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Author’s Note

So I’m not submissive. I’m not a switch even, though I do enjoy a tough man in bed. However, I did meet a friend recently who I like to call a flip-flopper. She was vanilla, then became submissive, then decided she was dominant, until she met another guy who showed her how submissive she was…until she got bored…yeah, you get the picture.

I decided I needed to come up with a story for that. Then I went on a business trip and was sick at the same time. No sex because I felt…bleh!  So lots of masturbation, and of course, porn. I found old INSEX videos; remember them? Fuck, I don’t like male domination, but fuck me, the way those women screamed and cried massively got me off. Put two and two together, and you get this novel.

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

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

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

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


One

Mark fell in love with her the instant he saw her across the carriage on the underground. The fluorescent lights cast a soft, unforgiving glow on her skin, porcelain-pale, almost luminous, with the faintest undertone of warm ivory that made his fingers itch to trace it. Her eyes, dark and almond-shaped, held an arresting depth: a liquid black that caught the light like polished onyx, framed by thick lashes and a subtle upward tilt at the outer corners. They flicked once towards him, cool and unreadable, before returning to her phone, and in that brief glance he felt something primal uncoil in his chest.

He hated how desperately he wanted to place her, Japanese? Chinese? Korean?, as though knowing her heritage might somehow grant him ownership of the fantasy already blooming in his mind. He had no idea she was the daughter of a Japanese father and a Chinese mother, born and bred in London, her accent pure Home Counties with only the faintest lilt when she spoke on the phone. All he knew was the sudden, violent certainty that he was in love, or something dangerously close to it.

A thin band of white gold gleamed on the fourth finger of her left hand, catching the carriage lights like a warning flare. Married. Claimed. The realisation twisted in his gut, sharp and unwelcome, yet it only sharpened his hunger. She belonged to someone else, and here he was, just another stranger swaying opposite her on the District line, cock half-hard beneath his suit trousers simply from watching the way her thighs pressed together beneath that black mini-skirt.

She wasn't tall, perhaps five foot four, but her frame was so exquisitely slim, almost fragile, that she gave the illusion of elegant length. Long, toned legs crossed at the ankles, the hem of her skirt riding high enough to reveal a sliver of smooth thigh. Her breasts were small, pert beneath the fitted white blouse, nipples faintly visible as shadows when she shifted. A sleek black ponytail cascaded down her back, swaying gently with the motion of the train, the ends brushing the small of her back where he imagined gripping it, tugging her head back to expose the pale column of her throat.

Her features carried that deceptive innocence he craved: soft cheekbones, a small nose, full lips glossed a subtle rose. Yet there was something else beneath it, a quiet knowing in the set of her mouth, a flicker of challenge in those dark eyes when they met his again for half a second. Submission wrapped in steel; the promise that she might yield, trembling and wet, or that she might make him beg for the privilege first. His mind flashed to her on her knees before him, ponytail wrapped around his fist, lips parted as she looked up with those eyes, pleading yet defiant. He liked them on their knees. He liked the moment they broke.

The train slowed for Richmond, brakes hissing. His stop was miles away, but the urge to follow her clawed at him, insistent and shameful. He rose with the crowd, heart hammering, blending into the press of bodies as they spilled onto the platform. She moved ahead, ponytail swinging, earbuds in, oblivious or perhaps not. He kept pace, careful to stay several strides back, using the evening commuters as cover.

She glanced over her shoulder once, scanning the faces behind her. Her gaze slid past the group of four ahead of him, three friends chatting, him trailing like an afterthought, and she relaxed, shoulders dropping, stride resuming its easy rhythm. The sight of her unguarded sent a fresh pulse of heat through him.

She led him through quiet residential streets, the sky bruising into twilight. Eventually she turned up the path to a modest terraced house, its door painted a bold crimson that stood out against the pale brick. Mark kept walking, eyes forward, feigning disinterest as she unlocked and slipped inside. Only then did he cross the road, doubling back on the opposite pavement, pulse loud in his ears.

Lights began to bloom behind the curtains as dusk settled. He leant against a lamppost, phone in hand, pretending to study Google Maps while his gaze fixed on the upstairs windows. She moved through the rooms, silhouette graceful against the warm glow, pausing to shed her jacket, perhaps, or unfasten her hair. He willed her to pass close to the glass, to offer even a glimpse of bare shoulder or the curve of her breast as she changed. Nothing. Just the tantalising suggestion of her presence, alone for now.

Guilt gnawed at him. This was unhinged, stalkerish, wrong. Yet the obsession felt like a fever he couldn't shake. He'd never encountered beauty that pierced him so cleanly. He was no stranger to women, tall, muscular without excess, dirty-blond hair, the sort who turned heads in gyms and bars. He could have anyone, and often did. But the others bored him. He craved the ones who arched under a firm hand, who gasped when spanked, who wept prettily while begging to be fucked harder, deeper, rougher. The ones who surrendered completely, body and will.

A car eased into a space nearby. The driver emerged: a slight man in a grey suit, brown hair neatly combed, unremarkable in every way. Shorter than Mark, probably no taller than her. He approached with mild concern. “Can I help you?”

Mark straightened, forcing nonchalance. “Nah, thanks. I was meant to meet someone on Blossom Terrace, ended up on Blossom Road. My mistake.”

The man smiled, nodding. “Happens all the time. Blossom Terrace is about a mile that way.”

“Yeah, just sorting it on Maps. Walk or bus?”

“Big bloke like you? You’ll manage the walk.” A friendly chuckle. “Good luck.” He turned towards the red door.

So that was the husband. Rhys, Mark would later learn. Ordinary. Probably decent. Probably vanilla. Mark almost laughed aloud at the absurdity. In his darker fantasies, such men watched from the corner while their wives knelt for someone stronger. Perhaps they were into that. Perhaps she secretly craved it too.

But reality settled like cold water. Slim chance. None, really.

“What the hell am I doing?” he muttered, staring at the lit windows. He wasn't a stalker. Not truly. Just... smitten. Dangerously so.

After a few more minutes of pointless vigil, he forced himself to walk away, swearing it ended here. He was wealthy, owned a chain of high-end gyms across London, could charter a jet to Tokyo or Shanghai tomorrow and find a dozen women who looked like her. Why fixate on one who wore another man's ring?

Yet that night, back in his sleek Islington flat, the first thing he did was type the address into a search. Cindy and Rhys Whitehall appeared easily enough, social media profiles unguarded, ordinary. She posted gym selfies, her lithe body in leggings and crop tops, ponytail high, skin dewy with sweat. Not one of his gyms, unfortunately. Rhys sold tech solutions; dull, corporate, safe.

Rather than close the tab, Mark delved deeper. Hours slipped by as he scrolled, cross-referenced, hunted for any hint of kink, a suggestive like, a private group, a holiday photo with too-knowing smiles. Nothing surfaced. They hid it well, if there was anything to hide at all.

[image: Page divider Images - Free Download on Freepik]But he wasn't done. Not yet. The obsession had taken root, dark and insistent, and he intended to feed it until he uncovered whatever secret lay beneath her perfect, porcelain surface. of it.

To Rhys’ growing frustration, spam had begun flooding his private email inbox. Hackers, most likely, some data breach somewhere had leaked his address into the wild. Most of it was the usual dross: miracle pills, Nigerian princes, discount Viagra. He deleted them without a second thought. But then the tone shifted. Emails arrived with subject lines like “Submit to Your Asian Goddess” or “Kneel for Mistress Tokyo,” accompanied by glossy thumbnails of women in gleaming latex and leather, corsets cinched tight, stiletto heels poised like weapons. Many bore an uncanny resemblance to Cindy: sleek black hair, porcelain skin, sharp cheekbones, dark eyes that promised both mercy and ruin.

He’d never sought this out. Never even fantasised about it, or so he told himself. He was plain white bread, reliable, unadventurous, the sort of man who preferred missionary with the lights dimmed. Yet he found himself pausing over the images: a woman in black latex gloves trailing a riding crop along her thigh, another in a lace-up bodysuit straddling a bound man, her expression cool and commanding. There was an allure there, dark and magnetic, the contrast of delicate beauty with unyielding control. His cock twitched traitorously in his trousers the first time he lingered too long.

Why him? Why target his inbox with this specific filth? It felt personal, almost orchestrated, though he dismissed the thought as paranoia. The messages kept coming: cuckold forums, hotwife confessions, story sites peddling tales of wives who fucked other men while their husbands watched, humiliated and hard. He deleted them furiously at first. He’d never searched for any of it. Never.

And yet… curiosity crept in like damp rot. One evening, alone in the study while Cindy showered upstairs, he opened one. Just to see. The story unfolded: a meek husband discovering his elegant Asian wife in bed with a stranger, her moans sharp and unrestrained as she rode the man, glancing over to sneer at her spouse tied to the chair. Rhys’ breath quickened. His hand drifted to his lap almost without thought. By the end he was achingly erect, shame burning in his cheeks even as pre-cum dampened his boxers.

He told Cindy that night. Honesty was their rule; he’d never hidden anything from her. They were curled on the sofa, her legs draped over his lap, a glass of Pinot in her hand.

“I think someone’s put my email on a load of mailing lists,” he said, trying to sound casual.

“Which one?”

“Personal.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Why?”

“Spam. A tonne of it lately. And… it’s pretty pornographic.”

She giggled, the sound light and wicked. “What, ‘make your dick ten inches longer with this one weird trick’?”

“No.” He hesitated, then pulled out his phone and passed it over. “This sort of thing.”

She scrolled, lips curving into a slow, knowing smirk. The emails were relentless: Asian femdoms in thigh-high boots, pegging subs, facesitting, verbal humiliation. And the cuckold ones, cheating Asian wives, husbands forced to clean up, small-dick taunts. She noted the pattern immediately. So did he, the moment her eyes flicked to his face.

“You know this stuff usually turns up because of your viewing habits, right?” Her voice dropped to a sultry purr. “Is that what you want, Rhys? Me as your hot little Asian Mistress? Whipping you? Making you beg?”

“I, no! Well, no! That’s the point, I didn’t look any of this up. I can prove it!”

He bolted to fetch his laptop, heart hammering, certain his history would exonerate him. He opened it triumphantly, clicked into the browser. Then froze.

The tabs were damning. Days’ worth of searches and visits: “Sexy Asian female dominatrix beats slave.” “Asian dominatrix pegs whimpering sub.” “Asian wife cuckolds husband makes him watch cleanup.” “Humiliatrix destroys pathetic cuck.” Video thumbnails loaded automatically, Asian women in latex riding thick cocks while yanking a husband’s hair, spitting insults: “Look at you, loser. This is what a real man feels like.”

Cindy took the laptop from his numb fingers, laughter bubbling up. She wasn’t fooled; he wouldn’t have handed it over if he’d known. Clearly hacked. Browser history rewritten, cookies planted, the works. But the opportunity was too delicious to waste.

“Wow, darling,” she drawled, scrolling. “I had no idea you wanted me to be such a filthy dominant slut for you. Fuck another man right in front of you? Make you watch while he stretches me? Call you a pathetic little cuck while I come on his cock? That’s… adventurous.”

“No! I swear, I didn’t.” His voice cracked.

She clicked a link. The video autoplayed: a stunning Asian woman, petite and fierce, straddling a muscular black man on a bed while her bound husband knelt nearby. She rode hard, breasts bouncing beneath a leather harness, ponytail swinging, hips grinding with deliberate cruelty. Every few thrusts she reached back, grabbed the husband’s hair, forced his face closer. “Look at it, bitch. See how he fills me? You never could.” Spit landed on the husband’s cheek. He whimpered, cock leaking.

Cindy’s breath hitched. Heat pooled low in her belly; her nipples tightened against her thin camisole. It was filthy. Hot. She shifted, thighs pressing together.

“Relax, love,” she said at last, closing the tab. “You’ve obviously been hacked. Some script kiddie having a laugh.”

Relief flooded him. “Oh thank God.”

She handed the laptop back, smirking. “Though… you wouldn’t get off on it if I was a proper dominant bitch, would you?”

“I wouldn’t,” he protested, too quickly.

She tilted her head. “Not even a little? You said I’d look good in latex.”

He swallowed. “You… you would. You’d look incredible.”

She nodded slowly, eyes on the frozen frame still lingering in her mind, the woman’s arched back, the slick glide, the husband’s desperate gaze. “I would look good in latex,” she murmured, voice husky. Arousal thrummed through her, insistent and unmet. Rhys was sweet, eager, but he’d never been enough to satisfy that deeper itch. She closed the laptop firmly. “You should get proper antivirus. Firewall. The lot.”

“Yeah,” he agreed, dazed.

The next day he rang an IT mate from work. By lunchtime the spam was blocked, filters tightened, network secured. The inbox fell silent, no more Mistress emails, no more cuckold links.

By evening, though, the quiet felt wrong. Empty. He sat in the study, Kindle in hand, thumb hovering over the search bar. “Cuckold erotic stories.” He typed it quickly, pulse loud in his ears. Results flooded the screen: endless titles promising humiliation, betrayal, surrender.

He downloaded one. Just to read. Just once.

It was the beginning of his descent, subtle and inexorable. He didn’t recognise it yet, the way the shame twisted into craving, the way ordinary evenings now felt flat without that secret heat. But the hook was set, and it pulled gently, relentlessly, deeper.


Two

The plan, if one could call it that, was in full swing. Mark hadn't orchestrated anything elaborate; this was more like casting a line into murky water and waiting to feel the tug. His fixation on Cindy had metastasised over the weeks into something darker, more reckless. What he was doing skirted legality at best, surveillance, engineered proximity, but as long as Rhys took the bait or Cindy never raised the alarm, no real harm done. In his mind, anyway.

For now he'd kept his distance. No more trailing her home through twilight streets. Instead, he'd watched her at the little independent gym near her office, the one that wasn't part of his chain. From the privacy of the manager's office, behind the one-way glass that overlooked the main floor, he'd studied her routines: the precise way she moved through deadlifts, the sheen of sweat tracing the elegant dip of her spine, the taut flex of her abdomen beneath that cropped sports bra. She was exquisite, lithe, disciplined, almost austere in her plainness. No ink marred her smooth porcelain skin, no metal glinted at her navel or through the faint outline of her nipples beneath the tight fabric. Those small, pert breasts rose and fell with controlled breaths; he imagined how they'd look adorned, pierced, claimed. A navel bar winking above that firm, flat belly. Silver rings through those dusky peaks, tugged until she whimpered. He'd make it happen somehow. One step at a time.

Two weeks had passed since that first Tube encounter, long enough for the initial thrill to curdle into restless hunger. Time to test the waters again, to see if she'd blink, flush, react. He hung back on the platform at Earl's Court, hood up, blending into the evening crush until the District line train rattled in. At the last second he slipped aboard, positioning himself just two bodies behind her, the carriage so packed that personal space was a forgotten luxury.

This is fucking stupid, he thought as the doors hissed shut. If she spotted him, if she sensed the creep vibe radiating off him, every careful thread he'd begun weaving would snap. Better to bail at the next stop, vanish into the crowd, preserve the illusion of coincidence.

The train lurched forward, brakes squealing as it slowed for the next station. Someone jostled her from behind; she twisted in irritation, dark eyes flashing, then locked onto his. Recognition sparked instantly. Her lips twitched, the ghost of a smile, before colour flooded her cheeks in a deep, betraying blush. He knew that flush. It wasn't anger. It was the same heat he'd seen in women who'd spent nights imagining his hands on them, his voice low in their ear. She'd been thinking about him.

As bodies surged out and new ones pressed in, Cindy could have shifted away, plenty of space opened up along the opposite side. Instead she stepped backwards, retreating directly into the narrowing gap until her body met his. Deliberate. Had to be. Or was his mind twisting innocent movement into invitation? The smile, had he imagined the curve of it? The blush, projection?

His cock stirred at the first brush of her hip against his groin. He willed it down, breathing through his nose, but the restraint only made the blood rush harder. He tried to angle away, turning sideways in the crush, and his elbow grazed her ribs.

“Sorry,” he muttered, voice rough.

She turned her head just enough for their eyes to meet again. This time the smile was unmistakable: small, secret, knowing. Then she shuffled left a fraction, ostensibly to make room, but the adjustment pressed the firm swell of her backside directly against him. In those killer heels she wore today, sleek black courts that lifted her calves into elegant lines, her height aligned perfectly. His erection, now shamelessly rigid beneath his trousers, nestled into the cleft of her arse like it belonged there.

She glanced back over her shoulder, the briefest flicker, eyes wide, lips parted, as if to say, Really? Here? She felt it. No question. The heat of her through the thin fabric of her pink trousers seared him.

She faced forward again, but he caught the subtle working of her jaw: teeth catching her lower lip, worrying it in slow contemplation. Then, almost imperceptibly, she leant back another inch. The pressure tightened, his cock trapped against the warm divide of her cheeks. Every sway of the train, every jolt over points, dragged her against him in a slow, torturous grind. He clenched his jaw, fighting the urge to grip her hips, yank her flush, bury his face in the crook of her neck and inhale the faint citrus of her perfume mixed with clean sweat.

A sharp lurch at the next bend shoved her upward; his length pressed harder, nudging between her thighs from behind. A tiny, involuntary gasp escaped her, soft, shocked, unmistakably aroused. Christ, she was wet for this. He could almost smell it on her, the sweet musk of her excitement cutting through the stale Tube air. Yet doubt clawed at him even as lust roared. Was he reading signals that weren't there? Projecting his obsession onto her every twitch? Had he become the very creep he'd sworn he wasn't?

Another station. Doors opened. The crowd thinned dramatically, space appeared on all sides. Disappointment knifed through him; the delicious friction would end.

But she didn't move.

She stayed exactly where she was, body still moulded to his, and now the rocking of the carriage wasn't the only motion. Her hips rolled in tiny, deliberate increments, testing, teasing, grinding back against his trapped erection with the pretence of balance. Each subtle shift sent sparks up his spine. He was leaking, the head of his cock slick against his boxers, every nerve screaming for release.

He had to know. Had to break the silence before he embarrassed himself completely.

“Erm, I…” The words stuck. I'm going to come in my trousers if you keep doing that.

“Oh, sorry, half-asleep,” she blurted, voice high and flustered. She pulled away abruptly, cheeks flaming scarlet, and hurried to an empty seat a few rows down. She dropped into it, crossing her legs tightly, staring fixedly at the floor.

He'd scared her off. Or she'd scared herself.

Now the carriage felt too empty. His erection strained obscenely against the front of his trousers, impossible to hide. He angled away, pretending to check his phone, but her gaze flicked over, brief, darting, lingering on the unmistakable bulge. She bit her lip again, harder this time, cheeks still burning. Neither moved. Neither spoke.

At Richmond the doors chimed. She rose, smoothing her trousers with trembling hands, and stepped onto the platform without a backward glance. One last look, though, eyes meeting his through the closing doors, wide and conflicted, before the train pulled away.

Mark exhaled shakily, leaning against the pole as the platform receded. Relief warred with dread. The encounter had been electric, far more revealing than he'd dared hope: the blush, the deliberate press, the tiny gasps, the way she'd stayed glued to him even when space opened up. She'd recognised him from before. She'd chosen proximity. She'd ground against him.

But she'd fled at the end, mortified. And now she knew his face, his build, the way his body betrayed him. If she told Rhys, if she reported the "creepy bloke on the Tube", everything collapsed. He'd blown it. The careful game, the slow seduction, the hooks he'd tried to set in Rhys’ inbox, all for nothing.

Yet beneath the panic, a dark certainty bloomed. That blush. That grind. She hadn't recoiled in disgust. She'd responded.

He was fucked. And maybe, just maybe, so was she.
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Cindy walked home from Richmond station in a haze of giddy heat and gnawing emptiness. Her thighs rubbed together with every step, slick and sensitive, the ghost of that stranger’s thick erection still imprinted against her arse like a brand. God, she’d wanted to stay there on the Tube, to rock back harder until he spilled in his trousers, to feel the hot pulse of him through the fabric while strangers swayed around them oblivious. If she hadn’t been so mortified, cheeks blazing, heart hammering, she might have done it. That thing had felt huge, obscenely so, pressing insistently against her like a promise she suddenly craved to claim.

Worse, the filthy seed planted by Rhys’ hacked inbox had taken root. She’d been secretly devouring cuckold stories and videos for days now, phone hidden under the duvet while he slept beside her. What had started as dark rape fantasies, rough hands pinning her, forcing her open, had twisted into something far more intoxicating. Now the stranger from the Tube starred in every scene: bending her over, fucking her deep and relentless while Rhys knelt on the carpet, whimpering, cock leaking, eyes wide with humiliated worship. The images looped in her mind during the day, making her clit throb at inconvenient moments. Normal sex, polite, predictable, over too quickly, felt like ash in her mouth.

These last two weeks had been the most alive she’d ever felt, all because of fantasy. It was time to stop pretending.

Rhys came through the door whistling, jacket half-off. She met his eyes from the sofa, voice steady.

“We need to talk.”

“Oh-oh.” He sat beside her, wary but smiling. “What have I done?”

“We haven’t been doing enough together as a couple,” she said. “I want to go out more, proper nights out, parties, weekends away. Travel. Live a bit.”

He exhaled, relieved. “Of course. I’d love that. We’ve both been in a rut.”

She didn’t smile. “And I want you to start going down on me.”

He blinked. “I… yeah. I’m sorry, I’ve never…”

“You’ve never done it. I know. Start now. I’m horny.”

Before he could respond she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her pink trousers and knickers, shoving them down in one fluid motion. She kicked them aside, spread her legs wide on the sofa, bare cunt already glistening from the Tube encounter and the walk home. The air felt cool against her swollen folds.

Rhys stared for a heartbeat, then dropped to his knees between her thighs. His first attempts were eager but clumsy, broad, sloppy laps like a puppy at a water bowl, tongue flat and frantic. She sighed, disappointed but patient. He’d never learned. How could he know?

“Stop,” she said firmly.

He froze, face shiny with her arousal.

“Start at my labia. Slowly. Gently. Use just the tip of your tongue.”

He obeyed, tracing the outer lips with feather-light flicks. A shiver ran through her.

“Good. Now the other side. Same thing.”

He mirrored the motion.

“Excellent. Now move up, circle my clit but don’t touch it yet. Tease.”

His tongue orbited, maddeningly close. Heat coiled tighter in her belly.

“Now the clit. Suck. Gently.”

He closed his lips around the swollen bud, drawing softly. Pleasure sparked.

“Bite, just a little.”

He nipped. Too hard.

She hissed, hand flying out to smack the side of his head. “No, you idiot! A little!”

The words left her mouth sharp, instinctive. The sting of the slap, the way he flinched, the sudden bloom of power, it sent a dark thrill straight to her core. Part of her wanted to apologise, to soften. The other part, the one that had been reading those stories, watching those videos, wanted more.

“Fucking suck it,” she snarled, fingers twisting in his hair, yanking him flush against her. “Lick properly, you pathetic little worm. Make me come, you useless slut. Pussylicker. That’s all you are now, my fucking pussylicker. You’ll do it whenever I snap my fingers. Whenever I want. Do you understand?”

He moaned into her cunt, the vibration ripping through her. She ground against his face, hips rolling, chasing the edge.

“Yes, fuck, right there, don’t you dare stop, oh, oh, fuck!”

The orgasm hit like a freight train, thighs clamping around his ears, back arching off the cushions as she flooded his mouth. She rode it out, shuddering, until the aftershocks faded and reality crashed back.

She released his hair. “I’m… I’m so sorry,” she whispered, horrified at her own venom.

Rhys lifted his head, lips glossy, eyes dazed and bright. He chuckled, breathless. “No need to apologise. That was… fuck, that was hot. I loved you like that.”

Then his gaze dropped to the obvious tent in his trousers. “But, erm… now I’m…”

She laughed, sudden and light, the tension breaking. “Come on then. Get them off.”

She slid off the sofa, pushed him back against the cushions, and straddled him in one smooth motion. His cock sprang free, four and a half inches, rigid, leaking. She lowered herself slowly, taking him in, feeling the familiar stretch that now felt… inadequate. She closed her eyes and remembered the stranger’s bulge on the Tube, thicker, longer, pressing like it could split her open. A pang of longing twisted through her even as she began to ride.

“Mmm, that’s it, baby,” she murmured, rolling her hips. “Fuck my pussy.”

Then the words slipped out, half-teasing, half-testing: “Fuck my cheating pussy. The one my lover stretched just before you got home.”

Rhys’ eyes widened. His hips jerked once, twice, and he came instantly, spilling hot and shallow inside her with a choked gasp. “Fuck, fuck, I’m sorry, I’m sorry.”

She burst out laughing, genuine and delighted. “Wow. The fantasy really does it for you, doesn’t it?”

“I don’t know why,” he panted, face scarlet. “I think… because I licked you first. Tasted you.”

“Uh-huh. Riiiiiight.” She giggled, reaching for a tissue and pressing it between her legs as she climbed off, heading for the bathroom to clean up.

When she returned, Rhys was still on the sofa, trousers around his ankles, staring at the floor. His expression was lost, eyes glassy, dangerously close to tears. She wanted to wrap her arms around him, whisper that it was okay, that they were just playing. But something sharper held her back. He was hiding things. She could feel it.

“Show me your laptop,” she said quietly.

His head snapped up. “Cindy, I…”

“Show me. Now.”

He hesitated, then reached for the device on the coffee table and opened it with trembling fingers.

She took it, scrolled through his browser history. Pages upon pages of femdom: dominant women in latex, men on their knees, verbal degradation, pegging scenes. He was sinking deep into female supremacy, the titles growing harsher by the day. But conspicuously absent: cuckold videos. No hotwife scenarios, no bulls fucking wives while husbands watched. The omission disappointed her, a tiny, irrational sting.

What she didn’t know, what he couldn’t yet admit, was that he’d moved beyond videos. For weeks now he’d been reading cuckold erotica on his Kindle in the dead of night: stories of ordinary husbands discovering their wives’ affairs, watching from the shadows as bigger, stronger men claimed what was theirs, reduced to whimpering cleanup duty. The shame burned hotter every time, the arousal sharper. He was already far down the rabbit hole, spiralling, unsure where the bottom lay, or if he even wanted to find it.

Cindy closed the laptop, set it aside, and looked at him. Her voice was calm, almost gentle.

“We’re going to talk about this properly. Soon.”

He nodded, swallowing hard.

But inside, something had shifted irreversibly. The polite marriage they’d built was cracking open, and whatever crawled out next would not be tame.
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Rhys clearly hadn’t learned his lesson.

After the blatant breach, Mark’s quiet infiltration of his PC, his email, his browsing habits, basic security should have been the first priority. Two-factor authentication on every account. Strong, unique passwords. Yet Rhys had left most of them vulnerable, Amazon included. A single compromised password, a lazy recovery email, and Mark still had unrestricted access. He could see every title Rhys downloaded, every page he lingered on, every late-night Kindle session that stretched into the small hours. The cuckold lore had taken deep root in Rhys’ mind; now Mark intended to push it further, to twist the vine until it choked out everything else.

Nineteen years earlier, when Mark was barely thirteen and his body was just beginning to betray him with confusing, insistent urges, he’d stumbled across a grainy BDSM video online. A woman bound spread-eagled, blindfolded, writhing under the slow, deliberate strokes of a flogger. At first it terrified him, he slammed the laptop shut, convinced he’d stumbled into something criminal, something that would mark him forever. But the images refused to fade. They replayed behind his eyes during lessons, during family dinners, during those first fumbling attempts at masturbation. Over the years the fear transmuted into hunger. He sought it out in secret: forums, stories, videos. He learned the language, safewords, aftercare, power exchange, and discovered that the thrill lay not just in pain or restraint, but in the absolute surrender of one will to another.

University brought his first real submissive: Stacy, soft blonde curls, wide blue eyes, and a masochism so complete it bordered on mechanical. She loved being tied, whipped until her skin bloomed red, humiliated until tears streamed down her face, and she loved it too easily. There was no resistance, no delicious struggle. The dynamic felt hollow, like playing chess against someone who’d already conceded every piece.

Years later came Gabi: quiet, bookish, vanilla to the core. Mark introduced her slowly, carefully, soft silk ropes first, then light spanking over his knee, then firmer discipline with a leather belt. She bloomed under his hand, breath hitching, cunt slick and eager. But when he tested the edge, suggested a discreet public scene, a collar worn under her coat in a crowded bar, she panicked. She fled, leaving him with nothing but the echo of her fear and the realisation that true submission required hunger for the edge, not just tolerance of it.

Since then there had been munches, play parties, casual sessions in hotel rooms and private dungeons. Pleasure, yes. Release, certainly. But nothing had ever felt right. Nothing had ever consumed him the way Cindy did. And the fact that she was married only sharpened the blade. The forbidden ring on her finger, the ordinary life she shared with Rhys, it made the fantasy of claiming her infinitely more intoxicating.

Over two decades Mark had studied every facet of BDSM: maledom and femdom, SSC and RACK, the psychology of humiliation, the mechanics of chastity, the slow burn of sissification. Femdom had never truly gripped him, he preferred to hold the leash, not wear it, but the notion of dominating a wife while she, in turn, dominated her husband… that held a peculiar, elegant symmetry. A chain of power with him at the apex.

Rhys was already sliding toward female domination; the browser history proved it. And Cindy, rubbing herself against a stranger’s cock on a packed Tube, blushing, gasping, staying pressed back even when space opened, had shown she was ripe, restless, aching for something rougher than polite marital sex. Mark could probably corner her tomorrow, fuck her senseless in some alley or hotel room, and walk away satisfied. But that wasn’t enough. He wanted her obsessed. He wanted her crawling to him on her knees through the streets of London, naked except for a collar and leash, eyes glazed with devotion while passers-by stared. For that, she had to come to him willingly, desperately, begging to be broken and remade.

Patience was the key. And to accelerate the process, Rhys needed to diminish in her eyes. He needed to become less of a protector and more of someone who required protection, fragile, feminised, ultimately inadequate.

Sissification seemed the cleanest path.

Mark had combed Rhys’ reading history again that evening. Dominant women, bound and humiliated men, chastity cages glinting in grainy cover art, but no overt sissy content. Yet. A few sissy-cuckold titles had appeared in searches, hovered over, then passed by without download. Hesitation, perhaps. Fear of what it would mean to click.

Time to remove the hesitation.

Rhys had Kindle Unlimited, perfect. No purchase trail, no credit-card ping to raise suspicion. Mark logged into Rhys’ Amazon account from a VPN’d burner device and browsed the recommendations. He selected A Change in Our Marriage by Sara Desmarais: a slow-burn tale of a husband’s gradual descent from vanilla spouse to sissy cuckold slave under his wife’s increasingly cruel hand. He hit “Download now” on Rhys’ account, then mirrored the action on his own Kindle so he could read in parallel, anticipate every turn, every trigger.

That evening Mark settled into his armchair with a glass of whisky and began. The story unfolded with meticulous cruelty: the wife’s growing dissatisfaction, the introduction of a dominant lover, the husband’s first taste of panties, the locking of his cock in pink chastity, the final surrender to lace and submission. By the end Mark’s pulse was steady, clinical. He could see the appeal, the erotic charge of total emasculation, but he felt no personal pull. Rhys was irrelevant except as a stepping stone. In Mark’s ideal world, Cindy would discard him brutally, perhaps in front of him, mid-scene, laughing as she announced she belonged to another man now, and kneel at Mark’s feet forever. A clean, beautiful severing.

Patience, he reminded himself. All good things…

He finished the book just before eleven and refreshed Rhys’ Amazon activity. To his astonishment, Rhys had not only started it that very evening, he’d devoured it in a single sitting. Not only that: the “Customers also bought” trail showed he’d immediately downloaded Sara Desmarais’s entire back catalogue, plus a handful of other sissy-cuckold titles with titles like Pantyboy Cuck and Sissy Hubby’s First Bull. The descent was accelerating faster than Mark had anticipated.

Perfect.

Time to escalate.

Mark switched to his own Amazon account, browsed discreetly, and found Satini: a brand specialising in ultra-feminine lingerie marketed toward sissies and crossdressers. He selected the most exaggeratedly sissy pair imaginable, bubblegum pink satin, drenched in white lace ruffles, a tiny satin bow at the front, sheer mesh panels that would leave nothing to the imagination. He chose gift options: anonymous sender, no message, delivery to Rhys’ address in two days’ time.

The package would arrive without explanation. Rhys would stare at it, heart pounding. Curiosity would win. He’d slip them on in secret, feel the humiliating slide of satin over his cock, the way the lace framed his balls like a mockery of femininity. The shame would burn, and the arousal would follow.

Mark closed the tab, leaned back, and smiled into the darkness.

Patience.

The hook was set deeper now. All he had to do was wait for the line to tighten.


Three

She wanted to see him again.

Cindy left the office at exactly the same time as always, caught the same District line train from the same platform, eyes scanning the crowd with a mixture of anticipation and irritation. She told herself it was casual, that she was just… checking. But the platform felt emptier without him lurking at the edges. When the train pulled in and he still wasn’t there, a sharp pang of disappointment twisted in her chest.

Some stalker, she thought, annoyed despite herself. In her saner moments she knew encouraging a man who’d followed her home was dangerous, stupid, wrong. Yet the memory of his thick erection pressed against her on the Tube, the way her body had responded without permission, had left her aching in a way Rhys’ careful touches never quite reached. She needed to feel wanted, raw, urgent, undeniable. It felt too good to ignore.

She arrived home before Rhys, as usual. This time she didn’t bother changing out of her work clothes. Instead she marched straight to his laptop on the kitchen table, flipped it open, and opened the browser history with a click that felt almost vengeful.

Amazon tabs dominated the list, dozens of them. She clicked through. Kindle purchases, recommendations, wish lists. Book after book on cuckold marriages: wives taking lovers, husbands watching, cleanup duties described in humiliating detail. But it wasn’t just cuckolding. There were titles on sissification too, husbands feminised, dressed in lace and satin, reduced to simpering playthings while their wives laughed and fucked other men.

She opened a new tab, typed “sissification” into Google. Images flooded the screen: men in frilly maid outfits, pink chastity cages peeking from beneath tiny skirts, captions overlaid on photos of pretty trans women urging “Become the sissy whore you were meant to be.” Memes mocked beta males into submission. She should have recoiled. Instead she bit her lower lip, a slow smile curling. Heat bloomed low in her belly. She pictured Rhys in something delicate and ridiculous, perhaps at a rave, or better yet Torture Garden, collared and leashed in pastel lingerie while she danced with strangers. The thought made her thighs press together.

The doorbell chimed.

A delivery driver stood on the step, holding a soft, squishy package. “Delivery for… Rhys Whitehall?”

“My husband,” she said, taking it. The parcel yielded under her fingers, clothing, definitely. She thanked the man, closed the door, and carried it to the kitchen counter like evidence.

She could rip it open. But no. She’d wait.

She changed into a loose silk camisole and shorts, poured a large glass of Chardonnay, and sat at the island staring at the unopened package. It sat there like a dare.

When Rhys finally stepped through the front door, calling “Hi honey!” in his usual cheerful tone, she answered from the kitchen.

He appeared in the doorway, smile faltering when he saw her expression, cool, expectant. He kissed her cheek anyway. “How was your day?”

“Fine,” she said shortly. “A package arrived for you.”

He blinked. “Really? I’m not expecting anything.”

She studied him. The surprise looked genuine. “Wait… really?”

“Yes.” He stepped over, picked up the parcel, turned it over with a puzzled frown.

“Wait,” she snapped before he could tear the tape. “Before you open it, have you been reading cuckolding books on your Kindle?”

Colour flooded his face. “Yeah. The stories… they got to me.”

She pressed. “Did you download that first one? The one about a wife who cuckolds her husband and… transforms him?”

“You mean sissifies him?” he asked quietly.

She nodded.

“No,” he said. “I thought you did. Saw what I was reading, wanted me to keep going. So I… did.”

“Why?”

Another deep blush. “I kind of… liked it.”

She exhaled slowly. “I didn’t order whatever’s in that package. And I don’t think you did either. But I have a pretty good idea what it is.”

He tore the wrapping. Pink satin and white lace spilled out, exquisitely feminine panties, ruffled and delicate, the kind no straight man would buy for himself unless he was already curious. Rhys held them up, stunned.

Cindy couldn’t help it. She laughed, bright, delighted. “Who’s doing this?” he whispered. “Someone’s clearly playing a game with us.”

“Clearly,” she agreed. “But why? What started it?”

“I don’t know. Maybe we should call the police.”

“And say what? ‘Someone sent my husband frilly knickers’?” She shook her head. “It’s probably just a prank. We can ignore it. You didn’t have to read the stories.”

“I know. Fuck. Maybe I clicked a dodgy link somewhere…”

But she’d stopped listening. The timeline clicked into place with sudden, chilling clarity. It had all begun the day after the stranger followed her home. Cuckold spam in Rhys’ inbox. Asian femdom. Sissification books appearing unbidden. And now this. The man on the Tube wasn’t just watching her, he was orchestrating. He wanted her to cheat. He wanted Rhys broken down, feminised, complicit. He was laying the groundwork for Rhys to want it.

The sensible thing, the right thing, would be to tell Rhys everything. Go to the police. Report the stalker who’d invaded their privacy, manipulated their sex life.

But she was horny all the time now. Restless. Bored out of her skull with polite, predictable nights. And this, whatever this was, felt alive.

“Try them on,” she said suddenly.

Rhys’ eyes widened. “What? Why would I…”

She burst out laughing again. “Because I know you want to. Just try them. Let’s see.”

He hesitated, then, with a shaky sigh, stripped down to nothing. His cock was already half-hard, twitching as he stepped into the satin. The fabric whispered up his legs; as the lace settled around his hips, his erection surged, straining against the delicate material, the tiny bow at the front absurdly decorative.

“Yeah,” she murmured, voice husky. “You like it, don’t you?”

“I don’t know why,” he muttered. “They’re just… clothes.”

“Because it’s fun. Because it’s filthy. Because you feel ridiculous standing there in front of your wife with your little cock leaking through pink lace.” She stood, closed the distance, and trailed a fingertip along the satin-covered bulge. “Come on. Bed. You can lick me first, then fuck me.”

The next day at work she sat through meetings in a daze, weighing options. Confront the stranger? Tell him she knew? Demand he stop?

But every time she pictured it, his tall frame, dirty-blond hair, the confident way he’d pressed against her, she felt that same restless heat. She decided to do nothing. Let it unfold. See where it led.

After her post-work gym session she showered, changed into a short black skirt and fitted top, and headed to the Tube. The moment she stepped onto the platform she spotted him, two carriages down, hood up, pretending to scroll on his phone.

Fuck, he’s sexy.

She smiled to herself. This time she wouldn’t wait for him to make the first move.

She drifted slowly along the platform until she stood directly in front of where he waited. When the train arrived she let the exiting crowd pass, then stepped on and positioned herself at the rear of the carriage. He followed, of course he did, slipping in behind her as the doors closed and bodies pressed together.

Without hesitation she leant back, pressing her arse firmly against his groin. The short skirt rode up just enough to let the bare skin of her thighs brush his trousers. She rolled her hips once, deliberate, feeling him harden instantly.

Then, light as a whisper, his fingers grazed the curve of her backside, tracing the hem of her skirt. She smiled wider, biting her lip, and pushed back harder, inviting whatever came next.
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Mark couldn’t believe his luck. She wasn’t just game, she was hungry, actively chasing more, and he was going to feed her until she begged for mercy.

As she pushed back against him, deliberate and unashamed, he let his right hand drift to the hem of her little tartan pleated skirt. The carriage was a sardine tin, bodies swaying, breathing, oblivious, so he gathered the fabric inch by inch, bunching it at her waist without a single head turning. Beneath, a pristine white thong bisected the perfect, rounded cheeks he’d fantasised about for weeks. His fingertips ghosted over smooth skin, tracing the curve, and she responded instantly, arching harder, pressing her arse into his palm like an invitation carved in heat.

He tested the boundary: closed his hand around one firm globe, squeezing with possessive force. A tiny, choked gasp escaped her, sharp, involuntary, but no scream, no twist away, no slap. Instead she leant further into him, the other cheek grinding deliberately against the rigid length trapped in his trousers.

He went for broke.

His fingers slipped beneath the thin strip of the thong, following the warm divide until they found her slick folds. She parted her thighs a fraction, enough, just enough, and the heat radiating from her cunt nearly undid him. She was drenched, swollen, pulsing. Horny as hell for a man whose name she didn’t even know.

Without hesitation he pushed two fingers inside her. The angle was awkward, the press of bodies limiting depth, but it was sufficient. Her inner walls clenched greedily around the intrusion; she sucked in a breath, then let out a low, shuddering moan that vibrated against his chest. He curled his fingers, stroking the front wall, feeling her flutter. Christ, he wanted to rip open her blouse, palm those small, pert breasts, pinch the nipples until she whimpered, but that would be too visible, too reckless. This, hidden in the crush, fingers buried in her dripping cunt, was still deniable. For now.

The train decelerated, brakes hissing as it approached the next station. A surge of bodies prepared to exit and enter; the platform looked packed. Mark withdrew his fingers slowly, relishing the way her pussy tried to keep him inside, then stepped back toward the corner near the opposite doors. Cindy used the shuffle of departing passengers to turn, drifting toward him without meeting his eyes. She stared off to the side, past his shoulder, feigning disinterest, as though they were perfect strangers forced into proximity by chance.

He understood the pretence. They were playing at anonymity, at plausible deniability. It made the transgression sweeter.

The new influx crushed them together again. In any normal scenario she would have braced, pushed back against the tide, asserted space. Instead she melted into him, using the crowd as cover to mould her body to his. Mark raised his right hand and cupped her breast through the thin fabric of her top, small, firm, the nipple already pebbled and straining. He kneaded roughly, rolling the peak between thumb and forefinger while his left hand dove back beneath her skirt, straight into her knickers, two fingers plunging deep.

This time she buried her face against his chest, muffling the moans that spilled out despite her efforts. She was soaked, slick sounds obscene beneath the rattle of the train, her arousal coating his knuckles, dripping down his wrist. He fucked her with steady, brutal rhythm, thumb circling her clit in tight, relentless loops. Her hips jerked in tiny, helpless spasms; her breathing turned ragged, desperate.

Faster. Harder. Until her thighs trembled and a soft, broken whimper escaped against his shirt. Warmth flooded his hand, her release gushing in a sudden, silent rush, trickling down his fingers, soaking the gusset of her thong.

He kept his fingers buried inside her as she shuddered through the aftershocks, panting against him. They hadn’t noticed the train had paused at a station; people had come and gone, but enough bodies remained to shield them. Her cunt still fluttered weakly around his intrusion.

She was sated, for the moment. He was painfully hard, aching, pre-cum dampening his boxers.

Her hands moved instinctively downward, palming the thick ridge of his erection through his trousers. Before she could stroke, he seized her wrists, hard. Hard enough that the grip would leave faint bruises tomorrow, hard enough to remind her who held the reins. She froze. He didn’t speak; he didn’t need to. The message was clear: Not yet. Not like that. He didn’t want her hand. He wanted her cunt. And he would take it when he decided.

She understood. Her wrists went limp in his grasp; she lowered her eyes, submissive even in the pretence of strangers.

She turned slowly, facing away again, not daring to meet his gaze. Mark smiled into her hair, dark strands of her ponytail brushing his chin, scented with citrus shampoo and the faint musk of her arousal.

The next move was the real test.

Richmond approached. When the doors opened she would have to choose: right, toward the main road, the familiar route through quiet residential streets to the red front door she shared with Rhys; or left, toward the quieter stretch of pavement that curved into the park, past the tennis courts, into the shadowed footpaths and wooded pockets where the light failed early and the world felt distant.

A place he could take her. Bend her over a bench, or press her against a tree, or simply drag her deeper until no one could hear her beg.

This was accelerating faster than he’d planned, faster, perhaps, than was wise. But if it propelled her toward total surrender, then speed was an asset.

The train slowed, brakes squealing. Cindy paused at the threshold of the doors, body tense, indecision written in every line of her posture, shoulders rigid, fingers flexing at her sides, breath shallow. He could almost hear the war inside her head: safety versus craving, marriage versus this dark, pulsing need.

Then she stepped out.

He followed, two paces behind, hood up, blending into the dispersing crowd.

She hesitated again on the platform, long enough for him to close the gap, then turned left.

Toward the park.

Toward the woods.

Toward whatever came next.

Mark’s smile widened, slow and predatory.

She was his now. She just didn’t know how completely yet.
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What the fuck did I just do? What the fuck did I just do?

The question looped in her skull like a broken record as she stepped onto the escalator at Richmond station, legs unsteady, thighs still slick and trembling. She’d let a complete stranger, a man who’d followed her home, hacked her husband’s life, orchestrated filthy little breadcrumbs straight into their marriage, finger her to orgasm in the middle of a packed Tube carriage. And God help her, it had been the single most electric thing she’d felt in years. Maybe ever. The memory of his thick fingers curling inside her, the way her cunt had clenched and flooded around them while strangers swayed inches away, it burned behind her eyelids, hot and shameful and perfect.

She didn’t dare look back as she rode the escalator up. Part of her ached to check, Is he there? Is he following?, but another part craved the uncertainty, the delicious terror of not knowing until his hands were on her again. At the top she paused, heart slamming against her ribs. Right would take her along the lit main road, past familiar shopfronts, straight to the safety of the red front door and Rhys’ predictable routine. Left curved into the quieter stretch, past the park entrance, into the dimly lit footpaths where the streetlights thinned and the trees swallowed sound.

Every rational brain cell screamed right. Every hormone, every throbbing nerve ending, whispered left.

She went left.

Her bones felt like they were vibrating as she walked, heels clicking too loudly on the damp pavement. A fine drizzle misted the air, turning the world soft and hazy; a light fog clung to the grass and coiled around the tree trunks ahead. The park was nearly deserted at this hour, too murky, too wet, too uninviting for dog-walkers or evening joggers. Everything felt staged, almost comically perfect: the empty paths, the low cloud cover muffling footsteps, the way the drizzle beaded on her skin like anticipation.

Then she heard it, gentle scrapes behind her. Trainers on gravel, measured, unhurried. Him.

The moment she crossed onto the open field and the path narrowed into the wooded section, the last stragglers vanished. She was alone with him. With the dark. With the knowledge that he could grab her at any second, drag her off the path, and no one would hear.

Tears pricked her eyes. She sniffed, hating herself. Traitor. Rhys was at home, probably microwaving leftovers or scrolling through whatever twisted stories he was reading now, trusting her. And here she was, walking deeper into the woods because she needed to feel taken, needed the brutal certainty of a stranger’s cock splitting her open more than she needed fidelity or sense or safety.

They weren’t even a full minute into the trees when he struck.

A large hand clamped around her upper arm, spinning her, shoving her back against the rough bark of an oak. The impact knocked the breath from her lungs. His body pinned hers; his mouth found the side of her neck, hot and insistent, teeth grazing skin. Fingers hooked into the waistband of her thong and yanked it down in one rough tug, the fabric pooling around her ankles.

She heard his zip descend, loud in the quiet drizzle, then felt the blunt, thick head of him nudging between her folds, slick with her own arousal. He pushed in slowly, stretching her, filling her inch by merciless inch. Her body shook violently; a tear slipped free and tracked down her cheek.

“Are you crying?” His voice was low, suddenly close to her ear, concerned, almost gentle.

“It’s… I’m scared,” she whispered, voice cracking.

Just like that, he withdrew. Completely. Stepped back. The sudden emptiness made her gasp.

“I’m not going to force you,” he said quietly. “Not like this.”

“No, it’s...”

But he was already moving away, footsteps retreating into the fog. Gone.

She stood there, back against the tree, thong tangled at her ankles, cunt still throbbing from the brief invasion, tears mixing with rain on her face. Relief crashed through her first, He stopped. He actually stopped., then disappointment followed like a slap, sharp and bitter. She’d wanted it. She’d ached for it. But he was right: without consent, without boundaries, even the darkest play could turn ugly fast. Her tears had scared him off.

“Fuck,” she breathed, bending to scoop the damp thong into her pocket. She straightened her skirt with shaking hands and kept walking deeper into the woods toward home, the ache between her legs now a hollow reminder of what she’d almost had.

By the time she let herself in, Rhys still wasn’t back. The house was quiet, the living-room light off. She kicked off her shoes, climbed the stairs, and collapsed onto the unmade bed still in her work clothes. Her fingers slipped beneath her skirt almost without thought, circling her swollen clit as the memories replayed in vivid detail: his fingers stretching her on the Tube, the brutal grip on her arm, the moment his cock had breached her, thick and unyielding.

She came hard, biting her pillow to muffle the cry, tears leaking again, but not from fear this time. From frustration. From regret that she’d cried. That she’d ruined the moment. That it wasn’t still happening, his weight pinning her, his breath hot against her neck, his cock driving deeper until she shattered.

When the aftershocks faded, clarity settled in cold and sharp.

He wanted to play games. To manipulate them, to orchestrate their descent into his twisted fantasy. Fine. Two could play.

She rolled off the bed, fetched her old personal laptop from the back of the wardrobe, the one she hadn’t touched in months because she preferred the work machine, and powered it on. She deliberately lowered every security setting she could think of: disabled the firewall temporarily, turned off password-protected sharing, left remote desktop enabled with a weak admin password she knew an IT-savvy stalker could crack in minutes. On the network, she even renamed the device: CINDY-USETHIS.

Rhys came home while she worked, calling a casual hello from downstairs before settling in front of the TV to watch some survival documentary about Alaska. She barely answered.

For the next hour she downloaded everything she could find, erotic stories and videos of women taken roughly in public, fucked senseless against trees in foggy parks, surrendering to strangers who claimed them without preamble. Then she opened a blank document and wrote a short, filthy piece: a wife who lets her dominant lover cuckold her husband, sissify him, turn him into a whimpering, lace-clad toy while she rides the real man senseless. The prose was clumsy, rushed, unpolished. It didn’t matter. It wasn’t art. It was a beacon. A message.

She saved the files to the desktop, titles blatant, thumbnails unhidden, then set the laptop to stay awake even when the lid closed. She left it on the bedside table, screen dimmed but glowing faintly, an open invitation.

If he was watching the home network, and she was certain now that he was, he’d see it. He’d know she wasn’t running. She was answering.

She closed her eyes, still damp between her thighs, and smiled into the darkness.

Let him come for her again. This time she wouldn’t cry.


Four

Rhys was spiralling, and he knew it.

The cuckold-sissy novels had followed him to work now. During lunch breaks he’d lock himself in the disabled toilet on the third floor, phone propped against the sink, Kindle app open to the latest chapter. Husbands in frilly aprons serving cocktails to their wives’ lovers. Men kneeling, mouths open, while bigger, better cocks claimed what used to be theirs. The words seeped into his bloodstream like slow poison, sweet, shameful, impossible to purge. He told himself it was just fantasy. He never once believed Cindy might actually be cheating. She was too predictable: office, gym, home. They never went out separately. There was simply no opportunity.

Until the thought wormed in.

It happened the evening after her Tube encounter, though he didn’t know that yet. He was lying in bed, scrolling through his Kindle library, when the suspicion bloomed, small at first, then blooming black and thorny. What if she was having an affair? What if the man manipulating his inbox, his reading habits, his very fantasies, was her lover? The one feeding him these stories to prepare him, to make him want to be the cuckolded sissy while the real man fucked his wife senseless?

Jealousy surged, hot, nauseating, but even as it clawed at his chest, a darker current pulled beneath it. He imagined coming home early one day, hearing moans from upstairs, pushing the bedroom door open to find Cindy astride a tall, muscular stranger, her head thrown back, ponytail swinging, while the man gripped her hips and drove into her with brutal rhythm. And instead of rage, she’d look over, eyes glassy with pleasure, and laugh. “Oh, darling. You’re home early. Go put on your sissy maid dress and start dinner. We’ll be down when we’re finished.”

His cock twitched painfully against his boxers. He hated himself for it. He loved her for it.

The Kindle books were growing darker. Some arrived without purchase history, remotely uploaded, not through Amazon. Files titled things like Broken Beta: The Road to Full Sissification or Castration Fantasy for the Devoted Cuck. Inhuman, evil, depraved. Men begging for chemical castration, for their balls to be locked away forever while their wives laughed and took lovers. Rhys read them in the dark, heart hammering, telling himself he could stop any time. He never did.

That same evening he noticed Cindy retrieving her old gaming laptop from the back of the wardrobe, the dusty one she hadn’t touched in nearly a year. She carried it upstairs without a word, plugged it in on the bedside table, and left the lid open. Rhys frowned from the doorway.

“Why the old machine?” he asked.

She shrugged, casual. “Just felt like messing about with some files.”

But he knew. The click in his head was almost audible. She was opening it up. Lowering the defences. Making it accessible to whoever, or whatever, was already inside their network. Her lover, perhaps. The man who’d sent the panties. The man who’d turned Rhys’ reading habits into a roadmap of his own destruction.

He should have stormed in, demanded answers, changed every password, called the police. Instead his dick throbbed, insistent, drowning out reason. He was powerless.

Worse, he wasn’t even innocent. Later that night, while Cindy showered, he opened Amazon on his phone. He browsed Satini again: sheer babydolls in blush pink, lace-trimmed bras with matching suspender belts, garter sets that would frame thighs he suddenly imagined as his own. He clicked “Save for later” on each one, knowing the watcher would see. Then he searched Berzial, Joline, GOceBaby, sissy maid dresses with ruffled petticoats, white aprons, black satin bows. He marked them too. Not to buy. Not yet. Just to leave the trail. A silent, humiliating invitation.

The next morning at his desk the emails started.

One after another from Cindy’s address. Subject lines blank, or innocuous, “Quick question”, “Check this out”. He almost rang her to ask why she was spamming him at work. Then he opened the first.

A link to Hypnotube.

He clicked before he could think.

The video autoplayed: soft, pulsing music overlaid with a woman’s sultry voice. Stockings sliding up smooth legs. A camera pan revealing a stunning trans woman kneeling in black lace lingerie, small pink chastity cage glinting between her thighs. The words scrolled in elegant white text across the screen, timed to the beat:

“Beg your wife to fuck other men. You know they’re better than you. You don’t deserve pussy. You’re a sissy fag. Lock up your worthless cock. Dress your wife for her dates. Fluff her lovers with your mouth. Watch her realise you were never a man. Beg her to sissify you. To transform you. Make her see you’re a cocksucking fag. Take hormones. Burn your male clothes. Destroy your old identity.”

The loop repeated, hypnotic, relentless. Rhys’ breathing shallowed. His cock strained against his trousers. He should have closed the tab. He watched the whole ten minutes.

The next emails were more of the same, clips urging him to surrender, to convince Cindy to become a slut for superior men, to accept his place as her sissy servant. One video ended with a close-up of a caged clit leaking pre-cum while the voice whispered: “You were born for this. You’ve always known.”

By lunchtime the realisation hit like cold water: he needed to be locked.

He opened Amazon on his work laptop, risky, stupid, and searched “nub chastity cage”. Pink. Inescapable. The smallest size. He added it to cart.

Then he refreshed his wishlist.

Everything was gone.

The Satini sets. The maid dresses. The garters. The nighties. Vanished. Not deleted by him. Removed remotely.

His hands shook on the keyboard. The message was unmistakable: I see you. I control what you want. You don’t get to choose anymore.

He had to hand it to the bastard. Whoever this was had money to burn, buying out wishlists, uploading custom files, orchestrating from the shadows. Rhys didn’t yet grasp how rich Mark truly was, how little a few hundred quid on lingerie or digital manipulation mattered when the prize was total ownership of another man’s wife.

He ordered the nub cage anyway. Smallest. Pink. With shipping set to “discreet packaging”.

Back on Hypnotube, now in incognito, heart pounding, he searched deeper. “Gay sissy slut for daddy.” “Forced feminisation hypnosis.” “Become the woman you envy.” The videos grew darker, more explicit. Trans women with perfect bodies, full lips, caged clits, moaning as they rode thick cocks. Rhys stared, mesmerised. He began to wonder what it would feel like to date one. To have a beautiful ladyboy at home, soft and demanding, teaching him how to please.

He didn’t yet realise that question was the first step most new sissies took, before the slow, terrifying understanding that they didn’t want to date her.

They wanted to be her.

He closed the laptop, pulse roaring in his ears, and stared at the wall of his cubicle.

The cage would arrive in two days.

And when it did, he wasn’t sure he’d have the strength to send it back.
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Mark regretted leaving Cindy against that tree the moment he turned away, footsteps crunching into the fog, but no matter how many times he replayed it, he knew it had been the correct move. She hadn’t been crying from revulsion, she’d been crying because her mind was still at war with her body, conscience clawing at desire. If he’d fucked her right there, raw and reckless, the aftermath would almost certainly have been regret: shame, self-loathing, perhaps even a panicked call to the police. By walking away he’d planted only one seed: the aching knowledge of what she hadn’t received. More importantly, he’d proven he wasn’t there to rape her. He was there to play. From the outside, at least, that distinction kept him from being the monster.

It took less than ten minutes to locate her laptop on the home network. Rhys had finally locked down his own machine after the earlier breach, but the router settings remained untouched, wide open, lazy, unchanged. When “CINDY-USETHIS” appeared in the device list with every security flag lowered, Mark received the ping and smiled. Deliberate. She was answering his invitation.

The stories she’d downloaded and written were playful, filthy, encouraging, but they weren’t quite aligned with his vision yet. Time to nudge her closer.

He had a private folder of dark BDSM erotica he’d collected over the years: women reduced to furniture, objectified until they begged for more degradation; public exposure that escalated from discreet collars to full nudity on city streets; pain accepted as worship. Those would come later. For now he needed to keep the temperature rising without burning the bridge.

He opened a blank document on her desktop and wrote a short continuation piece, titled simply “The Agreement.” The story began with the wife already entangled with her lover, the husband still blissfully ignorant. The lover’s voice, cool, commanding, laid out his expectations:

“A good slut is pierced. Not just her ears. Nipples, navel, clit hood, nostril, tongue. Permanent marks of ownership. She wears an anklet on her left leg, thin gold chain, tiny charm engraved with ‘hotwife’ or ‘slut for use.’ Everyone who knows what it means will understand she’s available. A good slut dresses accordingly: heels no lower than four inches, skirts that barely cover the curve of her arse, crop tops or sheer blouses that show the outline of hard nipples, lacy lingerie beneath, stockings always, never tights. And she keeps herself plugged, anal training starts small and builds until she can take whatever I give her without complaint.”

He paused, then added the hook, the bargain:

“So here is the deal. I will fuck you once, properly, deeply, the way you’ve been craving. After that, if you want it again, you will do these things for me. You will mark your body. You will dress like the slut you are becoming. You will hand me control, piece by piece. Refuse, and it ends here. Choose, and there is no going back.”

He saved the file to her desktop, “Read Me First”, and left the laptop exactly as she’d positioned it.

As for Rhys… Mark had surprised himself. He’d never harboured any real interest in men, or in trans women beyond aesthetic appreciation. But the deeper he sank into Rhys’ reading history, the sissy-cuckold rabbit hole, the chastity obsessions, the forced-fem fantasies, the more a new possibility crystallised. What if Rhys could be reshaped? Not into a lover, Mark had no desire to touch him, but into something ornamental. Two pretty girls servicing him at once. One biological, one… modified. Rhys’ cock could stay locked away forever; the rest of him could be softened, prettified, trained to kneel and fluff, to clean up, perhaps even to perform for an online audience. A little side income from subscription sites. The idea wasn’t repulsive. It was efficient.

How did one convince someone to want that level of change?

A quick search led him straight to sissy hypnosis. He laughed at first, the videos looked absurd, binaural beats and swirling spirals overlaid with breathy voices promising “total girly surrender.” Scientific consensus was clear: hypnosis couldn’t rewrite sexuality or gender identity. But the forums told a different story. Men didn’t become gay or trans from watching; they became addicted. The porn element, the endless edging to captions, the dopamine rush of submission affirmations, hooked them until they chased the high by obeying the commands. Closeted men found validation, permission to finally admit what they’d buried. Others simply craved the ritual degradation so badly they performed it to keep the cycle going.

Rhys was already deep in the stories. A little push might tip him over.

Mark considered creating a burner email to send the links, clean, deniable. Then it hit him: better if the messages appeared to come from Cindy herself. Intimate. Betraying. Devastating in the best way.

He logged back into her unsecured laptop and composed a series of emails from her account to Rhys’ work address. Subject lines innocuous, “Thought you’d like these xx”, attachments and links to the most potent Hypnotube videos he could find: loops urging viewers to “beg your wife to cuck you,” “lock your pathetic clit away,” “become the sissy she deserves,” “accept you were never meant to be a man.” He queued them to send throughout the next day, spaced out so they’d land like gentle, relentless taps on Rhys’ psyche.

The following morning Mark had real work to do. The new Manchester gym was two weeks from soft opening; contractors needed chasing, equipment deliveries confirmed, staff rotas finalised. Still, he carved out time mid-afternoon to drive to the little independent gym near Cindy’s office. He settled into the manager’s office behind the one-way glass and waited.

She took longer than usual in the changing rooms. He began to wonder if she’d skipped the session altogether. Then she emerged, and his breath caught.

No subtlety this time.

The skirt was obscenely short, black pleated, hem skimming the very tops of her thighs, flashing white lace every time she moved. The top was silky satin grey, clinging like liquid metal, thin enough that the dark outline of her areolas showed clearly through the fabric. No bra. Nipples already peaked and obvious, shifting with every step. Platform heels, black, at least five inches, lifted her calves into elegant lines and brought her almost eye-level with him.

She stepped onto the platform at Earl’s Court and their eyes met for half a second. Then she looked away, resuming the charade of strangers. But she walked directly behind him, positioning herself so he’d enter the carriage first. He felt the heat of her body at his side, electric, pulsing, close enough that the fine hairs on his arm rose.

The train arrived. He stepped in, claimed his usual corner near the rear doors. She followed, pressing forward as the crowd surged, until her front was flush against his back. Face forward. Pretending.

Her hand found his side, light at first, then firmer, fingers splaying over his ribs. No hiding now. Mark mirrored her: right hand sliding up to cup her breast through the satin, thumb and forefinger closing around the stiff nipple and pinching hard enough to make her gasp. Left hand slipped under the scandalously short hem.

No panties.

Her cunt was already soaked, hot, swollen, slick enough that his fingers glided straight inside with no resistance. She bit her lip to stifle the moan, hips rocking subtly onto his hand as he curled two fingers and stroked her front wall. Her own hand moved to his crotch, not rubbing, just cupping, feeling the thick ridge of him, tracing the outline through his trousers with reverent slowness.

Then she moved.

Quick, decisive. Fingers worked his fly open, slipped inside, wrapped around his bare cock. She gasped, soft, delighted, at the girth, the heat, the way he throbbed in her palm. She held him, not stroking, just claiming.

Mark needed her mouth.

He bent his head, captured her lips in a deep, possessive kiss. She opened for him instantly, tongue meeting his, hungry, no hesitation. The carriage swayed around them; London commuters stared at phones, at windows, at anything but the couple openly making out in the corner.

He broke the kiss, spun her around so her back pressed to his chest. She leant into him, skirt riding up as he settled against the padded window ledge for balance. His cock, freed now, nudged between her thighs, sliding along her drenched labia before finding her entrance. One slow, deliberate thrust and he was inside her, deep, bare, stretching her open while the train rattled on.

She whimpered, quiet, broken, then began to move.

Rocking back onto him in tiny, controlled thrusts. Fucking herself on his cock right there in the crowded carriage, surrounded by oblivious strangers. Her skirt barely covered the act; from the right angle anyone could have seen him disappearing inside her, seen the way her thighs trembled, the way her nipples strained against satin as she rode him.

In Mark’s darkest fantasies she was already a public-humiliation slut, kneeling on busy pavements, mouth open for him while commuters walked past. He’d always assumed it would take months, years even, to reach that point.

He hadn’t expected her to be the one to accelerate it.

She was riding him now, slow, deep, shameless, head tipped back against his shoulder, lips parted on silent moans, while London blurred past the windows and the rest of the world pretended not to notice.
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The cock slid out of her with a wet, obscene sound, leaving her empty and aching. Mark zipped up swiftly, movements economical, controlled. Neither had come, time had run out as the carriage began to empty at the previous stop, the thinning crowd threatening to expose them, but the brief, frantic coupling had been enough. She’d felt every thick inch of him stretching her for those stolen minutes; he’d felt her cunt gripping him like a vice. It was a promise, not a conclusion.

She turned, closed her eyes, and they spent the rest of the journey locked in a deep, wordless make-out. Tongues sliding, lips bruising, his hand cradling the back of her neck while hers clutched his shirt. No words. Just the taste of each other and the low rumble of the train.

When the doors hissed open at Richmond, he followed her out again, same path, same left turn into the park. The drizzle had thickened into steady rain, soaking her thin satin top until it clung transparently to her skin. She didn’t slow. Neither did he.

The moment they reached the treeline he grabbed her, spun her, slammed her back against the same rough oak as yesterday. No hesitation this time. No tears. Just raw, animal need. She arched, thrust back as he shoved inside her, deep, brutal, bare. The wet slap of skin on skin echoed through the dripping woods, louder than it should have been. She moaned openly, shamelessly, nails digging into bark.

A crunch of footsteps nearby, someone on the path. A woman’s voice, concerned: “Are you okay?”

“Go away,” Cindy snapped, voice thick with pleasure.

“Perverts…” The woman spat the word like venom as she hurried past, disgust replacing worry.

Cindy laughed, low, breathless. The insult landed like a spark on dry tinder. Perverts. She liked it. Liked the shame it carried, the way it made her cunt clench harder around him.

He turned her roughly, back to the tree now, hands tearing at the fragile satin top. Fabric ripped; one breast spilled free, nipple dark and pebbled in the cool air. His mouth closed over it, hot, sucking hard, while he slammed back inside her. With his size and strength he could fuck her standing like this, hips pistoning, lifting her onto her toes with every thrust.

She was close, dangerously close, when his hand snaked around, a single finger pressing against her anus. No warning. Just steady pressure until it breached her, sliding in knuckle-deep.

The sudden double penetration shattered her.

She clamped her mouth over his chest to muffle the scream, biting down on his shirt as the biggest orgasm of her life ripped through her, violent, blinding, legs buckling. Her cunt spasmed around his cock; her arse clenched around his finger. She sobbed against him, tears of pure overwhelmed pleasure.

He wasn’t finished.

He spun her again, bent her forward, hands spreading her cheeks. The head of his cock nudged her back entrance.

“No, no, not there,” she whispered, instinctive panic flaring.

“Shut the fuck up, bitch,” he growled.

The words hit her like a slap. Her body responded before her mind could, shivering, flooding with fresh heat.

“Y… yes, sir,” she breathed.

He went slow, careful, almost tender, pausing every inch to let her adjust. The stretch burned, unfamiliar, intense, but he didn’t rush. When he finally bottomed out, the fullness was overwhelming, different, filthy in the best way. His finger found her clit again, rubbing tight circles.

Fuck, this is actually good.

She moaned, then begged, voice cracking, “Harder. Deeper. Please.”

He obliged. Thrusting steadily, building rhythm, panting now as his own climax neared. She wondered, dazed, what it would feel like to have him spill inside her arse, hot, claiming, but before she could find out he pulled out abruptly, spun her, and forced her to her knees.

“Wait, wait…” she gasped, realising what was coming. The cock that had just been in her arse was inches from her face.

He didn’t listen. He grabbed her ponytail, shoved himself past her lips, and fucked her throat, deep, relentless. She gagged, eyes watering, but took it. He unloaded with a low groan, first down her throat, thick and bitter, then pulling out to stripe her face, her hair, her ruined top with the rest.

She started to rise on shaky legs. He grabbed her again, bent her over, yanked the tiny skirt up, and spanked her, hard, deliberate, each slap ringing through the trees. Her arse bloomed deep red under his palm.

“That was for talking back, got that, bitch?”

“Yes, sir,” she whispered, sniffing back tears, arousal so thick it hurt.

He released her. Zipped up. Walked away without a backward glance.

Cindy stood there, top torn open, breasts exposed, knees muddy, cum drying on her face and in her hair, and felt not disgust, but pride. A dark, triumphant glow. God, I wish I could take him home. Let him use me again. And again.

Instead she retrieved her laptop bag from where she’d dropped it, pulled out the spare blouse and trousers from her gym session, and changed in the rain. She wiped her face with a tissue, finger-combed her hair as best she could, and walked home.

Rhys’ car was already in the drive.

She swallowed hard. She looked fucked, because she had been. Knees dirty, skirt clearly a last-minute sex-shop purchase, blouse hastily buttoned over a ripped top, faint red marks on her neck, handprints on her arse visible if she turned.

She stepped inside without calling out. Climbed the stairs. Pushed open the bedroom door.

Rhys was there, halfway out of his work shirt, frozen mid-motion.

His eyes travelled over her, dirty knees, dishevelled hair, the unmistakable scent of sex clinging to her skin, the too-short skirt he’d never seen before.

Silence stretched.

Cindy’s heart hammered. Apologise? Lie? Or…

She reached behind her, unzipped the skirt, let it pool at her feet. Unbuttoned the blouse slowly, let it fall. Stood there in nothing but the torn remnants of her satin top, breasts bruised, nipples still hard, arse marked with clear handprints when she turned slightly.

Rhys stared. Swallowed. His cock visibly twitched in his trousers.

“I’m going to shower,” she said, voice steady, confident.

She turned toward the bathroom, then paused. Looked back over her shoulder.

“Do we have any Preparation H? I have a feeling my arsehole is going to hurt later.”

His mouth dropped open. His erection strained harder.

He stepped toward her, tentative. “Can we… can we fuck?”

“No,” she said flatly. “I’m too sore. But if you want, you can wank.”

“Will you watch me?”

She rolled her eyes, exaggerated, theatrical, crossed her arms under her breasts. “Go on then. Get on your knees and you can wank on my foot.”

He dropped instantly. Trousers shoved down, small cock in hand, stroking frantically while staring up at her. She extended one foot, let it rest beneath his balls.

Power surged through her, dark, intoxicating. Without thinking she tapped his balls lightly with the top of her foot. Then harder. A sharp smack.

He winced. Then: “Thank you, Cindy.”

She didn’t hesitate. “Thank you, Mistress Cindy.”

Another smack, harder.

“Thank you, Mistress Cindy.”

Her cunt flooded. Heat rolled through her in waves. Before she could second-guess it she grabbed his hair, yanked his face into her pussy, still slick, still swollen, still carrying the scent and faint traces of another man.

“Lick,” she snarled. “Fucking lick, bitch.”

He obeyed eagerly, tongue lapping at her folds while he jerked himself faster. She rode his face, grinding, memories of the stranger’s cock in her arse, in her throat, flooding back. She smiled, dark, satisfied.

Rhys came with a muffled groan, spurting across her foot in hot, weak ropes.

She didn’t release his head. Pulled him tighter, deeper. “Get me off. Now.”

He licked frantically, sloppy, desperate. She came hard, shuddering, snarling, clenching around his tongue while visions of bringing the stranger home danced behind her eyes. Of letting him use her in their bed. Of making Rhys watch.

When the aftershocks faded she shoved him away. Turned toward the bathroom without a word.

Left him kneeling, panting, confused, cock softening on the carpet.

She didn’t want to hurt Rhys. Not really. But the role, the cold, demanding dominatrix, was what he craved. And the stranger… the stranger was what she craved.

She stepped under the hot spray, cum and rain and sweat swirling down the drain, and smiled.

She’d do it all again tomorrow, and next time, she wouldn’t let him walk away so easily.


Five

Thank God it’s Friday, Cindy thought, sucking hard on an ice cube and willing the swelling in her tongue to subside. The fresh piercing throbbed every time she moved it against the roof of her mouth, sharp, insistent, but the pain was already dulling into a strange, erotic hum. The nostril ring had stung like a wasp but settled quickly. The nipples had been quick, bright flashes of fire that faded almost as soon as the needle withdrew. The navel had been the worst, deep, grinding ache that made her eyes water as the barbell slid home. And the clit hood, surprisingly, had been the least: a brief, electric pinch that left her clit throbbing and hypersensitive beneath the tiny curved bar.

She sat at her desk, legs crossed under her work skirt, trying to focus on spreadsheets while the ice numbed her tongue. The story he’d left on her laptop had been explicit, commanding, arousing in its cold certainty. A good slut is pierced. The words had looped in her head for all of five seconds before she’d made the decision. She’d booked the appointments that same afternoon, private studio in Soho, cash only, no questions. By Thursday evening she’d walked out with five new pieces of metal marking her body, each one a silent promise to the stranger.

Every sane voice in her head screamed that this was madness. He’d followed her home once, hacked their lives, manipulated Rhys into sissy fantasies, and now she was mutilating herself to meet his checklist. Yet the pull was gravitational, inescapable. She needed to know how far this could go. Needed to prove she was willing to sink for him.

He hadn’t appeared on the Tube the last two days. She’d scanned every platform, every carriage, heart sinking each time she came up empty. The story had made it clear: he wouldn’t return until she’d demonstrated obedience. The piercings were her first offering. But there was shopping to do this weekend, heels, skirts, stockings, an anklet. She already had a mental list.

Another driver had been the Amazon avalanche that arrived the previous evening.

Package after package stacked in the hallway, Satini lingerie sets in blush pink and white lace, sheer babydolls, suspender belts, garter stockings, ruffled maid aprons. Dresses from Berzial and Joline: black satin with petticoats, baby-pink frills, white lace-trimmed pinafores. Bras with delicate bows. Panties so sheer they were more suggestion than fabric.

Rhys had stood in the living room, face scarlet, staring at the mountain of femininity.

“I… I had them saved in my Amazon wishlist,” he admitted, voice small.

“So a stranger bought you all this?” Cindy laughed, bright, delighted, a little cruel.

“Yes.” He looked away, embarrassed.

“Well, go on then,” she sang. “Try it on.”

He hesitated, then began to undress. She watched, amused, until she noticed the dark hair on his legs, his chest, his arms.

“Stop,” she said. “Go shave your body first.”

“Oh. Yeah… maybe… erm… best.”

It took him nearly forty minutes in the bathroom, razor, shaving cream, careful strokes. When he emerged his skin was baby-smooth, pale, vulnerable. He dressed slowly, reverently: pink satin panties first, the lace teasing his balls as he pulled them up. Matching bra, empty cups absurd on his flat chest. Suspender belt clipped to sheer white stockings. A sheer babydoll nightie that floated over everything like mist.

“Your cock is getting hard,” she observed, giggling from the sofa.

“I know,” he mumbled. “I… kind of bought something for that.”

“Excuse me?”

He swallowed, ran upstairs, returned with a small white box. Handed it to her like contraband.

She opened it. A pink nub chastity cage, tiny, unforgiving, complete with lock and key.

She burst out laughing, genuine, gleeful. “Oh, you have to put this on.”

“I’m hard now…”

“Wank off then.”

He looked down at her, hopeful. “Um… could you, like…”

“No.” Her voice sharpened. “No sex for you right now. Wank, sissy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He dropped to his knees in front of her. Pulled the satin aside, wrapped his hand around his small, straining cock, and stroked, fast, desperate, eyes locked on hers.

The sight of him, smooth, lace-clad, kneeling at her feet jerking off, flooded her with power. A strength she hadn’t known she possessed. With Rhys she felt invincible, towering, in absolute control. With the stranger she became a ragdoll, pliable, used, owned. The contrast was dizzying.

“Fuck, you look so pathetic,” she laughed.

“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“You should be, bitch.”

She watched him edge closer to release, then saw the question flicker in his eyes, the one they’d both avoided naming. Finally he broke.

“Did you see your…”

“No,” she snapped, cutting him off. “I won’t likely for a while.”

“Oh.” A quiet sadness.

“Does that bother you?” She smirked.

“A little.”

“Why?”

He shrugged, childlike, vulnerable. “Dunno. Just does.”

They’d kept everything unspoken until now, the valve cracking open.

“Do you like the idea another man fucked me?”

“Yes.” His voice was barely a breath, the admission too humiliating for volume.

“Don’t worry,” she said softly. “He’ll fuck me again. I need to do some things first.”

“What?”

She chuckled, not ready to spoil the surprise. “You’ll see. Focus on your wanking.”

Then she leaned forward, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.

“He fingered me on the Tube on the way home from work first. Then he fucked me there.”

“On the Tube?” Rhys gasped, hand faltering.

“Yes. In front of everyone. But we didn’t finish there.”

“Where did you finish?”

Another smirk. “The park, around the corner. He came up behind me and took me. Used me. Someone walked by, saw us, asked if I was okay, thought I might be getting raped. I told her to fuck off.”

“Jesus!” His eyes widened, but his hand sped up.

She watched him teeter on the edge.

“Lick that up,” she snapped as the first ropes landed hot and sticky across her bare foot.

His face twisted. “That’s cum, Mistress.”

“Yes, your cum. Lick it up. I swallowed his after he fucked my arse. You can lick your own.”

“HE FUCKED YOUR ARSE?” The screech was pure shock, jealousy twisting with raw desire.

“Yep. Now lick.”

He hesitated, tongue darting out tentatively, then realised it was just his own semen, nothing vile. He lapped more eagerly, cheeks burning.

While he was distracted and softening, she moved fast. Threaded his balls through the base ring, pushed his spent cock into the tiny nub cage, aligned the guide pins, slid the lock barrel home, and clicked the padlock shut.

“There,” she said, satisfied. “Done. Get dressed now.”

He rose slowly, smoothing the nightie over his caged groin, the pink plastic barely visible beneath satin and lace.

Cindy stood, stretched, feeling the tug of every new piercing as she moved. She was marked. Locked in her own way.

Humiliating her husband shouldn’t have felt as good as it did. This was the love of her life, the man she’d promised forever to in front of family and friends, the one who still left her little Post-it notes on the fridge when he left early for work. Yet the sting of watching him, skinny frame now smooth and vulnerable, step into the pink satin dress didn’t feel like cruelty. It felt like play. Like rediscovery. Like the marriage had been quietly flatlining and this twisted, glittering game had jolted it back to a pounding heartbeat.

She sat on the edge of the bed in her robe, legs crossed, watching him smooth the fabric over his hips. The skirt flared outrageously with its built-in petticoat; the bodice hugged his narrow chest, the white lace trim absurdly pretty against his pale skin. The chastity cage created a small, humiliating bulge beneath the satin, no erection possible, just a locked reminder of who held the key now.

If anything, in that moment she felt closer to him than she had in months. The routine had been suffocating them, work, gym, Netflix, repeat. Without this spark they might have drifted into polite resentment, into separate bedrooms, into “we’re fine” lies. Instead they were here: raw, exposed, laughing at the absurdity while their pulses raced.

Still, a quieter voice whispered that marriage was supposed to be two-way.

“You realise I love you, right?” she asked softly.

Rhys paused, mid-zip on the back of the dress, and turned to face her. His expression was confused, a little sad, eyes searching hers. “It’s new and confusing and I have so many questions, but I’m not angry or upset with you. I just need to know that when I come home, you’re here.”

Cindy’s throat tightened. She rose, crossed the carpet in bare feet, and kissed him, slow, tender, tasting the faint trace of his own cum still on her lips from earlier. “I’ll be here,” she promised against his mouth. “As to what I did with the guy… it was spontaneous and maybe very stupid, but I just felt like this is the spark we needed to bring some life back into the relationship. I love you, but we were developing into a routine we really should have when we have kids, not when we’re alone. I want us to play. To have fun. It’s part of being young.”

He exhaled shakily, forehead resting against hers. “That we can talk about this is all I need. But please, be careful. How do you know this guy anyway?”

Heat flooded her cheeks. She looked away, embarrassed. “I don’t know him. He followed me home from the underground the other week.”

Rhys’ eyes widened to saucers. “He’s a stalker? Are you insane? We should go to the police!”

“Yeah, I thought about that too,” she admitted. “But I don’t get that vibe from him. I think he’s kinky and thought I would be too.”

“What? Why? How? He just looked at you and liked you so decided to follow…” Rhys trailed off, memory clicking. “Wait, there was a guy outside a while back. Looking at his phone, said he was lost on Blossom Road even though he had Google Maps open. Big bloke, tall, muscular, dirty-blond hair. Was that him?”

“Yeah,” she said quietly. “That’s him.”

Rhys blinked, mouth working soundlessly for a second. “We should go to the police. He hacked us. He’s been manipulating our lives! He fucking abused you!”

“I don’t want to go to the police,” she said firmly. “I want to keep playing.”

Suddenly Rhys was shoving the dress off his shoulders, satin pooling at his feet. Without another word he stormed upstairs, naked except for the cage and stockings, ignoring her calls. Cupboard doors slammed. Drawers yanked open.

“I’m getting dressed and going to the police,” he said, voice hard with resolve.

“Rhys, no! Please!”

“Why not? What next? He breaks in? Kills us? What then?”

“He’s not like that!”

“How do you know?”

“I just do!” Tears spilled hot down her cheeks. “I just do, Rhys.”

He stopped, hand frozen on a pair of jeans. Ran fingers through his hair, breathing hard, trying to calm. “Why is this so important to you?”

The question sliced deep. She could lie, soften it. But honesty had brought them this far.

She sat on the edge of the bed, pulling him down beside her. “Things hadn’t been great for a while. Maybe never, not really. I love you, I do, but we settled too fast. I missed who I used to be. The girl who danced on tables at 2 a.m., who said yes to stupid ideas, who felt alive. I thought marriage meant growing up, changing, adapting to you. But maybe I overcorrected. Maybe I lost myself trying to be the perfect wife.”

Rhys listened, expression softening. “Are you not worried this is a massive overcorrection?”

She shrugged, wiping her eyes. “Maybe. But right now I’m having so much fun. And it wouldn’t be as much fun without you. If you get what I’m saying?”

He exhaled slowly. “I do. And I’m not going to lie, what I’ve read, what we’re doing, it scares me. But at the same time… I’ve never felt so alive.”

“Exactly.” She squeezed his hand. “I guess we’re part of this guy’s game. But I want to keep playing. Don’t you?”

Another long sigh. Then, a small, reluctant smile. “I suppose I do too.” He paused. “But the moment this gets dangerous, we pull the plug. Deal?”

“Deal.”

She kissed his cheek. They sat in silence for a long moment, breathing together.

“I guess I should continue getting dressed,” he said finally, chuckling.

“Yes,” she murmured, voice dropping to a teasing purr. “I want to see my sissy in full regalia.”

He stood, stepped back into the pink satin dress, and let her zip it up. The fabric whispered against his smooth skin. She fastened the little white apron around his waist, tied the bow in a perfect flourish at the small of his back. Slipped the matching cap onto his head. Stepped back to admire.

Rhys, now fully transformed, looked ridiculous and beautiful and utterly vulnerable.

Cindy circled him slowly, trailing a fingertip along the lace trim, then down to the locked cage beneath the skirt.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered. “Locked. Pretty. Obedient.”

He shivered. “Yes, Mistress Cindy.”

She smiled, slow, wicked, triumphant. The marriage wasn’t dying anymore.

Cindy woke on Saturday with the faint metallic tang of blood still on her tongue and a dull, satisfying ache radiating from every new piercing. Thank God it’s Friday had become thank God it’s the weekend, she’d gone for broke yesterday afternoon, walking into that discreet Soho studio and emerging an hour later with five fresh pieces of silver marking her body like badges of surrender.

She didn’t regret a single one.

The nipple bars had been a fantasy she’d nursed since her early twenties, something she’d always meant to do when she was single, wild, untethered. Life (and then Rhys) had got in the way. Now they were done: small, curved barbells through each dusky peak, the metal cool against the inside of her bra, catching every brush of fabric with a sharp reminder. The clit hood ring was the surprise winner, barely any pain, just a bright sting followed by a throbbing sensitivity that made her clit pulse every time she crossed her legs. Nostril and tongue were manageable. The navel had hurt the most, deep, grinding, tears pricking her eyes as the curved barbell seated, but even that ache felt like triumph.

Rhys noticed the moment she walked through the door Thursday evening.

He was in the kitchen making tea, still in his work shirt. She dropped her bag, peeled off her blouse without preamble, and stood there in jeans and bra, the new jewellery glinting under the overhead light.

His eyes widened. Then a slow, almost shy smile spread across his face.

“A task from the stranger?” he asked quietly.

She nodded, not trusting her swollen tongue to form words without sounding ridiculous.

He stepped closer. She unhooked the bra and let it fall, then turned slowly so he could see everything: the twin bars through her nipples, the tiny ring winking at the hood of her clit when she parted her thighs slightly, the navel bar catching the light, the discreet nostril stud. Tongue out last, silver ball gleaming.

“Jesus,” he breathed. “You actually did it.”

She handed him her phone. “Picture.”

“You want to send them to him?” Worry flickered in his eyes. “Cindy… naked pictures on the internet…”

She just nodded again. “Picture.”

He took several, careful angles, close-ups of each piercing, full-body shots that showed the fresh redness around the metal. She uploaded them straight to a new folder on her desktop labelled simply “Proof,” knowing the stranger would be watching.

An hour later a second folder appeared beside it: “Your Uniform.”

She opened it. Dozens of images, tiny latex skirts that would barely cover her arse, hotpants with front-to-back zips for easy access, sheer crop tops that would leave nothing to the imagination, fishnet bodysuits, micro-bikinis, harness lingerie, platform heels with ankle straps. Each sluttier than the last. The message was unmistakable: this was what he expected her to wear from now on.

She frowned, opened Notepad, and typed:

“Hubby gets a load of new sissy clothes and I need to buy my own?”

She left the window open.

His reply appeared almost instantly:

“Don’t know your sizes, but a few gifts are on the way already.”

She hesitated, then typed her measurements, bust, waist, hips, shoe size, followed by:

“Do I get a name?”

“Master will do for now,” he wrote back. “Do you understand BDSM?”

“Yes. You want to dominate us?”

“Yes. I want you to be my sex slave. Your husband will serve us.”

Heat bloomed low in her belly, instant and fierce. She wanted to type yes please in all caps, but reality nudged her.

“As a game, right?” she wrote. “Not forever?”

“You want to play the game…” The cursor blinked for a long moment. “Games have winners and losers. You know what will be my prize if I win. The question here is, who is the loser? So, do you want to play the game, Cindy, or do you want to go back to your plain old vanilla life?”

She glanced at Rhys, curled on the sofa in his new pink babydoll, cage locked, scrolling absently on his phone, oblivious to the chat unfolding inches away. The sensible thing would be to shut the laptop, block whatever backdoor he’d used, call the police.

Instead her fingers moved.

“Do you promise nobody will get hurt?”

“I can’t promise that.”

The words should have terrified her. They didn’t. They made her cunt clench.

“Do you still want to play or not?”

Logic evaporated. Reason drowned in arousal.

“I still want to play.”

“Good.”

That was it. No more messages. She stared at the blinking cursor for ten minutes, willing him to say something else. Nothing.

The following morning, Saturday, the doorbell jolted them awake.

Cindy answered in Rhys’ oversized T-shirt. A delivery driver handed her a plain brown box, no return address. She carried it to the living room where Rhys waited, still in last night’s lingerie, eyes wide.

Inside: three items.

First, a thin black leather collar, more choker than BDSM gear at first glance, elegant and discreet. A small round tag hung from the front ring, engraved with a single word in clean silver: OWNED. She turned it over. The back featured a small, recessed locking mechanism. No key in the box. She ran her finger along the inside, felt the thin steel band embedded in the leather. Cut-proof.

“Are you going to put it on?” Rhys asked quietly. “It’s missing a key for a reason. You won’t get it off again.”

She didn’t answer. Just lifted her hair, fastened the collar around her throat, and pressed the lock together.

Click.

The sound echoed in her chest. A shiver raced down her spine, arousal so sharp it stole her breath. She was officially marked. Claimed. Owned by a man whose name she didn’t know.

Rhys stared. His cage twitched visibly beneath the satin.

The other two items: a medium stainless-steel butt plug with a heavy pink jewel base, and a female chastity belt, sleek black steel, curved to fit, with a front shield for her new clit piercing and a rear opening for… use.

She washed the plug in the sink, lubed it, and slid it in right there in the living room, slow, careful around the fresh piercing. The weight settled inside her, full and constant. She left the belt on the coffee table. Opened her laptop.

“Piercing still healing,” she typed. “Belt waits until it’s safe.”

His reply came an hour later:

“In return, keep your husband’s chastity keys with you on Monday.”

Monday.

Something was happening Monday.

She didn’t ask what. The not-knowing made her wetter.

That Saturday evening they made another small rebellion against routine.

They dressed up and went to a rave, something neither had done in years.

Under his black cargo trousers and plain black T-shirt, Cindy had made Rhys wear the full sissy lingerie set: pink satin panties, bra, suspender belt, stockings, the cage locked tight. Every step reminded him.

Cindy wore her new purchases: a metallic purple spandex crop top that clung like liquid metal, nipples and bars clearly visible through the thin fabric; a tiny pleated black latex skater skirt so short it rode up with every movement, flashing the base of the plug and the curve of her arse; self-hold fishnet stockings; towering platform heels. Trashy. Perfect for a warehouse rave.

At first she felt exposed, every eye on her, but the crowd swallowed them. No one stared twice. She danced like she was twenty again: arms up, hips rolling, sweat slicking her skin, plug shifting inside her with every beat. Rhys moved beside her, tentative at first, then freer, grinning like a kid when no one questioned his secret.

They came home at 3 a.m., laughing, exhausted, alive. Monday was a day away and her excitement was peaking.

She lay in bed beside Rhys, still in his lingerie, collar snug around her throat, plug heavy inside her, and smiled into the darkness.

Whatever Master had planned for Monday, she was ready. Pierced. Plugged. Collared. And utterly, deliciously owned.
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The party was so packed, bodies writhing under strobe lights, bass thumping through chests, that neither Cindy nor Rhys noticed Mark watching from the shadowed corner near the bar. He’d trailed them most of the day: first to the fetish boutique where she’d held up sheer pink panties and matching bras, giggling as she told Rhys how pretty they’d look on him; then to the latex shop where she’d modelled that metallic purple crop top and the tiny black pleated skirt, twirling so the hem rode up and exposed the base of her new plug. Things were progressing nicely. Very nicely.

On Sunday morning, while Cindy and Rhys were still asleep in a tangle of sheets and lingerie, Mark opened his encrypted chat with Dennis.

“Progress report,” he typed. “She’s collared. Pierced. Plugged. Sending proof folder tonight.”

Dennis’s reply pinged back almost immediately.

“About fucking time. My girl’s been riding me raw for weeks. Divorce papers are drafted. Yours still thinks she’s playing house.”

Mark’s jaw tightened. The bet had started as a drunken dare between two old rivals, both wealthy, both dominant, both bored with easy conquests. Mark’s idea: find a truly vanilla woman and transform her into a perfect, devoted slave. Dennis had upped the ante: make it a married woman. First one to get her to divorce the husband and hand herself over completely wins. No cash prize, no timeline, just bragging rights and the ultimate trophy. If Dennis won, Cindy became his. If Mark won, Dennis’s girl became Mark’s.

Mark had spent months searching for the right one: beautiful, untouched by kink, visibly content in her ordinary life. Cindy had checked every box. Dennis had gone broader, any attractive vanilla wife would do. He was ahead on raw fucking, but Mark was playing the long game. Now, with the collar locked around her throat, he’d surged into the lead.

He didn’t want to lose her. Not to Dennis. Not to anyone.

It was time to accelerate. And that meant breaking laws.

Cindy had expected him on the Tube ride home Monday evening, had dressed accordingly: the new black latex skater skirt (so short it barely skimmed the tops of her thighs), fishnet stockings, a stretchy black tank top that clung to her pierced nipples like a second skin. No panties. Plug in place. Collar locked tight beneath a thin silk scarf. She scanned every carriage, pulse racing, cunt already slick with anticipation.

He wasn’t there.

Instead, while she was in the gym changing after her workout, Mark slipped into the women’s locker room, empty at that hour, staff distracted. He found her locker (she’d never bothered with a proper padlock), took Rhys’ chastity keys, and lifted her house keys. A quick detour to Mister Minit on the high street, two sets of copies made in under ten minutes. House keys returned before she finished her shower.

He had just under an hour before she’d be home.

The house was quiet when he let himself in. He moved efficiently: tiny keyhole cameras installed in the living room, kitchen, hallway, and, most importantly, bedroom. One angled at the bed, another at the full-length mirror, a third hidden in the ceiling light fixture overlooking the ensuite. All wireless, motion-activated, streaming to his private server.

Next, her lingerie drawer. He pulled out every plain cotton brief, every sensible bra, every pair of tights. Replaced them with the items he’d ordered: sheer lace thongs, crotchless knickers, push-up bras with cut-out nipples, garter belts, silk stockings. Same with her wardrobe, boring blouses and knee-length skirts vanished; in their place went micro crop tops, sheer mesh dresses, latex minis, low-cut bodycon numbers. He left just enough “work-appropriate” pieces for her agency job, still risqué, still tight, still showing cleavage and thigh, but nothing she could hide behind anymore.

Rhys’ bedside drawer: several small brown bottles of poppers, alkyl nitrites, the sissy-hypnosis staple he’d seen recommended in every forum Rhys had visited.

Under the bed; a leather riding crop, a short bullwhip, a paddle with words embossed on either side.

He was out the door five minutes before Cindy turned onto the street.

She spotted him on the platform the moment she stepped off the train. A quick curl of her lips, relief, hunger, then she veered toward the park exit instead of the main road home. Mark followed at a distance.

The woods were occupied: a cluster of teenagers passing a joint, laughing too loud. Cindy glanced back at him, frustration in her eyes, then kept walking. No privacy here.

She stopped abruptly on the path, turned.

“Hello, Master,” she said softly.

Mark studied her for a long moment, collar peeking above the scarf, nipples hard against the tank top, skirt riding high enough to flash the curve of her arse. He smiled.

“Hello, slut.”

“This park thing isn’t really working,” she said, glancing toward the teenagers. “But…” She hesitated, then plunged ahead. “Rhys is going away on business Wednesday. Back Friday.”

Mark’s smirk deepened. “I’ve left you some presents. Don’t tell your husband.”

Cindy froze. “You were in my house?”

He closed the distance, kissed her hard, claiming, possessive, while his fingers slid under the skirt, finding her bare, soaked cunt. Two fingers plunged in without preamble, curling, pumping.

“Enjoy the presents,” he murmured against her lips. “If he asks, you bought everything. Understood, slut?”

“Yes, Master,” she breathed, hips rocking onto his hand.

He withdrew his fingers, took her hand, and walked her the rest of the way home, right to the front door. There, in full view of the quiet residential street, he kissed her again, deeper, rougher, hands yanking the tank top down to expose her pierced nipples. He pinched them hard, twisted, drawing a sharp gasp.

“I own you now,” he said, voice low and final. “Not him. Me. Clear?”

“Yes, Master.” Her voice cracked with need. “You own me, Master.”

He released her, stepped back, and walked away, gym bag slung over his shoulder, leaving her panting on the front steps, nipples out, skirt hiked, thighs slick.

She watched him disappear around the corner. Then she straightened her top, smoothed her skirt, unlocked the door, and stepped inside.
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Cindy flew up the stairs two at a time, heart hammering against her ribs. The collar around her throat felt tighter with every step, leather and steel a constant, intimate reminder, and the plug shifted inside her with delicious pressure. She burst into the bedroom, flung open the wardrobe doors, and froze.

Half her clothes were gone.

The sensible jeans, the loose cardigans, the knee-length pencil skirts she wore to client meetings, the comfortable cotton knickers and plain bras, all vanished. In their place: a parade of slutwear she hadn’t bought. Micro-mini latex skirts in glossy black and candy pink, sheer mesh crop tops that would leave her pierced nipples on full display, bodycon dresses so tight and short they were more suggestion than garment, lace teddies with open crotches, fishnet bodystockings, garter belts clipped to thigh-highs. A single row of “work-appropriate” pieces remained, still risqué: low-cut blouses that would show cleavage, fitted pencil skirts slit to mid-thigh, tailored trousers replaced entirely with high-waisted minis and tailored hotpants. No trousers. No jeans. No hiding.

She opened the lingerie drawer next. Plain cotton briefs? Gone. Replaced with crotchless thongs, sheer lace G-strings, satin boyshorts with “SLUT” embroidered across the back in delicate script. Bras with cut-out nipples, push-up balconettes, harness-style pieces that framed her breasts like offerings.

Her breath came short and fast. Never again would she be able to dress down, for work, for a casual coffee, for anything. From now on it was mini-skirts, mini-dresses, heels, stockings, lace. Exposed. Available. Marked.

She should have been furious.

Instead her cunt clenched around the plug, a fresh rush of heat soaking her inner thighs.

She moved to the bedside table. Drawer open. A thick black strap-on dildo stared up at her, realistic veins, suction cup base, harness included. For a split second she pictured using it on another woman, some pretty thing the stranger might bring to their bed. Then it clicked.

No. This wasn’t for a woman at all. This was for a sissy.

She smiled, slow, wicked, delighted, as she imagined buckling the harness around her hips, the weight of the cock bobbing between her legs while Rhys knelt in pink satin, mouth open, eyes wide and pleading. Training him. Breaking him. Owning him the way Master owned her.

Under the bed she found the rest: a short black riding crop with a leather heart-shaped tip, a longer bullwhip coiled like a sleeping snake, a wooden paddle stamped with “GOOD GIRL” on one side and “BAD SLUT” on the other. She ran her fingertips along the leather, shivering at the thought of bringing them down across Rhys’ smooth, pale arse while he whimpered “Thank you, Mistress Cindy.”

This was escalating. Fast. And it was getting interesting.

But then the cold reality intruded. He’d been inside their home. No broken windows. No forced lock. No alarm triggered.

She replayed the gym locker room in her mind. She’d showered, dressed, grabbed her bag, and hadn’t once checked for the chastity keys. Because they hadn’t been there. He’d slipped in while she was working out, taken the keys, had copies made, returned them before she noticed.

This crossed every line they’d vaguely agreed on with each other. This was no longer a game of Tube groping and park fucks. This was burglary. Invasion. Total control. She should call the police. Right now. Instead she stood in the middle of the bedroom, collar locked, plug heavy, nipples hard against the thin fabric of her top, and made excuses in her head.

He didn’t steal anything valuable.

He replaced my boring clothes with beautiful ones.

He’s giving us exactly what we both secretly want.

If I stop now, the spark dies. We go back to routine. To stale.

She wasn’t willing to hand him in. Wasn’t willing to call it off.

She wanted to keep playing.

Her eyes drifted around the room, searching now, deliberate. The little bedside lamp on the dresser opposite the bed. A tiny black clip beneath the shade, lens pointed straight at the mattress. She smirked.

Not the only one, she was sure.

She stepped closer, spoke aloud to the empty room, voice low and steady.

“Okay, you want to play this game? Then let’s play.” She paused, ran her tongue over the new piercing in her mouth, felt the fresh throb of it. “And honestly… I’m beginning to hope you win.”

She turned slowly, letting whoever was watching see every angle: the collar, the hard nipples tenting her top, the way her thighs pressed together around the plug. Then she walked to the full-length mirror, lifted her skirt, and spread her legs just enough to show the glint of the clit ring and the jewel base of the plug nestled between her cheeks.

A silent offering.

A dare.

She let the skirt fall back into place, turned to the camera she knew was there, and blew a slow kiss.

Then she went downstairs to wait for Rhys.

When he walked through the door twenty minutes later, still caged, still smooth, still hers, she met him in the hallway wearing nothing but the collar, the plug, and a wicked smile.

“Upstairs,” she said softly. “I have some new toys to show you.”

His eyes widened, pupils blown with instant arousal.

“Yes, Mistress Cindy.”

She took his hand, led him up. The game had changed, and she was all in.


Six

Rhys clenched hard as Cindy pressed the thick head of the strap-on against his entrance, muscles resisting despite the generous slick of lube she’d worked into him. She brought her hand down sharply across his already striped arse, red and purple welts blooming from the earlier whipping, and he yelped, body jerking forward.

“Push back,” she snapped.

“I’m trying!” he whined, voice high and petulant.

Another hard slap. The sound cracked through the bedroom like a whip.

“Try harder, sissy.”

Finally the flared tip breached him. Rhys gasped, sharp, shocked, body bowing as the stretch burned through him. “Stop, please, Mistress, it hurts!”

She held still, hips locked, the black silicone cock buried just past the head. “Breathe. It won’t in a moment.”

He tried to crawl forward toward the headboard, desperate for relief. Her fingers dug into his hips, nails biting skin.

“Don’t you fucking dare move away from me.”

He froze, trembling. “It hurts.”

“I know.” Her voice softened just a fraction, not kindness, but certainty. “But it won’t soon. You’ll learn to love it.”

And she was right.

The sharp sting dulled into a deep, throbbing fullness. His breathing changed, short gasps turning to longer, shuddery exhales. She rocked gently at first, letting him adjust, then deeper, steadier. The pain transmuted; pleasure bloomed low in his belly, spreading like heat through his limbs.

“I still can’t believe you came up with this,” he panted, glancing down at the thin pink satin nightie clinging to his smooth torso, the lace hem brushing his thighs while his wife fucked him from behind. “Your idea, huh?”

“Totally.” She smiled, running a palm down the satin-covered arch of his back, feeling him shiver under her touch. “Now shut the fuck up, sissy, and take my cock.”

She snarled the last words, snapping her hips forward. He moaned, open, broken, and began to rock back to meet her thrusts.

She felt nothing physically from the dildo, no friction, no fullness, but the power was intoxicating. Watching her husband on all fours, pretty pink lingerie hiked up, arse high, taking cock like a desperate slut straight out of the filthiest porn she’d ever watched, it lit her up from the inside. Every whimper, every involuntary clench of his hole around the silicone, every pleading little “please” sent fresh heat flooding between her thighs.

And she knew they weren’t alone.

The stranger was watching. She could feel his eyes on them, on the hidden cameras she’d found and left in place. That knowledge drove her harder. She didn’t hold back with the crop earlier, hadn’t tolerated a single whine or flinch. When he’d tried to twist away mid-whipping she’d slapped his face, open palm, sharp sting across the cheek, then gone right back to striping his arse. A quiet voice in her head still whispered that this wasn’t right, that she shouldn’t treat the man she loved like this.

But that voice was growing fainter every day.

Replaced by another, one that purred: Hurt him. Make him cry. Make him beg. Watch him break beautifully.

At the same time a small, sharp jealousy twisted in her gut. This was all about him right now, his pain, his submission, his pretty pink surrender. She wanted it too. Wanted Master’s weight pinning her down, his cock splitting her open, his voice calling her slut and bitch and owned while he used her until she couldn’t remember her own name.

For now, though, she had this: her husband on his knees, taking her strap like a good girl.

The cage kept him from getting properly hard, but he still reached beneath himself, fingers frantic, rubbing his trapped balls, then sliding back to press hard against his perineum. She giggled, delighted, at the sight: two fingers circling like a girl desperate to come, hips jerking in time with her thrusts.

“You’re going to come like this, aren’t you?” she taunted. “No stroking your useless little clit. Just rubbing yourself like a desperate bitch.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he whimpered. “Please, don’t stop...”

He’d begged earlier to be unlocked. She’d almost lied, said she’d left the keys at work. Instead she’d told the truth: “I gave them to him.”

Rhys had screeched. “What if I need to get it off?”

She’d rolled her eyes. “Rhys… it’s plastic.”

“Oh… yeah…”

She’d bitten back the word idiot. Barely.

Now his fingers worked faster, frantic little circles, and suddenly his body seized, back arching, a long, broken moan tearing from his throat. Thin spurts of cum dribbled from the tip of the cage, pooling on the sheets beneath him.

“You came like a girl,” she laughed, pulling out slowly, earning another wince as his hole fluttered around nothing.

He collapsed forward, panting, face flushed. “What about you? Should I lick you?”

“No.” She unbuckled the harness, let the dildo fall to the bed with a soft thud. “Lie down next to me and watch me masturbate.”

He obeyed instantly, rolling onto his back, nightie rucked up around his waist, caged clit still glistening. She lay beside him, spread her legs wide, knees bent, cunt on full display, pierced, swollen, dripping. She angled her hips deliberately toward the dresser lamp, toward the tiny lens she knew was hidden there.

Let him see.

She closed her eyes and began to touch herself, slow circles around her clit, dipping inside to coat her fingers in her own slick, then back to the swollen nub. Her mind drifted to Master: the way he’d kissed her on the doorstep, fingers buried in her cunt while neighbours might have watched; the collar locked around her throat; the piercings he’d demanded; the promise in his voice when he said I own you now.

She pictured him breaking in again, maybe tonight, finding her like this, legs spread, fingers working her clit while her cuck husband watched helplessly from the corner, caged and pretty. She pictured him pinning her to the mattress, fucking her raw while Rhys whimpered beside them. She pictured him making her scream his name while she came around his cock.

The fantasy tipped her over.

She came hard, back arching, thighs trembling, a low, guttural moan spilling from her lips as her cunt pulsed and fluttered around nothing. Slick coated her fingers, dripped down her arse to tease the plug still seated deep inside her.

When the aftershocks faded she opened her eyes.

Rhys was staring at her, wide-eyed, awestruck, caged clit twitching uselessly.

She smiled, lazy, satisfied, and reached over to pat his cheek.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

Then she rolled toward the lamp, looked straight into the hidden lens, and blew a slow, deliberate kiss. Let him watch. Let him see what he’d made her.

Cindy stood at the bathroom sink, rinsing her mouthguard under the tap, floss still caught between her teeth. The collar sat snug around her throat, cool leather warmed by her skin now, and every swallow tugged at the new tongue piercing, a dull throb she was already learning to savour. She heard the bedside drawer scrape open in the bedroom.

“Honey, what are these?” Rhys called.

She padded out in her short silk robe, barefoot, floss dangling from one corner of her mouth. He was kneeling on the bed in his pink satin nightie, holding up three small brown bottles, squinting at the labels.

“Rush,” he read aloud. “Leather cleaner? Why would we have leather cleaner in the bedside drawer?”

Cindy almost laughed, sharp, delighted, but caught herself. She knew exactly what they were. Poppers. Alkyl nitrites. The rave-scene staple she’d tried years ago in sweaty warehouses, the head-rush that turned every bassline into liquid fire in her veins. She’d never bought them for the house, though.

She wiped her mouth, tossed the floss in the bin, and walked over.

“Oh, poppers,” she said casually, plucking one bottle from his hand. “Yeah, erm… got them for you.”

Rhys blinked. “Why?”

She opened her mouth to deflect, then saw the flicker of recognition in his eyes. He’d seen the word in those hypnosis videos the stranger had been feeding him. She decided to lean in instead.

“Yeah, exactly,” she said, shrugging like it was obvious. “For the sissy hypnosis.”

He stared at her for a beat, cheeks flushing beneath the soft lamplight. “And… do you want me to do it now? Like, watch some hypno and sniff these?”

She really had no idea what sissy hypnosis entailed beyond the name, but the game demanded she play along. Another shrug. “Of course.”

She finished brushing her teeth while he fumbled with his phone, earbuds in, queuing up a video titled Become a Sissy Slut – Poppers Edit. She climbed onto the bed beside him, robe falling open to expose the curve of her breast and the glint of her nipple bars. He was already breathing faster, anticipation making his caged clit twitch uselessly beneath the satin.

He struggled with the plastic seal on the first bottle. She took it from him, pressed down on the cap, twisted sharply. The seal popped free with a faint chemical hiss.

“Here.” She handed it back.

He pressed play.

The screen filled with swirling pastel spirals, overlaid text pulsing in sync with a low, hypnotic voice she couldn’t hear through his earbuds. Soft trance beats thumped faintly from the buds. Every thirty seconds or so a little animated bottle icon flashed; Sniff now.

Cindy watched his face. When the icon appeared she gently pressed the open bottle under his right nostril, pinched the left shut with her thumb and forefinger.

“Inhale,” she whispered.

He sniffed deep; long, greedy pull. His eyelids fluttered; pupils blew wide. A low, shuddering “Oh fuck…” escaped him. His free hand darted down, fingers rubbing frantically at his perineum through the satin, desperate for any friction the cage allowed.

She repeated the process on the other nostril. Another deep inhale. His head tipped back against the headboard; a broken moan spilled out.

“Fuck… oh yeah… fuck…”

The rush hit her too when she brought the bottle to her own nose; sharp, chemical, dizzying. Heat exploded behind her eyes, then sank straight to her cunt. She’d forgotten how fast poppers worked; instant head-spin, heart racing, every nerve suddenly raw and hungry. Her clit throbbed under the fresh piercing; the plug in her arse felt impossibly fuller.

On screen the text scrolled faster now:

Suck cock like a good sissy slut. Fluff your wife’s lovers. Beg to be face-fucked. You were born to serve superior men.

Cindy giggled, soft, aroused, imagining Rhys on his knees in that ridiculous nightie, mouth open for Master’s thick cock while she watched, fingering herself. The image made her thighs press together.

Another bottle icon. She held it up for him. He sniffed greedily. She did too. The room tilted pleasantly; her skin felt electric.

They overdid it. She knew they were sniffing too often, too deep, but the videos kept pulling her in. She took the phone from him, scrolled through the recommendations, chose darker ones: Gay Sissy Slut Training – Poppers Intensive, Expose Yourself as a Cocksucking Fag, Permanent Sissy Submission. The voice in the earbuds grew harsher; the text more demanding:

Film yourself begging to suck dick. Post it online for real men to see. Admit you’re nothing but a hole.

Rhys moaned louder now, hips jerking, fingers rubbing frantically at his perineum like a desperate girl chasing her clit. The cage kept him denied, leaking, dripping, clear pre-cum soaking the front of the satin.

Cindy’s own hand slipped between her thighs. She circled her pierced clit slowly, watching her husband fall apart beside her. The poppers made everything sharper: the scent of his arousal, the wet sounds of his fingers, the faint chemical burn in her sinuses, the heavy throb of the plug shifting every time she clenched.

She leant over, pressed the bottle under his nose again.

“Deep,” she ordered.

He inhaled, long, shuddering. His whole body shook.

“Again.”

Another hit. His moans turned to whimpers.

She took a final pull herself, head spinning, cunt dripping, then set the bottle aside and straddled his thigh, grinding her slick folds against the smooth satin while he rubbed himself frantically.

“Look at you,” she purred, voice thick with lust and poppers. “My pretty little sissy slut. Leaking in your nightie. Rubbing your pussy like a girl. You love this, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Cindy,” he gasped. “Fuck, yes…”

She came first, hard, sudden, hips bucking against his leg as the orgasm ripped through her. He followed seconds later, body seizing, a long, broken cry tearing from his throat as thin spurts dribbled from the cage, soaking the satin.

They collapsed together, sweaty, breathless, the room still spinning faintly from the poppers.

Cindy reached over, plucked the earbuds from his ears, and kissed him, slow, filthy, tasting the chemical edge on his tongue.

“Good girl,” she whispered.

He shivered, spent and dazed.
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Rhys stared at the email on his work laptop, the cursor blinking over the subject line like a taunt.

Pack sissy clothes for your trip.

No sender name, just Cindy’s address. But he knew. The phrasing was too cold, too commanding. Cindy would have written something teasing, maybe with emojis or a heart. This was him. Master. The stranger who’d wormed into their lives like smoke under a door.

How the hell did he know about the trip?

Cindy. She must have told him.

The realisation landed like ice water in his stomach. She’d handed over more than just the chastity keys, she’d given him their schedule. Their privacy. Their safety. Rhys’ hands shook on the desk. For the first time since the poppers and the nightie and the cage, real fear cut through the haze of arousal.

He spent the rest of Tuesday in a fog of indecision.

Confront her? She’d only get defensive, tell him it was fine, that she had it under control, that he was overreacting. Call the police? Confess everything, the cameras, the poppers, the strap-on, the collar around her throat, the way he’d come like a girl while she fucked him? They’d look at him like he was mad. Or worse: complicit.

In the end he chose a third path.

He picked up his phone and dialled Stacy.

“Hey, little sis-in-law,” he said, forcing lightness into his voice. “So I’m away from Wednesday till Friday. Why don’t you have a girls’ night with Cindy? Wine, films, the works.”

“Oh my God, yes!” Stacy squealed. “I’ve been dying for a catch-up. I’ll call her right now.”

“No, no, wait.” He swallowed. “Surprise her. Just show up Wednesday evening with a bottle of something nice. She’ll love it.”

Stacy giggled. “Sneaky. I like it. Safe trip, Rhys!”

He exhaled as the call ended. Relief, fragile but real. Stacy would be there from six. Loud, nosy, protective Stacy. No way Cindy would risk anything with her little sister in the house. No way the stranger would try.

It was a shield.

Wednesday morning he packed.

Black suit trousers, crisp shirts, laptop charger, normal things for the client meetings in Manchester. Then, hidden beneath the folded layers: the pink satin nightie, the matching panties and bra set, the suspender belt and stockings, the small brown bottle of Rush. He stared at the poppers for a long moment, label still reading “leather cleaner”, before tucking them into the side pocket of his suitcase.

He hated that he was obeying. Hated that the order had come from a man who’d broken into their home, who’d collared his wife, who’d turned their marriage into a twisted game. But the hate was tangled with something else, something hot and shameful that made his caged clit twitch when he thought about slipping into the nightie alone in the hotel room, sniffing deeply while a hypnosis video played through his earbuds, rubbing himself like a desperate girl until he leaked uselessly into the satin.

He zipped the case shut. Hard.

His flight was at noon. He’d be gone by the time Stacy arrived.

Cindy would be safe.

That was what mattered.

He kissed her goodbye at the door, quick, careful, avoiding the collar that still sat snug around her throat. She smiled up at him, eyes bright with something he couldn’t quite read.

“Be good,” she murmured, fingers brushing his cheek.

“You too,” he said, throat tight.

He walked to the car without looking back.

The plane took off on time. He stared out the window at the shrinking city below, suitcase in the overhead locker, pink satin folded neatly beneath his work clothes.

Stacy would be there by six. Cindy would be safe. He told himself that again and again as the plane climbed into the clouds. He almost believed it.
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Cindy was annoyed, borderline furious, when she stepped onto the platform after work and found it empty of him.

She’d dressed for conquest: the new black latex skater skirt so short it rode up with every step, flashing the base of her plug and the curve of her arse; the metallic purple spandex crop top clinging to her pierced nipples like wet paint; fishnets and towering platforms that made her calves flex with predatory grace. No panties. Plug in. Collar locked tight beneath a thin silk scarf she’d tied artfully to look like fashion rather than ownership. She’d spent the entire Tube ride scanning faces, thighs pressed together, cunt already slick with anticipation. She could take him home tonight. Rhys was gone until Friday. The house was empty. She was ready, pierced, plugged, collared, dripping, to be properly fucked for the first time since this all began.

But he wasn’t there.

She stood on the platform longer than necessary, pretending to check her phone, eyes flicking left and right. Nothing. No tall frame in a hoodie, no dirty-blond hair catching the fluorescent light. Just commuters and the hiss of the next train pulling in.

“Miffed” didn’t cover it. She’d done everything right. Marked her body for him. Turned her husband into a poppers-sniffing, hypnosis-addicted sissy. Displayed herself like a gift-wrapped slut every day on the Tube and in the gym. What more did he want?

She just wanted to be properly fucked.

With a sharp exhale she turned toward the exit, the breeze catching the hem of her skirt and lifting it enough to flash anyone behind her. She didn’t bother fixing it. Let them look. Let them want. She was too horny, too frustrated, too empty to care.

The house was silent when she unlocked the door. No Rhys. Just the faint scent of Rhys’ aftershave lingering in the hallway and the low hum of the fridge. She kicked off her platforms, padded upstairs in bare feet, the plug shifting with every step, sending little sparks up her spine.

She stepped into the bedroom.

A gloved hand clamped over her mouth before she could scream.

Her body was yanked backward, spun, shoved face-down onto the mattress. The duvet muffled her yelp. Weight pinned her instantly, hard, heavy, familiar. The cock was at her entrance in the next heartbeat, no preamble, no teasing, just brutal pressure as he forced his way inside.

Her brain scrambled to catch up. Fear spiked bright and cold, intruder, danger, fight, but the third savage thrust slammed recognition home.

It was him.

Her stranger. Her Master.

The fear dissolved like sugar in hot water, replaced by raw, wanton lust.

He kept the charade alive, gloved hand still over her mouth, other arm braced beside her head, hips slamming into her with punishing force. No gentleness. No mercy. Exactly how she’d craved it.

“Don’t fucking scream or I’ll cut you,” he hissed against her ear, voice low and dangerous.

She nodded frantically beneath his palm. He eased his hand away just enough for her to gasp.

“I promise, I promise...”

He shifted, propping himself higher, using her hips like handles to drive deeper, harder. She felt his fingers hook the base of her plug, constant companion these last days, twist, pull. It slipped free with a wet pop. Cool air kissed her stretched hole for half a second before his cock left her cunt and pressed against her arse.

One long, relentless push.

“Oh fuck!” she gasped, back arching off the bed. “Oh fuck, yes, fuck me!”

He slapped her arse, hard, stinging. “I said shut the fuck up, bitch.”

His hand shoved the back of her head down, forcing her face into the duvet until her screams muffled into fabric. Another slap cracked across her arm, sharp yelp. Then his palm dug into the small of her back, pressing her flat, bruising her spine as he jackhammered into her rectum, fast, merciless, owning every inch.

Suddenly he pulled out. Flipped her onto her back like she weighed nothing. Climbed up her body and jammed his cock straight down her throat.

He fucked her face, hips pistoning, one hand fisted in her ponytail yanking her head up to meet every thrust, the other pinching her nose shut. Her eyes flew wide, terror and lust crashing together as air vanished. Lungs burned. Vision spotted. What the hell am I doing? flashed through her mind. Nobody knows he’s here. Nobody’s coming.

He released her nose. She sucked in a desperate, ragged breath, spluttering, coughing, then screamed “Fuck!” before she could stop herself.

His palm cracked across her cheek, hard enough to leave a red handprint.

She glared up at him, defiant, daring him to do it again.

Inside she prayed he would.

He did.

He pulled at one pierced nipple, stretching the tender flesh until tears pricked her eyes, then slapped her breast over and over, alternating sides, turning pale skin bright red. She sobbed, pain and pleasure twisting into one unbearable knot.

He slammed back into her cunt, jackhammering now, relentless, then his hand closed around her throat. Squeezed. Not enough to black her out, just enough to make her vision tunnel, to make every thrust feel like it was splitting her open.

His other hand cracked across her face again.

“Who owns you?”

“You do, Master!” she rasped instantly.

Another slap, then a backhand that snapped her head to the side.

“Who owns you?”

“You do, Master!” she screamed, tears streaming, but the pain tipped her over.

She came, harder than she ever had, body convulsing, cunt clamping down around him like a vice, a long, shattered moan tearing from her throat that dissolved into deep, wrenching sobs. The orgasm felt ten times more intense than anything before, pain and pleasure fused, white-hot, obliterating. Tears poured down her temples into her hair.

He pulled out mid-climax. Flipped her again. Wrenched her arms behind her back. Rope bit into her wrists, quick, expert knots.

His weight left the bed.

She heard the crop whistle through the air before it landed.

The first strike across her arse made her scream, raw, animal. He didn’t stop. Again. Again. Stripes overlapping until her skin felt like fire. She begged, “Please! Please!”, but didn’t know if she was begging him to stop or keep going. He moved down her thighs, cruel, precise, each lash drawing deafening screams, her body rolling side to side in futile escape.

The crop clattered to the floor.

He mounted her again, cock straight back into her abused arse, using her ponytail like reins, yanking her head back until her spine arched painfully. He fucked her like he was trying to break her, fast, brutal, relentless.

She sobbed and begged, wordless now, just sound, lost in the storm of sensation.

He roared, low, primal, and came. Hot ropes flooded her colon, pulse after pulse, claiming her from the inside.

The cock slipped free.

He dropped beside her.

She shuffled immediately, bound wrists awkward, until she could press her lips to his. He kissed her back, slow, possessive, fingers threading gently through her hair now.

He reached behind her, untied the rope with careful pulls. Pulled her thin, trembling body against his broad chest.

“Come here, baby,” he murmured, voice soft for the first time. “I’ve got you. I’ll hold you now.”

She curled into him, still shaking, sobs hitching, face buried against his neck. His arms wrapped around her like armour, warm, steady, safe.

“Will it always be like that?” she whispered, voice quivering.

“With me? Yes.” He kissed her temple. “As my slave, you’ll be treated like that. But after… I’ll always hold you. Nurture you. Take care of what’s mine.”

She sniffed, tears still leaking. “It was amazing. I don’t know… I don’t know how I could ever go back to anything else. Fuck, it was… so intense.”

He chuckled, low, warm, and kissed her again.

The doorbell rang.

They both froze.

“Are you expecting someone?” he asked quietly.

Cindy blinked, confused. “No. I’ll get rid of them.”

She disentangled herself, legs shaky, grabbed her short silk robe from the chair, tied it loosely over her bruised, marked body, and hurried downstairs.

Cindy opened the door a crack, robe tied loosely, hair still mussed from the bed, cheek flaming red from the last slap. Stacy stood on the step, bottle of Pinot Grigio in one hand, grin wide and bright, the kind of grin that usually meant trouble in the best way.

“Surprise!” Stacy sang, already stepping forward like she owned the place. “Rhys said you’d be alone, so, girls’ night! Wine, gossip, maybe some trash telly. I brought the good stuff.”

Cindy’s stomach dropped. “Stacy, what are you doing here?”

“Rhys texted me earlier, said you could use company. I figured why not?” Stacy tilted her head, smile faltering as she clocked the state of her sister: robe slipping off one shoulder, revealing the black leather collar and the fresh red handprint blooming across her cheek. “Cin… what the hell happened to your face?”

Before Cindy could answer, a low voice came from behind her, calm, amused, utterly unhurried.

“Hi.”

Cindy spun. Mark stood at the bottom of the stairs, buck naked, cock still half-hard and glistening from being inside her minutes ago, muscular chest rising and falling slowly, messy dirty-blond hair damp with sweat, thin sculpted beard framing a smirk that said he owned every inch of the room.

Stacy’s mouth fell open. Her eyes travelled, down the broad shoulders, the defined pecs, the ridges of his abs, the thick length hanging heavy between his thighs, then snapped back up to his face. She swallowed audibly.

“I’m Mark,” he said, voice smooth and deep. “Cindy’s lover.”

Stacy blinked. “Oh. I’m… I’m Stacy. Cindy’s sister.”

“Cindy.” Mark chuckled, low and dark, eyes never leaving Stacy’s face. “You didn’t tell me you had a sister.”

Cindy’s mouth worked soundlessly. She turned back to him, naked, shameless, standing there like he belonged in their hallway, and then to Stacy, whose pupils were blown wide, cheeks flushing pink.

“You need to go, Stacy,” Cindy said quickly. “This doesn’t concern you.”

Stacy’s gaze flicked between them, her sister in a half-open robe, bruised and flushed and collared; the tall, naked stranger who looked like he could bench-press both of them without breaking a sweat. A slow, almost wicked smile curled her lips.

“A lover, sis?” she said, voice light but edged with something hungry. “I think I might just stay. I mean… Rhys wouldn’t be happy to hear his perfect little wife’s been cheating on him, would he?”

Cindy opened her mouth to snap that Rhys already knew, had probably watched her get fucked on camera, had licked cum off her foot, had begged to be pegged in pink satin, but the words died when she saw the way Stacy was looking at Mark. Not horrified. Not outraged. Curious. Interested.

Mark’s smirk deepened. “Actually,” he said, stepping forward so his cock brushed the edge of Cindy’s robe, “I think the bedroom would be more appropriate.”

“Mark, no,” Cindy started, voice cracking. “That’s my sister.”

His hand cracked across her face, sharp, open-palmed, the same cheek he’d marked earlier. The sound echoed in the hallway. Stacy jumped, hand flying to her mouth, but she didn’t move.

“Who owns you?” he snarled.

Cindy’s cunt clenched so hard she nearly moaned. “Y-you do, Master.”

“You don’t call me Mark.” Another slap, lighter this time, but stinging. “I’m Master, Sir, or Daddy. Never Mark. Understood, slut?”

“Yes, M-Master.”

He slapped her again, quick, corrective. “What are you?”

“I’m your slut, Master,” she gasped, tears pricking her eyes, thighs slick.

“Good.” He turned his gaze to Stacy, who still hadn’t moved, hadn’t spoken, hadn’t looked away from his cock. “Both of you. Upstairs. Strip.”

Cindy spun to her sister. “You can leave if you want. You don’t have to stay.”

Stacy stared at her, at the collar, at the red marks on her cheek, at the way Cindy’s nipples strained against the silk, at the stranger who’d just claimed her in front of her own front door. Then, slowly, deliberately, Stacy reached for the top button of her blouse. She unfastened it. Then the next.

Cindy watched, slack-jawed, as her little sister walked past her, up the stairs, shedding her blouse as she went. A lacy black bra underneath. Jeans next, unbuttoned, shimmying down her hips, stepping out of them on the landing.

Mark grabbed the belt of Cindy’s robe and yanked it open, letting the silk fall to the floor. Naked now except for the collar, she followed, legs shaky, heart slamming, up the stairs behind Stacy.

Mark came last, cock hardening again with every step, heavy and thick against his thigh.

In the bedroom he closed the door with a soft click. Stacy stood by the bed, bra and knickers still on, eyes flicking between her sister and the man who’d just walked into their lives like he belonged there.

Cindy’s pulse roared in her ears. This wasn’t what she’d planned for tonight, but the stranger, Master, had other ideas, and Stacy, apparently, was staying.

He stepped forward, voice low and final.

“On your knees. Both of you.”

Cindy dropped instantly, knees hitting the carpet, hands behind her back, eyes up.

Stacy hesitated, only a heartbeat, then sank down beside her.

Two sisters. One Master. The game had just changed again and Cindy, bruised, owned, dripping, couldn’t wait to see how far it would go.


Seven

The sun was bleeding gold across the bedroom curtains when they finally collapsed, spent and tangled. Mark lay in the centre of the bed, chest still heaving, while Cindy and Stacy curled into each other on either side of him, sisters, lovers now, their hands clasped over his stomach like they’d been waiting their whole lives to find this configuration.

He still couldn’t believe it.

Not just that he’d claimed a married Asian goddess, porcelain skin, dark almond eyes, pierced and collared and dripping with need, but that he’d taken her younger sister too. Stacy, fatter breasts but fuller arse, the same sleek black hair, the same liquid gaze, had dropped to her knees beside Cindy without hesitation. They’d worshipped him in perfect tandem: kissing down his chest, tongues meeting at the base of his cock, sharing the thick shaft between their mouths like it was a sacrament. One held him steady while the other rode him, hips rolling slow and deep until they both shuddered through their first orgasms. Then he’d made them turn to each other, suck each other’s pierced nipples, kiss long and filthy while he watched, stroking himself, directing them like a conductor.

That was all in the first half-hour.

After that the inhibitions evaporated. When he bent Cindy over the edge of the bed and fucked her from behind, Stacy simply spread her legs wide on the mattress, guiding her sister’s mouth to her cunt. Cindy licked eagerly, hungry, sloppy, while Mark pounded into her, the wet sounds of tongue and cock filling the room. Stacy came first, back arching, thighs clamping around Cindy’s head, then Cindy followed, clenching so hard around him he nearly lost control.

They’d texted their jobs sometime in the small hours: sick day, personal day, didn’t matter. Mark had already told them Thursday and probably Friday belonged to him. He’d decided, mid-thrust, watching them sixty-nine for the second time, that he was taking them both back to his place. He hadn’t planned to bring anyone there so soon, but the pace had accelerated beyond anything he’d mapped out. Sisters. Collared. Eager. He wasn’t about to waste it.

They woke at ten, sunlight slicing through the gaps in the curtains.

Cindy stirred first, eyes fluttering open, a flicker of uncertainty crossing her face as memory rushed back. The three of them. The things they’d done. Stacy’s tongue on her clit while Mark fucked her arse. She looked at her sister, still asleep, cheek pressed to Cindy’s shoulder, then at Mark, who was already watching her.

A shadow of doubt in her eyes. Post-orgasm clarity. The quiet voice asking What the hell did we do?

Mark didn’t give it time to grow.

He reached out, cupped her cheek, the same one he’d slapped raw last night, and slapped it again. Not vicious. Firm. Authoritative. The crack echoed softly in the quiet room.

Cindy’s pupils blew wide. The doubt vanished. Submission snapped back into place like a collar locking.

“Sixty-nine each other,” he ordered, voice low and calm. “For my amusement.”

They didn’t hesitate.

Cindy and Stacy exchanged one long, slow, open-mouthed kiss, tongues sliding, soft moans, then rearranged themselves on the bed. Cindy on top, knees bracketing Stacy’s head; Stacy beneath, hands on Cindy’s hips, pulling her down. They moaned in unison as mouths found cunts, wet, eager, shameless. Cindy’s pierced clit dragged across Stacy’s tongue; Stacy’s hips rolled up to meet Cindy’s lips. The room filled with slick sounds, muffled whimpers, the creak of the mattress.

Mark watched for a minute, cock hardening again, then moved behind Cindy. He lined up and pushed into her pussy in one smooth thrust. Stacy’s tongue immediately found his balls, lapping at them while he fucked her sister slow and deep.

It was obscene. Perfect.

He came inside Cindy, hot, thick pulses, then pulled out.

“Push it into her mouth,” he told her.

Cindy obeyed instantly. She shifted forward, straddling Stacy’s face, and let gravity do the work. Thick white ropes dripped from her cunt onto Stacy’s waiting tongue. Stacy swallowed hungrily, moaning, hands gripping Cindy’s thighs. When the last drop fell, Cindy lifted off. Stacy surged up, grabbed her sister by the back of the neck, and pulled her into a deep, cum-slick kiss, sharing the taste of Mark between them.

Mark watched, satisfied.

Stacy’s body was a softer echo of Cindy’s, smaller tits but heavier, rounder arse that jiggled beautifully when slapped. Not that he minded. A fat arse made an excellent canvas for abuse, an ideal set of pillows to grip while he pounded.

“I’m going to shower,” he said. “You two, make me breakfast.”

They scrambled off the bed in unison, naked except for their collars, and dropped into matching curtsies.

“Yes, Master,” they said together, voices soft and reverent.

Mark watched them hurry downstairs, bare feet padding on the hardwood, arses swaying, handprints still visible on Cindy’s skin, then muttered to the empty bedroom:

“Fuck. I can’t believe my luck.”

Sisters. Collared. Eager. Obedient.

This wasn’t just a conquest anymore. This was a fucking dynasty.

He headed for the shower, already planning the rest of the day, and how he’d break them both in at his place tonight.
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“Oh my god, I can’t believe we did that!” Stacy giggled, the sound bright and breathless as she cracked eggs into a bowl, whisk flying in quick circles.

Cindy stood frozen at the counter, coffee filter in one hand, carafe in the other. She was thinking exactly the same thing, except the laughter wouldn’t come. This was her sister. Her little sister. The one she’d helped with homework, defended from bullies, shared secrets with through teenage years. And last night she’d dragged Stacy, sweet, impulsive Stacy, into a full-blown BDSM scene with a complete stranger. A stranger who’d slapped her face raw, choked her with his cock, fucked her arse while she sobbed in ecstasy, then turned around and made them both kneel and worship him.

And she’d fucked her little sister.

The thought landed like a brick in her stomach. Guilt twisted hard, sharp, nauseating, but beneath it, undeniable, was heat. Slick, insistent arousal pooling low in her belly every time she remembered Stacy’s tongue on her clit, the way her sister had moaned into her mouth while Mark’s cum dripped between them.

“Stacy,” she said quietly, setting the carafe down with trembling hands. “You cannot tell anyone about this.”

Stacy snorted, still whisking. “Yeah, right. Who would I tell? ‘Hey guys, just FYI, I had a threesome with my big sister and her hardcore dom lover.’ Fuck no.” She glanced over her shoulder, eyes sparkling. “But fuck, Cin, this was fun, right?”

Cindy exhaled shakily. She allowed herself to relax, just a fraction, and had to admit the memories alone were making her drip again. The way Stacy had arched when Cindy sucked her nipples. The filthy, wet sounds of their tongues meeting over Mark’s cock. The moment Stacy had guided Cindy’s mouth to her cunt while Mark pounded her from behind.

She stepped up behind her sister, arms sliding around Stacy’s waist, hands rising to cup the heavy, soft weight of her breasts. She’d always been quietly jealous of Stacy’s body, fuller tits, rounder arse, that impossible little waist. Now she squeezed gently, thumbs brushing over hardening nipples.

“Mmm, that’s so hot, sis,” Stacy purred, leaning back into the touch.

“You’re hot,” Cindy breathed, lips dropping to the curve of Stacy’s neck. Her tongue traced soft skin, tasting salt and the faint trace of last night’s sweat. One hand drifted lower, fingers trailing through the thin, neat strip of hair above Stacy’s clit. “I wanna fuck you again.”

“I wanna fuck you too.”

“Are we insane?” Cindy giggled, finally letting the sound out, shaky but real.

“Completely,” Stacy whispered, turning in her arms. “But do you care?”

“No.”

“Hmm. Exactly.”

They kissed, slow, deep, tongues sliding together like they’d been doing it forever. Stacy’s hands roamed Cindy’s back, nails dragging lightly over the fresh welts from the crop. Then she pushed Cindy gently away.

“We need to make breakfast for Master.” She giggled, bright, conspiratorial. “You do the coffee. And while you do that… tell me everything.”

So Cindy did.

She poured grounds into the filter, added water, and talked, voice low, steady, unflinching. The Tube groping. The park fucks. The piercings she’d got for him. The collar locked around her throat. The cameras he’d installed. The way he’d broken in, taken her keys, replaced her wardrobe. The way she’d handed over Rhys’ chastity keys. The way she’d come harder than ever when he choked her, slapped her, used her like a thing.

Stacy listened, whisk paused, eyes wide, then burst out laughing, delighted and horrified in equal measure.

“So he’s like proper hardcore Mr Grey?” she asked, resuming the eggs.

Cindy rolled her eyes. “Urgh. Mr Grey is nothing on him. Look...” She lifted her crop top, showing the twin silver bars through her nipples, the curved ring at her clit hood peeking beneath the hem of her skirt. “I got pierced for him. He likes hardcore pain. And honestly… I think I do too. This might end up being more than you can handle, Stace.”

Stacy set the bowl down, stepped close, and cupped Cindy’s face with both hands.

“Sis,” she said softly, “you don’t know what I can handle. I could’ve left last night, run screaming. But the second I saw you on your knees for him… the idea of fucking you turned me on long before he even thought of it.”

Cindy blinked. “Are you serious?”

“Hell yeah.” Stacy grinned, wicked. “I used to fantasise about exactly what we did last night. A threesome, you, me, a guy. Hell, I almost suggested it once with an ex. Never had the guts. Until now.”

Cindy burst out laughing, real, surprised, delighted. She’d never pictured her sister sexually. Never even talked about sex beyond vague “how’s your love life” chats. Turns out she knew less about Stacy than she’d thought.

Before they could say more, heavy footsteps descended the stairs.

Mark appeared in the doorway, naked, still half-hard, hair damp from the shower. Both women straightened instantly.

Stacy dropped to her knees without a word, head bowed, hands behind her back, thighs parted in perfect presentation.

Cindy stared, confused, caught off-guard, then looked at Mark.

He chuckled, low and dark. “It seems Stacy has had some training already.” His eyes flicked to Cindy. “You have a lot to learn, slut. Knees. Assume the position.”

“Yes Master. Sorry Master,” Cindy mumbled, dropping instantly beside her sister, knees wide, back straight, eyes down.

Mark sat at the table. They served him, eggs, toast, coffee, silent and efficient. He ate slowly, watching them kneel at his feet.

Then a thought occurred to him.

There were ways to cause pain and humiliation even here, in the mundane act of breakfast.

He stood. Walked to the cupboards. Rifled through them. Cindy almost offered to help, then thought better of it and stayed silent.

He returned with a small bag of uncooked rice. Poured two small piles in front of their knees.

“Kneel on the rice.”

Their eyes widened. But both obeyed.

The hard grains bit into their skin immediately, sharp, relentless. Within seconds tears pricked their eyes. Within a minute they were trembling, breathing shallow, fighting not to shift.

Mark sat back down. Took three more deliberate forkfuls.

Then stood again.

“Oh,” he said mildly. “I’m sorry. You both must be hungry and thirsty too.”

He retrieved two shallow bowls. Peeled a couple of bananas and kiwis. Dropped the fruit in. Then, casually, crushed it under his bare foot, mashing it into a sticky pulp.

The women stared, gulping.

He wasn’t finished.

He pulled out his cock and urinated into both bowls, dark yellow streams filling them to the brim. Cindy looked horrified. Stacy looked confused, then intrigued.

“Arms behind your back,” he ordered. “Bend over and eat it like dogs.”

Cindy’s chest heaved. She’d never felt so degraded, vile, disgusting, filthy. Exactly like she was.

She bent forward, nervous, shaking, ass in the air. Stacy watched for half a second, then followed.

Cindy lapped first, tentative, then deeper. The taste was wretched, sweet fruit, sharp piss, humiliation burning her throat, but even as she did it her pussy pulsed violently, dripping onto the tiles.

Stacy, never one to be outdone, dove in. To everyone’s surprise, including her own, she moaned. The degradation hit her like a drug; she lapped faster, lost in the sheer wrongness of it.

Mark chuckled, enjoying the sadomasochistic show, then stood once more. Walked to the fridge. Found a cucumber and a few carrots. Washed them under the tap. Returned.

He crouched behind Cindy first, pushed the cucumber slowly into her rectum until only an inch remained visible. Then Stacy, carrot in her arse. Another carrot in each cunt.

“Still need to piss,” he said casually. “Didn’t finish properly before.”

He stood over them, cock in hand, and aimed at their heads. Dark streams soaked their hair, ran down their faces, dripped onto the bowls they were still eating from. They moaned, low, broken, humiliation and arousal fusing into something unstoppable.

“Need to drink more water, I think,” he muttered to himself.

When breakfast was done he ordered them to shower, together.

He watched from the doorway as they soaped each other, hands sliding over breasts, arses, between thighs. They kissed, licked, sucked, fingered, pure lesbian indulgence under the spray. Mark leant against the frame, stroking himself lazily, counting his blessings for that first glimpse of Cindy on the Tube.

“We’re going on a short trip to my house,” he announced when they were dried off, skin flushed and glowing. “No need to dress.”

The girls looked horrified.

“But Master,” Cindy protested, “we can’t go out naked in London. We’ll be arrested.”

He didn’t slap her. Just smiled, slow, dangerous.

“I’m not an idiot. I’ve called a taxi.”

“Yes Master,” she whispered, knowing better than to argue.

The taxi idled at the kerb while they waited, two naked bodies except for the collars locked around Cindy’s and Stacy’s throats. Mark had clipped a thin black leather leash to Cindy’s collar ring and held the handle loosely in one hand, letting it dangle between them like a promise. He glanced at Stacy.

“I’ll put one on you too,” he said casually, “but I didn’t bring a spare. We’ll fix that at my place.”

Stacy smiled, bright, unashamed. “Single,” she answered the earlier question he’d half-asked. “No boyfriend, no girlfriend. Open to… ownership. If that’s on the table.”

Cindy’s stomach twisted, sharp, sudden jealousy flaring behind her ribs. She pictured Stacy collared beside her, kneeling at Mark’s feet, taking his cock while Cindy watched. Pictured herself pushed aside, no longer the centre of his attention. She stayed silent, jaw tight.

Mark’s eyes flicked to her, reading the tension in an instant, then back to Stacy.

“I don’t do boyfriend-girlfriend,” he said. “I do owned. You understand the difference?”

Stacy nodded without hesitation. “I’m between jobs right now. I could use… direction. Purpose.”

Cindy’s head snapped up. “You lost your job again?”

“Silence, bitch!” Mark’s backhand cracked across her cheek, hard enough to snap her head sideways. The sound echoed in the quiet hallway.

Cindy stumbled back a step, hand flying to her face. Tears stung instantly. “Sorry Master! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”

“Shut the fuck up.”

He yanked the leash, dragging her upright. Opened the front door.

The black cab waited at the bottom of the short flight of steps. Midday Thursday traffic hummed beyond the garden wall, pedestrians, cyclists, the occasional delivery van. People were on the street. Like it or not, they’d be seen.

“My keys…” Cindy started, voice small.

“I have keys,” Mark said simply.

He stepped out first, still fully dressed, leash taut in his hand. Cindy followed, naked, collared, plug shifting with every step. Stacy came last, equally bare, equally collared now with a makeshift loop of thin chain Mark had found in the hallway drawer.

Heads turned.

A man walking his dog froze mid-stride. Two women with pushchairs stared openly. A cyclist nearly wobbled into the kerb. Someone wolf-whistled, sharp, appreciative. Another voice muttered “Fucking hell” under their breath.

Cindy felt it all like electricity on her skin. Humiliation burned hot in her cheeks, her chest, between her thighs. Arousal drizzled down her inner leg, visible, glistening in the daylight. She couldn’t stop it. Didn’t want to.

They reached the cab in seconds that felt like hours. Mark opened the back door, ushered them in. The driver, a middle-aged man with a greying beard and the world-weary expression of someone who’d seen everything, didn’t even blink.

“Been a while since I’ve had this kind of fare,” he said mildly as they slid onto the wide bench seat. “Don’t make a mess of the upholstery or I’ll have to charge extra for cleaning.”

Mark laughed, low, easy. “They’ll suck you off if you like.”

The driver cackled. “Been even longer since I’ve had an offer like that.”

Cindy knelt between Mark’s legs first, mouth on his cock, tongue working the underside while Stacy kissed him deeply, one hand on his chest, the other stroking Cindy’s hair. They switched seamlessly, Cindy popping off with a wet sound, Stacy taking her place, Cindy moving up to kiss Mark while Stacy sucked.

“You’re a lucky man to score two like them,” the driver said, glancing in the rear-view.

“They’re sisters,” Mark told him.

“Fuck me. That’s hot.”

“Yeah,” Mark agreed. “Speaking of fucking…”

London black cabs have space, proper space. Mark shifted Cindy to face the left-side window. Stacy dropped to her knees again, sucking Cindy’s tits while Mark entered her from behind, slow at first, then harder. The taxi crawled through noon traffic; buses pulled alongside, double-deckers towering over them. Phones came out. Faces pressed to windows. Someone on the top deck of a 148 laughed and pointed.

Cindy came almost instantly, hard, sudden, body jerking against the glass. Mark wound the window down.

“Show them,” he growled.

He forced her head and shoulders out, tits bouncing with every thrust, pierced nipples hard in the open air. People cheered, jeered, filmed. Someone yelled “Get it, love!” Cindy screamed, pleasure and shame fusing into one blinding wave.

The driver glanced back. “No coppers yet. You’re good if you want the other one out too.”

Mark pulled Cindy back in, flushed, gasping, then switched places with Stacy.

Same position. Same window down. Stacy’s fuller tits flew out, D-cups bouncing wildly. She grinned, waved at the gawkers, cupped her breasts and showed them off while Mark rammed her hard.

“I fucking love this,” she gasped. “Fuck, this is awesome.”

They pulled up outside a gated mansion, tall stone walls, private drive, security cameras blinking discreetly. The gates swung open automatically. The taxi rolled inside.

The driver killed the engine and stepped into the back without a word. Pulled out his cock, short, thick, already hard, and rubbed it slowly.

“Get to it, slut,” Mark said, shoving Cindy forward.

She gulped, then obeyed, taking the older man’s cock into her mouth with the same enthusiasm she gave Mark. No half-measures. The driver groaned, hand on the back of her head.

“Okay if I fuck her?” he asked Mark. “Got a johnny in the glovebox.”

“No need,” Mark said. “Get her nice and full.”

The driver laughed, delighted, spanked Cindy’s arse once, hard. “Turn around, love. Suck on your sister’s tits.”

Cindy pivoted, mouth on Stacy’s nipple, sucking deep, while the driver plunged into her pussy. Small, fat cock stretching her just enough. He didn’t last long, grunting, sweating, hips jerking, then came with a low curse, filling her.

He pulled out, panting. “Best fare ever.”

Mark pressed a few notes into his hand. “A slut like that isn’t enough to cover the journey,” he said mildly. “She’s just a cheap whore.”

The insult landed like a slap. Cindy dripped harder, Mark’s cum and the driver’s mixing, sliding down her thighs.

The driver grinned, pocketed the cash, and left without another word.

Mark looked at his two collared girls, naked, used, flushed, dripping, and smiled.

“Inside,” he said. “We’re just getting started.”

The mansion doors opened. They stepped through, sisters, owned, ready.

The women were led through the grand oak doors into the mansion's cavernous foyer, and both gasped at the sheer scale of it, vaulted ceilings soaring like a cathedral, marble floors stretching into shadowed hallways, crystal chandeliers dripping light like frozen rain. Cindy opened her mouth to ask what he did for a living, how a man could afford this opulence, when his hand cracked across her cheek with blinding force. The impact rang in her ear like a bell, stars exploding behind her eyes, the sting blooming hot and immediate.

“On your knees, cunt!” he snarled.

She dropped instantly, knees hitting the cold marble with a thud that jarred her bones. He yanked the leash attached to her collar, forcing her forward.

“Crawl!” His boot connected with her arse, hard, bruising, sending her sprawling before she scrambled to obey.

Cindy sobbed, tears hot on her cheeks, wondering what was wrong with her for craving this degradation. This man, a stranger who’d stalked her, hacked her life, claimed her body, treated her like filth, and yet it made her feel so alive. The humiliation burned, but beneath it pulsed a dark, undeniable thrill: freedom from choice, from pretense, from the boring shell of her old self. She crawled, leash taut, knees scraping, arse high, following him deeper into the house, Stacy silent and wide-eyed beside her on all fours.

He led them down a long, narrow stone staircase, cold air rising from below like breath from a crypt. The steps were worn smooth, echoing their ragged breaths and the jingle of chains. At the bottom he flicked a switch. Fluorescent lights buzzed to life, illuminating a stark basement: tiled floor sloping gently toward a central drain, concrete walls lined with racks of BDSM equipment, floggers, clamps, restraints, and sinister machines that looked like medieval torture devices: a wooden cross with cuffs, a metal frame with adjustable bars, a padded bench with straps at every angle. The air smelled of leather, steel, and faint disinfectant. No windows. Soundproofed, she guessed. It looked and felt like a murder room, sterile, inescapable, designed for screams that no one would hear.

The sisters exchanged a glance, eyes wide with dawning fear, pulses racing. What the hell had they gotten themselves into? This wasn’t a game anymore. This was real. Permanent. Dangerous.

Mark turned to them, voice calm and measured, like he was discussing the weather.

“This is going to hurt a lot,” he said. “But I promise you’ll come out of it fine if you trust me. I could give you a safe word, but I don’t like to do that. All you need to know is: my slaves are tortured hard, but they are treated like queens after. I will hurt you. I will make you bleed sometimes. But you will be fine. And I promise, if you lean into it, you will come to respect and even love the pain. So, my question is this: you’ve come this far. Do you want a safe word or not?”

Cindy looked up, tears blurring her vision, cheek still burning from the slap, and met his eyes. Confidence surged through her, unbidden and fierce.

“No,” she said, voice steady.

Stacy’s head snapped toward her, shock plain on her face. She’d been ready to say yes, of course she wanted a safe word; she didn’t know this man, didn’t know his limits, didn’t know if he’d stop when she broke. But Cindy’s defiance lit something in her. Anything her big sister could do, she could do too. She lifted her chin, defiant.

“No.”

Mark cocked his head. “Are you sure, Stacy? You’re new to this. You just joined us.”

Stacy glanced at Cindy, saw the resolve there, then back at him. “I’m… I’m sure.”

He smirked, slow, predatory. “Then for the next four hours, this will be the best and worst time of your lives.”

He grabbed Stacy first, yanking her up by the arm, dragging her to the wall. A thick metal loop, cold, unyielding, closed around her neck with a heavy click, bolted tight to a ring embedded in the concrete. Her head was forced upward, chin raised, exposing the vulnerable line of her throat. He cuffed her wrists next, spread wide on either side of her head, chains rattling, leaving her ankles loose for now. She stood there, exposed, trembling, breath coming in short gasps.

From the workbench he pulled several small crocodile clips, sharp-toothed, attached to thin electrical cords. He clipped them on one by one: nipples first, pinching the sensitive peaks until she winced and hissed; then labia, spreading her folds roughly, attaching the teeth with deliberate cruelty; finally her tongue, forcing her mouth open, clamping down hard enough to draw a muffled cry.

He moved to a small machine on the bench, like a car battery charger, dials and switches glowing faintly. He turned a knob slowly. Stacy’s body jerked, eyes widening, as the current hummed to life. A low whine built in her throat, rising to a moan, then a full-throated scream that echoed off the concrete walls.

He flipped a switch. The steady current became pulses, sharp, rhythmic shocks. Her body tensed with each one, muscles locking, scream ripping out, then relaxed into sobbing relief during the pauses. Tears streamed down her cheeks; snot bubbled from her nose; her knees buckled but the neck chain held her upright.

He wasn’t done.

A wide leather harness wrapped around her waist, buckled tight. Back to the bench for a long metal dildo, cold, unyielding, cords trailing from the base. He pushed it into her cunt, slow, relentless, until it seated deep. Clipped the cords to the harness to hold it in place. Flicked another switch on the unit.

Stacy writhed instantly, moaning, screaming, sobbing in a endless cycle. Her body convulsed, thighs trembling, hips jerking, as wave after wave of forced orgasm tore through her. Cum dripped down her inner thighs; her eyes rolled back; screams dissolved into guttural, animal sounds.

Cindy could only watch, horror and arousal twisting in her gut, wondering what fate awaited her. She didn’t have to wait long.

Heavy chains rattled down from pulleys in the ceiling, thick cuffs dangling at the ends. Mark grabbed her wrist, yanking so hard her shoulder popped, then kicked her arse with bruising force.

“Up, cunt.”

He forced her wrists into the cuffs, cold metal biting skin, then hoisted the chains. They ratcheted upward until she balanced on tiptoes, arms stretched overhead, every muscle straining.

He slapped her face a few times, light at first, corrective, then harder, open-palmed cracks that left her cheeks burning. He moved to her tits, slapping the small, pert mounds until they reddened, nipples hardening under the assault. Then her arse, vicious, full-force blows that echoed like gunshots, leaving deep red handprints on her porcelain skin.

Fingers invaded her rectum, two at first, rough and probing, pulsing in and out until she winced and gasped. Then three, stretching, burning. He withdrew them, slick with lube and her own arousal, and shoved them into her mouth, rubbing forcefully against her tongue and cheeks, pushing deep down her throat until she gagged and retched.

He slapped her face again, dazing her, head buzzing like a hive.

Her cunt dripped, hot, insistent, trailing down her inner thighs.

From a small basket on the bench he selected a thin bamboo cane, swishing it through the air with a high whistle that made her flinch. Then a ball gag, red rubber, unforgiving. He forced it between her teeth, hard, jaw-stretching, buckling it tight at the back of her head.

Without warning he began.

The cane whistled, cracked across her arse. She screamed, muffled, raw, body jerking against the chains. He didn’t pause. Again. Again. Stripes bloomed red and purple across her backside, the backs of her thighs, even her labia, precise, vicious strikes that drew deafening, gag-choked wails. She sobbed harder than she ever had, tears soaking the gag, snot bubbling from her nose, body convulsing in futile escape.

The pain coursed through her like fire, but she did what he’d said. She expected it. Prepared for it. Told herself she deserved it. And when it hit, sharp, unrelenting, it did things to her she’d never expected: twisted humiliation into hunger, agony into ecstasy, breaking her open until all that remained was raw, quivering need.

Cindy’s legs gave way a little as another orgasm ripped through Stacy, her sister’s body jerking against the wall chains, a strangled scream muffled by the tongue clip, thighs trembling as cum dripped down the metal dildo still buried inside her. Cindy watched it all, heart slamming, cunt clenching around nothing, and told herself over and over: Never let it end. Make me always feel this good.

The caning stopped abruptly. Mark set the bamboo aside with a soft clack on the workbench. He crossed to a shelf, selected a thick latex hood, black, seamless, glossy, and pulled it over Cindy’s head without warning. Darkness swallowed her instantly. Only two small holes at the nostrils allowed air; the world narrowed to the sound of her own ragged breathing and the faint, wet sounds of Stacy’s forced pleasure across the room.

He unclipped her wrists from the overhead chains. Before she could rub the circulation back, he forced her arms behind her back, sliding them into a heavy leather armbinder. The material was stiff, unyielding; he laced it tight from elbows to wrists, then buckled and padlocked it. Her shoulders strained; her chest thrust forward involuntarily.

He led her, leash taut, to a thick vertical metal pole bolted to the floor in the centre of the room. A heavy steel collar waited at the top, wider than the leather one around her throat, lined with soft neoprene but unmistakably rigid. He forced her neck into it; the lock clicked shut with finality. Her head was held high, immobile. Beneath her bare feet he placed a green plastic mat studded with sharp pyramid spikes, each one half an inch tall, unyielding.

She had nowhere else to stand.

Every shift of weight drove the points into her soles. She moaned into the hood, low, desperate, trying to lift one foot, then the other, but the collar and armbinder kept her balanced on tiptoes. The pain was constant, grinding, impossible to escape.

Mark circled her slowly. His fingers found her sopping cunt, two, then three, plunging in with careless abandon. Not for her pleasure. Just to remind her he could do whatever he wanted. She moaned with each thrust, almost frantic, desperate to come even as the spikes bit deeper.

“She’s horny…” he mused, chuckling low. He walked to a metal device on wheels, sleek, black, with a rounded electrode ball on a flexible arm. He slid it beneath her, adjusted the height until the ball pressed directly against her pierced clit. Flipped the switch.

The violet wand hummed to life. Pulses, sharp, electric, shot straight into her most sensitive nerves. Cindy’s body jerked; a long, muffled moan escaped the hood. The current forced her into near-constant ecstasy, orgasms stacking one atop the other until she couldn’t tell where one ended and the next began.

He picked up a long, thin bullwhip, single tail, black leather, and began lashing her front. Breasts first, cruel, precise cracks across the small mounds, raising instant welts around her nipple bars. Then her stomach, her thighs. She screamed, gagged, muffled, body convulsing between the electric torment at her clit and the whip’s fire across her skin.

He set the whip down. Selected a high-intensity wand vibrator, industrial-grade, corded. Turned the violet wand up another notch. Pressed the vibrator directly to her pierced clit.

The scream that tore from her was unlike anything he’d heard before, constant, powerful, raw. It vibrated through the hood, through the room. Her body seized; fluids gushed from her cunt, clear, forceful, running down the electrode ball and pooling on the tiled floor beneath the drain. Female ejaculation, unmistakable, copious. She pissed herself in the intensity, but he knew better. This was surrender.

Next he took two spiked metal devices, small, cruel rings with inward-facing points. He forced one of her small breasts through the first; pressed each spike until they pierced the tender flesh. She screamed again, high, broken, but he continued until the device was anchored, her areola protruding unnaturally. Same with the other breast. Only then did he take long, thin needles, medical grade, and push them through the stretched skin, ten per areola, creating a radiating crown of silver.

Finally he wheeled over a vertical fucking machine, industrial, relentless. Lubed the thick black dildo. Aimed it at her anus. As the violet wand pulsed harder, he activated the machine. It invaded her arse, slow at first, then faster, matching the rhythm of her muffled screams.

“Level one complete,” he said calmly.

He turned to Stacy, still bolted to the wall, still convulsing through forced orgasms.

“Stacy,” he said softly. “Time for level two.”

Fear flashed in her eyes, real, raw. As he unclipped the electrodes, she whispered, voice shaking:

“I’m sorry… I’ve changed my mind. Please… let me go.”

“No, no,” he said gently, almost kindly. “Too late. We agreed, no safe words, didn’t we?”

“Yes, but...”

“Stacy.” He grabbed her jaw, hard, fingers digging into soft flesh. “You’re not going anywhere. This is going to hurt terribly, because I like hurting girls like you. I am a sadist. You are not going to leave. Is that understood?”

Tears streamed down her face; mascara ran in black rivers.

“Yes.”

“You can leave when we’re done.”

Five minutes later she hung from the ceiling, ropes cinched painfully tight around the base of each breast, forcing them out, skin turning deep purple from restricted blood flow. Hooks pierced her nipples, sharp, curved, connected by thin chains to the overhead beam. Another hook through her tongue, tethered upward so her head stayed raised, mouth forced open, drool spilling down her chin.

He fucked her from behind, slow, deep, each thrust pulling on the hooks, drawing fresh screams. She sobbed, body shaking, terrified the metal would tear free.

By then Cindy had endured so many painful orgasms she was crying and moaning in equal measure, a muffled, endless plea for it to stop. It began to annoy him. He picked up a small jar of tiger balm, thick, mentholated, and walked over. Rubbed it generously over her cunt, working it into her folds, her pierced clit.

The searing pain hit instantly, like fire ants under her skin. She screamed, high, frantic, and began to urinate uncontrollably, hot streams splashing the floor beneath the drain.

He ignored it. Returned to Stacy.

The torture session lasted the full four hours, worthy of the most extreme vintage INSEX scenes. Whips, electricity, needles, hooks, machines, forced orgasms until both women were hoarse from screaming, bodies slick with sweat, cum, tears, piss. They had never cried so much, never come so hard, never felt so utterly broken and remade.

It began in the dungeon.

It ended in the garden.

Late afternoon sun slanted across manicured lawns. He’d dragged them outside, naked, collared, still trembling. Tied their ankles to their thighs with soft rope, frog-tied, then bound their hands into makeshift paws with leather mitts. Strap-on dildos buckled to their hips, huge, black, obscene. Metal head-cones locked around their necks, Elizabethan-style collars that prevented them from biting or turning their heads.

“The one who overpowers the other and fucks them like a bitch in heat,” he announced, camera already rolling, “gets to spend the night as my princess. The other sleeps in a cage, eating dry bread, drinking my piss.”

They screeched, gagged, unable to speak, then hobbled forward on all fours like dogs, dildos bobbing, trying to mount each other.

Cindy was faster.

She circled behind Stacy, growling through the gag, then lunged. Pinned her sister face-down in the grass, forced the massive dildo into her cunt with one brutal thrust. Stacy cried out, muffled, desperate, as Cindy slammed in and out, hips pistoning, paws gripping Stacy’s waist.

“Now fuck her hard,” Mark laughed. “Make her scream!”

Cindy did, relentless, animal, until Stacy’s cries turned to long, guttural moans. Her body convulsed, another forced orgasm ripping through her, and she collapsed, spent.

“Excellent,” Mark clapped. “But I’ve decided you didn’t do it fast enough, Cindy. So you both sleep in a cage tonight.”

Cindy glared at him, dark, furious, betrayed.

Worse: both remained gagged and bound all night, dildos lodged in every hole, vibrating on low, relentless settings. A looping audio track played at full volume through hidden speakers:

“You’re nothing but holes. You don’t deserve respect. You are filth. You should debase yourself. You are sluts. You are whores. You should hate yourself. You fucking cunt. You deserve pain.”

Neither slept. They sobbed, moaned, came against their will, over and over, until dawn.

At seven in the morning he released them, urinated on both, beat and tortured them for another hour, then fucked them repeatedly, first Cindy, then Stacy, then both at once, until they were raw, trembling, utterly spent.

And still, when he finally allowed them to collapse in his arms, bruised, bleeding, dripping, he held them close.

Told them they were perfect, promised more and they believed him.

Around ten in the morning, after hours of relentless torment that left their bodies marked, trembling, and raw, Mark finally allowed them to shower.

The bathroom upstairs was vast, marble floors, rainfall showerheads, heated towel rails, like a spa suite in a five-star hotel. He watched them step under the hot spray together, silent for once, letting the water sluice away sweat, cum, tears, piss, and the faint metallic tang of blood. They washed each other mechanically: soaping bruised skin, rinsing welts and puncture marks, shampooing matted hair. No kisses now. No lingering touches. Just quiet, exhausted care. When they emerged, towels wrapped around them like armour, he led them to the dining room.

A huge breakfast waited on the long oak table: fresh croissants, bowls of berries and yogurt, scrambled eggs, smoked salmon, coffee in a silver pot, orange juice in crystal pitchers. The smell was warm, comforting, almost absurd after the basement.

Both women stared at the spread. Neither moved to sit. Their bodies ached too much; their minds were too fractured. Shame sat heavy in their chests, thick, suffocating. He had seen them at their absolute worst: screaming, sobbing, pissing themselves from pain, coming so hard they blacked out momentarily, begging for mercy while their cunts dripped and their arses bled. Stacy had vomited twice yesterday, once from the intensity of the electro-torture, once from the sheer humiliation of lapping piss-soaked fruit from a dog bowl. Cindy had nearly passed out when the violet wand hit her clit at maximum while the fucking machine reamed her arse.

They were broken.

“I want to go home,” Cindy said quietly, voice hoarse from screaming. “I want you to remove the collar. And I want to leave.”

“Me too,” Stacy whispered, barely audible.

Mark nodded, calm, unsurprised. “I thought you might.”

He gestured to two large shopping bags on the sideboard. “In those are new dresses and lingerie. I had them delivered in your sizes yesterday, along with shoes, of course.” He slid Cindy’s house keys across the polished wood. “This is yours.”

“That’s it?” Cindy’s voice cracked, barely a whisper.

“This is who I am,” he said simply. “This is what I’m offering you. You will be my slaves, living lives of pure sex and pain, humiliation, torture, except when we go out to events, shopping, dinners, whatever normal life requires. In between sessions I will bathe you, massage you, feed you, treat you like the queens you are. But the sessions will be like yesterday. I will expect you to be marked, tattooed, branded if I choose, humiliated in public, naked, seen by crowds. You’ve experienced a true session with me now. Think about how you feel.”

“We feel awful,” Stacy snapped, voice trembling with leftover rage and exhaustion.

Mark grinned, that same self-satisfied smirk that made Cindy’s stomach twist. He already knew what they’d say. He’d seen it a hundred times before: the crash after the high, the revulsion that follows surrender.

“Of course you do,” he said gently. “Because what happened yesterday goes against everything you were ever taught about sex. About love. About dignity. But now you’re free. Cindy, I won’t bother you or your husband again. I’ll wait for you to contact me.”

“That won’t be happening,” she seethed, tears welling again.

“Of course not.” He slid a slim black business card across the table.

She stared at it. Mark Langford. CEO, Langford Fitness Group. A chain of high-end gyms across London and the South East. The logo was familiar, she’d passed the flagship location near her office a hundred times, used it recent thanks to the gift they’d received. He’d orchestrated everything. From the first sighting on the Tube to the hacked emails, the planted poppers, the cameras, the wardrobe purge, the piercings, the collar. All of it.

She felt stupid. Small. Used.

Rhys would be home tonight. She’d confess everything, the stranger, the cheating, the cameras, the basement, Stacy, the pain, the orgasms she couldn’t stop. He’d understand. He’d be hurt, furious, heartbroken, but he’d understand. They’d cut all ties. Sell the house if they had to. Move far away. Rebuild.

She picked up the card. Crumpled it in her fist.

Mark watched, still smiling, then stood.

“Dresses are in the bags. Taxi’s waiting outside whenever you’re ready.”

He walked out without another word.

Cindy and Stacy stood in silence for a long minute, bruised, collared, aching, the smell of sex and pain still clinging to their skin.

Then Stacy whispered, “Let’s go home.”

Cindy nodded.

They dressed, simple black shift dresses from the bags, soft flats, nothing revealing. The collars stayed locked; neither had the key. They left the mansion without looking back.

The taxi ride was quiet. London blurred past, ordinary, indifferent. They held hands the whole way, both wondering how they could move on from this experience.
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Mark watched the front door close behind them, soft click of the latch, fading footsteps on the drive, the low rumble of the taxi pulling away. He stood motionless in the foyer for a long moment, arms crossed, smile slow and satisfied.

Everything was going perfectly. Exactly to plan.

The women’s hatred of him wasn’t real, not truly. It was misdirected, projected outward because it was easier than turning inward. They weren’t angry at him. They were angry at themselves, at how eagerly they’d surrendered, how loudly they’d screamed in pleasure while he tortured them, how wet they’d become from being pissed on and forced to lap their own degradation from dog bowls. They hated the mirror he’d held up: the mirror that showed them what they truly craved beneath the polite veneer of marriage, sisterhood, normalcy.

He knew the cycle. He’d seen it before.

The crash always came first, shame, revulsion, desperate need to scrub themselves clean and pretend yesterday never happened. Then the quiet hours alone: memories creeping back in the shower, in bed, in the dark. The way their bodies had betrayed them, coming harder from pain than from tenderness, orgasms ripping through them while they sobbed and begged. The way their cunts had dripped while they knelt on rice, while hooks pierced their nipples, while they ate piss-soaked fruit like animals. The way they’d kissed each other, sisters, tongues slick with his cum, moaning like lovers.

They’d tell themselves it was trauma. Stockholm. Temporary insanity.

But bodies don’t lie.

And memories don’t fade.

Stacy would break first, he was almost certain. She had no husband to run back to, no anchor of domestic routine. She was between jobs, impulsive, already half in love with the abyss. He could picture her now: curled on her sofa tonight, fingers between her thighs, replaying the basement, the garden, the taxi. She’d come, hard, guilty, then cry. Then reach for her phone. Text him. Beg to come back. Offer anything.

Cindy was harder. She had Rhys, safe, predictable Rhys, who would hold her when she cried, tell her she was still good, still worthy, still his wife. He’d forgive her. Absorb her guilt. Let her pretend the collar around her throat was just a bad dream.

But Mark knew something Cindy didn’t.

He walked upstairs, slow, deliberate, to the master suite. Opened his laptop. Pulled up the live feeds from the cameras he’d installed in their house weeks ago.

The bedroom feed was empty, sheets still rumpled, toys scattered, but he switched to the hallway cam, waiting to see them come home.


Eight

Rhys’ Wednesday night in the Manchester hotel room was one of the longest and most torturous of his life.

The chastity cage had been a constant, nagging torment from the moment he’d checked in, plastic pressing against his cock every time he shifted on the stiff hotel mattress, every time he tried to get comfortable. He’d wanted to wank, properly, desperately, needed the release after the drive up, after the emails that had piled up unread while he was behind the wheel. But the cage denied him even that small mercy. He could rub his perineum through the satin panties he’d obediently packed, feel the pressure build, but never enough to tip over. Just endless edging. Endless frustration.

He’d opened the first link around nine, stomach already churning.

It wasn’t one of the big porn sites, not Pornhub, not XVideos, but a smaller, niche public tube with a generic name and no age gate worth mentioning. The thumbnail alone made his breath catch: grainy still of Cindy on their own bed, straddling him in the pink satin nightie, strap-on buried deep. The title: “Hotwife Pegs Sissy Hubby – Real Amateur Couple.”

The video was edited, professionally cut from multiple hidden angles, smooth transitions, even subtle music under the moans, but unmistakably their bedroom. Their sheets. Their lamp. Their life.

He wanted to scream. Wanted to call her, demand to know how the bastard had outed them, how he’d turned their most private moment into public porn. Blackmail. Exposure. Ruin.

Then he read the email attached to the link.

Nobody will find this unless they specifically search for it. It is not to out you, but for you to enjoy the attention it will get from like-minded souls. I am not in the business of blackmail unless that is something you would like from me, and no, I will not out you to friends and family. Enjoy the feeling of humiliation, knowing strangers around the world are masturbating to what is happening to you both.

Rhys stared at the screen. His hand drifted into his trousers almost without thought, fingers pressing the silky panties against his perineum, rubbing in slow circles. If the man wasn’t looking to destroy them… if this was just for him to feel… then yes. Yes, it was hot. Very hot.

He clicked the next link.

Live feed. Timestamp: 17:40.

Cindy, naked except for the collar, bent over their bed, screaming as Mark fucked her arse with brutal, relentless thrusts. The camera angles switched seamlessly: overhead, side, close-up on her face, eyes wide, mouth open in a constant wail of pleasure-pain. Viewer count in the corner: 1,047 and climbing.

Rhys checked his watch. Just gone five-forty. She was getting fucked right now, live, for over a thousand strangers.

“Fuck,” he gasped, grinning despite himself.

He stripped fast, trousers and shirt flung aside, until he was in nothing but the pink satin panties and bra he’d packed on Mark’s orders. Lay back on the bed. Opened another bottle of Rush. Sniffed deep. The rush hit like lightning, head spinning, skin electric.

He rubbed harder, fingers pressing frantically against the cage through the satin, while he watched his wife get railed on screen.

“Fuck her,” he muttered to the laptop. “Harder.”

He started chanting, soft at first, then louder, voice cracking with need:

“I’m a cuckold. I don’t deserve my wife. I’m a cuckold. I don’t deserve my wife. I’m a sissy cuckold. I don’t deserve my wife.”

The word sissy tipped something inside him. He scrambled for his phone, pulled up one of the hypnosis videos Mark had sent weeks ago, Permanent Sissy Submission – Poppers Trainer. Earbuds in. Volume up. Sniffed again. The voice purred through the buds:

“You were never meant to be a man. You were born to serve. Lock your worthless clit away forever. Destroy your male identity. Beg to be feminised. Beg to watch real men fuck your wife. You are nothing. You are a hole. You are a sissy. You are filth.”

Rhys moaned, loud, broken. Rubbed faster. The cage kept him denied, leaking, desperate. On screen, Mark roared and came inside Cindy, thick ropes filling her arse. She screamed, long, shattered, orgasm ripping through her.

Rhys’ cock spurted uselessly inside the cage, thin dribbles soaking the satin. He collapsed back, panting, chest heaving.

He must have dozed, exhausted, spent, because when he woke the scene had changed.

“HOLY FUCK!”

He grinned, wide, delirious, because there on the bed was Cindy, face buried between Stacy’s thighs, licking hungrily while Stacy moaned and pulled her hair. Sisters. His wife and his sister-in-law. Fucking.

He realised, with a twisted jolt of pride, that he’d started this. His fantasies, his obedience, his weakness had opened the door. And now they were through it.

He masturbated again, ten, fifteen times that night, barely sleeping. The feed never stopped. They didn’t take breaks. He came until his balls ached, until the satin was soaked and sticky, until the hypnosis looped in his ears and the word sissy felt like truth.

Eventually the viewer count dropped. They must have finished. Slept.

He passed out around four, phone still glowing on the pillow.

The link was dead by morning.

But at 14:37 the next afternoon, Thursday, a new email arrived. New link. Timestamped 09:00 that morning.

He couldn’t watch until evening, meetings all day, but the subject line made his stomach lurch:

Level Two – Sisters Edition

Back in the hotel at 19:20, he opened it.

The footage was brutal. Professional cuts again, multiple angles, crisp audio. Stacy bolted to the wall, clips on nipples, labia, tongue, electricity pulsing through her while a metal dildo fucked her cunt relentlessly. Her screams were raw, animal. Orgasms tore through her, body convulsing, cum dripping, tears streaming.

Then Cindy, arms bound overhead, tiptoes on spike mat, latex hood, violet wand on her clit, bullwhip across her tits, needles through her areolas, fucking machine in her arse. She screamed until her voice broke, fluids gushing, piss and cum pooling beneath her.

Rhys stared, horror and arousal warring in his gut.

They could have run. At every break, when he unbound them, when he gave them water, they were free. Completely free. Instead they knelt. Presented. Waited for more.

They chose it.

Jealousy twisted sharp in his chest.

He wasn’t there.

He should have been there, watching, serving, cleaning up, begging to be next.

The video ended before the garden scene, before the frog-tie, the strap-ons, the head-cones, the public degradation in the taxi.

But he knew.

He knew they’d gone further.

He fell asleep, exhausted, caged, leaking, dreaming of pink satin and collars and the word sissy looping in his head like a mantra.

Around midday Friday his phone rang.

Cindy.

He answered, voice calm.

“Hey honey.”

“Hey…” She sounded wrecked, nervous, broken, submissive. “Erm… How… Sorry I didn’t call yesterday. Erm… I…”

“I know you fucked him,” he said quietly.

“Yeah. Erm, how?”

“Cameras.” A pause. “I know Stacy was with you. It was hot.”

“That part… Erm, look, can we talk about this when you get home? There’s something more I need to tell you. I… I’m really sorry for how I acted. I’m sorry for being so stupid.” Her voice cracked, sobs breaking through.

“You don’t have anything to apologise for,” he said gently. “I loved watching you.”

“I… Just come home, please. I want you here with me. I need you now. Please come home.”

He could cancel the last meetings. Easily.

But he didn’t want to. He wanted her desperate. Needed her aching. Needed her to run back to the man who made her feel alive.

“No,” he said. “I can’t. I’m sorry. I’ll be back late, babe. Don’t wait up.”

He ended the call, abrupt, cold, knowing it would hurt her. Knowing it would drive her straight back into Mark’s arms.

Because he didn’t deserve her. He didn’t deserve any woman. He was a sissy cuckold, and the hypnosis, real or not, had taken root.

Deep. Permanent.

He grinned, slow, dark, cock twitching uselessly in the cage. The game wasn’t over, it was just beginning.
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Stacy broke first.

It was just past eleven on Friday night when the doorbell chimed, soft, hesitant, like the person ringing it wasn’t sure they should.

Mark opened the door in nothing but low-slung black joggers. She stood on the step, kneeling already, head bowed, hair loose and tangled, eyes bloodshot and glassy. The faint sweet-sour scent of weed clung to her clothes. She wore a thin oversized hoodie, leggings, no bra, nipples hard against the fabric from the night chill or nerves or both.

He stared down at her for a long moment, taking in the tremble in her shoulders, the way her hands twisted together in her lap, then reached down, cupped her chin, tilted her face up. Her pupils were wide, unfocused; mascara had run in faint black tracks down her cheeks.

“You’re high,” he said, not a question.

She nodded once, small, guilty. “I… I needed to take the edge off. To get here.”

He studied her another beat, searching for coercion, for hesitation, for anything that wasn’t real want. Found none.

Then he took her hand, gentle, steady, and led her inside.

The door closed with a soft click.

He stripped her in the hallway, slow, deliberate. Hoodie over her head, leggings peeled down her thighs, knickers last, leaving her bare except for the collar she still wore, the one he’d locked on her Thursday morning. She shivered, goosebumps rising, but didn’t cover herself. Just stood there, eyes down, breathing shallow.

He led her upstairs without a word.

In the master bedroom, vast, low-lit, sheets still rumpled from the night before, he took her to bed.

No whips. No chains. No degradation.

Just skin on skin.

He kissed her slow, deep, possessive, hands roaming her body like he was memorising every curve, every bruise he’d left. She melted into him, soft moans against his mouth, fingers threading through his hair. When he entered her it was gentle at first, long, rolling thrusts that made her gasp and arch, then harder, deeper, until she was clinging to him, legs wrapped around his waist, begging in broken whispers.

They fucked for hours, lazy, passionate, almost tender. He ate her out until she sobbed with overstimulation; she rode him slow and deep, tits bouncing, eyes locked on his; they sixty-nined until both were shaking; he fucked her arse, careful, lubed, attentive to every hitch in her breath, until she came so hard she cried.

Afterward he held her, spooned tight against his chest, one arm banded around her waist, lips brushing her shoulder.

She fell asleep first, exhausted, sated, safe.

Saturday morning they ate breakfast in the kitchen, naked, her sitting on his lap while he fed her bites of croissant and berries, coffee steaming between them.

She sipped from her mug, both hands wrapped around it like it was anchoring her, then asked quietly:

“Why didn’t you want to dominate me last night?”

“You were high,” he said simply, shrugging. “I didn’t know if you really wanted it or if it was the weed talking. I’m not a monster. I take BDSM seriously. Consent means everything, even consensual non-consent. If you’re altered, your choices can’t be trusted.”

She stared at him over the rim of the mug, words sinking in slowly, cutting through the lingering haze of last night’s joint. The roast was rich, grounding; it made everything feel clearer, more real.

She set the mug down with careful finality.

“I was right to come back,” she said.

He smirked, small, knowing. “You were. But tell me why you think so.”

She inhaled, deep, steady, then looked him straight in the eye.

“What you did was degrading. Disgusting. The worst kinds of abuse.” Her voice didn’t waver. “But it was all consensual. We agreed, no safe words, no stops, to trust you. And like it or not… everything you did made us come so often I don’t think I’ve come that much in a year. It wasn’t to dehumanise us. It was to push our pleasure to extremes nothing else will ever touch. You knew we’d be back. Because you knew we’d never feel anything like that again. Literally. I can’t even masturbate anymore. What’s the point?”

He said nothing, just watched her, letting her words settle.

She was right.

And she knew he knew it.

Mr Grey was a fucking pansy. In the world of real BDSM, real sadism, real submission, Mr Grey was a bell pepper. Mark was Pepper X: scorching, rare, not for the faint of heart.

“I want to stay,” she said. “I have no job. Few friends. No boyfriend.” She slid off his lap, graceful, deliberate, dropped to her knees between his thighs, bowed her head. “Master… I humbly submit myself to you. To become your submissive. Your slave. Your muse. Take me as I am. Transform me into who you need me to be. My body is your canvas. No pain is too much. I am yours. Forever.”

He stared down at her, beautiful Asian face tilted up just enough to show the vulnerability in her eyes, soft porcelain skin still marked with fading welts and bruises, heavy breasts rising and falling with each breath, chubby round arse resting on her heels, tight flat belly leading to the thin strip of hair above her cunt.

Perfect.

He hadn’t even been looking for her, she’d simply fallen into his lap.

“You realise,” he said quietly, “I want to love someone too. You’d be willing to be my life partner?”

“Yes, of course, Master.” Her voice was soft, certain. “So long as I can serve you too.”

He reached down, threaded fingers through her hair, tilted her face up fully.

“Stand, slut Stacy.”

She rose, graceful, obedient.

“Of course you’re mine now. Today there will be no session. What I put you through Thursday was extreme. But I meant what I said: in downtime, I treat what’s mine like queens. Come, let me bathe you.”

He took her hand, led her upstairs.

In the master bathroom, vast, steam-filled, he sat behind her in the deep soaking tub, washing her back with careful hands, massaging shampoo into her scalp, rinsing away every trace of the basement. She sighed, melted against his chest, head resting on his shoulder.

“It’s so easy to fall for you,” she whispered.

“It’s what I wanted.”

A small laugh bubbled out of her. “It’s what you wanted from my sister.”

A brief pause, his hands stilling on her shoulders.

“Still do?” she asked.

He considered, then spoke softly.

“She was a bet.”

“Excuse me?” She giggled, half shocked, half delighted.

He told her everything.

The drunken wager with Dennis years ago. First to take a vanilla married woman and get her to divorce her husband wins. No money, just bragging rights and the woman. Mark had searched for months, wanted someone he could keep long-term. Cindy had been perfect: beautiful, untouched by kink, visibly happy in her ordinary life. Dennis had gone broader, any attractive vanilla wife would do. He was ahead on raw sex; Mark had been playing the long game.

Until Stacy showed up.

He watched her face the whole time, waiting for outrage, disgust, for her to storm out calling him a monster.

Instead she laughed, bright, wicked.

“How can I help you?” she purred.

He blinked. “You want to help?”

“Of course.” She turned in his arms, straddled his lap in the water, breasts pressing against his chest. “I get my sister. I get you. And we get her sissy husband as our servant?”

“She has to divorce him.”

“So?” Stacy grinned. “He can still be our servant.” She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “But I want something from you… Master…”

“Go on.”

“I want you to teach me how to torture someone like that.” Her voice dropped, husky, hungry. “I want to torture Rhys. And my sister.”

In one swift movement he spun her, water sloshing over the tub edge, pressed her back to his chest, lips on hers in a bruising kiss. She melted, moaning, arms wrapping around his neck as his hands found her cunt under the water.

“I think I hit the jackpot when you showed up,” he murmured against her mouth.

“I have to remember to thank Rhys,” she laughed.

“Rhys?”

“Yeah. It was his idea for me to come over that night.”

Mark’s eyes narrowed, thoughtful.

“Huh. Interesting.”

He kissed her again, deeper, possessive.

“Now let’s get out. I need this gorgeous pussy. Then I’m taking you shopping. Tomorrow you move in.”

“You want me to move in so quickly?”

“Oh yes.” His voice turned serious. “You’re mine now. That means you move in now. You’re either all in or out, no half-measures. So?”

She smiled, slow, radiant.

“Oh Master… I’m all in.”

“Good girl.”

He kissed her again, hard, claiming.

For Stacy, curled against him later, clean, pampered, safe, she finally felt wanted. Needed. Every inch of her body had purpose. Every sense had been awakened. The pain hadn’t been cruelty; it had been instruction, teaching her how to turn agony into ecstasy, how to use every nerve ending for pleasure so intense nothing else would ever compare.

She lay back on the bed that evening, watching her gorgeous lover approach, high on afterglow and realisation.

He stopped at the nightstand, pulled out two purple-gemmed nipple clamps. Leant over her. Attached them carefully to her bullet-shaped nipples, screwing them down until she hissed, pain shooting bright and perfect through her chest.

She grinned, wide, feral, as the sensation flooded back.

“Fuck me, Master,” she begged. “Fuck me… and hurt me.”

“You want me to hurt you?” His smirk was dangerous.

“So much. Really hurt me.”

He entered her, slow, deep, then reached up and twisted the clamps. Her back arched, high-pitched yelp that could shatter glass.

“Yes!” she gasped. “More, Master! More!”

He pressed harder, specks of blood beading around the metal. Her eyes glazed; her grin spread wider. She understood. She needed it. She was perfect. And her sister, sweet, stubborn Cindy, would be the perfect slut slave for them both.
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Rhys stepped into the dark house just after eight on Friday evening, suitcase still in hand, tie loosened, the faint metallic scent of train carriage air clinging to his coat. The moment the door clicked shut behind him he smelled it, cigarette smoke. Sharp, acrid, unmistakable.

Cindy had quit years ago, cold turkey after a health scare, swapped nicotine for green smoothies and spin classes. She only ever smoked when the stress became unbearable, when the world pressed too hard and she needed something to hold between her fingers that wasn’t him.

He found her upstairs.

She lay naked on their bed, sheets twisted around her ankles, cigarette dangling from her lips, glowing ember flaring with each shallow drag. A thick black dildo was buried in her pussy; she worked it slowly, mechanically, almost absent-mindedly. Her phone was propped between her knees, screen glowing, volume low but audible: muffled screams, wet slaps, a man’s low growl.

She didn’t look up when he entered.

“He sent me the video,” she said, voice flat, smoke curling from her nostrils. She pulsed the dildo deeper, slow thrust, slow withdrawal, without breaking rhythm. “It’s so beautiful to watch. But so horrific to experience.”

Rhys stood frozen in the doorway, heart hammering, suitcase slipping from his fingers to thud softly on the carpet.

“What do you want to do, honey?” he asked quietly.

She finally looked at him, eyes red-rimmed, mascara smudged, pupils blown wide with something between grief and hunger.

“I want to go back.” The words came out small, almost childlike. “I want to give myself to him. But I want to be realistic. This could ruin me. Ruin us. If my colleagues ever saw it, my job would be gone. You’d lose everything. And for what? A fuck?”

Rhys bit his lip, hard enough to taste copper, and sat on the edge of the bed. He’d already worked it out. Hours on trains, in meeting rooms, in hotel corridors, he’d replayed every frame Mark had sent him. The basement. The garden. The taxi. The way both women had screamed in agony and ecstasy. The way they’d chosen more. Again. And again.

He knew where this led.

And he knew, if he didn’t push her away from Mark, he would lose her completely.

“Let’s try to make this work,” he said carefully. “If you like… I…” The words stuck, masculinity fragile, brittle, but he forced them out. “I will submit to you fully. You can turn me into your slave. And together we can look for a lover for you.”

Cindy looked away from the phone for the first time. The dildo stilled inside her.

“Really?” Her voice cracked. “We can find another lover for me?”

“Yes.” He swallowed. “I want you to cuckold me. In fact, I… I don’t deserve you.”

She closed the phone, set it aside, then pushed the dildo deeper, eyes locked on his.

“You don’t.” She began to laugh, sharp, jagged, the laugh of someone who’s just seen the punchline to a cruel joke. “You really don’t deserve me.”

“No.” Sadness and desire warred in his eyes, arousal flickering behind the hurt. “I don’t deserve any woman. I’m a loser. I’m a sissy cuckold slave.”

“You are.” Her laughter dissolved into a moan as she slammed the dildo home, back arching off the bed. “My god, how did I miss it? You’re a loser cuckold slave. A sissy! Oh fuck, fuck, FUCK!” Her hips bucked; the orgasm hit hard, voice rising to a scream. “FUCK! Yes! SISSY! SISSY! SISSY! SISSY! SISSY! FUCK BABE!”

“Yes, Mistress!” he gasped, hand pressing frantically against the cage through his trousers. “I’m your sissy!”

She pulled the dildo free, slick, glistening, and raised it to his mouth.

He didn’t hesitate. Opened wide. Sucked it like it was real, tasting her, his goddess, slurping with desperate gusto. Her eyes lit up, bright, feral, something he’d never seen before.

“Fuck, I love you,” she gasped, soft, almost broken, pushing the cock deeper into his throat. “I love you Mark, I mean, Rhys. RHYS!”

“No,” he choked around the silicone. “Say it.”

She pulled the dildo out just enough for him to breathe.

“I… I love you Mark.”

“FUCK!” His cock spurted inside the cage, weak, denied pulses soaking the satin.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, tear sliding down her cheek.

He pulled her close, arms wrapping tight around her shaking body, kissed her temple.

“Say it again.”

“Why?”

“Say it again.”

“I love you Mark.” Her voice cracked, sobbing now, fingers already rubbing her clit again. “I love you Mark. Fuck, I LOVE YOU MARK!” She rubbed faster, frantic, tears streaming. “I love him so much it hurts more than what he did to me. I don’t know what to do, but I don’t want to feel what I felt yesterday.”

“Why not?” Rhys asked gently. “What do you feel?”

She tried to remember, closed her eyes, and what came back wasn’t the pain. Not really. It was the orgasms, wave after wave, relentless, shattering. The way her body had surrendered completely. The way pain had become pleasure so intense it rewrote her nerves. Like childbirth, agony forgotten in the face of creation.

“What the fuck is wrong with me?” she gasped.

Rhys allowed himself a small, resigned laugh.

“Probably the same thing that’s wrong with me.” He cupped her face, thumb brushing away tears. “This humiliation… it’s bizarre. I can’t fuck you. I’m locked.”

“Oh yeah…” She blinked, remembering. “Mark has the keys.”

“But I don’t want to fuck you.” He shook his head, correcting himself. “No, sorry, I desperately want to fuck you. But I want you to deny me more. Why? Because it gives me a different pleasure. I could fuck you, probably come in a minute, and what am I left with? Loss. Failure. Less than nothing. But locked, denied, tormented… I feel needed. Noticed. It’s a pleasure I can’t describe. Different senses.”

She smiled, brief, fragile.

“Different senses.” She swallowed. “I shouldn’t have left him.”

“You should have.” Rhys’ voice was firm, sad, but certain. “He wanted you to leave. Wanted you to find yourself. Now you need to decide if this is worth dedicating your life to.” He paused, swallowed. “Selfishly… I’d ask you not to go to him.”

Once more she smiled, at him this time, and it was the most cutting, most honest smile she’d ever given him. He felt spineless beneath it. Small. Worthless.

And, fuck, it turned him on.

“I’ll stay, Rhys.” Her voice was soft, almost gentle. “I’ll stay because we can find our own pleasure. I like dominating you. It turns me on. And it’s enough. Our games will be enough. I’m sure of it.”

“Good.” He nodded, relief warring with something darker. “Honestly… amazing as that video was to watch, it tore me up inside to see you crying like that. We can play this game. Our way.”

“Exactly!” She smiled, bright, determined, and for a moment she honestly believed it.

She pulled him down beside her, wrapped her arms around him, kissed him slow and deep.

They would be fine. They had each other. They had their own twisted little world, and Mark, wherever he was, could keep his mansion, his cameras, his pain.

They didn’t need him. They had this. She told herself that again and again as she drifted toward sleep, Rhys’ arms around her, warm and safe.

She almost believed it.


Nine

The moment Cindy found out Stacy had gone back to Mark, a storm of emotions crashed through her, raw, conflicting, impossible to untangle.

Betrayal hit first, sharp and hot, like a slap across the face. They’d agreed, whispered promises in the taxi home, tears drying on their cheeks, to never go back. Never speak his name. Never let him touch them again. Stacy had broken that pact without a word, without a glance back, leaving Cindy alone with the shame and the bruises and the aching void where the intensity used to be. But betrayal twisted quickly into something uglier: resentment. Cindy had found him first. She’d put in the work, the Tube gropes, the park fucks, the piercings, the collar, the basement hell that had shattered and remade her. Stacy hadn’t earned this. She’d just shown up, impulsive, lucky, and stolen the prize.

Jealousy followed, deep, gnawing, like acid in her gut. Stacy had won. She’d gone back, submitted, claimed the role Cindy had run from. While Cindy lay in bed beside Rhys, staring at purple welts on her thighs, fingering herself to memories that hurt as much as they aroused, Stacy was probably kneeling at Mark’s feet right now, collared tighter, fucked harder, loved in that twisted way only he could give.

Anxiety came last, cold, creeping, settling in her bones. Stacy was blood. Family. Unbreakable. No matter what, Cindy couldn’t cut her out. Which meant she couldn’t cut him out. Holidays, birthdays, random visits, Mark would be there, smirking from the shadows, his presence a constant reminder of what she’d tasted and lost. What if he touched her again? What if she let him?

Beneath it all, though, flickered a tiny spark of relief. Maybe Stacy would be enough for him. Maybe he’d forget Cindy, move on to breaking her sister completely. But even as the thought formed, she knew it was a lie. Mark wasn’t the type to settle. He collected. Conquered. And she was unfinished business.

For the next few days things seemed to calm, a fragile truce with reality. The chastity cage stayed locked on Rhys; Cindy had no desire to remove it. Not after Mark’s cock had ruined her for anything smaller, softer. Not when Rhys’ denials made him squirm so prettily, made her feel powerful in a way that almost scratched the itch. Instead she lay beside him each night, naked, bruised skin pressed to clean sheets, watching sissy hypnosis videos on her phone. She picked them carefully now: darker ones, with commands to submit, to serve, to beg for denial. She held the poppers under his nose, watching his eyes glaze, his body shudder, while the voice droned through the speakers: You are nothing. You are a hole. Beg to watch your wife get fucked by real men.

She wondered about the poppers, how dangerous they really were. The faint chemical burn in her nose every time she sniffed alongside him. A quick Google on her phone, while Rhys rubbed frantically at his perineum through pink satin, pulled up warnings: headaches, dizziness, blood pressure drops. But the big one: hypoxia. Starved oxygen to the brain. Repeated use could cause light damage, fuzzy thinking, slower reactions. Make him… dumb.

Her pulse quickened, cunt throbbing around nothing, as she scrolled. Dumb him down? She pictured it: Rhys in full pink sissy regalia, messy hair bleached blonde bimbo-style, eyes crossed and vacant, dizzy, dazed, drooling a little. No arguments. No opinions. Just a pretty, empty toy to command and ignore. Fuck, it was evil. Twisted. But the thought sent fresh heat flooding between her thighs. She closed the tab, shaking, and held the poppers under his nose again.

Watch him inhale deep.

Watch his eyes glaze.

Rub herself while he chanted I’m a sissy cuckold under his breath.

It was a week after the marathon BDSM session, a Tuesday morning, coffee in hand, that a colleague stopped by her office.

Erik was the Danish salesman who’d joined last year, tall, with sculpted swept-back blonde hair, shaved sides, and those tiny round glasses that gave him a nutty professor vibe despite the chiselled jaw and arrogant smirk. He always wore a neck scarf, silk, patterned, even in summer, like he was perpetually auditioning for a European spy film. The women in the office had purred over him at first, strong cheekbones, broad shoulders, that clipped accent, but quickly learned he was a misogynistic prick beneath the charm.

Cindy was a senior designer, creative lead on major campaigns. Erik sold them. And he was good, closed deals with macho clients in automotive, tech, luxury goods. But his success had shifted the agency culture: more bro-talk in meetings, more “boys’ club” lunches she wasn’t invited to. Anke, the owner, a no-nonsense woman in her sixties who’d built Trenton from scratch, let it slide. “He brings in money,” she’d say with a shrug.

Cindy had a reason to hate him.

Last year he’d landed a tyre company account. She’d presented the concepts, slick, modern, bold. Left for another meeting. Overheard through the thin wall: the client calling her “hot.” Fine. But then Erik: “You know what they say about Asians, right?”

“What?”

“They’re a great lay, but in half an hour you want another.”

Laughter, loud, male, ugly.

Cindy had stormed Anke’s office, demanded action.

Anke laughed. “It’s a little racist, sure. But the cliché’s about food, not people. Why make a big deal?”

“Because it’s insulting! Objectifying!”

Anke shrugged. “Cindy, I left PPM because of rules like that. Creativity dies in HR hell. Sexual harassment? Touching without consent, power abuse, that’s not okay. But jokes? Words? Lighten up.”

“I quit.”

“I’ll double your salary.”

“Fine.”

Money talked. For double pay, she’d tolerate jokes.

Since then she’d pushed back, mocked his “tiny dick” in meetings (assuming, hoping), called him a “Viking wannabe” when he swaggered. They’d developed a barbed rapport, successful together, oil and water.

But lately… things shifted.

She found herself watching him, strong Dane frame leaning against her doorframe, scarf dangling. Wondering if he fucked as well as he sold. Lingering on the way his glasses perched on that straight nose, the way his shirts strained over his chest.

Without Mark, she was horny.

Without cock at all, Rhys locked, denied, she was desperate.

“Erik,” she said now, voice light. “What brings you to the creative dungeon?”

He grinned, arrogant, knowing, and stepped in, closing the door.

“Got a new client. Thought you’d want first crack at the brief.”

She leaned back in her chair, thighs pressing together under the desk, the faint ache of bruises a constant reminder.

“Tell me more.”

He did, leaning close, scarf brushing her arm, accent thick and rolling.

She listened, but in her mind, she was already undressing him

It was during a client review meeting that Cindy felt her pussy throb with sudden, insistent desire every time Erik spoke, his clipped Danish accent rolling over the room like dark velvet, his long fingers gesturing at the projected mood board. She shifted in her seat, thighs pressing together beneath the glossy black PVC mini-skirt that barely reached mid-thigh, the cool fabric riding up just enough to remind her she wore nothing underneath. The thin silk blouse, low-cut, almost sheer, clung to her pierced nipples, the silver bars visible as faint shadows every time she breathed.

When the rest of the team filed out, laptops closed, polite murmurs fading down the corridor, Cindy stayed seated. She leaned forward, elbows on the table, and slid her laptop toward Erik.

“I’m not sure about these colour blends for the Hartman account,” she said, voice low and deliberate.

Erik paused, mid-reach for his own bag, then settled back into the chair opposite her. He’d noticed the change in her wardrobe over the past weeks: the silky low-cut blouses that hinted at lace beneath, the see-through bralettes that let pierced nipples press against fabric, the shiny PVC minis that caught every office light and drew every eye. After that tyre-company joke last year, Anke had pulled him aside privately, “Calm the fuck down, Erik”, so he’d kept his distance, buried his urges in other women, other deals. But now… now she was leaning forward, blouse gaping just enough that he caught the glint of silver through each nipple, the faint outline of the curved barbell. Blood rushed to his cock so fast he had to shift in his seat.

He forced his eyes back to the screen. She was pointing at gradients, talking about saturation and contrast, but he barely registered the words. All he could focus on was the way her small breasts rose and fell with each breath, the way the fabric stretched taut over the metal beneath, the way her thighs, crossed but not quite closed, pressed together under the table.

He kept it together. Barely. Once burned, twice shy.

When Cindy arrived home that night, she found Rhys in the living room, still in his work shirt, tie loosened, staring at his phone like it had betrayed him. She kicked off her heels, dropped her bag, and sank onto the sofa beside him.

“I flirted with Erik today,” she said without preamble. “Leaned over the table. Let him see the piercings. He couldn’t stop looking. I felt… stupid. Horny. Pathetic.”

Rhys looked up, eyes wide, throat working. “What did he do?”

“Nothing.” She laughed, short, bitter. “He kept it professional. Like always. But I wanted him to… I don’t know. Grab me. Fuck me over the conference table. Anything.”

Rhys swallowed hard. His hand drifted to his lap, pressing against the cage through his trousers.

“Maybe…” he started, voice rough. “Maybe you should flirt harder? Wear stockings tomorrow. Drop something in front of him. Bend over. Let him see more.”

Cindy’s face twisted, anger flaring hot and sudden.

“Are you serious?”

“I mean…” He looked away, cheeks burning. “He might be a good fuck.”

The words landed like a slap.

“Fuck!” she spat, standing so fast the coffee table rattled. “You’re pathetic! Tell me off! Tell me I can’t fuck him! Rip that fucking cage off! Do something! Fuck, Rhys, try a little! I get we agreed I’d be your Mistress, but our marriage can’t end like this! We need intimacy!”

“I’m sorry…” he mumbled, eyes on the floor. “I just think… maybe you should talk to Mark.”

The name hit her like a physical blow, sharp, unexpected, painful.

She stared at him, chest heaving, nipples hard against the silk, cunt still throbbing from the memory of Erik’s gaze.

“You can sleep downstairs tonight,” she said, voice low and venomous, “you pathetic fucking cunt.”

She turned on her heel and walked upstairs, leaving him on the sofa, caged, silent, aching.

The door to their bedroom closed with a soft, final click.
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Rhys’ day in the office had been going fine, routine emails, a quick stand-up with the team, coffee tasting like cardboard in his mouth, until around eleven in the morning, when his assistant poked her head in and said he was needed in Meeting Room 3 for a chat with HR and his manager.

He straightened his tie, smoothed his shirt over the faint bulge of the cage beneath his trousers, and headed down the corridor. A promotion? He’d been killing it lately, closed three big deals in the last quarter. Maybe a raise. His pulse quickened with anticipation.

The air in the room was thick, stale, heavy with unspoken tension. Tracy from HR, mid-fifties, sharp bob, no-nonsense glasses, sat rigid beside Marion, his line manager, a soft-spoken woman in her forties with a perpetual worried furrow between her brows. A laptop waited on the table, screen paused on a black video player.

“Rhys, take a seat,” Marion said quietly. “We need to talk about a video that was found yesterday. I’m going to be honest, it was my husband who spotted it during… personal time. I hope you know about this, because if you don’t, you should seek legal advice to get it removed and pursue the perpetrators. But given the editing and angles… we think you might have known.”

His stomach lurched, cold dread pooling low in his gut. The pegging video. Mark. The cage twitched painfully against his cock as shame flooded him.

“You don’t need to show me,” he said, voice tight. “I know about the video.”

Tracy leaned forward, eyes intense behind her frames. “Obviously, we can’t have graphic sexual content of an employee circulating. It goes against company policy. We’re asking you to have it removed as soon as possible. A strongly worded email to the provider should do it, but you might need a lawyer.”

Rhys swallowed hard, throat dry, mind reeling at the implications. Bruised egos at work were one thing; anonymous likes on a porn site were another. “Is my job at risk?” he asked, voice barely above a whisper.

“No, as long as this was a genuine error and you get it down.” Tracy’s tone was firm. “But if it stays up, we’d have to assess the impact on the corporate brand. Yes, you’d be in breach.”

He nodded, slow, numb. “Yes. I’m sorry. I’ll do that.”

He stood, legs unsteady, turned toward the door. The women’s eyes widened, Marion’s hand flying to her mouth as she noticed the unmistakable bulge in his trousers, the cage pressing against the fabric as shame twisted into dark arousal.

Tracy’s voice rose, urgent, horrified. “Rhys! No! No, no!”

“Sorry, no! Go home!”

“Wait! Please, I’m sorry, I…” He begged, confusion and heat flooding his cheeks.

“This is disgusting. Go home!”

“Are you firing me?”

“No, we’ve got to discuss this. Go home!”

Rhys stumbled out, heart pounding, erection throbbing painfully in the cage, raced to his car. Drove home in a daze, knuckles white on the wheel.

The house was dark. Empty. Cindy at work. He dropped to the sofa, shaking, tears pricking his eyes. Without his job… mortgage, bills, life… ruined.

He needed to tell Mark to take the video down. But how? No number. No email.

Then, Stacy. She’d moved in with him. Cindy had told him yesterday, voice flat, eyes distant.

He dialled, fingers trembling.

She picked up on the second ring.

Her voice was different, dark, seductive, breathy, like smoke curling from a cigarette.

“Well hello there, sissy. Want to beg Mark to take your slut wife back?”

“Stacy… I’m about to lose my job!” He held back tears, voice cracking.

“What?” Confusion now, sharp, genuine.

“The video Mark put online. The one of me. If I don’t get it taken down, they’ll fire me.”

Laughter, bright, cruel, burst through the line. She found it hilarious.

“Why should he take it down? I like it. I think it should stay.”

“Please, Stacy! This isn’t okay.”

She paused, long, thoughtful. “Fine. I’ll speak to him and have him take it down. But in return, you join team Mark. We own you. We’ll keep the video, so don’t fucking piss us off. Understood?”

“Yes St...” He sighed, deep, resigned. “Yes, Mistress Stacy.”

“Good sissy. First task: start putting the idea of her sleeping with Mark back into her head.”

“But she doesn’t want to…”

“She does!” Stacy snapped. “She’s holding back. Let me tell you what I felt like after that first session…”

She explained, voice low, intimate, the way everything tasted bland after. How her body craved the humiliation, the pain, the activation of every sense. How it took her just hours to realise her life would be empty without it, and she’d gone back.

“I promise you, she feels all of that. She just hasn’t reached boiling point. Not yet. You need to stoke that fire. Don’t worry, we have a plan for you both. But you need to help things along.”

“Fine, Mistress.” He sighed, shame and excitement twisting in his gut. “I’ll do what you say.”

“Good girl,” she laughed, bright, mocking.

Rhys felt awful the rest of the afternoon, stomach knotted, palms slick, every sound in the open-plan office making him flinch, but an hour later Stacy’s text pinged through:

Video’s down. You’re welcome, sissy. Don’t fuck this up.

Relief crashed over him like cold water. He exhaled, shaky, grateful, and checked the site on his phone. The clip was gone. No trace. No cached thumbnails. Nothing.

An hour after that, another email landed from HR: formal reprimand for “potential sexual misconduct impacting corporate brand.” No formal charges. No termination. But “closer scrutiny” moving forward. He kept his job. Barely.

He drove home in silence, mind spinning, caged cock still half-hard from the humiliation of being seen. The house was dark when he walked in. Cindy wasn’t home yet.

His phone buzzed again. Stacy.

Tonight’s task: Log into Chasterbate dressed as a sissy. Full make-up, wig, poppers, sissy dress. Flirt with men all night. Fuck yourself with a dildo. You have until midnight.

He stared at the message, heart hammering. How the fuck was he supposed to do that without Cindy seeing? The wig, the dress, the make-up, all upstairs in their bedroom. And the dildo… Christ.

He paced the living room, waiting.

Around nine he heard the bath running upstairs. Cindy’s nightly ritual. Ten minutes of hot water and quiet. His window.

He crept upstairs, heart in his throat, slipped into the bedroom. The en-suite door was closed; steam seeped underneath. He moved fast, grabbed the pink satin dress from the wardrobe, the make-up bag from the dresser, the blonde Halloween wig Cindy had worn once for a party, one of her larger dildos from the bedside drawer, the poppers bottle. Shoved everything into a black tote bag and hurried back downstairs to the study, door locked behind him.

He waited, breath shallow, until the bath drained, footsteps padded to the bedroom, lights clicked off.

Eleven o’clock. House silent.

He changed.

The satin dress whispered over his smooth skin, short, flared, white lace trim tickling his thighs. Stockings next, white, sheer, clipped to the garter belt. Bra, empty cups absurd on his flat chest. Make-up: foundation, blush, heavy eyeliner, fake lashes, glossy pink lips. Wig, long blonde waves framing his face. He looked in the small mirror on the bookshelf, saw a stranger staring back. A pretty, pathetic sissy.

He opened the laptop. Logged into the link Stacy sent, username already set: SissyRhysCuck. Webcam on. Live.

For a long time, nothing. Viewer count trickled, two, three, five, people clicking in, looking, leaving. Only one stayed constant: AdminBot. Probably Mark or Stacy monitoring.

The dildo sat beside him, thick, black, glistening with lube he’d applied earlier. He didn’t touch it. Just sat, legs crossed demurely, hands in lap, waiting.

Then the first message:

fag pussy

Rhys stared, heart lurching, then typed back with trembling fingers:

Yes sir.

Suck that cock.

He picked up the dildo, brought it to his glossy lips, opened wide. Sucked slowly, eyes glued to the camera, tongue swirling around the head like he’d seen in the videos. Viewer count climbed, ten, fifteen, twenty. Messages flooded in:

he has a wedding ring who would marry that? makes a decent looking sissy tho probably a loser as a man definitely i’d fuck it me too. wanna ruin her tight little asshole you gay sissy?

He pulled off the dildo, strings of spit connecting his lips to the shaft, typed:

No, I’m not gay.

Ain’t had the right cock yet. I’d make you gay. Wouldn’t want pussy after trying my cock.

she should be on hypno. got poppers next to her should be watching gay sissy hypno no bitch like her should be craving pussy cock all the way for you sissy!

Rhys moaned, soft, involuntary, around the dildo as he took it deeper. The poppers were right there, brown bottle glinting. He reached for it, sniffed deep, head rush hitting like a freight train. Body buzzing. Cunt aching (he thought of it that way now, his “pussy”). He rubbed his perineum frantically through the satin, moaning louder, acting the slut they wanted.

Fuck yourself sissy! Sniff the poppers and then show us how you fuck your poopchute.

Pings, tips rolling in, small amounts but constant. Encouragement. He nodded, obedient, propped his feet on the coffee table, spread his legs wide. Pushed the panties aside, revealed the cage, the smooth shaved hole. Sniffed again, three hard pulls, held it, then guided the wet dildo to his entrance.

“Ahhhh… yeah…” he moaned, voice high, feminine, as it slid inside. Deep. Full.

The chat exploded.

such a fucking cock hungry slut! god i wish that was my cock! tell the camera what a fucking slut for cock you are! tell us how you wish it was a real cock!

He fucked himself, slow at first, then faster, hips rolling, free hand rubbing his balls, perineum, anywhere he could feel pressure.

“I wish this was a real cock!” he gasped, voice cracking. “Make me gay! Oh fuck, yeah, I’m so gay for cock!”

Another sniff. Deeper. Harder.

Ping. Ping. Ping.

He chanted, breathless, frantic, while the dildo plunged in and out:

“I’m a sissy cuckold! I don’t deserve my wife! I’m a sissy cuckold! I don’t deserve my wife!”

Cum dribbled from the cage, thin, weak spurts, soaking the satin.

Panic hit. He slammed the laptop shut, cut the feed, yanked the dildo free. Raced to the downstairs bathroom, scrubbed his face frantically with make-up remover wipes. The eyeliner clung, stubborn, smoky, but he got most of it off. Changed back into his normal clothes, heart still racing, hid the dress, wig, dildo in the study cupboard.

When he checked his phone, Stacy.

What a fantastic performance! Check your emails. Sent you new hypno to reinforce what you want deep down. Enjoy!

He opened the links, first one: Beta Boy into Feminized Sissy Slave by Princess Aries. Not hypnosis, mantra. Slow breakdown of a man into an exposed sissy slut, setting himself up for blackmail and control. Rhys should have hated it. Instead he read every word, cock twitching again, imagining himself further gone. Blonde. Dumb. Owned.

Second: deep poppers hypnosis. Fast-moving text over scenes of men fucking shemales. Be a rapeslut. Accept that you’re gay. Only take cock. Let men breed you. Fill you with their seed.

He wondered, who would want that? Disease risk. Degradation. But as he sniffed, deep, rhythmic, the idea took root. How disgusting he’d be. How used. How owned.

He watched everything twice, Stacy’s orders, sniffing until his head swam, vision blurring. Didn’t notice the study door open.
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Cindy had descended the stairs to apologise. All evening she had tormented herself, searching for excuses to stoke her anger at Rhys, but the truth gnawed relentlessly: she had started this. She had invited Mark into their marriage; worse, she had nurtured the fantasy of Rhys’ submission, coaxing it from playful whispers into something irreversible. The guilt sat heavy in her chest, yet beneath it simmered a darker thrill.

After her bath, she lay naked on the bed, staring at the empty shelf where the camera had once perched. Mark had found and confiscated every one, boxing them away like evidence of a crime. For a fleeting moment she considered retrieving them, plugging them back in, giving him something to watch, something to remind him she still existed. The thought made her thighs clench.

Eventually the remorse won out. She was too harsh; Rhys deserved better than her cold fury. She slipped into a silk robe and padded downstairs to fetch him to bed.

The living room was empty. She moved to the study, pausing just outside the door. A low, mechanical voice drifted through the gap, tinny, insistent.

“You love cock. You crave cock. You’re a faggot sissy. Become gay. Out yourself. Expose yourself.”

Rather than rage, a startled giggle escaped her. She eased the door open a crack.

Rhys knelt on the carpet before the laptop, back bowed, dressing gown fallen open. A brown bottle of Rush dangled from his fingers; he pressed it to one nostril, inhaled deeply, then switched sides. His eyes were glassy, unfocused. One hand worked between his legs, rubbing frantically at the tender skin behind his caged cock, the other clutching the desk edge for balance.

The memory hit her like ice water: that article she’d read months ago about long-term popper use. Chronic hypoxia, oxygen starved from the blood, brain cells dying quietly, irreversibly. The same slow suffocation as years of cigarette smoke. She’d dismissed it then. Now it felt prophetic.

She retreated silently, heart hammering, and climbed the stairs again. In the bedroom she rummaged through the wardrobe, digging past forgotten scarves and evening bags until her fingers closed around it: an old pack of Lucky Strike, half-crushed, a relic from a raucous girls’ night out more than a year ago. Sixteen cigarettes remained, dry and faintly stale, along with a cheap plastic lighter.

As she descended once more, a wicked curiosity uncoiled inside her. How would her fastidious, smoke-hating husband react to being ordered to inhale the very thing he despised? He loathed the smell on her clothes after her rare, guilty cigarettes; he had never once touched tobacco in his life. Yet the image of forcing him, watching him choke, submit, corrupt himself at her command, sent a fresh pulse of wetness between her legs.

She missed smoking. Every stolen cigarette had been a guilty pleasure laced with longing: if only the damage weren’t so permanent, she could indulge freely. But this was different. The health risks no longer mattered. She craved the consequences, the slow, deliberate ruin.

This time she didn’t ease the door open. She flung it wide with a bang that made Rhys jump.

“What the fuck are you doing, sissy? Wanking to your disgusting porn?”

“Mistress!” He scrambled, lunging to slam the laptop shut. “Sorry, sorry, sorry…”

“Leave it open, you pathetic little worm!” Her voice cracked like a whip. “Your sick addiction has gone far enough. I thought we might salvage something normal, but clearly that’s impossible. Here…” She upended the pack and lighter onto the desk with a clatter. “Your punishment. Smoke. It’s the one thing you hate most in the world. So do it. Now.”

Rhys stared, pupils blown wide from poppers and shock. His caged cock twitched visibly against the bars. “You… you want me to smoke?”

“Yes. Three deep ones. Inhale properly, none of that pathetic puffing. Then carry on with your hypnosis. More poppers. Then another three. Tomorrow you finish the pack. Every hour, two at a time, back-to-back. And you will buy more. Understand?”

“But why…?”

“I said, do you understand?”

He trembled under her gaze, shoulders hunched. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

His fingers shook as he slid a cigarette free, placed it between trembling lips, and flicked the lighter. The tip glowed orange. He drew in, too deep, too fast. The smoke scorched his virgin lungs; he doubled over, coughing violently, eyes streaming.

Cindy’s smile was slow, predatory. “You’ll get used to it.”

She reached past him, plucked a cigarette for herself, lit it with practised ease. The first drag flooded her with remembered heat, nicotine buzzing along her nerves. She exhaled a long, elegant plume towards his face.

“I’m going to make you a proper smoker, sissy. Do you know why?”

He coughed again, weaker this time, already reaching for the next. “Why, Mistress?”

“Because sluts smoke.” Her voice dropped to a velvet purr. “And I should know. I smoke.”

She finished her cigarette in silence, watching him struggle through the third, cheeks hollowing, tears tracking down his face. When the last ember died, she stubbed it out, arousal slick on her inner thighs. Without another word she turned and left.

Upstairs, she retrieved the cameras from their box. One by one she positioned them: two framing the bed from opposite corners, one on the dresser for a low angle, one clamped to the ceiling rose directly above her pillow, lens aimed at her face. Then she slid open Rhys’ bedside drawer, lifted out the fresh, unopened bottle of Rush she knew he kept hidden, cracked the cap just enough to release the sharp chemical scent, then sealed it again.

She settled against the pillows, phone in hand, and opened Hypnotube. A search for “hypnosis for women” yielded endless results, slut brainmelt, bimbo reprogramming, cock addict training. She selected one at random.

The screen filled with pulsing colours and overlaid text. She pressed the bottle to her nose, inhaled deeply. The rush hit like lightning: head swimming, pulse thundering in her clit.

On the second video she lifted her gaze to the ceiling camera and spoke directly to it, voice husky and desperate.

“Use me. Fuck me. Hurt me. Take me. Rape me. I need it. Turn me into your slut. Turn me into your whore.”

For the next hour she edged relentlessly, fingers circling, pausing, circling again, huffing poppers until the room spun, whispering filth to the lenses, performing for an audience that might not even be watching. It was the first real spark she’d felt since that Thursday, the night everything fractured. She needed to be fucked, used, ruined. And whether Rhys liked it or not, the only man who could deliver that now was Erik.

Perhaps if she dulled her own mind enough, let the poppers and the hypnosis erode her edges, she could make it easier. Let go. Become what he wanted.

She came with a broken sob, staring straight into the camera, hoping Mark could see.


Ten

The office hummed with mid-morning chatter when Cindy sauntered past the open-plan desks. The little black spandex mini-skirt clung to her hips like wet paint, barely skimming the tops of her lace-trimmed stockings. Six delicate garter straps peeked out shamelessly, framing the bare skin of her thighs. Above, the shiny white spaghetti-strap crop top, more sports bra than blouse, edged in fine black lace, left her midriff exposed, the pierced nipples pressing visibly against the thin fabric.

Erik, mid-conversation with Martin by the coffee station, froze. “Fuck me,” he breathed.

“Jesus Christ,” Martin muttered, eyes wide.

“I’m going to fuck that,” Erik announced, voice carrying just far enough.

Cindy’s head lifted a fraction. A small, knowing smirk curved her lips as she kept walking, heels clicking deliberately on the laminate floor.

Erik abandoned Martin without a word and caught up in three long strides. “Cindy, honey. You look fucking amazing.”

“I know.” She giggled, the sound light and girlish, at odds with the heat in her eyes. “Did you mean what you said?”

“Of course you look...”

“Not that.” She stopped abruptly, turning to face him. The crop top rode up slightly with the motion, revealing the underside of her breasts. “What you said before.”

He studied her for a beat, searching for mockery, a trap, the inevitable punchline. Finding none, confidence flooded back. “Yeah. I want to fuck you. I’d be a bloody idiot not to.”

“Now.” Her chest rose and fell rapidly, nipples hardening further under his gaze. “I want to fuck now. I need it, Erik. I’m so fucking horny. My husband isn’t fucking me anymore.”

“Christ. Is he gay?”

“Yes!” The word burst out, fierce and triumphant. “Yes, he’s fucking gay. I made him gay. I turned him into a sissy. So, are you in or out?”

“Fuck. Yes. In. In!”

He seized her hand and towed her towards the stairs, up to the first floor, then down the corridor to the back conference room, the only one without windows or a glass panel in the door. He flicked the lock with a decisive click.

Cindy was already dropping to her knees before he turned around. Her trembling fingers attacked his fly, freeing his cock, thick, veined, slightly curved. She didn’t wait for permission; she engulfed him, mouth hot and eager, tongue swirling with desperate hunger.

“God, I’ve been dreaming about this,” Erik laughed, half-disbelieving.

“You have to treat me rough,” she gasped around him, pulling off just long enough to speak. “I need it rough.”

“Sure, bitch. Sure. Get sucking.” Caution lingered in his eyes, this could still implode, but her enthusiasm drowned it. She sucked with sloppy, vocal abandon: wet slurps, needy moans, throat working to take him deeper. One hand fumbled in her handbag, emerging with the small brown bottle of Rush. She unscrewed the cap, inhaled deeply from each nostril, then offered it up.

“What’s that?”

She didn’t answer, just held it out. Erik shrugged; he’d never shied from a rush. He took a hit, then another. The chemical heat exploded behind his eyes, blood surging, muscles loosening, cock throbbing harder in her mouth. “Oh fuck, what the hell?” he groaned, bracing against the door as the head-rush hit. Everything sharpened: her tongue, the wet heat, the dizzy euphoria. “Fuuuck, yeah, suck me, ungh! This is the best fucking head I’ve ever had!”

She worked him longer, saliva dripping down her chin, until she rose, spun, and bent over the small conference table. She hiked the tight skirt to her waist, no knickers, just slick, swollen lips glistening under the fluorescent lights.

“God, what a fucking sight,” Erik rasped. He dropped to his knees, buried his face between her thighs, tongue dragging from clit to arsehole, pushing insistently into the tight ring. Cindy jolted, her first rimming, and filed the sensation away: Rhys would learn to do this too. Eventually Erik stood, lined up, and thrust in hard.

She shoved the poppers bottle along the table towards him. He took another hit mid-stroke; the rush amplified every sensation, turning the fuck raw and animal. “Ungh, so fucking horny,” he growled, slamming deeper.

Cindy sighed in bliss, smile wide. He was big, fat, curved just right, stretching her perfectly. “Fuck my cheating cunt! Use me! Fucking use me, Erik!”

“I always knew you were a sex kitten,” he snarled, pounding relentlessly, the table screeching against the carpet.

“I am. I’m a fucking slut! Use me!”

“I’ll use you, bitch!”

“Yes, call me it! Call me a disgusting slut, a whore, a cunt!”

“Jesus, yeah, you’re a disgusting whore, a piece-of-shit bitch. And now I own your arse.”

“Yes! Own me!”

He flipped her onto her back, shoved back inside, pushed the crop top up to bare her small breasts. He bent to suck the pierced nipples, teeth grazing.

“Bite them!” she snarled.

He obliged, harder this time, though still restrained. She wanted more: choking, slapping, true brutality. “Slap my face!”

He delivered a cautious smack. Frustration coiled in her gut. The sex was good, intense, filling, but it wasn’t enough. It lacked the edge she craved, the degradation that would make her feel truly used.

She stopped pushing. Gratitude replaced demand; at least he was fucking her. Perhaps he’d learn.

Erik’s rhythm faltered as her orgasm built. She arched, pussy clamping in rhythmic spasms around him. He followed moments later, flooding her with hot pulses. He collapsed atop her, panting, claiming her mouth in a sloppy kiss. Her pierced tongue danced with his, hungry for more even as he softened inside her.

“Please tell me this wasn’t some ploy to get pregnant,” he muttered, pulling back.

“Nothing like that.”

“You just… woke up wanting to fuck?”

“No. It’s hard to explain.” She sat up, fished a tissue from her bag, pressed it between her thighs to catch the leaking cum. “But I meant what I said about my husband.”

“Cuckold thing? I’ve heard of those.”

“Something like that.”

He chuckled. “Works for me. I can fuck you again sometime?”

“Whenever you like. I’m a slut, Erik. I need cock.”

He grinned, squeezed her breast possessively. “Sounds like a plan.” He unlocked the door and sauntered out.

Cindy lingered, panting, staring at the closed door. Cum soaked the tissue; the itch was scratched, but barely. She needed more, deeper humiliation, eyes on her, whispers branding her the office whore.

She tossed the sodden tissue in the bin and walked downstairs, skirt still askew, a thin trail of semen trickling down her inner thigh. She expected stares, snickers, outrage. Nothing. Colleagues glanced up, then away. One assistant murmured, “Daring outfit,” with polite neutrality.

Later, in another stolen meeting with Erik, she asked again. “How come no one talks about it? When you fucked Amy, the whole office knew.”

He laughed, confused. “Amy told everyone. She was proud she’d bagged the new guy.”

“They slut-shamed her until she quit.”

“Yeah. Exactly why I’m not saying a word about you.” He sobered at her frown. “You want to be slut-shamed?”

She shrugged, cheeks burning, unable to voice it.

“Shit, Cindy. This is some kink journey. Let me think about it, but you’re a valued asset here. This could wreck your career. Mine too.”

“Sure. Whatever.” Defeat settled in her chest.

She pushed him off, straightened her top, and walked out. Cum glistened on her thighs; she didn’t wipe it away. She wanted someone to notice, to laugh, to point. To make her feel something, anything, beyond this hollow ache.

She needed to be seen. Destroyed. Owned in front of them all. Most of all, ever since that day with Mark and Stacy, she just needed to feel something.
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Mark chuckled softly as Stacy’s voice finally gave out. The raw, animal screams that had filled the dungeon for the past hour dwindled first to hoarse whimpers, then to nothing at all, just the wet, mechanical slap of the fucking machine pistoning relentlessly into her cunt, and the low buzz of electricity arcing through the clamps on her nipples. Her body had long since surrendered; latent masochism had risen like a tide, swallowing resistance whole. Each fresh shock made her inner walls clench hard around the silicone cock stretching her, which in turn tightened her arse around Mark’s own shaft as he fucked her slowly, deliberately, savouring the involuntary spasms.

He wasn’t in a generous mood tonight. Last night’s party had been a disaster by his standards. Ten of his closest dominant friends, men who knew how to handle a toy, had arrived expecting seamless service. Stacy, arms hoisted high in a steel spreader bar, trays balanced precariously on upturned palms, was meant to circulate drinks like the perfect little waitress-slut. Instead she’d trembled, spilled gin down a Dom’s trousers, knocked over a bottle of single malt. When one of the men got over-enthusiastic with the TENS unit in the lower dungeon, cranking the voltage until her bladder let go in a hot, humiliating flood across another guest’s boots, the mood had soured. And then, crowning indignity, she’d dared to murmur, mid-gangbang, that her period had started and perhaps anal might be wiser tonight.

As if any of them gave a fuck about a bit of blood.

So tonight’s session had edges sharper than usual: heavier flogging, tighter bondage, longer denial before release. She would ache for days. She would need hours of aftercare, gentle baths, soothing creams, whispered affirmations. And she would thank him for every bruise, because that was who she had become in two short weeks.

After he finally switched off the machine and eased himself out of her, Mark carried her upstairs to the bathroom. He ran a deep bath scented with lavender oil, lowered her into the steaming water, and washed every inch of her with reverent care. When she was clean, he dried her on thick towels, then spent twenty careful minutes applying arnica gel and antiseptic to the fresh piercings: tongue barbell, septum ring, helix studs, navel hoop, clit hood ring, and the neat row of six silver rings marching along each swollen labia. On her lower back, in elegant black script just above the cleft of her arse, the fresh tattoo still glistened under ointment: CUMSLUT. Across her freshly waxed mound, framing the clit piercing like a brand: MARK’S WHORE.

She gazed at the mirror with glassy, adoring eyes. She loved every mark, every modification. In her mind this was elevation, not degradation.

He tucked her into the wide bed afterwards, pulling her against his chest. One muscular arm curled protectively around her waist; the other stroked her sweat-damp hair.

“I miss her,” Stacy whispered into the dark. “I want her to feel all of this.”

“You watched the videos.” Mark’s voice was calm, almost tender. “She’s begging for it. It’s only a matter of time.”

“I know. But she’s still teetering.” Stacy sighed, pressing closer. “Master… may I ask something?”

“Of course, pet.”

“When Cindy finally joins us… will she be on equal terms with me?”

Mark’s chuckle was low, knowing. He had anticipated the question; Stacy had earned her place through surrender, through weeks of deliberate descent. Cindy, if and when she arrived, would come as a supplicant, late, hesitant, already marked by her own failures.

“No, sweetheart. Of course not.” He kissed the top of her head. “She’ll be your plaything too. You’ll get to use her, train her, punish her when I allow it. But remember: you are mine first. I own you, which means I protect you, cherish you. The same will apply to your sister. In the dungeon, she may sometimes defer to you, when I command it. But you will always defer to me.”

“That’s a given, my Lord.” Her voice was soft, reverent.

He tilted her chin up and brushed a feather-light kiss across her lips. “I love you, my sweet Stacy.”

“I love you too, Mark.”

The use of his given name hung in the air, a tiny rebellion that would normally earn stripes across her arse. Tonight he let it pass. The words were not defiance; they were raw, vulnerable truth. He would never punish her for loving him.

“The sissy’s doing well,” she continued after a moment. “He’s built quite the online following. But tomorrow he says he can’t broadcast, he’s on a business trip.”

Mark snorted. “Hotel room, isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“Then he broadcasts. No excuses.” A slow, wicked idea uncoiled in his mind. “Where’s the trip?”

“Manchester, Sir.”

“Perfect. Tell him he can skip the next three nights’ streams entirely… on one condition. We remove the cage for twenty-four hours, if he sends clear, timestamped photos of himself on his knees, sucking cock. Manchester’s gay village is crawling with willing donors. He shouldn’t have to look far.”

Stacy’s grin was feral. She snatched her phone from the nightstand and fired off a text to Rhys before Mark could finish the thought. The idea of her prissy brother-in-law choking on stranger dick sent a fresh throb of arousal through her core, almost as sharp as the fantasy of watching Cindy crawl.

Mark’s hand slid down to cup her pierced cunt possessively. “You’re still in contact with Cindy.”

“Yes, Master.”

“It’s time for a status report. Meet her for coffee during a workday, somewhere public, neutral. I want details. I want to know who’s been fucking her.”

Confusion flickered across Stacy’s face. “You think someone’s fucking her?”

He laughed quietly. “I’m certain of it. The desperation has ebbed from her evening performances. She’s… sated. Less frantic.”

“But the cameras are still up.”

“Precisely. She’s performing for me. She hopes I’m watching. She’s not sure I am.” His fingers circled her clit hood ring lazily. “Her OnlyFans is raking it in, by the way. Clever of me to clone her ID when I had the chance. Shame we can’t use her real name yet.”

“We will,” Stacy murmured, arching into his touch. “When the time is right.”

“Exactly. For now, find out what’s new in her life. Who’s filling that needy cunt. What she’s craving that her sissy husband can’t provide.”

“Yes, Master.” She kissed his chest, then added softly, “I’ll make her spill everything.”

Mark smiled into the darkness, already picturing the next phase: Cindy’s slow, inevitable slide into the same velvet trap that had claimed her sister. The cameras would keep rolling. The messages would keep arriving. And soon, very soon, she would stop teetering and simply fall.


Eleven

Rhys’ hands shook as he lifted the cocktail to his lips. The glass was frosted, the drink a lurid pink swirl of grenadine and something sweet and syrupy, probably a Pornstar Martini, though he hadn’t bothered reading the menu. He loved sweet cocktails; he’d just never ordered them before. Not in straight bars, not in front of colleagues, certainly not in front of Cindy. But here, in the dim, pulsing heart of Manchester’s Gay Village, surrounded by leather vests, harnesses, and the low thrum of bass-heavy house music, no one gave a fuck. No one judged. And that freedom terrified him as much as it thrilled him.

Because this wasn’t just a drink. This was another line crossed. No more boxers, only lace knickers and satin panties that rode up between his arse cheeks all day. No more penetrative sex, only edging in chastity while hypnosis files drilled mantras into his skull. Poppers had become ritual, morning, lunch break, evening, bedtime. The cigarette habit had settled in deep; his lungs already felt heavier, his fingers permanently tinged with yellow. And the cam shows… Christ, the cam shows. Thousands watched him now, begging for more humiliation, more exposure, more proof he was no longer a man.

So what did one real cock matter?

It mattered because he knew, bone-deep, cock-throbbing certainty, that the first time would never be the last. Once he crossed that threshold, anal would follow. Then gangbangs. Then maybe no going back at all. Gay? The word lodged in his throat like a stone. No, he told himself. No, obviously not. He loved women. He loved Cindy. And yet every time the fantasy looped through his mind, on his knees, mouth full, arse presented, the cage between his legs pulsed and leaked. His body answered before his brain could argue.

The client meeting that afternoon had been torture. He’d sat opposite Simon Qualley nodding mechanically while his phone screen stayed open under the table to discreet Google searches: “Manchester darkrooms”, “Canal Street cruising spots”, “gay saunas near Piccadilly”. Anything anonymous. Anything silent. Places where he wouldn’t have to speak, only obey.

“Rhys?”

The voice cut through the bar noise like a blade. Rhys turned, heart lurching.

Simon Qualley loomed over him, six-foot-four, broad as a wardrobe, thick black beard framing a knowing grin. In the gay world they’d call him a bear, Rhys realised. The man’s hand landed heavily on Rhys’ back, right over the bra strap hidden beneath his plain black T-shirt, and lingered. Thick fingers traced the underwire through the fabric.

“I thought you were married?” Simon chuckled, the sound low and rumbling.

Rhys’ mouth went dry. “I, yeah. I am. Sort of.”

“Sort of?” Simon’s grin widened. He leaned in, breath warm against Rhys’ ear. “Explain.”

The dam broke. Maybe it was the vodka, maybe the weeks of repression, maybe the simple relief of someone asking. Rhys told him everything, Mark’s control, the videos, Cindy’s betrayal-turned-liberation, the cam shows, the smoking, the poppers, the cage. The words tumbled out in a rush, shameful and cleansing at once.

Simon listened without interrupting, only chuckling now and then. When Rhys finished, panting slightly, Simon reached down, gripped the hem of his own T-shirt, and peeled it off in one smooth motion. A massive, hairy chest gleamed under the coloured lights, thick pecs framed by a black leather harness that criss-crossed his shoulders and circled his nipples.

“Come on,” Simon said, voice gravel-rough. He closed one meaty hand around Rhys’ slender wrist.

“Where are we going?”

“You’ve got a job to do, haven’t you?” Simon tugged him forward. “Let’s go do it.”

They threaded through the crowded bar, past men grinding on the dance floor, down a narrow metal spiral staircase that descended into cool, damp darkness. The basement smelled of leather, sweat, poppers, and sex. Red lights cast long shadows. In one corner a man hung suspended in a leather sex swing, thighs spread wide, arse taking a thick cock with rhythmic grunts. Nearby another was bent over a padded bench, face buried in someone’s crotch while a third man railed him from behind. On the floor two trans women knelt side by side, mouths working in tandem on a pair of kissing men.

Simon stopped in the centre of the space.

“On your knees.”

The command landed like hypnosis code. Rhys dropped instantly, knees hitting cold concrete, palms flat on his thighs in perfect submissive posture. The loops he’d watched for weeks echoed in his skull: Never refuse a man who wants your mouth. Always eager. Always grateful.

Simon unzipped. The cock that sprang free was smooth, circumcised, still soft but already heavy. It smelled faintly of clean soap and warm skin. Rhys leaned forward without hesitation, lips parting, tongue tentative at first. The head slipped inside, velvety, pliant. He sucked gently, exploring the unfamiliar weight, the way it filled his mouth without resistance.

Then it began to thicken. Lengthen. Harden.

Fuck, it was big.

Simon groaned, one hand settling on the back of Rhys’ head. “Good boy. First real cock, yeah? You’re doing beautifully for a beginner.”

Rhys had trained for this, hours with the suction-cup dildo suctioned to the shower wall, pushing past his gag reflex until tears streamed and throat muscles burned. Now it paid dividends. He took Simon deeper, nose brushing coarse pubic hair, throat opening on instinct.

A brown bottle appeared under his nose. “Sniff.”

Rhys inhaled deeply, both nostrils, long pulls. The chemical heat detonated behind his eyes, blood roaring, muscles loosening, every nerve lighting up. “Oh fuck,” he moaned around the shaft, suddenly ravenous. Slobber dripped down his chin as he bobbed faster, hungrier.

“That’s it. Good little slut.” Simon’s voice thickened with lust. “Take the T-shirt off. Let everyone see what a pathetic sissy you are.”

Rhys yanked the shirt over his head without breaking rhythm. The black lace bra, padded, feminine, came into view, nipples stiff against the fabric. Cameras flashed somewhere in the gloom. He didn’t care. He grinned around the cock, eyes glassy, mascara already smudging.

Simon snapped another photo, close-up, cock stretching Rhys’ painted lips, bra straps visible, eyes half-lidded in bliss.

Two more men stepped forward, cocks already out, stroking lazily. Simon turned Rhys’ head with firm fingers. The bottle returned. Another deep hit.

Rhys reached up without thinking, left hand wrapping one shaft, right hand the other. He stroked in time with his sucking, rotating between them: mouth on one, tongue swirling the head of another, then switching. Precum coated his tongue, salty and bitter and perfect. Drool ran in thick strings from his chin to the floor.

This was heaven.

Pure, helpless, submissive heaven.

He felt small, weak, used, exactly as he’d been conditioned to crave. The cage throbbed uselessly between his legs, a dull ache of denial that only heightened the ecstasy. He never wanted it to end.

Above him, Simon laughed softly.

“Smile for the camera again, princess. Your wife’s going to love these.”
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Mark and Stacy approached the corner booth with the easy confidence of people who owned the room. Mark raised both hands in mock surrender as they slid into the leather seats opposite Erik. “Sorry we’re late. You know how it is, no matter the woman, they’re never ready on time. Don’t worry, she’ll be punished later.”

He laughed, the sound rich and unhurried, and extended his hand across the scarred wooden table. Erik shook it, eyes already drifting sideways to Stacy. She had dropped gracefully to her knees beside the booth the moment they arrived, head bowed, hands resting palms-up on her thighs in perfect presentation posture.

Erik’s gaze lingered. The outfit, if it could be called that, was obscene even for this place: a wide patent-leather belt masquerading as a skirt, barely wider than a handspan, leaving the full curve of her arse and the cleft between her thighs exposed. Above, two black heart-shaped pasties clung to her nipples like afterthoughts, the rest of her enormous breasts bare and swaying gently with each breath. Fresh red handprints bloomed across one cheek; older purple bruises mottled the undersides of her tits and the tender skin along her ribs.

“Man,” Erik said, shaking his head with a low whistle, “it looks like she’s already been punished.”

“Oh, those bruises are yesterday’s work,” Mark replied casually, accepting the menu the waitress had left. “The handprint? That was for delaying me tonight. Five minutes late from the car park. Unacceptable.”

Erik chuckled again, deeper this time, the sound edged with genuine admiration. “I’ve gotta say, your phone call caught me off guard. But seeing Cindy’s sister like this… fuck, I’m jealous. I’m just not sure I could do what you do. Different tastes.”

“Tell me.”

Erik leaned forward, elbows on the table, voice dropping. “I like using women. Tied up. Strangers. Parties where they show up knowing they’re going to get passed around, used hard, sent home dripping and marked. Consent’s ironclad, everyone signs the same waiver, same safewords, but once the scene starts, it’s raw. No romance. No aftercare cuddles. Just bodies.”

Mark nodded slowly, approving. “Got you. And I promise you, I can open doors to exactly those kinds of parties. Private houses, warehouse play-spaces, invitation-only events where the guest list reads like a who’s-who of serious players. If you help me with Cindy.”

Erik spread his hands. “I’m here, aren’t I?”

A waitress approached, tall, curvy, tits straining against a black corset top. Mark knew her well; he’d spent an evening last year clamping those same nipples, flogging them purple while she begged prettily. In the bar, though, she was all professional smiles.

“Evening, gentlemen. What can I get you?”

“Two pints of IPA,” Mark said. “And a dog bowl of house white for my slut, please.”

“Of course, Sir.” She didn’t blink, didn’t glance twice at Stacy kneeling half-naked on the floor. She simply turned on her heel and disappeared toward the bar.

Mark waited until she was out of earshot before continuing. “I need you to ruin her. Completely. In the office. Humiliate her. Destroy her career so thoroughly she’ll never work in corporate again.”

Erik raised an eyebrow. “I kind of need her. She’s actually good at her job.”

“You don’t need her,” Mark countered smoothly. “I can get you ten just as competent for half the salary. But if access to supermodel-grade pussy at exclusive orgies isn’t enough incentive, how about this: I move every scrap of my company’s marketing budget to your agency. Six-figure retainer, above-market rates, the works. You’ll look like a fucking superstar to your board.”

Erik leaned in, interest sharpening. The beers arrived; they clinked glasses. Stacy’s bowl of wine was placed on the floor beside her like a pet’s dish.

“How can I help?” Erik asked.

“Slow build-up. Nothing rushed. I want her to watch her world implode piece by piece. It can’t be just a sex scandal, that’s recoverable. It has to be something that makes her radioactive. Unemployable. I’ll handle the external pressure, leaks, rumours, digital footprints, but you drive it from the inside. Plant the seeds. Let them grow.”

“And the husband?”

Mark’s smile turned cold. “If everything’s on track, right now he’s on his knees in some Manchester basement, mouth full of stranger cock. The sissy’s life is about to flip upside down. In a few weeks he’ll be irrelevant. They’ll divorce, her filing, him filing, doesn’t matter. Either way, they end.”

Erik leaned back, a wide, shit-eating grin spreading across his face. “I think I’m going to enjoy this.”

“I want her crying when she walks out of that building for the last time. I want every single person on that floor to laugh in her slutty little face. I want her broken enough to come running to me, begging me to take her in.”

“You’ve got it.” Erik nodded once, decisive. “But first I want a contract. Your business to me.”

“Send it tomorrow. My legal team will sign off, provided you don’t fuck me around.”

“I won’t.”

Mark knew the Dane was a player. Knew he had a taste for the dark without quite understanding how deep the dark could go. They clinked glasses again, sealing the pact in beer foam and quiet menace.

Then Mark snapped his fingers.

Stacy moved without hesitation. She crawled under the table on hands and knees, the belt-skirt riding up to expose everything. Erik shifted in his seat, spreading his thighs to give her room. She unzipped him with practised fingers, freed his cock, already half-hard from the conversation, and took him into her mouth in one smooth, deep glide.

Erik’s head fell back against the booth. “Jesus… she’s fucking amazing.”

Mark laughed softly. “See? Get properly into the scene, and you might find yourself a little bitch like this one. Trained to perfection.”

Stacy worked him with surgical precision: wet suction, swirling tongue, the exact pressure Mark had whipped into her over an entire day of lessons. She knew when to deep-throat until her nose pressed against his pubic bone, when to pull back and let saliva drip in thick strands, when to hum around the head so the vibration travelled straight to his balls. She gagged prettily on cue, never enough to retch, just enough to remind him she was struggling for his pleasure.

Erik’s hand dropped under the table, fingers tangling in her hair. “Fuck… where do I sign up?”

Mark sipped his beer, watching with detached satisfaction. “Soon enough. For now, enjoy the preview.”

Above the table, two men in business shirts continued their conversation as though nothing were happening beneath it. The waitress returned with fresh drinks and didn’t glance down. In this bar, in this world, some things were simply expected.

Stacy’s only sound was the soft, rhythmic gluck-gluck-gluck of a throat trained to serve. Erik’s breathing grew ragged. Mark smiled into his glass.

The plan was in motion. Cindy’s fall would be beautiful. And when it was done, she would have nowhere left to run but straight into his arms.
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Rhys hadn’t expected Simon to follow him all the way back to the Premier Inn. When he’d mumbled something about calling it a night, the big man had simply shrugged, clapped a heavy hand on his shoulder, and said, “I’ll walk you. Manchester’s not always friendly after dark.” Rhys hadn’t argued. He hadn’t even tried.

In the lift, Simon stepped in beside him without a word. The doors slid shut. Rhys stared at the glowing floor numbers, pulse thudding in his ears, waiting for the moment he’d find the courage to say, This is my floor. Thanks. Goodnight. The words never came. Simon’s presence filled the small metal box like smoke, warm, inescapable, scented faintly with leather and the bar’s lingering haze of poppers and sweat.

The room door clicked open with the key card. Rhys stepped inside first, flicking on the bedside lamp. The space felt suddenly smaller: king bed, cheap neutral décor, his open suitcase spilling lace and pink satin across the chair. Simon followed without asking, closing the door behind him with a soft, final thud.

“Show me some of that sissy hypnosis you’ve been watching,” Simon said, voice low and easy, as though they were discussing football scores.

Rhys’ hands shook as he retrieved the laptop from the desk. He opened a private browser tab, his usual playlist, and scrolled quickly, heart hammering. He selected one labelled “Cuckold Acceptance – Gentle Introduction,” praying the title would keep things tame. No extreme exposure triggers. No ruin fantasies. Just… reinforcement. Something Simon could laugh off.

Simon settled onto the bed, back against the headboard, legs spread. “Why don’t you change into your sissy outfit first? Put on some make-up. Make it proper.”

Rhys swallowed hard. Nodded. Fled to the bathroom.

The little pink dress, frilled, barely mid-thigh, zipped up with trembling fingers. He smoothed the lace stockings, clipped the suspender straps, adjusted the matching satin panties that already clung damply to his caged clitty. In the mirror he looked ridiculous. Pathetic. Feminine in a way that made his stomach twist with equal parts horror and heat. He wasn’t attracted to men. He didn’t want Simon. And yet the thought of being taken, overpowered, given no choice, sent a fresh leak of precum soaking the gusset.

He lined his eyes with shaky black pencil, layered gloss on his lips until they shone wet and obscene. Several deep breaths. Another. Then he stepped back into the room.

Simon was naked now, sprawled across the duvet like he owned it. His cock, thick, heavy, half-hard, lay against one hairy thigh. The poppers bottle waited on the nightstand beside the laptop, screen already glowing. He grinned when he saw Rhys.

“Fuck, princess. Look at you.”

Rhys crawled onto the bed without being told. Simon caught him by the upper arms, pulled him up, and kissed him, slow, deep, tongue claiming without hurry. Rhys froze for half a heartbeat, expecting revulsion. Instead he melted into it. Moaned softly into Simon’s mouth. Tongues slid, wet and hot; stubble scraped his chin. When they parted, Rhys was panting, lips swollen and glossy.

“Turn around,” Simon murmured. “All fours. Face the screen.”

Rhys obeyed instantly. Knees wide, back arched, pink dress rucked up to expose lace-framed arse and the damp satin between his thighs. Simon pressed the poppers bottle into his hand.

“Follow the video. Sniff when it tells you. Deep. Hold it.”

He hit play.

The footage opened on a plain, awkward sissy in a cheap wig, stroking a limp cock in front of a webcam. No music at first, just the wet sounds of flesh and soft, needy whimpers. Then pink-and-black pulses began, slow and hypnotic, washing over the screen like a heartbeat. A calm, feminine voice layered beneath binaural hums:

You thought you were straight. A normal man. Safe. Hidden. In control.

Rhys’ breath caught. The words landed like stones in still water.

But the lie is crumbling. Your clitty betrays you right now. Throbbing. Leaking. For a man. For humiliation. For surrender.

He felt it, the wet bloom spreading in his panties. Shame scorched his cheeks, yet his hips gave a tiny, helpless twitch.

You need help crossing the edge. You crave the push that breaks you forever.

There is only one way left. Complete exposure.

Grainy stills flashed: other sissies, faces clear, dresses identical to his, captions screaming REAL NAME REVEAL – WORK EMAIL LEAKED – FAMILY CHAT SENT. Rhys’ pulse roared in his ears.

Show the world your pink dress. Your painted lips. Your plugged hole. Your desperate, denied little clitty.

Post it. Share it. Tag your real name. Your workplace. Your friends. Your family.

No more hiding. No escape.

Simon’s palm settled warm and heavy on the small of Rhys’ back. “Keep sniffing, princess. Let it sink in.”

Rhys lifted the bottle. One long inhale, both nostrils. The chemical fire exploded behind his eyes. The room tilted; resistance melted into syrupy warmth.

And when they see… When they laugh… When they cut you off, fire you, abandon you… That is when you finally become free.

The text throbbed brighter.

Blackmail is your salvation. Give him everything: Photos. Videos. Passwords. Secrets. Your bank details. Your schedule. Your dignity.

Rhys whimpered. The terror should have been ice. Instead it coiled low and molten in his belly.

Once he owns the evidence, he owns you.

He will leak. He will ruin. He will destroy your old life piece by piece.

And every time a new piece falls, a job lost, a friendship ended, a reputation shredded, your clitty will twitch harder. Your mind will go quieter. Your need to obey will grow absolute.

The on-screen sissy was shaking, hips jerking in ruined denial, face twisted in agonised bliss.

Ruin is pleasure. Exposure is orgasm. Blackmail is love.

Rhys’ arms trembled. He couldn’t look away.

You don’t want choice anymore. You want no way out.

Sniff. Deeper. Let the poppers melt the last of your resistance.

Another hit. The edges of the world blurred. Simon’s thumb brushed the lace over his hole, light, teasing.

You were never straight. You were always this. A sissy begging to be exposed. Begging to be blackmailed. Begging to be ruined.

The screen commanded:

Repeat after me, slut:

“I need to be exposed.”

“I crave blackmail.”

“I deserve total ruin.”

The phrases looped, faster, insistent, pink text flashing in time with his heartbeat. Rhys’ lips moved silently at first. Then, barely audible:

“I need… to be exposed.”

Simon leaned in, breath hot against his ear. “Louder, princess.”

“I crave blackmail.”

“Good girl.”

“I deserve total ruin.”

The video rewarded the sissy on screen with a ruined, hands-free dribble, spasms, slack face, utter relief.

No turning back now. The video is recording you watching this. Your face. Your dress. Your hard clitty. Already evidence.

Rhys’ eyes snapped wide. The webcam light glowed steady red in the laptop’s bezel. This wasn’t his usual streaming platform. Simon had logged into something else, something private, something permanent.

Send it to him. Or he’ll do it for you.

The final text throbbed across the screen in glittering pink:

Exposure. Blackmail. Ruin.

This is your sexuality now. This is your purpose.

Good girl.

The footage faded to black.

One last line lingered, small and vicious:

You’re next.

Simon reached past him and paused the video. Silence rushed in, only Rhys’ ragged breathing, the faint hum of the minibar, the distant traffic outside.

Rhys didn’t move. Couldn’t. His body stayed locked in position: arse presented, dress hiked, clitty leaking through satin, poppers bottle still clutched like a lifeline.

Simon’s hand slid up his spine, slow and possessive. Fingers curled around the back of his neck, not tight, just firm enough to remind him who was in control.

“Pretty words, aren’t they?” Simon murmured. “But words are cheap.”

He leaned down until his lips brushed the shell of Rhys’ ear.

“Time to make them real, princess.”

Rhys whimpered again, small, broken, needy. And somewhere deep inside, the last thin thread of resistance snapped clean.

Simon’s voice was soft, almost tender, the kind of gentleness that made the cruelty underneath feel inevitable. “You’re already leaking for it, aren’t you?”

Rhys managed only a small, helpless nod, cheeks burning beneath the smeared eyeliner.

Simon’s smile widened, slow and predatory. “Then let’s make sure there’s plenty more evidence… before we start sending it out.” He shifted aside, thick cock bobbing heavy and slick as he positioned the swollen head at Rhys’ glossy lips. With his free hand he clicked the reset button on the private exposure site and hit play again. The pink-black pulses resumed immediately, the same hypnotic voice murmuring its inescapable truths. “Keep watching while you suck, princess.”

He pressed the poppers bottle under Rhys’ nose.

Rhys inhaled, long, greedy pulls, and the chemical fire roared through him again. The webcam light stayed mercilessly red, capturing every detail: painted lips stretching wide around Simon’s girth, saliva strings connecting chin to shaft, soft moans vibrating down the length as Rhys bobbed with desperate enthusiasm. In the poppers haze the words from the video sank deeper, rooting themselves like barbs. He realised now, this wasn’t some random kink site Simon had stumbled across. This was purpose-built. Custom. Simon had done this before. Maybe many times. The thought should have terrified him. Instead it only made his caged clitty throb harder against the satin.

For the third loop Simon moved behind him. Rough fingers hooked the waistband of the pink satin panties and yanked them down to mid-thigh. A thick glob of spit landed directly on Rhys’ twitching hole.

“Now this time,” Simon murmured, “four really deep hits. Really deep.”

Rhys obeyed without hesitation. One… two… three… four. Each inhale longer than the last. When he finally exhaled, the world dissolved into liquid heat. Simon chose that exact moment to push forward, slow at first, then one firm, unrelenting thrust that buried him to the hilt.

Rhys’ eyes rolled back. “Oh… yeah…” The sigh slipped out dreamy and high, body opening around the invasion like it had been waiting years. “Fuck me, Master. Use me. Expose me! Ruin me!”

“Oh, I will, sissy. I will.” Simon chuckled low in his throat.

The rhythm built quickly, hard, deep, reckless. Bare cock slamming home, balls slapping against Rhys’ with wet smacks. Rhys’ face dropped to the duvet, muffling his moans, but Simon wasn’t having that. A fist twisted in his hair, yanking his head back so the webcam caught every expression.

“Look at the camera. Smile. And say: ‘I’m Rhys Whitehall and I’m a sissy slut.’”

Rhys’ lips curved into a dazed, glossy grin. “I’m Rhys Whitehall… and I’m a sissy slut.”

“Louder.”

“I’m Rhys Whitehall and I’m a sissy slut!”

“Good girl. Now: ‘I want to be gay! I just want to be gay! Expose me, everyone, and make me gay!’”

Rhys repeated it word for word, grinning wider, eyes glassy and unfocused. Consequences felt distant, abstract, something that happened to other people. Not to the creature he was becoming right now.

Simon was no quickshot. He fucked Rhys for what felt like hours, relentless, varying pace just enough to keep the edge sharp without letting him come down. Rhys kept the poppers bottle glued to his nostrils, inhaling every few minutes until the room spun and his thoughts fragmented into pink static. “Oh fuck… oh fuck…” he chanted into the mattress. “Fucking do me. Destroy me.”

Simon’s growl built low in his chest. One final, brutal thrust, deep enough to make Rhys gasp, and hot pulses flooded inside him. Cum erupted in thick ropes, marking him, claiming him, seeding him from the inside out.

“Oh yeah! Fuck, breed me!”

Simon gave one last hard spank to the reddening arse cheek, then pulled out with a wet pop. “I’m gonna wash up,” he said casually, as though he hadn’t just turned Rhys’ life inside out.

Rhys collapsed forward, face buried in the sheets, feeling the slow, warm drizzle of cum leaking from his used hole, trickling down his balls and pooling on the duvet. The sensation was obscene. Perfect. He lay there trembling, high, empty-headed, letting it drip.

When Simon returned, towel around his waist, he began dressing with unhurried efficiency. “Listen, Rhys. I’m gonna be honest with you. I like you. I like your product. But the company’s going with the other solution. These workshops? They’re just leverage to squeeze the competition’s price down.”

Rhys’ stomach dropped. He’d suspected, deep down, but hearing it aloud cracked something fragile inside him. This contract was supposed to be his career lifeline, the one that would pull him back from “at-risk” status. Now it was gone.

Simon crouched beside the bed, bringing their faces level. “So I’m thinking… why don’t we have some fun with this?” His smile was almost kind. “I’m not going to do anything you don’t want. Obviously. But if you’re game, we could use your… proclivities… as the reason we decline the bid.”

Rhys’ breath hitched. “That would get me fired.”

“I know.” Simon’s eyes gleamed. “But I have a feeling you want that to happen. You want to be exposed, don’t you?”

Tears welled instantly. A cacophony roared in his skull, thousands of looped mantras screaming yes yes yes expose me ruin me force me gay, while one tiny, fading voice of reason whimpered that this was madness. But the cage had kept him edged for weeks. The volcano of arousal inside him was ready to erupt. No relief. Only pressure. Only need.

“Yes,” he breathed. “Expose me. Ruin me, Master.”

“Slowly,” Simon murmured, leaning in to kiss him, soft, almost romantic. “See you in the morning, princess.”

The door clicked shut behind him.

Rhys stared at the laptop screen. The webcam was still recording. He opened the developer console with shaking fingers and found the export path: a private Google Drive link. No username visible, but it had to be Simon’s.

Moments later his phone buzzed. Photos arrived, close-ups of his face stuffed with cock, mascara-streaked, grinning like an idiot around the shaft. He forwarded them to Stacy immediately.

Her reply pinged back almost instantly:

Well done Sissy! I’m proud of you.

That’s not all… Can we call?

A short delay. Then the FaceTime request lit up the screen.

He answered.

Stacy appeared in a silk nightie, hair mussed, clearly in bed. A muscular arm reached from off-screen and plucked the phone from her hand.

Mark’s face filled the frame, handsome, calm, utterly in control. The first time Rhys had seen him clearly since that chance street encounter months ago.

Rhys’ heart stuttered.

“My advice,” Mark said without preamble, “is to put your house on the market. Don’t bother looking for another job. I’ll give you one in one of my gyms.”

“I’m not really built for training…”

Mark laughed once, short and sharp. “Not a trainer, dummy. A cleaner. I get tax benefits for diverse hires.”

“Di… diverse?” Rhys echoed, a hysterical giggle bubbling up.

“Yeah. You’ll be cleaning as a tranny. Understood?”

“Yes… yes, Master.”

“Good. Let me know when you’re done.”

The call ended.

Rhys sat motionless on the ruined sheets, cum still leaking slowly from his hole, pink dress rucked around his waist, make-up smeared, cage throbbing uselessly.

He had tried, weakly, half-heartedly, to pull Cindy back from this abyss at the beginning. Now he saw the truth: he’d laid every plank of the bridge himself. He’d walked out onto it. And he’d jumped.

Rather than wallow, he chuckled, small, broken, relieved, and pressed play on the hypnosis video again. The pink pulses resumed. He brought the poppers bottle back to his nose and inhaled harder than ever, chasing that perfect, brain-melting high.

He didn’t notice how much slower his thoughts had become lately. How words sometimes slipped away mid-sentence. How simple arithmetic felt fuzzy. The long-term hypoxia from chronic popper use and heavy smoking was doing its quiet, irreversible work.

“Expose me, Master,” he whispered to the red recording light. “Ruin me. Make me a gay sissy whore. Destroy me.”

The words looped, over and over, as the webcam drank them in.

He kept repeating them long into the night, voice growing hoarse, mind growing quieter, knowing, somewhere beneath the pink fog, that every syllable was being saved.

Forever.


Twelve

The office felt different that morning, the air thicker, charged with something unspoken. Cindy had grown accustomed to the sidelong glances at her outfits, the microskirts that barely skimmed her arse, the sheer crop tops that left pierced nipples outlined in sharp relief, the lace-top stockings clipped to garters that peeked shamelessly, but today the looks were different. Smirks lingered too long. Eyes darted away when she caught them. Whispers trailed her like smoke. Something had shifted, and the knot in her stomach told her Erik’s hand was in it.

Two weeks had passed since Erik and Mark’s quiet meeting in that dim bar. Two weeks in which Cindy’s world had quietly unravelled without her noticing.

She hadn’t known Rhys had been sacked in the most public, humiliating fashion imaginable, anonymous emails sent to his entire client list and senior team, grainy stills of him on his knees in a Manchester basement, mouth stretched around stranger cock, eyes glassy with poppers and bliss. She hadn’t known he now spent his days in a cheap pink cotton dress, five-inch heels clicking across gym floors, wig slightly askew, full make-up caked on to hide the shame-flush, scrubbing toilets and mopping sweat while men leered and called him “princess.” She hadn’t known Erik had paid a discreet visit to Anke, her line manager, armed with a USB drive of videos: Cindy’s bedroom performances, the OnlyFans leaks, the hypnosis sessions where she begged to be used, hurt, broken. Anke had watched in silence, then agreed: when the moment came, Cindy would be let go. Quietly. Irrevocably.

Cindy sat at her desk, opened her email, and froze.

The subject line was blank. The attachment was a video file simply named “truth.mp4.” She clicked before she could stop herself.

The footage opened on her own bedroom, cameras she’d repositioned herself, her body arched on the bed, fingers frantic between her legs, poppers bottle in hand. Her voice, husky and desperate, filled the speakers:

“I’m a dumb whore. I just need to be fucked. Over and over. Beaten. Used. I don’t deserve anything else.”

The edit was masterful. Intercut were older clips, Mark’s dungeon, her body writhing under the fucking machine, electric clamps biting into her nipples, tears streaming as she begged for more. The juxtaposition was devastating: the corporate professional reduced to a drooling, self-degrading slut. The final frame froze on her face mid-orgasm, mouth open in a silent scream, overlaid text in stark white:

Cindy Whitehall. Marketing Executive. Filthy Cumdump.

She scrolled to the recipients. Not just her team. Not just her floor.

Every single client on her active roster. Vendors. Partners. The entire network she’d spent years cultivating.

Her hands shook so badly she nearly dropped the mouse.

The door swung open without a knock.

“Get undressed,” Erik said, voice flat and final. “Get over the desk.”

He didn’t close the door.

Cindy stood on numb legs. She peeled off the scrap of skirt, the lace thong, the crop top, each item dropped to the carpet like shed skin. Naked except for stockings and heels, she bent over her own desk, palms flat, arse presented. Tears tracked silently down her cheeks.

Erik stepped behind her, unzipped, and thrust in without preamble. The wet slap of flesh echoed down the corridor. Heads appeared in the doorway, colleagues, interns, a cleaner who paused mid-mop, eyes wide with disgust, fascination, pity.

“Tell them,” Erik growled, hips snapping forward. “Tell them what you are.”

“I’m a fucking whore!” she shouted, voice cracking. “I’m a cocksleeve! A cumdump! I’m a fucking slut! I don’t deserve to be anything but trash!”

Erik’s rhythm never faltered. “Where’s your husband right now?”

“At… at work?”

“Yes. But not at the software house anymore. He got fired after sending gay videos to his entire client list. He’s a cleaner now. A transgender cleaner. In a gym. Prancing around in dresses and heels.”

“Oh…” Cindy moaned, the word dissolving into a sob of arousal as her pussy clenched around him.

“After today, you’ll be ruined just like him. But don’t worry. When you leave here, you’ll walk, naked, to the gym around the corner. Mark’s waiting. He’ll take you home.”

“Yes, Sir,” she gasped, hips pushing back to meet each thrust. Faces multiplied in the doorway. Phones lifted. Someone laughed. Someone else muttered “disgusting.”

“I’m such a fucking slut!” she cried, laughing through tears. “I’m a whore! Fuck you all! I’m going to be a cock-hungry whore forever, and you can rot in your corporate bullshit lives!”

Erik finished inside her with a low grunt, pulled out, zipped up, and stepped back.

“Box up your personal shit. Leave the rest. And walk out naked. That’s an order.”

She obeyed.

Security didn’t stop her. No one offered a coat. She clutched a small cardboard box to her chest, high enough to shield her breasts, and walked through the lobby, heels clicking on marble, cum trickling down her inner thighs. Outside, London swallowed her: catcalls, whistles, camera flashes, a woman tutting in outrage. She kept her head high, eyes forward, the box trembling in her grip.

The gym was only three streets away. Busy lunchtime crowd. Sweat and metal clanging. When she pushed through the doors, every head turned. Grins spread like oil on water.

Mark wasn’t immediately visible.

Men approached, slow, curious, predatory. One reached out, brushed a thumb over her nipple.

“Ma’am… you okay? Did something happen?”

Cindy’s voice came out low, sultry, broken. “No… but I’m a slut. And I want something to happen.”

Hands multiplied. Fingers pinched, stroked, squeezed. She dropped to her knees on the rubberised floor, mouth open, accepting the first cock that presented itself. Then another. Then three at once, sucking, stroking, choking prettily while others jerked themselves over her face and tits.

Staff hesitated, then a calm voice cut through the grunts.

“Let them have their fun with my new toy.”

Mark stood at the edge of the group, arms folded, watching with detached pride.

Eventually he stepped forward, took her hand, and led her through the crowd to the back office. A thick leather collar waited on the desk, black, high, gold lettering: WHORE. He buckled it around her throat, clipped a matching leash, and snapped his fingers.

Cindy dropped to all fours without a word.

He walked her out, crawling behind him through the gym, past staring members, out onto the pavement. London gawked: phones up, laughter, gasps, shouts of “call the police!” Someone did. Mark saw the uniforms approaching two blocks away, tugged the leash sharply, and flagged a black cab.

Inside, she knelt between his knees, opened his fly, and took him deep. He stroked her hair the entire ride, patient, almost affectionate.

“I knew I’d get you eventually,” he murmured. “But one more thing, pet.”

Her eyes lifted, never breaking rhythm.

“Divorce your husband. He’s gay now anyway. No great loss.”

She blinked once, slow, deliberate. Agreement. Acceptance. Relief.

London traffic crawled. She worked him patiently until he spilled down her throat, thick and hot. She swallowed without spilling a drop.

At the house, Stacy waited in the hallway, naked, identical thick collar reading CUMSLUT. Cindy crawled forward without prompting and buried her face between her sister’s thighs, lapping hungrily, desperately, like a dog reunited with its owner.

“Good slut,” Stacy purred, fingers threading through Cindy’s dark hair. “It all went to plan.”

“Perfectly,” Mark said, kissing Stacy long and deep. “Enjoy your new toy. Don’t break her.”

“I promise.” Stacy giggled.

“I’ve got to head to the office. Make sure she’s ready for me tonight.”

“Of course, Master.”

Stacy clipped the leash and led Cindy upstairs. In the bedroom she unclipped the chain, patted the mattress.

“Come here, sis. How do you feel?”

“Stupid,” Cindy whispered.

“Why?”

“Because I could’ve been here, with you, this whole time.”

Stacy smiled softly. “You needed the fall. The torture. The ruin. You couldn’t fake that feeling.”

“No.” Cindy shook her head. “Impossible.”

“Same for me. But now…” Stacy leaned in, kissed her, slow, deep, tongues sliding. “We’re together forever. Sisters in love.”

“I can’t believe I’m doing this with my sister,” Cindy breathed against her lips. “But I don’t care. I love you. Sexually. And I love Mark. I’m divorcing Rhys.”

Stacy giggled. “I know. I orchestrated his ruin. My little project these last weeks. He fucked a client with a massive exposure fetish, completely unplanned, but perfect. Here we are.”

“And he’s cleaning gyms in drag?”

“For now. Once the house sells and the divorce is final, Mark’s cutting him loose. No male clothes left. No savings. He’s meeting a man who runs a gay brothel in Berlin. He’ll go with him. Work there.”

Cindy’s cunt throbbed at the image, Rhys on his knees in some dark Berlin basement, mouth and arse for hire. She should have felt guilt. Instead she felt only heat.

The sisters kissed again. Hands wandered. Fingers slipped inside. Mouths followed. They made love for hours, slow, hungry, reverent, until Stacy finally pulled back.

“Time to get you ready.”

The old thin choker came off. A new collar replaced it, thicker, higher, gold letters spelling WHORE. Stacy applied make-up: heavy, trashy, porn-star slutty. Then she bleached Cindy’s hair platinum, cut it into a choppy bob, styled it with volume and attitude.

They moved to the next room, a dedicated content studio. Cameras on tripods, ring lights, softboxes, a large bed draped in black satin, computers humming with live feeds.

“This is our recording room,” Stacy explained. “While Master’s at work, we make content.”

Cindy stared at the setup, a wicked thought sparking.

“Why throw Rhys away? He could clean, cook, serve. We could feminise him on camera. Torture him. Make money.”

Stacy’s eyes lit up. “Fuck. That’s good. I’ll pitch it to Master. For now…” She gestured to the main camera. “Smile. Thank the fans who’ve been watching you all along.”

“Wait, people have been watching?”

“Thousands. Every bedroom clip you set up for Mark. They know exactly what a filthy slut you are.”

Cindy’s pussy dripped onto the floor. The red lights blinked on.

She stepped into frame, naked except for the collar and fresh platinum hair, and looked straight into the lens.

“Hello, everyone,” she purred, voice husky with fresh tears and fresh arousal. “I’m Cindy. Your dumb whore. Your cocksleeve. Your cumdump. Thank you for watching me fall. Thank you for jerking off to my ruin. I’m home now. And I’m never leaving.”

She dropped to her knees beside Stacy, who clipped the leash again.

Together they smiled for the camera, sisters, slaves, stars.

The live chat exploded.
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Dennis stood on the polished doorstep of the Victorian house, the early evening drizzle misting his coat. Beside him knelt Emma, tall, blonde, Dutch, cheekbones sharp enough to cut glass, leashed at the collar, naked except for black thigh-highs and the heavy steel cuffs that matched her ankle restraints. Her platinum hair hung in damp strands over her shoulders; goosebumps pebbled her skin, but she held position perfectly: knees apart, back straight, eyes down. She had taken to pain with terrifying enthusiasm, welts, clamps, needles, suspension, but the one thing she refused was divorce. Her husband, some banker in Rotterdam, clung to the marriage like a life raft. Dennis had tried everything short of outright coercion. Shame. Such a waste of prime masochistic flesh.

The door opened.

Rhys Whitehall stood there in full sissy-maid regalia: pink satin frills, white lace apron, black patent Mary Janes with five-inch heels, full make-up (heavy contour, false lashes, glossy pink lips), and a blonde wig styled in bouncy curls. A tiny chastity cage bulged obscenely beneath the petticoats. His eyes were glassy, pupils blown from whatever cocktail of poppers and hypnosis he’d been fed that afternoon.

“Please come in, Master Dennis,” Rhys recited, voice pitched high and breathy, the script drilled into him over months.

Dennis tugged Emma’s leash. She crawled forward on hands and knees, heels scraping the parquet. Rhys closed the door behind them with a soft click.

“May I get you a drink, Sir?”

“No. Just lead me to the dungeon.”

“Yes, Master.”

They descended the narrow staircase, Rhys leading with mincing steps, Emma crawling behind Dennis, leash taut. The air grew warmer, thicker with the scent of wax, sweat, rubber, and ozone.

The dungeon was alive with sound.

Stacy hung suspended in the centre, spit-roasted on a industrial fucking machine: one thick silicone cock pistoning into her cunt, another down her throat. Above her, a row of black candles dripped steady streams of hot wax onto her back, breasts, and thighs, red rivulets hardening into glossy patterns. A violet wand crackled on her clit hood piercing, the arc jumping in vicious blue-white bursts. Her screams were raw, animal, beautiful music.

Against the far wall, Cindy was mounted on a heavy metal spreader bar: steel hooks through her stretched labia pulling her open wide, a fat black dildo gag strapped deep in her throat. Mark stood behind her, one gloved fist buried wrist-deep in her arse, the other forcing its way into her cunt, double fisting her with slow, deliberate twists. Her body shook, tears and drool streaming, but her hips rolled greedily, chasing more.

Mark glanced up. “Oh. You’re here. Excellent timing.” He nodded at Cindy. “She’s being a bit loud today. Punch her tit for me?”

“With pleasure.” Dennis stepped forward, drew back, and slammed a closed fist into the side of Cindy’s left breast. The impact made a meaty thud; the flesh rippled, a fresh purple bloom spreading instantly. Cindy’s muffled scream vibrated around the gag.

Dennis grinned. “I brought you my bitch.” He jerked Emma’s leash; she crawled forward, whimpering. “Good luck getting her husband to sign the papers, though. The stubborn Dutch fucker won’t budge.”

Mark chuckled, never pausing the slow churn of his fists. “I can manage it.”

“So you’re not selling the ex-husband after all?”

“Under discussion. Nothing decided yet.” Mark withdrew both hands with wet pops, leaving Cindy gaping and quivering. He wiped the gloves on a towel, then turned to Emma. “Come play with this one. I want to try my new toy.”

He grabbed a fistful of Emma’s long blonde hair and dragged her across the cold concrete floor. She screamed, high, indignant, until he threw her face-down onto the padded bondage slab and pinned her wrists above her head in the built-in cuffs.

“She’s pretty,” Mark observed, running rough hands over her body, squeezing breasts, pinching nipples, slapping the slight softness of her belly and thighs. “But a bit flabby in places.”

“Hey!” Emma snapped, twisting against the restraints.

Mark’s hand cracked across her face, hard enough to snap her head sideways. A red handprint bloomed instantly on her cheek.

“Shut the fuck up, cunt. I own you now.”

Emma’s eyes filled with tears, but her voice dropped to the required whisper. “Yes, Master.”

She knew the rules of the bet. Dennis had lost, spectacularly. The wager: if he lost, Emma became Mark’s property.

Mark turned to Dennis. “You want to watch, or join in?”

Dennis shrugged off his coat. “Both.”

Mark smiled. “Good. Rhys, fetch the violet wand and the heavy tawse. Stacy needs a break anyway.”

Rhys scurried to obey, heels clicking, petticoats swishing. He returned with the requested items, then knelt in the corner, hands behind back, eyes down, silent witness.

Mark clipped the violet wand’s mushroom head to the stand and positioned it against Emma’s clit. The first crackle made her arch and scream. He laughed softly, then picked up the tawse, a thick, split-tailed Scottish strap, and brought it down across her arse with a meaty crack.

Emma howled.

Dennis stepped closer, unzipping. “She takes it beautifully, doesn’t she?”

“She does.” Mark delivered another stroke, then another. Red welts rose in neat parallel lines. “But she still thinks she’s going home to that banker husband. We’ll fix that.”

He leaned down, voice low against Emma’s ear. “You’re going to beg me to keep you. You’re going to call him yourself, on speaker, and tell him you’re divorcing him for a real Master. And if he refuses… we’ll send him the footage. Every frame. His pretty Dutch wife, fisted, whipped, begging to be bred by strangers.”

Emma sobbed, shaking her head. “No… please…”

Mark slapped her face again, lighter this time, almost affectionate. “Yes. And you’ll thank me for it.” Mark chuckled. “I might actually leave the husband to Stacy. She was quite influential in turning this one.”

“Have you thought about putting him on hormones?” Dennis asked, looking over at the sissy. “He’s not bad looking.”

“Didn’t know you’re into men?” Mark chuckled.

“Not men, but trannies? Sure.”

Across the room, Cindy’s hooks were finally removed; she collapsed to her knees, gasping, drooling around the gag. Stacy was unstrapped from the machine, body a canvas of wax and welts, and guided to kneel beside her sister. The two women, once rivals, now collared sisters, pressed foreheads together, breathing hard.

Dennis looked between them all, Rhys in the corner, silent and broken; Cindy and Stacy kneeling in worship; Emma stretched and screaming on the slab.

He smiled.

Mark had built an empire here. Dennis was merely a guest. But he intended to enjoy every minute of his visit.

“Hit her tits next,” Dennis suggested, voice thick. “She loves it when they bruise.”

Mark raised the tawse. Emma’s scream echoed up the stairs, beautiful, broken, inevitable.

Somewhere in Rotterdam, a banker’s phone would soon buzz with a video he would never unsee. It would be the first video which would lead to his downfall.

They beat and tortured the women for half the night.

The dungeon echoed with a symphony of muffled screams, sharp cracks, and the low hum of machinery, a relentless orchestra conducted by Mark and Dennis, each man trading implements like surgeons swapping scalpels. Stacy, Cindy, and Emma were the focal points, their bodies twisted and bound in positions designed to maximise exposure and vulnerability. No blades, no piercings that drew blood, just pure, unyielding pain inflicted through impact, electricity, heat, and denial. Mark had set the rules: push them to the brink, make them beg, but keep them whole. The session stretched on, hour after excruciating hour, the men pausing only to hydrate or switch stations, ensuring the women’s agony built in waves without respite.

First, they focused on Stacy, the original prize, her body already a map of bruises from earlier sessions. She was strapped face-down to a padded bench, wrists and ankles locked in steel cuffs that spread her limbs wide. A heavy rubber bit gag silenced her screams into guttural moans. Mark started with the tawse, the thick Scottish strap landing across her arse cheeks in measured strokes, each one a fiery explosion that radiated through her muscles, making her thighs quake. Dennis joined in, wielding a bamboo cane for contrast: thin, whippy lines that stung like hornet bites, overlapping the broader welts until her skin burned as if flayed by invisible flames. They alternated, tawse for deep, throbbing ache; cane for sharp, searing lines, working from her calves up to her shoulders, avoiding only her spine and kidneys. Stacy’s body arched against the restraints, sweat pouring off her, her muffled pleas lost in the gag. After twenty minutes, Mark attached weighted clamps to her labia, tugging them downward with gravity’s cruel pull, while Dennis cranked up a TENS unit wired to pads on her inner thighs. The electricity pulsed in random bursts, low hums building to vicious shocks that made her muscles seize and twitch uncontrollably. She convulsed for another half-hour, the combination of impact and current turning her world into a haze of unrelenting fire.

Cindy was next, suspended from the ceiling in a intricate rope harness that hoisted her arms high behind her back in a strict strappado position, her toes barely brushing the floor. The strain on her shoulders was immediate and brutal, joints screaming as gravity pulled her forward. Dennis circled her with a violet wand, the glass electrode crackling with blue sparks that danced across her skin, zapping her nipples, her belly, the undersides of her breasts. Each contact was like a thousand needles pricking at once, the ozone scent filling the air as her body jerked involuntarily. Mark added to the torment with a heavy flogger, its thick leather tails thudding against her back and thighs in rhythmic swings, each impact a dull, bone-deep throb that built layer upon layer, her muscles knotting in protest. They ignored her tears, her choked sobs through the ring gag that forced her mouth open wide. After the flogging came the heat: Dennis held lit candles close, not dripping, but hovering the flame inches from her skin, the radiant burn making her twist and writhe to escape the invisible inferno. Mark clamped her nipples with alligator clips connected to a low-voltage chain, then attached weights that swung with every movement, yanking and stretching the sensitive buds until the pain shot straight to her core. For forty minutes they rotated: zap, thud, burn, tug, her body a live wire of agony, every nerve ending alight, her mind fracturing under the overload.

Emma, the newcomer, was bound to the slab on her back, legs frog-tied wide with heavy ropes that dug into her flesh, exposing her completely. Her high cheekbones flushed red as the men began with her tits, Dennis’s suggestion coming to fruition. Mark used the heavy tawse first, bringing it down across her breasts in controlled arcs, the leather slapping against the soft mounds and sending shockwaves through her chest. Each strike compressed the tissue, the pain blooming deep and radiating to her ribs, her breath hitching in ragged gasps. Dennis followed with his fists, closed-knuckle punches to the sides and undersides, not hard enough to bruise internally but forceful enough to make her feel like her chest was caving in. She screamed openly at first, no gag to muffle her, her Dutch accent thick with pleas: “Stop! Please, Master, ahh!” They didn’t. After the impacts came the electricity: a cattle prod pressed to her inner thighs, her soles, her armpits, short, intense jolts that made her body convulse like a marionette on strings, muscles cramping in waves that left her trembling. Mark introduced suction cups to her nipples and clit, pumping them until the vacuum pulled the flesh taut and swollen, the pressure building to an unbearable ache that throbbed with her heartbeat. Dennis added predicament bondage: a chain from her nipple clamps to her big toes, forcing her to choose between arching her feet (straining her calves) or relaxing (yanking the clamps harder). She endured this for an hour, sweat-soaked and sobbing, the pain layering until her world narrowed to the next zap, the next punch, the next impossible choice.

The men rotated the women every half-hour, ensuring no one got a break. Stacy moved to the strappado, her already sore body screaming anew as the shoulder strain combined with fresh violet wand zaps and weighted clamps on her swollen labia. Cindy was flipped onto the bench, her back exposed for the cane and tawse while a violet wand hummed against her clit, the electricity making her hips buck uncontrollably. Emma was hoisted into suspension, the ropes biting into her skin as punches and flogging targeted her arse and thighs, heat from candles radiating just close enough to scorch without blistering.

Interspersed were moments of forced interaction: Mark commanded Cindy to crawl to Stacy and lick the wax from her sister’s back while Dennis shocked Cindy’s arse with the prod, each lap interrupted by a jolt that made her bite down accidentally, adding sharp pinches to Stacy’s torment. Emma was made to beg for each strike, her voice breaking as she recited: “Please, Master, hurt me more, I deserve it.” Rhys, the silent sissy maid, was occasionally ordered to hold implements or wipe sweat, his caged clitty leaking at the sight, but he dared not interfere.

The pain was extreme, unrelenting, muscles screaming from strain, skin on fire from impacts and heat, nerves fried from electricity. No blood spilled, no permanent marks beyond bruises and welts that would fade in days, but the agony was psychological too: the women pushed to subspace and beyond, floating in a sea of torment where time blurred and surrender became ecstasy. Stacy broke first, babbling gratitude through her gag; Cindy followed, her body shaking in silent submission; Emma held out longest, her masochistic core thriving, but eventually even she whispered, “More… please… break me.”

By the time the clock struck three AM, half the night gone, the women hung limp in their bonds, bodies quivering with aftershocks, minds shattered into blissful oblivion. Mark and Dennis stepped back, admiring their work, before beginning the slow unwind: untying, soothing with cool cloths, whispering affirmations. The torture had forged them deeper into slavery.

“I’ve got an idea,” Mark said, watching Dennis circle Rhys for what must have been the fiftieth time that night. The big man’s eyes were hungry, appraising, fingers already twitching as though measuring how much force it would take to break the sissy without leaving permanent marks.

Dennis licked his lips and stepped closer. He lifted the pink frilled skirt without ceremony, exposing the satin panties and the tiny steel cage beneath. His thick fingers slid between Rhys’ thighs, probing the slick, recently-used hole. Rhys whimpered, hips twitching forward involuntarily.

“He takes cock?” Dennis asked, voice rough.

“Of course,” Mark replied, casual as if discussing the weather. “Trained daily. Poppers, hypnosis, regular use. He’s loose enough for two, tight enough to feel good.”

Dennis nodded once, decisive. “I’ll take it. A few months on hormones, regular torture sessions, I’ll make her pretty. Real pretty.” He squeezed Rhys’ arse cheek hard enough to leave fingerprints. “Just do me a favour.”

“What?”

“If you convert the Dutch one, Emma, bring her to me when you’re done. I reckon I could create something special with her. Tall, blonde, masochistic… perfect canvas.”

Mark’s grin was slow and predatory. “With pleasure.”

Rhys’ eyes widened, pupils dilating with fresh terror. He opened his mouth, perhaps to beg, perhaps to protest, but the words died under Mark’s warning glance. Speaking out of turn earned stripes; speaking now would earn worse. He stayed silent, trembling, as Dennis clipped a heavy leather leash to the D-ring on his collar.

“I’ll send someone round tomorrow for the rest of his things,” Dennis said, giving the leash a sharp tug. Rhys stumbled forward on his high heels. “Everything. No male clothes left behind.”

Mark shrugged. “Better than Berlin, eh, sissy?”

Rhys swallowed hard. Berlin had been the nightmare dangling over him for weeks, the gay brothel, endless strangers, no way home. At least this kept him in the UK. In London. Close enough to glimpse Cindy, his wife, soon ex-wife, from afar. In the months since they’d moved into Mark’s sprawling mansion, he’d watched her transformation accelerate. She’d stopped looking at him with anything resembling affection. Her smiles were reserved for Mark, for Stacy. She’d whisper “I love you” to them nightly, loud enough for Rhys to hear from his corner pallet on the floor. Never to him.

The divorce papers had been signed two weeks ago. Cindy had insisted, at first, on letting him stay. “He’s harmless,” she’d told Mark. “Let him watch. It’ll be funny.” But as the final hearing approached, her tune changed. She wanted him gone. Erased. Stacy had been the one to plead for mercy, begging Mark to find another solution. Rhys had clung to that tiny kindness, convincing himself it was compromise. Family. Pity.

Now he saw the truth.

“When are you next in the UK?” Mark asked Dennis, already turning back to the bound women.

“You know me,” Dennis grunted. “Can’t stand the place. Rain, queues, bloody taxes. Think this bitch will like Germany?”

Mark blinked. “I don’t give a shit.”

“Well, at least I can whore her out there. Berlin’s got a market for pretty sissies. She’ll earn her keep.”

“True.”

The words landed like punches. Rhys’ knees buckled; Dennis yanked the leash to keep him upright. Germany after all. The brothel. Endless cock. No London. No chance glimpses of Cindy walking past a café window. No faint hope of forgiveness.

He looked up, straight into Cindy’s eyes.

She was still bound to the bench, wrists cuffed high, body glistening with sweat and wax residue, but her expression was clear: triumphant. Vicious.

Even knowing it would earn her punishment, she couldn’t resist.

“Yeah,” she spat, voice raw from screaming earlier. “Fuck off, you useless cunt. I don’t even want you here anymore.”

Rhys froze. Tears welled instantly.

Cindy laughed, high, cruel, delighted. “Yeah, cry, you fucking cunt. Cry! Useless fucking cunt! USELESS PUSSY! FAG ASSHOLE! FUCKING LEAVE! FUCK OFF!”

She yanked against her restraints, chains rattling, breasts heaving with each vicious word. Her laughter grew wilder, almost manic, as Rhys’ tears spilled over, tracking black mascara down his powdered cheeks.

He sobbed openly, quiet, broken sounds that made Stacy smirk and Emma whimper in sympathy or fear.

Dennis gave the leash another sharp tug. “Come on, princess. Time to go home.”

Rhys stumbled after him up the narrow stairs, heels clacking unevenly, petticoats swishing. Behind him, Cindy’s laughter followed like a blade.

“Cry harder, sissy! Cry all the way to Berlin!”

The front door opened to the cold March night. Rain slicked the pavement. Dennis pulled Rhys into the back of a waiting black Mercedes, the leather seats cold against his bare thighs. The door slammed shut.

As the car pulled away from the kerb, Rhys pressed his tear-streaked face to the tinted window. The mansion lights receded. Somewhere inside, Cindy was still laughing.

He would never see her again. Not as her husband. Not even as her cuck. Just another discarded toy, shipped off to a foreign city to service strangers until even the memory of her cruelty faded into the pink fog of hormones and hypnosis.

The car merged onto the motorway, heading east toward the airport.

Rhys closed his eyes and whispered the only mantra he had left.

“Expose me… ruin me… make me a gay sissy whore…”

The words tasted bitter, but he kept repeating them anyway, because it was all he had.




Epilogue

The renovations to the Hamburg superbrothel had transformed the place from a grimy, functional fuck-factory into something almost luxurious. Thick carpet muffled footsteps along the corridors, deep pink bleeding into electric blue in the transgender and shemale wing, Rhi’s domain. Soft LED strips cast flattering glows over mirrored walls; each room had fresh linen, soundproofing, and discreet call buttons for lube, towels, or backup. It smelled faintly of vanilla and clean sweat instead of stale cigarettes and despair.

Rhi, once Rhys Whitehall, leaned against the doorframe of her assigned suite, still catching her breath after her last client. Two years in Hamburg had honed her. Hormones had softened her jawline, swelled her breasts to a full C-cup, rounded her hips just enough to make the cheap silk kimono she wore cling in all the right places. Her hair, platinum like Cindy’s had become, was cut in a sharp, asymmetrical bob that framed her face when she worked. She liked the look. It made her feel dangerous, expensive.

Dennis had tired of her after eighteen months. He’d kept her prettied-up, tortured daily, fucked nightly, then one morning simply handed her a one-way ticket to Berlin with a pat on the arse and the words, “You’re too soft now. Go earn your keep.” She hadn’t cried. She’d boarded the train, heels clicking, and never looked back.

The brothel paid well. She set her own hours, charged premium rates, and funnelled the excess into a crypto wallet and a small flat overlooking the Alster. Her OnlyFans, rebranded as Rhi the Ronin, brought in passive thousands monthly: archived videos of her in chastity, popper-drunk and begging; fresh content of her taking two, three, sometimes four men at once while reciting mantras in a breathy, broken voice. She travelled when she wanted, Barcelona, Bangkok, Cape Town, always returning to Hamburg because the clients here paid top euro and asked few questions.

She was a shemale slut. That was her identity now. Clean, simple, liberating.

But like a samurai without a lord, she felt directionless. A ronin. Her biggest ache, the one no client could touch, was Cindy. The woman she’d once loved. Still loved, if she was honest. The divorce had been clinical; Cindy’s signature on the papers had been neat, almost cheerful. After that, silence. No messages, no sightings, no leaks from Stacy. Rhi had stopped searching after the first year. It hurt less that way.

She padded barefoot down the corridor toward the staff lounge, kimono slipping off one shoulder. The new TV screens, part of the renovation, were mounted at intervals, looping high-quality porn feeds to keep the atmosphere charged. Most showed generic gangbangs, glory holes, latex orgies.

One screen stopped her cold.

Femdom. A dungeon she recognised instantly: Mark’s old playroom in the Islington house, the same black-painted brick, the same heavy whipping bench bolted to the floor. Two Asian women, Stacy and Cindy, stood in matching black leather corsets and thigh-high boots, hair pulled into severe ponytails. Stacy held a thick strap-on slick with lube; Cindy gripped another, this one ribbed and monstrous. At their feet knelt a sissy in pink latex, wrists cuffed behind back, face buried in Stacy’s crotch while Cindy railed his arse with slow, punishing strokes.

Rhi’s breath caught.

The sissy was muscular, broad shoulders, defined arms, but feminised: heavy breasts swaying beneath a harness, long dark hair in a messy ponytail, full lips stretched around Stacy’s dildo. The face… the jawline, the eyes…

Mark.

Big, bad, badass Mark, reduced to a whimpering, plugged, pegged plaything. His eyes were glassy, pupils blown, cheeks streaked with mascara tears of pleasure. He moaned around Stacy’s cock, hips rocking back to meet Cindy’s thrusts, the sound tinny through the TV speakers but unmistakable.

Rhi blinked. Then smiled, slow, wicked, genuine.

“Now how the fuck have they done that?” she murmured to the empty corridor.

She watched another minute. Cindy pulled out, slapped Mark’s reddened arse, then forced his head down so Stacy could deep-throat him. Mark gagged prettily, drool stringing from his chin. The women laughed, cruel, affectionate, triumphant. The camera lingered on Cindy’s face: flushed, radiant, utterly in command.

Rhi felt something shift inside her chest. Not pain. Not regret. Hunger.

She had money. She had freedom. She had skills, years of taking cock, giving it, performing for cameras, enduring pain that would break most people. And she had unfinished business.

Berlin was a chapter. Hamburg was a job. London was home.

She turned away from the screen, kimono slipping further, and walked back to her suite. Her phone was already in hand.

First message: to her manager. Taking two weeks off. Starting tomorrow.

Second: to her travel agent. One-way to Heathrow. Business class. Earliest flight.

Third: a single line to an old chat she hadn’t opened in two years.

Miss me?

She hit send before she could overthink it, then she opened her wardrobe, pulled out the one item she’d kept from the old life: a small pink collar with faded gold lettering.

WHORE.

She buckled it around her throat, tight enough to remind her who she was. Rhi smiled at her reflection, pretty, hard, unbroken. Time to go home. Not as Rhys. Not as a victim. As the ronin who’d finally found a new master, or perhaps two.

She closed the suitcase, turned off the light, and walked out into the Hamburg night.

The superbrothel’s neon sign buzzed behind her. She didn’t look back.
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It was Emma who cracked the foundation.

She had never truly craved the pain the way Stacy and Cindy did. For her, the thrill had always been the prelude, the charged air before the first strike, the way a woman’s breath hitched when she realised escape was impossible, the electric tension of dominance hanging like smoke. She enjoyed receiving it, yes, enough to convince Dennis she was worth the wager, but what truly ignited her was giving it. Watching another woman’s composure fracture under her hand. Hearing the first involuntary whimper turn into a plea. That was power.

When Mark and the girls turned their attention to Jacob, Emma’s quiet, unassuming Dutch banker husband, the shift began. Jacob was methodical, resistant at first, but the trio’s talent for sissification was surgical. Within weeks he was shaved, caged, corseted, and responding to “Jade” with glassy-eyed obedience. Emma watched every session from the shadows, arms folded, lips curved in private satisfaction. Not because she wanted Jacob broken, she didn’t hate him, but because she saw how effortlessly Cindy and Stacy orchestrated the fall. How much they enjoyed it.

And she wanted that for herself.

On the days Mark was out, business trips, gym oversight, client meetings, the three women were alone in the Islington mansion. Emma began small. “Let me practise,” she’d say, voice soft but edged with command. “Just a little. I want to learn.” Stacy and Cindy, still riding the high of their own submission, agreed. They were curious. Flattered, even. They let her bind their wrists with silk scarves, test the weight of a paddle against their thighs, trace the violet wand’s arc across their nipples until they arched and gasped.

It was play, at first.

Then it became routine.

“Mistress Emma,” they began to whisper when Mark wasn’t listening. The title slipped out naturally, like a secret shared between conspirators. Emma never corrected them. She simply smiled, and the next time she would push a little harder, tighter clamps, longer denial, a slap that left a perfect handprint blooming across a cheek. They never told Mark. Some things were too delicious to share.

The turning point came after Jade’s final transformation. Jacob was gone; only the pretty, submissive sissy remained, kneeling prettily at Emma’s feet in pastel lingerie, eyes adoring. Emma looked down at him, then across the dungeon at Stacy and Cindy, sweaty, marked, still flushed from the session, and felt the idea crystallise.

“I want to keep Jade around,” she said quietly. “Not like your sissy. Not discarded. Kept.”

Cindy looked away, cheeks burning. “Yes, Mistress.” The words were automatic now, but the longing in her eyes was real. She missed Rhys in a way she could never admit aloud.

“But Mark won’t allow it,” Emma continued, voice calm. “He’ll ship Jade off the moment he’s bored. And I like living here. I like this house.” She paused, letting the silence stretch. “I’ve decided I want it.”

Stacy’s eyes widened. Cindy froze.

“If Mark hears you say that...”

“We’re going to feminise Mark,” Emma said, the words dropping like stones into still water.

Cindy blinked. Stacy’s mouth opened, then closed.

“How?” they asked in unison. Neither sounded horrified. Curious, perhaps. Tired, definitely. Beneath the collars and the ecstasy of submission, they had begun to notice the cracks: Mark’s arrogance, his indifference to their emotional needs, the way freedom evaporated the moment the ropes came off. Without the BDSM framework, he was simply a control freak who liked being worshipped.

Emma’s smile was slow, confident. “Leave that to me.”

What no one knew, what even Dennis had never discovered, was that Emma held a PhD in pharmaceutical chemistry. She had spent years in corporate labs designing delivery systems for psychoactive compounds before burning out and falling into the kink scene. She knew exactly which molecules softened resistance, heightened suggestibility, amplified buried impulses. She knew how to thread them into everyday drinks without detection.

Through discreet European backchannels, old colleagues, encrypted forums, she sourced the precursors: small quantities of scopolamine derivatives, GHB analogues, and a custom nootropic cocktail designed to lower prefrontal inhibition while boosting limbic response to erotic cues. Nothing illegal enough to draw attention; just enough to make the mind pliable.

She started with Mark’s evening whisky. A few drops at first. Then more. By week three he was glassy-eyed by nine PM, suggestible, pliant. That was when she introduced the VR headset, modified with binaural beats, subliminal visuals, and looped voice tracks she’d recorded herself in a soft, hypnotic purr.

She couldn’t rewrite his core. But she could excavate.

She found the fracture in his childhood: a domineering mother who belittled him, mocked his softness, demanded perfection while offering no warmth. The same dynamic he now inflicted on others. Emma weaponised it. The hypnosis reframed submission as safety, femininity as escape, panties as armour against the memory of maternal scorn.

The first pair appeared in his underwear drawer, pink satin ruffled bloomers, innocent and obscene. He stared at them for days, fingers trembling as he touched the fabric. The compulsion grew. One night he slipped them on in secret, cock hardening instantly, shame and arousal twisting into something addictive. He hid them. Washed them himself. Thought no one knew.

They knew everything. Hidden cameras in every room captured each stolen moment.

After bloomers came lace briefs, then bras (he cried the first time he fastened one), stockings, skirts, blouses, full dresses. Each step was documented, high-definition, timestamped, irrefutable.

A year later, Mark was Marie.

She knelt in the same dungeon where she had once ruled, wrists cuffed behind her back, heavy silicone breasts swaying beneath a sheer babydoll, arse plugged with a jewelled tail, mouth stretched around Jade’s cock while Stacy and Cindy took turns pegging her from behind. Marie moaned like she was born for it, high, needy, grateful.

Before the final collaring, Emma had insisted on one last formality: marriage. A quiet registry office ceremony, Marie in a modest white dress and veil, Emma radiant in black. The prenup was ironclad: any proven “affair” (defined broadly as sexual contact with anyone other than Emma or her designated slaves) would forfeit the entire estate, house, investments, offshore accounts, to Emma outright.

Stacy and Cindy had helped seal the deal. They’d filmed Marie begging for the signature, cock caged and leaking, promising eternal obedience while Emma stroked her hair and whispered, “Sign, darling. Be a good girl.”

Now the house belonged to Mistress Emma.

Marie and Jade served side by side, pretty, obedient, interchangeable. Stacy and Cindy knelt at Emma’s feet each evening, collars gleaming, addressing her with reverence. The sisters had traded one owner for another, but this one listened. This one cared about their pleasure as much as their pain. This one let them breathe.

Emma sat on the throne Mark had once occupied, legs crossed, a glass of chilled Sancerre in hand. She looked at the three kneeling figures, Marie blushing beneath heavy make-up, Jade adoring, Stacy and Cindy serene, and felt only calm satisfaction.

She had wanted the house. She had wanted power. She had taken both.

The years had been kind to the women of the Islington mansion, now officially rebranded as “The Dominion,” a discreet but wildly profitable enterprise that blended high-end BDSM training, bespoke sissification programs, and a sprawling porn media empire.

What began as Emma’s quiet coup had snowballed into an international operation. They took in wealthy, closeted men who craved the slow, humiliating slide into femininity; they emerged months later as polished sissies, eager to serve or perform on camera. The content arm, OnlyFans channels, custom clips, live-streamed sessions, and a members-only subscription site called “Surrender”, generated seven figures annually. Stacy and Cindy handled production and talent; Emma oversaw chemistry (both literal and metaphorical), ensuring every subject was pliable without ever crossing into non-consent. Marie (formerly Mark) and Jade managed the domestic side, cooking, cleaning, serving drinks in frilly aprons while the cameras rolled for “behind-the-scenes” bonus content.

They travelled constantly: Berlin Fetish Film Festival, Berlin Darklands, London Rubber Week, New York Hellfire parties, Los Angeles Kink conventions. They arrived as a matched set, Mistress Emma in severe black latex, flanked by her two lieutenants in coordinated corsets and thigh-highs, Marie and Jade trailing on leashes in pastel maid outfits. Crowds parted. Phones recorded. Whispers followed: They break men like glass. They rebuild them prettier.

The business thrived. The house expanded, new dungeon levels, soundproof studios, guest suites for visiting dommes. Emma’s prenup ensured the estate remained ironclad. Marie signed over power of attorney years ago; Jade had long since forgotten his old life. Everything was perfect.

Except for one quiet, persistent ache.

Cindy never stopped missing Rhys.

She had tried, once, to reach out. A discreet email to Dennis’s last known address. No reply. She asked around at conventions, carefully, never too direct. Everyone knew Dennis had shipped “his sissy” off somewhere east. Berlin, maybe. Amsterdam. No one would say more. Dennis himself, when she finally cornered him at a Munich event, had gone pale at the mention of Mark’s name. “Don’t ask me about that one,” he’d muttered. “Your sister played a dangerous game. I’m staying out of it.” Then he’d walked away.

Three years passed.

Stacy was lounging on the velvet chaise in the main studio, scrolling idly through subscriber comments, when her phone pinged. An old notification, encrypted chat, dormant for years. The one she’d used to torment Rhys back when he was still pretending to be a man.

She opened it.

A single message.

Miss me?

Attached: a selfie. Platinum bob, sharp cheekbones, full lips painted glossy pink. A familiar pink collar around the throat, WHORE in faded gold letters. Behind her, the unmistakable neon glow of a Hamburg brothel corridor.

Stacy’s grin split wide.

She stood, stretched like a cat, and sauntered into the next room where Cindy was reviewing footage, Marie and Jade on their knees, mouths working in tandem while Emma directed from the throne.

“You’re getting a visitor soon,” Stacy sang, voice lilting with mischief.

Cindy paused the playback. “Oh?” She glanced up, curious. “Who?”

Stacy held up the phone, screen tilted so only Cindy could see.

Cindy stared. Then her eyes widened. Her hand flew to her mouth.

“No? Seriously?”

Stacy nodded, grin turning wicked.

Cindy screamed, a high, delighted, almost girlish sound, and launched herself off the chair. She collided with Stacy, arms wrapping tight, both of them laughing and spinning in place like teenagers reunited after years apart. The footage on the monitor looped silently behind them: Marie and Jade kneeling in perfect symmetry, tongues working in tandem while Emma’s recorded voice commanded from off-screen. But right now, none of that mattered.

Their lives would be complete. Under the most wonderful leader they ever dreamed of. Mistress Emma had given them everything, purpose, pain, pleasure, power. And now the missing piece was returning.

“We need to tell Mistress!” Cindy gasped, breaking the hug and bolting toward the main bedroom suite, bare feet slapping marble. Stacy followed, grinning, already imagining the scene.

They burst through the double doors without knocking.

Mistress Emma lay sprawled across the king-sized bed, black silk sheets twisted around her thighs. Two smooth, muscular hunks, hired talent from the agency, oiled and obedient, were working her in perfect rhythm. One knelt between her legs, tongue buried deep; the other straddled her chest, feeding her his thick cock while she gripped his arse and pulled him deeper. The room smelled of sex, expensive cologne, and the faint metallic tang of lube.

Emma’s head snapped up at the intrusion. She shoved the man off her mouth with an impatient hand.

“What?” she snapped, voice sharp enough to cut glass.

Cindy’s eyes widened, cheeks flushing at the interruption, but excitement overrode shame.

“Rhys is coming home!”

The words hung in the air.

Emma went still. The two men froze, unsure whether to continue or retreat. Slowly, she pushed them both away, gentle but firm, and swung her legs off the bed. Naked, glistening, she crossed the room in three strides and pulled Cindy into a fierce embrace. One hand cupped the back of her neck; the other pressed possessively against the small of her back.

“I’m really happy for you,” Emma murmured against Cindy’s ear, voice softening in a way it rarely did. She kissed her, slow, deep, claiming, then pulled back just enough to meet her eyes. “Truly.”

Cindy melted into the kiss, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. This was it. The final fragment slotting into place. Rhys, broken, discarded, but still hers in some buried corner of her heart, was coming back. She would kneel for him, beg his forgiveness, offer whatever pain or pleasure he demanded. Everything would be perfect.

She didn’t know.

None of them did.

In those intervening years, Rhys Whitehall had not returned as the trembling sissy who once sobbed on a Hamburg doorstep. He had not crawled back begging for scraps of affection.

He had become Goddess Rhi.

The Hamburg superbrothel had been her crucible. Clients who paid for submission found themselves kneeling instead, her voice, once breathy and pleading, had hardened into velvet command. She learned every technique Mark had ever used, then refined them. She took lovers, submissives, slaves. She built a small but fiercely loyal following: men and women who whispered her name like a prayer. The pink collar she still wore was no longer a mark of ownership; it was a trophy, a reminder of the life she had outgrown and then conquered.

Revenge was not petty. It was patient.

She had no intention of crawling through that front door on hands and knees. No intention of begging. She was coming to collect. To remind them who had first been broken, and who had rebuilt herself stronger.

Tomorrow’s flight would land at Heathrow at 14:37.

She would take a black cab straight to Islington.

She would walk up those polished steps in six-inch stilettos, leather trench coat open over latex and lace, the faded WHORE collar gleaming at her throat like a declaration of war. And when that heavy front door opened, whether to Stacy’s grin, Cindy’s tears, or Emma’s arched brow, Goddess Rhi would not kneel.

She would step inside, smile, and say, very quietly, very sweetly:

“Hello, whores. Mommy’s home.”

The Dominion had grown fat and comfortable. Rhi had come to carve it open. And this time, the fall would be beautiful.

THE END
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