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CHAPTER 1


I came home early that Tuesday.


That's the thing about life-changing moments. They never announce themselves. No dramatic music. No warning signs. Just an ordinary Tuesday, a canceled afternoon meeting, and me walking through my own front door two hours ahead of schedule.


The house was quiet. Eric's car was in the driveway, but I didn't hear the TV or music. Maybe he was napping. Maybe working from his home office.


I dropped my purse on the kitchen counter and kicked off my heels. Grabbed a glass of water. Scrolled through my phone for a minute. Nothing unusual. Nothing that would have prepared me for what came next.


I heard something from upstairs. A rhythmic sound. Soft moaning.


My first thought was cheating. Some woman in my bed, in my house, while I was supposed to be at work. Eight years of marriage, and this is how it ends.


I crept up the stairs, heart pounding, already composing the speech in my head. Already imagining the divorce papers. Already planning which friends would take my side.


Our bedroom door was open a crack. The sounds were coming from inside.


I pushed it open.


And my entire world collapsed.


Eric was on our bed. But he wasn't with another woman.


He was wearing my lingerie.


My black lace panties stretched over his crotch, his little bulge barely visible through the fabric. My matching bra, stuffed with something—socks? tissues?—to create the illusion of breasts. My thigh-high stockings rolled up his hairless legs.


His hairless legs.


When did he start shaving his legs?


He was jerking off. Eyes glued to his laptop, propped open on the bed beside him. I could see the screen from the doorway. Some kind of video—pink and purple flashing, spiral patterns, a deep voice saying words I couldn't quite make out.


The browser tabs behind it told the full story. "Sissy Training - Feminization Hypnosis." "Become the Girl You Were Meant to Be."


I must have made a sound. A gasp, maybe. Or just the creak of the floorboard under my weight.


Eric looked up. Our eyes met.


For one frozen second, neither of us moved.


Then came the scrambling. The pathetic, desperate scrambling. Eric grabbing for the covers, slamming the laptop shut, yanking off the bra, his voice cracking as words tumbled out in a frantic stream.


"Jane! You're home early—this isn't—I can explain—it's not what it looks like—"


I couldn't speak. Could barely breathe.


This was my husband. The man I married eight years ago. The man I built a life with, bought a house with, planned a future with.


And he was wearing my underwear and watching videos about becoming a woman.


"Who the fuck are you?" The words came out cold. Flat. I didn't recognize my own voice.


"Jane, please—" Eric was crying now. Actual tears streaming down his face, smearing what I now noticed was mascara. He was wearing makeup. My makeup. "I can explain, I swear, it's not—I'm not—"


"Take those off." I pointed at my panties. "Take my fucking clothes off right now."


He stripped them off with shaking hands. Stood there naked and pathetic, his little cock shriveled with shame, tears dripping off his chin.


I looked at him. Really looked at him.


When did I stop seeing him?


The soft body. The narrow shoulders. The complete absence of muscle definition. His body hair—gone. All of it. Chest, legs, arms. Even his pubic hair was trimmed into a neat little triangle.


How long had this been going on?


"How long?" I asked.


"Jane—"


"HOW LONG?"


He flinched like I'd hit him. "Since... since before we met."


The room spun. I grabbed the doorframe to steady myself.


Before we met. Our entire relationship. Our entire marriage. Everything was built on this lie.


"I thought I could stop," he whispered. "I thought getting married would fix it. That loving you would make it go away. But it didn't. It just got worse. And the videos—they help, they—"


"They help?" I laughed. Ugly. Bitter. "They HELP? Eric, you were watching hypnosis videos about becoming a woman while wearing my underwear. In what universe does that HELP?"


He had no answer. Just stood there, naked and crying, everything I thought I knew about him shattered on the floor between us.


I should have walked out. Should have grabbed my purse and left. Called a lawyer. Called my mother. Called anyone.


Instead, I sat down on the edge of the bed. Suddenly exhausted. The anger draining out of me, leaving something hollow in its place.


"I want a divorce," I said quietly.


"No. No, please, Jane, please—" He dropped to his knees in front of me. Literally on his knees, hands clasped like he was praying. "Please don't leave me. I'll do anything. I'll stop, I'll delete everything, I'll get help—"


"Help." I stared at him. This man I didn't recognize. "You think there's help for this?"


"There has to be. Therapy, or—or something. Please, Jane. Eight years. Our house. Our life. Please don't throw it all away because of this. I can be fixed. I know I can be fixed."


I should have said no. Should have trusted my instincts, cut my losses, gotten out while I still could.


But eight years is a long time. And the house was in both our names. And despite everything—despite the betrayal, the disgust, the overwhelming wrongness of what I'd just witnessed—part of me still remembered the man I married.


Or thought I married.


"Therapy," I said finally. "Real therapy. With a professional. And you answer every question honestly, or I walk. Understood?"


Eric nodded frantically, still on his knees, tears of relief mixing with the shame. "Yes. Yes, anything. I'll find someone tomorrow, I promise."


"I'll find someone," I corrected him. "I don't trust you to pick."


He just nodded. Kept nodding. Like a broken bobblehead.


I stood up, stepped around him, and walked out of the room. Went downstairs. Poured myself a glass of wine. Then another.


I didn't know it then, but I'd just made the worst decision of my life.


Or maybe the best. It's hard to say now.


Because the therapist I found, the one with the glowing reviews and the impressive credentials? Her name was Dr. Rachel White.


And she was about to change everything.
*


CHAPTER 2


Dr. White's office was nothing like I expected.


I'd imagined something clinical. Sterile. A couch, maybe, like in the movies. Instead, we walked into what looked like a high-end living room. Warm lighting, leather armchairs, abstract art on the walls. Soft jazz playing from hidden speakers.


And Dr. White herself.


She was Black, late forties, with flawless dark skin and silver-streaked locs pulled back in an elegant twist. She wore a fitted burgundy dress that hugged curves I'd kill for, gold jewelry at her wrists and ears. When she stood to greet us, I noticed her heels—Louboutins, the red soles unmistakable.


This woman was not struggling for clients.


"Jane. Eric." Her voice was warm, melodic. She shook my hand first, then Eric's. Her grip was firm. Confident. "Please, sit."


Eric practically collapsed into one of the armchairs. He'd been a wreck all week, barely eating, flinching every time I looked at him. Good. He should be scared.


I sat in the chair beside him, keeping distance between us. Dr. White settled across from us, crossing her long legs, a leather notepad balanced on her knee.


"So," she said, clicking her pen. "Tell me why you're here."


I looked at Eric. He looked at the floor.


Typical.


"My husband," I started, the word tasting bitter, "has a problem. I caught him last week wearing my lingerie and watching..." I couldn't finish.


"Watching what, Jane?"


"Sissy porn. Feminization videos. Hypnosis stuff about—" I swallowed. "About becoming a woman."


Dr. White's expression didn't change. Not a flicker of surprise. She just nodded, made a note.


"Eric," she said. "Is this accurate?"


He nodded, still staring at the floor. "Yes."


"How long have you been engaging in this behavior?"


A long pause. "A few years. It started with porn and... spiraled."


I felt my jaw clench. We'd been over this, but hearing him admit it to someone else made it real all over again.


Dr. White asked him more questions. Gentle, probing. When did it start? What triggered it? How often? Did he act on it outside the home?


Eric answered everything. Quietly. Shamefully. The portrait that emerged was worse than I'd imagined. Years of secret browsing. Buying women's clothes online, wearing them when I wasn't home. Fantasies about being feminized, submitting, serving.


I sat there listening, feeling sicker by the minute.


Finally, Dr. White turned to me.


"Jane, how are you feeling?"


"How do you think I'm feeling?" I snapped. "I just found out my husband is a— a—"


"A what?"


I couldn't say it. The words stuck in my throat.


"You're angry," Dr. White observed. "That's understandable. You feel betrayed. Deceived."


"Yes."


"You want me to tell you Eric is sick. That there's something wrong with him. That this can be fixed, and you can have your 'normal' husband back."


"Yes." My voice cracked. "Exactly."


Dr. White set down her pen. Uncrossed her legs. Leaned forward slightly.


"What if I told you," she said slowly, "that Eric isn't the problem?"


I blinked. "Excuse me?"


"What if I told you that the more interesting question isn't what's wrong with your husband—but what's wrong with you?"


The room went silent. Even the jazz seemed to fade.


"I'm sorry?" I said.


"Jane." Dr. White's eyes locked onto mine. Dark. Penetrating. "You married Eric. Out of all the men in the world, you chose him. Why?"


I opened my mouth, closed it. "I—because I loved him."


"What did you love about him? Specifically?"


"He was... he was kind. Gentle. He listened to me. He wasn't like other guys."


"Wasn't like other guys how?"


"He wasn't aggressive. Wasn't always trying to—" I stopped.


"Trying to what? Dominate you? Take charge? Be masculine?"


I felt heat rising to my cheeks. "He was respectful."


"Respectful." Dr. White smiled, but it didn't reach her eyes. "That's an interesting word. Let me ask you something, Jane. In your marriage, who makes the decisions?"


"We both—"


"Who chose your house?"


"I... I found it. But we decided together."


"Who handles the finances?"


"I do. Eric isn't good with—"


"Who initiates sex?"


I froze.


"When you do have sex," Dr. White continued, "who takes the lead? Who decides what happens? Is Eric ever... dominant?"


Eric was staring at his lap. I was staring at Dr. White. My heart was pounding.


"Jane," she said softly. "You didn't fall in love with Eric despite his lack of masculinity. You chose him because of it."


"That's not—"


"You wanted someone safe. Someone you could control. Someone who would never challenge you, never threaten you, never make you feel anything you didn't want to feel."


"I didn't know he was—"


"Didn't you?" Her eyebrow arched. "Eight years of marriage. A man with no body hair. Who never initiates. Who defers to you in everything. Who flinches when you raise your voice."


She gestured at Eric, still hunched in his chair.


"Look at him, Jane. Really look. Does that look like a man to you? Did it ever?"


I looked at Eric. My husband. His soft features. His downcast eyes. His hands folded in his lap like a child waiting to be scolded.


"You chose this," Dr. White said. "Maybe not consciously. But somewhere deep down, you knew exactly what Eric was. And you married him anyway. Because a real man would have terrified you."


My throat was closing. Eyes burning.


"So before we talk about fixing Eric," she continued, "I think we need to talk about why you're so invested in pretending you didn't create this situation."


I wanted to argue. Wanted to scream at her that she was wrong, that this wasn't my fault, that I was the victim here.


But the words wouldn't come.


Because somewhere, in a place I didn't want to look, I knew she might be right.


*



CHAPTER 3


The second session was different.


I'd spent the week in a fog, replaying Dr. White's words over and over. You chose this. You created this. A real man would have terrified you.


Was she right? Had I really picked Eric because he was safe? Because I could control him?


I thought about our relationship. How I'd always made the plans. How Eric went along with everything I wanted. How he never pushed back, never argued, never made me feel challenged.


I'd told myself it was because he loved me. Because he was a good husband.


But maybe it was because he wasn't really a husband at all.


Eric, meanwhile, had been different since that first session. Quieter. More submissive, if that was even possible. He'd been sleeping in the guest room—my decision—but I'd caught him looking at me with something that wasn't quite shame anymore.


It was almost like... relief.


Like someone had finally named the thing he'd been hiding from himself.


Dr. White greeted us at the door this time. Same elegant presence, same knowing eyes. But today she seemed more relaxed. Like she'd been waiting for this.


"How was your week?" she asked once we were seated.


Eric looked at me. I looked at my hands.


"Confusing," I admitted.


"Good." Dr. White smiled. "Confusion is the first step toward clarity."


She turned to Eric. "And you? How do you feel about what we discussed?"


For the first time, Eric looked up. Met her eyes.


"Relieved," he said quietly. "Like... like someone finally understands."


I felt a flash of something. Jealousy? That my husband felt more understood by this stranger than by me?


Dr. White nodded slowly. Then she turned to me.


"Jane, I'd like to speak with Eric alone for a moment. Would you mind waiting outside?"


I hesitated. "Why?"


"There may be aspects of his condition he's not comfortable discussing in front of you yet. It's important for treatment that I get the full picture."


I didn't like it, but I stood and left. Sat in the waiting room for what felt like forever, staring at the abstract art on the walls, wondering what the hell they were talking about.


When the door finally opened, Dr. White called me back in.


Eric looked like he'd been crying. His face was red, his eyes wet. He couldn't look at me.


"Sit down, Jane," Dr. White said. "Eric has something he needs to tell you."


I sat. My stomach was already sinking. "What now?"


Eric opened his mouth. Closed it. Looked at Dr. White like a drowning man looking for a life raft.


"Tell her," Dr. White said gently. "All of it."


"The videos I was watching," Eric started, his voice barely above a whisper. "It wasn't just... sissy stuff. Feminization. There was more."


"More?" My voice came out flat. Dead.


"Interracial. BBC. Videos of—" He swallowed hard. "Of Black men with white women. While their husbands watched. Or... or served."


The room went cold.


"I fantasized about you," he continued, the words tumbling out now like he couldn't stop them. "About you being... being taken. By Black men. Real men. Alpha males. While I watched from the corner. In a dress. I—I'm sorry, Jane, I'm so sorry—"


"Shut up." My voice was ice. "Just... shut up."


I stared at this pathetic creature in front of me. My husband. The man I'd built a life with. And he'd been jerking off to fantasies of Black men fucking me while he watched in women's clothes.


"You wanted to watch me get fucked by Black men," I said slowly. "That's what gets you hard. That's what you've been doing when I'm at work. Fantasizing about me being a—a—"


I couldn't finish. Couldn't find words for how disgusted I was.


Dr. White watched us both with calm, knowing eyes.


"Now we can begin," she said. "Eric, I want to give you a formal diagnosis. Something to frame what you're experiencing."


He nodded, eager.


"You have what I call Latent Feminization Disorder. It's not in the DSM—the traditional psychiatric establishment isn't ready for it yet. But I've seen it many times in my practice."


"What does it mean?" Eric asked.


"It means you were never meant to be a man." Dr. White said it simply, like stating a fact. "Some people are born in the wrong body. Others are born in the right body but with the wrong expectations placed on them. You've spent your entire life trying to perform masculinity, and it's been slowly destroying you."


Eric's eyes were wet. "So there's nothing wrong with me?"


"There's nothing wrong with wanting to be who you really are." Dr. White leaned forward. "The problem isn't your desires, Eric. It's the cage you've been living in. The prison of pretending to be something you're not."


I sat there, frozen. This wasn't what I'd expected. I'd expected her to give Eric tools to suppress these urges. Instead she was—


"You want him to become a woman?" The words burst out of me.


Dr. White turned those dark eyes on me. "I want Eric to become Erica. The person he's always been inside."


"That's insane. I married a man. I'm not—I'm not a lesbian. And Eric-e's not a woman."


"No one's asking you to be." Dr. White's voice was patient. "This isn't about changing your sexuality, Jane. It's about accepting reality."


"The reality that my husband wants to wear dresses and suck cock?"


The words hung in the air, ugly and raw.


"The reality that your husband isn't a man. But a sissy." Dr. White didn't flinch. "Yes. That reality. The one you've been avoiding for eight years."


I stood up. "I can't do this. I won't—"


"Sit down, Jane."


Something in her voice made me obey. I hated myself for it.


"Let me tell you something," Dr. White said. "Something I don't share with most clients. But I think you need to hear it."


She reached across her desk and picked up the framed photo I'd noticed before. A picture of her with a tall, muscular Black man, his arm around her waist.


"This is Marcus. My assistant. You'll meet him eventually."


"What do you mean?" I asked flatly.


"You'll find out." Dr. White set the photo down. "I've been married for twenty-two years, Jane. To a wonderful man named David. He's kind, intelligent, successful. He loves me deeply."


"Okay..."


"David is also what you might call a sissy. Like your husband. He wears panties under his suits. He serves me breakfast in a maid's uniform on Sundays. And he hasn't had penetrative sex with me in over a decade."


My mouth fell open. What the fuck was I even hearing? 


"Marcus handles that part of our marriage." Dr. White smiled. "David watches sometimes. Other times he waits in another room, listening. He knows his place, and he's never been happier."


"That sounds—" Eric started, leaning forward with something like hope in his voice.


"Shut the fuck up, Eric." I didn't even look at him.


He shrank back into his chair. Dr. White watched the exchange with an amused smile.


I couldn't speak. This elegant, professional woman—


"I'm not asking you to do anything I haven't done myself," she continued. "I'm not some theorist preaching from an ivory tower. I live this life. I know it works."


"But that's—you're—"


"I'm what? Say it, Jane."


I couldn't.


"I'm a snowbunny, have you heard of that term?" Dr. White asked calmly. "A Black woman with a white sissy husband and a Black lover who-pleases me because my husband can't. It's not the traditional arrangement of a functional marriage, but it's honest. More honest than most marriages I've seen."


She leaned back in her chair.


"Here's my prescription, Jane. For the next week, I want you to let Eric dress at home. Fully. Wig, makeup, clothes. Let him be Erica in the safety of your house. Watch how he changes. Watch how you feel."


"I can't—"


"You can. And you will. Because the alternative is divorce, and we both know you're not ready for that."


She was right. I hated her for being right.


"And if—" I swallowed. "If I do this, and I still can't accept it?"


"Then we'll discuss the next step. But your husband will, I know. That's the state of modern white marriages these days," Dr. White glanced at the photo of Marcus. "I have resources for women in your situation. Ways to get what you need while still keeping your marriage intact. You do want to save your marriage, don't you?"


The implication hung in the air.


"You're saying I should cheat on my husband. With Marcus. While turning my husband into a-a-."


"Your husband can't give you what you need. And pretending otherwise is killing your marriage." She stood, smoothing her dress. "Same time next week. And Jane?"


I looked up at her.


"Buy Erica something pretty to wear. Something that's hers, not yours. So, she-."


"HE!"


"So she doesn't steal your clothes. Let her know you're trying."


I walked out of that office in a daze. Red-faced. Angry. Not amused. What the fuck was this lady even on about? This was a mistake. Who the fuck does she think she is?


Eric—Erica?—trailing behind me, quiet but somehow lighter.


I didn't know what I was going to do.


But I knew everything had changed.


*


CHAPTER 4


I bought the clothes on Wednesday.


Stood there feeling like everyone was staring even though they weren't, picking out a black cocktail dress, a blonde wig, matching heels. Lingerie too—pink bra and panty set, lacy and feminine.


Dr. White's homework. I was actually doing it.


I was still furious. Still replaying that session in my head. The audacity of that woman, telling me I created this. Telling me my husband was a sissy and I should just accept it. Telling me to buy him pretty things like he was my girlfriend.


And Eric's confession. That was the part I couldn't stop thinking about. BBC. Cuckold. I didn't even know what half those words meant before that session. Now I couldn't get them out of my head. My husband fantasizing about watching Black men fuck me. Getting hard to that while he couldn't get hard for his own wife.


But here I was. In the women's section. Picking out clothes for my husband to wear.


I laid everything on the guest room bed when I got home. Called Eric in.


"Get dressed. All of it."


His eyes went wide. Then wet. Then grateful.


"Thank you, Jane—"


"I said get dressed. Not talk."


He flinched. Good.


I left while he changed. Poured a glass of wine. Then another. By the time she emerged, I was on my third, and my anger had only grown sharper.


Erica stood in the doorway.


She looked... good. The blonde wig framed her face softly. The makeup was subtle but effective. The black dress hugged her slim figure.


She didn't look like Eric in drag. She looked like a woman.


And that made me even angrier.


"Well?" Her voice was softer. Higher. Practiced. "What do you think, Jane?"


I felt my jaw tighten.


"Don't call me that. Not when you're dressed like that."


She blinked. "What should I call you?"


I thought about it. What would Dr. White's sissy husband call her?


"Ma'am. You call me ma'am."


"Yes, ma'am."


"The kitchen is a mess," I said flatly. "Clean it."


She walked toward the kitchen in those heels like she'd worn them a thousand times. Probably had, when I wasn't home. All those years of lies.


I followed her. Watched her start washing dishes, her movements careful and feminine. Too feminine. Like she'd been rehearsing this her whole life.


"You've dressed up like this before," I said. "When I was at work."


A pause. "Yes, ma'am."


"How many times?"


"I... I don't know. Hundreds."


"But you never did... this." I gestured at the sink, the dishes. "Housework. Chores. You just jerked off."


Her face went red. "Yes, ma'am. I just... dressed up and..."


"And touched yourself like a pathetic little freak while I was at the office." I felt the rage building again. Hundreds of times. Hundreds of times my husband had been prancing around our house in women's clothes, jerking off to videos of Black men fucking white wives. Fantasizing about being a cuckold. About watching me get taken by "alpha males" while he sat in the corner in a dress.


Something snapped.


I grabbed the back of her wig and yanked. Hard. Erica yelped, dropping a plate into the sink with a clatter.


"Eight years," I hissed. "Eight years you lied to me."


"I'm sorry, I'm sorry—"


I slapped her. Open palm across the cheek. The sound was sharp in the quiet kitchen.


Erica stared at me, shocked. A red mark blooming on her face.


I stared at my hand. I'd never hit anyone before. Never.


But I didn't feel bad. That was the thing. I waited for the guilt to come, the horror at what I'd done.


It didn't.


Instead, I felt... powerful. Alive. Like something had been sleeping inside me for years and was finally waking up.


"Get back to work," I said.


Erica turned back to the sink. Her hands were shaking, but she moved faster now. More carefully. The slap had made her better.


Interesting.


*


The week became a fever dream.


Every evening, Erica dressed for me. Different outfits—I kept buying more. A French maid costume. A schoolgirl skirt. Yoga pants and a crop top.


And every evening, I found new ways to make her work.


Scrubbing the bathroom floor on hands and knees. Doing laundry in heels. Cooking dinner in nothing but an apron and panties. I'd sit on the couch with my wine, watching her scurry around like a proper housewife.


The first time I hit her-her, not him, I'd felt a flicker of guilt. By the third time, the guilt was gone.


It started small. A slap when she was too slow. A yank of her wig when she talked back. A sharp pinch when she forgot to call me ma'am.


But it grew.


Tuesday night, she burned the rice. I made her stand in the corner for an hour, facing the wall, while I ate the rest of the meal alone. She was crying softly by the end. I didn't care.


Wednesday, she spilled wine on my work blouse while doing laundry. I slapped her three times, hard, until her cheek was bright red and she was sobbing apologies. Then I made her hand-wash the blouse while I watched.


Thursday, she was too slow bringing me my coffee. I grabbed her by the ear like a misbehaving child and dragged her to her knees. She whimpered the whole way down.


Each time I hurt her—emotionally, physically—something happened.


She got better. Faster. More attentive. More desperate to please.


And I felt more alive than I had in years.


The guilt I expected never came. Instead, there was just this rising tide of power. Of control. Of finally getting something I didn't even know I'd been missing.


"You like this," I said one night, watching her polish my work heels. She was on her knees, of course. She was always on her knees now. "Being hurt."


"I..." She hesitated. "Yes, ma'am."


"Say it properly. Tell me you like being slapped around by your wife."


"I like being slapped around by my wife." Her voice was small. Ashamed. But I could see the tiny bulge twitching in her panties.


"You're hard right now, aren't you? From being humiliated."


You couldn't get hard from fucking your wife. But you could get hard from all of this humiliation?


What the fuck is wrong with you, Eric? What kind of a man did I even marry?


"Yes, ma'am."


I laughed. "Pathetic. You really aren't a man at all."


"No, ma'am. I'm not."


I reached down and grabbed her chin, forcing her to look up at me. Her eyes were wet with tears, her cheek still pink from earlier.


"You know what Dr. White said? She said you were never meant to be a man. That I chose you because I wanted someone weak. Someone I could control."


Erica said nothing. Just stared up at me with those desperate, devoted eyes.


"I think she was right. And I think..." I squeezed her chin harder, watching her wince. "I think I'm starting to enjoy controlling you. Really enjoy it. You're-you're not a man. You never were," I hissed through my teeth. "You were never a fucking man."


"I'm so sorry, ma'am. I just want to make you happy."


"Then get back to work. Those heels aren't going to polish themselves."


She bent back down, working faster now, more carefully. I sipped my wine and watched her, feeling a warmth spread through my chest that had nothing to do with the alcohol.


I was starting to understand what Dr. White meant. This could work. Having a sissy to serve me, to obey me, to take out my frustrations on.


But there was still something missing.


Something Erica couldn't give me throughout our time together as a couple.


*



CHAPTER 5


Friday night.


Erica had been perfect all week. Obedient, attentive, eager to please. She'd learned quickly that mistakes meant pain, and she'd adjusted accordingly.


I should have been satisfied.


I wasn't.


I was lying in bed, alone—Erica slept in the guest room now, on a little mat on the floor like a servant pet—and I couldn't sleep. My body was restless, aching with something I couldn't name.


No. That's a lie. I knew exactly what it was.


I was horny. Desperately, achingly horny. And I had been for years. More so now that I-I put my fucking crossdressing faggot fucking husband in his place. 


Her place.


I stared at the ceiling and let the memories wash over me. All those nights with Eric. All those disappointments.


The first time we had sex, I told myself it would get better. He was nervous, that's all. First time jitters. He'd slipped out of me three times before finally finishing—on my stomach, not inside me, his pathetic little cock spurting weakly while I lay there wondering if that was it.


It was always like that.


Eric would climb on top of me, already half-soft, and push himself inside. I could barely feel him. He'd thrust a few times, his face screwed up with concentration, and then—


Pop. He'd slip out.


"Sorry, sorry, babe," he'd mutter, fumbling to push back in.


More thrusting. More slipping. And then finally, just when I was starting to feel something, he'd pull out entirely and dribble his thin, watery cum onto my mound. Never inside me. He said he was being careful, but I knew the truth. He couldn't stay hard long enough to finish inside me.


And afterward, when I'd be lying there unsatisfied, aching for more?


I'd asked him once. Early in our marriage. "Can you... use your mouth?"


The face he made. Like I'd asked him to eat garbage. "That's... I don't really do that, Jane."


He didn't do that. His wife was lying there, desperate for an orgasm, and he didn't do that.


I stopped asking after the third time. Started taking care of myself in the bathroom instead, biting my lip so he wouldn't hear, fantasizing about men who could actually fuck. Men with thick cocks that filled me up. Men who would eat my pussy until I screamed and then flip me over and pound me until I forgot my own name.


Men who weren't Eric.


The irony wasn't lost on me. All those years I'd been fantasizing about real men while my husband was fantasizing about watching me with them. Cuckold. That's what they called it. He wanted to be a cuckold. Wanted to watch Black men fuck his wife while he sat there in panties. And I hadn't even known.


Eight years of that. Eight years of weak, slippery sex that left me hollow. Eight years of finishing myself off alone while my husband snored in the next room—probably dreaming about the same thing I was, just from a different angle.


I slid my hand between my legs now, fingers finding my clit. I was already wet just from the memories. From the frustration.


I rubbed slow circles, closing my eyes, thinking about what I really wanted.


Not Eric's pale, skinny body. Not his little cock that couldn't stay hard. Not his disgusted face when I asked him to go down on me.


I thought about the picture on Dr. White's desk. Marcus. Tall, muscular, dark skin gleaming. Those broad shoulders. That confident smile. The kind of man Eric had been jerking off to—not wanting to be him, but wanting to watch him fuck me.


Maybe my cuckold husband was onto something.


My fingers moved faster.


I thought about what it would be like to have a man like that. A real man. Someone who could pick me up and throw me on the bed. Someone who could fuck me so hard the headboard cracked the wall.


I came with a gasp, my back arching, my other hand gripping the sheets.


It was better than anything Eric had ever given me. And it was just my own fingers.


I lay there in the dark, breathing hard, and the truth settled over me like a cold blanket.


Erica could serve me. Could clean my house and rub my feet and take my slaps. That part was working.


But Erica couldn't fuck me. Would never be able to fuck me. That little clitty between her legs was useless for anything except twitching pathetically while she got humiliated.


I needed more.


*


Saturday afternoon.


Erica was on her knees polishing my work heels—her favorite task, she'd told me, blushing—when I decided to test something.


"Come here," I said, spreading my legs on the couch. "Make yourself useful."


She looked up, confused. "Ma'am?"


"You heard me. Get over here and use your mouth."


Understanding dawned. I expected the same disgust that my husband's eyes-her eyes used to show.


But now they went wide not with the disgust Eric used to show, but with something like reverence. She crawled to me on hands and knees, wig slightly askew, lipstick smeared from where I'd slapped her earlier.


I couldn't believe what was happening. Why was he being so submissive?


I didn't complain. I wasn't complaining at all. No. I had my doubts but Eric-Erica just went along with it all too nicely. Either out of devotion or fear. Or both.


She looked up at me from between my thighs. "I've never... I mean, Eric never..."


"I know Eric never. That's why you're going to start learning. Faggot."


Faggot. I was beginning to get used to calling him that. I hated it but loved how good and powerful it felt.


She lowered her head between my legs. Her first lick was tentative, uncertain. But she was eager. So eager to please.


"That's it," I said, leaning back. "Keep going."


Her tongue worked my pussy with surprising dedication. Not skilled—not yet—but enthusiastic. She moaned into me like eating my cunt was the greatest privilege of her life.


It felt good. Better than anything Eric had ever done. At least she was willing.


But it wasn't enough.


I gripped her wig, grinding against her face.


"Harder. More."


She tried. Tongue working overtime, lips sucking my clit, giving everything she had.


Everything she had wasn't enough. But my body was responding anyway. Years of frustration, years of going without, years of finishing myself off alone in the dark—it was all building now, despite Erica's amateur technique.


I gripped her wig harder, grinding my pussy against her face. Using her. That's what this was. I was using my husband's face like a fucking toy.


"Don't stop," I gasped. "Don't you dare fucking stop."


Erica moaned into me, the vibration sending a jolt through my clit. Her tongue was flat and eager against my folds, lapping at me like I was the most delicious thing she'd ever tasted. Her hands gripped my thighs, holding on while I fucked her face.


The orgasm started building low in my belly. A tightness. A heat.


I closed my eyes and tried to imagine more. Tried to imagine being filled while this tongue worked my clit. A thick cock stretching me open, pounding into me while Erica licked—


"Fuck," I hissed. "Fuck, fuck, fuck—"


It hit me. My back arched off the couch, thighs clamping around Erica's head, fingers twisting in her wig so hard I nearly ripped it off. My pussy clenched and pulsed, flooding her face with my cum. I could feel it—wet and hot, gushing onto her lips, her chin, dripping down onto the couch cushion.


"Oh god—" I gasped, riding the wave, grinding against her mouth as my body shook. "Oh fuck—"


Erica didn't pull away. Didn't stop. She kept licking, kept lapping, drinking down everything I gave her. Her tongue worked through my orgasm, soft and devoted, cleaning every drop of my cum from my folds like a good little bitch.


I shuddered through the aftershocks, my thighs trembling, my breath coming in ragged gasps. Finally I released her wig and slumped back against the couch.


Erica looked up at me, face absolutely drenched. My cum glistened on her lips, her chin, her cheeks. Some of it had dripped onto the collar of her blouse. Her eyes were shining with pride and devotion.


She licked her lips. Savoring the taste of me.


"Was that good, ma'am?"


I stared at her. Face covered in my juices. So eager. So pathetic. So desperate to please.


The orgasm had been real. My body had responded, had cum hard enough to soak her face. But even as the pleasure faded, I felt the familiar emptiness creeping back in.


It wasn't enough. The orgasm had been a release, yes—but it was hollow. Incomplete. Like scratching an itch when what you really needed was surgery.


I needed to be filled. Stretched. Fucked. I needed a cock inside me—a real cock, thick and hard and relentless—pounding me while I came, giving me something to clench around. Not just a tongue. Not just my sissy husband's eager, pathetic face.


I looked at Erica. This person who used to be my husband. Face dripping with my cum, still licking her lips, so proud of herself for making me orgasm.


She had no idea it wasn't enough. That it would never be enough.


"Clean yourself up," I said, pushing her away.


I sat in the dark for a long time after she left. Thinking about Dr. White. About Marcus. About what it would feel like to have a real man inside me for the first time in eight years.


Finally, I picked up my phone.


I think I'm ready for the next step.


*



CHAPTER 6


It started with porn.


Just regular porn at first—or what I thought was regular.


I'd always had trouble staying hard. Even in my twenties, even when I was dating, I-I never really could get hard. Not for anybody, not just Jane. I blamed stress, blamed work, blamed everything except the truth: I wasn't built for this. Wasn't built to fuck women like a man was supposed to.


I always knew that.


So I turned to porn to get myself going. And somewhere along the way, the algorithm figured me out before I figured myself out.


First it was just normal porn. Then-interracial stuff.


White women with Black men.


White girlfriends getting fucked by BBC.


And then, White Wife cheats on her White Husband with BBC.


So on and so forth.


I told myself I was watching for the hot women getting dominated, but my eyes kept drifting to the men. To their bodies. Their confidence. Their cocks—thick and hard and powerful in ways mine never was.


Then, it all spiralled horribly into a degenerate variety. 
All these captions started appearing on the stuff that I watched. It became even wilder. More degenerate.


"White boys can't compete." "This is why she needs a real man." "Your place is watching, not participating."


I should have clicked away. Instead, I clicked deeper.


Down the rabbit hole I went. That's how it happened.


Sissy hypno. Feminization videos. Cuckold compilations. BBC worship tutorials. The rabbit hole went down and down, and I fell willingly. Each video more explicit than the last. Each caption hitting something deep in my psyche that I didn't want to examine.


I started dressing up. Just panties at first—Jane's panties, stolen from the laundry. The silk against my skin made my useless little cock twitch in ways it never did during actual sex. Then bras. Then stockings. Then a wig I ordered online, my heart pounding the entire time.


I'd dress up when Jane was at work and watch videos of white sissies serving Black bulls. Stroking my pathetic cock—barely hard, never fully hard—while men who looked nothing like me fucked women who looked just like my wife.


The fantasy evolved. It wasn't just about watching anymore. It was about being caught. Being exposed. Being forced to watch while a real man took what I couldn't provide.


Jane never knew about that part. The BBC part. The interracial part. She thought I was just a crossdresser, which was shameful enough. But the truth was so much worse.


And then came that day.


I thought she had a meeting until five. I'd checked her calendar. But meetings get cancelled of course, and I was too deep in the haze to hear her car.


I was on our bed. Her black lace panties. Her matching bra stuffed with socks. Her stockings. I was stroking myself—barely hard, as usual—while the hypno video spiraled on my laptop.


"You are not a man," the voice was saying. "You were never a man. You exist to serve real men. To worship Black cock. To be a good little sissy slut—"


The bedroom door opened.


Jane.


I slammed the laptop shut so fast I nearly broke it. Scrambled for the covers. Yanked off the bra.


"Jane! This isn't—I can explain—"


But she'd already seen. The lingerie. The makeup. The browser tabs behind the video—"Sissy Training," "Feminization Hypnosis." She couldn't have seen the other tabs. The ones about BBC. About serving Black men. About cuckolding.


At least I hoped she hadn't.


"Who the fuck are you?" she said.


I deserved that. Deserved all of it. The cold fury. The disgust. The way she made me strip naked and stand there while she catalogued every pathetic inch of my hairless body.


When I dropped to my knees and begged for therapy, something shifted in her eyes. Not forgiveness—nothing close. But maybe... opportunity?


"Fine," she said. "Therapy. But you answer everything honestly."


I agreed. Of course I agreed.


That night, in the guest room, I lay awake for hours. My little clitty was throbbing, straining against my boxers. The shame of being caught, the humiliation of being seen—it was turning me on more than any video ever had.


I reached down and stroked myself. Thinking about Jane's face. The disgust. The power she had over me now.


I came in under a minute. Pathetic spurts into my palm, my whole body shaking.


Part of me was terrified of what therapy would reveal.


But part of me—the sick, broken part—was hoping it would make things worse.


*



CHAPTER 7


Dr. White's office was the first place I ever felt seen.


She was beautiful. Elegant. A Black woman in her late forties with silver-streaked locs and curves that made my mouth go dry. She wore a burgundy dress that hugged her body, and when she crossed her legs, I caught myself staring at the flash of thigh above her stocking tops.


Not because I wanted her. Because I wanted to be her.


"Tell me why you're here," she said, and her voice was like warm honey.


Jane went first. Described what she'd found. The lingerie. The feminization videos. The sissy training tabs. She laid it all out like evidence in a courtroom—my husband is a pervert, please fix him.


But she didn't mention the BBC stuff. She didn't know about that part. When she'd slammed my laptop shut, she'd only caught a glimpse of the tabs. Sissy training. Feminization. She'd missed the others. The interracial ones. The cuckold ones.


Or so I thought.


"Eric," Dr. White said, turning those dark eyes on me. "Is this accurate?"


"Yes." I couldn't look at her. Couldn't look at Jane.


"How long have you been engaging in this behavior?"


"A few years. Maybe five. It... it started with porn and spiraled from there."


Dr. White nodded slowly. Made a note. Then she looked at Jane.


"And that's everything? Just the crossdressing and feminization content?"


"Yes," Jane said firmly. "Isn't that enough?"


Dr. White smiled. It wasn't a friendly smile. "Jane, would you mind stepping out for a moment? I'd like to speak with Eric alone."


Jane hesitated, then left. The door clicked shut behind her.


Dr. White leaned forward. "Eric. Your wife told me what she saw. But she didn't see everything, did she?"


My heart stopped.


"I've been doing this for twenty years," she continued. "I know the pattern. Crossdressing alone doesn't make a man shake like you're shaking. There's something else. Something you're afraid to say in front of her."


I couldn't breathe. How did she know?


"Eric." Her voice was gentle but firm. "What else were you watching?"


It came out before I could stop it. Like a dam breaking.


"BBC," I whispered. "Interracial. Cuckold videos. White sissies serving Black men. Alpha bulls taking white wives while their husbands watch. I—I fantasize about Jane being fucked by—by Black men while I—"


I was crying. Actually crying, spilling my darkest secrets to this stranger while my little clitty throbbed traitorously in my pants.


Dr. White nodded slowly. No judgment. No shock. Just understanding.


"I see," she said. "And Jane doesn't know about this part?"


"No. God, no. She'd—she would never—"


"Bring her back in."


My blood ran cold. "What?"


"Bring her back in, Eric. If we're going to help you, we need honesty."


*


Jane came back. Sat down. Looked at me with suspicion already clouding her eyes.


"Eric has something to tell you," Dr. White said.


I wanted to die. Actually wanted to disappear into the floor. But Dr. White's eyes were on me, patient and expectant, and somehow that gave me the courage.


"There's more," I heard myself say. "More than just the crossdressing."


Jane's face went hard. "What do you mean, more?"


"The videos I was watching. It wasn't just... sissy stuff." My voice was shaking. "It was also... interracial. BBC. Videos of Black men with white women while their husbands..."


"While their husbands what?"


"Watched." The word came out like a sob. "Or served. Or—or got fucked too. I fantasized about you being... being taken by Black men. Real men. Alpha males. While I watched from the corner in a dress."


The silence was deafening.


Jane's face cycled through emotions. Shock. Disgust. Horror. And then something cold and furious that I'd never seen before.


"You wanted to watch me get fucked by Black men," she said flatly. "That's what you were jerking off to. That's what gets you hard when your own wife can't."


"Jane, I'm sorry, I—"


"Shut up." She turned to Dr. White. "This is insane. This is—I can't—he wants me to—"


"Jane." Dr. White's voice cut through her spiral. "Breathe."


The session that followed was a blur. Dr. White explaining her diagnosis. Latent Feminization Disorder. Eric wasn't meant to be a man. Jane had chosen a beta because she wanted control. The usual stuff.


But then she dropped the real bomb.


"I have a similar arrangement myself," Dr. White said. She picked up the photo on her desk. A tall, muscular Black man with his arm around her waist. "This is Marcus. My assistant. My husband David is a sissy, like Eric. Marcus provides what David cannot."


Jane stared at the photo. At Marcus. Something flickered in her eyes that I couldn't quite read.


"You're saying..." Jane swallowed. "You're saying I should let a Black man fuck me. While Eric watches."


"I'm saying your husband's fantasies exist for a reason. And suppressing them will only make things worse." Dr. White set the photo down. "Marcus is very gentle with new clients. He specializes in helping couples like you transition."


Transition. The word hung in the air.


I looked at the photo of Marcus. Tall. Built. Everything I wasn't. My clitty was so hard it hurt, pressing against my underwear, leaking a wet spot that would definitely show when I stood up.


Jane was staring at the photo too. Her face was unreadable.


"I need to think about this," she said finally.


"Of course." Dr. White stood. "Take your time. And Jane? Buy Erica something pretty to wear. Something that's hers. Let her emerge at home first. See how it feels for both of you."


Erica. She called me Erica.


We walked out of that office in silence. Jane was seething—I could feel it radiating off her. But I was floating.


Dr. White knew. She understood. And she hadn't judged me.


She'd offered me Marcus instead.


*


CHAPTER 8


The clothes were waiting on the guest room bed when I got home from work Wednesday.


A black cocktail dress. A blonde wig. Heels. And lingerie—pink, lacy, feminine. Not Jane's hand-me-downs this time. Something bought specifically for me.


For Erica.


My hands were shaking as I picked up the dress. The fabric was soft, silky. I held it against my body and looked in the mirror.


"Get dressed. All of it."


Jane's voice from the doorway. Cold. Commanding. Nothing like the woman I'd married.


"Thank you, Jane—"


"I said get dressed. Not talk."


I flinched. Nodded. Started unbuttoning my work shirt with trembling fingers.


She left, and I was alone with the clothes. With this moment I'd fantasized about for years—dressing for my wife, being seen, being accepted.


Except this didn't feel like acceptance. It felt like punishment.


I stripped naked and looked at myself in the mirror. The body I'd always hated. Soft, hairless, pathetic. I'd never had much body hair—just wisps on my chest and face that I'd shaved away years ago. Now there was nothing left. Just smooth, pale skin stretched over a frame that was neither masculine nor feminine. Just... nothing.


And between my legs, my clitty. That's what I called it now, even in my own head. It was so small, so useless. Without any hair around it, it looked even more pathetic—a little nub of flesh that couldn't satisfy anyone, least of all my wife.


No wonder she was angry.


I pulled on the pink panties first. The silk against my smooth skin sent a shiver through me. My clitty twitched, starting to swell despite everything.


Then the matching bra, stuffed with the silicone inserts that had been included. Small breasts, but breasts nonetheless. I looked at my chest in the mirror and saw something almost feminine staring back.


The stockings came next. Rolling them up my smooth legs, feeling them hug my thighs. Then the dress—slipping it over my head, feeling it settle against my body like it belonged there.


Finally, the wig. Blonde, shoulder-length. I positioned it carefully, tucking my own hair underneath. Applied the makeup I'd practiced so many times in secret—foundation, mascara, lipstick.


And then I looked in the mirror.


Erica looked back.


Not Eric in a dress. Not a man playing pretend. A woman. Or close enough. Someone soft and feminine and... pretty?


My clitty was fully hard now, pressing against the silk panties, a wet spot already forming at the tip. Just from seeing myself like this. Just from finally being allowed to exist.


I walked out to find Jane.


*


She was on the couch, glass of wine in hand, third one by the look of her. Her eyes raked over me when I entered, and I couldn't read what was in them.


Disgust? Fascination? Both?


"Well?" My voice came out softer than I intended. Higher. The voice I'd practiced in secret. "What do you think, Jane?"


Something snapped in her eyes.


"Don't call me that."


"What? Jane, I—"


"I said don't fucking call me that!" She was on her feet now, wine sloshing in her glass. "You don't get to call me by my name. Not dressed like that. Not after everything you've done."


"Then what should I—"


"Ma'am. You call me ma'am. You don't deserve to use my name, you pathetic fucking—"


She stopped herself. Took a breath. But I could see it building in her—all the rage, all the humiliation, all the betrayal. It was going to come out. There was no stopping it.


"If you're gonna dress up like a fucking woman," she spat, "like some sort of tranny fucking faggot who puts on women's clothes and jerks off to videos of Black men fucking his wife—then you better start ACTING like one."


The words hit me like fists. Tranny. Faggot. I flinched with each one.


"The kitchen is a mess." She pointed with her wine glass. "Clean it."


"I—I've never—"


"Never what? Never done housework in a dress before? Only jerked off in one?" She laughed, bitter and ugly. "Well, congratulations. Today's your first fucking day. Get moving."


I stumbled toward the kitchen, wobbling in the heels. I'd worn them before, plenty of times, but never while actually doing anything. Never while being watched. Never while my wife screamed insults at my back.


"Look at you." Jane followed me, her voice dripping with contempt. "Can't even walk properly. Pathetic. Eight years I was married to this—this—"


I reached the sink. Started running water. My hands were shaking so badly I could barely hold the sponge.


"Eight years you lied to me," she hissed. "Eight years of pretending to be a man while you were—what? Prancing around in my panties? Jerking your useless little cock to cuckold porn?"


"I'm sorry, Jane—I mean, ma'am—I'm so sorry—"


Her hand was in my wig, yanking my head back. Hard.


"You're sorry? You're SORRY?"


The slap came out of nowhere. Open palm across my cheek, sharp and stinging. I gasped, tears springing to my eyes.


"Fucking faggot," she spat. "Sissy fucking faggot."


I could hear something in her voice—a tremor underneath the rage. Like part of her hated saying these things. Like the words were poison in her mouth and she couldn't stop swallowing.


But she couldn't stop saying them either.


"Get back to work," she said finally. "And if you fuck up, I'll slap you again."


I turned back to the sink. Started washing dishes for the first time in my life while dressed as a woman. My cheek burned where she'd hit me. My hands were shaking so badly I nearly dropped a plate.


But my clitty was harder than it had ever been in my life.


*


The week that followed was a blur of humiliation and arousal.


Every evening, I dressed for Jane. Different outfits—she kept buying more. A French maid costume. A schoolgirl skirt. Yoga pants and a crop top. Each one more degrading than the last, each one making my pathetic clitty leak even more.


And every evening, she found new ways to hurt me.


A slap when I was too slow. A yank of my wig when I talked back. Being made to stand in the corner for an hour because I burned the rice. Being dragged to my knees by my ear because I didn't bring her coffee fast enough.


The pain should have broken me. Instead, it made me better.


Faster. More attentive. More desperate to please. Every time she hit me, I worked harder. Every time she called me pathetic, I agreed. Because I was pathetic. I'd always been pathetic. I just hadn't been allowed to admit it until now.


"You're hard right now, aren't you?" Jane asked one night, watching me polish her work heels on my knees. "From being humiliated."


"Yes, ma'am." My voice was small. Ashamed. But I couldn't lie—the tiny bulge in my panties was obvious.


"Show me."


I lifted my skirt. Pulled down my panties. My clitty stood at attention—all three inches of it, hairless and pathetic, leaking precum onto my thigh.


Jane laughed. Actually laughed.


"That's supposed to satisfy a woman? No wonder you wanted to watch Black men fuck me. You knew you could never compete."


"No, ma'am. I could never compete."


"You're not a man. You never were."


"No, ma'am." The words came out like a prayer. "I was never a man."


She grabbed my chin, forcing me to look up at her. Her eyes were cold. Powerful. Nothing like the woman I'd married—and everything like the woman I'd always needed.


"Get back to work," she said. 


I bent back over her heels, polishing with renewed focus, my clitty throbbing against the silk of my panties.


I was exactly where I belonged.


*



CHAPTER 9


Saturday afternoon.


I was on my knees polishing Jane's work heels—my favorite task now, the repetitive motion almost meditative—when her voice cut through my focus.


"Come here. Make yourself useful."


I looked up. Jane was on the couch, legs spread, her skirt hiked up around her thighs. No panties. I could see everything—the dark curls between her legs, the pink flesh already glistening.


My stomach dropped.


"Ma'am?"


"You heard me. Get over here and use your mouth."


I understood then. What she wanted. What Eric had always refused to do.


The irony wasn't lost on me. All those years I'd turned away when she asked. Made excuses. Said I didn't do that. And now here I was, dressed as a woman, about to do exactly what I'd always been too disgusted to attempt as a man.


Maybe that was the point. Maybe Eric couldn't do it. But Erica could.


I crawled to her on hands and knees, my wig slightly askew from where she'd slapped me earlier. My lipstick smeared. The silk of my panties sliding against my smooth skin with every movement.


Between my legs, my clitty stirred. But it didn't harden. Not fully. It twitched and leaked, a wet spot spreading through the pink fabric, but it refused to stand at attention like it did when I was being humiliated, being hit, being degraded.


This was different. This was... service. Real service. The kind I'd watched in all those videos.


I reached the couch and looked up at her from between her thighs. The smell hit me first—musky, warm, unmistakably female. My wife's scent. The scent I'd avoided for eight years because it made me feel inadequate. Because it reminded me of everything I couldn't do.


"I've never..." My voice came out small. Broken. "I mean, Eric never..."


"I know Eric never." Her voice was ice. "That's why you're going to start learning. Faggot."


The word shot through me like electricity. Faggot. She'd been using it all week, and every time it hit harder. Because she was right. That's what I was. A faggot in panties, about to eat his wife's pussy because that was all he was good for now.


I lowered my head.


The first lick was tentative. Just a flicker of tongue against her outer lips, tasting her for the first time. She was wet already—aroused, I realized, from having me on my knees. From the power she held over me.


The taste was... I didn't know how to describe it. Salty. Tangy. Foreign. My stomach turned slightly, instinct telling me this was wrong, this was disgusting, men didn't do this—


But I wasn't a man anymore. Dr. White had said so. Jane had said so. And my pathetic little clitty agreed, staying soft and useless between my legs even as it leaked and throbbed with something that wasn't quite arousal.


I licked again. Deeper this time. My tongue sliding between her folds, finding the wet heat inside. She let out a small sound—not quite a moan, but close—and I felt a rush of something complicated. Pride? Disgust? Both tangled together until I couldn't tell them apart.


"That's it," she said above me. "Keep going."


I obeyed. Of course I obeyed. What else could I do?


My tongue worked her pussy with everything I had. I didn't know what I was doing—had never done this, never wanted to do this—but I was desperate. Desperate to please her. Desperate to prove I was good for something.


She tasted like everything I'd been avoiding. Like womanhood. Like the thing I could never satisfy. My mind flashed to all those BBC videos I'd watched—the bulls going down on their women, eating pussy like it was their favorite meal, making wives scream while their sissy husbands watched from the corner.


I'd always focused on the bulls in those videos. On their confidence. Their power. Their massive cocks that made mine look like a joke.


But now I understood. The eating wasn't about dominance. It was about submission. About putting your face where it belonged. About acknowledging that your mouth was more useful than your cock ever was.


My clitty pulsed, leaking another stream of precum into my panties. Still soft. Still refusing to harden. Like my body finally understood that erections weren't for creatures like me anymore.


Jane's hand found my wig, gripping hard.


"Harder. More."


I pressed deeper, tongue working overtime, lips finding her clit and sucking the way I'd seen women do in those videos. She moaned—really moaned this time—and ground against my face.


The taste was everywhere now. Flooding my mouth, coating my tongue, dripping down my chin. I was drowning in her, suffocating in her wetness, and I couldn't stop. Didn't want to stop.


This was disgusting.


This was perfect.


I lapped at her like a dog, shame and arousal swirling together until I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began. My clitty throbbed uselessly, leaking and leaking, but it didn't matter. My cock didn't matter anymore. Only my tongue. Only my mouth. Only my service.


"Don't stop," she gasped above me. "Don't you dare fucking stop."


I moaned into her pussy, the vibration making her buck against my face. Her thighs clamped around my head, holding me in place, and I realized I couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. Could only lick and suck and worship.


Her juices were running down my chin now, soaking the collar of my blouse. I could feel them dripping onto my fake breasts, staining the silk. I'd have to clean this later. Hand wash it while she watched. Another form of service. Another reminder of what I was.


Jane's grip on my wig tightened to the point of pain.


"Fuck," she hissed. "Fuck, fuck, fuck—"


And then she came.


I felt it happen—her pussy clenching against my tongue, her whole body going rigid, a flood of wetness gushing onto my face. She screamed something wordless, grinding against my mouth, using me like I was nothing but a toy for her pleasure.


I kept licking. Kept lapping. Drinking down everything she gave me because that was my job now. That was my purpose. The sissy husband who couldn't fuck his wife but could at least clean up her cum with his tongue.


The taste was overwhelming. Thick and musky and undeniably her. My stomach turned even as my clitty leaked another pathetic dribble into my panties. Arousal and disgust. Devotion and revulsion. All of it tangled together until I didn't know what I felt anymore.


Finally, her thighs relaxed. Her grip loosened on my wig.


I looked up at her, face absolutely drenched. I could feel her cum cooling on my lips, my chin, my cheeks. Some of it had gotten in my eyelashes, making my mascara run. I must have looked like a mess. A pathetic, used mess.


I licked my lips. Savoring the last traces of her.


"Was that good, ma'am?"


Jane stared at me. Her expression unreadable. I'd made her cum—really cum, harder than Eric ever had—and I waited for the praise. The acknowledgment. Something.


Instead, she just pushed me away.


"Clean yourself up."


I crawled backward, dismissed, my face still sticky with her juices. Between my legs, my clitty finally started to soften from its half-hard state, the wet spot in my panties cold and uncomfortable.


I'd given her an orgasm. My first time going down on a woman, and I'd made her cum.


But I could see it in her eyes as I retreated to the bathroom.


It wasn't enough.


I wasn't enough.


I would never be enough.


Not the way a real man could be.


*



CHAPTER 10


Three weeks later.


My tongue was buried in Marcus's ass, and I'd never felt more complete.


He was on all fours on our bed—the bed I used to share with Jane as her husband—his massive body blocking out everything else. Dark skin glistening with sweat. Muscles rippling across his back and shoulders. And between his legs, that cock. That impossibly huge, impossibly perfect cock that had just finished breeding my wife twice.


The first time, he'd taken her on her back. Missionary, but nothing like the pathetic attempts Eric used to make. Marcus had spread her legs wide, positioned himself at her entrance, and pushed inside with one long stroke. Jane had screamed—actually screamed—as he filled her completely. I'd watched from the corner of the room, kneeling in my pink panties and matching bra, my useless clitty leaking into the silk as I witnessed what real sex looked like.


The second time was worse. Or better. I couldn't tell anymore.


Marcus had picked Jane up like she weighed nothing. Lifted her off the bed, her legs wrapped around his waist, his hands gripping her ass as he bounced her on his cock. And I'd been ordered to kneel beneath them.


"AHHH! FUCK! Get-GET UNDER THERE," Jane had gasped between thrusts. "Fucking make yourself useful."


So I had.


Positioned myself directly below where they were joined, face upturned, mouth open. And the juices had fallen like rain.


Her wetness. His precum. Mixed together, splattering onto my face, dripping into my open mouth. I'd lapped at whatever I could reach—his balls swinging above me, her clit when Marcus pulled back far enough, the shaft of his cock as it pistoned in and out of my wife.


And then he came. Marcus let out a roar as I felt it happen.


I felt his big black balls tighten against my tongue.


I heard Jane wail loudly in ecstasy as he emptied himself inside her. Inside her wet and dripping cunt.


And then the overflow—thick, white cum mixed with her juices, leaking out around his cock, dripping directly onto my waiting face. I'd kept lapping. Even as the cum coated my lips, my chin, my cheeks. Even as I tasted the mixture of my wife and this Black stranger who was breeding her. I couldn't believe what my life had turned out to be now.


My clitty had stayed free but soft the entire time, leaking uselessly into my panties, but I'd never felt more aroused in my life. Limp and lifeless. 


At this point, I knew why. It was psychological. I'd already accepted who I was.


Now Marcus needed to get hard again. And that was my job. Or specifically, my tongue's job.


"Come on, you fucking faggot." Jane's voice from behind me. She was sprawled on the pillows, catching her breath, her pussy swollen and dripping with Marcus's seed. "Lick his Black ass. Taste what a real man is like."


To think-that once upon a time, I'd refused to lick my own wife's cunt out of-disdain. I believed this was Jane's way of getting back at me. It must have.


So, I pressed my tongue deeper into Marcus's nasty crack, finding his hole, circling it with the tip. He grunted above me—a sound of approval that sent a thrill through my pathetic body.


The sheer nastiness of it all was overwhelming. The taste, the musk, the disgust. I loved all of it.


"That's what you're good for," Jane continued. "Not fucking a woman. Dr. White was right. You're fucking useless as a man, Erica. You're only good for licking. Cleaning. Serving. Work that tongue."


She was right. This was exactly what I was good for.


My tongue worked Marcus's ass with desperate enthusiasm. Slathering him with saliva, probing his hole, worshipping every inch of his most intimate area. The taste was musky, masculine, overwhelming. Nothing like the sanitized fantasy I'd imagined when watching those videos. This was real. Raw. Degrading in ways I'd never anticipated. I couldn't get enough of it.


"You like that, don't you?" Jane laughed. "Eating a Black man's ass while his cum drips out of your wife. God, Eric. Erica. Babe," the word was laced with venom. "You're so pathetic."


"Shit, your faggot husband do be licking my ass like it's heaven," Marcus growled as I moaned into his ass, the vibration making him shift slightly. My hands gripped his muscular thighs for balance as I worked my tongue deeper, harder, more desperately.


Yes.


Dr. White had been right about everything. About me. About Jane. About what we both needed.


Marcus had shown up at our door last week, exactly as Dr. White had arranged. Tall, broad-shouldered, with a smile that made Jane blush and a presence that made me want to drop to my knees immediately.


"You must be Erica," he'd said, looking down at me in my maid's uniform. "Dr. White told me all about you. And your husband."


That first night, he'd only fucked Jane once. Made me watch from the corner while he took her through three screaming orgasms. By the end, Jane was a sweaty, satisfied mess, and I was a leaking, desperate puddle of need. 


I'd cleaned her up thoroughly. 


Tonight was our third session. And things had escalated far beyond what was originally planned.


"Fuck," Marcus rumbled above me. "He getting me hard again."


I felt it before I saw it—his cock beginning to stir, to thicken, to rise again. Pride swelled in my chest. I'd done that. My mouth, my tongue, my service had brought this alpha male back to life.


I did a good job.


Marcus turned around. Suddenly I was face to face with it. His cock. Fully hard now, jutting out from his body like a weapon. It was everything mine wasn't—thick, long, powerful. Dark skin stretched tight over rigid flesh, the head glistening with leftover cum and my wife's juices.


So, I did the only thing that seemed logical to me. The only thing that I'd gotten used to by now every time he was prepped to fuck my wife.


"Open your mouth wider, white boy."


I obeyed instantly. Lips parting, jaw dropping, tongue extended in invitation.


Marcus grabbed my wig—the blonde one Jane had bought me that first week—and yanked my head forward. His cock hit the back of my throat before I could prepare, and I gagged violently. I was still getting used to the girth more than the length of his shaft.


"That's it," he grunted, pulling back only to thrust in again. "Choke on it, faggot."


Tears streamed down my face. Mascara running. Lipstick smearing onto his shaft. I couldn't breathe, couldn't think, could only take what he gave me. Veins pulsed on the flat of my tongue. My teeth scraped on his flesh-.


And then, his hand cracked across my cheek. A slap. Hard enough to make my ears ring.


"Fucking faggot white boy," he spat. "Don't get your teeth on my dick, faggot. Fucking faggot ass sissy white bitch."


I heard my wife-Jane giggle. My cheeks burned with embarrassment. And my clit dick throbbed.


"This is what you wanted, right, Erica? It's what you've always been wanting, right, baby?"


I tried to nod around his cock. Tried to agree. Yes. Yes, this was what I wanted. What I'd always wanted without knowing it.


Another slap. Harder. My ears were ringing as he growled. "Say it. Tell me what you are."


He pulled out just enough for me to gasp the words: "I'm a faggot. A faggot white boy. Please—please use my mouth-my throat like you used my wife, sir. Please use m-uhg—"


He shoved his fleshy cock right back in, cutting off my begging. I gagged again, drool and precum spilling down my chin, and I heard Jane laughing from the bed.


"Look at him," she said. "Look at my husband. Crying and choking on big black dick. This is what I married, Marcus. This pathetic fucking sissy-fucking faggot of a man."


"He ain't no man," Marcus's thrusts grew rougher. Faster. He was fucking my face the same way he'd fucked Jane's pussy—with complete dominance, complete control. "Nothing but a faggot bitch that puts on women's underwear, no real man does that shit."


I was nothing but a hole to him. To the two of them. Especially to my wife. I was a sissy servant slut to her. Nothing more. To Marcus I was a warm, wet hole attached to a pathetic white body in women's underwear.


"Beg for it, babe," Jane laughed. "Call him daddy, you told me the other day how you loved calling him daddy."


"Please, daddy," I whimpered and sobbed around his cock. "Please, please, please—"


I didn't even know what I was begging for. More? Less? Mercy? Cruelty? All of it tangled together until the words lost meaning.


Another slap. My cheek was burning now, probably bright red under the smeared makeup.


"Pathetic," Marcus grunted. "Dr. White was right about you. Nothing but a sissy faggot who needs to be put in his place."


He pulled out suddenly, leaving me gasping and empty. I looked up at him through tear-blurred eyes, lips swollen and wet, face a mess of makeup and fluids.


"Please," I whispered. "Please fuck me. I need your black dick. I'll do anything. Be anything. Just please—"


"Shut up, faggot." Marcus turned toward the bed, toward Jane, his cock bobbing with every step. "Your wife needs me again. And you're going to watch as usual."


Jane was already spreading her legs. Her pussy glistened in the lamplight—pink and swollen, still leaking his earlier loads. She looked thoroughly fucked and desperate for more.


"Come here, daddy," she purred to Marcus. Then her eyes found me. "And you—get over here. I want you close."


I crawled to the bed on hands and knees, taking my position near the edge. Marcus climbed on top of Jane, his massive body covering hers completely.


"Stay close to daddy's ass," Jane ordered me. "Get a good look. Watch what a real man's cock looks like when it enters a real woman."


I positioned myself behind Marcus, face inches from where they were about to join. I could see everything—his heavy balls, his thick shaft, Jane's dripping entrance waiting to receive him.


Marcus pushed inside.


Jane moaned, long and loud, as he filled her completely. I watched his cock disappear into my wife inch by inch, stretching her in ways I never could. Her juices and his earlier cum squelched obscenely around the intrusion.


"Lick," Jane gasped. "Lick whatever falls out. Clean us while he fucks me."


I pressed my face forward, tongue extended, and began to lap at the overflow. Cum and pussy juice, mixed together, coating my tongue with every stroke. Marcus's balls slapped against my chin as he thrust, and I licked those too—worshipping every part of this alpha male who was breeding my wife.


"You want this, don't you, babe?" Jane taunted between moans. "You want me to get pregnant with a Black man's baby. Don't you, faggot?"


I moaned my agreement into Marcus's balls.


"Say it. Say you want daddy to breed your wife."


I pulled back just enough to speak, my voice wrecked and broken: "I want daddy to breed you. I want you to have his baby. Please, Marcus—please cum inside her—"


Jane laughed, the sound turning into a moan as Marcus increased his pace.


"Oh, I will," Marcus grunted. "And you're going to lick every drop that leaks out."


"Yes," I sobbed. "Yes, please, yes—"


"Because that's what you are," Jane gasped. "A cleanup sissy. A cuckold. A faggot white boy who watches real men fuck his wife."


"That's what I am," I agreed, my face pressed against Marcus's ass as he pounded into Jane. "That's all I am."


Above me, their bodies moved together in perfect rhythm. The bed creaked. Jane screamed. Marcus grunted with each powerful thrust.


And I stayed exactly where I belonged—beneath them, between them, lapping up their combined fluids like the obedient sissy I'd always been meant to be.


This was my purpose now.


This was my life.


And I didn't want to be anything else.


*



CHAPTER 11


Dr. White's office felt different this time.


Maybe it was because I knew what was coming. Maybe it was because Erica was kneeling beside my chair in her pink dress, head bowed, hands folded in her lap like the obedient little sissy she'd become. Or maybe it was because of what Dr. White had placed on the coffee table between us.


I knew what it was by now. 


A metal cage. Small. Clinical. Designed to fit around a cock—or in Erica's case, a clit.


"This is the next step," Dr. White said, her dark eyes fixed on mine. "If you're serious about this arrangement."


I stared at the cage. It looked like something out of a medieval torture chamber. A small metal tube with a ring attachment, a tiny padlock dangling from the clasp. The kind of thing I'd only seen in the darker corners of the internet, back when I was researching what the hell was wrong with my husband.


"A chastity device," I said flatly. "Right, Erica?"


"Correct." Dr. White picked it up, turning it in her manicured fingers. "This ensures Erica remains focused on service rather than her own pleasure. Many wives in your situation find it... clarifying."


Erica made a small sound beside me. I glanced down at her—my husband, dressed in women's clothes, kneeling at my feet in a therapist's office. A month ago, this would have been unthinkable. Now it felt almost normal.


Almost.


"How does it work?" I asked.


Dr. White smiled. "The cage fits over the penis—or lack of in your husband's case. The ring goes behind the testicles. Once locked, erection becomes impossible. Erica will still feel arousal, still leak, still throb with need... but he-."


"She."


"-She won't be able to get hard. Won't be able to touch herself. Won't be able to cum without your explicit permission."


"And I hold the key."


"You hold the key. of course."


I looked at Erica again. She was trembling slightly, her eyes fixed on the carpet. 


Erica looked pathetic. Absolutely pathetic. And I loved it. I didn't even have to ask because I knew what the answer was going to be.


"Put it on her," I said. "We're both okay with it."


Dr. White raised an eyebrow. "You don't want to do it yourself? Many wives find the act of locking quite... intimate."


I considered it. The idea of handling Eric's—Erica's—cock one last time before sealing it away forever. There was something poetic about it. The wife who'd been failed for eight years finally taking control of the thing that had failed her.


"Fine," I said. "Show me how."


Dr. White handed me the cage and guided Erica to stand. My sissy husband lifted her skirt with shaking hands, revealing the pink panties underneath. I could see the outline of her clit—soft, as usual, but leaking a wet spot through the silk.


"Pull them down, Erica, honey," I said. The endearment dripped with venom. Erica obeyed, sliding her panties to her knees. And there it was. The cock I'd married. The little white dick that had failed me every single night for eight years. Small, hairless, pink and pathetic. Already starting to stiffen from the humiliation. 


Smooth as a marble too. I'd made sure of that.


"Relax, babe," I murmured, reaching out to grip it. Erica gasped. "This is the last time anyone's going to touch this thing for a while. Might as well make it memorable."


I stroked her once. Twice. Watched her clitty twitch and harden in my hand—barely four inches even at full mast. This was what I'd been stuck with. This was what I'd convinced myself was enough.


Never again.


"Now," Dr. White instructed, "slide the ring behind the testicles first. Yes, like that. Then guide his-well, little dicklet into the tube."


Erica winced as I giggled at the term dicklet. I followed Dr. White's directions, forcing Erica's limp but stiffening cock into the metal cage. It was a tight fit—not because my husband was big, but because the cage was designed to be restrictive. That was the point. Restrictive. Punishing. 


"Please," she whispered. "Jane—ma'am—"


"Please what?" I laughed. "Honey, you wanted this from the start. Hell, you lost the right to gentle when you were too busy jerking off in my panties instead of fucking me properly. I mean, if you could in the first place."


I snapped the padlock shut. Click.


The click echoed through the office like a gunshot. Final. Irreversible.


Erica looked down at herself—at the metal cage now permanently attached to her most intimate area—and let out a sob. Her pink dicklet was already straining against the bars, trying to harden, failing completely. I spotted Erica's lower lip tremble.


"How does it feel, babe?" I asked sweetly, just to rub it in.


"It—it's tight—"


"Good." I stood up, holding the tiny key in my palm. Such a small thing to hold so much power. "That's what you deserve."


Dr. White watched the exchange with an approving smile. "Excellent, Jane. You're taking to this naturally."


I sat back down, tucking the key into my purse. Erica remained standing, her caged clitty on full display, tears streaming down her face.


"Now," Dr. White continued, "I believe there's something you wanted to discuss? About your earlier... hesitations?"


Right. The reason I'd scheduled this appointment in the first place.


I took a deep breath. "I was too hasty. Before. When I talked about divorce."


Erica's head snapped up. Hope flickered in her eyes—pathetic, desperate hope.


"Go on," Dr. White encouraged.


"The thing is..." I struggled to find the words. "Eric is still my husband. Despite everything—the lying, the crossdressing, the sissy porn—he's still the person I married. And I do love him. Her. Whatever."


I glanced at Erica. She was staring at me with such raw devotion it almost made me uncomfortable.


"I love you," I said directly to my husband. "I know that sounds insane after everything I've done to you this past month, babe. The slapping. The degradation. Calling you a faggot." I paused. "But I do love you. I'm not sorry, and hell, I know you're not sorry for putting my underwear on like a fucking pervert. But I-you're still my husband underneath all this. Still the-person I married. My pathetic, broken, sissy husband."


Erica sobbed. "Yes, I love you too, ma'am. I love you so much—but the cage-."


"Shut up, honey. I'm not finished."


She fell silent immediately. God, that obedience did something to me.


"The thing is," I continued, turning back to Dr. White, "I can't stop. I thought maybe once the anger faded, I'd want things to go back to normal. But they can't. I don't want normal anymore. My husband isn't normal. And neither am I. Whatever more of what this is, I want it." I gestured at Erica—caged, crying, kneeling in her pretty pink dress. "I want the power. The control. I want to humiliate her and degrade her and use her however I want. And I want..."


I trailed off.


"Say it," Dr. White prompted gently.


"I want Marcus. The guy you talked about before."


The words hung in the air. Erica made a small, strangled sound.


"I want a real man," I continued, the confession pouring out now. "Someone who can actually fuck me. Someone with a cock that works, that fills me up, that makes me feel like a woman instead of a goddamn caretaker. Eric could never give me that. But Marcus can."


Dr. White nodded slowly. "And Erica? How do you feel about your wife being with another man?"


Erica's voice was barely a whisper. "I want it. I've always wanted it. I want to watch her get fucked properly. I want to—to serve them both. I want—I've always wanted to be a-."


"You've always wanted to be a cuckold," Dr. White finished. "Not just any cuckold. A proper sissy cuckold who watches her wife get bred by real men. Black men."


"Yes." Erica was shaking. "Yes, please, yes."


I stared at my husband. This creature I'd married, now locked in a metal cage, begging to watch me get fucked by someone else. It should have disgusted me. Should have made me run screaming from this office.


Instead, I felt a warmth spreading through my core. A wetness between my legs.


"So that's where we are," I said to Dr. White. "I love my husband. I can't imagine divorcing her. But I also can't imagine going back to our old life. I need this. The power. The control. The humiliation. And I need Marcus."


Dr. White smiled—that knowing, infuriating smile she always wore.


"Then I believe we're ready for the next phase." She reached for her phone. "Marcus is available this weekend. I'll arrange for him to visit your home. Erica can prepare dinner, serve drinks, and then... well." Her eyes glittered. "Then we'll see how your marriage truly functions."


My heart was pounding. This was really happening. I was really going to let another man—a Black man, the kind Eric had been fantasizing about for years—fuck me in my own home while my caged sissy husband watched.


"One more thing," Dr. White added. "The cage stays on. For the foreseeable future. Erica doesn't get to cum unless you explicitly allow it. That power is yours now, Jane. Use it wisely."


I looked at Erica. At the metal cage glinting between her legs. At the tears still wet on her cheeks. At the desperate, devoted love in her eyes.


"Oh, I will," I said. "Trust me, honey." I smiled at my husband. "I will."


Erica just nodded, accepting her fate.


As we left Dr. White's office that afternoon, I couldn't help but marvel at how far we'd come. From catching my husband in my lingerie to this—walking out with him caged and locked, a Black man's number in my phone, and a marriage that looked nothing like what I'd imagined but somehow felt more honest than it ever had before.


Eric reached for my hand as we walked to the car. I let her take it.


"Thank you," she whispered. "For not leaving me."


"Don't thank me yet, babe," I said, squeezing her fingers. "We're just getting started."


And as I slid into the driver's seat, the tiny key to her chastity cage cold against my breast where I'd tucked it into my bra, I realized I meant every word.


This was just the beginning.


*



CHAPTER 12


Saturday evening. The night Marcus was coming over.


I stood in front of my bedroom mirror, really looking at myself for the first time in years.


When had I stopped seeing myself as a woman? Somewhere between the disappointing sex and the mounting resentment, I'd started dressing for comfort instead of confidence. Baggy sweaters. Mom jeans. Hair thrown into ponytails because what was the point of looking good for a husband who couldn't get hard anyway?


But tonight was different.


Tonight, I was dressing for a man who could.


I turned sideways, examining my reflection. Thirty-four years old and I still had it. The curves I'd been hiding under shapeless clothes were on full display now—a deep red dress that hugged my waist and flared at the hips. The neckline plunged just enough to show off cleavage I'd forgotten I had. My legs, toned from stress-walking around the neighborhood during the worst of Eric's revelation, looked incredible in black heels.


I ran my hands down my sides, feeling the fabric slide over my body. When was the last time I'd felt sexy? Really, truly sexy?


I couldn't remember.


My hair was down—loose waves cascading over my shoulders, the way Eric used to like it before he stopped noticing me entirely. Makeup done with actual effort: smoky eyes, red lips to match the dress. Gold earrings catching the light.


I looked like a woman about to get fucked.


Good. That was the point.


"Ma'am?"


Erica's voice from the doorway. I turned to find my husband standing there in the French maid outfit I'd picked out for tonight—black dress with white trim, little apron, fishnet stockings. Her blonde wig was perfectly styled, makeup flawless. She'd gotten good at this over the past few weeks.


And between her legs, visible through the short skirt, the glint of metal. The cage that hadn't come off since Dr. White's office.


"What is it, honey?"


"The—the roast is almost ready. And I've set the table for two, like you asked." Her eyes flickered over my dress, my body, my heels. Something complicated passed across her face. "You look beautiful, ma'am."


"I know." I turned back to the mirror, adjusting my cleavage. "Make sure the wine is chilled. The expensive one, not the shit we usually drink."


"Yes, ma'am."


She scurried off, heels clicking against the hardwood. I watched her go in the mirror's reflection—my husband, dressed as a maid, preparing dinner for the man who was about to fuck his wife.


A month ago, this would have been insane.


Now it just felt right.


*


The doorbell rang at exactly seven.


I made Erica answer it. Stood in the living room with a glass of wine, listening to the front door open, to the deep rumble of Marcus's voice, to my husband's stammered greeting.


"Good evening, sir. May I take your jacket?"


"Sure thing, Erica." I could hear the smirk in his voice. "Looking pretty tonight."


"Th-thank you, sir."


Footsteps approaching. And then Marcus appeared in the living room doorway.


God, he was beautiful.


I'd seen pictures, of course. The photo on Dr. White's desk. But pictures didn't capture the sheer presence of him. Six-foot-three of solid muscle, dark skin gleaming under the soft lighting. He wore a simple button-down shirt that strained against his chest and arms, fitted slacks that did nothing to hide the bulge I was already fantasizing about.


His eyes found mine and traveled slowly down my body. Taking in the red dress. The heels. The carefully curated cleavage. When he smiled, I felt it between my legs.


"Damn." He crossed the room in three long strides, eyes roaming over my body like he was sizing up a meal. "Dr. White ain't tell me you was this fine."


"She didn't tell me about you either," I managed.


He chuckled—low and knowing—his eyes never leaving my curves. His palm was huge, engulfing mine completely. I thought about what else those hands could do. What else that body could do.


"Erica." Marcus didn't look at my husband. Didn't even turn his head. "Get me a drink. Whiskey. Neat."


"Yes, sir. Right away, sir."


I heard her scramble toward the bar cart in the corner. Marcus still hadn't looked at her. His eyes were locked on mine, dark and hungry.


"You nervous?" he asked quietly.


"A little."


"You shouldn't be." He stepped closer. I could smell him now—cologne and something raw underneath. "I'ma fuck you so good you ain't gonna remember that sissy's name."


My breath caught.


Erica appeared at Marcus's elbow with his whiskey. He took it without acknowledging her, without even a glance in her direction. She stood there for a moment, waiting, then retreated to the edge of the room like a ghost.


Good. That was exactly what I wanted.


"Dinner's ready whenever you are," I said. "Erica made roast beef."


"Erica's been busy." Still not looking at her. "But I'm not hungry for food just yet."


He set his whiskey down on the end table and closed the remaining distance between us. One hand cupped my jaw, tilting my face up toward his. He was so much taller than Eric. So much bigger. I had to crane my neck just to meet his eyes.


"I've been thinking about you all week," he murmured. "About what I'm going to do to you."


"What—" My voice came out breathy, barely a whisper. "What are you going to do to me?"


"Everything your husband couldn't."


And then he kissed me.


Not a gentle kiss. Not a tentative first-date kiss. Marcus kissed me like he owned me—one hand gripping my jaw, the other sliding down to grab my ass, pulling me flush against his body. I felt the hardness pressing against my stomach and my knees nearly buckled.


This was what a real man felt like. This was what I'd been missing for eight years.


I kissed him back with eight years of frustration. Eight years of fake orgasms and slippery sex and finishing myself off alone in the bathroom. My hands found his chest, his shoulders, the thick muscles of his arms. Everything about him was solid. Powerful. Real.


When we finally broke apart, I was gasping.


Marcus looked down at me, grip still firm on my ass. "Yeah, that's what I thought. You been needing this."


I laughed breathlessly. "Dr. White told you about me?"


"Told me your husband ain't been handling his business." His eyes finally flicked toward Erica, standing frozen in the corner of the room. "Ain't that right, sissy? You ain't been fucking your wife proper?"


"N-no, sir." Her voice was barely audible. "I couldn't—I haven't—"


"Yeah, that's what I thought." Marcus turned back to me, dismissing her completely. I could see the outline of her caged clitty straining against the metal, her whole body trembling with what I assumed was a toxic mixture of humiliation and arousal.


I'd almost forgotten she was there.


Almost.


"Pour me another glass of wine, babe," I said without looking at her. "And refill Marcus's whiskey."


"Yes, ma'am."


She hurried to obey while Marcus pulled me onto the couch, settling me half in his lap. His hand rested possessively on my thigh, thumb stroking circles through the thin fabric of my dress. I leaned into him, breathing in his scent, feeling small and feminine against his bulk.


This was how I was supposed to feel. This was how a woman was supposed to feel with a man.


Not like a mother. Not like a caretaker. Not like the only adult in the relationship.


Wanted. Desired. Claimed.


Erica returned with our drinks, placing them carefully on the coffee table. She stood there afterward, eyes downcast, waiting for further instruction.


"You can go check on dinner," I said dismissively. "We'll call you when we're ready to eat."


"Yes, ma'am."


She retreated to the kitchen. I heard pots clanging, the oven opening and closing. The sounds of my husband—my sissy maid husband—working diligently to serve the man who was about to fuck his wife.


"Shit, you got her trained good," Marcus observed, his hand sliding higher on my thigh.


"She's learning." I shifted closer to him, loving the way his body dwarfed mine. "I've been firm with her."


"I bet." His fingers found the hem of my dress. "You been waiting for this, huh? Real dick?"


"You have no idea."


He laughed—low and cocky. "Nah, I think I do. I seen that look before. Hungry as fuck."


"I am." I met his eyes. "I've been hungry for eight years."


Marcus's expression shifted. Something darker flickered behind those dark eyes. Something predatory.


"Then let's stop wasting time."


He kissed me again, harder this time. His hand disappeared under my dress, finding the lace of my panties—black, expensive, purchased specifically for tonight. I moaned into his mouth as his fingers traced the outline of me through the fabric.


"Wet already," he murmured against my lips. "Soaked through, actually. That desperate for it?"


"Yes." I didn't have the pride to lie. "God, yes."


From the kitchen, I heard Erica drop something. A pan, maybe. The clatter of metal on tile.


Marcus pulled back slightly, glancing toward the kitchen doorway. "Think she's listening?"


"I know she is."


"Good." He stood suddenly, pulling me up with him. "Then let's give her something to listen to."


He scooped me up like I weighed nothing—one arm under my knees, the other behind my back. I gasped, clutching his shoulders, feeling how fucking strong he was. Like I was a toy to him.


This wasn't my husband. This was a real man. And he was about to do what Eric never could.


My husband was in the kitchen, locked in a metal cage, listening to another man carry his wife to the bedroom where he would fuck her properly for the first time in their entire marriage.


"Erica!" I called out as Marcus carried me toward the stairs. "Stay downstairs. We'll call you when we need you."


A pause. Then, very quietly: "Yes, ma'am."


Marcus grinned at me. "Cold as fuck. I like that."


"You haven't seen nothing yet," I said, and pulled him in for another kiss.


He carried me up the stairs, into the master bedroom, and kicked the door shut behind us.


*



CHAPTER 13


Marcus tossed me onto the bed like I weighed nothing.


I bounced on the mattress, gasping, and before I could even catch my breath he was standing over me. Looking down at me sprawled across the comforter in my red dress, heels still on, chest heaving. His eyes traveled down my body slowly, deliberately, like he was deciding where to start.


"Damn," he said, licking his lips. "Your husband really don't know what he got."


No one had looked at me like that in years. Like I was something to be devoured.


I propped myself up on my elbows. "Are you going to stare all night, or are you going to do something about it?"


He laughed. "Shit, you really is hungry for it, huh? Aight then."


He reached for the buttons of his shirt, undoing them slowly. One by one. Revealing dark skin stretched over muscle, a chest that looked carved from stone, abs that rippled with every breath. By the time the shirt hit the floor, I was squeezing my thighs together, desperate for friction.


This was really happening. I was really in my bedroom—the bedroom I'd shared with Eric for eight years—watching another man undress. About to let another man fuck me.


About to cheat on my husband.


Except... was it cheating if he wanted it? If he was downstairs right now, locked in a cage, probably pressing his ear to the door trying to hear everything? If he'd literally begged me to do this?


The psychology of it twisted through my brain. Eric had fantasized about this for years—watching me get taken by a Black man while he sat helpless in the corner. And now I was making his fantasy come true. In a way, I was doing this for him.


No. That was bullshit.


I was doing this for me.


Because I deserved to know what real sex felt like. Deserved to feel a real cock inside me. Deserved to cum on something other than my own fingers for the first time in nearly a decade.


Marcus's hands went to his belt. The clink of metal. The slide of leather through loops. He was watching my face, enjoying my anticipation, taking his sweet time.


"You ready for this?" he asked. Not concerned—cocky. Like he already knew the answer.


"Just show me what I've been missing."


He grinned. "Aight. Don't say I ain't warn you."


And pushed his pants down.


I actually gasped.


I'd seen cocks before—obviously. Eight years of marriage meant I was intimately familiar with Eric's pathetic little thing. But this... this was something else entirely.


Marcus's big black cock hung heavy between his legs, and he wasn't even fully hard yet. Thick. Long. Dark skin that somehow looked both intimidating and beautiful. It curved slightly to the left, veins prominent along the shaft, the head fat and flared.


As I watched, it began to rise. Veins pumping. Thickening. Lengthening. Growing to its full, terrifying, magnificent size.


"Oh my god," I breathed. "Jesus Christ."


"That's the usual reaction from white bitches like you." He wrapped a hand around himself, stroking lazily. Even his fist couldn't close completely around the girth. "You think you can handle all this?"


I should have been scared. That thing was going to ruin me—would probably split me in half. Eric's cock had never even come close to filling me up, and now I was about to take something that looked like it belonged on a porn set.


But I wasn't scared. I was desperate.


"Fuck me," I demanded. "Please."


He climbed onto the bed, settling between my legs. His weight pressed me into the mattress—so heavy, so solid, so completely different from Eric's slight frame. I felt surrounded by him. Consumed.


His hands found the zipper at the back of my dress. "Let's get this off you."


He undressed me slowly, peeling away the red fabric to reveal the black lace beneath. The matching bra and panties I'd bought specifically for this moment. His eyes darkened as he took in the sight.


"Damn," he muttered. "Your husband's a fucking idiot if he ain't getting hard to this."


"Tell me something I don't know."


He unhooked my bra, freeing my breasts. Lowered his head to take one nipple in his mouth while his hand palmed the other. The sound that came out of me was embarrassing. A moan so desperate, so needy, that I would have been mortified if I wasn't already past the point of caring.


I couldn't help it.


Eric had always been so tentative with my breasts. Quick touches. Nervous little licks like he was afraid of them. Like they were something to be handled carefully instead of devoured.


Marcus devoured them.


He sucked my nipple into his mouth, teeth grazing the sensitive bud, tongue swirling. His other hand squeezed and kneaded, rough and possessive. When he switched sides, the cool air on my wet nipple made me gasp.


"Sensitive, huh?" He looked up at me, lips glistening. "Your husband ain't never play with these right either?"


"No," I admitted. "He was always so... careful."


"Careful." Marcus snorted. "Nah, that ain't what you need. You need a man who knows what he's doing."


He bit down—not hard enough to hurt, but hard enough to make me cry out. My back arched off the bed, pushing my breast deeper into his mouth.


"Please," I heard myself say. "Please, more—"


"More what?" He pulled back, leaving me aching and empty. "Tell me what you want."


"I want—I need—"


"Use your words." He was teasing me now. One finger tracing lazy circles around my nipple, never quite touching where I needed him to. "What does my hungry little housewife need?"


The words stuck in my throat. Eight years of polite, restrained, missionary-only sex had trained me to be quiet. To take what I was given. To never ask for more.


But Marcus wasn't Eric. And tonight, I wasn't the old Jane.


"I need you to touch me hard," I whispered. "Please. I'm so wet it hurts."


He grinned—wolfish, satisfied. "That's what I like to hear."


His hand slid down my stomach slowly. So fucking slowly. Past my navel. Over the lace of my panties. When his fingers finally brushed against my mound, I whimpered.


"Damn," he said, pressing his palm against me through the fabric. "You wasn't lying. Soaked straight through."


"Please—"


"Patience." He rubbed me through my panties, the friction maddening but not nearly enough. "We ain't in no rush. I'ma take my time with you."


This was torture. Sweet, delicious torture. Eric had never teased me—had never understood that anticipation was half the pleasure. He'd always gone straight for the goal, rushed through foreplay like it was a chore to be completed before the main event.


Marcus understood something different. He understood that making me wait would make me desperate. And desperate was exactly what he wanted.


His fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties and slowly—agonizingly slowly—pulled them down. Over my hips. Down my thighs. Off completely, tossed somewhere on the floor.


I was completely naked now. Spread out beneath this beautiful Black stranger while my husband knelt downstairs in a maid uniform, probably pressing his ear against the ceiling trying to hear what was happening.


Marcus sat back on his heels, looking at me. All of me. His eyes traveled from my flushed face to my heaving breasts to my stomach to the junction of my thighs, where I was absolutely dripping.


"Your pussy nice as hell, pretty as fuck," he said. Not romantic—just stating a fact. "Your husband really don't go down on you?"


The question hit different when I was naked and exposed like this.


"No." My voice came out small. "He always said-he wasn't into that."


Marcus laughed. Actually laughed. "He a faggot."


A little dicked faggot. I couldn't help it—I laughed too. Because it was ridiculous. Hearing him insult the man I married. I-just couldn't.


All those years of Eric acting like oral sex was somehow degrading, like putting his mouth on me would diminish his masculinity. And here was Marcus—bigger, stronger, more masculine than Eric could ever dream of being—calling bullshit on the whole thing.


Marcus leaned down, his face inches from my pussy. I could feel his breath against my wetness. "Real men make their woman cum so hard she forget her own name. Real men eat pussy like it's their last meal. Real men don't make excuses."


Of course. I-My husband wasn't a real man.


Marcus was.


My heart was beating out of my chest when he looked up at me, dark eyes meeting mine. 


"I'ma show you what a real man does."


And then his mouth was on me.


*



CHAPTER 14


The first touch of his tongue made me cry out. Literally cry out. Not even a loud moan—a genuine cry. Like something inside me had been waiting so long for this that it didn't know how else to respond.


Marcus didn't rush. He started slow, almost exploratory. A long, flat lick from my entrance up to my clit. Then another. And another. Like he was savoring me. Learning me.


"Damn," he murmured against my pussy, the vibration making me shiver.


Eight years. Eight years I'd been married to a man who thought this was beneath him. Who claimed that "real men" didn't put their mouths on women. Who made me feel like wanting this was somehow shameful.


And now here was Marcus—this beautiful Black stranger with muscles like a Greek god and a cock that could split me in half—burying his face between my thighs like it was exactly where he wanted to be.


The contrast was almost too much to process.


"Oh god," I breathed as his tongue circled my clit. "Oh my god—"


"You like that?" He looked up at me from between my legs, lips glistening with my wetness. "Your little white husband really never did this for you?"


"Never." The word came out broken. "Not once in eight years."


Marcus shook his head slowly. "Eight years without getting your pussy ate. That's fucking criminal." He lowered his mouth back to me. "Don't worry, baby. I'ma make up for lost time."


He didn't dive straight for my clit this time. Instead, he kissed along my inner thighs, teeth grazing the sensitive skin, tongue tracing patterns that made me squirm. Every time I thought he was about to touch where I needed him most, he'd pull back. Kiss somewhere else. Make me wait.


"Please," I whimpered. "Marcus, please—"


"Please what?"


"Please lick my pussy. Oh, fuck. PLEASE! Please, PLEASE! Please—" I was babbling now, pride abandoned completely already. "I need it so bad, I've needed it for so long—"


I should have showed more restraint. A bit more control would have helped. His mouth found my clit again, and this time there was no teasing. He sucked it between his lips, tongue flicking rapidly, and I nearly levitated off the bed.


"FUCK!"


My hands flew to his head, gripping his short nappy hair, holding him in place like I was afraid he'd stop. He didn't. He worked my clit with single-minded focus—lips, tongue, occasional gentle scrape of teeth—while his hands gripped my thighs, holding them apart so I couldn't squirm away from the intensity.


This was what I'd been missing. This was what Eric had stolen from me with his fragile masculinity and his pathetic excuses.


I thought about him then—my husband, kneeling downstairs in his maid costume, caged cock straining uselessly. For eight years he'd denied me this, told me it was degrading, made me feel like a pervert for wanting a tongue on my pussy. And the whole time, he'd been jerking off to videos of himself getting fucked by Black men.


The hypocrisy. The fucking hypocrisy.


"Yes," I hissed, grinding against Marcus's face. "Yes, just like that, don't stop—"


He slid a finger inside me—thick, so much thicker than Eric's—and I clenched around it immediately. The combination of his mouth on my clit and his finger curling against my g-spot was almost overwhelming.


"Tight," he observed, adding a second finger. "Real tight. Your husband really ain't been doing his job, huh?"


"No—" I gasped as he scissored his fingers inside me. "He couldn't—his cock was—"


"Too small?" Marcus grinned against my pussy. "Yeah, I figured. Little ass white boy dick." He pumped his fingers deeper. "Don't worry. I got something better for you later. But first—" His mouth found my clit again. "I'ma make you cum on my tongue."


I'd had orgasms before. Of course I had—mostly self-inflicted, in the shower or late at night after Eric had rolled over and gone to sleep. Quick, efficient releases that scratched an itch but never really satisfied.


This was different.


This was Marcus playing my body like an instrument he'd been practicing his whole life. Every lick perfectly placed. Every curl of his fingers hitting exactly the right spot. Every time I got close, he'd back off just enough to keep me on the edge—then push me higher.


"Please," I was begging openly now. "Please let me cum, I need to cum, please—"


"You been waiting eight years," he said, fucking me slowly with his fingers. "What's another few minutes?"


"I can't—I need—please, Marcus, please—"


He looked up at me, chin wet with my juices, eyes dark and knowing. "Say it. Tell me who's making you feel this good."


"You are. You're making me feel so good—"


"And who couldn't do this for you?"


"Eric," I sobbed. "My husband. He never—he wouldn't—"


"That's right. Your little sissy faggot husband couldn't eat pussy. Couldn't fuck you right. Couldn't do nothing but wear your panties and jerk his little dick to Black men." Marcus's fingers found that spot inside me again. "But I can. I'ma give you everything he couldn't."


He lowered his mouth to my clit one final time.


And I shattered.


The orgasm hit me like nothing I'd ever experienced. Not a small wave but a fucking tsunami, crashing through my entire body, making my vision go white and my legs shake and my voice tear out of my throat in a scream I couldn't have contained if I tried.


"OH GOD—FUCK—YES—DON'T STOP—PLEASE DON'T STOP—"


Marcus didn't stop. He ate me through it, tongue relentless on my clit, fingers still pumping, wringing every last spasm out of my body. I was crying—actually crying, tears streaming down my face—and I couldn't tell if it was from the intensity of the pleasure or from the release of eight years of frustration.


Maybe both.


When it finally subsided, I lay there gasping, whole body trembling. Marcus crawled up beside me, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.


"That's one," he said.


I couldn't even form words. Could only stare at him through blurry eyes, still shaking.


"You good?" He actually looked a little concerned. "That was a big one, huh?"


I managed a nod. Then, finding my voice: "Thank you... daddy."


The word slipped out before I could stop it. I don't know where it came from—I'd never called anyone that during sex, never even thought about it. But lying there, trembling and tear-streaked after the most intense orgasm of my life, it just felt... right.


Marcus's eyebrows shot up. Then a slow, satisfied grin spread across his face. "Daddy, huh? I like that."


"I don't know why I—" I started to apologize, embarrassed.


"Nah, don't take it back." He traced a finger down my cheek, collecting a tear. "You call me whatever feels right. And that?" He leaned down, lips brushing my forehead. "That felt real right."


"Daddy," I whispered again, testing it. The word sent a shiver through me. "I've never... that was..."


"First time cumming from head?" He grinned. "Shit, I'm honored."


"First time cumming like that from anything," I admitted. "With another person."


Something shifted in his expression. Not pity—Marcus didn't seem like the type for pity. But maybe understanding.


"Your husband," he said slowly, "really fucked you up, didn't he? Making you think this was wrong. Making you feel bad for wanting it."


"Yes." The word came out small.


"Well." He positioned himself over me, that massive cock now fully hard and pressing against my thigh. "Good news is, we just getting started. Imma give you everything you been missing." He leaned down, lips brushing my ear. "And by the time I'm done, you ain't never gonna settle for less again."


I believed him.


*



CHAPTER 15


Marcus positioned himself at my entrance, and I forgot how to breathe.


The head of his cock was pressing against me—thick and hot and impossibly big. I could feel my body trying to accommodate him even before he'd started pushing in, my pussy clenching and fluttering in anticipation.


"Relax," he murmured. "I got you."


Easy for him to say. He wasn't the one about to be split open by something that looked more like a weapon than a body part.


But I trusted him. Somehow, after less than an hour in this room, I trusted this man more than I'd trusted my husband in eight years of marriage. Maybe it was the way he'd made me cum. Maybe it was the way he'd called out Eric's bullshit. Maybe it was just the confidence radiating off him—the absolute certainty that he knew what he was doing.


"Deep breath," he said. "And push out, like you're—"


"I know how it works," I said, a little sharper than I intended. "I've done this before."


He raised an eyebrow. "Not with something this size, you ain't."


Fair point.


I took a deep breath. Tried to relax. And Marcus pushed forward.


The first inch made me gasp. The stretch was immediate, intense, right at the edge of pain. He was so much thicker than Eric—so much thicker than anything I'd ever had inside me.


"You okay?" Marcus paused, barely inside me.


"Yes," I breathed. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."


He pushed deeper. Another inch. Then another.


I could feel my body struggling to accept him, could feel the almost unbearable pressure of being filled in ways I'd never been filled before. Eric's cock had been average at best—never quite reaching the places I needed it to reach, never stretching me enough to really feel it.


This was different. This was overwhelming. This was everything.


"Fuck," Marcus grunted, still only halfway inside. "You tight as hell. Feels like you ain't been fucked proper in years."


"I haven't," I managed. "I really haven't."


"I know, baby." He leaned down, pressed a surprisingly gentle kiss to my forehead. "I'ma fix that."


He pushed the rest of the way in.


When he bottomed out—when I felt his pelvis press against mine, felt his balls resting against my ass, felt every impossible inch of him buried inside me—I made a sound I didn't recognize. Something between a moan and a sob and a prayer.


This was what it was supposed to feel like. This was what sex was supposed to be.


Marcus held still, letting me adjust. I could feel my pussy pulsing around him, clenching and releasing, my body trying to process the invasion. He was so deep. Touching places Eric had never reached. Filling spaces I didn't know I had.


"You feel that?" His voice was strained, like it was taking effort to stay still. "That's what a real dick feel like."


"Yes." The word came out reverent. "God, yes."


"Your husband's little white dick ever reach this deep?"


"No. Never. Not even close."


"That's what I thought." He pulled back slowly—just an inch—and I whimpered at the drag of him against my walls. "This pussy was made for something bigger. Something better. And now it's getting what it deserve."


He pushed back in, and I saw stars.


"Oh fuck—"


"Yeah?" He did it again. Slow pull, deep push. Setting a rhythm that was agonizingly measured. "Feel good?"


"So good. Please—more—"


"More?" He was teasing me now, keeping that same slow pace. "You sure you can handle more?"


"Yes. Please, Marcus. Fuck me. Really fuck me."


Something shifted in his expression. The gentleness evaporated, replaced by something hungrier. Something more primal.


"You want me to fuck you?" He pulled almost all the way out, leaving just the head inside. "Like your husband never could?"


"Yes—"


"Say it." His voice was harder now. Demanding. "Tell me what you want."


"I want you to fuck me like Eric never could. I want to feel you for days. I want—" My voice broke. "I want to forget what his pathetic little dick felt like inside me."


Marcus smiled. Wolfish. Satisfied.


"Aight then."


And he slammed home.


The scream that tore out of me was involuntary. Pure reaction to the sudden, brutal fullness of him. Before I could recover, he was pulling back, slamming in again. Setting a pace that was nothing like the gentle introduction—hard and fast and relentless.


"This what you wanted?" His hips pistoned into me, the sound of skin slapping skin filling the room. "This what you been missing?"


"YES!" I couldn't think, couldn't process, could only feel. "Yes, yes, yes, FUCK! YES—"


The bed was creaking beneath us. The headboard starting to tap against the wall with each thrust. I wrapped my legs around his waist, trying to pull him deeper, needing more of him even though he was already giving me everything.


"Eight years," Marcus grunted, never slowing down. "Eight years married to a little dick sissy who couldn't fuck you right. Who wouldn't eat your pussy. Who made you feel bad for wanting more."


Each word was punctuated by a thrust. Each thrust hitting that spot inside me that Eric had never found.


"Well guess what, baby?" He shifted angle slightly, and suddenly he was hitting even deeper. "That shit's over now. You ain't never gonna settle for less than this again."


I believed him. In that moment, with his massive cock pounding into me, stretching me, filling me, ruining me for anyone else—I believed every word.


The orgasm was building. Different from the one I'd had from his tongue—deeper, fuller, originating from somewhere in my core rather than just my clit. I could feel it growing with every thrust, every impossibly deep stroke.


"I'm gonna—" I gasped. "Marcus, I'm gonna cum again, oh, fuck. Oh Jesus—"


"Already?" He sounded amused but not surprised. "Go ahead. Cum on this dick. Show me what that sissy husband of yours couldn't make you do."


The permission—or maybe the reminder of Eric—pushed me over the edge.


I came with a scream that I was sure the neighbors could hear. My pussy clamped down on Marcus's cock, pulsing and clenching, trying to milk him even as he kept thrusting through it. The pleasure was blinding, overwhelming, wave after wave of it crashing through me.


Wetness erupted everywhere. I blanked out for a moment as my toes curled. My breath caught in my throat.


"That's two," he said, still fucking me through the aftershocks. "We ain't done yet."


*



CHAPTER 16


Marcus pulled out of me and I whimpered at the sudden emptiness.


"Turn over," he commanded. "Hands and knees."


I hurriedly obeyed without thinking, my body moving before my brain could catch up. Rolled onto my stomach, pushed myself up onto all fours, presented myself to him like an animal in heat. Some distant part of me recognized how degrading this should feel—my ass in the air, pussy dripping, waiting to be mounted by a man who wasn't my husband.


But I didn't feel degraded. I felt powerful. Alive. Like I was finally becoming the woman I was always meant to be.


Marcus's hands gripped my hips, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise. I'd have marks tomorrow. Evidence of what happened here tonight. The thought made me even wetter.


"Look at this ass," he said, almost to himself. "White boy really didn't know what he had, did he?"


"No," I breathed. "He didn't."


"His loss." And Marcus slammed back into me.


The angle was completely different. Deeper. He was hitting spots that hadn't been touched before, reaching places I didn't know existed. I dropped down onto my elbows, unable to hold myself up, face pressed into the pillow as he pounded into me from behind.


"FUCK!" The word tore out of me. "Oh god, oh fuck—"


"Yeah, that's what I thought." His pace was brutal now. Punishing. The headboard was slamming against the wall—BANG BANG BANG—so loud the neighbors could definitely hear. So loud that Erica, kneeling downstairs in her maid uniform, could definitely hear.


I hoped she was suffering. I hoped every bang of the headboard was a knife to her pathetic heart.


"This what you needed?" Marcus growled, grip tightening on my hips. "This what that sissy couldn't give you?"


"Yes! God, yes!"


"Say his name. Tell me who can't fuck you like this."


"Eric!" I screamed into the pillow. "Eric can't fuck me like this! His cock is too small, he's too weak, he's—he's pathetic—"


"That's right." Marcus's hand came down on my ass—a sharp slap that made me yelp. "He pathetic. And what am I?"


"You're a real man. A real fucking man. Please don't stop, please—"


Another slap. Harder. I was going to have handprints on my ass tomorrow.


"I ain't gonna stop till you cum again. And again. Till you can't walk straight." He leaned over me, chest pressed against my back, lips at my ear. "Till you forget what that little white dick ever felt like inside you."


The orgasm built differently this time. Not the concentrated intensity of his tongue on my clit, not the deep fullness of missionary. This was everywhere—radiating out from where he was pounding into me, spreading through my whole body like fire.


"I'm gonna—" I gasped. "Marcus, I'm gonna cum again, I can't—"


"Do it. Cum on this dick. Show me who owns this pussy now."


I shattered for the third time.


This one was violent. My whole body convulsing, pussy clamping down on him so hard he groaned, legs shaking so badly I would have collapsed if his grip on my hips wasn't holding me up. I screamed into the pillow—a wordless, animal sound—as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me.


Marcus fucked me through it, relentless, chasing his own release.


"One more," he grunted. "Give me one more and I'll fill you up."


I didn't think I could. Three orgasms had already wrung me out, left me a trembling mess. But Marcus's cock was still hitting that spot, still sending sparks through my overstimulated nerves, and I could feel something building again. Impossibly. Inevitably.


"I can't," I sobbed. "It's too much—"


"You can." He reached around, found my clit with his fingers. "You gonna cum with me. Right now."


The combination of his cock and his fingers was too much. The fourth orgasm hit me like a freight train—the biggest one yet, tearing through my body with an intensity that was almost painful. At the same moment, I felt Marcus slam deep and hold, felt his cock pulse inside me, felt the hot flood of his release filling me up.


"FUCK!" His voice cracked as he came. "Fuck, take it all, take every fucking drop—"


I was crying. Actually crying, tears streaming down my face, from the sheer overwhelming intensity of it all. Four orgasms in one night. More pleasure than I'd experienced in eight years of marriage. And it wasn't from my husband—it was from this beautiful Black stranger who'd walked into my house and shown me what I'd been missing.


Marcus collapsed on top of me, both of us gasping, his softening cock still buried inside. I could feel his cum leaking out around him, dripping down my thighs.


We lay there for a long moment, catching our breath.


Then I heard it. A soft, pathetic sound from just outside the bedroom door.


A whine. A whimper.


Erica.


She'd crept upstairs at some point. Had been listening at the door, hearing everything—every moan, every scream, every bang of the headboard. Hearing her husband call her pathetic while another man's cock was buried inside her.


Marcus heard it too. He pulled out of me slowly—I whimpered at the loss—and rolled onto his back.


"Sounds like someone's been listening," he said.


"Of course she has." I turned my head toward the door. "Erica. I know you're out there."


A pause. Then, very quietly: "Yes, ma'am."


"Did you hear everything?"


"Yes, ma'am." Her voice was wrecked. Like she'd been crying.


Good.


"And what did you think?"


Another pause. Longer this time. "It sounded... it sounded like he fucked you really good, ma'am."


Marcus laughed. "Damn right I did."


I should have felt something—guilt, maybe, or shame. My husband was on the other side of that door, having just listened to me get fucked into oblivion by another man. Having heard me scream, heard me cum, heard me call him pathetic.


But I didn't feel guilty. I felt satisfied. Powerful. Complete.


"You can come in now," I said. "Clean me up."


The door opened slowly. Erica stood there in her maid uniform, mascara streaked down her cheeks, the outline of her caged clitty visible through her skirt. She looked broken.


"Come here," I said, spreading my legs. Marcus's cum was leaking out of me, pooling on the sheets. "Lick."


She crawled to the bed and lowered her face between my thighs. And as her tongue began to clean another man's cum out of my pussy, I stroked her wig gently.


"Good girl," I murmured. "That's my good little sissy."


This was our life now. And I wouldn't have it any other way.


*



CHAPTER 17


Two weeks later, Marcus had become a regular fixture in our home.


Tuesdays. Thursdays. Saturdays. Sometimes Sundays too, if I was feeling particularly needy. He'd show up around seven, Erica would serve drinks and dinner, and then we'd disappear upstairs for hours while my sissy husband cleaned the kitchen and tried not to cry.


At first, I kept the bedroom door locked. Made Erica stay downstairs or kneel in the hallway. I told myself it was to protect her feelings—some last vestige of wifely consideration.


But that was bullshit.


The truth was, I liked knowing she was suffering. Liked imagining her pressed against the door, listening to every moan, every scream, every slap of Marcus's balls against my ass. The thought of her caged clitty straining uselessly while I came over and over again... it made everything more intense.


Eventually, though, even that wasn't enough.


"I want her to watch," I told Marcus one night, post-coital, his cum still leaking out of me onto the sheets.


He raised an eyebrow. "Yeah?"


"She's been listening this whole time. Might as well let her see what she's missing."


Marcus grinned that predatory grin I'd come to love. "Kinky. I like it."


So the next time he came over, I didn't lock the door.


"Erica," I called from the bed, Marcus already undressing beside me. "Get in here."


She appeared in the doorway, still in her maid uniform, eyes wide and uncertain. "Ma'am?"


"Sit." I pointed to the chair in the corner. "Watch. And don't you dare look away."


The first time she watched us fuck, she cried the entire time.


Not sobs—she knew better than to make noise without permission. Just silent tears streaming down her face as Marcus pounded me into the mattress, as I screamed his name, as I came so hard I nearly blacked out. Her caged clitty was visibly straining against the metal, a wet spot spreading through her panties, but she couldn't do anything about it.


She just had to watch.


After that, it became part of the routine. Marcus would fuck me, Erica would watch from her corner, and afterward I'd make her clean up—licking Marcus's cum out of me, wiping down his cock, changing the sheets while we cuddled and laughed about her pathetic performance.


It was perfect.


But something was still missing.


*


One Thursday night, after Marcus had already fucked me twice, I found myself staring at his cock while he recovered.


It was softening now, glistening with our combined juices, resting heavy against his thigh. Even half-hard it was more impressive than Eric had ever been fully erect. I reached out and wrapped my fingers around it—thick, warm, real.


"You want something?" Marcus asked, amused.


"I want to suck it."


The words surprised even me. I'd never been particularly enthusiastic about blowjobs. With Eric, it had always felt like a chore—struggling to get his rubbery little dick hard enough to work with, trying to ignore the way it would go soft in my mouth half the time, pretending his pathetic dribble of cum was satisfying.


But this was different. This was a real cock. A man's cock.


I slid down between Marcus's legs before he could respond, wrapping both hands around his shaft. Even soft, I couldn't get my fingers all the way around it. The weight of it in my palms made my pussy clench.


"Damn, girl." Marcus propped himself up on his elbows to watch. "Go ahead then."


I started with a kiss to the tip. Then a long lick up the underside, tasting myself on him, tasting his cum. My tongue traced the thick veins, explored every ridge and curve. This was what a cock was supposed to feel like. This was what I'd been missing all those years with Eric.


When I took him into my mouth, he was already starting to harden again.


"Fuck," Marcus groaned. "That's it. Take that dick."


I couldn't fit much—maybe a third of his length before my jaw ached and my gag reflex kicked in. But I worked what I could, bobbing my head, using my hands on what wouldn't fit, drooling all over his shaft until it was slick and shiny.


The contrast with Eric was almost laughable. My husband's dick had been so small I could take the whole thing without effort—and still feel nothing. No stretch. No fullness. Just a sad little nub poking at my tongue while he whimpered above me.


And the taste. God, the taste. Eric had always tasted vaguely sour, like something was wrong. Marcus tasted clean and masculine and RIGHT.


"You like sucking real dick, huh?" Marcus's hand found the back of my head, guiding me deeper. "Bet your husband's little white cock never filled your mouth like this."


I pulled off long enough to answer. "He barely filled anything. Could hardly stay hard long enough to finish."


"Pathetic." Marcus pushed my head back down. "Show me what you couldn't do for him."


I gagged when he hit the back of my throat—a wet, obscene sound that would have embarrassed me a month ago. Now it just made me wetter. I pushed deeper, tears streaming down my face, drool running down my chin, choking on the cock that had ruined me for all others.


"Good girl," Marcus murmured. "That's daddy's good little cocksucker."


Daddy. The word sent electricity through me. I'd started calling him that after the first time he ate me out, and now I couldn't imagine calling him anything else.


I sucked him until my jaw ached, until he was rock hard again, until he finally pulled me off by my hair and flipped me onto my back for round three.


But I'd proven something to myself that night. I wasn't just a woman who tolerated blowjobs because her husband expected them. I was a woman who CRAVED real cock—in her pussy, in her mouth, anywhere Marcus wanted to put it.


Eric had never inspired that kind of hunger. His soft, useless little dick had only inspired pity.


*


The thought had been growing in the back of my mind for weeks. Ever since that first night with Marcus, really, when he'd filled me up so completely I thought I might burst.


A baby.


Eric and I had talked about it, back when we were still pretending to be a normal couple. Tried for a while, even. But his cock could never stay hard long enough to finish inside me, and eventually we'd just... stopped trying. Told ourselves we'd revisit it later. Let the topic fade into the background noise of our disappointing marriage.


But now things were different.


Now I had Marcus. A real man with a real cock who could cum inside me properly, who could give me what Eric never could. The thought of carrying his baby—of my belly swelling with a Black man's child while my sissy husband watched helplessly—sent a thrill through me that was almost sexual.


Almost.


I'd been on the pill since Marcus started coming around. Responsible. Careful. But every time I took that little white tablet, I felt a twinge of... something. Regret? Longing?


Finally, I decided to stop.


But first, I needed to tell Erica.


*


"I want to have a baby. With Marcus."


We were in the living room, post-dinner, Erica kneeling at my feet in her usual position. Marcus wasn't here tonight—this conversation needed to happen between husband and wife. Or whatever we were now.


Erica's head snapped up. "A... a baby, ma'am?"


"With Marcus." I repeated and let the words hang in the air. "I've decided to stop taking the pill. I want him to breed me properly."


The silence stretched between us. I watched Erica's face cycle through emotions—shock, pain, something that might have been jealousy, and then, underneath it all, that familiar flicker of arousal.


"You want..." She swallowed hard.


"I want to have a Black man's baby. While you're still married to me. Yes."


"But I—" Her voice cracked. "I wanted to give you children. I've always wanted—"


"Honey. Really?" I reached down and cupped her chin, forcing her to meet my eyes. "You can't give me children. You never could. You-You're fucking useless and always have been. Eight fucking years, babe. And you think anything will change now? You couldn't even get hard enough to cum inside me when we tried. Remember?"


She flinched like I'd slapped her. "I know, but—"


"But nothing. Like I said, you had eight years to give me a baby. Eight years of trying and failing and making excuses. Now it's Marcus's turn."


Tears were spilling down her cheeks now. "And what about me? What am I supposed to—"


"You're supposed to support me," I said firmly. "You're supposed to be happy that your wife is finally getting what she needs. Isn't that what a good sissy does? Puts her wife's needs first?"


"Yes, ma'am, but—"


"No buts." I released her chin. "This is happening, Erica. I'm going off the pill this week. And the next time Marcus comes over, we're going to start trying. You can watch if you want—or you can wait downstairs. Either way, it's happening."


Erica was fully crying now, tears dripping off her chin onto the carpet. Her caged clitty was straining against its prison, as always—even now, even facing the ultimate humiliation, she was aroused.


"I need to hear you say it," I said. "I need you to tell me you want it too."


A long pause. Then, very quietly:


"Yes, ma'am. I want it too."


"Say the whole thing. Say you want Marcus to breed your wife with his big black cock."


She looked up at me, eyes red and wet, mascara running. This broken, pathetic creature I'd married. My husband, reduced to a sissy cuckold, about to give me permission to have another man's baby.


"I want Marcus to breed my wife with his big black cock," she whispered. "I want you to have his baby. I—" Her voice broke. "I want to watch it happen."


Something warm spread through my chest. Pride? Power? Love, even, in some twisted way?


"Good girl," I said softly. "That's my good girl."


I let her rest her head against my knee while she cried, stroking her wig like she was a pet. Because in a way, that's what she was now. My pet. My property. My sissy husband who would never give me children but would watch while a real man did.


"Marcus is coming over Saturday," I said eventually, once her sobs had quieted. "It's going to be a special night. I want you dressed in your prettiest outfit—the pink one with the white trim. And I want you in the room the whole time. Watching. Participating, if Marcus allows it."


"Participating?" She looked up, confused and hopeful.


"We'll see how it goes." I smiled down at her. "Maybe you can help. Be useful for once."


Her eyes widened. I could see the gears turning in her head—imagining what "helping" might mean. Licking Marcus's cock to get him hard. Eating his cum out of me afterward. Being used alongside me, beneath me, a sissy servant to our breeding.


"Thank you, ma'am," she whispered. "Thank you for including me."


"Don't thank me yet, honey." I patted her head. "Saturday's going to be intense. You might not be thanking me by the end of it."


But I knew she would be. Erica wanted this as badly as I did—maybe more. She'd fantasized about exactly this scenario for years, jerking off to videos of sissies watching their wives get bred by Black bulls.


Now she was going to live it.


And I was going to enjoy every fucking second.


*


CHAPTER 18


Saturday night. Breeding night.


I'd never felt more powerful in my life.


Marcus had already cum inside me twice, and I was sprawled on the bed catching my breath while he recovered. My pussy was swollen, dripping, thoroughly used—and we weren't even close to done.


The first round had been missionary. Classic. Marcus spreading my legs wide, sinking into me with that impossible cock while Erica watched from her corner—uncaged for the first time in weeks. I'd unlocked her for this special occasion, told her she deserved to feel something while watching her wife get bred. Her pathetic little clitty had been soft the entire time anyway, leaking uselessly onto her thigh while a real man did what she never could. I'd cum three times before he finally released inside me, flooding my womb with his seed while I screamed loud enough to wake the neighbors.


The second round had been even better.


Marcus had picked me up like I weighed nothing, bouncing me on his cock while standing in the middle of the bedroom. My legs wrapped around his waist, arms around his neck, completely at his mercy.


And Erica? I'd made her kneel beneath us.


"Get under there," I'd gasped between thrusts. "Make yourself fucking useful."


She'd obeyed instantly, positioning herself directly below where Marcus and I were joined. Face upturned, mouth open, catching whatever fell. And plenty fell—my juices, his precum, all of it splattering onto her pathetic face while the real adults fucked above her.


When Marcus came that time, I felt the overflow dripping out of me, directly onto Erica's waiting tongue. Cum and pussy juice mixed together, coating her face like a glaze. She'd lapped at it desperately, drinking down the proof of our fucking while her caged clitty strained uselessly.


It was the hottest thing I'd ever experienced.


But now Marcus needed to get hard again. And I had just the sissy for the job.


"Erica, honey." I gestured lazily from the bed. "Daddy needs some attention. Get his cock ready for me."


Erica crawled over on hands and knees, positioning herself behind Marcus as he settled on all fours on the mattress. I watched from my pile of pillows as my husband buried her face in another man's ass, tongue working desperately to please him.


"Come on, you fucking faggot," I called out, feeling deliciously cruel. "Lick his Black ass. Taste what a real man is like."


Erica moaned into Marcus's crack, and I saw her tongue pressing deeper. Working his hole. Worshipping every inch of this alpha male who had replaced her completely.


"That's what you're good for," I continued, enjoying my own voice. "Not fucking a woman. Dr. White was right—you're fucking useless as a man, Erica. You're only good for licking. Cleaning. Serving. Work that tongue, babe."


Marcus grunted in approval. "Shit, your faggot husband do be licking my ass like it's heaven."


I laughed. "She's had a lot of practice being pathetic."


The rimming went on for several minutes. I watched, idly playing with my cum-soaked pussy, enjoying the show. My sissy husband eating another man's ass while that man's cum dripped out of me onto the sheets. This was my life now. This was my marriage.


And I fucking loved it.


"Fuck," Marcus rumbled eventually. "He getting me hard again."


I saw it too—Marcus's cock beginning to rise, thickening back to its full glory. Erica had done her job well. For once.


Marcus turned around, and suddenly his cock was in Erica's face. Hard. Glistening. Covered in the remnants of me.


"Open your mouth wider, white boy," he commanded.


Erica obeyed. And Marcus shoved his cock down her throat.


I watched my husband gag and choke, tears streaming down her face, mascara running. Marcus face-fucked her brutally, one hand gripping her wig, the other slapping her cheeks when she scraped him with her teeth.


"Fucking faggot white boy," he spat. "Don't get your teeth on my dick. Fucking faggot ass sissy white bitch."


I giggled from the bed, and Erica's cheeks burned red even as she gagged around that massive cock. Her humiliation was my entertainment.


"This is what you wanted, right, Erica?" I called out sweetly. "It's what you've always been wanting, right, babe?"


She tried to nod, tried to agree around the cock filling her throat.


Marcus slapped her again. "Say it. Tell me what you are."


He pulled out just enough for her to gasp: "I'm a faggot. A faggot white boy. Please—please use my mouth—my throat like you used my wife, daddy. Please use m—"


He shoved back in, cutting her off. I watched my husband sob and choke and beg, watched her mascara run and her lipstick smear onto his dark shaft, and I felt nothing but arousal and amusement.


"Look at him," I said to Marcus. "Look at my husband. Crying and choking on big Black cock. This is what I married, Marcus. This pathetic fucking sissy faggot."


"He ain't no man," Marcus grunted, thrusting harder. "Nothing but a faggot bitch that puts on women's underwear. No real man does that shit."


Eventually, Marcus pulled out of Erica's throat and turned toward me. His cock was glistening with her spit, impossibly hard, ready for another round.


"Your turn again, baby," he said to me.


I spread my legs eagerly, my pussy glistening with his earlier loads. I was swollen, sensitive, thoroughly fucked—and desperate for more.


"Come here, daddy," I purred. Then I looked at Erica, still gasping on the floor, face a mess of makeup and fluids. "And you—get over here, babe. I want you close."


Erica crawled to the edge of the bed as Marcus positioned himself between my legs.


"Stay close to daddy's ass," I ordered. "Get a good look. Watch what a real man's cock looks like when it enters a real woman."


Marcus pushed inside me, and I moaned loud and long. The stretch was still incredible, even after two loads. He filled me completely, hitting places that would never know Eric's pathetic cock.


"Lick," I gasped as he started thrusting. "Lick whatever falls out. Clean us while he fucks me."


I felt Erica's tongue pressing against us, lapping at the overflow, worshipping Marcus's balls as they slapped against me. The sensation was overwhelming—Marcus's cock pounding my g-spot while Erica's tongue flicked across where we joined.


"You want this, don't you, honey?" I taunted between moans. "You want me to get pregnant with a Black man's baby. Don't you, faggot?"


Erica moaned her agreement into Marcus's balls.


"Say it," I demanded. "Say you want daddy to breed your wife."


Her voice came from somewhere behind Marcus, wrecked and broken: "I want daddy to breed you. I want you to have his baby. Please, Marcus—please cum inside her—"


I laughed, the sound dissolving into a moan as Marcus increased his pace.


"Oh, I will," Marcus grunted. "And she's going to lick every drop that leaks out."


"Yes," Erica sobbed. "Yes, please, yes—"


"Because that's what you are," I gasped. "A cleanup sissy. A cuckold. A faggot white boy who watches real men fuck his wife. Oh god—don't stop—"


"That's what I am," Erica agreed from behind Marcus. "That's all I am."


The orgasm was building in me now—the biggest one yet. Marcus was pounding me harder than ever, his cock hitting depths I didn't know I had, while Erica lapped at us like a dog. The bed was creaking, the headboard slamming, my screams filling the room.


"I'm gonna cum," Marcus growled. "Gonna breed this pussy. Give you that baby you wanted."


"Yes!" I screamed. "Yes, do it, cum inside me, breed me, make me pregnant—"


He slammed into me one final time, and I felt him explode.


The heat flooded my insides, pulse after pulse of his seed pumping directly into my womb. I came at the same moment—the hardest orgasm of my life, my pussy clenching around him, milking every drop. My back arched off the bed, my vision went white, and I screamed something wordless as pleasure crashed through me in waves.


When I finally came down, Marcus was still inside me, both of us gasping.


"Holy fuck," I managed.


He grinned down at me, sweat dripping from his brow. "Think that one took?"


"If it didn't, we're doing it again. And again. Until it does."


He laughed and slowly pulled out. I felt the gush immediately—his cum spilling out of me onto the sheets. So much of it. Three loads' worth, all flooding out of my well-used pussy.


"Erica." I snapped my fingers weakly. "Clean up, babe. Don't waste a drop."


My husband crawled between my legs and began to lick. Gathering Marcus's cum with her tongue, swallowing it down, cleaning my pussy as thoroughly as she cleaned the house. I lay there and let her worship me, too exhausted and satisfied to do anything but feel.


This was it. This was my life now.


A real man to fuck me. A sissy to serve me. And maybe—hopefully—a baby growing inside me. Marcus's baby. A Black baby.


Eric's ultimate fantasy, become my ultimate reality.


"Good girl," I murmured as Erica continued to clean, her tongue soft and devoted. "That's my good little sissy."


She looked up at me with such devotion, such gratitude, cum still glistening on her lips and chin.


And I knew, in that moment, that I'd made the right choice. About all of it. The therapy. The cage. Marcus. The baby.


This was what our marriage was always meant to be.


We just hadn't known it yet.


*



Epilogue 

1

Six Months Later


My wife was glowing.


That's the word people use for pregnant women, right? Glowing. But Jane wasn't just glowing—she was radiant. Six months along now, her belly round and full with Marcus's baby, sitting in the armchair in the corner of our bedroom like a queen surveying her kingdom.


And I was on my knees, worshipping her bull.


No. Our bull. Our big black bull.


Our daddy.


Marcus's cock filled my throat, and I gagged around it—a wet, gurgling sound that would have humiliated me a year ago. Now it just made me work harder. My lips stretched obscenely around his girth, tears streaming down my face, mascara running in black rivers down my cheeks. I'd gotten better at this over the months, learned to relax my throat, learned to breathe through my nose, learned to take him deeper than I ever thought possible.


But I'd never be good enough to take all of him. That honor belonged to my wife.


"Look at her face," Jane said from her chair, one hand resting on her swollen belly. She wasn't participating tonight—hadn't participated sexually since we confirmed the pregnancy. Doctor's orders, she said, though I suspected she also enjoyed watching me serve our daddy more than she let on. "Look at how desperate she is for it."


Marcus grunted, one hand gripping my blonde wig, controlling the pace. "Shit, she really do love this dick, huh?"


"She sure as hell does." I could hear the smile in Jane's voice. "Don't you, Erica?"


I tried to nod around his cock, tried to moan my agreement. The vibration made Marcus groan.


Six months of training. Six months of hormones. Six months of becoming the woman I was always meant to be.


My body had changed in ways I never expected. The HRT had softened my skin, redistributed what little fat I had, and—most noticeably—given me breasts. Small ones, barely an A-cup, but real. My own tits, budding beneath the pink lace bra Jane had bought me. They ached sometimes, tender and sensitive, a constant reminder of my transformation.


My voice had changed too. Months of practice, of Jane correcting me every time I slipped into my old register, had trained it higher. Softer. More feminine. "A proper sissy voice," Jane called it. High-pitched and breathy, the kind of voice that made strangers on the phone call me "ma'am" without hesitation.


And between my legs, locked in its permanent metal prison, my clitty had given up entirely. It didn't even try to get hard anymore—just hung there, soft and lifeless, a useless little nub that leaked occasionally but served no real purpose. Jane hadn't unlocked me since breeding night, and she'd made it clear she never would again.


"That thing-you know it's full on useless now," she'd told me last month, flicking the cage dismissively. "Not like it had any use before. Just something left over from when you pretended to be a man."


She was right. I didn't need it anymore. But it was there for a reason.


As a symbol.


Symbol of a failed life as a man.


Failed masculinity.


Marcus pulled out of my throat suddenly, leaving me gasping and empty. A string of saliva connected my swollen lips to his cock, glistening in the lamplight.


"Turn around," he commanded. "And bite the pillow. I wanna hear you beg."


My heart hammered in my chest. I knew what was coming.


I turned, presenting myself on all fours, face pressed into the pillow. Behind me, I felt Marcus's massive hands grip my hips—my softer, rounder hips, another gift from the hormones. He positioned himself at my entrance, the head of his cock pressing against my hole.


"Please," I whimpered, my trained voice high and desperate. "Please, daddy."


"Please what?" His voice was a growl.


"Please fuck me. Please fuck my sissy ass."


He pushed inside, and I screamed into the pillow.


No matter how many times we did this, I never got used to the stretch. The burning fullness of being split open by a real man's cock. Marcus didn't go slow—didn't need to anymore. He knew my body could take it, had trained it to take it, had claimed this hole as thoroughly as he'd claimed my wife's pussy.


"Fuck," he grunted, bottoming out. "Still tight as hell."


"I'm sure she is," Jane observed from her chair. I could feel her eyes on us, watching her husband get fucked by the man who'd impregnated her. "You're such a tight little faggot bitch for daddy, aren't you, Erica?"


"Y-yes, ma'am," I gasped as Marcus started to thrust.


"Tell him what you want." Jane's voice was amused. Cruel. "Tell daddy what you need."


Marcus was pounding me now, the sound of skin slapping skin filling the room. My little tits bounced beneath me with each thrust, nipples dragging against the sheets, sending sparks of sensation through my hormone-sensitized body.


"Breed me," I sobbed into the pillow. "Please, daddy, breed me—"


"Yeah?" Marcus laughed, never slowing his pace. 


"Yes, sir. Please, please—" The words were tumbling out now, desperate and pathetic. "Breed my sissy ass. Breed it like you bred my wife. Please, daddy, I want it so bad—"


"Bet you're so jealous." Jane's hand rubbed her belly. "Jealous that I got to carry daddy's baby and you never will."


"Please," I wailed, pushing back against his thrusts. It was true. I wish daddy Marcus could get me pregnant. "Breed my girly sissy white boy ass. Breed it like you bred my wife with your superior cock—oh fuck, oh god—"


Daddy was already on it. He was hitting that spot inside me, the one that made my whole body light up.


My caged clitty leaked uselessly, dribbling onto the sheets, but I didn't care. I didn't need that pathetic thing to feel pleasure anymore. My pleasure came from this—from being used, from being filled, from being the sissy fucktoy I was always meant to be.


"You like that shit?" daddy growled.


"Yes, sir! Yes!"


SMACK. Daddy Marcus spanked my ass. "You need my dick that bad? You want this dick? Want me to cum in you, faggot?"


"Your superior seed," I continued babbling, lost in the sensation. "Breed me like you made my wife pregnant. Use my ass like you used her pussy. I'm yours, daddy, I'm yours—"


"Damn right you mine." Marcus's grip tightened on my hips, his pace becoming erratic. "Both of you. This whole fucking house is mine."


"Yes," I sobbed. "Yes, yes, yes—"


From her chair, Jane watched with a satisfied smile, one hand on her pregnant belly. The belly that proved Marcus's ownership. The belly that I could never have, no matter how much I begged.


The belly that I failed.


I could feel him in my guts. My insides-my fleshy insides were clenching tight around his girthy flesh. I couldn't hold it in anymore.


"Fuck," Marcus growled. "I'm gonna cum. Gonna fill this sissy ass up."


"Already?" Jane giggled.


"Please!" My voice cracked, high and desperate. "Please cum inside me, daddy! Breed my faggot ass! Give me what you gave my wife!"


He slammed deep one final time and I felt it—the hot flood of his release pumping into my guts.


It was like being filled with boiling lava. His cum—thick, viscous, virile—pumped into me in heavy, powerful pulses. I could feel every rope of it painting my insides, coating my guts with his superior seed. This was the cum that had impregnated my wife. The cum that had put a baby in her belly. The cum that my pathetic body could never produce.


Because I knew what my cum was like. Weak. Watery. Thin little dribbles that barely counted as ejaculate. Even back when I could still get hard—back when I pretended to be a man—my orgasms had been sad, pitiful things. A few drops of clear, runny fluid that Jane had to fake satisfaction over.


But Marcus's cum was different. Marcus's cum was REAL. Thick as cream, white as milk, pumping out of him in quantities my balls had never dreamed of producing. I could feel it filling me up, pooling in my guts, so much of it that my stomach actually felt full. This was what a real man's orgasm felt like. This was the seed that made babies—that had made MY wife's baby.


And all I could do was leak.


My caged clitty spasmed uselessly, dribbling its pathetic watery discharge onto the sheets. A sad little puddle of clear fluid—nothing compared to the thick white cream Marcus was pumping into my ass. The contrast was humiliating. Devastating. Perfect.


I came too. Not from my useless caged clitty—that worthless thing just leaked its thin, watery dribble while the real orgasm happened somewhere deeper. Somewhere that didn't exist before Marcus trained it into existence. My whole body shook, ass clenching around his cock, milking every thick, creamy drop from him while I screamed into the pillow. I could feel his cum sloshing inside me with every spasm—so much of it, so thick and heavy, nothing like the pathetic dribbles my own body produced.


When it was over, Marcus pulled out slowly. I collapsed onto the bed, gasping, feeling his cum already starting to leak out of me—thick rivulets of white running down my thighs, more cum in one load than I'd probably produced in my entire life combined.


"Good girl," Jane said softly from her chair. "That's my good little sissy."


I looked over at her—my beautiful wife, round with another man's baby, watching me get bred like the bitch I was. And I felt nothing but love. Nothing but gratitude.


This was my life now.


And I'd never been happier.
*
  


2

One Year Later


"So tell us—how did it all begin?"


The podcast studio was smaller than I expected. Just a table, some microphones, and the host—a thirty-something woman with purple hair and a nose ring who ran one of the most popular "alternative lifestyle" shows on the internet.


I adjusted my position in the chair, smoothing my skirt over my knees. Across from me, Erica sat primly in her own seat, legs crossed at the ankle like I'd trained her, hands folded in her lap. She looked beautiful today—really beautiful. The hormones had done their work over the past year and a half, softening her features, filling out her chest, rounding her hips. Her blonde hair—her real hair now, grown out and styled—fell in soft waves past her shoulders. Light makeup. A modest floral dress.


If you didn't know, you'd never guess she used to be my husband.


"It started with therapy, actually," I said, leaning into the microphone. "Couples therapy. We were on the verge of divorce when we found Dr. Rachel White."


"Dr. White—she's the one who specializes in, what do you call it? Latent Feminization Disorder?"


"That's right." I smiled. "She diagnosed Eric—Erica—and helped us understand that our marriage wasn't failing because something was wrong. It was failing because we were trying to be something we weren't."


"Husband and wife," the host nodded eagerly. "And that's when you became a hotwife?"


"That's when we opened our marriage to include a Black bull, yes." I chose my words carefully—this interview would be heard by thousands. "Dr. White introduced us to Marcus. And he... well." I glanced at Erica, who blushed prettily. "He showed us both what we'd been missing."


"The bull dynamic is so fascinating to me," the host said. "You have this traditional marriage structure, but with a complete inversion of the usual power dynamics. The husband becomes—"


"The housewife," I finished. "That's actually what we call it now. Erica went from being my husband to being my housewife. From Sissy Husband to Housewife, I guess you could say."


Erica giggled—a high, feminine sound that still surprised me sometimes. "I do all the cooking and cleaning now. The laundry. The shopping. Jane works, and I keep the home."


"That's actually something I wanted to ask about," the host said, leaning forward. "The practical side. How does that work financially? Eric—sorry, Erica—did you have a job before?"


"I was in IT," Erica said, her voice soft and feminine. "Remote work, mostly. When we started the transition, I was already working from home, so it was easy to... let things slip."


"She quit," I clarified. "About six months into her transformation. We decided one income was enough, and honestly, Erica wasn't exactly... employable anymore." I gestured at her obvious femininity. "Not as Eric, anyway. And the paperwork to change everything legally—name, gender marker, all of that—it's a process."


"We're still working through it," Erica added. "But for now, I'm a full-time housewife. Jane's career has actually taken off since we restructured our marriage. She got promoted twice."


"Because I wasn't stressed anymore," I explained. "I wasn't coming home to a disappointing husband and a messy house. I was coming home to a clean home, a hot dinner, and a devoted wife who took care of everything. It freed me up to focus on work."


The host nodded eagerly. "So in a way, embracing these roles actually improved your financial situation?"


"Significantly. Turns out traditional gender roles work really well—you just have to assign them correctly." I smirked. "Erica was never meant to be the breadwinner. She was meant to be the bread baker."


Erica blushed and nodded. "I'm much happier this way. I never liked working anyway. Now I get to stay home, take care of the baby, keep house for my wife... it's what I was always meant to do."


"And you have a child together? Well—" The host caught herself. "From the bull?"


"A daughter." I couldn't keep the warmth out of my voice. "Thirteen months old now. She's with my mother today."


"And the father? Marcus?"


Erica and I exchanged a look. Then we both laughed.


"Marcus doesn't really... return calls anymore," I said, still chuckling. "We think he's probably out impregnating other white women. That's kind of his thing."


"He's got a gift," Erica added, her voice light and airy. "It would be selfish to keep him to ourselves."


The host looked delighted by our casualness. "So you're not in contact with him at all? Sounds like he loves being a baby daddy to a lot of white woman!"


"He sure does! And not for about eight months now." I shrugged. "But that's okay. He gave us what we needed. Erica and I—we're a family now. A real family, in a way we never were before."


"That's beautiful." The host shuffled her notes. "So I have to ask—any plans for more children?"


My heart skipped. I felt Erica tense beside me.


"Yes," I said slowly. "Soon."


The host's eyes went wide. "Really? And will the next baby be Black too?"


Erica and I turned to look at each other. For a moment, neither of us spoke. Then, simultaneously, we burst into laughter—high-pitched, girlish giggles that harmonized perfectly.


"Yes!" we said together, voices blending into one excited squeal.


"Absolutely yes," I added, still laughing. "We wouldn't have it any other way."


The host was grinning from ear to ear. "Well, I think that's a perfect place to end. Thank you both so much for sharing your story—"


She kept talking, but I wasn't listening anymore.


Because I was wet.


Just talking about it—about another baby, another Black baby—had made me soak through my panties. I could feel the dampness spreading, the familiar ache between my legs that only one thing could satisfy.


I glanced at Erica. She was sitting very still, her cheeks flushed, her thighs pressed tightly together. And I knew—I knew with absolute certainty—that beneath her pretty floral dress, her caged little clitty was leaking too.


Some things never changed.


After the interview, walking to the car, I reached over and took Erica's hand. She squeezed back, her grip soft and feminine.


"So," she said quietly, her trained voice barely above a whisper. "Do you really mean it? About soon?"


I smiled. Squeezed her hand tighter.


"Of course. We're going to be needing a new daddy."


Erica's breath caught. I could practically feel her cage straining.


"Yes, ma'am," she whispered. "Thank you, ma'am."


And as we walked hand in hand toward our future—toward our next baby, our next bull, our next chapter—I knew that Dr. White had been right about everything.


This was what our marriage was always meant to be.


We just hadn't known it yet.
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