses onto the bed beside Marcus, both of them breathing hard, satisfied in ways I'll never be.


I stay where I am. Face covered in their combined fluids. Jaw aching. Tongue numb. My clit throbbing uselessly in its cage.


The ceiling stares back at me, blank and indifferent.


I just ate another man's cum out of my wife. Swallowed it. Every drop. And the worst part—the part that makes me want to curl up and disappear—is that I'd do it again. Right now. Without hesitation.


This is who I am. This is what I was always meant to be.


A cleanup crew of one.


Claire's voice drifts over to me, lazy and satisfied: "Good girl, Daisy. You did good."


Somewhere beside her, Marcus laughs—low and dark.


I close my eyes and wait for whatever comes next.


* * *



Act 6


* * *



Chapter 22:


I need a fucking break.


My legs are shaking. My pussy is throbbing—oversensitive, swollen, thoroughly wrecked. Marcus made me cum four times tonight. Four. More orgasms in one evening than David gave me in our entire marriage.


I collapse back against the pillows, chest heaving, watching my sissy husband—my sissy wife now, I suppose—lying on the floor with cum and spit smeared across his face. He looks destroyed. Broken. Exactly how I wanted him.


But the night's not over yet.


Marcus is sitting on the edge of the bed, his magnificent cock hanging between his thighs. Soft now, glistening with my juices and his own cum. He'll need a few minutes to recover. Maybe longer.


Unless...


"Daisy."


My voice comes out hoarse, raw from screaming. Daisy's head snaps toward me immediately—trained response, like a dog hearing its name.


"Yes, Mistress?"


"Get Marcus hard again."


The words hang in the air. Daisy's eyes go wide, flicking from me to Marcus and back again. I can see the panic setting in. The realization of what I'm asking.


"I—Mistress, I don't—"


"Did I stutter?" I push myself up on my elbows, fixing him with a cold stare. "You wanted this. All those videos you watched—sissies on their knees, worshipping real men. This is what you fantasized about, isn't it?"


Daisy swallows hard. His Adam's apple bobs in his throat.


"Yes, Mistress."


"Then get on your knees and put that useless mouth to work."


Marcus laughs—that deep, rumbling sound that makes my pussy clench even in its exhausted state. He spreads his legs wider, leaning back on his hands, presenting himself.


"You heard your wife, faggot." His voice is casual, amused. "Come get this dick."


Daisy crawls forward on hands and knees. Slow. Hesitant. Like he's approaching something dangerous. Which, I suppose, he is. His whole identity is about to shatter on Marcus's cock.


I watch with growing satisfaction as my former husband positions himself between my lover's thighs. The contrast is stark—Daisy in his ridiculous maid uniform, makeup smeared, wig askew, kneeling before this massive Black man like a supplicant before a god.


This is what I dreamed of. What I never knew I wanted until I found those videos.


"Go on," I encourage, my voice silky. "Take it in your hand first. Get familiar with it."


Daisy's trembling fingers wrap around Marcus's shaft. Even soft, it dwarfs his grip. His hand looks so small, so pale against that dark flesh. The comparison makes me wet all over again.


"It's so big," Daisy whispers, almost to himself.


"Bigger than yours ever was." I can't help the cruelty in my voice. It feels too good. "Even soft, he's twice your size. That's the difference between a real man and a sissy faggot like you."


Daisy whimpers. His caged clit twitches uselessly.


"Now put it in your mouth."


He hesitates. Stares at the cock in his hand like it might bite him.


Marcus loses patience.


"I said open your fucking mouth, white boy."


His hand shoots out, grabbing Daisy by the back of the head, and shoves his face down onto his cock. Daisy gags immediately—a wet, choking sound that fills the room—but Marcus doesn't let up. He holds my husband's head in place, forcing him to take it.


"That's it." Marcus's voice is rough. "Choke on it, you sissy white bitch. This what you wanted, right? All those videos you watched? Faggot white boys sucking Black cock?"


Daisy is crying. Actual tears streaming down his face, mixing with the drool spilling from his stretched lips. His throat convulses around Marcus's shaft, gagging, retching, but he doesn't pull away. Can't pull away.


"Breathe through your nose," I instruct calmly. "You'll get used to it. Every good sissy learns to deepthroat eventually."


Marcus laughs. "This bitch ain't good at nothing. Look at him—fucking pathetic. Can't even suck dick right."


He's not wrong. Daisy is a mess. Gagging, crying, drool everywhere. His technique is nonexistent—all desperation and no skill. But there's something beautiful about it too. Watching my husband struggle to please another man. Watching him fail and try again anyway.


"Use your tongue," I coach. "Swirl it around the head. That's what men like."


Daisy tries to obey. I can see him working his tongue, attempting to follow my instructions even as he chokes and gags. Marcus's cock is starting to respond—twitching, thickening, rising toward hardness.


"There you go." I reach down and stroke myself lazily, watching the show. "See? You're getting him hard. That's your purpose now, Daisy. Getting real men ready to fuck your wife."


"Mmmphhh—" Daisy tries to respond, but his mouth is too full. More drool spills down his chin. 

“You love how I taste, Daisy?” I bark at him. “Love how his cock tastes like my juices?”


Marcus grabs a fistful of his hair and starts fucking his face. Slow, shallow thrusts at first, then deeper as his cock swells to full hardness. The wet, sloppy sounds fill the bedroom—gagging, slurping, the slap of balls against chin.


"Fuck," Marcus groans. "His mouth isn’t as good as yours but it's warm at least. That's about all this faggot's good for. Sucking dick and cleaning my cum outta your pussy."


"He'll learn," I promise. "We'll train him better. By next month, he'll be able to take you to the root without gagging."


The thought makes me shiver. Training my husband to suck cock. Teaching him to pleasure the man who's replaced him in every way. This is power. This is control. This is everything I never knew I needed. 

I love it. More than anything in the world.


Daisy is gasping now, stealing breaths between thrusts. His face is a wreck—tears, drool, snot, all mixing together into a mess of degradation. His eyes are glazed, vacant. He's gone somewhere else in his head, somewhere the humiliation can't quite reach.


Good. He'll need that survival mechanism.


Then Marcus pulls out abruptly, and Daisy gasps for air—huge, heaving breaths like a drowning man breaking the surface.


"The fuck was that?" Marcus's voice is sharp. Angry.


Daisy blinks up at him, confused. "S-sir?"


SMACK.


Marcus's palm connects with Daisy's cheek—hard enough to snap his head sideways. I gasp, my pussy clenching at the sudden violence. FUCK. FUCK!


"You scraped me with your teeth, bitch." Marcus grabs Daisy's jaw, squeezing until his lips pucker. "The fuck is wrong with you? Can't even suck a dick without fucking it up?"


"I'm sorry—" Daisy's voice is muffled, distorted by Marcus's grip. "I'm sorry, sir, I didn't mean—"
  

"Shut the fuck up." Marcus releases his jaw with a shove. "Useless fucking faggot. Pathetic white boy sissy bitch."


Daisy is sobbing a lot more now. Full-body sobs that shake his shoulders. The humiliation is crushing him—I can see it in his eyes, the way his whole sense of self is crumbling.


It's the most erotic thing I've ever witnessed. Why? 

What the hell is wrong with me? I should be-I should stop him from hurting my husband like this-.

No.

Not my husband.

He’s not my husband anymore.

Daisy was the woman of the house. Yes. He stopped being my husband a long fucking time ago.

I could feel myself dripping more and more as Marcus turns around. Just like that—spins on the bed so his ass is facing Daisy. That magnificent black ass, muscular and dark, the cheeks slightly parted.


"Since you can't suck dick worth a damn," Marcus says over his shoulder, "you can eat my ass instead. Maybe your tongue is better at that."


I feel a surge of heat between my legs. 

Oh God. This is—Holy shit.


"Get in there, faggot." Marcus reaches back and spreads his cheeks. "Tongue deep. Show me you're good for something."


Daisy freezes. Stares at what's being presented to him. His former life—his dignity, his masculinity, his self-respect—all of it dangling by a thread. 

My housewife looks at me.


"Do it," I command. My voice is breathless. "Rim him, Daisy. Now."


My former husband—my sissy, my property—leans forward and buries his face between Marcus's cheeks. 

No questions asked. Power.


The sound Marcus makes—a low groan of satisfaction—sends electricity through my entire body. I watch Daisy's head move, working his tongue, servicing my lover's ass while I look on in euphoric disbelief.


This is beyond anything I imagined. Beyond the videos, beyond the fantasies, beyond everything I thought I wanted. My husband is rimming the man who fucks me. Licking his ass like a desperate, depraved animal.


And I've never been happier.


Marcus pushes back against Daisy's face, grinding his ass against my husband's tongue.


"Deeper, bitch. Get that tongue in there. That's it—fuck—that's what your mouth is for. Not talking. Not kissing your wife. Eating a real man's ass."


Daisy moans—actually moans, like he's enjoying it—and my hand moves faster between my legs. The sight of him, face buried in Marcus's ass, tongue working desperately to please... it's too much. It's everything.


"Good girl," I whisper, watching my former husband debase himself completely. "Such a good little faggot."


Marcus looks back at me over his shoulder, grinning.


"Your husband's got a talented tongue after all. Just needed to find the right hole for it."


I laugh—breathless, euphoric, completely drunk on power.


This is my life now. This is who we are.


And I fucking love it.


* * *



Chapter 23:


The sounds Daisy makes are obscene.


Wet, sloppy slurps punctuated by desperate little moans. Whimpers that vibrate against Marcus's flesh. The kind of sounds I used to fantasize about making myself—back when I thought my husband might actually fuck me properly.


Now those sounds belong to him. Her. Whatever Daisy is now.


I shift on the bed, positioning myself beside Marcus so I can watch properly. Daisy's face is buried deep between those dark cheeks, tongue working furiously, completely lost in the act. Every few seconds, a muffled moan escapes—genuine pleasure, not performance. My sissy husband is actually enjoying this.


"Look at you," I murmur. "Eating a man's ass like you were born for it."


Daisy whimpers in response, pushing deeper.


Marcus grunts, rolling his hips back against Daisy's face. "Shit. Bitch got an eager tongue, I'll give her that."


"My sissy housewife finally found her calling." I reach down and stroke Daisy's hair—almost tender, almost affectionate. "Together for so many years, and this is what you were meant for. Not fucking me. Not providing for me. And definitely not making me pregnant. Worshipping the man who replaced you."


The moan that escapes Daisy is almost pained. Almost grateful.


I let my hand trail down from Daisy's hair, along her shoulder, down her arm. She shivers at my touch but doesn't stop her devoted work on Marcus's ass. Good girl. Learning to multitask.


"Give me your hand," I command.


Daisy reaches back blindly, her face still pressed between Marcus's cheeks. I take her trembling fingers in mine—so small, so delicate compared to what I'm about to introduce them to. I guide her hand forward, around Marcus's hip, until her fingertips brush against his cock. She flinches at the contact, a muffled gasp escaping into Marcus's flesh, but I don't let her pull away.


"Wrap your fingers around it."


She obeys. Her pale fingers curl around Marcus's shaft—still soft, but warm and heavy with potential. The contrast makes my breath catch. Her dainty, manicured hand wrapped around that dark, thick flesh.


"Feel that?" My voice drops low, intimate. "That's what a real cock feels like."


Daisy makes a sound—somewhere between a sob and a moan.


"Stroke it. Slowly. You put it in your mouth before, right? Must have felt amazing."


Her hand begins to move. Tentative at first, uncertain. She's never touched another man's cock before. Never held anything this substantial in her palm. I can see her fingers struggling to wrap around the girth, barely meeting on the other side.


"It's so big," she whispers against Marcus's ass. "Mistress."


"Bigger than yours ever was." I lean closer, my lips near her ear. "Even soft, it fills your whole hand. Remember when I used to hold yours? I could wrap my fingers around twice. This is different. This is what I needed."


Marcus chuckles, low and satisfied. "Keep stroking, sissy. Get me hard again so I can fuck your wife properly."


Daisy's hand moves faster. Her tongue works more frantically. She's split between two tasks now—worshipping Marcus's ass while simultaneously coaxing his cock back to life. The desperation in her movements makes me dizzy with power.


"Can you feel it growing?" I ask, watching the shaft thicken in her grip. "Feel it pulsing against your palm?"


"Yes, Mistress." Her voice is muffled, strained. "It's getting harder."


"Exactly." I stroke her hair again, rewarding. "Keep going. That's what a real man's dick does. Gets hard. Feel how much bigger it gets. How heavy. How powerful."


The transformation is mesmerizing to watch. Marcus's cock swelling in Daisy's small hand, stretching her grip wider, rising toward full hardness. Each pulse seems to push her fingers further apart. Each throb reminds us all of the difference between a real man and the sissy servicing him.


"Nine inches." I say it casually, like I'm reciting a fact. "I've measured when he's fully hard. Nine inches of thick, Black cock. You know what that feels like inside me?"


Daisy shakes her head, still stroking, still licking.


"Bet you want to know so bad; it feels like I'm being stretched open. Filled completely. Every inch of me touched and claimed." I let out a small moan at the memory. "You could never give me that. Your little clit could never reach that deep. Never make me feel that full."


Marcus groans, his cock twitching in Daisy's hand. "Keep talking like that and I'm gonna be ready to go again real quick."


"That's the idea." I smile, watching Daisy's hand work. "Isn't it, Daisy? You want to get him nice and hard for me. Want to prepare him to fuck your wife again while you watch."


"Yes, Mistress." The words come out broken, desperate. "I want that."


"Or maybe," I pause. "Or maybe you want him to fuck your little faggot ass too. Daddy would love that too. Right, daddy?"


"Fuck, sure as hell would."


Daisy's tongue stills for just a moment, her hand still moving on that magnificent shaft.


"Talk, Daisy. He's so much bigger than you, isn't he?"


"Yes, mistress-I-it's... it's so much bigger than mine." Her voice is thick with shame. "Thicker. Heavier. I can barely get my fingers around it. And it just keeps getting harder. More powerful. Mine never felt like this. Never felt like... like a weapon."


"A weapon." I laugh softly. "That's a good way to put it. And what does that make you? A faggot that gets on his knees, dressed as a woman, face plastered to the ass of a man who fucks your wife-."


Another pause. Longer this time.


"It makes you a fucking white sissy faggot. That's what you are. You're the sissy who gets real men ready to fuck its wife." I squeeze her hand around Marcus's cock, making him groan. "That's your purpose now. Doesn't that feel right?"


The sound Daisy makes is beyond words. A broken, sobbing moan of acceptance. Surrender. Worship.


Marcus's cock is fully hard now. Rigid and throbbing in Daisy's grip, veins pulsing with need. She strokes it reverently, her tongue still working his ass, her whole body trembling with the weight of what she's become.


"That's it," I murmur, watching my former husband service my lover. "That's my good girl. You got him hard for me. You did your job."


I lean forward and press a kiss to Marcus's shoulder, tasting salt and power.


"I think daddy's ready for round two," I whisper against his skin.


Marcus pulls forward, away from Daisy's eager tongue, and turns to face us. His cock stands proud, glistening slightly, pointing at me like a promise.


"Damn right I'm ready." His eyes find mine, dark and hungry. I glance down at Daisy, still kneeling on the floor, face wet with spit and exertion, eyes glazed with submission.


"Good," I say softly, spreading my legs in invitation, my mind buzzing with anticipation. "Daisy," I call out to my sissy housewife who immediately responds.


* * *



Chapter 24:


I'm on top of Claire.


Our bodies pressed together, skin against skin, her breasts soft against my flat chest. My caged clit rests against her mound, the plastic warm from our shared heat. Her arms wrap around my back, holding me in place, and for a moment—just a moment—it almost feels tender.


Then I feel Marcus behind me.


The bed dips under his weight. His presence fills the room—massive, inevitable, inescapable. I can feel the heat radiating off his body before he even touches me. Can smell him—sweat and sex and raw masculine power.


This is really happening.


His hands grip my hips. Those massive, powerful hands that have spanked Claire's ass raw, that have held her down while he fucked her senseless. Now they're on me. Positioning me. Claiming me.


I was a man once.


The thought crashes through my mind, unwelcome and undeniable. I was a man. I had a job, a life, a sense of myself as someone who existed in the world as a masculine presence. I watched football. I grilled steaks. I shook hands firmly and spoke with authority in meetings.


Now I'm in a maid's uniform with my ass in the air, about to be fucked by the man who's been breeding my wife.


"Please—" The word escapes before I can stop it. "I've never—I don't know if I can—"


"Shhhh." Claire's voice is soft against my ear. "You can. You were made for this."


Made for this. Like my entire existence—thirty-four years of life, of struggle, of trying to be something I wasn't—was just a prelude to this moment. To being mounted by another man while my wife holds me in place.


I feel the head of his cock press against my entrance.


The reality of it hits me like a physical blow. That's a cock. A man's cock. Pressing against my asshole. Demanding entry. In all my fantasies, in all those videos I watched, I never truly imagined what this moment would feel like. The vulnerability. The exposure. The absolute surrender of everything I thought I was.


"Wait—" I gasp. "Please, I need a second, I need—"


"You don't need anything." Claire's voice hardens slightly. "You need to relax and take what Daddy gives you."


The pressure increases. He's not inside yet—just pressing, testing, letting me feel the impossible size of what's about to split me open. My body clenches instinctively, every muscle tightening in primal resistance.


"Relax, sissy." Marcus's voice rumbles from behind me. "Fighting it only makes it hurt worse."


Hurt. It's going to hurt. Of course it's going to hurt. He's massive—nine inches of thick, unforgiving cock about to force its way into a hole that was never designed for this. I've seen what he does to Claire. I've watched her scream and writhe and lose herself completely.


Now it's my turn.


"Daddy," Claire calls out over my shoulder, her voice dripping with cruel sweetness. "Breed my sissy housewife. Just like you breed me."


Marcus growls in response.


And pushes inside.


The pain is immediate. Catastrophic. It doesn't build or creep or announce itself politely—it explodes through my entire body like a bomb detonating at the base of my spine. I scream. Not a moan, not a gasp—a raw, animal scream that tears from my throat without permission.


"FUCK—"


He's barely inside. Just the head, stretching my ring to its absolute limit, and already I feel like I'm being torn apart. The burning is unbearable. White-hot agony radiating outward from where he's splitting me open, shooting up my spine, exploding behind my eyes in starbursts of pure suffering.


"Too big—" I'm sobbing now, actual tears streaming down my face. "Please, it's too big, I can't—"


"You can." Claire's arms tighten around me, holding me in place. "You will."


Marcus doesn't stop. Doesn't wait for me to adjust. Just keeps pushing, millimeter by agonizing millimeter, forcing my body to accept what it desperately wants to reject. I can feel every vein on his shaft dragging against my stretched walls. Can feel my insides rearranging to accommodate his invasion.


This is what women feel, I realize through the haze of pain. This is what Claire felt, all those times I couldn't satisfy her. This fullness. This surrender. This complete and total vulnerability.


I am not a man anymore.


The thought should devastate me. Instead, it brings a strange kind of peace. I'm not a man. I don't have to be a man. I can stop fighting, stop pretending, stop trying to be something I was never meant to be.


"Halfway," Marcus grunts. "Tight little bitch."


Halfway. Oh God. There's more. So much more.


"SIR-PLEASE-."


He responds with a horribly powerful spank that makes me whimper out loud and keeps pushing. The pain doesn't lessen—if anything, it intensifies as he reaches deeper, stretching parts of me that have never been touched. I'm making sounds I don't recognize. Whimpers and sobs and broken little gasps that sound nothing like the man I used to be.


"That's it," Claire murmurs beneath me, her hands stroking my back in what might be comfort or might be possession. "Take it. Take all of him. This is what you wanted, remember? All those videos. All those fantasies. You dreamed of this, Daisy. You dreamed of being fucked like a woman."


She's right. I did dream of this. Jerked off to it countless times, imagining what it would feel like to be on the receiving end. But fantasy is clean and controlled. Fantasy doesn't include the searing pain, the humiliating vulnerability, the absolute destruction of everything you thought you were.


Reality isn't so much worse. Reality is so much better.


Marcus bottoms out.


I feel his hips press against my ass, his balls heavy against my taint, every inch of that massive cock buried inside me. The room is filled with the sounds of me sobbing and whining. I'm impaled. Pinned. Completely and utterly full.


"There we go," he says, satisfaction thick in his voice. "Took the whole thing. Good little sissy white boy."


I can't respond. Can barely breathe. The pain is still there—a deep, throbbing ache that pulses with every heartbeat—but something else is happening too. Something I didn't expect.


Heat.


It spreads from where Marcus fills me, radiating outward through my pelvis, my thighs, my entire lower body. The burning stretch begins to soften, transforming from agony into something more complex. Still painful, yes. But threaded through that pain is something else. Something that feels terrifyingly like pleasure.


"Oh—" The sound escapes me, small and confused. "Oh, fuck—"


"There it is." Claire's smile is audible. "There's my good girl. You feel it now, don't you? You're gonna feel what it's like to be fucked by a real man."


Marcus pulls back slowly—inch by inch withdrawing from my abused hole—and the sensation makes my whole body shudder. The drag of his cock against my stretched walls sends sparks shooting through my nervous system. Pain and pleasure tangled together until I can't tell where one ends and the other begins.


Then he thrusts forward.


"ACK-!"


The sound I make isn't human. A keening, broken wail that echoes off the walls as he buries himself inside me again. The pain flares bright and sharp, but underneath it—behind it—something else is building. Something that makes my caged clit throb desperately against its plastic prison.


"OH FUCK!"


"Shit, your husband tight as hell-."


"Yeah, is that right, sissy? You're so tight for daddy, huh, Daisy? Do you want him to stop? Or do you want more?"


"More—" I hear myself begging. The word comes from somewhere deep inside, somewhere I didn't know existed. "Please, Daddy, more—"


Did I just call him Daddy?


Marcus laughs—dark, satisfied—and gives me exactly what I asked for. His hips slam forward, driving deep, and I cry out in something that's no longer purely pain. He sets a rhythm, steady and relentless, fucking me with the same power he uses on Claire.


I called this black stud of a man-daddy.


Each thrust drives me down against my wife. My caged clit grinds against her mound, the plastic pressing into her sensitive flesh. She moans beneath me, her hips rolling up to meet the pressure.


"Yes—" she gasps. "Fuck yes—right there—"


Marcus's cock was splitting me open while my caged, useless clit pleasures my wife with just its surface. The absurdity of it—the twisted beauty of it—makes me dizzy with something that might be shame or might be bliss.


I can't tell anymore. I don't think it matters. I-I-had to do something-.


Claire's legs wrap around my waist, locking me in place. Her ankles cross at the small of my back, pressing me down against her, eliminating any distance between us. I couldn't escape now even if I wanted to.


I don't want to.


"This is your place now," Claire whispers, her lips brushing my ear. "Fucking sissy faggot. This is who you always will be."


"Yes—" I gasp as Marcus thrusts particularly deep, his cock hitting something-a small bump inside me that makes stars explode behind my eyes. "Yes, Mistress—"


"You're mine, baby." Her voice is gentle now, almost loving, even as her words cut deep. "My sissy housewife. My good girl."


I nod frantically, beyond words, beyond thought. Marcus is fucking me harder now, his pace quickening, his grunts growing more urgent. Each thrust pushes my cage against Claire's clit, and she moans beneath me, her nails digging into my back.


"You're a woman now," Claire continues, her breath hot against my neck. "A real woman. Just like me. And you know what real women are for?"


I shake my head, tears and sweat mingling on my face.


"We're made to be fucked." Her legs tighten around me. "Not to please. That's what men like Marcus are for—pleasing us. Fucking us. Breeding us." She gasps as my cage hits her clit just right. "And you—oh fuck—you're finally where you belong."


The pleasure is building now. Different from anything I've felt before. Not in my caged clit—that's still trapped, throbbing, denied—but somewhere deeper. Somewhere inside me that Marcus's cock keeps hitting with devastating precision. A spot I didn't know I had. A pleasure I didn't know was possible.


"Feel that?" Claire moans. "Feel how good it is? This is what you were denying yourself all those years. Pretending to be a man. Pretending you didn't need this. But you did, didn't you? You needed to be fucked. To be filled. To be owned."


I'm crying again. Not from pain anymore—from overwhelming sensation. From the realization that she's right. From the total, complete acceptance of what I've become.


"Such a good sissy," Claire coos, her hips rolling up to meet my cage. "Such a good little woman. Taking Daddy's cock like you were born for it. Because you were, weren't you? You were born for this."


"Yes—" The word tears out of me. "Yes, I was born for this—"


Marcus's hands tighten on my hips, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise. His rhythm is growing erratic, desperate. He's close—I can feel it in the way his cock swells inside me, the way his breathing turns ragged and harsh.


"Gonna breed this sissy bitch—" he growls, slamming into me with savage force. "Gonna fill her up just like I fill her wife—"


"Yes—" Claire gasps beneath me, her body trembling. "Breed her, Daddy. Breed us both—make us yours—"


I moan in unison with my wife—my Mistress—as Marcus picks up the pace. His cock pistoning in and out of my ruined hole, my cage grinding against Claire's swollen clit, all three of us hurtling toward something inevitable. Something that will change everything.


"This is what you're good for," Claire whispers, her voice trembling with approaching climax. "This is all you'll ever be. My sissy housewife. My beautiful, broken little woman. Say it."


"I'm your sissy housewife—" I sob. 


"And what are you good for?"


"Being fucked—being bred—being yours—"


The words pour out of me like a confession. Like a prayer. Like the truest thing I've ever said.


Claire's arms tighten around me. Marcus's thrusts grow savage. And somewhere in the middle of it all—pinned between my wife and her lover, my body no longer my own, my identity shattered and rebuilt into something new—I finally stop fighting.


I surrender completely.
* * *



Chapter 25:


"I'm gonna cum—"


Daisy's voice breaks on the words, high and desperate and nothing like the man I married. She's sobbing, trembling, her whole body shaking between me and Marcus as he drives into her from behind.


"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum, Mistress please—"


I look up at my sissy housewife's face—mascara streaked, lipstick smeared, eyes wild with something between terror and ecstasy—and I feel a surge of tenderness I wasn't expecting. This broken, beautiful creature writhing on top of me. This is what my husband became. What I made him become.


What he always was, underneath.


"Cum for me," I whisper, pulling her face down to mine. "Cum for Daddy. Show me what a good girl you are."


Marcus slams into her one final time, burying himself to the hilt, and Daisy screams against my lips.


Her whole body convulses. I feel the spasms ripple through her—muscles clenching, hips jerking, that pathetic caged clit grinding against my mound as wave after wave tears through her. And then—


Warmth. Spreading across my belly.


She's cumming. Actually cumming, despite the cage, despite never being touched. Just from being fucked. Just from having a real man's cock pound her prostate until her body couldn't take it anymore.


The liquid pooling between us is thin. Watery. Nothing like the thick, powerful ropes Marcus shoots inside me. It dribbles out of her cage in weak spurts, coating my stomach in her useless seed.


I pull back from the kiss and look down at the mess she's made. My sissy housewife's cum—if you can even call it that—spreading across my skin like a stain. Like evidence of everything she's lost.


"Look at that," I murmur, swiping a finger through the puddle. "Look what came out of you."


Daisy is still trembling, still crying, her face buried in my neck. She can't look. Can't face what her body just did.


I bring the finger to my lips and taste it. Thin. Bland. Nothing. Less than nothing.


"You know what Marcus's cum tastes like?" I ask, my voice soft and cruel. "Thick. Rich. Like a man's seed should taste. Like something that could actually make a baby." I wipe my finger on Daisy's cheek, leaving a streak of her own pathetic fluid. "This? This is nothing. This is what comes out of a sissy. Watery. Weak. Useless."


Daisy whimpers against my neck. I feel fresh tears soaking into my skin.


"Good little sissy faggot." I stroke her hair, almost gentle. "You don't need to worry about impregnating me ever. That's not what you're for anymore. That’s Marcus’s job."


Marcus pulls out of Daisy with a wet sound that makes us both shudder. I feel the emptiness in her—the sudden absence of what was filling her—through the way her body sags against mine.


"Damn," Marcus says, his voice rough with satisfaction. "Made the sissy cum without even touching her little clit. That's some good pussy right there."


Pussy. He called her pussy. And she didn't even flinch.


I think about how we got here.


Three months ago, I was a frustrated wife lying next to a husband who couldn't get hard for me. Crying in the shower. Wondering what was wrong with me. Fantasizing about the man at the gym who looked at me like I was worth something.


Now that man is in my bedroom, his magnificent cock glistening with my sissy housewife's ass juices, and I'm lying beneath the feminized remains of my marriage with another woman's cum cooling on my belly.


How did this happen?


It happened because I found those videos. It happened because I saw what David really wanted—what he really was—and instead of running, I leaned in. It happened because somewhere along the way, I discovered that I wanted it too. The power. The control. The freedom to take what I needed without apology.


Daisy shifts on top of me, her smooth skin sliding against mine. I run my hands down her back—hairless now, soft as silk from the hormones and the lotions and the endless maintenance of her new body. She feels different than she used to. Better. More like what a body pressed against mine should feel like.


Not a man's body. Not anymore.


I made her this way. Shaped her into exactly what I wanted. And now she's mine—truly mine—in a way David never was. 

This was not David.

This was Daisy.


Marcus climbs back onto the bed, the mattress dipping under his weight. I feel his hand on my thigh, sliding upward, and my body responds immediately. Still hungry. Still wanting. He's not done with us yet.


"Roll her off," he commands. "My turn with you."


I push gently at Daisy's shoulders, and she rolls to the side, collapsing onto the mattress beside me. Her eyes are glazed, vacant—fucked stupid, lost in whatever headspace being bred by a real man put her in. She'll come back eventually. They always do.


Marcus positions himself between my legs, and I spread them wide in welcome. This is what I needed. What I was denied for seven years. A man who wants me. A man who can satisfy me. A man whose cock doesn't wilt at the thought of pleasing his wife.


He pushes inside me in one smooth thrust, and I moan—loud, shameless, not caring who hears. He fills me perfectly. Stretches me exactly right. Hits every spot that David's pathetic little clit could never reach.


"Fuck—" I gasp, my hands clawing at his back. "Yes, Daddy, fuck me—"


"That's right, baby." His hips set a punishing rhythm, driving into me with the force I crave. "Take this dick. Show your sissy how a real woman gets fucked."


I turn my head and find Daisy watching us. Lying on her side, still trembling, her caged clit pressed against my hip. She's watching her wife—her Mistress—get fucked by the man who just bred her. Watching and wanting and knowing she'll never be this again.


Never be the one doing the fucking. Never be the one on top. Never be anything but what she is now—a sissy, a servant, a hole to be used.


"Watch," I command her, even as Marcus drives me toward the edge. "Watch what a real man does to me. Watch what you could never do."


Daisy's eyes are locked on where Marcus and I are joined. On his massive black cock disappearing into my white pussy over and over again. On the way my body responds to him—arching, writhing, desperate for more.


"This is what I needed," I gasp, the words tumbling out between moans. "All those years—all those nights you couldn't—this is what—oh fuck—"


Marcus shifts his angle and hits something deep inside me that makes my vision blur. I'm close. So close. Building toward something massive, something earth-shattering, something that will leave me wrecked and satisfied in ways I never knew possible.


"You feel that, sissy?" Marcus grunts, not slowing his rhythm. "Feel your wife cumming on this dick? That's what she sounds like when she's actually satisfied. Bet you never heard that before."


Daisy shakes her head weakly. No. She never did. Because I never was.


"Come here," I reach for her, pulling her closer even as Marcus pounds into me. "Kiss me. I want you to taste what happiness feels like."


Daisy leans in, her lips trembling, and I capture her mouth with mine. Soft. Pliant. Submissive. She kisses like a woman now—like someone who exists to be claimed, not to claim. I taste salt from her tears, sweetness from her lipstick, and underneath it all, the faint musk of Marcus's ass that she was rimming earlier. 

I moan into her mouth as Marcus drives me higher. Her hand finds my breast, squeezing gently, and I realize—this is what I wanted. Both of them. The power of having a real man fuck me while my feminized husband attends to my pleasure. The best of both worlds.


"I'm close—" I break the kiss, gasping. "Daddy, I'm so close—"


"Yeah?" Marcus's thrusts grow more savage. "Gonna cum on this dick, huh, white bitch?"


"Yes—fuck—YES—"


Daisy's lips find my neck, kissing and sucking while Marcus ruins me from below. I'm sandwiched between them—my lover and my sissy, my man and my woman—and the overwhelming sensation of being wanted, being touched, being worshipped from both sides pushes me over the edge.


I scream.


The orgasm rips through me like nothing I've ever felt—full-body, blinding, every nerve ending firing at once. I clamp down on Marcus's cock, my pussy spasming around him, milking him, demanding what I know is coming next.


"FUCK—" Marcus's rhythm stutters. "Shit, baby, I'm gonna—"


"Inside me—" I'm still cumming, still convulsing, my voice breaking. "Cum inside me, Daddy—fill me up—breed me—"


He roars—that same primal sound from before—and slams into me one final time. I feel his cock pulse, feel the heat of his release flooding my insides, feel jet after jet of his thick, powerful seed painting my walls.


This is what cum should feel like. This is what being bred should feel like. Not the watery nothing that dribbled out of Daisy's cage. This—hot and thick and endless, filling me until it has nowhere else to go.


Marcus collapses on top of me, his weight pressing me into the mattress, his cock still twitching inside me. We're both breathing hard, both slicked with sweat, both thoroughly satisfied.


Daisy is still beside us. Still watching. Still processing what she just witnessed. Tears streaming down her face. Understanding written in every line of her broken expression. Marcus shifts, pulling out of me slowly, and I feel his seed start to leak from my well-used pussy. So much of it. So thick and rich compared to the watery mess still drying on my belly.


"Clean her up, faggot," Marcus commands, looking at Daisy. "You know what to do."


Daisy's eyes go wide. She looks at me—at the cum dripping from between my legs—and I see the moment she realizes what's being asked.


"Go on," I encourage, spreading my thighs wider. "Be a good girl. Clean up Daddy's mess inside me."


Daisy crawls between my legs, her face inches from my dripping pussy, and I watch my sissy housewife prepare to eat another man's cum out of me for the second time tonight. 

* * *



Chapter 26:


Daisy's tongue is gentle against my swollen flesh.


She's learned so much in these past months. How to lap without rushing. How to suck without using teeth. How to worship a pussy—and the cum inside it—like it's the most precious thing in the world.


I let my head fall back against the pillows, eyes closed, savoring the sensation. The room smells like sex and sweat and satisfaction. Like everything I never had in my marriage. Like everything I have now.


"That's it," I murmur, threading my fingers through Daisy's hair. "Get every drop. Don't waste any of Daddy's seed."


She moans against me—eager, devoted—and I feel her tongue push deeper, searching for every trace of Marcus that she can find. The same tongue that once belonged to a man who thought going down on his wife was "degrading." The same mouth that refused to pleasure me for seven years.


Now it can't get enough.


Marcus watches for a moment, then rises from the bed. I hear him gathering his clothes, the soft sounds of fabric rustling as he dresses. This is how it always ends—him leaving, us staying, the natural order of things. 

I wouldn’t want it any other way. I was married to Daisy.

Not Marcus.


"Same time next week?" he asks, buckling his belt.


"Mmm." I'm too focused on Daisy's tongue to form proper words. "Text me."


He laughs—low, satisfied—and I hear his footsteps cross the room. The door opens, then closes. And then it's just us.


Just me and my sissy housewife.


Daisy doesn't stop. Doesn't even acknowledge that Marcus left. Her entire world has narrowed to the space between my thighs, to the task of cleaning me, worshipping me, serving me. This is what she lives for now. 

This was Daisy’s role.


I think about that man. David. The one who existed before I found those videos. Before I discovered what he really was. Before I gave him permission to become what he'd always wanted to be.


He's gone now. Truly gone. 

Daisy erased him—or maybe I did—the night I put those panties in his birthday box and demanded he wear them. Every day since then has been another nail in David's coffin. The shaving. The makeup. The hormones. The training. Piece by piece, we dismantled the man and built a woman in his place.


A woman who's currently licking cum out of my pussy with desperate, grateful strokes.


Daisy's tongue finds a particularly sensitive spot, and I gasp, my hips rolling up to meet her mouth. She's learned exactly how I like it. Learned my body better than David ever did, because David never tried. Never cared. Never saw my pleasure as anything but a burden.


Daisy sees it as her purpose.


"Good girl," I moan, gripping her hair tighter. "Such a good fucking girl—right there—"


She doubles her efforts, her tongue working frantically, and I feel another orgasm building. Smaller than the ones Marcus gave me, but sweet in its own way. The orgasm of being worshipped. Of having a devoted servant between my legs, desperate to please.


I cum with a soft cry, my thighs clamping around Daisy's head, my back arching off the mattress. She keeps licking through it—gentle now, soothing—bringing me down slowly from the peak.


When I finally release her, she looks up at me with those big, wet eyes. Cum and pussy juice smeared across her chin. Makeup destroyed. Hair a disaster. She looks like exactly what she is—a thoroughly used sissy who exists for nothing but service.


She looks beautiful.


"Come here," I say, pulling her up beside me.


Daisy crawls into my arms, pressing her smooth body against mine. I run my hands down her back—hairless, soft, so different from the man I married. The hormones have changed her. Softened her edges. Given her the beginnings of small breasts, hips that curve just slightly, skin that feels like silk under my fingertips.


She's becoming what she was always meant to be.


“I love you so much, Daisy.” 

Whatever words came out of my mouth was sincere.

Honest.


Because I do love her. Not the way I loved David—that was a lie we both told ourselves, a performance of what marriage was supposed to look like. This is different. This is real. I love Daisy for what she is, not for what I wished she could be.


"I love you too," I say, and I mean it.


Daisy's eyes fill with fresh tears. But these aren't tears of pain or humiliation. These are something else. Something like joy.


I pull her closer, tucking her head under my chin. My sissy housewife. My beautiful, broken doll. We fit together differently now—not like husband and wife, but like Mistress and servant, owner and owned. Better. Truer.


"This is us now," I murmur into her hair. "This is who we are."


"Yes, Mistress," she whispers against my chest.


We lie there for a long time, tangled together in the ruins of my marriage bed. The sheets are soaked. The room smells like sex. Marcus's cum is still leaking out of me, staining the mattress beneath us.


I don't care.


I have everything I need right here. A real man who satisfies me. 

And a sissy wife who serves me.


Tomorrow will bring more of the same. Daisy will cook breakfast in her maid's uniform. I'll go to work while she cleans the house. Marcus will text, and we'll make plans for the next time. The cycle will continue—service and sex and submission—exactly as it should be.


But for now, in this moment, there's only us.


Claire and Daisy.


Mistress and sissy.


Wife and... wife.


I close my eyes and let the warmth of her body seep into me. Her smooth skin against mine. Her soft breath on my chest. The quiet peace of a woman who has finally found her place.


David is gone. The man I married no longer exists.


But Daisy is here. 

To serve me.


* * *



EPILOGUE:


Six months later.


The smell of pancakes fills the kitchen as I waddle down the stairs, one hand pressed against my swollen belly. Six months pregnant and I'm already huge—the doctor says it's normal for a first pregnancy, especially at thirty-five, but I still wasn't prepared for how much my body would change.


"Good morning, Mistress."


Daisy turns from the stove, spatula in hand, and the sight of her still takes my breath away sometimes. She's wearing her usual morning uniform—a soft pink dress that falls to mid-thigh, white apron tied in a bow at her back, hair pulled into a neat ponytail. No maid costume today; those are for special occasions now. This is just... her. Just Daisy. 

The hormones have done their work beautifully. Her face has softened, cheekbones more pronounced, skin clearer than it ever was when she was David. Small breasts press against the fabric of her dress—barely an A-cup, but real, hers. Her hips have widened just enough to give her a gentle curve. She looks like what she is: a woman. 


"You know you don’t have to call me that all time, baby." I lower myself carefully into a kitchen chair, groaning as my back protests. "Those smell amazing."


"Blueberry, your favorite." Daisy slides a plate in front of me—three perfect pancakes, pat of butter, drizzle of maple syrup. Exactly how I like it. "Coffee is decaf, don't worry. And I put your prenatal vitamins by your glass."


I smile, reaching out to squeeze her hand as she passes. "What would I do without you?"


She smiles—a real smile, easy and genuine. So different from the forced expressions David used to wear. "Also, Marcus texted. He wants to know if Thursday works for dinner."


Marcus. The father of the child growing inside me.


It's strange how normal that feels now. How natural. He comes by once or twice a week—sometimes to stay for dinner, sometimes just to check on the pregnancy, but mostly to fuck Daisy. Because that’s his second choice for now as long as I’m still pregnant. At first he was worried because in his own words ‘I ain’t getting tied by no baby daddy shit’ but that’s what Daisy was for. Daisy was still the ‘father’ on paper. 


"Thursday works," I say, cutting into my pancakes. “Bet you’re super excited.”


Daisy nods, already tapping out a reply on her phone. She handles all the scheduling now, all the communication. My personal assistant in addition to my housewife. My everything.


I watch her move around the kitchen—loading the dishwasher, wiping down counters, refilling my water glass without being asked—and I think about how far we've come. A year ago, I was lying next to a man who couldn't get hard for me, crying myself to sleep, wondering what was wrong with me. Now I'm pregnant with my lover's child, watching my feminized husband flutter around the kitchen in a pink dress, and I've never been happier.


I wonder sometimes what we'll tell the baby when he’s older. How we'll explain our family—two mothers and a father who visits, a sissy housewife and a white hotwife and a Black man whose genes he carries. 

It's not conventional.

It's definitely not what I imagined for myself when I walked down the aisle eight years ago.


It’s just a whole lot better.


* * *



THE END


* * *
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