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Chapter 1

The drive back from Durham was quiet, the kind of silence that had become comfortable over the years but now felt heavier, more final. Mark Thompson gripped the steering wheel of their sensible Volvo estate, his eyes flicking occasionally to the rear-view mirror where the empty back seat seemed to mock him. Emma’s belongings had been unloaded into her new student halls just two hours earlier, posters rolled under one arm, a battered suitcase in the other, and that determined smile she wore like armour. She had hugged them both tightly, promised to call, and then disappeared into the throng of excited freshers with barely a backward glance.

Helen sat in the passenger seat, scrolling through her phone with the detached focus of someone already adjusting to a new reality. At forty-seven, she was still an attractive woman, slim, with shoulder-length auburn hair streaked with the first hints of silver she refused to dye, and sharp green eyes that had once sparkled with mischief. Those eyes looked tired today. The journey north had taken nearly four hours each way, and the late summer sun was dipping low over the M1, casting long shadows across the motorway.

“Traffic wasn’t too bad coming back,” Mark said, more to fill the quiet than anything else. His voice sounded thin even to his own ears.

“Hmm,” Helen replied, not looking up. “At least she’s settled. The room was nicer than I expected.”

Mark nodded, though she wasn’t watching. Twenty years of marriage, one daughter raised, and here they were. Empty nesters. The phrase had always sounded vaguely liberating when other parents mentioned it at school gates or dinner parties. Now it felt like the final curtain on a long, predictable play.

They pulled into the driveway of their detached house in a quiet cul-de-sac in Hertfordshire just after seven. The garden was neat, the lawn freshly mown by Mark the previous weekend in anticipation of this day. The house itself, four bedrooms, a conservatory they rarely used, and a kitchen that had seen more family arguments than gourmet meals, stood silent. No lights on upstairs. No music drifting from Emma’s room. Just the click of the key in the lock and the faint hum of the fridge as they stepped inside.

Helen kicked off her shoes with a sigh and padded into the kitchen. “Cup of tea?”

“Please,” Mark said. He lingered in the hallway, listening. The absence of noise was almost physical, like a weight pressing on his chest. For eighteen years, this house had echoed with Emma’s footsteps, her teenage door-slamming, her laughter on the phone to friends. Now it felt cavernous.

He carried their overnight bags upstairs, pausing outside Emma’s bedroom. The door was ajar. Inside, the bed was stripped, the shelves half-empty, a few forgotten Blu-tack marks on the walls where posters had hung. A single sock lay abandoned under the desk. Mark picked it up, turning the soft cotton over in his hands, then placed it gently on the dresser. He closed the door softly behind him.

Downstairs, Helen had made the tea. They sat at the kitchen island, the same stools where Emma had done her GCSE revision and complained about boys. Mark stirred sugar into his mug, two spoons, as always, while Helen sipped hers black.

“It’s going to be strange, isn’t it?” she said eventually. “Just the two of us.”

Mark looked at her. There was a softness in her voice he hadn’t heard in months. “We’ll get used to it. Maybe even enjoy it. More time for… us.”

Helen gave a small, non-committal smile and glanced away. The unspoken truth hung between them like dust in the evening light. Us. What was left of us after twenty years?

They had met at university themselves, back when everything felt urgent and possible. Mark had been studying accountancy, quiet and reliable; Helen had been doing English literature, bright and full of opinions. Sex in those early days had been frequent and eager, stolen moments in cramped student rooms, weekends away in cheap B&Bs. Marriage had followed quickly after graduation. Emma arrived two years later. Life had settled into a rhythm of work, parenting, mortgage payments, and Sunday roasts.

Somewhere along the way, the passion had evaporated. Mark couldn’t pinpoint the exact moment. Perhaps after Emma started secondary school and Helen went back to part-time teaching. Or during those exhausting years when work deadlines clashed with parents’ evenings. Sex had become occasional, then rare, polite, perfunctory encounters every few months that left Mark feeling more hollow than satisfied. Helen never complained, but she never initiated either. She would lie back, accommodating, her mind perhaps elsewhere, until it was over and they could return to their separate sides of the bed.

Mark had tried. He’d suggested date nights, bought lingerie she wore once out of obligation, even suggested couples’ counselling which she had gently but firmly declined. “We’re fine,” she always said. “Not every marriage is fireworks after twenty years.”

But Mark wasn’t fine. In the quiet hours of the night, when Helen’s breathing had deepened into sleep beside him, his mind wandered into darker, more thrilling territory. Fantasies that had begun as vague curiosities in his thirties had solidified into an obsession. He imagined Helen with other men, confident, dominant men who took what they wanted. He pictured her coming home flushed and satisfied, her body marked by someone else’s hands, her stories whispered to him in humiliating detail while he knelt before her. The jealousy burned like acid, yet it was the most alive he had felt in years.

He had never told her. Not fully. A few hesitant hints over the years, “What if you flirted with someone at a party?”, had been met with eye-rolls or gentle mockery. “Don’t be silly, Mark. We’re not that sort of couple.”

Now, with Emma gone, the house felt like a stage stripped of its props. Just the two of them and all that silence.

They ate a simple supper, pasta from the fridge, a bottle of mediocre Merlot opened to mark the occasion. Conversation was sparse; updates from Helen’s school, Mark’s upcoming tax deadlines at the firm, whether they should redecorate Emma’s room. After dinner, they moved to the living room. Helen curled up on the sofa with a book; Mark flicked through the news on his tablet, his foot tapping restlessly.

The wine had loosened something in him. The emptiness of the house pressed in, amplifying every unsaid word.

“Helen,” he began, his voice low.

She looked up, one eyebrow slightly raised. “Yes?”

He swallowed. This wasn’t the full confession, not yet, but it was a start. “Do you ever think about… how things used to be? Between us, I mean.”

She closed her book, marking the page with a finger. “Of course I do. We had fun. But life moves on. We’ve built a good life, Mark. A stable one. Emma’s doing well. The house is paid for. That’s not nothing.”

“I know,” he said. “But stable doesn’t always mean… fulfilling.”

Helen studied him for a long moment. The clock on the mantelpiece ticked loudly in the quiet. “What are you getting at?”

Mark’s heart hammered. He set his tablet aside. “I just… I miss excitement. I miss feeling wanted. Desired. And I wonder if you do too.”

A faint flush crept up Helen’s neck. She looked away towards the dark garden beyond the French windows. “I’m not unhappy, Mark. Tired, maybe. But we’re not twenty anymore.”

He leaned forward, emboldened by the wine and the oppressive quiet of their empty nest. “That’s exactly it. We’re not twenty. We’ve got time now. No more sneaking around Emma’s schedule. We could try new things. Be… different.”

Helen’s expression shifted, wary now. “Different how?”

The words trembled on his tongue, but he held back. Not tonight. The full fantasy, the begging, the plea for her to take a lover, would come later, after more nights like this, after the silence became unbearable. For now, he reached out and took her hand.

“Just… more for us. Before it’s too late.”

She squeezed his fingers briefly, then pulled away to pick up her book again. “We’ll see. It’s been a long day.”

Mark watched her read, the soft lamplight catching the lines at the corners of her eyes. Upstairs, the empty bedrooms waited like silent witnesses. The house, once a home filled with noise and purpose, now felt like a pressure cooker. Twenty years of routine had led them here, to this quiet, sexless limbo.

And in the depths of Mark’s mind, the fantasies stirred stronger than ever. He imagined Helen out there, in the world, rediscovering desire with someone who wasn’t him. Someone who would make her glow in ways he never could. The thought sent a shameful thrill through him, even as guilt twisted in his gut.

That night, as they lay in bed with the lights off, Mark stared at the ceiling. Helen’s breathing evened out quickly, but sleep evaded him. The house creaked softly around them, settling into its new emptiness. Tomorrow, and the days after, stretched out like an uncharted road.

He turned onto his side, facing away from his wife, and let the familiar images play behind his closed eyes. One day soon, he told himself, he would find the courage to speak them aloud.

The days following Emma’s departure blurred into a peculiar rhythm of quiet domesticity. Mark threw himself into small projects around the house, fixing the loose handle on the garden shed, sorting through old paperwork in his study, anything to avoid the echoing silence. Helen returned to her part-time teaching schedule, marking essays in the evenings with a glass of Pinot Grigio at her elbow. They spoke politely over meals, watched television side by side, and retired to their separate sides of the bed. But the emptiness gnawed at Mark. Each night, as the house settled, his fantasies grew louder, more insistent.

It was a Thursday evening, almost two weeks after the drop-off. They had opened a second bottle of red wine with dinner, coq au vin that Helen had made from a recipe book, more effort than usual. The alcohol had warmed Mark’s blood and loosened his tongue. They sat in the living room now, the curtains drawn against the autumn chill beginning to creep into the Hertfordshire evenings. A single lamp cast a golden pool of light between them. Helen’s book lay forgotten on the coffee table; Mark’s tablet rested face-down on his lap.

“Another glass?” Mark asked, reaching for the bottle.

Helen hesitated, then held out her glass. “Why not? It’s not as if we have to drive anywhere.”

He poured generously, the ruby liquid glugging softly. His hands trembled slightly. This was the moment. He had rehearsed the words in his head for months, years, really, but now they felt treacherous, like stepping off a cliff.

They sipped in companionable silence for a few minutes. Then Mark cleared his throat.

“Helen… can we talk about something? Properly?”

She turned her head, those sharp green eyes catching the lamplight. “Of course. What’s on your mind?”

He took a deeper swallow of wine, the tannins bitter on his tongue. His heart pounded against his ribs. “It’s about us. About… our marriage. And what we might be missing.”

Helen’s posture shifted subtly, a wariness settling in. She tucked her legs beneath her on the sofa. “We’ve been over this, Mark. The empty nest will take some adjusting to, but we’re solid. We’ve always been solid.”

“I know. And I’m grateful for that, for everything we’ve built. Emma, the house, the life. But…” He set his glass down carefully on the coaster. “Lately, I’ve been thinking about desire. Real, raw desire. The kind we had when we were younger.”

A faint flush coloured Helen’s cheeks. She looked down into her wine. “We’re not young anymore. Sex changes. It becomes… comfortable.”

“Comfortable,” Mark repeated, the word tasting like ash. “That’s the problem. It’s too comfortable. Almost non-existent.” He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, forcing himself to meet her gaze. “I want more than that, Helen. For both of us.”

She raised an eyebrow. “And what exactly are you suggesting? Swing dancing classes? Or one of those dreadful tantric workshops?”

Mark’s mouth went dry despite the wine. This was it. No more hints. No more testing the water.

“Not quite.” His voice dropped, almost a whisper. “I’ve had this fantasy for a long time. Years, really. Since before Emma was in secondary school, if I’m honest. It’s… unconventional. Maybe even shocking.”

Helen waited, her expression a careful blank.

He plunged on. “I fantasise about you with other men. Strong, confident men who know how to please a woman. I imagine you going out, meeting someone, sleeping with him. Coming home afterwards and telling me about it. In detail.” His face burned. “I get off on the idea of you being desired by someone else. Of you enjoying sex that I… can’t give you anymore.”

The silence that followed was absolute. Even the clock on the mantel seemed to pause.

Helen stared at him, her glass frozen halfway to her lips. “You’re joking.”

“I’m not.” Mark’s hands clenched together. “It’s called cuckolding. The husband watches or waits while his wife…”

“I know what it means, Mark,” she cut in sharply. “I’m not an idiot. I’ve read books. Seen things online.” Her voice rose. “Are you seriously telling me that after twenty years of marriage, you want me to fuck other men?”

The crude word sounded alien coming from her. Helen rarely swore. Mark’s stomach twisted with a potent mix of shame and illicit arousal. He could feel himself stirring beneath his trousers.

“Yes,” he said hoarsely. “Not just want. I’m begging you. Please, Helen. Just once. Try it. For me. For us. I think it could bring some excitement back. You deserve to feel desired again. Passionate. Alive.”

Helen stood up abruptly, her wine sloshing dangerously. She paced to the French windows, staring out into the dark garden even though the curtains were drawn. “This is insane. Have you lost your mind? We have a daughter at university. A reputation. A life. And you want me to become some sort of… slag?”

“Not like that,” Mark protested, rising to follow her. “Discreetly. Someone from a bar, or an app. No strings. Just one night. I’ll stay here. I’ll wait for you. It would be safe. You could even tell me everything afterwards. Or not. Whatever you want.”

She spun around. Her eyes were bright with anger, but there was something else there too, confusion, perhaps a flicker of curiosity buried deep. “You’ve been thinking about this for years? While I was teaching, while we were raising Emma, while I was lying next to you in bed thinking everything was normal?”

Mark nodded, unable to deny it. “I didn’t know how to tell you. I was ashamed. But the fantasy won’t go away. It’s consuming me. Every time we have sex, which is almost never, I imagine you with someone better. Someone who makes you moan the way you used to.”

Helen’s hand flew to her mouth. “Oh my God. Stop.”

But he couldn’t. The dam had burst. “Please, Helen. I’m begging you. I love you. This isn’t about leaving you or not wanting you. It’s the opposite. I want you to be happy, fulfilled. And the thought of you coming home used, satisfied, maybe even a bit cruel about it… it drives me wild. I’d do anything. I’d wait here like a good boy. I’d even… clean you up afterwards if that’s what you wanted.”

The words hung in the air, explicit and humiliating. Mark’s face was scarlet, his breathing ragged. A bead of sweat trickled down his back.

Helen sank back onto the sofa, staring at him as if seeing a stranger. “You’re serious. You actually want to be… humiliated like that.”

“Yes,” he whispered. “I do.”

She was quiet for a long time, finishing her wine in one long swallow. The grandfather clock in the hall chimed ten. Outside, a car passed on the quiet cul-de-sac, its headlights briefly sweeping across the curtains.

“I don’t know what to say,” she said finally. “This is… a lot. I feel violated, Mark. Like everything we had was a lie.”

“It wasn’t,” he insisted, kneeling in front of her now, taking her hands. His voice cracked with desperation. “I love you more than anything. This is just a part of me I’ve hidden. Please. Think about it. We could start slow. Maybe flirt with someone first. Or just go out for drinks. You don’t even have to do anything if you don’t want to. But I need this. We need something to shake us up before we fade away completely.”

Helen pulled her hands free but didn’t push him away. She looked down at him, her reliable, boring accountant husband, now on his knees, pleading for her to cuckold him. A strange expression crossed her face; disbelief mixed with something almost like pity. Or was it power?

“I need time,” she said at last. “This isn’t a conversation we can finish tonight. I’m going to bed.”

Mark remained on his knees as she stood and walked upstairs without another word. He heard the bedroom door close firmly.

Alone in the living room, he poured the last of the wine into his glass with shaking hands. His erection strained painfully against his trousers. The confession had been terrifying, exhilarating. He had finally said it aloud. The fantasy was no longer locked inside his head.

Upstairs, Helen lay in the dark, staring at the ceiling. Her mind reeled. Anger, confusion, and an unwelcome, tiny spark of intrigue warred within her. Mark’s desperate words echoed. Begging her to sleep with another man. It was degrading. Ridiculous.

And yet, as she shifted under the duvet, she became aware of a faint, long-forgotten warmth between her legs.

Mark stayed downstairs for another hour, replaying every moment of the conversation. When he finally crept into bed, Helen was turned away from him, her breathing steady but not quite natural. He didn’t try to touch her.

As sleep finally claimed him, one thought circled in his mind; the first crack had appeared in their stale, sexless marriage. Now he just had to keep pushing, gently, persistently, until she relented.

Helen lay rigid in the darkness, the duvet pulled up to her chin like a shield. The bedroom felt different tonight, smaller, more oppressive, the familiar creaks of the house now sounding like accusations. Mark’s words replayed in an endless, humiliating loop; I fantasise about you with other men… I’m begging you… I’d even clean you up afterwards.

She wanted to scream. Or laugh. Or wake up from this bizarre nightmare.

Beside her, Mark had finally fallen into a restless sleep, his breathing uneven. She could smell the wine on him, sour and cloying. How dare he? After twenty years of quiet reliability, of being the steady one, the provider, the father who helped with homework and remembered anniversaries. The man who had never once raised his voice or made unreasonable demands. And now this?

Helen slipped out of bed, careful not to wake him, and padded downstairs in her dressing gown. The kitchen clock glowed 1;17 a.m. She filled the kettle, her hands shaking as she switched it on. While it heated, she stared at her reflection in the dark window above the sink. Forty-seven years old. Laugh lines around her eyes, a softness around her middle that no amount of yoga classes could fully shift. A teacher. A mother. A wife. Not some character in one of those sordid online stories.

The kettle clicked off. She made herself a strong cup of tea, builder’s, two sugars, and carried it to the living room. The empty wine glasses still sat on the coffee table, silent witnesses to Mark’s confession. She sank onto the sofa and pulled her knees up, cradling the mug for warmth.

Disbelief came first. This couldn’t be real. Mark Thompson, the man who blushed at rude jokes on television, who preferred Radio 4 to anything explicit, wanted her to cuckold him? To spread her legs for strangers and then recount every thrust and moan for his entertainment? It was grotesque. Perverted.

Anger followed quickly, hot and righteous. She had given this man the best years of her life. Carried his child, managed the household while working part-time, supported him through his dull but stable career in accountancy. Their sex life might have faded, yes, but whose didn’t after two decades and a child? She had never complained. Never strayed. Never even seriously considered it. And this was her reward? Being asked, no, begged, to degrade herself so he could get his kicks?

Humiliation burned deepest of all. The way he had knelt in front of her, eyes shining with desperate arousal. The casual way he had suggested she become some sort of… whore for his fantasy. What must he have thought of her all these years? Had he been imagining her with other men while they made love? While she was pregnant with Emma? While she nursed their daughter through nights of colic?

Tears pricked at her eyes. She wiped them away angrily. No. She would not cry over this.

By the time the tea had gone cold, the first grey light of dawn was creeping around the edges of the curtains. Helen had paced the living room, sat, paced again. Her mind churned through memories; their wedding day, small and intimate; Emma’s birth; family holidays in Cornwall; quiet evenings when they used to talk about everything. Had it all been a façade? Had Mark been secretly resenting their “vanilla” life the entire time?

She heard movement upstairs. Footsteps. Mark was awake.

When he appeared in the doorway, hair dishevelled and eyes guilty, Helen was ready.

“Helen,” he began, voice hoarse. “I’m sorry if I...”

“Don’t,” she snapped, cutting him off. She stood up, arms crossed tightly over her chest. “Don’t you dare apologise like that fixes anything. What the hell were you thinking last night, Mark? Or have you lost your mind completely?”

He took a hesitant step into the room. “I know it sounded extreme. But I’ve been carrying this for so long. I needed you to know the truth.”

“The truth?” Helen’s laugh was bitter, sharp. “The truth is that my husband of twenty years wants me to act like a slut. To go out and fuck random men because our perfectly ordinary marriage isn’t enough for him anymore. Do you have any idea how humiliating that is? How insulting?”

Mark flinched but didn’t back down. “It’s not about you being a slut. It’s about you being desired. Enjoying yourself. I want you to feel passion again, the kind I can’t seem to give you.”

“Oh, spare me the noble sacrifice routine,” she hissed. “This is about you, Mark. Your sick little fantasy. You’ve been jerking off to the idea of me with other men while I’ve been lying next to you thinking we were partners. Equals. How long has this been going on? Be honest for once.”

He looked down at the carpet. “Years. Since Emma was maybe ten or eleven. It started as a vague thought and… grew.”

“Grew,” she repeated, incredulous. “While I was marking homework, making packed lunches, worrying about her exams, you were imagining me getting railed by strangers? Questioning our entire relationship right now, Mark. Was any of it real? Our wedding vows? The life we built? Or was I just the boring wife you settled for while you secretly wanted a porn plot?”

Tears welled up again, and this time she let them fall. Mark moved towards her instinctively, but she held up a hand.

“Don’t touch me. Not right now.”

He stopped, looking utterly wretched. “I love you, Helen. More than anything. This doesn’t change that. If anything, it proves how much I trust you. I want to share this part of me.”

“Trust?” She shook her head, voice rising. “This isn’t trust. This is you asking me to destroy my self-respect so you can get off on the humiliation. What about my feelings? What about Emma? Can you imagine if she ever found out her father begged her mother to become a cuckold’s whore?”

The crude word tasted vile on her tongue, but it felt necessary. Mark’s face flushed deep red, yet she noticed, with a mix of revulsion and confusion, the way his breathing quickened. Was he aroused even now?

“I would never let that happen,” he said quietly. “It would be completely discreet. One time. Just to see.”

“One time,” Helen echoed mockingly. “And what if I hate it? Or what if, God forbid, I actually enjoy it? Have you thought about that? What happens to us then? You’ve opened a door I never asked to see behind. I feel sick, Mark. Physically sick.”

She paced again, the dressing gown swishing around her legs. The house felt too quiet, too empty without Emma’s presence to buffer moments like this. No teenage footsteps to interrupt. No innocent questions to ground them in reality.

“I’m not doing it,” she said firmly, stopping in front of him. “Not once. Not ever. I refuse. Our marriage might not be fireworks, but it’s ours. Built on respect and love, not… whatever this is. If you’re so unhappy, maybe we should think about counselling. Or separate bedrooms. But I will not whore myself out for your entertainment.”

Mark’s shoulders slumped. The desperation in his eyes was unmistakable. “Please, Helen. Just think about it. We have time now. The house is empty. We could explore...”

“Explore?” She laughed again, harsh and humourless. “No. I’m going for a shower. When I come down, I expect this conversation to be over. Do not mention it again today. I need space to process how my entire understanding of our marriage has just been shattered.”

She brushed past him, shoulder deliberately avoiding contact, and climbed the stairs. In the bathroom, she locked the door, turned the shower on hot, and stood under the scalding spray until her skin turned pink. The water mixed with her tears.

Part of her, the rational, long-married part, wanted to pretend last night had never happened. To make breakfast, talk about the garden or the weather, and slowly repair the crack. But another part, smaller and buried deep, kept returning to the raw hunger in Mark’s voice. The way he had begged. The flicker of something unfamiliar in her own body when he described coming home “used.”

She shoved that thought away violently. No. Absolutely not.

Downstairs, Mark sat at the kitchen island, head in his hands. The confession had been liberating, but Helen’s reaction was a cold dose of reality. He had expected shock, perhaps disgust, but the depth of her hurt cut him deeply. Still, beneath the guilt, the fantasy burned brighter than ever. Her anger, her tears, her firm refusal, they only fed the ache inside him.

He would give her space today. Tomorrow. A week if needed. But he wouldn’t stop. The empty nest had given him courage, and he intended to use every bit of it. Gently. Persistently. Until the wall she had built began to crumble.

Helen emerged from the shower twenty minutes later, dressed in jeans and a simple blouse, her hair damp. She moved around the kitchen making toast and coffee without a word. The silence between them was heavier than it had ever been.

As she buttered her toast with unnecessary force, one thought circled in her mind; How well do I really know the man I married?

And for the first time in years, beneath the anger and humiliation, a tiny, treacherous spark of curiosity flickered to life, before she ruthlessly snuffed it out.

The weeks that followed Helen’s explosive reaction settled into a tense, exhausting stalemate. The house, already cavernous without Emma, now felt like a pressure chamber where every unspoken word amplified the silence. Helen threw herself into her teaching with renewed vigour, staying late at school to mark essays and prepare lesson plans. Evenings were filled with television watched in rigid silence or separate activities, Helen reading in the living room, Mark retreating to his study under the pretext of catching up on accounts.

But Mark refused to let the subject die.

It began gently, almost tenderly. Three days after the confession, as they cleared the dinner table, he approached her from behind while she loaded the dishwasher.

“Helen,” he said softly, his voice careful. “I know you’re still angry. I understand. But please, just think about it. Not for me, for you. You deserve to feel wanted again. Desired. I hate that I can’t give you that anymore.”

She straightened, not turning around. “I told you not to mention it.”

“I know. But I can’t stop thinking about how good it could be for us. Just one night. That’s all I’m asking.”

Helen closed the dishwasher door with more force than necessary and walked out of the kitchen without replying. The pattern was set.

Over the next fortnight, Mark’s pleas became a quiet but relentless undercurrent to their daily life. He never raised his voice, never demanded. Instead, he chose his moments with the precision of an accountant balancing books, subtle, persistent, wearing away at her defences one careful entry at a time.

Mornings, over coffee; “You looked beautiful last night in your nightdress. Imagine how another man would look at you. Really see you.”

Evenings, while Helen graded papers at the kitchen island; “I booked that new Italian place in town for Friday. You could wear that black dress I like. Maybe chat with someone at the bar afterwards. No pressure.”

Late at night, when the lights were off and they lay in the dark, his voice would drift across the divide between them; “I love you so much, Helen. This isn’t about replacing me. It’s about setting you free. Please. I’m begging you. Just consider it.”

Helen’s responses varied from icy silence to sharp rebukes. “Enough, Mark.” “You’re embarrassing yourself.” “If you keep this up, I’ll sleep in Emma’s room.”

Yet she didn’t move her things. And slowly, almost imperceptibly, the refusals softened at the edges.

By the third week, the empty nest had become a battlefield of psychological attrition. Mark’s desperation was no longer hidden. He began doing more around the house, unprompted laundry, gourmet dinners, foot rubs after Helen’s long days at school, each act laced with quiet expectation. One Sunday afternoon, while they were weeding the garden together, he knelt beside her in the soil.

“Look at us,” he murmured, wiping dirt from his hands. “We’ve been good parents. Good partners. But we’re fading, Helen. I see it in your eyes sometimes. That restlessness. Let me give you this gift. Sleep with someone else. Come home and tell me about it. Or don’t. I’ll wait downstairs like a loyal dog if that’s what you want. I’m begging you. On my knees, literally.”

Helen sat back on her heels, staring at him. There he was, her reliable, middle-aged husband, on his knees in the dirt, eyes shining with humiliating need. The sun caught the grey at his temples. For the first time, a flicker of something other than pure anger stirred in her chest. Not desire, exactly. But power. She saw how deeply this affected him, how his hands trembled slightly as he waited for her response.

“You’re really serious about this, aren’t you?” she said, her voice quieter than it had been in weeks.

“Deadly serious.” Mark’s voice cracked. “I think about it constantly. Every time I look at you, I imagine you glowing from someone else’s touch. It drives me mad. Please, Helen. I’ll do anything. I’ll never mention it again if you try it once and hate it. But try.”

She stood up, brushing soil from her jeans. For a long moment she looked down at him, still kneeling. The power shift was subtle but electric. Mark, who had always been the steady one, the decision-maker in practical matters, was now utterly at her mercy. And he seemed to revel in it.

That evening, after a glass of wine, Helen surprised him by not shutting the conversation down immediately.

“I still think it’s disgusting,” she said, swirling the Merlot in her glass. “Degrading. But… you’ve made it very clear how much this means to you. Your desperation is… unsettling.”

Mark’s heart leapt. He leaned forward on the sofa. “It is. I know. I’m ashamed of how much I need this. But I can’t help it. You hold all the power here, Helen. You always have, really. I’m just admitting it now.”

She studied him over the rim of her glass. There was a new calculating look in her green eyes. “And if I did it, just once, what would you actually do? Sit at home waiting? Get yourself off thinking about it?”

“Yes,” he whispered, face flushing. “I’d wait exactly where you told me. I’d be hard the entire time, imagining every detail. And when you came home… whatever you wanted. I’d accept it.”

Helen’s lips pressed into a thin line, but she didn’t immediately dismiss him. Instead, she finished her wine and stood. “I need more time. Stop pushing quite so hard. You’re wearing me down, Mark, and I don’t like how that feels.”

But he had heard the crack in the wall. That night, for the first time since the confession, Helen didn’t turn her back to him completely in bed. She lay facing the ceiling, thoughtful.

The pressure continued. Gentle texts during her lunch break at school; You deserve passion. I love you enough to share you. Flowers delivered to the house with a note; For the most beautiful wife a desperate man could have. One evening he left his laptop open accidentally-on-purpose on the kitchen table, a cuckold story visible on the screen, nothing extreme, but explicit enough. When Helen confronted him, he blushed deeply.

“I’m sorry. I just… I want you to understand what it does to me.”

The relentless, gentle begging was working. Helen found herself thinking about it at odd moments, during a dull staff meeting, while driving home, in the shower. The idea still repulsed her on one level, but Mark’s visible desperation had shifted something fundamental. She was no longer just the offended wife. She was the one with control. The one who could grant or withhold this bizarre desire.

By the end of the fourth week, the power dynamic had tilted noticeably. Mark had taken to performing small acts of submission without being asked, bringing her tea exactly how she liked it, rubbing her shoulders after dinner, even offering to do all the washing up while she relaxed. One Friday night, after a particularly tiring week, Helen allowed him to massage her feet while they watched television.

As his thumbs worked her arches, he spoke softly. “I’d do this every night if you agreed. I’d serve you properly. Be whatever you needed me to be while you explored.”

Helen looked down at him, her foot in his lap. His erection was unmistakable beneath his trousers. The sight sent an unexpected jolt through her, part disgust, part a strange, warming curiosity.

“You’re pathetic, you know that?” she said, but her tone lacked its earlier venom. There was almost amusement in it.

Mark nodded eagerly, eyes bright. “I know. For you, I am.”

That was the moment Helen truly saw the power shift. Her boring, dependable husband was breaking apart in front of her, reduced to desperate pleading, willing to humiliate himself for a fantasy that centred entirely on her pleasure with others. It was disturbing. It was also, in a deeply buried way, intoxicating.

She withdrew her foot and stood. “I’m going to bed. Alone. Think about what you’re really asking, Mark. Because if I ever say yes, there’s no going back to how things were.”

As she climbed the stairs, Helen felt a curious mix of exhaustion and something new; a quiet thrill at the realisation that she held the reins. Mark remained downstairs, breathing hard, his mind alight with hope and fear.

The empty nest had become a crucible. Mark’s gentle but relentless pressure was slowly eroding Helen’s resistance. The first real crack had widened. She still refused, outwardly. But inwardly, the seed of reluctant consideration had been planted, and Mark’s desperate devotion was watering it daily.


Chapter 2

The months dragged on like a long, grey English winter. October gave way to November, then December, and the empty nest that had once felt liberating now seemed to trap Mark and Helen in an endless loop of tension and unspoken resentment. Christmas came and went with forced cheer, Emma visited for a few days, oblivious to the fracture beneath the surface, and they played the part of the contented parents perfectly. But as soon as she returned to university, the pressure resumed.

Mark’s gentle but relentless campaign had evolved. He no longer simply begged; he adapted. He researched discreet dating apps and left articles about “revitalising stale marriages” on Helen’s bedside table. He performed every domestic task with quiet deference, cooking her favourite meals, keeping the house immaculate, and offering foot rubs or glasses of wine without being asked. In bed, he remained on his side, never initiating, but his eyes followed her with a hunger that was both pitiful and unnerving.

Helen’s resistance, once ironclad, had developed hairline cracks. She still snapped at him when he brought it up, but the snaps carried less conviction. Some nights she lay awake wondering what it would actually be like, meeting a stranger, feeling desired again after years of polite, perfunctory intimacy. The idea still disgusted her on principle, but Mark’s desperation had planted a seed of dark curiosity. She hated herself for it.

The breaking point arrived on a wet Friday evening in mid-January. Helen had endured a brutal week at school; difficult parents’ evenings, a mountain of marking, and a staff meeting that dragged into the early evening. She arrived home soaked from the rain, exhausted and irritable, to find Mark had prepared a elaborate coq au vin with candles on the dining table and a bottle of decent Bordeaux breathing.

The sight of it made something inside her snap.

“What is this?” she demanded, dropping her bag heavily on the kitchen floor. Water dripped from her coat onto the tiles.

Mark appeared from the dining room, wiping his hands on a tea towel, a hopeful smile on his face. “I thought we could have a nice evening. Just the two of us. You’ve had a hard week.”

Helen stared at him. The candles, the wine, the carefully set table, it was all part of the same campaign. Another subtle push wrapped in kindness. The months of quiet pleading, the flowers, the texts, the kneeling in the garden, the constant, wearing need in his eyes finally boiled over.

She laughed, but there was no humour in it. It was a harsh, incredulous sound that echoed through the quiet house.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me, Mark.”

He faltered. “Helen, I just...”

“No. Stop.” She peeled off her wet coat and threw it over a chair. “I am done. Done with the dinners, the massages, the pathetic little hints. Done with coming home to my husband looking at me like a desperate puppy because he wants me to spread my legs for strangers. Months, Mark. Months of this. Do you have any idea how exhausting it is?”

Mark’s face paled. He set the tea towel down carefully. “I know I’ve been pushing. But I thought...”

“You thought if you kept at it long enough, I’d cave?” Helen advanced on him, her voice rising with every step. Rainwater still clung to her hair. “Well, congratulations. It’s worked. I’m caving. Not because I want this. Not because I suddenly think your perverted fantasy is a good idea. But because I cannot listen to another word. Another night of you begging and serving and making me feel like I’m the unreasonable one for wanting a normal marriage.”

She stopped in front of him, close enough that he could see the exhaustion and anger etched into her features. For a moment, the only sound was the rain lashing against the windows.

“So yes,” she said, her tone flat and final. “I’ll do it. Once. I’ll go out, find some man in a bar, sleep with him if I can stomach it, and come home. Just to shut you up. Just so we can put this behind us and go back to whatever passes for normal around here. One time, Mark. That’s it. After that, you never mention it again. Understood?”

Mark stood frozen, his eyes wide with disbelief and sudden, overwhelming arousal. His mouth opened and closed before he managed words. “You… you mean it? You’ll really try?”

Helen pinched the bridge of her nose. “Yes. God help me, yes. But don’t you dare look so pleased with yourself. This isn’t a gift. This is me surrendering because I’m too tired to fight your obsession anymore. I expect it to be awkward and disappointing, and when it is, we drop this nonsense forever.”

She brushed past him into the dining room, blowing out the candles with sharp puffs of breath. The romantic atmosphere now felt mocking. Mark followed her, his heart hammering so loudly he was sure she could hear it.

“Thank you,” he whispered, voice thick with emotion. “Thank you, Helen. I love you so much for this. You won’t regret it. I’ll make sure everything is safe. I’ll drive you there, wait here like we agreed...”

“Stop.” She held up a hand, not looking at him. “We do this my way. Next weekend. I’ll go out alone. No planning from you. No suggestions about what to wear or where to go. I’ll text you when I leave the house and when… if… I go home with someone. And you will stay here. Quietly. No calling. No checking up excessively. Just wait.”

Mark nodded eagerly, almost comically. “Of course. Whatever you want. I’ll be here. Waiting exactly as you say.”

Helen poured herself a large glass of the Bordeaux and drank half of it in one go. The wine warmed her throat but did nothing to calm the storm inside. She felt a strange mix of defeat and power. She had finally said yes, not out of desire, but to end the siege. Yet in yielding, she had claimed something too. Mark’s face was flushed with gratitude and barely contained excitement. He looked smaller somehow. More hers to command.

“Pathetic,” she muttered under her breath, but there was a new edge to the word. Not just contempt. Something almost fascinated.

They ate the meal in near silence. Mark barely touched his food, too wired with anticipation. Helen ate mechanically, her mind already racing ahead to next weekend. What would she wear? How would she even approach a man? The practicalities felt absurd, embarrassing. Part of her still hoped it would go badly, that the man would be disappointing, the sex mechanical, and she could return home triumphant in her refusal to continue.

But another part, the tiny spark that had been growing despite her best efforts, wondered what it might feel like to be touched with genuine hunger again. To be wanted not out of habit, but raw desire.

As they cleared the table, Mark hovered close but respectful. “Shall I run you a bath? Or make you another drink?”

Helen turned to him. For the first time in months, she looked at him with something approaching authority. “You really will do anything, won’t you?”

“Yes,” he said without hesitation, eyes shining. “Anything for you.”

She studied him for a long moment, the man she had married, now reduced to this desperate, willing servant of his own fantasy. The power shift she had first glimpsed in the garden was complete. She held the decision. She held him.

“Then clean up here,” she said coolly. “I’m going upstairs to read. Alone.”

Mark nodded, a visible shiver running through him. “Of course.”

As Helen climbed the stairs, leaving him to the dishes, a curious calm settled over her. The breaking point had come not with passion or excitement, but with sheer exhaustion. She had agreed. One time. Just to shut him up.

But as she changed into her nightclothes and slipped into bed with her book, she couldn’t ignore the faint, unwelcome flutter low in her belly. The house was quiet except for the distant clink of plates downstairs. Her boring, reliable husband was downstairs cleaning with an erection, no doubt, because she had finally relented.

Helen switched off the lamp and lay in the dark. Next weekend. One night. Then this ridiculous chapter would close.

She almost believed it.

The following Saturday arrived with a crisp, cold clarity that felt at odds with the turmoil churning inside Helen. It had been exactly one week since her exhausted capitulation, and the intervening days had passed in a strange haze. Mark had been almost insufferably attentive, hovering, anticipating her every need, yet carefully avoiding any further pressure. He had sensed the fragility of her agreement and treated it like fragile glass.

By late afternoon, the tension in the house was palpable. Helen stood in their bedroom in her dressing gown, staring at the wardrobe with a mixture of resignation and reluctant curiosity. The black dress Mark had always liked hung prominently on the door. She had considered wearing something more modest, perhaps even deliberately dowdy, to make the whole endeavour fail before it began. But a stubborn streak, perhaps the same one that had finally made her snap, pushed her towards something better.

Mark knocked softly on the bedroom door before entering, carrying a glass of chilled white wine. His eyes were bright with barely contained excitement, though he tried to mask it with concern.

“I thought you might like this,” he said, offering the glass. “To help you relax.”

Helen took it without comment and sipped. The wine was good, crisp and cold. Mark hovered nearby, his gaze flicking between her and the dress.

“You don’t have to do this if you’ve changed your mind,” he said softly, though the tremor in his voice betrayed how much he hoped she hadn’t.

Helen set the glass down on the dressing table. “I haven’t. One night. Let’s just get it over with.” She paused, then added with a hint of sharpness, “You’re really going to help me get ready for another man?”

Mark’s face flushed, but he nodded eagerly. “Yes. Whatever you need.”

The next hour unfolded like a surreal ritual. Mark helped her into the dress, his fingers trembling as he zipped it up the back. The fabric clung to her figure, knee-length, with a modest but flattering neckline that showed just enough cleavage to feel daring for a woman who had spent years in sensible teaching attire. He knelt to help her with the sheer black stockings, his breath catching as his hands smoothed them up her thighs. Helen watched him in the mirror, noting the bulge in his trousers and the reverent way he touched her.

“You’re enjoying this far too much,” she said dryly.

“I can’t help it,” he admitted, voice hoarse. “You look incredible, Helen. Any man would be lucky.”

She rolled her eyes but didn’t stop him as he fetched her favourite heels, the ones she rarely wore anymore, and buckled them for her. He brushed her auburn hair until it shone, then stood back to admire her. The transformation was subtle but effective; a middle-aged teacher had become an attractive, confident woman ready for a night out. Helen studied her reflection. She felt exposed. Powerful. And annoyingly aware of the way Mark was practically vibrating with arousal and nerves.

While she applied a touch of makeup, more than her usual school-day minimum, Mark busied himself downstairs. He had already booked a table for one at The Oak & Ivy, a respectable gastro-pub in the nearby market town with a lively bar area. Not too seedy, not too quiet. Perfect for what she had reluctantly agreed to. He printed out the confirmation email and left it on the kitchen island alongside a small envelope containing some cash and a prepaid taxi card, should she need it later.

When Helen descended the stairs, Mark’s reaction was immediate. He stood at the bottom, mouth slightly open.

“God, Helen… you look stunning.”

She smoothed the dress self-consciously. “It’s just a dress, Mark. Don’t make this weirder than it already is.”

He drove her in the Volvo, the familiar car now feeling like a confessional booth. The journey took twenty minutes through quiet Hertfordshire lanes. Mark’s hands gripped the wheel tightly, knuckles white. Every few moments he glanced sideways at her legs, at the curve of her breasts beneath the fabric, imagining hands that weren’t his touching her.

“Are you nervous?” he asked eventually.

“Of course I’m nervous,” Helen replied, staring out the window at the passing hedgerows. “This is madness. I still can’t believe I let you talk me into it. I expect it to be awkward, fumbling, and disappointing. Then I’ll come home, and we’ll never speak of it again.”

Mark swallowed. “And if it’s… not disappointing?”

She shot him a sharp look. “Then I’ll deal with it. But don’t get your hopes up. This is for you, remember? One time.”

They pulled into the car park of The Oak & Ivy. The pub glowed warmly against the January dark, fairy lights twinkling around the entrance. Mark switched off the engine but didn’t move to get out. The air between them thickened.

“This is it,” he said, voice barely above a whisper. “I’ll wait at home. Text me when you leave the house… and if you go home with someone. Or whenever you want. I’ll be there. Waiting.”

Helen unbuckled her seatbelt. For a moment she hesitated, her hand on the door. She could still back out. Tell him it was over, that the fantasy had been indulged enough by the preparation alone. But the months of pressure, the power she had felt in finally saying yes, and that tiny, treacherous spark of curiosity held her in place.

She turned to him. Mark looked smaller in the driver’s seat, eager, desperate, utterly at her mercy.

“Kiss me goodbye then,” she said, almost experimentally.

He leaned in obediently, but she offered only her cheek. His lips brushed it lightly. As she pulled away, she noticed the wet spot forming on the front of his trousers where he had leaked with excitement. The sight sent an unexpected jolt through her, disgust laced with a dark satisfaction.

“Look at the state of you,” she murmured. “Pathetic.”

Mark’s breath hitched. The word, spoken with new authority, seemed to thrill him.

Helen opened the door and stepped out into the cold evening air. She straightened her dress, adjusted her small handbag, and glanced back at him one last time.

“Go home, Mark. Wait like you promised.”

He nodded, eyes shining with humiliated lust. “I love you.”

She closed the door without replying and walked towards the entrance of the pub, her heels clicking confidently on the paving. Inside, the warmth and chatter enveloped her. She gave her name at the bar for the reservation and was shown to a small table near the window with a good view of the busy bar area.

As she ordered a gin and tonic, Helen’s pulse quickened. Mark would be driving home now, already aching with anticipation, probably touching himself as he imagined her evening unfolding. The thought was humiliating, for him, and strangely, a little for her. Yet it also felt liberating.

She took a sip of her drink and scanned the room casually. Men laughed in groups, couples chatted, a few solo drinkers nursed pints. No one had approached her yet. But the night was young.

Back at the house, Mark arrived to silence. He poured himself a large whisky and sat in the living room, staring at his phone. The preparation had been exquisite torture. Helping her into that dress, touching her stockings, driving her to the pub like a chauffeur delivering his wife to potential lovers, it had all been more intense than any fantasy he had dared imagine.

Now the real wait began.

Helen sat at her small table near the window, nursing her second gin and tonic. The Oak & Ivy was comfortably busy for a Saturday night in January, locals chatting over pints, a few couples enjoying dinner, and a steady hum of conversation that wrapped around her like a buffer. She had been there nearly forty minutes, and the initial flutter of nerves had settled into a dull, resigned scepticism. No one had approached her yet. Perhaps that was for the best. She could finish her drink, text Mark that nothing had happened, and go home to watch him deflate with disappointment.

One night, she reminded herself. Just to shut him up.

She smoothed the black dress over her thighs and checked her phone. No messages. Mark would be at home by now, pacing or sitting rigidly in the living room, staring at his screen. The image of him, flushed, erect, pathetically hopeful, brought a strange mix of irritation and that unwelcome spark of power she had first felt weeks ago.

A voice beside her table pulled her from her thoughts.

“Excuse me, is this seat taken?”

Helen looked up. The man was in his early fifties, tallish with a slight dad-bod softness, salt-and-pepper hair neatly combed, and kind brown eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses. He wore a casual navy jumper over a checked shirt, nothing flashy, just decent. Pleasant. Unremarkable. Exactly the sort of man she might have passed without notice in the supermarket.

“No,” she said, surprised at how steady her voice sounded. “It’s free.”

He smiled, warm and easy, and sat down with his pint of bitter. “Thank you. I’m David. You look like you’re waiting for someone, but I thought I’d take a chance. Quiet night otherwise.”

Helen gave a small, polite laugh. “Not waiting for anyone, actually. I’m Helen.” She hesitated, then added, “And I’m… not really sure why I’m here.”

David raised an eyebrow, intrigued but not pushy. “That sounds like the start of an interesting story. Mind if I buy you another drink while you tell it?”

She surprised herself by nodding. “Gin and tonic, please.”

While he went to the bar, Helen’s mind raced. What am I doing? This was already further than she had expected. David returned quickly, setting the fresh drink in front of her with a gentle smile.

“So,” he said, settling back. “Why is an attractive woman like you sitting alone in a pub on a Saturday night looking like she’d rather be anywhere else?”

Helen took a sip, the gin warming her. She hadn’t planned to explain anything, but the words tumbled out before she could stop them. Perhaps it was the alcohol, or the surreal nature of the evening, or simply the need to make this all feel real.

“It’s… complicated. Embarrassing, really.” She glanced down at her glass. “My husband has been begging me for months to do this. To come out and meet someone. Sleep with them.”

David’s eyebrows rose, but he didn’t look disgusted or mocking. If anything, he looked gently amused and curious. “That’s quite the request. Happy marriage otherwise?”

“Twenty years,” Helen said with a wry smile. “One daughter at university. Empty nest. Our sex life has been… non-existent for a long time. He’s convinced that me seeing other men will somehow fix things. He begged. Relentlessly. I finally said yes just to make it stop. I honestly didn’t think anything would come of it. I still don’t.”

She laughed self-consciously, expecting David to excuse himself politely. Instead, he leaned in slightly, his expression warm and attentive.

“That takes guts, Helen. On both your parts. Most men wouldn’t have the nerve to admit something like that. And most wives wouldn’t even entertain it.” He paused, studying her. “You don’t seem like the type who does this often.”

“I’ve never done anything like this,” she admitted. “I’m a teacher. A mum. This feels ridiculous. I keep expecting to wake up and laugh about how absurd it all is.”

David chuckled softly, a rich, reassuring sound. “Well, for what it’s worth, I’m glad you came out tonight. You have a lovely smile, even when you’re doubting yourself. And if I’m being honest, your situation is… intriguing. Not in a creepy way. Just human.”

They talked easily after that. David was a divorced architect from a nearby village, with two grown sons and a dry sense of humour that put her at ease. He asked gentle questions about her teaching, about Emma, about what she enjoyed doing when she wasn’t being “sent on missions” by her husband. He listened more than he spoke, nodding thoughtfully, occasionally offering a light touch on her arm when she laughed.

Helen found herself relaxing. The gin helped, but so did David’s charm. He wasn’t aggressive or sleazy. He was warm, attentive, and genuinely interested. When she mentioned Mark waiting at home, David shook his head with a sympathetic grin.

“Poor bloke must be climbing the walls right now. Respect for him trusting you like this, though. And for you being open to it.”

“I still don’t know if I am,” Helen confessed, her cheeks warm. “Part of me wants to finish this drink and call a taxi home. Tell him it was a nice chat and nothing more.”

David met her eyes steadily. “That’s entirely your choice. No pressure from me. But I’ll say this, you’re funny, intelligent, and far more attractive than you seem to realise. If you decide you’d like some company tonight, I’d be honoured. No expectations beyond good conversation and whatever feels right. My place is only ten minutes away. Clean sheets, decent wine.”

Helen’s heart beat faster. She searched his face for any sign of insincerity and found none. He was charming without trying too hard, confident but gentle. The contrast with Mark’s desperate, kneeling eagerness was stark.

She finished her drink, feeling a surprising warmth spread through her body. Not just the alcohol. Something else. A flicker of real interest. Of being seen.

“I can’t believe I’m even considering this,” she murmured, half to herself.

David smiled. “Life’s short, Helen. Especially after twenty years of routine. One night doesn’t have to change everything. It can just be… a night.”

She looked at her phone. A message from Mark had arrived twenty minutes earlier; Everything okay? Thinking of you. I love you.

Helen stared at it for a long moment, then slipped the phone back into her bag without replying. The small act of defiance sent a quiet thrill through her.

She met David’s eyes. “Alright. Let’s go to yours. But I’m serious, no expectations. If it feels wrong, I leave.”

“Understood completely,” he said, standing and offering his hand to help her up. His grip was firm and warm. “Shall we?”

As they left the pub together, Helen’s heels clicking beside David’s steady steps, the cold night air felt invigorating rather than daunting. She glanced back once at the car park where Mark had dropped her off earlier. Then she turned forward, walking beside a man who was not her husband.

Back at the house, Mark’s phone remained silent. He had refreshed it obsessively for the past hour, imagining every possible scenario. The preparation, the drive, the send-off, it had all been exquisite torment. Now the wait stretched out, agonising and arousing in equal measure.

Helen, meanwhile, sat in David’s comfortable car as he drove them the short distance to his cottage. They chatted lightly, but the air between them had shifted. Anticipation hummed. She still half-expected the evening to fizzle into awkwardness. Yet as David glanced at her with that easy, appreciative smile, Helen realised with a quiet jolt that she was no longer certain it would.

For the first time in years, she felt the stirrings of genuine possibility.

* * * *

Mark drove home from The Oak & Ivy in a daze, the Volvo’s headlights cutting through the dark Hertfordshire lanes. His hands still trembled on the steering wheel. The image of Helen walking away in that black dress, heels clicking with a confidence he hadn’t seen in years, burned into his mind. She hadn’t looked back.

By the time he pulled into their driveway, the house loomed dark and silent. He let himself in, the click of the door echoing too loudly. The quiet was oppressive. No Helen in the kitchen. Just him, alone with his thoughts and the throbbing hardness that had refused to subside since helping her into her stockings.

He poured himself a large whisky and carried it into the living room. The clock on the mantel read 7;55 p.m. She had been inside the pub for only a few minutes. The night still stretched ahead, but with pubs closing at 11, there was a definite endpoint looming.

Mark tried to sit, but within minutes he was pacing the length of the room. From the sofa to the French windows and back. His mind raced. Helen chatting awkwardly. Helen laughing. Helen… letting a stranger’s hand rest on her knee. The jealousy burned, yet it only made his cock strain harder.

He checked his phone. Nothing. It had only been twenty minutes.

“Fuck,” he muttered. He loosened his belt and adjusted himself. The arousal was relentless. Terror mingled with the excitement, real fear that she might actually go through with it. That she might enjoy it.

He paced faster. Another check of the phone. Still nothing. He opened their messaging thread and stared at his last text; Everything okay? Thinking of you. I love you. No reply.

By 8;40 p.m., Mark was already a wreck. He had paced every room on the ground floor. He had straightened cushions, opened and closed the fridge, and pressed Helen’s dressing gown to his face upstairs, inhaling her scent. His erection ached constantly. He was leaking into his underwear.

“She’s probably just having one drink,” he told himself. “Talking. Nothing more. She’ll be home by ten.”

But he knew he was lying. Helen had gone out dressed to attract, worn down by months of his begging.

9;10 p.m. Mark’s pacing had become frantic. Every car passing outside made him freeze. He refreshed his phone obsessively. Sweat beaded on his forehead. The terror was real now. What if she hated it? What if this destroyed them? What if she didn’t come home tonight?

He sank to his knees in the middle of the living room carpet, the position feeling instinctively right. Submissive. Exactly where he belonged while his wife was out.

9;45 p.m. Still nothing. Mark was breathing hard, one hand pressed against his aching cock through his trousers, not stroking, just holding the pressure. The denial was part of the exquisite torture.

At 10;12 p.m., the phone finally buzzed in his hand.

Mark nearly dropped it. His eyes devoured the message from Helen;

Going home with him. His name is David. Don’t wait up. I’ll text when I’m on my way back. Maybe.

The phone slipped from his fingers onto the cushion. Mark stared at it, chest heaving. Going home with him. The words hit like a physical blow. His wife, his Helen, was going home with another man. Right now. To fuck him. And pubs hadn’t even closed yet.

A strangled moan escaped his throat. He picked up the phone and reread the message, over and over. So blunt. So final. No reassurance. Just the bare facts, delivered with the new authority she had begun to wield.

“Oh God,” he whispered, still on his knees. He imagined David, tall, charming, confident, kissing her in the car. Sliding his hand up her stockinged thigh. Hearing her gasp in a way Mark hadn’t heard in years.

Tears pricked at his eyes even as his cock twitched painfully. Jealousy and arousal twisted together into something overwhelming. This was real. Helen had crossed the threshold. And he had begged her to do it.

He stayed on his knees for a long time, phone clutched tightly, rereading the text. The house was utterly silent around him, amplifying every ragged breath. The empty nest had never felt more hollow, or more charged with dark possibility.

Eventually, Mark rose on shaky legs and sank into the armchair. He left the whisky untouched. He wanted to be clear-headed for whatever came next. The wait continued, deeper now. The first text had confirmed his deepest fears and wildest fantasies.

Helen was with another man.

And all Mark could do was wait, hard, desperate, and utterly helpless, for whatever scraps, or humiliation, she chose to send him before the night ended.


Chapter 3

David’s cottage was a modest semi-detached in a quiet village just ten minutes from the pub. Warm light glowed from the windows as they pulled into the drive. Helen’s stomach tightened the moment the car stopped. The gin’s pleasant buzz had faded into sharp awareness. What on earth was she doing? This was real now. Not a fantasy, not Mark’s relentless begging, but her, in a stranger’s driveway, about to step inside.

Her hands felt clammy as David switched off the engine and turned to her with that easy, reassuring smile.

“You can change your mind at any point,” he said gently, reading her hesitation. “No pressure. We can have another drink and talk, or I can drive you home. Whatever you want, Helen.”

His kindness only heightened her nerves. She nodded, swallowing hard. “I know. Let’s… go inside.”

The cottage was cosy and masculine, dark wood floors, bookshelves lining one wall of the living room, a couple of comfortable sofas, and a faint scent of sandalwood. David took her coat and hung it neatly, then poured them each a glass of red wine from an open bottle on the kitchen counter. He didn’t crowd her. Instead, he gave her space, chatting lightly about the pub, the terrible January weather, and a funny story about one of his recent architectural projects. His voice was calm, low, and confident. It put her at ease even as her pulse raced.

They stood in the living room, wine glasses in hand. Helen sipped hers, feeling the warmth spread through her chest. David set his glass down and stepped closer, not rushing.

“You’re trembling a little,” he observed softly, his brown eyes kind behind his glasses.

“I haven’t done anything like this in… well, ever,” she admitted with a nervous laugh. “My marriage… it’s been very different.”

David reached out slowly and brushed a strand of auburn hair from her face. His fingers were warm. “Then we’ll take it slow. You’re in control here, Helen.”

The words landed with unexpected weight. In control. Something Mark had been surrendering to her for months. She met David’s gaze and felt a flicker of real desire stir. He was patient. Attentive. Not desperate.

He leaned in, giving her plenty of time to pull away. Their first kiss was gentle, lips brushing, testing. Helen’s nerves flared, but his mouth was warm and skilled. He didn’t devour her; he coaxed. One hand rested lightly on her waist, the other cupping the back of her neck. She found herself leaning into him, her free hand coming up to rest on his chest. The kiss deepened gradually, tongues meeting with growing confidence. A low sound escaped her throat, surprise and pleasure mingled.

When they broke apart, both breathing heavier, David smiled. “Still alright?”

“Yes,” she whispered, surprised to find she meant it.

He took her glass and set it aside, then led her upstairs to the bedroom by the hand. The room was simple; a large bed with crisp navy sheets, soft lamplight, and a big window overlooking the dark garden. Helen’s heart hammered as he closed the door behind them.

David pulled her close again, kissing her more deeply this time. His hands roamed slowly over her back, tracing the zipper of her black dress but not rushing. He kissed her neck, just below the ear, sending shivers down her spine. Helen tilted her head, giving him access. It felt good, better than she had expected. Confident, unhurried touches that made her skin tingle.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured against her skin. “I’ve wanted to do this since I saw you sitting alone in the pub.”

His fingers found the zipper and drew it down gradually, the sound loud in the quiet room. The dress slipped from her shoulders. Helen stepped out of it, standing in her black bra, matching panties, and sheer stockings. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but David’s appreciative gaze made her feel desired in a way Mark’s desperate stares never quite had.

He undressed her with deliberate care. The bra clasp came undone with a soft click; he kissed each shoulder as the straps fell. Then he knelt, rolling the stockings down her legs one at a time, his lips brushing the sensitive skin behind her knees. Helen’s breath hitched. By the time she stood in just her panties, she was flushed and breathing faster.

David stood, shedding his own clothes methodically, jumper, shirt, trousers, revealing a solid, slightly soft body with a respectable erection straining against his boxers. Nothing intimidating, but real. Present. He pulled her against him, skin to skin for the first time. The warmth of his body, the hardness pressing against her belly, sent a jolt of genuine arousal through her.

They moved to the bed. David laid her down gently, kissing her again as he hooked his fingers into her panties and slid them off. Helen parted her legs instinctively. He explored her with his mouth and fingers, slow, confident strokes of his tongue against her clit, two fingers curling inside her with practised ease. She gasped, hips lifting. It had been so long since anyone had focused on her pleasure like this. Mark’s rare attempts had always felt mechanical. This was different. David seemed to relish it, humming with approval as she grew wetter and more responsive.

“Oh… God,” Helen moaned, her hand tangling in his salt-and-pepper hair.

When she was trembling on the edge, he moved up her body, kissing her breasts, sucking gently on her nipples until she arched.

“Erm, do you have a…” Helen nodded down to his penis.

He nodded and retrieved a condom from the bedside drawer, rolled it on, and positioned himself between her thighs. He didn’t thrust in immediately. Instead, he rubbed the head of his cock against her slick folds, teasing, building anticipation.

“Look at me,” he said softly.

Helen met his eyes as he pushed inside her, slow, steady, filling her completely. She gasped at the sensation. He was thicker than Mark, and the angle was perfect. David began to move with confident, rolling thrusts, deep and unhurried at first, then building in intensity. One hand gripped her hip; the other braced beside her head. He kissed her as he fucked her, deep and passionate, his rhythm steady and assured.

Helen’s legs wrapped around him. Pleasure built in waves, surprising her with its strength. She had expected awkward fumbling, perhaps a quick, unsatisfying encounter she could dismiss. Instead, David’s confident strokes hit every sensitive spot inside her. He varied his pace, slow and deep, then faster, grinding against her clit with each thrust. His breath was hot against her neck as he whispered encouragement.

“That’s it… you feel incredible.”

The orgasm caught her off guard. It rolled through her powerfully, her walls clenching around him as she cried out, nails digging into his back. David groaned, thrusting through it, drawing it out until she was shaking. Only then did he let himself go, burying himself deep with a low moan as he came.

They stayed joined for a long moment, breathing hard. David kissed her softly, then rolled to the side, pulling her against his chest. Helen lay there, stunned. Her body hummed with satisfaction, deep, genuine satisfaction she hadn’t felt in years. Her skin glowed with sweat, her thighs trembled, and a lazy smile tugged at her lips despite herself.

David stroked her hair. “Alright?” he asked again, smiling.

“Better than alright,” she admitted quietly, still catching her breath. “I… wasn’t expecting that.”

He chuckled warmly. “Neither was I when I saw you in the pub. You’re a wonderful woman, Helen.”

Helen lay nestled against David’s chest, the steady thump of his heartbeat beneath her ear. The bedside lamp cast a soft, golden glow over the rumpled navy sheets. Her body felt heavy in the best possible way, limbs loose, skin still tingling, a deep, languid warmth radiating from between her thighs. She had expected awkward small talk, a quick exit, and a taxi ride home filled with regret. Instead, she found herself reluctant to move.

David’s fingers traced lazy circles on her bare shoulder. “You’re quiet,” he murmured, his voice low and contented. “Regretting it already?”

Helen tilted her head to look at him. His salt-and-pepper hair was tousled, his glasses discarded on the nightstand. He looked relaxed, satisfied, and genuinely pleased to have her there. “No,” she said honestly. “Not at all. I’m just… surprised. I thought this would be awkward. Mechanical. Over quickly.”

David chuckled, a warm rumble that vibrated through his chest. “I’m glad it wasn’t. You’re an incredible lover, Helen. Responsive. Beautiful. It’s been a long time since I’ve enjoyed someone’s company this much after meeting them in a pub.”

The compliment landed softly, without the desperate edge Mark’s praise always carried. Helen felt herself smiling despite the surreal situation. She shifted slightly, draping one leg over his. The movement reminded her of the pleasant ache between her legs. “Tell me about you, then. Properly. Not the pub version.”

They talked for a long time. David spoke about his divorce five years earlier, amicable but painful, with two sons now in their twenties who visited irregularly. His work as an architect, designing sustainable homes that actually felt like homes. The quiet life he led in the village, walks with his dog (currently staying with a neighbour), and how rare it was to meet someone like her; intelligent, grounded, with a quiet strength.

Helen found herself opening up more than she had intended. She told him about teaching English to restless teenagers, about Emma leaving for university and the strange emptiness that had followed. About twenty years of a stable but increasingly sexless marriage. She didn’t dwell on the cuckold details, those felt too private, too humiliating, but she hinted at Mark’s pressure and her own exhaustion with the routine.

“He begged you to do this?” David asked gently, one eyebrow raised.

Helen nodded, tracing a finger over his chest. “For months. Relentlessly. I finally agreed just to make it stop. I never expected…” She gestured vaguely at their naked bodies. “This.”

David kissed the top of her head. “Sometimes the universe has a sense of humour. You deserve to feel good, Helen. Whatever happens after tonight.”

The conversation flowed easily, punctuated by sips of water and the occasional shared laugh. Time slipped away. Helen glanced at the clock on the nightstand, well past midnight. She should have left by now. Mark would be climbing the walls. The thought sent a complex flutter through her; guilt mixed with a surprising thread of satisfaction at the power she held. He had wanted this. Now she was living it, and it felt far better than she had any right to expect.

David noticed her glance. “You don’t have to rush off. Stay a bit longer if you want. No strings. Just this.”

Helen hesitated only a moment. “Alright. A little longer.”

The second round began more slowly than the first. David rolled her onto her back and kissed her deeply, unhurried. His mouth moved from her lips to her neck, then lower, lavishing attention on her breasts. He sucked one nipple gently while rolling the other between his fingers, drawing soft moans from her. Helen arched into him, her hands threading through his hair. The confidence in his touch, the lack of frantic desperation, was intoxicating.

“You taste wonderful,” he murmured against her skin, moving further down. He parted her thighs and worshipped her with his tongue again, long, slow licks followed by focused circles on her clit. Helen’s hips bucked. She was already wet from the first time, sensitive and responsive. Two fingers slid inside her, curling perfectly, and within minutes she was gasping, gripping the sheets as another orgasm built and crashed over her.

“David…” she breathed, trembling.

He moved up her body, kissing her so she could taste herself on his lips. His cock was hard again, pressing insistently against her thigh. This time there was no condom discussion, he had already shown her the box earlier, and they were both comfortable. He entered her in one smooth thrust, groaning at the slick heat.

They moved together with growing urgency. Helen wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. David’s thrusts were powerful yet controlled, each one grinding against her in a way that sent sparks through her core. He whispered praises, “So tight… so perfect… let go for me again”, and Helen did, coming hard around him with a cry that surprised even her.

He followed soon after, burying himself deep and shuddering through his release. They collapsed together, sweaty and breathless, laughing softly at the intensity.

“God,” Helen said, still catching her breath. “I haven’t come like that in… I don’t know how long.”

David pulled her close, spooning her from behind. “Then I’m honoured to be the one to remind you what it feels like.”

They lay like that for another half hour, talking in low voices. David fetched them both a glass of water and a small bar of dark chocolate from the kitchen. The domestic intimacy of it, naked, sharing chocolate in bed, felt strangely natural. Helen found herself relaxing into a state of genuine contentment she hadn’t experienced in years. Her body was sated, her mind quiet for once. No marking deadlines, no domestic worries, no Mark’s pleading eyes watching her every move.

Eventually, the clock nudged past 2 a.m. Reality crept back in.

“I should go,” she said reluctantly, sitting up and swinging her legs over the side of the bed.

David watched her dress, his eyes appreciative. “I’d like to see you again, Helen. If you ever want to. No pressure. Just… think about it.”

She paused while fastening her bra. The offer hung in the air. One night, she had told Mark. But the pleasure still humming through her veins made that promise feel distant.

“I’ll think about it,” she said honestly. “Thank you, David. For everything.”

He drove her back to a discreet spot near the pub where taxis often waited, kissing her lingeringly before she got out. The taxi ride home was quiet, the streets dark and empty. Helen stared out the window, replaying the night. The slow undressing. The way he had looked at her. The two powerful orgasms. The easy conversation afterwards. It had been more than sex. It had been affirming. Fun, even.

As the taxi turned into their cul-de-sac, the house lights were still on downstairs. Mark would be waiting, no doubt in a state of agonised arousal. Helen felt a curious mix of affection, pity, and something sharper, authority. She had gone out expecting mediocrity and returned glowing from genuine pleasure.

The power shift Mark had initiated was now firmly in her hands. And after tonight, she wasn’t sure she wanted to hand it back so easily.

The taxi rolled quietly into the cul-de-sac just as the first pale streaks of dawn began to lighten the January sky. Helen paid the driver with cash from the envelope Mark had prepared, murmuring a polite thank you. Her legs felt pleasantly unsteady as she stepped out onto the driveway, the black dress slightly rumpled, her hair tousled in a way that spoke of recent activity. She carried her heels in one hand, the cold pavement biting at her stockinged feet, but she barely noticed. A warm, satisfied glow suffused her body, radiating from deep within.

The house looked exactly as she had left it, lights still burning downstairs, the Volvo parked neatly. Yet everything felt different. She was different.

Inside, Mark had not slept. He had spent the long hours alternating between frantic pacing, kneeling on the living room carpet, and refreshing his phone every few seconds. The text from Helen, Going home with him, had arrived hours ago, and since then, silence. No updates. No estimated time. Just the crushing, exquisite weight of uncertainty. His eyes were bloodshot, his trousers stained from multiple leaks of pre-cum, and his cock remained painfully hard despite the exhaustion. He had edged himself several times without allowing release, determined to save it for her return.

When he heard the key in the lock, he bolted upright from the armchair, heart slamming against his ribs. The door opened and there she was.

Helen stepped inside, closing the door softly behind her. The hallway light caught her face, flushed cheeks, bright green eyes that seemed sharper, more alive. A faint sheen of sweat still clung to her collarbone, and there was a subtle dishevelment to her that made Mark’s stomach twist. She looked radiant. Satisfied. And strangely distant, as if part of her was still back in David’s cottage.

“Helen,” Mark breathed, rushing forward but stopping short when she raised a hand. “You’re back. God, I’ve been going mad. Are you… alright?”

She regarded him for a long moment, taking in his dishevelled state; wrinkled clothes, desperate eyes, the obvious bulge in his trousers. A small, almost amused smile touched her lips. “I’m fine, Mark. Better than fine, actually.”

She slipped past him into the living room, dropping her heels by the sofa and sinking into it with a contented sigh. The movement caused her dress to ride up slightly, revealing the tops of her stockings. Mark followed like a shadow, hovering uncertainly.

“Tell me,” he pleaded, voice hoarse. “Please. What happened? Who was he? Did you…?”

Helen stretched her legs out, flexing her toes. She looked at him with a new coolness, as if evaluating a slightly amusing but ultimately lesser creature. “His name is David. Divorced architect. Decent-looking. Kind eyes. We had a few drinks at the pub, talked for a while. Then I went back to his cottage.”

Mark swallowed hard, lowering himself to the edge of the armchair opposite her. His hands trembled in his lap. “And then?”

She tilted her head, studying him. The glow on her face made her look younger, more vibrant. “Then we fucked, Mark. Isn’t that what you wanted to hear?”

The crude word, delivered so casually from his usually proper wife, hit him like a slap. He let out a shaky breath, cock twitching visibly. “Yes. Tell me more. Please. I need to know.”

Helen gave a soft, dismissive laugh. “You don’t need much, do you? Fine. He was a good kisser. Patient. Took his time undressing me. Kissed every inch as he did.” She paused, watching Mark’s face flush deeper. “He went down on me. Twice. Made me come with his tongue before he even entered me. It felt… very good.”

Mark’s breathing grew ragged. He leaned forward, hanging on every sparse detail. “Did he… was he bigger than me?”

“A bit thicker,” Helen said lightly, as if discussing the weather. “Filled me nicely. He knew what he was doing. Confident strokes. Not rushed. I came again while he was inside me. Hard.” She shifted on the sofa, crossing her legs. The movement was deliberate, teasing. “Then we talked afterwards. Had another round. He made me come a third time. I stayed longer than I planned. It was… satisfying.”

Mark groaned softly, one hand pressing against his crotch. The minimal details were somehow worse than a full graphic recounting. They left his imagination to fill in the blanks with vivid, torturous images; Helen’s legs wrapped around this stranger, her moans filling another man’s bedroom, her body glowing exactly as it was now, from his efforts.

“You stayed until dawn?” he whispered.

“Nearly. We chatted in bed. Ate chocolate. It was… civilised. Pleasant.” Helen’s eyes met his, cool and appraising. “He was attentive, Mark. Made me feel desired. Wanted. Not like I was granting some desperate favour.”

The words stung with precision. Mark nodded frantically, humiliated and achingly aroused. “I’m glad. I’m so glad it was good for you. Thank you for doing this. For me. For us.”

Helen raised an eyebrow. “For you, mostly. I did it to shut you up, remember?” She stood up slowly, smoothing her dress. The glow around her seemed almost luminous in the early morning light filtering through the curtains. “I’m going upstairs for a shower. I can still smell him on me.”

Mark rose too, reaching out instinctively. “Can I… can I see? Or taste? You said maybe...”

She stopped him with a single look. Distant. In control. “Not yet. You’ll wait. I’m tired, and I want to wash first. Go make me a cup of tea. Strong. Two sugars.”

He obeyed immediately, hurrying to the kitchen like a servant. As the kettle boiled, his mind reeled. She was glowing. Distant. Speaking in short, humiliating fragments that painted a picture of genuine pleasure rather than the disappointing encounter he had half-hoped for. The power shift he had initiated was now complete, and accelerating.

Helen climbed the stairs, feeling Mark’s desperate gaze on her back. In the bathroom, she peeled off the dress and lingerie, examining the faint marks on her thighs and breasts from David’s mouth and hands. A small, private smile crossed her face as she stepped under the hot spray. The night had been far better than expected. Liberating. Addictive, even.

Downstairs, Mark prepared the tea with shaking hands, his erection still throbbing painfully. When Helen descended twenty minutes later in her dressing gown, hair damp and skin fresh, she accepted the mug with a nod.

“Thank you,” she said simply, sipping it. Then, almost as an afterthought; “David said he’d like to see me again. I told him I’d think about it.”

Mark’s face paled, then flushed crimson. “You… did?”

Helen met his eyes over the rim of the mug, glowing and distant. “One night, you said. But it was good, Mark. Really good. Now go to bed. You look exhausted. We can talk more later.”

She turned and headed back upstairs without waiting for a reply, leaving Mark standing in the kitchen, tea forgotten, cock aching, and mind spinning with a potent cocktail of regret, gratitude, and overwhelming arousal.

The empty nest had never felt so transformed. Helen had returned at dawn, not broken or disappointed, but radiant. And the minimal details she had shared were already carving deep grooves into his soul.

* * * *

Mark stood frozen in the kitchen long after Helen had gone upstairs. The mug of tea he had made for her sat untouched on the counter, cooling rapidly. His heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic rhythm that matched the throbbing in his groin. Every sparse detail she had given him replayed in his mind on an endless loop; He went down on me. Made me come with his tongue… I came again while he was inside me… I stayed longer than planned… It was satisfying.

The words should have been everything he had fantasised about for years. Yet as he finally forced himself to move, climbing the stairs on shaky legs, a strange duality tore at him. Intense, shameful arousal warred with a growing knot of unease in his stomach.

He paused outside their bedroom door, listening. The shower had stopped. He entered quietly. Helen was already in bed, propped against the pillows in her favourite silk dressing gown, the damp ends of her auburn hair curling against her shoulders. She looked serene. Radiant, even. A soft, private smile played at the corners of her mouth as she scrolled idly through her phone. The same smile she used to wear years ago, after particularly good sex in their early marriage. A smile that had been absent for so long.

Mark hovered at the foot of the bed, hands clasped in front of him to hide the persistent bulge in his trousers. “Helen… can I come to bed?”

She glanced up, her green eyes still holding that distant, glowing quality. “Of course. It’s your bed too.” The words were polite, but there was a subtle shift in tone, like she was granting permission rather than simply agreeing.

He undressed quickly, leaving his clothes in a heap, and slid under the duvet beside her. The proximity to her body, still warm and faintly scented with another man’s soap and lingering traces of sex, made him dizzy. He turned towards her, desperate for more.

“Tell me again,” he whispered, voice cracking. “Please. Anything. How did it feel when he was inside you?”

Helen set her phone aside and lay back, staring at the ceiling. She didn’t look at him. “It felt good, Mark. Really good. Better than I expected. He was patient. Thorough. I didn’t have to guide him or pretend. I just… let go.” Her voice carried a dreamy quality. “He made me feel like a woman again. Desired. Not just convenient.”

Each word was a dagger wrapped in silk. Mark’s cock twitched hard beneath the covers. He reached down and wrapped his hand around himself, stroking slowly, unable to help it. The humiliation burned deliciously. His wife had been fucked by another man, properly, passionately, and she was glowing because of it. Yet beneath the arousal, unease stirred. This wasn’t the awkward, disappointing encounter he had half-hoped would satisfy his fantasy and then fade away. Helen had enjoyed it. Deeply.

“Do you… regret it?” he asked, hating how needy he sounded.

Helen turned her head slightly, finally meeting his eyes. There was that new cool appraisal again. “No. I don’t. It was liberating. You begged for this for months, remember? Now you have it.” She paused, then added softly, almost to herself, “And it was better than anything we’ve had in years.”

The statement landed heavily. Mark stroked himself faster, shame flooding his face. “I’m glad. I really am. But… are you going to see him again?”

Helen’s smile returned, small and enigmatic. “He asked. I said I’d think about it.” She closed her eyes, settling deeper into the pillows. “Now be quiet, Mark. I’m tired. It was a long night.”

She rolled onto her side, facing away from him. Within minutes, her breathing deepened into the steady rhythm of sleep. But the smile lingered on her lips. That satisfied, post-sex smile that Mark hadn’t seen directed at him in over a decade. She looked peaceful. Content. Fulfilled by another man.

Mark lay beside her, aching. The room was quiet except for her soft breathing and the faint creaks of the old house. His hand moved frantically under the duvet now, chasing the orgasm he had denied himself all night. The images assaulted him; Helen’s legs wrapped around David, her moans filling a stranger’s bedroom, her body arching in climax not once but multiple times. The jealousy was excruciating. The arousal even more so.

Yet the unease grew. This wasn’t playful fantasy anymore. Helen had returned different, distant, empowered, glowing in a way that made him feel smaller. What had he done? He had pushed and begged for months, and now the Pandora’s box was open. What if she wanted more? What if this one night wasn’t enough for her?

He was close to the edge when he heard it.

A soft, barely audible sigh from Helen. Then the subtle rustle of sheets. Mark froze, hand still on his cock. In the dim pre-dawn light filtering through the curtains, he could just make out the movement. Helen’s hand had slipped beneath the duvet. Her breathing, though still sleepy, had changed, shallower, quicker. Her hips shifted ever so slightly.

She was touching herself.

Quietly. Secretly. Thinking of him. Of David.

Mark’s mouth went dry. He didn’t dare move or speak. He simply watched, transfixed, as his wife, lying right beside him, began to masturbate. Her fingers moved in slow, familiar circles beneath the fabric. A tiny, breathy moan escaped her, so faint he almost missed it. Her lips parted, that same satisfied smile deepening for a moment as she relived the night.

“Oh…” she whispered almost inaudibly, lost in her own world. “Yes… like that…”

The highlight of Mark’s torment. His beautiful, proper wife, freshly fucked by another man, was quietly pleasuring herself to the memory while he lay inches away, aching and denied. The humiliation crashed over him like a wave. Tears of shame and overwhelming lust pricked his eyes. His own hand resumed stroking, matching her unseen rhythm as best he could without disturbing her.

Helen’s movements grew slightly more urgent. Her breathing hitched. She bit her lip to stifle any louder sounds, but Mark caught the soft gasp as she brought herself to a gentle, quiet climax. Her body tensed briefly, then relaxed with a long, contented exhale. The smile returned, softer now, as she drifted fully back into sleep.

Mark couldn’t hold back any longer. With a choked whimper, he came hard into his own hand, spilling messily over his fingers and belly. The orgasm was intense but hollow, leaving him gasping and immediately wracked with conflicting emotions. Relief. Shame. A deeper, gnawing unease.

He lay there afterwards, sticky and spent, staring at the ceiling as the room brightened with full morning light. Helen slept peacefully beside him, smiling faintly, her body still humming with the afterglow of another man’s touch. She had barely shared any details, yet those minimal fragments, and the private moment he had just witnessed, were enough to unravel him.

This was what he had begged for. And now, as the reality settled in, Mark felt the first cold tendrils of regret creeping in beneath the arousal. What if she didn’t stop at one night? What if this was only the beginning?

He cleaned himself up quietly in the en-suite, then returned to bed. Helen didn’t stir. She looked so serene, so alive. For the first time since his confession, Mark wondered whether opening this door had been a terrible mistake.

Yet even as the unease gnawed at him, his spent cock twitched again at the memory of her quiet masturbation. The conflict was exquisite. Torturous. Addictive.


Chapter 4

The following Tuesday afternoon found Helen sitting in the corner of The Copper Kettle, their favourite café in the market town. The place was quiet, the lunchtime rush long over, with only the soft clink of cups and the murmur of a few other patrons filling the air. Winter sunlight filtered weakly through the steamed windows, casting pale patterns across the wooden table.

Helen stirred her flat white absently, her mind replaying fragments of the weekend. David’s confident hands. The way he had made her come so easily. The quiet masturbation in bed beside a desperate, sleepless Mark. She felt a persistent warmth low in her belly even now, days later. A secret glow she couldn’t quite suppress.

Diane arrived ten minutes late, as usual, sweeping in with her usual whirlwind energy. At forty-six, recently divorced and embracing her freedom with gusto, Diane was the opposite of Helen’s former self; bold red lipstick, a stylish bob of dark hair, fitted jeans and a cashmere jumper that showed off her curves. She had always been the more adventurous one, even during their school-gate years together.

“Sorry, darling, traffic was a nightmare,” Diane said, air-kissing both cheeks before dropping into the chair opposite. She ordered a large cappuccino and a slice of carrot cake without looking at the menu. “You look different. Radiant. Have you been on holiday without telling me?”

Helen smiled faintly, a touch of nervousness fluttering in her chest. She had debated whether to say anything at all. Mark’s fantasy was deeply private, humiliating even. But the weight of the experience, and the confusing mix of excitement and guilt, needed an outlet. Diane had always been discreet, and more importantly, non-judgmental.

“Not exactly a holiday,” Helen said, lowering her voice. She glanced around to ensure no one was within earshot. “Something happened on Saturday night. Something I still can’t quite believe I did.”

Diane leaned forward, eyes sparkling with immediate interest. “Ooh, now this sounds promising. Spill. Did you finally kick Mark out of the spare room and have your wicked way with him?”

Helen took a steadying sip of her coffee. “No. The opposite, really.” She paused, then plunged in. “Mark has been… begging me for months. Years, actually, if I’m honest. He has this fantasy. A cuckold fantasy. He wanted me to sleep with another man. He wouldn’t let it go. The empty nest, the pressure, the constant pleading… I finally agreed. Just once. To shut him up.”

Diane’s eyebrows shot up, but instead of shock or disapproval, a delighted grin spread across her face. “Shut the front door. Your boring accountant husband is a cuck? Helen, you dark horse! Tell me everything. Did you actually go through with it?”

Helen felt her cheeks warm. She nodded. “Saturday night. I went to The Oak & Ivy. Met a man named David. Divorced architect. Nice, normal, charming. We talked, had drinks… and then I went back to his place.”

Diane clapped her hands together softly, leaning in closer. “And? Was it awful? Awkward? Or was it good?”

Helen hesitated, then let out a small, incredulous laugh. “It was… incredible. Better than I ever expected. I thought it would be mediocre at best. Some fumbling, disappointing quickie I could dismiss. But David was confident. Patient. He took his time undressing me, went down on me until I came, then fucked me properly. Twice. I came three times in total. Stayed until nearly dawn. We talked afterwards, had chocolate in bed. It felt… liberating.”

Diane’s eyes widened with genuine excitement. She reached across the table and squeezed Helen’s hand. “Oh my God, Helen! I’m so proud of you. Three orgasms? From a stranger? After years with Mark’s polite little missionary sessions? This is fantastic!”

Helen laughed despite herself, the tension easing. “It feels surreal saying it out loud. I went out expecting nothing and came back glowing. Mark was a wreck when I got home at dawn. I gave him the bare minimum details and he was practically beside himself. Then later, in bed… I caught myself touching myself thinking about David while Mark lay right there. He noticed. He came almost immediately from the humiliation.”

Diane threw her head back and laughed, a rich, throaty sound that turned a few heads. “That is delicious. Your husband begged you to get properly fucked and now he’s suffering the consequences. How did he take the news that it was actually good?”

“Mixed. Aroused, obviously. But I saw real unease in his eyes. He kept asking if I regretted it. I told him no.” Helen traced the rim of her cup. “He’s the one who opened this door, Di. Months of gentle but relentless pressure. Flowers, massages, texts, kneeling in the garden begging. I finally snapped and said yes just to end it. Now…”

“Now you’ve had a taste,” Diane finished, her expression turning conspiratorial. “And it was delicious. Tell me about David. Is he fit? Good in bed? Hung?”

Helen described him in more detail, the salt-and-pepper hair, the warm brown eyes, the confident but unhurried way he moved, how he had made her feel desired rather than dutiful. Diane listened raptly, interrupting with enthusiastic questions and exclamations.

“This is the best thing I’ve heard in ages,” Diane declared, forking into her carrot cake. “After my divorce, I went a bit wild myself. Apps, one-night stands, even a couple of regulars. It’s been liberating. You’ve spent twenty years being the perfect wife and mother. Emma’s gone. The house is quiet. Why shouldn’t you enjoy yourself? Mark handed you a golden ticket. Use it.”

Helen sipped her coffee, feeling a strange mix of validation and excitement at Diane’s enthusiasm. “I told him it was one night only. But David asked if he could see me again. I said I’d think about it. Part of me wants to. The sex was that good. And the power I felt when I got home… telling Mark the scraps while he squirmed. It was intoxicating.”

Diane’s grin widened. “There she is. The Helen I always knew was under the sensible teacher cardigans. Listen, darling. Men like Mark who beg for this rarely want it to stop at one night. They crave the humiliation, the denial, the slow erosion of control. If it felt that good, don’t stop at one. Go out again. Text David. Or find someone new. Let Mark wait and suffer beautifully at home. You deserve this.”

Helen felt a flutter of nerves mixed with genuine temptation. “It feels wrong. We’ve been married twenty years. There’s Emma to think about.”

“Emma’s at university living her own life,” Diane countered firmly but kindly. “And you’re not abandoning Mark. You’re giving him exactly what he begged for. Just… more enthusiastically than he perhaps anticipated.” She winked. “Trust me. Once you start feeling desired again, properly fucked again, it’s hard to go back to vanilla routine. I can introduce you to some decent apps if you like. Discreet ones. Or we could even go out together one night. Wing-woman style.”

The idea sent a thrill through Helen. Coffee with her oldest friend had shifted from confession to conspiracy. Diane’s unfiltered excitement was contagious. For the first time, Helen allowed herself to truly consider repeating the experience. Not out of obligation to Mark’s fantasy, but for herself.

“I’ll think about it,” she said again, but this time there was a smile in her voice. “Thank you, Di. I needed to tell someone. It’s been swirling in my head all weekend.”

Diane raised her cappuccino in a mock toast. “To new adventures and well-fucked friends. And to husbands who learn that fantasies have consequences.”

Diane leaned back in her chair, her cappuccino nearly finished, and fixed Helen with a mischievous, knowing look. The café had grown even quieter, giving their conversation an intimate, almost conspiratorial feel. Outside, a light drizzle had started, streaking the windows, but inside the warmth and Diane’s enthusiasm wrapped around Helen like a comforting yet dangerous embrace.

“You know what this is, don’t you?” Diane said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial tone. “Mark’s little fantasy? It’s a gift, Helen. A genuine, once-in-a-lifetime gift. Most women in long marriages would kill for a husband who not only allows but begs them to go out and get properly fucked. And from what you’ve described, you did exactly that.”

Helen felt a flush creep up her neck. “It still feels surreal. I keep waiting for the guilt to hit me properly, but… it hasn’t. Not really.”

Diane waved a hand dismissively. “Because there’s nothing to feel guilty about. Let me tell you about my own adventures since the divorce. It’ll put things in perspective.”

For the next twenty minutes, Diane regaled her with stories that were equal parts hilarious and eye-opening. She spoke about her first post-divorce one-night stand with a younger man she met at a wine tasting, “barely thirty, stamina like a bloody stallion, had me seeing stars twice before breakfast.” Then there was the married man she saw for a few weeks (“discreet, very generous in bed, and his wife apparently had no idea”), and the current occasional lover who was “into a bit of light dominance, nothing scary, just enough to make me feel properly taken.”

Helen listened, fascinated and slightly scandalised. Diane had always been more outgoing, but this level of sexual openness was new. Or perhaps Helen had simply never been ready to hear it before.

“The point is,” Diane continued, forking the last of her carrot cake, “I feel alive again. After fifteen years of mediocre sex and feeling invisible, I’m finally prioritising my pleasure. And you should too. Mark handed you the perfect excuse on a silver platter. He wants you to explore. He’s probably wanking himself raw right now just thinking about Saturday night.”

Helen laughed softly, stirring the remnants of her coffee. “He was in quite a state when I got home. Desperate for details, but I only gave him the bare minimum. It felt… powerful. Like I was in control for once.”

Diane’s eyes lit up. “Exactly! That’s the beauty of it. His fantasy isn’t just about you sleeping with other men, it’s about you holding the power. The humiliation, the waiting, the slow realisation that his wife is discovering pleasures he can’t give her. It’s a gift, Helen. A permission slip to be selfish, to be desired, to be bad. Most husbands would have a meltdown at the thought. Yours is begging for it. Don’t waste it on just one night.”

Helen shifted in her seat, a familiar warmth building between her thighs at the memory of David’s confident thrusts and the way he had drawn multiple orgasms from her. “He asked if I wanted to see him again. David, I mean. I said I’d think about it.”

“You should,” Diane said immediately, leaning forward. “Text him tonight. Or tomorrow. Arrange something mid-week. Tell Mark you’re going out again and watch his face. Make him help you get ready like a good little cuck. That’s part of the fun for him, dressing you up for another man, driving you there, then sitting at home aching while you’re getting railed.”

The crude language sent a illicit thrill through Helen. She had never spoken like this with anyone, not even in her wilder university days. “You make it sound so easy. What about the marriage? The guilt? Emma?”

Diane shrugged elegantly. “Emma’s an adult now, living her own life. She doesn’t need to know a thing. As for the marriage, Mark started this. He wore you down for months. You gave him what he wanted, and it was better than either of you expected. Why stop? Explore. Find out what you like. Different men, different experiences. Some will be average, some will be mind-blowing. That’s the adventure. And Mark gets to live his fantasy in real time. Win-win.”

She paused, her expression turning more serious but still warm. “Look, I’m not saying blow up your life. Keep the home, the routines, the outward respectability. But privately? Let yourself enjoy this chapter. You’re forty-seven, not ninety. Your body clearly responded beautifully on Saturday. Don’t go back to that sexless routine just because it’s ‘safe.’ Mark’s desperation is your green light.”

Helen was quiet for a moment, absorbing the words. Diane’s stories had painted a vivid picture of freedom and pleasure without destruction. The idea of texting David, of going out again, perhaps even with Diane as her wing-woman, sent a flutter of nervous excitement through her.

“You’re right,” she said slowly. “It does feel like a gift. A strange, twisted one, but still. When I got home at dawn and saw Mark on the verge of collapse from waiting, part of me felt sorry for him. But another part… liked it. Liked how small and desperate he looked while I was glowing from another man.”

Diane grinned triumphantly. “There she is. The dominant side emerging. Trust me, once you lean into that, it only gets better. For both of you, in your own ways. Start small. One more date this week. Tell Mark afterwards in as much or as little detail as you like. Watch him squirm. Make him wait longer next time. It’s all part of the game he asked to play.”

They ordered another round of coffees, and the conversation shifted into practicalities, discreet dating apps Diane recommended, what to wear for maximum effect, how to handle any guilt that might surface. Diane shared a couple more anecdotes, including one about a lover who had a foot fetish and how empowering it had felt to make him worship her after years of feeling taken for granted.

By the time they finished their second drinks, Helen felt energised. The confession had lifted a weight, and Diane’s unbridled encouragement had turned hesitation into anticipation.

As they gathered their things and stepped out into the light drizzle, Diane hugged her tightly. “Text me after you message David. And seriously, consider letting me come out with you one night. We’d have fun. Two hot mums on the prowl.”

Helen laughed. “I’ll think about it. Thank you, Di. I really needed this.”

“You deserve it,” Diane replied, squeezing her arm. “Enjoy the gift, darling. And let Mark enjoy his suffering. That’s the deal he signed up for.”

Helen walked back to her car with a lighter step, the rain cool on her face. Diane’s words echoed in her mind. A gift. Mark had begged for this. Now, with her friend’s enthusiastic validation, Helen was seriously considering accepting more of it, on her terms.

Later that evening, back at home, she would pick up her phone and type a short message to David. But for now, as she drove through the wet streets, a quiet smile played on her lips. The spark that David had ignited was being gently fanned into something brighter by Diane’s influence.

Mark, working late at his desk in the study when she arrived home, had no idea how quickly the dynamic was shifting. His fantasy was no longer just his own. It had allies now.

The following Friday evening, Helen stood in front of the bedroom mirror once again, but this time the atmosphere was markedly different. No hovering husband helping with zips or stockings. No nervous instructions from Mark. This was her decision. Her choice.

She had texted David mid-week but ultimately decided against seeing him again so soon. It felt too safe. Tonight she would choose her own man.

She selected a deep burgundy wrap dress that hugged her figure more boldly than the black one from the previous week. Sheer black tights and heeled ankle boots completed the look. Makeup was applied with growing confidence. When she came downstairs, Mark looked up from the sofa.

“You’re going out again,” he said, voice tight.

“Yes,” Helen replied simply. “I am.”

Mark stood up. “Do you… want me to drive you?”

“No need. I’ll get a taxi. This time it’s on my terms, Mark. You stay here and wait.”

The taxi ride to The Fox & Hounds felt exhilarating. Helen walked into the lively Friday crowd, ordered a gin and tonic, and scanned the room with new purpose. Her eyes settled on James, tall, broad-shouldered, greying hair, confident stance. They fell into conversation naturally. He was a sales director, recently separated, with a deep voice and direct manner that made her pulse quicken.

After an hour of charged flirting, he leaned in. “My flat is ten minutes away. Quiet. Comfortable. No expectations, but I’d very much like to continue this with you.”

Helen felt a rush of heat. “Lead the way.”

James’s modern flat had a large bedroom overlooking a quiet courtyard. The moment the door closed, desire took over. He pulled her into a hungry kiss, hands roaming possessively. Clothes came off in a heated rush, her burgundy dress pooling at her feet, his shirt yanked open.

He paused only when they reached the bed, reaching into the bedside drawer for a condom. Helen watched him roll it on, feeling a flicker of the same mild disappointment she had experienced with David the previous week. The thin latex barrier slid into place, and when James pushed inside her it felt good, he was thick, stretching her deliciously, but the condom was one thing getting in the way of full pleasure. It muted the raw heat and skin-on-skin intimacy she craved more with every passing minute. The friction was excellent, but not quite electric. Not quite complete.

One day, she thought fleetingly as James began thrusting with powerful, rhythmic strokes, maybe I won’t need this. The idea sent a dangerous little thrill through her, quickly pushed aside. Not yet. Too soon. Too risky.

James fucked her hard and confidently. He took her on her back first, then flipped her onto all fours, one hand tangled in her hair as he drove into her from behind. The condom did nothing to diminish the power of his thrusts or the way he hit deep spots that made her cry out. Helen came sharply, then again more intensely on all fours, her fingers gripping the sheets.

He finished with a deep groan, staying buried inside her for a long moment before pulling out. Helen lay there catching her breath, body glowing with satisfaction despite the thin barrier that had separated them. The wondering lingered in the back of her mind; how much better would it feel completely bare? The thought made her shiver with a mix of arousal and caution. Not yet. She wasn’t ready to cross that line.

They spent another hour tangled in the sheets, sharing wine and light conversation. James was less talkative than David but clearly pleased with the evening. Helen left just after 2 a.m., calling a taxi.

On the ride home, she replayed the night. James had been rougher, more dominant. Different from David, but equally satisfying. The condom had been a sensible reminder that this was still new territory, exciting, but not yet fully reckless.

Mark was waiting in the living room when she arrived just before 3 a.m., looking wrecked. “Helen… you’re back.”

“Yes. And before you ask, yes, I chose him myself. His name was James. Very physical. I came three times again. He fucked me hard from behind.” She gave him a cool, glowing smile. “Now I’m going to bed. You can stay down here if you like.”

She left him aching and conflicted, climbing the stairs with quiet confidence. The first repeat had been entirely her choice. And with every new experience, the door Mark had begged her to open was swinging wider.

Diane would be thrilled.

Over the next few weeks, what had begun as a single reluctant experiment hardened into a new routine. Helen went out every Friday night without fail, and soon added a mid-week evening, usually Wednesday, when the mood took her. She no longer asked Mark’s permission or sought his input on outfits. She simply announced her plans, dressed with increasing boldness, and left the house in a taxi while he watched from the doorway like a well-trained dog.

At first, Mark’s excitement had been feverish. The sparse, humiliating details she tossed him fuelled long nights of tortured arousal. But as February gave way to early March, the shine began to wear off. Helen’s absences grew longer. She returned later, sometimes not until mid-morning, glowing with that now-familiar post-sex radiance and an ever-cooler detachment. The minimal details she shared became even briefer, delivered with casual authority that left Mark aching and increasingly unsettled.

One Saturday afternoon, Diane arrived for coffee. She had become a near-weekly fixture, her laughter often drifting through the house while Mark performed his growing list of domestic duties. Today, Helen had simply texted him; Diane’s coming at 3. Have drinks ready.

He prepared a tray with chilled Sauvignon Blanc, sparkling water, and nibbles, feeling more servant than husband. When the doorbell rang, he answered it politely.

“Afternoon, Mark,” Diane said brightly. “You’re looking a bit peaky. Rough week?”

Helen appeared, smiling. “He had a long wait last night. Didn’t get back until nearly ten this morning.”

The two women exchanged a knowing look and burst into laughter. Mark felt his face burn as he carried the tray into the living room and set it down carefully.

“Pour for us, would you, darling?” Helen said lightly, settling onto the sofa beside Diane.

Mark obeyed, hands slightly unsteady. As he filled their glasses, the women continued chatting as if he were invisible.

“So, tell me about Wednesday,” Diane said, taking her wine. “The banker?”

Helen laughed again, rich and carefree. “Richard, no, not that Richard, thank God. Very polished. City type. Good suit, expensive watch. The sex was excellent, but the bloody condom again. It’s starting to feel like one thing always getting in the way of full pleasure.”

Diane raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued. “Still using them every time?”

“Yes. David did, James did, this one too. It’s sensible, I suppose, but… it dulls everything. I keep wondering what it would feel like without. Proper skin-on-skin.”

Mark nearly spilled the wine. He set the bottle down carefully, lingering near the doorway.

Diane leaned in, her voice conspiratorial but loud enough for him to hear. “Darling, if you pick the right men, clean, up-market professionals who look after themselves, you can skip it. Get them tested, or just use your judgement. Those types aren’t carrying anything nasty. And honestly? Bare is so much better. Nothing between you, feeling every inch, every throb. Once you go raw, it’s hard to go back to latex. Trust me, I ditched condoms with a couple of my regulars months ago. Life-changing.”

Helen sipped her wine, a thoughtful, slightly aroused smile playing on her lips. “It does sound tempting. The risk makes it hotter, doesn’t it? But I’m not quite there yet.”

“You’ll know when you are,” Diane said with a wink. “Just make sure they’re the right sort. No dodgy lads from dodgy pubs. Stick to the ones who look like they get regular check-ups and value discretion. Mark won’t mind, will you, Mark? It’s all part of the gift he gave you.”

The women turned to look at him. Their shared laughter rang out again, bright, feminine, and utterly humiliating. Mark stood frozen, face scarlet, cock twitching traitorously in his trousers as the sound washed over him. They were laughing at his fantasy, at his growing discomfort, at the very situation he had begged for.

“You can go now,” Helen said dismissively, still chuckling. “We’ll call if we need refills.”

Mark retreated to the kitchen, forehead pressed against the cool wall. The arousal was still sharp, but the excitement had soured into deep unease. Helen was thriving. Diane was actively encouraging her to push further, even suggesting she ditch protection with “the right sort” of men. The new routine was accelerating faster than he had ever imagined.

Later that evening, after Diane had gone, Helen summoned him again. She lounged on the sofa, legs crossed.

“Refill, please.”

Mark poured obediently. When he handed her the glass, she met his eyes with cool amusement.

“You heard us talking about condoms,” she said matter-of-factly. “Diane’s right, you know. With the better men, it might be time to feel everything properly. Wouldn’t you like that? Knowing I’m taking them bare?”

Mark swallowed hard, conflicted arousal and regret twisting inside him. “Helen… I...”

She patted his cheek lightly. “You don’t have to answer. Just keep waiting. I have plans for Wednesday.”

As she climbed the stairs, Mark remained in the living room, the weight of the new routine settling heavily. Helen was going out weekly now, choosing her own men, coming home glowing, and with Diane’s enthusiastic encouragement, the boundaries were dissolving faster than he could handle.

The empty nest he had once welcomed now felt like a cage of his own making, one with no visible exit.


Chapter 5

By mid-March, the new routine had evolved from a daring weekly indulgence into something far more consuming. Helen’s nights out had doubled. Fridays remained sacred, but Wednesdays quickly became another fixture, and soon she was slipping out on occasional Mondays or Thursdays as well. “Twice weekly at least,” she had casually announced one evening over dinner, as if discussing the shopping list. Mark had nodded mutely, his fork paused halfway to his mouth, the excitement that once burned hot now tempered by a growing chill of unease.

Helen no longer bothered with elaborate explanations. She would simply appear downstairs dressed to kill, a new silk blouse with a plunging neckline one night, a tight pencil skirt that accentuated her hips the next, kiss him lightly on the cheek (more out of habit than affection), and say, “Don’t wait up. I’ll text if I’m staying out.”

And she stayed out later and later.

The first double week set the tone. On the Wednesday, she left at 7;30 p.m. and didn’t return until 4 a.m. Mark spent the hours in familiar torment; pacing the living room, checking his phone obsessively, edging himself without release as he imagined her with yet another stranger. When she finally arrived home, she looked ravishing, hair slightly messy, lipstick faded, a faint mark on her neck that she made no effort to hide.

“His name was Simon,” she told him in the hallway, slipping off her heels. “Corporate lawyer. Very attentive. Made me come four times. Now I’m going to shower and sleep. You look exhausted, Mark. Perhaps you should rest.”

He had followed her upstairs like a shadow, desperate for more scraps, but she had offered nothing further. The pattern repeated on Friday with a different man, a gym owner named Paul, and she didn’t return until nearly lunchtime on Saturday. Each time she came back glowing, distant, and increasingly dismissive of his need for details.

The frequency brought changes at home, too. Helen’s energy seemed boundless. She moved through the house with a confident stride, humming to herself, sometimes touching herself absent-mindedly while scrolling through messages on her phone. Mark noticed new lingerie appearing in her drawers, pieces he had never seen her wear for him. She spent more time on her phone, smiling at texts that clearly weren’t from him. Their conversations grew shorter, more functional. When he tried to express his growing discomfort, she would cut him off gently but firmly.

“This is what you wanted, darling. You begged for months. Now that I’m finally enjoying myself, you’re complaining?”

He wasn’t complaining, not aloud. But inside, the souring had accelerated. The long nights alone had once been exquisite torture. Now they stretched into hollow dread. Twice weekly meant more hours of silence, more opportunities for his mind to conjure vivid, painful images; Helen laughing in another man’s arms, moaning his name, coming on a cock that wasn’t his. The jealousy no longer felt purely erotic. It ached with real loss.

One Thursday evening in late March, Helen prepared for her third outing in eight days. She wore a sleek emerald green dress that Mark had never seen before, low-cut, figure-hugging, the kind of dress that announced intent. Diane had apparently helped her choose it during a recent shopping trip.

“You’re going out again?” Mark asked from the doorway of the bedroom, trying to keep his voice neutral.

Helen adjusted an earring, meeting his eyes in the mirror. “Yes. Twice this week already felt good. I’m seeing someone new tonight. Marcus recommended him, a friend of his. Apparently very well-endowed.” She said it casually, as if commenting on the weather. “I’ll probably be quite late. Or overnight. I’ll text you.”

Mark’s stomach twisted. “Helen… it’s becoming every few days. Are you sure...”

She turned, cutting him off with a cool look. The power in her gaze was undeniable now. “Sure about what? Enjoying myself? Feeling desired? Coming properly for the first time in years?” She stepped closer, patting his cheek. “You opened this door, Mark. I’m simply walking through it. Now be a good boy and chill that Prosecco for when Diane comes round tomorrow. We’ll want something to celebrate my night out.”

She left at 7;15 p.m. Mark watched the taxi pull away, then retreated to the empty house. The hours crawled. He tried to watch television, read, even work on some accounts, but nothing held his attention. By midnight he was pacing again. By 2 a.m. he was on his knees in the living room, rereading old texts from her previous nights, stroking himself slowly to the humiliating memories. She finally texted at 3;47 a.m.;

Staying over. He’s incredible. Three times already. Home in the morning. xx

The “xx” felt mocking. Mark came hard to those words, shame flooding him immediately afterwards. When Helen returned at 10;30 the next morning, fresh from a shower at the other man’s place, she looked radiant. Her skin glowed, her eyes sparkled, and she carried that unmistakable just-fucked aura.

“His name was Anthony,” she offered while making herself a coffee. “Property developer. Very thick. Felt amazing. I let him finish inside me with a condom, but I’m seriously considering Diane’s advice about the right sort of men. Bare might be next.”

Mark sat at the kitchen island, pale and exhausted. The casual mention of going bare sent a violent mix of panic and arousal through him. “Helen… please. This is happening so fast.”

She sipped her coffee, regarding him over the rim of the mug. “Fast? You spent months wearing me down. Now that I’m finally living a little, you’re regretting it? Poor thing.” Her tone held genuine amusement mixed with something colder. “Go and lie down, Mark. You look like you need it more than I do.”

As the weeks progressed, the frequency increased steadily. Twice weekly became the baseline, sometimes stretching to three nights. Helen stayed out later each time, midnight became 3 a.m., which became “I’ll be home for lunch.” She returned with more stories delivered in teasing fragments; a surgeon with skilled hands, a wine importer who took her to a hotel, a fitness instructor who made her squirt for the first time.

Mark’s initial excitement had fully soured. The arousal remained, sharp and humiliating whenever she shared even the smallest detail, but it was now laced with genuine regret. He missed the old Helen. The reliable, if passionless, wife. The mother. The partner. This new version was confident, sexual, and increasingly indifferent to his feelings. The house felt emptier than ever, even when she was physically present.

One Sunday morning, after yet another late night, Helen lounged in bed scrolling through messages while Mark brought her breakfast on a tray. She looked particularly satisfied.

“Diane’s coming over later,” she said between bites of toast. “We’re going to plan a proper night out together soon. Two women on the prowl. You’ll have a very long wait that night.”

Mark nodded silently, the weight of the increasing frequency pressing down on him. Helen was no longer dipping her toe in the water. She was swimming, powerfully, joyfully, and pulling further away with every stroke.

The fantasy he had begged for had become reality. And reality, Mark was learning, was far more unforgiving than any dream.

As the weeks progressed, Helen’s adventures became a vivid parade of lovers, each one distinct, each one pushing her further into uncharted territory. What had started as cautious experiments with polite, middle-aged professionals quickly diversified. She was no longer content with “safe” choices. Curiosity, amplified by Diane’s encouragement and her own growing confidence, led her to sample a broader menu of men.

There was the younger one, Alex, a 32-year-old marketing executive she met at a wine bar on a Wednesday night. Tall, athletic, with boundless energy. He had fucked her with enthusiastic vigour in his sleek city-centre flat, taking her against the wall before carrying her to the bed for a second, sweat-drenched round. Helen had come harder than she had in years, gasping his name as he drove into her with youthful stamina. She returned home at 5 a.m. glowing, telling Mark only, “He was younger. Much more energetic. I lost count of how many times I came.”

Then came the older one, Geoffrey, a distinguished 58-year-old retired solicitor with silver hair and impeccable manners. He took her to an expensive hotel, undressed her slowly with experienced hands, and worshipped her body for over an hour with his mouth and fingers before finally entering her. His patience and skill produced slow-building, shattering orgasms that left Helen trembling and emotional. “Older men know what they’re doing,” she remarked casually to Mark the next morning, still flushed from the encounter.

The rougher ones followed. Marcus, the personal trainer, was dominant and physical, pinning her wrists and fucking her with powerful, almost brutal thrusts that left bruises on her hips and a delicious ache between her legs. Then there was the tattooed musician she picked up at a bar, raw, dirty talk, hair-pulling, and a spanking that made her climax from the sheer intensity. Each new man brought fresh thrills. Each one was more exciting than the last, as if Helen were systematically discovering layers of her own desire she had never known existed.

She shared just enough with Mark to torment him, a name, a single vivid detail, a comparison that always highlighted how much better they were than their stale marital sex. “He was rougher than you could ever be,” she said one night with a small smile. “And I loved it.”

Mark’s unease deepened with every new conquest. The variety made it worse. It wasn’t one affair he could pretend was a phase. It was a procession. A parade of better, different, more thrilling lovers parading through his wife’s body while he waited at home.

The escalation became even more stark one ordinary Tuesday afternoon.

Mark had left the office early for a dental appointment and decided to pop home afterwards to pick up some documents he’d forgotten. The house was quiet when he let himself in. He assumed Helen was at school or out shopping. He went upstairs to his study, retrieved the folder, and was about to leave when he noticed the en-suite bathroom door was slightly ajar.

Something compelled him to look.

He pushed the door open and froze. In the chrome pedestal bin beside the toilet, clearly visible on top of some tissues, were two used condoms. Tied, glistening, obviously full. One had a faint smear of lipstick on the wrapper nearby. The bin had been emptied recently, he had done it himself two days ago, so these were fresh.

Helen had brought a man home. During the day. Into their marital home. While Mark was at work.

His stomach lurched. A wave of nausea mixed with ferocious arousal washed over him. He stared at the evidence, tangible proof of another man’s cum, deposited inside his wife in the same house where they had raised Emma. The thought of Helen sneaking a lover in during daylight hours, perhaps bending over the bed or riding him in their marital bed, made his knees weak.

He didn’t touch the condoms. He simply stood there, breathing shallowly, cock hardening painfully in his trousers. The humiliation was profound. This wasn’t just nights out anymore. The invasion had reached their home.

When Helen returned that evening, looking fresh and composed after what must have been a long day, Mark confronted her in the kitchen, voice trembling.

“I came home earlier. The bin… there were condoms.”

Helen didn’t even flinch. She poured herself a glass of water, calm and unapologetic. “Yes. Michael. A colleague from another school. Very discreet. We had a quick, very satisfying lunch break. I didn’t think you’d be home.”

Mark’s mouth opened and closed. “In our house? In our bed?”

She shrugged lightly. “The bed, the sofa, the shower, does it matter? You wanted me to enjoy myself. I’m enjoying myself. And honestly, Mark, daytime is convenient. No long waits for taxis. No late nights when I have school the next day.” She stepped closer, her green eyes cool. “You should be pleased. It means I’m thinking about sex more. Craving it. Thanks to you.”

The casual cruelty in her tone left him speechless. Helen kissed his cheek lightly, the same way she might greet a housemate. “Diane’s coming round tomorrow. Make sure there’s plenty of wine. We have stories to share.”

As she went upstairs to change, Mark sank onto a kitchen chair. The parade of lovers, younger, older, rougher, had now entered their home. Used condoms in the bathroom bin were tangible symbols of how thoroughly his fantasy had escaped his control. Each new man thrilled Helen more than the last, and she was no longer confining her pleasure to the nights.

The excitement that had once consumed him had soured completely. In its place grew a heavy, inescapable regret. Helen was blossoming into a sexually confident, voracious woman, and he was becoming little more than the pathetic husband who waited, served, and cleaned up the evidence.

Later that night, alone in the dark, Mark stared at the ceiling while Helen slept peacefully beside him. He could almost smell the faint trace of another man’s cologne on her skin. The different men kept coming. And with every new encounter, the wife he had known for twenty years slipped further away.

The discovery of the used condoms in the bathroom bin marked a turning point for Mark. What had once been a thrilling, if terrifying, fantasy had become a grinding reality that left him hollow. The parade of lovers continued unabated, younger, fitter men who left Helen sore and smiling; older, experienced ones who made her linger in conversation about techniques she had never shared with him; rougher ones who marked her skin in ways that made Mark’s stomach twist with jealous arousal. Each new story, delivered in sparse, casual fragments, chipped away at the excitement that had driven him to beg for this nightmare.

By late March, Mark’s regret had become a constant, heavy presence. He found himself longing for the old, sexless routine, the polite evenings on the sofa, the occasional perfunctory intimacy. Anything but this. Helen was radiant, confident, almost glowing with sexual energy, while he felt himself shrinking, diminished in his own home.

He began trying subtle hints to slow things down, testing the waters carefully, terrified of provoking her irritation.

One Thursday evening, as Helen prepared for yet another night out, this time in a short black dress that barely reached mid-thigh, Mark hovered in the bedroom doorway.

“You’ve been going out a lot lately,” he said, keeping his voice light and concerned. “Three times this week already. Aren’t you getting tired? We could have a quiet night in together. Just the two of us. Like old times.”

Helen paused while fastening an earring, meeting his eyes in the mirror. Her expression was patient but cool. “Tired? Quite the opposite, Mark. I feel more alive than I have in years.” She smoothed the dress over her hips. “You wanted this. Remember? Months of begging. Now that I’m finally enjoying myself, you want to go back to boring evenings on the sofa?”

Mark swallowed. “I just… miss you. Miss us. Maybe we could slow down a little? One night a week again?”

She turned, stepping close enough that he could smell her perfume, the same one she used to wear only for special occasions with him. Now it was her hunting scent. “Slow down?” Her fingers brushed his cheek in a gesture that felt almost pitying. “Darling, this is slowed down. Diane and I are talking about going out together soon. Proper nights on the town.” She kissed his forehead lightly. “Now be a dear and call me a taxi. I don’t want to be late.”

The hint was ignored. Completely.

A few days later, he tried again, this time while serving her morning coffee after yet another late return. Helen sat at the kitchen island, scrolling through messages on her phone with a small, satisfied smile.

“I noticed the laundry,” Mark said carefully, folding one of her new, expensive lingerie sets. “There’s… quite a lot of it lately. And the bathroom bin again yesterday. I just worry about you, Helen. Health-wise. Safety. Maybe we could talk about some boundaries?”

Helen looked up, one eyebrow arched. “Boundaries? You mean your boundaries.” She took the coffee, sipping it slowly. “I’m being careful. The men I choose are clean, professional types. Diane was right, once you find the right ones, the condom conversation becomes much easier.” She smiled at his visible discomfort. “As for the bin, I’ll empty it myself if it upsets you that much. Though I rather thought you’d enjoy the reminder of what I’m getting.”

Mark’s face burned. “I do. I mean, I did. It’s just… happening so fast. I miss spending time with you.”

Helen set the mug down and stood, gathering her things for school. “You spend time with me every day, Mark. You make my coffee, do the laundry, wait for me at night. That’s our time now.” Her tone was kind on the surface but carried steel underneath. “This is what you begged for. Stop hinting and accept it. Or don’t. Either way, I’m not slowing down.”

The hints continued, each one more desperate than the last, and each one met with the same calm dismissal.

One Sunday afternoon, while Helen lounged on the sofa after a particularly long Saturday night, Mark knelt to rub her feet, a service that had become routine.

“You seem so happy lately,” he ventured softly, thumbs pressing into her arches. “I’m glad. Really. But maybe we could have a weekend together? Just us. No going out. Recharge a bit.”

Helen sighed contentedly, eyes half-closed. “Mmm, that feels nice. A weekend together sounds lovely. You can cook, clean, and look after me while I recover from Friday and Saturday’s exertions.” She opened her eyes and looked down at him. “But no, Mark. I have plans with a new man on Friday. Diane’s setting it up. Apparently he’s very dominant. I’m looking forward to it.”

Mark’s hands stilled. The subtle hints were failing. Worse, they seemed to amuse her. Helen had grown to enjoy his discomfort, his careful attempts to reclaim some control. She no longer argued or got angry. She simply ignored the requests, redirecting the conversation back to her pleasure or his service.

The regret gnawed at him constantly now. At work, he found it hard to concentrate, imagining where she might be or who she was with. At home, the evidence mounted; lipstick-stained wine glasses in the sink from daytime visitors, unfamiliar cologne on the pillows, her growing collection of new lingerie and toys she made no effort to hide. One evening he found a pair of her knickers in the laundry basket, crusty with dried cum that was clearly not his.

He tried one final, careful hint that night as they lay in bed.

“Helen,” he whispered into the darkness. “I love you. I’m happy you’re exploring, but… I think I might have made a mistake pushing you so hard. Maybe we could pause for a while? Go back to how things were?”

The silence stretched. Then Helen rolled over, facing him. In the dim light from the hallway, he could see her smile, that cool, empowered smile that now defined her.

“Oh, Mark,” she said softly, almost tenderly. “You didn’t push me. You begged me. For months. And now that I’ve discovered how much I enjoy this life, you want to take it away?” She reached out and stroked his cheek. “No. We’re not pausing. If anything, it’s going to get more frequent. Diane and I have plans.”

She turned away from him again, settling into sleep. Mark lay awake for hours, the weight of irreversible regret crushing his chest. His subtle hints had achieved nothing. Helen was ignoring them entirely, fully embracing her new freedom while he remained trapped in the consequences of his own fantasy.

The empty nest had become a monument to his foolishness. And with every new man, every later night, every dismissive response, Helen moved further beyond his reach.

The shift happened on a rainy Thursday night in early April. Helen had gone out earlier than usual, telling Mark only that she was meeting “someone promising” and not to wait up. By now, the pattern was familiar; long hours of torment for him, followed by her late return, glowing and distant. But this night was different.

Helen arrived home just after 2 a.m., her cheeks flushed, hair slightly tousled, and that unmistakable post-sex radiance stronger than ever. She found Mark in the living room, exactly where she had left him, looking exhausted and hopeful.

“You’re still up,” she said softly, almost tenderly, as she slipped off her coat. “Come here, darling.”

Mark rose immediately, surprised by the warmth in her voice. For weeks he had been dropping hints, trying to slow things down, only to be gently rebuffed. Tonight she seemed… different. Softer. She took his hand and led him upstairs to the bedroom without another word.

“You’ve been so patient,” Helen murmured as she sat on the edge of the bed and lifted her skirt. Her knickers were already gone. “I’ve been thinking about you all night. Come and taste how much I enjoyed myself.”

Mark’s heart raced. This was new. She had never invited him so directly before. Kneeling between her thighs, he felt a surge of desperate gratitude mixed with lingering arousal. He leaned in, pressing his mouth to her slick, swollen pussy. She was soaking wet, far wetter than usual, with a thicker, warmer tang that made his cock throb instantly.

He licked eagerly, savouring the taste, lost in the humiliating intimacy. Helen sighed with pleasure, her hand resting gently on the back of his head, guiding him.

“That’s it… good boy. Deeper.”

Mark obeyed, his tongue delving inside her. That was when he tasted it, thick, salty, unmistakably masculine cum. Not his. Fresh. Copious. It flooded his mouth as he licked deeper, realisation hitting him like a punch to the gut.

He pulled back sharply, eyes wide with shock. “Helen… you… there’s… he came inside you.”

Helen looked down at him, her expression shifting in an instant. The soft, almost affectionate smile vanished, replaced by something colder, sharper, and deeply satisfied. Her hand tightened in his hair, holding him in place.

“Yes,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “No condom tonight. I finally did it. He was clean, professional, exactly the sort Diane told me about. And it felt incredible, Mark. Feeling him throb and spill deep inside me with nothing in the way. Now be a good little cuck and clean me properly. Every drop.”

Mark stared up at her, trembling. “Helen, please… I didn’t...”

“Eat it,” she snapped, her tone turning dominant and cruel for the first time. She yanked his head back between her thighs, pressing his face firmly against her cum-filled pussy. “You begged me to do this for months. You wanted me to fuck other men. You wanted me to enjoy myself. This is what that looks like. Now lick up every last bit of his cum like the pathetic husband you are. Swallow it all.”

The shift in her was electric. Gone was the reluctant wife. In her place was a woman fully empowered, eyes gleaming with dark pleasure as she watched her husband struggle. Mark whimpered but obeyed, his tongue working desperately to clean her. The taste was overwhelming, salty, musky, mingled with her own arousal. Humiliation burned through him, yet his cock remained painfully hard, leaking into his trousers.

Helen moaned softly, grinding against his face. “That’s better. Look at you… finally useful. Eating another man’s load from your wife’s cunt. Does it taste good? Does it taste like everything you fantasised about?”

She held him there until she was satisfied he had swallowed most of it, occasionally praising him in a mocking tone. “Good boy. Deeper. Get it all. I can still feel some of him leaking out.”

When she finally released his hair, Mark sat back on his heels, gasping, lips swollen and shiny with cum. Helen looked down at him with a mixture of contempt and triumph.

“This is only the beginning,” she said calmly, her voice laced with new authority. “I liked it bare. A lot. And I’m going to do it again. You’re going to get used to cleaning me, Mark. It’s the least you can do after pushing me into this.”

She stood, smoothing her skirt as if nothing extraordinary had happened. “Now go and brush your teeth. Then make me a cup of tea. I’m going to sleep very well tonight.”

Mark remained on his knees for a long moment after she left the room, the taste of another man’s cum thick in his mouth. The first creampie cleanup had shattered something inside him. Helen had crossed a new line, no condom, raw pleasure, and now this dominant, almost evil streak as she asserted full sexual and emotional control.

The power she now wielded was absolute. And from the satisfied smile she wore as she waited for her tea, she had no intention of giving it up.


Chapter 6

The morning after the first creampie cleanup, the tension in the house had become unbearable. Mark had barely slept, the thick, salty taste of another man’s cum still lingering in his memory despite brushing his teeth twice and rinsing with mouthwash. Helen, by contrast, had slept deeply and peacefully, waking with a satisfied stretch and that now-permanent glow of sexual confidence.

Mark waited until she had her morning coffee before he could no longer hold back. They sat at the kitchen island, pale spring sunlight filtering through the window. Helen scrolled through her phone, occasionally smiling at a message, while Mark’s hands trembled around his mug.

“Helen,” he began, voice hoarse and tentative. “We need to talk. Properly.”

She looked up, one eyebrow slightly raised. “Go on.”

He took a shaky breath. “This has gone too far. The frequency, the different men, now… bringing them here during the day, letting them finish inside you. I can’t take it anymore. I’m begging you, please reduce the nights out. Maybe go back to once a week? Or even once a fortnight. I miss you. I miss us. The jealousy… it’s eating me alive. I regret pushing you so hard. I made a terrible mistake.”

Helen set her phone down slowly and studied him. For a moment her expression was almost soft, but it quickly hardened into something colder and more commanding. She leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs.

“You regret it,” she repeated, tasting the words. “After months of relentless begging, kneeling in the garden, leaving articles on the table, whining every single night, now you regret it.” She let out a short, humourless laugh. “How predictable.”

Mark leaned forward desperately. “I know. I was wrong. I thought it would be occasional, exciting for both of us. Not… this. You’re out multiple times a week, staying later and later, coming home with their cum still inside you. I cleaned you last night, Helen. I swallowed another man’s load because you made me. Please. Slow down. For us.”

Helen’s eyes narrowed. She stood up and walked around the island to stand over him. The power dynamic was stark, she fully dressed and composed for work, he still in his dressing gown, looking broken.

“No, Mark,” she said firmly. “I’m not slowing down. This is what you wanted. You begged me for months. You wore me down until I finally agreed just to shut you up. And now that I’ve discovered how much I enjoy it, the thrill, the pleasure, the freedom, you want to take it away?” She shook her head. “That’s not how this works anymore.”

He reached for her hand, but she pulled it away. “Helen, please. I’m not asking you to stop completely. Just… reduce it. I’m struggling. The regret is killing me.”

Her expression darkened. She placed both hands on the island, leaning down so her face was close to his. Her voice dropped, laced with steel and a hint of cruel amusement.

“Listen to me very carefully, Mark. This is what you wanted. You opened Pandora’s box, and I’m not closing it just because you’re suddenly having second thoughts. I like my new life. I like choosing different men. Younger ones who fuck me senseless, older ones who take their time, rough ones who leave me sore and satisfied. I especially liked feeling Anthony bare last night, no condom, just his hot cum flooding me. And I loved watching you lick it all up like a good little cuck.”

Mark flinched at the words, shame flooding his face.

Helen continued, her tone growing sharper. “So no. I will not reduce my nights out. If anything, they’re only going to increase. Diane and I have plans. More evenings together. Perhaps even bringing men back here more often. You will continue to wait, to serve, and to clean me whenever I tell you to.”

She straightened up, towering over him. “And one more thing. Stop the whining. Stop the subtle hints and pathetic little pleas. I’ve been patient with you, but my tolerance is running out. If you keep complaining, things will get far worse for you. Do you understand? I can make your life very uncomfortable if I choose to. Chastity, more chores, less privacy… or perhaps I’ll start telling you every single filthy detail while you clean me. The choice is yours.”

Mark stared at her, stunned by the transformation. This was no longer the reluctant wife he had worn down. This was a dominant, empowered woman who had fully embraced the power he had handed her.

“Yes,” he whispered, defeated. “I understand.”

“Good boy.” Helen patted his cheek condescendingly, the same way she might praise a dog. “Now finish your coffee and get ready for work. I have a long day ahead, and I might need you to run me a bath when I get home. Depending on how my lunch meeting goes.”

She gathered her things and headed for the door, pausing briefly. “Oh, and Mark? If you’re very good and stop the whining, I might let you clean me again tonight. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

The door closed behind her. Mark remained seated at the island, head in his hands. The confrontation had been a complete failure. Not only had Helen refused to slow down, she had explicitly warned him against further resistance. The power shift was now total. She was asserting sexual and emotional control without hesitation, and any further begging would only accelerate his descent.

The regret that had been building for weeks now felt crushing. He had created this dominant, sexually voracious version of his wife. And she had no intention of going back.

Within days of the confrontation, the power shift in the house became even more concrete. Diane, who had already been a frequent visitor, began staying over more often. What started as the occasional “I’ve had too much wine, darling, mind if I crash?” quickly evolved into something far more permanent. By mid-April, Diane was essentially a near-permanent house guest, occupying the spare room that had once belonged to Emma.

Helen explained it casually one evening while Mark served them both dinner. “Diane’s lease is up on her flat and she needs somewhere stable while she looks for something new. It makes sense for her to stay here. We can keep each other company on the nights I’m not going out… or on the nights we go out together.”

Mark had nodded weakly, knowing better than to protest after Helen’s warning. The two women now formed a dominant duo, their laughter and whispered conversations filling the house in ways that made him feel like an intruder in his own home.

The change was immediate and overwhelming.

Diane brought energy and mischief. She was bolder than Helen, more openly sadistic in her teasing. The two women would sit in the living room most evenings, legs tucked beneath them on the sofa, glasses of wine in hand, while Mark served as their waiter, chef, and occasional footstool.

One Friday night, after Helen had returned from a particularly satisfying date with a new lover, the duo truly asserted itself. Helen had come home glowing, with that freshly-fucked look Mark had come to dread and crave. Diane had been staying over and was waiting eagerly for the details.

“Tell me everything,” Diane demanded as Mark poured them both large glasses of red wine. “Was he as good as you hoped?”

Helen stretched luxuriously on the sofa, her dress still slightly rumpled. “Better. He fucked me raw again. Came so deep I can still feel it. Mark, be a dear and clean me up while I tell Di all about it.”

Mark froze, wine bottle in hand. “Here? Now?”

Diane laughed, a rich, delighted sound. “Of course here. Don’t be shy, Mark. We’re all family now.”

Helen lifted her skirt and spread her legs. She wasn’t wearing knickers. Her pussy was visibly swollen and leaking. “On your knees. Now.”

Mark knelt between her thighs in front of Diane, face burning with humiliation. As his tongue made contact with the warm, salty mixture of Helen’s arousal and her lover’s cum, both women watched with open amusement.

“Oh, that’s pathetic and beautiful,” Diane cooed, sipping her wine. “Look at him go. Such a dedicated cleaner.”

Helen sighed with pleasure as Mark’s tongue worked deeper, lapping up every drop. “He’s getting better at it. Anthony fucked me so hard tonight. No condom. Just skin on skin and that glorious flood at the end. I made him pull out at the last second so there’d be plenty for Mark to enjoy.”

The two women burst into laughter again as Mark whimpered, continuing his task. The dominant duo was in full effect, Helen guiding his head with one hand, Diane offering mocking encouragement and suggestions.

“Make sure you get it all, cucky,” Diane said. “We can’t have Helen walking around with another man’s cum dripping down her thighs, can we?”

After he had thoroughly cleaned her, Helen pushed his face away and patted his head like a dog. “Good boy. Now go and make us some snacks. Diane and I are going to plan our first proper night out together next weekend.”

As Mark retreated to the kitchen, cheeks burning and cock straining, he could hear them giggling and plotting, new bars, new outfits, new men. Diane’s presence had solidified Helen’s transformation. Alone, Helen had been assertive. With Diane as her constant companion and cheerleader, she became unstoppable.

Diane moved more of her things in over the following days; clothes, makeup, even a few sex toys that she left openly in the bathroom. She took over the spare room but spent most evenings in the living room or Helen’s bedroom, the two women often sharing the large bed while Mark was relegated to the smaller guest bed or the sofa.

Their dominance extended into every corner of daily life. Mark cooked, cleaned, did all the laundry (including their cum-stained lingerie), and served drinks on command. The women would openly discuss their conquests in front of him, rating the men, comparing techniques, and laughing at Mark’s visible discomfort.

One evening, after Mark had once again tried a subtle hint about “too many late nights,” Helen had simply looked at Diane and said, “I warned him about whining.”

Diane had grinned wickedly. “Then perhaps it’s time for a little correction.”

That night, they made him watch while they kissed and touched each other on the sofa, not full sex, but enough teasing to drive him wild with denied arousal. Then they sent him to bed early with strict instructions not to touch himself.

“You’ll stay denied until you learn to stop complaining,” Helen had told him firmly. “This is what you wanted, remember?”

Mark’s regret had become a constant ache. Diane’s near-permanent presence had turned the house into a feminine playground where he was little more than a servant and cleanup crew. The two women formed a perfect dominant duo, Helen with her cool authority, Diane with her playful cruelty. They encouraged each other’s desires, planned joint nights out, and revelled in Mark’s growing desperation.

One Sunday afternoon, while Mark was massaging both women’s feet as they lounged on the sofa, Diane looked over at Helen with a mischievous smile.

“You know, we should think about redecorating soon. Make the house feel more like ours. Maybe turn Mark’s study into a proper dressing room.”

Helen smiled, wiggling her toes in Mark’s hands. “That’s a wonderful idea. What do you think, Mark?”

He kept his eyes down, voice barely audible. “Whatever you want.”

The two women exchanged satisfied looks and laughed softly. Diane had moved in, and with her, the final remnants of Mark’s old life were disappearing. Helen was no longer just exploring, she was ruling. And Diane was right there beside her, egging her on every step of the way.

Mark continued rubbing their feet, the weight of irreversible change pressing down on him. His wife and her best friend had formed an unbreakable dominant duo, and he was firmly trapped beneath them.

With Diane now a near-permanent fixture in the house, the domestic balance shifted dramatically. What had once been a shared home became a feminine domain where Mark’s role was increasingly clear; servant. Helen and Diane wasted no time expanding his responsibilities.

“Since you have so much free time while we’re out enjoying ourselves,” Helen announced one Saturday morning over breakfast, “you can take over all the housework. Laundry, cleaning, shopping, cooking, everything. Diane and I have better things to do.”

Mark nodded meekly, already exhausted from another sleepless night spent waiting for Helen to return from a mid-week date. By the end of that first week, he was up at dawn doing laundry (carefully hand-washing their delicate, cum-stained lingerie), vacuuming, scrubbing bathrooms, and preparing meals for the two women. In the evenings he served them drinks, rubbed their feet after long days or nights out, and quietly endured their conversations.

The mockery of his jealousy became open and relentless.

One evening, as Mark was clearing the dinner plates, Helen stretched out on the sofa with her head in Diane’s lap. She had returned earlier that afternoon from a lunchtime rendezvous, and the faint scent of sex still clung to her.

“Poor Mark keeps staring at the clock whenever I’m out,” Helen said with a lazy smile. “You should see his face when I come home late. Like a kicked puppy who’s also painfully hard.”

Diane laughed, running her fingers through Helen’s hair. “It’s adorable, really. All that jealousy bubbling away while he’s washing our knickers. Tell me, Mark, does it make you hard when you find fresh cum stains in Helen’s laundry?”

Mark froze by the sink, face burning. “I… it’s complicated.”

Both women burst into laughter.

“Complicated,” Diane echoed mockingly. “That’s cuck speak for ‘yes, it turns me on and I hate myself for it.’ How delightful.”

Helen grinned, watching him squirm. “He tries to hide it, but I catch him sniffing my used panties sometimes. Pathetic, isn’t it?”

The open mockery stung deeply, yet Mark’s cock betrayed him, twitching in his trousers as he continued washing up. The women made no effort to lower their voices. His jealousy was no longer private, it was entertainment.

A few nights later, while Mark was on his knees polishing the living room floor (a new daily requirement), Diane brought up a new topic. She and Helen were sharing a bottle of prosecco, legs draped casually over each other on the sofa.

“You know what would be perfect for him?” Diane said, swirling her glass. “Chastity. A proper cock cage. Keep that desperate little thing locked up so he can focus entirely on serving us.”

Helen frowned, looking genuinely puzzled. “Chastity? Like… locking him in a belt? I thought that was just something from dodgy porn novels. It’s not actually real, is it?”

Diane’s eyes lit up. “Oh, it’s very real. Let me show you.”

She grabbed her phone and pulled up a website. The two women huddled together, giggling as they scrolled through images and product descriptions. Helen’s initial scepticism melted into fascination and amusement.

“Oh my God,” Helen laughed, covering her mouth. “They actually sell these? Look at the tiny ones. His pathetic thing would fit perfectly.”

Diane zoomed in on a sleek pink steel cage with a built-in lock. “This one’s popular. Small, secure, and the key can stay with you. Imagine him doing all the chores with that locked on, aching every time he thinks about your nights out. No more sneaky wanking while you’re getting properly fucked.”

Helen bit her lip, clearly intrigued. She glanced over at Mark, still on his knees polishing the floor.

“Would you like that, Mark?” she called sweetly. “Locked away so you can’t touch yourself while I’m out enjoying real cock?”

Mark’s face flushed crimson. He kept his eyes on the floor. “Helen… please. This is getting out of hand.”

The women ignored his protest and continued scrolling, giggling like schoolgirls.

“Look at the reviews,” Diane said. “‘My wife keeps me locked for months at a time.’ ‘Best decision we ever made.’ This one even has a little spike option for extra punishment.”

Helen’s laughter grew. “I can’t believe I’m actually considering this. But after everything… why not?” She took Diane’s phone and began tapping. “This pink one looks suitably humiliating. Small enough for him. I’ll order it now.”

Mark looked up in horror as Helen entered her card details, still giggling.

“Done,” she announced triumphantly, setting the phone aside. “It should arrive in a couple of days. Prime delivery. We’ll have a little ceremony when it gets here.”

Diane raised her glass. “To Mark’s new locked life. No more unauthorised orgasms for you, cucky. Only cleaning, chores, and waiting.”

Helen smiled at him, her expression a perfect blend of affection and cruelty. “This is what you wanted, remember? A sexually liberated wife. Now you get the full package, with a few… adjustments to keep you properly motivated.”

Mark remained on his knees, the weight of the domestic changes and the impending chastity crushing him. The two women had formed an unbreakable dominant duo. His jealousy was openly mocked, his chores multiplied, and now his last remaining private pleasure was about to be locked away.

Helen and Diane clinked glasses, chatting excitedly about the cage and future plans, while Mark continued polishing the floor in defeated silence. The power shift had deepened once again. And with every new restriction, every mocking laugh, Helen’s empowerment grew stronger.

As April deepened, Helen’s transformation reached a new, colder phase. The warm, radiant woman who had returned from her first nights out had fully given way to a confident, sexually liberated wife who no longer saw Mark as a partner in any meaningful sense. She became curt with him, short, clipped responses, impatient sighs when he spoke, and a general air of irritation whenever he tried to engage beyond his assigned role as servant.

Sexual availability was the first thing to vanish completely.

One evening, after Mark had finished cleaning the kitchen following another of Diane’s extended stays, he approached Helen tentatively in the living room. She was curled up on the sofa in a silk robe, scrolling through messages on her phone with a satisfied little smile.

“Helen,” he said softly, kneeling beside the sofa as he had grown accustomed to doing. “It’s been weeks since we… since you’ve let me touch you. I miss being close to you. Even just holding you.”

She didn’t even look up from her phone. “Not tonight, Mark. I’m still tender from this afternoon. And honestly, I’m not in the mood for vanilla anymore.”

The rejection was delivered so casually, so dismissively, that it stung more than outright cruelty would have. Mark swallowed hard. “I understand. Maybe tomorrow?”

Helen finally glanced at him, her green eyes cool and distant. “Maybe. Or maybe not. I have plans most nights this week.” She waved a hand vaguely. “Go and make yourself useful. Diane wants a herbal tea before bed.”

The pattern repeated with increasing frequency. Any attempt at intimacy, a hand on her waist, a suggestion of cuddling, even a hopeful look, was met with curt dismissal. “Not now.” “I’m tired.” “I’ve had better today, thanks.” Helen had become sexually unavailable to him in every way that mattered. Her body, once shared (however infrequently), was now reserved exclusively for her lovers. Mark’s role was strictly service and denial.

The pinnacle of this new dynamic arrived on the day the chastity cage arrived.

Diane had taken charge of the unboxing with gleeful enthusiasm. She and Helen made Mark stand in the centre of the living room after dinner, trousers around his ankles, while they examined the small pink steel device.

“Look at how tiny it is,” Diane laughed, holding it up. “Perfect for him.”

Helen watched with amused fascination as Diane knelt in front of Mark, handling his cock and balls with clinical detachment. Mark was half-hard from the humiliation, which made the fitting more difficult and more entertaining for the women.

“Hold still, cucky,” Diane instructed, sliding the ring behind his balls. “This is for your own good. No more pathetic wanking while your wife is out getting properly fucked.”

Helen smiled as the cage clicked shut. The device was snug, almost painfully so, trapping his cock in a small, humiliating pink shell. Diane locked it with a decisive snap and held up the tiny key.

“All yours, Helen.”

Helen took the key and slipped it onto a delicate chain around her neck, letting it rest between her breasts. “There. Locked for the foreseeable future. How does it feel, Mark?”

“Humiliating,” he whispered, voice cracking. “Please… not permanently.”

Diane stood up, dusting off her hands. “Permanently is the point. Now sit down and behave while Helen tells us about her date last night. It sounded particularly intense.”

Helen stretched out on the sofa like a queen holding court, her robe falling open slightly to reveal smooth thighs. Mark was made to sit on the floor at their feet, the new cage already feeling restrictive and heavy.

“Go on then,” Diane prompted, sipping her wine. “Tell us about this afternoon’s adventure. Mark’s locked now, he can listen properly without getting any silly ideas.”

Helen’s eyes sparkled with cruel delight as she began. She looked directly at Mark while she spoke, her voice low and sensual.

“His name was Liam. Younger, mid-thirties, very fit. We met at that new hotel bar. Within twenty minutes we were in a room. He didn’t waste time with foreplay. Pushed me against the wall, hiked up my skirt, and fucked me raw right there. No condom. God, the feeling of him bare, thick, hot, pounding into me so deep I could barely breathe.”

Mark whimpered, the cage biting painfully as his cock tried desperately to harden. The women noticed and laughed.

Helen continued, clearly enjoying herself. “He bent me over the bed next. Fucked me so hard I came twice before he even slowed down. Then he flipped me onto my back, pinned my legs back, and really went for it. Deep, powerful strokes. I was screaming his name by the end. When he finally came, he buried himself to the hilt and flooded me. So much cum, Mark. I could feel it spurting right against my cervix. I kept it inside me all the way home just for you.”

Diane grinned, glancing down at Mark’s caged cock straining futilely against the pink steel. “Look at him leaking already. Pathetic. How does it feel knowing you’ll never fuck her like that again?”

Helen reached down and tilted Mark’s chin up with her foot. “Tell us, darling. How does it feel hearing about a real man giving me what you never could, while your little cock is locked away?”

Mark’s voice was broken. “Humiliating. Please… it hurts.”

“Good,” Helen said curtly. “It’s supposed to. This is your new reality. No more sex for you. No more touching. Just listening, serving, and cleaning up after better men. Now thank Diane for locking you.”

Mark swallowed his pride. “Thank you, Diane.”

The two women exchanged satisfied smiles. Helen became even more curt with him after that evening, issuing commands rather than requests, dismissing any attempt at conversation with a wave of her hand.

“Tea.” “Run my bath.” “Stop hovering.”

Sexually, she was completely unavailable. When Mark dared to beg for even the smallest release or touch, she would simply touch the key around her neck and say, “Not until you’ve earned it. And you’re nowhere near earning it yet.”

The dismissal at home was total. Helen had withdrawn all intimacy, all softness, all partnership. In its place was cool authority and open dominance, amplified by Diane’s constant presence. Mark’s jealousy was mocked daily. His chores multiplied. And now, locked in chastity, even his ability to find private relief had been taken away.

As he lay on the sofa that night (the bed was reserved for the women), the cage a constant, aching reminder between his legs, Mark realised how completely he had lost control. Helen was no longer his wife in any traditional sense. She was a dominant woman living her best life, curt, sexually satisfied by others, and utterly dismissive of his needs.

And she had only just begun.


Chapter 7

The upscale wine bar in central St Albans was buzzing with well-dressed professionals unwinding on a Friday evening. Helen and Diane had dressed to impress, Helen in a sleek emerald green dress that clung to her curves, Diane in a daring red number that showed off her cleavage. They had become quite the pair over the past weeks; two confident, sexually liberated women who turned heads wherever they went.

They were halfway through their second glass of expensive Rioja when Diane nudged Helen.

“Don’t look now, but there’s a tall drink of water at the end of the bar who hasn’t taken his eyes off us since we walked in.”

Helen glanced casually in that direction and felt a strange jolt of recognition. The man was in his late forties, exceptionally tall, at least six foot three, with broad shoulders, salt-and-pepper hair cropped short, and a commanding presence that made the space around him seem smaller. He wore a tailored charcoal suit that fit him perfectly. His dark eyes met Helen’s across the room, and the corner of his mouth twitched into a knowing half-smile.

“I’ve seen him before,” Helen murmured, taking a sip of wine. “A few weeks ago at The Oak & Ivy. He was watching me then too. I thought he looked too… cocksure. Too intense. I went with David that night instead.”

Diane raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “He looks like trouble. The good kind. Shall we see if he has the balls to approach?”

They didn’t have to wait long. A few minutes later, the man picked up his glass of whisky and walked over with unhurried confidence. Up close he was even more imposing, strong jaw, piercing brown eyes, and an aura of natural authority that made both women sit a little straighter.

“Ladies,” he said, his voice deep and smooth with just a trace of a northern accent. “I’ve been watching you two light up the room. Mind if I join you? Richard.”

He offered his hand. Helen shook it first. His grip was firm, warm, and lingered just a second longer than necessary. Diane followed, flashing her most flirtatious smile.

“Helen. This is my friend Diane.”

Richard settled onto the stool opposite them, his presence immediately dominating the small table. “Helen,” he repeated, as if tasting the name. “I remember you. A few weeks back. Black dress. You left with someone else.” His eyes sparkled with amusement. “I thought you might regret that choice.”

Helen felt an unexpected flush creep up her neck. “You were watching me?”

“I notice interesting women,” Richard replied calmly. “Especially ones who look like they’re just discovering what they really want.” He turned his gaze to Diane. “And you… you have the look of someone who’s been enjoying her freedom for longer. Divorced?”

Diane laughed, clearly impressed. “Spot on. You’re very observant, Richard.”

“I pay attention,” he said simply. There was nothing boastful in his tone, just quiet, absolute confidence. He ordered another round for the table without asking, then leaned back and studied them both. “You two have been out quite a lot lately. Different men. Enjoying yourselves. But I get the feeling you’re both ready for something more… substantial.”

Helen exchanged a quick glance with Diane. The chemistry was instant and electric. Richard wasn’t like the others. He wasn’t eager or performative. He was calm, commanding, and seemed to see straight through their carefully cultivated confidence.

“You seem very sure of yourself,” Helen said, challenging him lightly.

Richard’s smile was slow and predatory. “I am. I’ve watched you evolve, Helen. From the hesitant wife testing the waters to the woman who now walks into bars like she owns them. And you, Diane, you’ve been encouraging her every step. You both need someone who can handle that energy. Someone who knows exactly what you need.”

The words hung in the air, heavy with implication. Helen felt a genuine thrill low in her belly. This man wasn’t just confident, he was dominant. The kind she had fantasised about in passing but had never fully encountered.

They talked for over an hour. Richard listened more than he spoke, but when he did, his questions cut straight to the core. He asked about Mark without judgement, nodding thoughtfully when Helen described the cuckold dynamic and her growing control. He asked Diane about her own conquests and laughed at her more outrageous stories. Every word, every look, reinforced his quiet authority.

At one point he leaned forward, voice low. “Most men you’ve been with are boys playing at being lovers. You both deserve a man who can take charge. Who can give you what you’ve only just started to crave.”

Diane bit her lip, visibly aroused. Helen felt her pulse quicken. This was the same man she had dismissed weeks ago as too much. Now, after everything she had experienced, he felt exactly right.

When the bar began to thin out, Richard stood and offered each of them an arm.

“My place is nearby. Comfortable. Private. No pressure… but I think we all know how tonight is going to end.”

Helen looked at Diane, who gave her a small, excited nod. The chemistry was undeniable. This wasn’t just another casual encounter. Richard felt like the next level.

“Lead the way,” Helen said, slipping her arm through his.

As they left the bar together, Richard tall and commanding between the two attractive women, Helen felt a powerful surge of anticipation. She had come a long way from the reluctant wife Mark had begged to go out that first night. And something told her that Richard had been waiting, watching, knowing exactly when she would be ready for him.

Richard’s apartment was a sleek, minimalist penthouse overlooking the lights of St Albans. The moment the door closed behind them, the atmosphere shifted. The easy charm from the bar gave way to something darker and more commanding. He didn’t offer more drinks or make small talk. Instead, he simply turned to both women, his tall frame imposing in the softly lit space.

“Strip,” he said calmly, voice low and authoritative. “Both of you. Slowly.”

Helen felt a shiver run through her. This was new. The other men had been eager, sometimes rough, but none had taken control so effortlessly. Diane glanced at her with a wicked, excited grin, and they both began to undress under Richard’s steady gaze.

He watched them with the calm intensity of a man who knew he was in charge. When they stood before him in just their lingerie, he circled them slowly, a predator assessing his prize. One large hand trailed down Helen’s spine, then Diane’s. “Beautiful,” he murmured. “Two strong, independent women who’ve been playing at dominance with a weak husband. Tonight, you’ll remember what it feels like to submit to a real man.”

He pulled them both close, kissing Helen first, deep, possessive, his tongue claiming her mouth while his hand gripped the back of her neck. Then he turned to Diane, kissing her with the same unhurried dominance. Both women were already breathing harder.

Richard guided them to the large bedroom. The king-sized bed dominated the space. He undressed with deliberate confidence, revealing a powerful, athletic body and an impressively thick, heavy cock that made both women exchange a quick, hungry look.

“On your knees,” he ordered.

Helen and Diane knelt before him. Richard took control effortlessly, guiding their mouths to his cock. They took turns sucking him, Helen first, then Diane, while he held their hair, directing the rhythm. He was patient but firm, pushing deeper into Helen’s throat until her eyes watered, then switching to Diane. The power he exerted was intoxicating. There was no awkward fumbling, no need to guide or encourage. Richard simply took.

He eventually pulled them up and onto the bed. What followed was an intense, masterful display of dominance. He laid Helen on her back and entered her in one smooth, powerful thrust. No condom. Bare. The raw heat of him made her gasp loudly. He fucked her with deep, controlled strokes, hitting every sensitive spot while Diane watched, touching herself.

“You feel that?” Richard growled. “This is what you’ve been craving.”

Helen could only moan in response, her legs wrapping around his waist as pleasure built rapidly. He brought her to a shattering orgasm within minutes, then switched to Diane, fucking her just as thoroughly from behind while Helen recovered. The two women were completely under his spell. He moved between them effortlessly, directing the action, making them kiss each other while he fucked one, then the other, ordering them to lick his cock clean between turns.

At one point he had both women on all fours side by side. He alternated between them, thrusting deep into Helen, then Diane, slapping their arses and praising them in that deep, commanding voice.

“Good girls. Taking my cock so well. Your pathetic husbands could never fuck you like this.”

Helen lost count of her orgasms. Richard dominated them both for hours, flipping positions, using their bodies with confident precision, never breaking rhythm. He came first deep inside Diane, then, after a short rest where he made the women clean each other with their tongues, he took Helen again and filled her with a second powerful load. The sensation of him bare, pulsing inside her, was overwhelming.

By the time they collapsed in a sweaty tangle on the bed, Helen felt utterly spent and deeply satisfied in a way none of her previous lovers had achieved. Richard lay between them, one arm around each woman, stroking their hair possessively.

“You both performed beautifully,” he said, voice still calm and authoritative. “This is only the beginning. I’ve been watching you two for weeks. I knew you needed a man who could handle you properly.”

Diane, flushed and glowing, laughed breathlessly. “God, yes. That was incredible.”

Helen could only nod, her body still trembling. Richard’s effortless dominance had unlocked something deeper in her. He wasn’t just another lover. He was the real thing.

The afterglow in Richard’s penthouse was unlike anything Helen had experienced. The three of them lay tangled in the oversized bed, sweat cooling on their skin, the room heavy with the scent of sex. Richard occupied the centre, his powerful arms draped possessively around both women. Helen rested her head on his chest, listening to the steady, unhurried beat of his heart. Diane curled against his other side, tracing lazy patterns on his abs with her fingertips.

For several long minutes, no one spoke. Richard’s hand stroked slowly down Helen’s back, then Diane’s, a gesture that felt both soothing and claiming.

“You two are something special,” he said finally, his deep voice rumbling through his chest. “Most women in your position play at this life for a while and then scurry back to safety. But not you. You’ve embraced it. Fully.”

Helen smiled against his skin. “It started as something I did to shut my husband up. Now… I can’t imagine going back.”

Richard chuckled softly, the sound low and confident. “Ah yes. The husband.” He let the word linger, as if tasting it. “The pathetic cuckold I’ve heard so much about. Mark, isn’t it?”

Helen lifted her head, surprised. “You know his name?”

“I make it my business to know things,” Richard replied calmly. There was no boastfulness in his tone, only quiet certainty. “I’ve seen you both out. Watched how you’ve changed over the past months. The way you walk into bars now, the confidence, the hunger. That didn’t come from nowhere. It came from a weak, desperate man who begged his wife to fuck other men… and then couldn’t handle what he unleashed.”

Diane propped herself up on one elbow, grinning. “You really have been paying attention.”

“I have,” Richard confirmed. His hand slid down to cup Helen’s arse possessively. “Tell me about him. I want to hear it from you. What kind of man hands his beautiful, intelligent wife over to strangers and then waits at home like a loyal dog?”

Helen hesitated for only a moment before the words began to flow. Lying there in the afterglow of Richard’s thorough domination, it felt natural to speak openly.

“He’s… ordinary,” she said. “A good father. Reliable accountant. Boring in bed for years. Then the empty nest hit and he confessed this fantasy. Begged me for months. Kneeling, crying, promising anything if I’d just sleep with other men. I finally agreed just to shut him up. I never expected to enjoy it this much.”

Richard listened intently, his fingers still stroking her skin. “And now?”

“Now he’s locked in chastity,” Helen said with a small, cruel smile. “Diane put the cage on him a few days ago. Pink steel. Tiny. He does all the chores, waits up for me, cleans me after other men… and he’s completely broken by it. The regret is eating him alive, but he still gets hard in that little cage every time I tell him what I’ve done.”

Diane laughed softly. “He’s pathetic. But useful. He serves us drinks, rubs our feet, washes our dirty knickers. The perfect little house cuck.”

Richard’s expression remained calm, but his eyes gleamed with dark interest. “Fascinating. Most cucks are loud online and crumble in reality. But a real one… one who’s been properly broken and trained… that’s rare. Valuable, even.” He turned his head to look directly at Helen. “I’d like to meet him. Soon.”

Helen felt a fresh thrill run through her. “You would?”

“Yes.” Richard’s voice took on that commanding edge again. “I’ve claimed both of you tonight. Thoroughly. It’s only right that I inspect the pathetic husband who made it possible. I want to see him in person, locked, serving, squirming. I want to look him in the eyes while I tell him exactly what I’ve done to his wife… and what I plan to do next.”

Diane shivered with excitement. “God, that sounds delicious. Can you imagine his face?”

Helen bit her lip, arousal stirring again despite how spent she was. The idea of Richard meeting Mark, of this tall, dominant man stepping fully into their lives, felt like the next inevitable step. Dangerous. Irreversible.

“I’ll arrange it,” she said quietly. “On your terms.”

Richard kissed the top of her head, then Diane’s. “Good girls. Tell him I’m very interested in the pathetic cuckold husband who gave me his wife so easily. Make sure he understands this isn’t a game anymore. Not for any of us.”

They lay together a while longer, Richard casually describing how he would interact with Mark, making him serve drinks, watch, clean up, perhaps even more. The two women listened, increasingly aroused by the vision he painted.

When they finally dressed and prepared to leave in the early hours, Richard saw them to the door. He kissed each of them deeply, possessively.

“Text me when you’ve spoken to him,” he told Helen. “I want this meeting soon. I’ve waited long enough watching from the sidelines.”

In the taxi home, Helen and Diane sat close together, still buzzing from the night.

“He’s perfect,” Diane whispered. “Exactly what we’ve been moving towards.”

Helen nodded, touching the key to Mark’s cage that still hung between her breasts. “Yes. And Mark has no idea what’s coming.”

Back at the house, the lights were still on downstairs. Mark would be waiting, locked, anxious, desperate for any scrap of information about where his wife had been.

Helen smiled to herself in the dark taxi. Richard’s interest in her pathetic cuckold husband was clear. And soon, very soon, he would get exactly what he wanted.


Chapter 8

In the back of the taxi heading home through the quiet early-morning streets, Helen and Diane sat close together, still flushed and glowing from the intense night with Richard. Their thighs pressed against each other, and both could feel the warm, sticky evidence of his loads slowly leaking into their knickers. The driver was thankfully discreet.

Helen’s phone buzzed. A message from Richard.

Last night was only the beginning. I want both of you again. Often. But only on my strict terms. No negotiation. Reply when you’re both in the taxi.

Helen showed Diane the message. They exchanged excited glances before she typed back.

We’re in the taxi now. What are your terms?

The reply came swiftly.

Good girls. From now on I control how this household operates. I will fuck you and Diane whenever, however, and as often as I wish. Bare. Your pathetic cuckold husband will be fully involved, but only as I decide. He will watch, serve, clean, and suffer. You will both obey me without question. Don’t tell your husband what I said or that I am taking ownership for now. If you agree, prove it right now. Have your husband eat every drop of my cum from both your pussies the moment you get home. Take clear photos of him doing it and send them to me. More rules will follow.

Helen read the key parts quietly to Diane, skipping the instruction not to tell Mark. Her pulse quickened at the commanding tone. Even through text, Richard’s presence was absolute.

She typed back; We agree.

Good. Send the photos within the hour. Wake the cuck immediately when you get home. I want to see him cleaning my seed from both of you.

The taxi pulled into their cul-de-sac. Helen and Diane stepped out and let themselves into the quiet house. Mark was waiting anxiously in the living room, still locked in his pink chastity cage.

“Upstairs. Bedroom. Now,” Helen ordered.

Once inside, Helen didn’t waste time.

“On your knees,” she said, lifting her dress. Diane did the same beside her. Both women were dripping with Richard’s cum.

“Richard had us both tonight,” Helen told him, voice cool. “Bare. Multiple times. Now clean us.”

Mark whimpered but obeyed, dropping to his knees. He started with Helen, then moved to Diane, his tongue working desperately to lap up every thick drop of another man’s seed from their well-fucked pussies. The taste was strong and overwhelming. Helen and Diane took turns holding his head in place, moaning softly with satisfaction while they snapped clear, close-up photos on Helen’s phone, Mark’s tongue buried deep, his humiliated, caged expression, the shiny mess on his lips.

Helen sent the photos to Richard with the caption; He is cleaning both of us right now, as ordered.

The reply came quickly;

Pathetic and perfect. Keep him locked. More instructions soon.

Helen showed Diane the message, both women smiling with dark satisfaction while Mark continued licking.

They didn’t tell him about Richard’s full terms or that the dominant man was now claiming ownership of the household. Not yet. That revelation would come when Richard decided the time was right.

For now, Mark remained on his knees, face glistening, unknowingly taking the first steps into Richard’s strict new regime.

The next day, Saturday, dawned grey and drizzly over Hertfordshire. Helen woke late, her body still carrying the pleasant ache from Richard’s thorough use the night before. She slipped out of bed, leaving Mark curled miserably on the sofa downstairs, and checked her phone.

A new message from Richard waited for her.

Good morning. How is the cuck this morning? Send me a photo of him in his cage. Then call me when you’re alone.

Helen smiled, a dark thrill running through her. She went downstairs and found Mark already up, making coffee with the defeated posture that had become his default. The pink steel cage was clearly visible through his thin pyjama bottoms.

“Show me,” she said curtly.

Mark hesitated, then lowered his trousers. Helen took several photos of the locked, straining cage and sent them to Richard with the caption; Still locked and miserable.

Richard replied immediately; Pathetic. Call me now. Alone.

Helen took the phone upstairs to the bedroom, closing the door behind her. She dialled his number. Richard answered on the second ring, his deep, commanding voice sending a fresh shiver through her.

“Helen.”

“Good morning,” she said softly, already aroused by his tone.

“Tell me how he is today,” Richard instructed. “Be honest.”

She described Mark’s broken state, the humiliation of cleaning both their creampies the night before, his restless sleep, the way he kept glancing at her with desperate, regret-filled eyes.

Richard listened without interrupting, then began giving his initial instructions, his voice calm and precise.

“Here’s how you handle him from now on. You will keep him on the hook. Give him little crumbs of hope that things might improve, that the old Helen might come back one day if he’s good enough. Then snatch it away. Make him believe he can earn back some affection, some intimacy, some dignity, only to take it further from his reach. This is how you break him properly.”

Helen listened intently, her free hand unconsciously sliding between her thighs as Richard continued.

“Today, be almost kind to him. Thank him for cleaning you last night. Tell him you know this is hard on him and that you still love him. Let him think that if he serves well today, you might unlock him for a few minutes tonight. Give him a task, something humiliating but achievable. Make him massage both you and Diane for an hour. Praise him while he does it. Let him believe he’s earning points.”

Richard’s voice dropped slightly. “Then, tonight, when he’s hopeful, change the rules. Tell him you’ve decided he needs more time in the cage. Or that you’re too sore from me. Watch his face crumble. It will make the next time you offer hope even more effective.”

Helen let out a soft, aroused breath. “You’re very good at this.”

“I’ve done it before,” Richard said matter-of-factly. “Men like Mark are easy once you understand the psychology. Alternate between cruelty and false hope. Keep him addicted to the possibility of things getting better. It’s far more effective than constant abuse. He’ll cling to every scrap you give him.”

He gave her several more specific tactics; occasionally let him sleep in the bed beside her, but never let him touch; praise him for his chores in front of Diane, then mock him the moment she leaves; tell him stories about her nights out that mix pleasure with just enough “I missed you” to keep him hooked; promise small rewards (a ruined orgasm, a foot massage while unlocked, etc.) and then delay or cancel them.

“Most importantly,” Richard finished, “never let him think this is permanent. Always dangle the possibility of things returning to ‘normal’… someday. When he’s properly broken, we’ll move to the next stage.”

Helen was breathing faster by the end of the call. “I understand. I’ll start today.”

“Good girl,” Richard said, the praise making her flush. “Send me updates. And Helen, enjoy breaking him. You have my permission to be as cruel as you like, as long as you follow my overall direction.”

The call ended. Helen sat on the edge of the bed for a moment, composing herself, then went downstairs with a softer expression than she had worn in days.

Mark looked up hopefully from the kitchen where he was preparing breakfast for her and Diane.

“Morning,” Helen said gently, almost lovingly. She stepped close and kissed his cheek. “Thank you for last night. I know cleaning me after Richard was difficult. You did well.”

Mark’s eyes widened with surprised gratitude. “Really? I… I just want to make you happy.”

“You do,” she assured him, touching his arm. “This is hard on both of us. But if you keep serving like this, maybe things can get a little better. I still love you, Mark. I just need time.”

The lie was delivered so convincingly that Mark’s shoulders sagged with relief. For the first time in weeks, a flicker of real hope appeared in his eyes.

That afternoon, while Diane was out running errands, Helen had Mark massage her feet for a full hour. She moaned softly in pleasure and praised him constantly.

“You’re so good at this. I’ve missed your hands on me. Keep being obedient and who knows… maybe I’ll unlock you for a little while tonight.”

Mark worked even harder, desperate and grateful. By evening, he was practically vibrating with nervous hope.

Then, after dinner, Helen changed.

She summoned him to the bedroom where Diane was already waiting, lounging on the bed.

“I’ve been thinking,” Helen said, her voice cooling noticeably. “After last night with Richard, I’m still very sore. And honestly, you don’t deserve unlocking yet. Maybe next week if you behave. For now, stay locked.”

Mark’s face crumpled. The hope she had carefully nurtured throughout the day shattered in an instant. Diane watched with open amusement as tears welled in his eyes.

Helen stepped closer and stroked his cheek almost tenderly. “Don’t look so sad. This is what you wanted, remember? Just keep serving well. Things might improve… eventually.”

As Mark left the room to do the evening chores with fresh despair, Helen picked up her phone and texted Richard a summary of the day.

His reply was simple and approving;

Perfect. Keep playing him like this. He’s already hooked. More instructions tomorrow.

Helen smiled, feeling a profound sense of power. Richard’s guidance was masterful, offering crumbs of hope only to snatch them away, keeping Mark emotionally dependent and broken. With every small manipulation, she tightened the web around her husband.

Diane grinned from the bed. “He’s going to be so much fun to torment.”

“Yes,” Helen agreed, touching the key around her neck. “He really is.”

Downstairs, Mark continued his chores with fresh tears in his eyes and the ever-present bite of the cage between his legs. The false hope Helen had given him had made the latest rejection hurt even more. And deep down, he knew there would be more, little kindnesses followed by cruelty, keeping him forever on the hook, forever believing that one day things might get better.

Richard’s initial instructions were already working perfectly.

Mark stood in the kitchen, hands trembling as he loaded the dishwasher after serving dinner to Helen and Diane. The pink steel cage felt tighter than ever, digging into his swollen, denied cock with every movement. The false hope Helen had dangled earlier that day, her soft voice, the kiss on the cheek, the promise that things might improve if he served well, had felt like a lifeline. Now, after her casual rejection upstairs, that hope lay shattered at his feet once again.

Yet despite the crushing humiliation, his body betrayed him. The cage strained painfully, a constant reminder of his arousal.

Helen appeared in the doorway, watching him with cool amusement. Diane lounged behind her, wine glass in hand.

“Richard sent new instructions,” Helen said lightly. “You’re to give both of us a full body massage tonight. An hour each. No shortcuts. And while you do it, you’ll listen as I tell you more about last night with him.”

Mark swallowed hard. “Yes, Helen.”

The two women exchanged satisfied glances and headed upstairs. Mark followed like an obedient shadow, the weight of the cage swinging heavily between his legs.

In the bedroom, Helen and Diane stripped down to their lingerie and lay face-down on the large bed side by side. Mark knelt between them with the massage oil, his hands shaking as he began working on Helen’s shoulders first.

“Start with me,” Helen instructed. “And listen carefully.”

She began recounting the night with Richard in explicit detail while Mark’s oiled hands moved down her back. “He took control the second we walked in. Made us strip. Then had us both on our knees sucking his thick cock. He’s much bigger than you, Mark. Thicker. Longer. I could barely fit him in my mouth at first.”

Mark whimpered, pressing his thumbs into the muscles of her lower back. The humiliation burned, but so did the desperate arousal. The cage bit harder as his cock tried uselessly to harden.

Diane chuckled. “Look at him leaking already. Pathetic.”

Helen continued, her voice growing breathier as Mark’s hands worked lower. “He fucked me first. Pinned me down and drove into me so deep I saw stars. No condom. Just raw, hot cock stretching me properly. I came twice before he even switched to Diane. Then he had us side by side on all fours, alternating between us like we were his personal toys.”

Mark’s breathing grew ragged. He moved to Diane’s legs, his hands gliding over her smooth skin while Helen kept talking.

“Every thrust felt better than the last. When he finally came inside me, I could feel him pulsing, flooding me. That’s what you tasted last night, Mark. That’s what you swallowed like a good little cleaner.”

Humiliated tears pricked at Mark’s eyes, but he kept massaging, obeying without complaint. The false hope from earlier made this degradation sting even more sharply. For a few hours he had allowed himself to believe she still cared, that serving well might earn him some mercy. Now that illusion had been ripped away, leaving only raw submission.

After finishing Diane’s massage, Helen rolled onto her back and spread her legs.

“Clean me again,” she ordered softly. “Richard’s instructions. He wants you to taste him on me every single time.”

Mark leaned in obediently, pressing his mouth to her still-sensitive pussy. He licked and sucked gently, drawing out the remnants of the previous night’s creampie while both women watched with open amusement.

“Good boy,” Helen murmured, stroking his hair almost tenderly. “You’re doing so well. Keep obeying like this and maybe… just maybe… I’ll think about letting you out of the cage for a few minutes next week.”

The tiny crumb of hope landed exactly as Richard had planned. Mark redoubled his efforts, licking more eagerly despite the fresh wave of shame. For a brief moment, the possibility of release felt real again.

Then Helen pulled his head back firmly.

“But not tonight,” she added coldly. “Tonight you stay locked. And you’ll sleep on the floor at the foot of the bed while Diane and I relax.”

The hope was snatched away again. Mark’s shoulders slumped, but he whispered, “Yes, Helen. Thank you.”

Diane laughed. “God, he really is hooked. Look at him. Humiliated, aching, and still thanking you.”

The rest of the evening followed Richard’s blueprint. Mark fetched wine, rubbed their feet again, and listened as they openly planned their next night out with Richard. Every small act of service was met with alternating praise and casual cruelty.

Later, as he lay on the floor beside the bed in nothing but his chastity cage, listening to the two women chatting and occasionally kissing above him, Mark’s mind spun in exhausted circles.

He was humiliated beyond words. Aroused beyond reason. And completely obedient.

Richard’s initial instructions were working with devastating effectiveness. The cycle of false hope followed by withdrawal kept Mark compliant, desperate, and emotionally dependent. He clung to every gentle word from Helen, every minor act of kindness, believing, against all evidence, that if he just served well enough, the nightmare might eventually ease.

But deep down, a growing part of him knew the truth; there was no going back. He had obeyed tonight, just as he would obey tomorrow, and the day after that. Humiliated, aroused, and utterly broken.

Up on the bed, Helen glanced down at her husband curled on the floor and smiled into the darkness. Richard’s guidance was perfect. She sent him a quick update;

He’s complying beautifully. Already hooked on the hope cycle.

Richard’s reply was short and approving;

Excellent. Keep tightening the screws. He’s mine now too.

Mark stirred slightly on the floor, the cage biting into him once again. He had obeyed. And he would continue to obey.

The manipulation had taken root.

Later that evening, after another intense night out with Richard, Helen and Diane returned home glowing and satisfied. In the taxi, Richard had handed them a small, neatly wrapped package.

“A gift for later,” he said with a calm smile. “Pink satin panties and bloomers. Very girly. When the time is right, suggest your husband puts them on. Start with ‘just a bit of fun’. Make sure he wears them whenever you’re with me.”

Helen and Diane had been puzzled by the gift, but they trusted Richard’s judgement.

The next day, Helen reported back to Richard privately while Mark was doing chores. She described how obedient he had been, how eagerly he had cleaned them both, and how the cycle of hope and denial was already affecting him.

Richard praised her warmly and gave further guidance on how to keep Mark emotionally hooked and broken. Helen listened carefully, growing more confident in her new role.

That evening, after Mark had served dinner and was kneeling to give them both foot massages, Helen decided it was time to introduce the gift.

“Darling,” she said sweetly, “Diane and I were talking about how much fun it might be to play a little game tonight. We bought something silly for you to try.”

She left the room briefly and returned with one pair of the pink satin briefs, soft, shiny, trimmed with delicate white lace and a tiny bow at the front. Mark had not seen the full package.

His eyes widened in horror. “Helen… those are women’s panties.”

“Just play,” Helen said lightly, smiling. “It’ll be funny. A bit humiliating, yes, but harmless. Put them on for us. Think of it as a little game to amuse Diane and me.”

Diane grinned. “Come on, cucky. Be a good sport. It’s just a bit of fun.”

Mark hesitated, face burning with shame, but the fear of displeasing the women and the desperate hope of earning favour made him obey. He stripped off his trousers and stepped into the satin briefs. The soft, silky material hugged his caged cock tightly. The lace edges brushed his skin, and the little bow sat right above the pink cage. He looked utterly ridiculous.

Both women burst into delighted laughter.

“Oh my God,” Diane said. “He actually looks adorable. Like a proper little sissy.”

Helen ran her fingers over the shiny pink fabric. “They feel nice on you, don’t they? So smooth. You’ll wear these from now on when we go out. Under your clothes. Our little secret.”

Mark stood there trembling with humiliation. The girly panties only deepened his sense of defeat. Yet his caged cock throbbed painfully inside them.

Later that night, after Helen had used him for another creampie cleanup, recounting in vivid detail how she had been fucked bare the night before, the combined humiliation finally overwhelmed him.

The thick, salty taste of another man’s cum flooded Mark’s mouth. The silky pink panties hugging his denied cock. Helen’s cool, dominant voice describing her pleasure. It was too much.

Mark let out a choked, broken whimper. His whole body tensed. A weak, ruined, hands-free orgasm pulsed through him, leaking pathetically into the front of the new satin briefs. His first involuntary orgasm, triggered purely by the taste and overwhelming humiliation.

Helen noticed immediately. She pulled his head back and looked down with cruel delight.

“Did you just come in your pretty new panties?” she asked, voice dripping with mockery. “Without permission? From just licking another man’s cum?”

Mark nodded miserably, tears streaming down his face as the wet spot spread across the pink satin.

Diane laughed loudly. “The panties are already working magic.”

Helen stroked his hair almost tenderly. “Naughty boy. For now, keep them on. Sleep in them tonight. They suit you so well.”

Mark remained on his knees, spent, broken, and utterly compliant. The deepening control was taking hold. The girly panties were only the beginning of a much longer descent.

Helen later texted Richard a full report, including the involuntary orgasm in the new panties.

His reply was short and pleased;

Perfect. Keep going.


Chapter 9

The introduction of the girly panties didn’t happen overnight. It was a slow, deliberate erosion of Mark’s remaining dignity, stretched over the following two weeks.

It began subtly. The morning after the first humiliating night in the pink satin briefs, Helen casually mentioned while he was making breakfast, “Those looked so cute on you last night. Wear them again today, under your work clothes. Just for fun.”

Mark protested weakly, but the combination of the cage, the recent involuntary orgasm, and Helen’s calm authority wore him down. He put them on.

A few days later, another pair appeared in his drawer. Then two more. Each time he reached for his dwindling supply of regular boxers, Helen or Diane would appear with a sweet but firm suggestion; “Try the new ones today. They’re so soft. You’ll get used to them.”

Resistance flared up repeatedly.

“I can’t wear these to work every day,” Mark protested one evening, holding up a pair of polka-dotted satin briefs. “It’s too much.”

Helen simply smiled and stroked his cheek. “It’s just underwear, darling. No one will know. And you looked so adorable in them the other night. Wear them tomorrow. For me.”

Diane added with a smirk, “Or we can make it an order instead of a request.”

Gradually, the balance shifted. More of his male underwear disappeared during laundry cycles, replaced by increasingly feminine pairs, some with lace trim, some with delicate bows, some almost sheer. Mark’s drawer filled with soft pinks, whites, and pastels. The few remaining boxers were pushed to the back.

The psychological pressure mounted daily. Every morning he faced the same humiliating choice. The satin felt foreign and emasculating against his skin, especially with the chastity cage constantly pressing against the delicate fabric. At work, the constant reminder of what he was wearing beneath his suit made him flushed and distracted. At home, Helen and Diane would check him regularly, lifting his waistband and commenting with amusement.

“Still resisting a little?” Helen asked one night after he had tried to wear an old pair he had hidden. She shook her head. “No more of those. From now on, panties only. Full-time.”

Mark’s resistance grew weaker with each passing day. The false hope Helen occasionally offered, “You’re doing so well with them… maybe soon you can have something less girly”, only made him more compliant, desperate to earn even the smallest mercy.

By the end of the second week, the transition was complete. Mark’s male underwear had entirely vanished. Every morning he opened his drawer to rows of pretty satin and lace panties and bloomers. He no longer argued. He simply chose a pair, slipped them on over his locked cage, and went about his day in silent, burning humiliation.

Helen noticed the change during one of her inspections.

“No more complaints?” she asked, running her fingers over the soft pink satin he was wearing. “Good boy. You’re finally accepting it. These are your underwear now. Full-time. Every single day.”

Diane grinned from the sofa. “Look at him. He doesn’t even fight it anymore. The panties have broken him a little more.”

Mark stood there, cheeks burning, the delicate lace edges brushing his thighs. The resistance had been worn down through repetition, teasing, and the relentless cycle of hope and denial. Wearing the girly panties full-time had become his new normal, a constant, intimate reminder of his place beneath Helen and Diane… and under the growing influence of Richard’s unseen control.

That night, as he knelt to perform his now-routine creampie cleanup, Helen stroked his hair and whispered, “You’re adjusting so well to your new underwear. Keep being good and who knows… maybe one day you’ll earn something better.”

The small crumb of hope landed exactly as intended. Mark licked more eagerly, humiliated but obedient, the satin panties hugging his aching, denied cock.

The deepening control continued.

The full-time panties were only the start of the escalation.

Over the next ten days, the feminisation deepened with relentless, calculated steps. What had begun as “just a bit of fun” with satin briefs steadily expanded into a complete replacement of Mark’s remaining masculine wardrobe.

It started with the socks. One morning Mark found all his plain black and grey socks missing from his drawer. In their place were several pairs of sheer feminine knee-highs and ankle socks with lace trim. Soft pinks, whites, and sheer black with delicate patterns.

“Yours were so boring,” Helen explained casually while watching him dress. “These look much nicer with your new underwear. Wear them.”

Mark’s protests grew weaker each time. The constant pressure, the cage, and the cycle of small hopes followed by denial had worn his resistance thin. He put on the feminine socks without further argument.

Then came the nighties.

One evening, after a long day of chores, Helen handed him a soft, pale pink satin nightie with delicate lace straps and a hem that barely reached mid-thigh.

“You’ll sleep in this from now on,” she told him. “No more ugly old pyjamas. Diane and I think you’ll look adorable.”

Mark stared at the garment, shame burning in his cheeks. “Helen… a nightie? This is too much. I’m not...”

Diane cut him off with a sharp look. “Put it on. Or we’ll add more items tomorrow.”

He obeyed. The satin slipped over his skin like a caress, the hem brushing against his caged cock and thighs. That night he lay on the floor at the foot of the bed in the girly nightie, feeling more exposed and emasculated than ever.

The real escalation came with the introduction of stockings, suspender belts, and bras.

Helen and Diane made it a gradual process. First, they added sheer black stockings and a matching suspender belt to his drawer with instructions to wear them under his work trousers “just for us.” The straps constantly tugged at his thighs, a private, erotic torment all day long.

Then came the bras.

One Saturday afternoon, while Mark was folding laundry, Helen held up a delicate pink satin bra with white lace cups and adjustable straps.

“Time to complete the set,” she said cheerfully. “Put this on.”

Mark froze, staring at the bra in horror. “A bra? Helen, no. Panties and stockings are bad enough, but a bra? I don’t have breasts. This is ridiculous. I’m not wearing that.”

The resistance was instantaneous and stronger than anything he had shown in weeks.

Helen’s expression hardened. She glanced at Diane, who nodded.

“Very well,” Helen said calmly. “If you’re going to be difficult, we’ll do this the hard way. Bend over the bed.”

Mark hesitated, but the look in her eyes made him comply. He bent over the edge of the bed, still wearing only his pink panties and stockings.

Helen retrieved a heavy wooden hairbrush from her dressing table, one she had bought specifically for this purpose. She brought it down hard across his satin-covered bottom with a loud crack.

Mark gasped in shock and pain.

“You will wear what we tell you to wear,” Helen said firmly, delivering another sharp smack. “No arguments. No questioning. You lost those rights when you begged me to fuck other men.”

Crack. Crack. Crack.

Each strike landed with stinging precision. Mark’s bottom quickly turned bright red beneath the thin satin. Tears pricked his eyes as the humiliation and pain mixed together.

Diane watched with obvious enjoyment. “Look at him squirming in his pretty panties. So pathetic.”

After a dozen firm strokes, Helen stopped. Mark was breathing hard, his bottom throbbing.

“Now,” Helen said, holding up the bra again. “Put it on. Or we continue.”

Trembling with shame, Mark took the bra and awkwardly fastened it around his chest. The empty lace cups sat humiliatingly on his flat chest. Helen adjusted the straps until it fit snugly.

“Much better,” she said, stepping back to admire him. “You’ll wear this around the house from now on. And under your clothes when we go out. It’s part of your new wardrobe.”

Mark stood there in the complete set, pink satin bra, matching panties, suspender belt, sheer stockings, and the short nightie he had worn the night before, feeling utterly broken. The first spanking had shattered the last remnants of his resistance.

Over the following days, more lingerie appeared; additional bras in different styles, more suspender belts, delicate nighties in various pastel shades, and even a few babydoll sets. His resistance had been thoroughly worn down. When Helen or Diane gave an order, he obeyed with minimal protest.

Each new item deepened his humiliation. The bra in particular made him feel especially ridiculous, the straps digging into his shoulders, the empty cups a constant visual reminder of his emasculation. At home he was now almost always dressed in full lingerie beneath whatever outer clothes he was allowed. The sensation of satin, lace, and stockings against his skin had become his new normal.

One evening, after he had served them both dinner in just his bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt, Helen pulled him close and stroked his cheek.

“You’re adjusting so well,” she murmured, almost tenderly. “Keep being good and maybe one day we’ll let you wear something less feminine again.”

The small crumb of hope, as always, made Mark cling desperately to obedience.

Richard, receiving regular reports from Helen, was pleased with the progress. The foundation of Mark’s sissification was now firmly in place.

The panties had been the start. The full lingerie was only the next step.

Under Helen and Diane’s growing influence, the feminisation of Mark accelerated steadily over the following weeks. What had begun as full-time panties evolved into something far more comprehensive and inescapable. Every change was introduced gradually, framed as “just a bit of fun” or “something we think you’ll look sweet in,” so that resistance felt increasingly futile.

Make-up was the next major step. It started on weekends and evenings at home. Helen would sit Mark down in front of the mirror after dinner and apply a light foundation, subtle blush, mascara, and a touch of soft eyeshadow.

“It’s just play,” she would say with a sweet smile. “You’ve been so good with the panties. Let’s see how this looks on you.”

At first Mark protested, but after a few firm reminders, and the lingering memory of the hairbrush, he learned to sit still and accept it. The make-up felt alien and deeply emasculating, yet Helen and Diane praised him lavishly when he complied.

“You look almost pretty with those long lashes,” Diane teased one evening, tilting his chin. “So much better than your boring old face.”

During the week, the feminisation remained more subtle but no less constant. Helen insisted on “just a touch of eyeliner” every morning before work.

“It’s barely noticeable,” she assured him while carefully applying the thin black line. “No one at the office will think twice. But we’ll know. And it makes your eyes look so much nicer.”

Mark stared at his reflection each morning, the soft, slightly feminine enhancement to his eyes, and felt a fresh wave of shame as he left for work.

The bras grew thicker and more visible as well. The delicate satin styles were replaced by slightly padded versions with more structure and support. Under his work shirts, the outline became noticeable, the straps occasionally visible at the collar, the gentle shaping of his chest unmistakable if anyone looked closely.

“You’ll wear these now,” Helen told him one morning, holding up a thicker cream-coloured bra. “They look much better on you. No more of those thin ones.”

When Mark tried to object, Helen simply raised an eyebrow and reached for the hairbrush. He put the bra on without further argument.

The cumulative effect was overwhelming. Every day he left the house wearing lace-trimmed panties, stockings or sheer socks, a padded bra, and subtle eyeliner beneath his ordinary male clothing. The sensations never let him forget his place; the constant tug of bra straps on his shoulders, the smooth slide of satin against his caged cock, the faint feminine touch around his eyes.

The highlight of his deepening humiliation came one ordinary Wednesday afternoon at the office.

Mark was in a budget meeting with two colleagues when he felt the familiar discomfort of his panties riding up. Without conscious thought, he reached down beneath the conference table and adjusted the satin fabric with a quick, practised motion, exactly as a woman might discreetly fix her underwear.

He froze mid-sentence as the realisation hit him.

His colleague paused. “You alright, Mark?”

Mark’s face burned crimson. He had just casually adjusted his panties in public, in the middle of a professional meeting, without even thinking about it. The feminisation had sunk so deep that his body was beginning to act on instinct.

“Yes… fine,” he mumbled. “Just a cramp.”

He spent the rest of the meeting in silent horror, hyper-aware of every feminine detail beneath his suit; the thick bra cups pressing against his chest, the lace panties cradling his cage, the subtle eyeliner he knew was still visible up close. When he excused himself to the bathroom later, he stared at his reflection and caught himself adjusting the panties again in the mirror.

Tears of shame welled in his eyes. This was no longer just clothing. It was becoming part of who he was.

That evening, when he confessed what had happened, Helen and Diane were delighted.

“You adjusted your panties in a meeting?” Helen laughed, pulling him close. “Oh, Mark. You really are becoming one of the girls.”

They made him recount the moment in detail while he knelt before them in a full set; thick padded bra, matching high-waisted satin panties, sheer stockings, and light make-up. The humiliation pushed him dangerously close to the edge once again, though the cage prevented any relief.

Helen stroked his made-up cheek and offered another small crumb of hope.

“You’ve been so good with all the new things lately, the bras, the make-up, the panties… Keep it up and maybe one day we’ll let you go back to something more… normal.”

Mark clung desperately to those words, even as Diane smirked knowingly behind Helen’s back.

The subtle feminisation continued to accelerate. Every morning he dressed himself in the growing feminine wardrobe without being told. Every evening he presented for inspection. The man who had once begged his wife to sleep with other men was slowly disappearing, piece by delicate, lacy piece.


Chapter 10

Helen stood in the kitchen late one Sunday evening, long after Mark had been sent to the floor at the foot of the bed in his pink satin nightie. Her phone glowed softly in her hand as she read Richard’s latest instructions. There was no hesitation in her now, no lingering guilt or internal conflict. Only a dark, thrilling excitement.

Start with low-dose oestrogen. Dissolve it in his morning coffee and evening tea. Increase gradually. Keep it secret. Watch him change. Report everything to me.

A shiver of wicked pleasure ran through her as she read the words again. She had come so far from the reluctant wife who had only agreed to one night out to shut Mark up. Now she was actively plotting to reshape her husband’s body, and the idea filled her with a rush of power she had never known before.

Diane appeared behind her, wrapping her arms around Helen’s waist and reading the message over her shoulder.

“God, you’re really going to do it,” Diane murmured, sounding impressed and aroused. “No second thoughts?”

“None,” Helen replied, leaning back into her. “I want to see him soften. I want to watch his body betray him while he still thinks he’s just stressed or getting older. Richard says it will make the rest so much easier.”

The next morning, Helen began.

While Mark was in the shower, still wearing his nightie until she told him otherwise, she carefully crushed one of the small oestrogen tablets Richard had arranged for her and stirred the powder into his coffee. Two sugars, just how he liked it. She added a splash of milk and set the mug on the table with his breakfast.

When Mark came downstairs in his work clothes, bra, panties, stockings, and subtle eyeliner already applied, she greeted him with an unusually warm smile.

“Morning, darling. I made your coffee.”

He looked surprised by the affection but accepted it gratefully, sipping the drink while she watched with hidden excitement. The first dose was in him. Irreversible. The thought made her wet.

Over the following days, the secret dosing became routine. Every morning coffee, every evening tea, sometimes a little extra in his evening meal. Helen found herself humming as she prepared it, a dark smile playing on her lips. She was no longer questioning Richard’s instructions. She was eager for them. Excited by the slow, hidden corruption she was inflicting on the man who had once begged her to sleep with others.

“You seem happier lately,” Mark commented one evening as she handed him his tea. He was kneeling in his bra and panties, massaging her feet after a long day.

“I am,” Helen replied truthfully, stroking his hair. “I feel more in control. More alive. Keep being good like this and things might keep improving for you.”

The lie came easily now. She watched him drink the oestrogen-laced tea with genuine pleasure, imagining the hormones already beginning their subtle work inside him.

The early changes were small, but they excited her immensely.

After ten days, Mark started complaining about feeling unusually emotional. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” he muttered one night, blinking back tears after a minor disagreement. “Everything feels so overwhelming lately.”

Helen hid her smile behind her wine glass. “Poor thing. It’s probably just stress from work and… everything else. Come here and let me hold you for a bit.”

She pulled him close, feeling a rush of power as he rested his head against her chest, unaware that the softness he was seeking comfort from was partly her doing. Later, she reported every detail to Richard, who praised her enthusiasm.

You’re doing beautifully. Increase the dose slightly this week. Watch for skin changes and mood swings. Tell me everything.

Helen’s excitement only grew. She began experimenting, adding slightly more to his food on days when she wanted him particularly emotional. One afternoon she came home from work to find him crying quietly while folding her lingerie. Instead of comforting him immediately, she watched from the doorway with dark delight.

“What’s wrong, darling?” she asked eventually, stroking his hair.

“I don’t know,” he sniffled, embarrassed. “I just feel so… fragile lately. And my skin feels different. Softer.”

Helen kissed his forehead. “It’s probably nothing. You’ve been under a lot of pressure serving us so well. I’m proud of you.”

Inside, she was thrilled. The changes were starting. His skin was softening. His emotions were swinging more wildly. And best of all, he still had no idea.

Diane was equally delighted when Helen shared the progress.

“You’re actually doing it,” she said one evening while they watched Mark serve them drinks in his full lingerie set. “Turning your husband into a soft little thing. Does it turn you on?”

“More than I expected,” Helen admitted, her eyes following Mark as he moved. “Every time I stir it into his coffee, I get this rush. Knowing I’m changing him permanently… and he thanks me for it.”

Mark continued his service, unaware of the conversation. He had begun to notice other small changes, tender nipples that ached when the bra rubbed against them, unexplained fatigue, moments of unexpected crying, but he attributed them all to stress, the cage, and the relentless humiliation.

Helen, meanwhile, grew bolder. She increased the dose as Richard instructed and began documenting the changes in a private note on her phone. Softer skin. Slight rounding at the hips. More emotional vulnerability. Each new symptom made her wet with excitement.

One night, after Mark had given them both long, obedient foot massages while wearing full make-up and lingerie, Helen pulled him into her lap like a child.

“You’ve been so good lately,” she whispered, stroking his increasingly soft cheek. “I know this is hard, but I’m so proud of how you’re adapting. Maybe soon we can talk about easing some things…”

Mark looked up at her with desperate hope in his eyes. Helen smiled down at him, feeling a powerful surge of dominance.

She had stopped resisting long ago. Now she was actively thrilled by what she was doing to him, and with Richard’s guidance, the changes were only going to get more dramatic.

The changes were becoming harder to hide.

By the third week of secret dosing, the oestrogen was beginning to show noticeable effects. Mark’s skin had taken on a softer, smoother texture. His nipples were persistently tender and slightly puffy beneath the thicker bras Helen now required him to wear daily. There was a subtle rounding to his hips and backside, and his emotions swung wildly, crying at adverts one moment, feeling strangely warm and needy the next.

At work, the whispers started.

It began subtly. A few colleagues giving him odd looks in the corridor. A woman in accounts commenting, a little too loudly, that Mark seemed to have “such lovely skin lately.” Then the men in his department began making little quips.

During a coffee break, one of the younger analysts smirked as Mark bent over to pick up a dropped pen. “Nice view, Thompson. You been doing squats or something? Your arse is looking… different.”

Mark froze, realising with horror that when he bent, the hem of the high-waisted satin panties he was wearing had ridden up above his belt line, the delicate lace trim clearly visible for a second. He quickly straightened, face burning, but not before several colleagues had seen.

He told himself it was an accident.

But later that same day, while reaching for a file on a high shelf, he caught himself doing it again, deliberately tugging the hem of the panties a little higher so the pretty lace edge showed when he stretched. The rush of embarrassed arousal that followed made his caged cock strain painfully.

Word spread quickly in the quiet office environment. Whispers followed him.

“Is Mark… wearing makeup? His eyes look different.”

“Mate, are you okay? You seem a bit… emotional lately.”

One of the senior partners, a gruff man in his fifties, clapped him on the shoulder in the lift and muttered with a chuckle, “Careful bending over in those meetings, Thompson. Some of the lads are starting to talk.”

Mark was mortified. He spent his lunch break locked in a toilet cubicle, breathing hard, one hand pressed against the front of his trousers where the pink cage throbbed. The humiliation was excruciating, yet he was shamefully, helplessly turned on by it. That afternoon he found himself “accidentally” dropping things twice more, bending slowly so the lace waistband of his panties would peek out. Each time the whispers and stifled laughs behind him sent another twisted thrill through his body.

By the end of the week, the rumours had taken on a life of their own. A couple of the bolder men started making little quips when no managers were around.

“Looking good today, Mark. New tailor?”

“Careful with those hips, yeah? You’ll have the whole office distracted.”

Mark endured it all with burning cheeks and a constant, aching erection trapped in its pink prison. The combination of the hormones, the lingerie, the make-up, and now the public exposure was pushing him deeper into a state of confused, humiliated arousal. He hated it. He was also becoming addicted to it.

That evening, when he returned home and confessed everything to Helen and Diane, the whispers, the quips, the way he had deliberately shown his panties, both women were delighted.

Helen pulled him close, stroking his increasingly soft cheek. “My poor, embarrassed husband. Getting turned on by his colleagues noticing what a pretty little thing you’re becoming.” She kissed his forehead. “Good boy for telling us. Keep wearing the lace-trimmed ones to work tomorrow. I want you to feel them every time you move.”

Diane grinned. “And maybe tug them up nice and high when you bend over again. Let them really see.”

Mark nodded miserably, already knowing he would obey.

The secret dosing continued. Helen stirred the oestrogen into his coffee and tea with a secret smile every morning, more excited than ever by the slow, irreversible changes she was forcing upon him, and by how helplessly aroused he was becoming by his own exposure.

* * * *

The penthouse was thick with the scent of sex and sweat. Helen and Diane lay sprawled across the large bed, bodies glistening, breathing hard after another long, merciless session with Richard. He had taken them both repeatedly, first separately, then together, his powerful body dominating them with the same effortless authority that had drawn them in from the beginning.

Richard stood at the foot of the bed, still naked and unhurried, his thick cock semi-hard as he looked down at the two flushed, satisfied women. He smiled slowly, the same calm, commanding smile that never failed to make them shiver.

“You’ve both come so far,” he said, his deep voice filling the room. “From bored, frustrated wives to eager little sluts who spread their legs for me whenever I want. But I’m not interested in just fucking you occasionally. I want everything.”

He sat on the edge of the bed between them, one large hand resting possessively on Helen’s thigh, the other on Diane’s.

“Here is my final plan. I will move into your house. Fully. Mark will be relegated to slave, nothing more. He will serve us all. Clean, cook, watch, and suffer. But that’s only the beginning.”

Richard’s voice grew darker, more intense.

“I have a circle of dominant gay and bisexual friends. Successful, powerful men who share my tastes. They’ve been looking for a permanent toy. A pretty, broken plaything to use whenever they want. Mark will be sold to them. Trained. Loaned out. Turned into their full-time gay slut.”

Helen’s breath caught. Diane’s eyes widened, but neither woman spoke.

Richard continued smoothly, as if discussing the weather.

“By then, you two will have quit your jobs. You will become my personal sex slaves. Living in the house, available to me twenty-four hours a day. Your only purpose will be to please me, and whoever I decide to share you with. You will dress how I want, fuck how I want, and serve without question.”

He let the words settle over them, watching their faces carefully.

Helen felt a rush of fear, confusion… and a deep, shameful surge of excitement. The idea of giving up her teaching career, her independence, her entire identity to become Richard’s full-time whore was terrifying. And intoxicating.

Diane squeezed her hand tightly.

Richard leaned down and kissed each of them possessively.

“Think about it on your way home. This isn’t a game anymore. This is your future if you stay with me. I’ll give you both a few days to decide… but we all know what your answer will be.”

The taxi ride home was quiet at first. Helen and Diane sat close together in the back seat, thighs pressed against each other, still leaking Richard’s cum. The weight of his words hung heavy between them.

Finally, Diane spoke, her voice barely above a whisper.

“We can’t really do that… right? Quit our jobs? Let him move in? Turn Mark into… a toy for his friends?”

Helen stared out the window at the passing streetlights, her heart pounding. The fear was real. The confusion was real.

But beneath it, deep and insistent, was a dark, thrilling excitement. The thought of surrendering completely, becoming Richard’s owned sex slaves, watching Mark be broken and given away, made her wet all over again.

She turned to Diane, voice trembling slightly.

“No… we couldn’t possibly do that.”

Diane met her eyes. A long pause stretched between them.

Then, almost at the same time, both women whispered;

“…Could we?”

They didn’t answer the question. They didn’t need to. The secret, shameful desire was already burning brightly in both of them.

Richard’s final plan had been laid out.

Deep down, they both already knew they were going to say yes.


Chapter 11

Over the next few weeks, the changes crept in so gradually that Mark barely noticed them at first.

He felt tired more often. Not the usual end-of-day exhaustion, but a deeper, heavier fatigue that made simple tasks feel monumental. Climbing the stairs left him slightly out of breath. His muscles, never particularly impressive, seemed softer, less responsive. He found himself needing to sit down more frequently at work, blaming it on the long hours and the constant stress of his secret life at home.

His emotions were even more unpredictable. One moment he would be fine, the next he would feel tears pricking at his eyes over something trivial, a sad advert on television, a kind word from Helen, or simply the overwhelming weight of his new reality. He cried in the bathroom at work twice in one week, locking himself in a cubicle until the wave passed. He told himself it was the chastity, the relentless humiliation, the endless waiting. Stress. That was all.

He couldn’t pinpoint why he felt so… different.

The lingerie had become completely routine now. Every morning he dressed in whichever pretty pair Helen or Diane had left out for him, satin panties, often with matching bra, stockings, and a touch of eyeliner. The soft fabrics against his increasingly sensitive skin felt almost normal. He no longer questioned them. He simply put them on.

One ordinary Thursday morning, after a particularly emotional night where he had broken down while massaging Helen’s feet, Mark stood in front of the bathroom mirror after his shower, towelling his hair. The house was quiet, Helen and Diane were still asleep upstairs.

He wiped the steam from the mirror and paused.

Something was wrong with his chest.

He stared, heart suddenly hammering. Just below his nipples, which had been tender and puffy for weeks, were two small, unmistakable swellings. Breast buds. Tiny, soft mounds of flesh pushing against the skin. They were small, barely noticeable under clothes, but they were there. Real.

Mark’s hand trembled as he reached up and gently touched one. It was sensitive. Tender. The nipple responded immediately, hardening under his fingertip. A strange, confusing jolt of sensation shot through him.

“What… what the fuck?” he whispered, voice cracking.

He turned sideways, staring at his reflection from different angles. His hips looked slightly rounder. His waist a little softer. His skin smoother and clearer than it had been in years. The changes he had dismissed as stress or lack of exercise suddenly snapped into horrifying focus.

He felt weaker. More emotional. His body was… changing.

Mark pulled on his bra with shaking hands, the padded cups now serving a purpose he had never imagined. He dressed quickly, terrified that Helen or Diane would walk in and see him examining himself. All day at work the discovery haunted him. Every time he moved, he was aware of the slight, alien weight on his chest. The gentle jiggle. The way his nipples rubbed against the fabric.

That evening, when he returned home, he was quiet and withdrawn. Helen noticed immediately.

“What’s wrong, darling?” she asked, pulling him into her lap on the sofa. She was wearing a short silk robe, fresh from a long afternoon with Richard.

Mark hesitated, then confessed in a broken whisper. “My… my chest. There’s something wrong. It looks like… like I’m growing breasts. Small ones. And I feel so weak lately. Emotional. I don’t understand what’s happening to me.”

Helen stroked his hair tenderly, hiding her excited smile against his shoulder. Inside, her heart raced with dark delight. The hormones were working. The changes were becoming visible.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she murmured, kissing his forehead. “It’s probably just the stress. The cage, serving us, all the emotions you’ve been dealing with. Bodies do strange things under pressure. But if it worries you, we’ll keep an eye on it.”

She pulled him closer, letting him rest his head against her chest while she gently rocked him. Mark clung to her, confused and vulnerable, completely unaware that the woman comforting him was the architect of his transformation.

Later that night, after he had cleaned both women following another visit from Richard, Helen lay in bed with Diane, quietly thrilled.

“He noticed the breast buds today,” she whispered. “He was so confused. So scared. And I comforted him while knowing exactly what’s causing it.”

Diane kissed her neck. “You’re wicked. And I love it. How does it feel?”

“Powerful,” Helen admitted, her voice thick with arousal. “Every time I stir the oestrogen into his coffee, I get wet. Watching him soften, watching him cry, watching him grow little tits while he still thinks it’s all stress… it’s intoxicating.”

Mark, curled on the floor at the foot of the bed in his pink satin nightie, overheard none of it. He lay awake, gently touching his tender chest beneath the nightie, trying to convince himself it was nothing. Just temporary. Just stress.

But deep down, a quiet terror was growing. His body was changing, and he had no idea why.

Helen, meanwhile, was already planning the next increase in dosage.

The secret dosing continued. And with every passing day, Mark’s confusion deepened, while Helen’s excitement only grew stronger.

The feminisation entered its most intense phase in early May. What had begun as panties full-time now became a complete, mandatory wardrobe whenever Mark was at home. Helen and Diane no longer asked or suggested, they simply enforced.

One Friday evening, after Mark had served them dinner, Helen stood up and took his hand.

“Come with us, darling. It’s time to finish what we started.”

They led him upstairs. Laid out on the bed was an entire new wardrobe; sheer stockings in multiple shades, several pairs of glossy black patent heels in varying heights, a full makeup kit, and more delicate nighties, babydolls, and corset-style tops.

“From now on,” Helen said firmly, “when you’re home, this is what you wear. Stockings and heels at all times. Full makeup. No exceptions.”

Mark stared at the array of feminine items, his stomach twisting. “Helen… this is too much. Stockings and heels every evening? I can’t...”

Diane cut him off with a sharp slap to his satin-covered bottom. “You can and you will. Put the stockings on first.”

Trembling, Mark obeyed. He rolled the sheer black stockings up his smooth legs, then stepped into a pair of glossy black heels. The women watched with open amusement as he took several shaky steps across the room.

“Practise every day,” Helen instructed. “You’ll get better. Now the makeup.”

They sat him down and spent the next forty minutes transforming his face; foundation, contouring, blush, eyeshadow, thick eyeliner, mascara, and soft pink lipstick. When they finished, Mark barely recognised the soft, pretty face staring back at him in the mirror.

Helen stood behind him, hands on his shoulders. “This is you at home now. Every evening when you come back from work, you change immediately. Stockings, heels, full makeup. Understood?”

“Yes, Helen,” he whispered, voice small and defeated.

Chastity became truly permanent that same night.

After the makeup session, Helen and Diane made him kneel before them. Helen held up the tiny key to his pink cage one last time, dangling it teasingly in front of his face.

“We’ve decided,” she announced calmly. “The cage stays on. Permanently. No more talks of release. This is your new reality.”

Mark’s eyes filled with tears. “Please… not forever. I can’t live like this.”

“You can,” Helen said simply. “And you will.”

She inserted the key into the lock, turned it once, then, with a deliberate, decisive motion, snapped the key hard inside the mechanism. The tiny metal shaft broke off with a sharp crack, leaving the lock jammed and unusable.

Mark let out a broken sob as he realised what she had done. The key was destroyed. There was no way to remove the cage without cutting it off.

Helen dropped the broken key remnant onto the floor in front of him.

“There,” she said with dark satisfaction. “Now it’s truly permanent. No more hope. No more bargaining. You’ll stay locked for as long as we want. Maybe forever.”

Diane smiled wickedly. “Look at him. He’s actually crying. How pathetic.”

Mark remained on his knees, tears rolling down his made-up cheeks, the broken key glinting on the floor beside him. The finality of the gesture crushed something deep inside him. There would be no release. No mercy. Only endless denial in his pretty new wardrobe.

From that moment, Mark’s home life became one of total sissification. Every evening he would return from work, still wearing subtle eyeliner and a bra under his suit, and immediately change into full feminine attire; stockings, heels, a pretty dress or nightie, and full makeup. He learned to walk in the heels with small, mincing steps. He grew skilled at applying his own makeup under their supervision.

The constant click of heels on the wooden floors, the whisper of stockings, the taste of lipstick, it all became his new normal. He served them drinks, cooked meals, cleaned the house, and performed any sexual service they demanded, all while dressed as their pretty little maid.

His resistance had been almost entirely worn away. The few times he tried to push back, a reminder of the hairbrush was enough to make him comply.

One evening, after a long day at work where colleagues had continued whispering and making quips, Mark came home exhausted. He changed into a baby-pink babydoll nightie, sheer stockings, and five-inch heels, did his makeup with practised hands, and knelt before Helen and Diane to await instructions.

Helen looked down at him with genuine satisfaction.

“Look at you,” she murmured, lifting his chin. “So pretty. So obedient. This is who you are now at home.”

The complete wardrobe, combined with the now-permanent chastity, had broken the last major pieces of his old identity. Mark lived in a haze of humiliation, denial, and reluctant acceptance. Every glance in the mirror showed a softer, more feminine version of himself. Every step in heels reminded him of his place.

And every night, as he curled up on the floor in his pretty nightie, he felt the weight of the changes pressing down on him.

Helen watched it all with growing excitement. The transformation was nearly complete.

The complete wardrobe had stripped away the last visible remnants of Mark’s old identity at home. Every evening he transformed into their living doll; stockings, heels, full makeup, delicate lingerie, and a pretty nightie or dress. He had grown eerily proficient at doing his own makeup and walking in heels. The click-clack of his steps across the wooden floors had become the soundtrack of his evenings.

One night, after he had finished serving dinner and cleaning the kitchen, Helen and Diane called him into the living room. He minced over in his five-inch heels, the hem of his pale pink babydoll nightie brushing his thighs, his face perfectly made up.

Helen looked him up and down with obvious satisfaction.

“We’ve been thinking,” she said, a cruel little smile playing on her lips. “Mark doesn’t really suit you anymore, does it? From now on, at home, you will answer to a new name.”

Diane leaned forward, grinning. “Missy. Missy the Sissy. Say it.”

Mark’s face burned with humiliation. “Please… not that.”

Helen’s voice turned sharp. “Say it. Now.”

He swallowed hard, eyes downcast. “I’m… Missy the Sissy.”

Both women burst into delighted laughter.

“Good girl,” Helen cooed, stroking his cheek. “Missy the Sissy. That’s who you are now when you’re home. You’ll respond to it immediately. Understood?”

“Yes… Miss Helen,” he whispered, the new name already searing itself into his mind.

From that moment, “Missy the Sissy” became law inside the house. They used it constantly, especially when giving orders or mocking him.

“Missy the Sissy, fetch us more wine.”

“Missy the Sissy, show us how nicely you can walk in those heels.”

The name crushed what little remained of his male ego. Every time he heard it, a fresh wave of shame washed over him.

The true horror came a few days later at work.

Mark was in the staff kitchen, carefully bending over to retrieve a folder from a low shelf (still unconsciously adjusting the hem of his hidden panties as he did so), when one of the younger admin assistants, Sarah, walked in.

“Oh, sorry Missy, I mean, Mark!” she blurted out, then froze, clearly mortified.

Mark straightened up so fast he nearly lost his balance. His heart slammed against his ribs. “What did you just call me?”

Sarah’s face went bright red. “Nothing! Slip of the tongue. Sorry, Mark.” She grabbed her coffee and hurried out of the kitchen without another word.

But it was too late. The name had been spoken. Out loud. At work.

Someone had told her.

Over the next few days, the realisation settled in like ice in his stomach. The whispers and quips from his colleagues took on new meaning. A couple of people now gave him knowing little smirks when they passed him in the corridor. One of the men in accounts “accidentally” called him “Missy” under his breath during a meeting, then laughed it off as a joke.

Mark was mortified. Someone, he had no idea who, was sharing information about him. About the panties. The makeup. The new name. His private hell was leaking into his professional life.

That evening, when he returned home and changed into his full feminine attire (stockings, heels, makeup, and a frilly pink dress), he told Helen and Diane what had happened, voice trembling with embarrassment and fear.

“Someone at work called me Missy,” he whispered. “They know. Someone is talking about me.”

Helen and Diane exchanged a quick, satisfied glance.

“Oh dear, Missy the Sissy,” Helen said sweetly, using the full new name. “How humiliating for you. Someone must have seen something… or heard something. How embarrassing.”

Diane giggled. “Maybe one of your colleagues has been noticing how pretty you’ve become. Or perhaps someone close to you let a little secret slip.”

Mark’s eyes widened in horror as the implication sank in. But he didn’t dare accuse them. He simply knelt at their feet, trembling in his pretty outfit, the new name ringing in his ears.

Helen lifted his chin with one finger. “Don’t worry, Missy. Just keep being a good girl for us at home. What happens at work is your problem to manage.”

The renaming, combined with the growing exposure at work, pushed Mark even deeper into submission. At home he was now fully “Missy the Sissy.” At work, the name haunted him like a ghost. Every time someone looked at him a second too long, he wondered what they knew.

The sissification was no longer contained within the walls of the house. It was spreading.

A few days after the new name had taken root at home, Mark faced the next devastating escalation.

He stood in front of his wardrobe on a Monday morning, heart sinking. All his usual male trousers, the sensible chinos and suit trousers he had worn for years, were gone. In their place hung a row of thin, feminine women’s trousers in soft white and pastel pink. They looked impossibly delicate; no pockets, side zips or back zips, made of a lightweight fabric so sheer that the outline of his pink satin panties and the straps of his stockings would be clearly visible underneath.

Mark stared in disbelief, his hands shaking as he touched the flimsy material.

“Helen!” he called out, voice cracking with panic. “My trousers are gone!”

Helen and Diane appeared in the doorway, both already dressed and sipping coffee. They looked at the feminine trousers with satisfied smiles.

“Oh yes,” Helen said calmly. “Those old things were thrown out. These are much more suitable for you now, Missy.”

Mark’s face went pale. “I can’t wear these to work! Everyone will see the panties, the stockings… the bra lines. I’ll be ruined!”

Diane shrugged. “Then don’t go. But you know what happens if you miss work without a good reason.”

Helen stepped closer, her voice firm and final. “Put them on. Now. You’re going to work today, Missy. No arguments. We no longer care what your colleagues think. This is who you are.”

Mark stood frozen for a long moment, tears welling in his eyes. The combination of permanent chastity, full makeup, and now this left him with no real choice. With shaking hands, he pulled on a pair of the thin pink women’s trousers. The fabric was so lightweight and tight that every line of his lingerie showed clearly; the lace waistband of his panties, the suspender straps, even the faint outline of his padded bra. The trousers hugged his subtly widening hips and rounded bottom in a blatantly feminine way.

Helen adjusted his blouse to make sure the bra straps were slightly visible at the shoulders.

“Perfect,” she said. “Off you go. Have a good day at work… Missy.”

Mark drove to the office in a state of numb dread. When he walked in, the reaction was immediate.

Gasps echoed across the open-plan floor. Heads turned. A few people openly laughed. The thin pink trousers left nothing to the imagination, the delicate lingerie was clearly visible beneath the sheer fabric with every step.

“Fuck me, it’s Missy!” someone called out.

The name spread like wildfire. By the time he reached his desk, nearly everyone was using it.

“Morning, Missy!”

“Nice trousers, Missy. Very fetching.”

Even Margaret, his usually stern boss in her mid-fifties, stopped by his desk. She looked him up and down slowly, eyebrows raised.

“Well, Missy,” she said with a mixture of amusement and disapproval, “this is certainly a bold new look. I expect you to remain professional despite… whatever this is. But if you’re going to dress like that, at least sit properly.”

Mark sat down, face burning with shame, painfully aware of how the thin fabric clung to his body. Throughout the day, the humiliation was relentless. Colleagues openly stared, whispered, and made jokes. Some of the bolder men “accidentally” brushed past him, commenting on how smooth his trousers looked.

By lunchtime, the name “Missy” was being used casually by almost everyone in the department. Mark wanted to disappear. Yet beneath the crushing embarrassment, a dark, unwanted arousal stirred in his permanently locked cage, the same twisted excitement that had made him adjust his panties in public before.

That evening, when he returned home still wearing the humiliating pink trousers, Helen and Diane were waiting with glasses of wine.

“How was your day, Missy the Sissy?” Helen asked sweetly.

Mark broke down in front of them, recounting every gasp, every laugh, every time someone had called him by his new name. Helen pulled him into her lap, stroking his hair while he cried.

“Poor thing,” she murmured, though her voice carried clear satisfaction. “Everyone knows now. But you survived. And you’ll wear them again tomorrow.”

Diane raised her glass. “To Missy. Our pretty little office girl.”

Mark trembled in Helen’s arms, broken, exposed, and completely at their mercy. The public humiliation at work had pushed him to a new level of submission.

There was no hiding anymore. Missy was out in the open.

The changes at home had already broken Mark’s spirit. Now they spilled fully into his professional life.

Over the next several days, the escalation continued without mercy. One morning Mark opened his wardrobe to find all his regular dress shirts gone. In their place hung a collection of soft, feminine blouses, satins in ivory, cream, white, and delicate pink. Some had subtle lace detailing at the cuffs and collar. They were clearly women’s blouses.

Helen watched him from the doorway as he stood frozen.

“Put one on,” she said simply. “You’ll wear these to work from now on.”

When he tried to protest, she reminded him of the broken key still lying in the drawer and the hairbrush waiting in the bedroom. Mark obeyed, choosing the least feminine-looking cream satin blouse. It clung softly to his padded bra and subtly swelling chest.

The lace-trim tank tops came next. A few days later, Helen replaced several of the blouses with delicate, semi-sheer tank tops with pretty lace edges. These left even less to the imagination, the outline of his growing breast buds and the shape of his padded bra were clearly visible, especially when the air conditioning made his sensitive nipples harden.

“These are better for the warmer weather,” Helen told him with a sweet smile. “And they show off how nicely your chest is developing.”

Make-up, which had started as subtle eyeliner, was now mandatory and far more dramatic. Helen insisted on full “office appropriate” makeup every morning; thick foundation, heavy eyeliner, long false lashes, bright blush, and glossy pink lipstick. What began as “just a little more” quickly became blatantly slutty, the kind of look that turned heads for all the wrong reasons.

By the end of the second week, Mark was arriving at work dressed in thin feminine trousers that clearly showed his lingerie, satin or lace-trimmed blouses or tank tops that highlighted his budding breasts, full heavy makeup, and the unmistakable sway of his hips as he walked in the heels he could no longer avoid wearing.

The office reaction was merciless.

Whispers turned into open laughter and comments. “Morning, Missy!” became the standard greeting. Colleagues openly stared at his chest and the visible bra lines. Some of the men made crude jokes about his “new assets.” Even Margaret, his boss, eventually pulled him aside.

“Mark, or should I say Missy, your… presentation has become very distracting lately. Your work has also slipped dramatically. I’m afraid we’re going to have to let you go. We can’t have this kind of disruption in the office.”

They couldn’t fire him for cross-dressing. But “poor standard of work” and “failure to maintain professional standards” were more than enough.

Mark was let go with a small severance package and a polite but firm request not to return to the building.

When he returned home that afternoon, still in his slutty office makeup, tight pink trousers, and satin blouse, he collapsed at Helen and Diane’s feet, broken.

“I’ve been fired,” he whispered, voice shaking. “Everyone was calling me Missy. They could see everything… my breasts… my panties… They said my work wasn’t good enough anymore.”

Helen stroked his hair almost tenderly while Diane smiled with satisfaction.

“Oh, Missy the Sissy,” Helen cooed. “Don’t worry. You don’t need that silly job anymore. Your real work is here, serving us full-time. This is much better for you.”

Mark sobbed quietly against her leg, dressed like a parody of a woman, his body softening, his career destroyed, his dignity in tatters.

The transformation was almost complete. What had started as a fantasy had consumed his entire life.


Chapter 12

The changes accelerated rapidly after Mark lost his job. With no reason left to maintain even the pretence of a normal male appearance outside the house, Helen and Diane discarded the last remnants of his old wardrobe.

One morning, Mark returned from cleaning the bathrooms to find his drawers and wardrobe completely transformed once again.

Gone were the blouses and thin feminine trousers. In their place hung an array of overtly sissy clothing; frilly pink and pastel maid dresses with white lace aprons, short slutty outfits with plunging necklines and tiny skirts, and several long, curly wigs in shades of blonde and auburn.

Helen and Diane stood watching as he stared at the new collection in stunned silence.

“From now on, you are our full-time maid,” Helen announced, her voice cold and authoritative. “No more pretending. No more half-measures. You will dress the part every single day.”

Diane held up one of the pastel pink maid dresses, short, poofy, with layers of petticoats and a big white bow at the back. “Put this on, Missy. And choose a wig. You’re going to look adorable while you work.”

Mark’s resistance had been so thoroughly crushed that he barely protested. He changed in front of them, stepping into the frilly dress. The petticoats made the skirt flare out obscenely. Helen helped him fasten the white apron and tied the bow tightly at his waist. Diane selected a curly blonde wig and placed it on his head, adjusting it until it looked natural.

When they turned him toward the mirror, the sight nearly made him faint. A pathetic, over-the-top sissy maid stared back at him, full makeup, stockings, heels, and a ridiculous frilly uniform that left his smooth, increasingly soft thighs on full display.

Helen stepped behind him, her hands resting possessively on his shoulders.

“Look at yourself,” she said firmly. “There is nothing left of the old Mark anymore. He’s gone. You are Missy the Sissy now. Our full-time maid. You will cook, clean, serve, and entertain us every single day dressed exactly like this. Do you understand?”

Mark’s voice was barely audible. “Yes, Helen.”

Diane corrected him sharply. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he repeated, eyes downcast.

From that day forward, there was no more pretending that things might improve. The women dropped all pretence of affection or hope. They became openly bossy and dominant, issuing commands with crisp authority.

“Missy! The floors need scrubbing. On your hands and knees.”

“Missy! Wine. Now. And don’t spill any, you clumsy sissy.”

“Missy! Present yourself for inspection.”

They made him curtsy when addressing them. They laughed at how the short maid dresses rode up when he bent over, exposing his lace panties and the permanent pink cage. The slutty outfits were saved for evenings when they wanted extra entertainment, tiny skirts, fishnet stockings, and revealing tops that showed off his growing breast buds.

Mark spent his days in full sissy maid attire; dusting, vacuuming, hand-washing their lingerie, preparing meals, and serving them with perfect deference. The constant rustle of petticoats and the click of his heels followed him everywhere. The wigs made him feel even more ridiculous and exposed.

One afternoon, while he was on his knees scrubbing the kitchen floor in a particularly frilly pink maid dress, Helen stood over him with her arms crossed.

“You realise there’s no going back, don’t you?” she said coldly. “The old Mark is dead. He begged for this life and now he has it. You exist to serve us. That’s all.”

Diane added, sipping her wine, “And you’ll stay like this forever if we want. Our pretty little full-time sissy maid.”

Mark kept scrubbing, tears smearing his thick makeup, the weight of their words crushing what little remained of his spirit. There were no more crumbs of hope. No more gentle lies about things getting better.

Only the reality of his new existence; a full-time sissy maid in a frilly uniform, serving two dominant women who no longer saw him as anything resembling a husband.

With Missy now fully dressed as their sissy maid from morning until night, Helen and Diane moved into the next phase; systematic conditioning. The goal was no longer just appearance, it was total mental and physical reprogramming.

Every day began the same way. Missy woke early, put on a fresh frilly maid uniform, stockings, heels, full makeup, and a wig, then began his daily tasks. The list was long and deliberate; hand-wash all lingerie, scrub floors on hands and knees, dust every surface while curtsying when passing the women, prepare and serve meals, and maintain perfect posture at all times.

Posture training was relentless. A thin wooden dowel was placed along his back, held in place by elastic straps. If it fell, he received immediate correction, usually several sharp strokes from Diane’s riding crop across his exposed thighs or bottom.

“Chin up. Shoulders back. Tits out,” Helen would snap as she walked behind him. “You’re not a man anymore. You’re our pretty little maid. Act like it.”

The crop became a constant companion. A slouched shoulder earned three stinging lashes. Poor curtsy form earned five. Missy learned quickly to glide gracefully in his heels, keep his wrists limp, and sway his hips in an exaggerated feminine manner.

Evenings were reserved for more intimate training.

One night, after Missy had finished serving dinner and cleaning the kitchen, Helen and Diane led him to the bedroom. They had prepared the space; a large mirror positioned so he could watch himself, padded restraints on the bed, and an array of toys laid out, including two realistic dildos (one medium, one large) and a thick strap-on harness.

“Tonight we begin proper training,” Helen announced, her voice cool and commanding. “You’re going to learn how to please cock properly, with your mouth and your sissy pussy. On your knees.”

Missy knelt, trembling. They started with oral training.

Diane strapped on the medium dildo and stood before him. “Open wide, Missy. You’re going to learn to swallow cock like a good little whore.”

She guided the silicone head past his glossy pink lips. “Relax your throat. Breathe through your nose. Deeper.”

Missy gagged almost immediately. The crop came down hard across his bare bottom, crack, leaving a bright red stripe.

“Again,” Diane ordered. “No teeth. Use your tongue. Worship it.”

They took turns for nearly an hour. Helen would fuck his mouth slowly while Diane corrected his technique with the crop whenever he gagged or pulled back too soon. Saliva dripped down his chin, smearing his makeup. His eyes watered, mascara running in black streaks.

“Swallow it, Missy,” Helen cooed, pushing deeper. “All the way. Good girls take it to the balls.”

By the end of the session his throat was raw, but he was managing to take more without gagging. The women praised him mockingly between strokes of the crop.

Next came the anal training.

They bent him over the edge of the bed, skirt flipped up, panties pulled aside. Helen started with the smaller dildo, slick with lube, pressing it slowly into his tight hole.

“Push back,” she instructed. “Relax and take it like the sissy you are.”

Missy moaned and whimpered as she worked it deeper. Diane stood in front, feeding him the other dildo orally at the same time.

“Both ends,” Diane said with satisfaction. “This is what you were made for.”

They took him from both sides for a long time, alternating positions. Sometimes Helen would peg him hard from behind while he sucked Diane’s strap-on. Sometimes they switched. The crop corrected every mistake, every time he clenched too tightly, every time he forgot to push back, every time his rhythm faltered.

Crack. Crack. Crack.

Tears streamed down his face, mixing with saliva and ruined makeup, but he kept going. The combination of pain, humiliation, and the relentless fullness slowly rewired something deep inside him. His caged cock leaked steadily into his panties.

“You’re getting better,” Helen murmured after a particularly deep thrust that made him moan loudly around the dildo in his mouth. “Soon you’ll be able to take real cock like this. Both holes at once.”

They continued for well over two hours, gradually increasing intensity and size. By the end, Missy was a trembling, sobbing, broken mess, mascara completely ruined, lipstick smeared, bottom red from the crop and stretched from the training.

Helen finally pulled out and patted his head.

“Good girl, Missy. You took it so well tonight. We’ll do this every evening from now on. Your mouth and pussy need daily practice.”

Diane wiped his tear-streaked face with a tissue. “And if you don’t improve fast enough, the crop gets harder. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Missy whispered hoarsely, voice raw from the throat training.

From then on, conditioning became the core of his daily existence. Mornings were chores and posture training. Evenings were long, thorough sessions of oral and anal training. The women were merciless but methodical, praising him when he performed well, punishing him swiftly when he didn’t.

Over the following weeks, Missy’s body and mind adapted. His throat grew used to taking the dildos deeper. His sissy pussy relaxed more easily, accepting larger sizes. The crop marks on his bottom became a near-permanent feature.

Every night ended the same way; Missy curled up on the floor in his frilly nightie, holes sore, makeup ruined, body exhausted, but increasingly conditioned to crave the very treatment that broke him.

Helen and Diane watched his progress with growing satisfaction. Their pretty little sissy maid was learning exactly how to serve.

Richard’s influence had become absolute. Though he had not yet stepped foot in the house, his commands shaped every aspect of Missy’s daily life. One quiet afternoon, while Missy was on her knees scrubbing the kitchen floor in a frilly pink maid dress, Helen’s phone buzzed. She read the message and smiled.

“Richard is coming to visit soon,” she announced calmly. “In a few days. He wants to see his girls… and finally meet you, Missy.”

Missy froze mid-scrub, the wet sponge dripping onto the tiles. “Richard…? Who is Richard?”

Helen and Diane exchanged a knowing look. Diane sat on the edge of the kitchen island, swinging her legs.

“Oh, sweetheart,” Helen said, her voice sweet but laced with cruelty. “We’ve been meaning to tell you. There haven’t been dozens of different men these past months. There’s only ever been one. Richard. He’s the only man we’ve been seeing. For months now.”

Missy’s face went deathly pale. The sponge slipped from his fingers.

“All of it…?” he whispered, voice trembling. “The different names… the stories… the different cocks you described… it was all him?”

Diane laughed softly. “Every single time. He’s been orchestrating almost everything. The panties, the hormones, the training, the way we’ve broken you down. None of this has been coincidence, Missy. He saw us that first night and decided he wanted us. And he wanted you as our little toy.”

Mark, Missy, felt the floor drop out from under him. The realisation crashed over him like ice water. Every late night, every creampie he had cleaned, every piece of lingerie forced upon him, every session of pegging and posture training… it had all been part of one man’s long game. He had thought Helen was exploring wildly. Instead, she had been claimed by a single, dominant man who had been pulling every string from the shadows.

“I… I thought…” Missy’s voice broke. Horror filled his eyes as the full weight of the manipulation settled on him. “All this time… it was him.”

Helen tilted his chin up with one finger. “Yes. And he’s finally coming here. He wants to see you properly trained and presented. So we’re going to get you ready.”

That evening, they began Missy’s first full photoshoot for Richard.

They spent over two hours transforming him. Full makeup, heavy foundation, dramatic smoky eyes, thick false lashes, bright pink blush, and glossy, cock-sucking red lipstick. They chose the sluttiest maid dress; short, black and white, with layers of frilly petticoats that barely covered his bottom. Sheer black stockings with seams up the back, a tightly-laced corset that cinched his waist and pushed up his small, budding breasts, and glossy six-inch black patent heels.

A long, curly blonde wig completed the look.

When they finally stood him in front of the full-length mirror, Missy barely recognised the creature staring back. A hyper-feminine, over-the-top sissy maid, heavily made up, corseted, and trembling on tall heels.

Helen took photo after photo. Close-ups of his made-up face, full-body shots showing the ridiculous outfit, bent-over poses that exposed his lace panties and the pink cage, and several humiliating close-ups of him on his knees with his glossy red lips parted.

“Smile for Richard, Missy,” Diane instructed, snapping more pictures. “Show him how excited you are to finally meet your new owner.”

Missy forced a weak, broken smile as the camera flashed. Tears threatened to ruin his mascara, but he held them back. Every flash of the camera burned the image deeper into his mind, this was what he had become. This was what Richard would see when he arrived.

Helen sent the best photos directly to Richard with the message;

Missy is ready for your inspection.

The reply came quickly;

Very good. She looks properly broken. I’ll be there in three days. Make sure she’s perfect.

Missy stood shaking in his full sissy outfit, the weight of the coming visit crushing him. The man who had quietly controlled everything for months was finally coming to the house.

And there was nothing left of the old Mark to save him.


Chapter 13

The tension in the house was electric when the doorbell rang at exactly 7 p.m. Missy stood in the living room in full sissy maid attire, the frilliest pink dress with layers of petticoats, sheer stockings, six-inch heels, heavy makeup, and the long curly blonde wig. Her hands trembled at her sides as Helen opened the door.

Richard stepped inside.

He was even more commanding in person, tall, broad-shouldered, radiating calm, absolute authority. He kissed Helen deeply, then Diane, his large hands resting possessively on their waists. Finally, his dark eyes settled on the trembling figure in the pink maid dress.

“So this is Missy the Sissy,” Richard said, his deep voice filling the room. “Come here. Let me see you properly.”

Missy minced forward on shaky heels, curtsying awkwardly. Richard circled her slowly, inspecting every detail, the way the dress flared out, the visible bulge of the pink cage beneath the petticoats, the glossy red lips, the soft swell of budding breasts.

“Pathetic,” Richard murmured approvingly. “But very well trained.”

He stopped in front of Missy and lifted her chin with two strong fingers.

“You understand the situation now, don’t you? I’m taking full control of this household. Everything, and everyone, belongs to me.”

Missy’s voice was barely audible. “Yes, Sir.”

Richard smiled. “Good. On your knees.”

Missy sank down obediently, but when Richard unzipped his trousers and pulled out his thick, heavy cock, she hesitated. Her glossy red lips trembled. This was real. Warm. Pulsing.

Richard noticed immediately.

“Having second thoughts, sissy?” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small brown bottle of poppers. “Here. Sniff this.”

He held the open bottle under Missy’s nose. “Deep sniffs. Hold it in.”

Missy inhaled deeply. The poppers hit fast, a sudden, dizzying rush of heat and light-headed euphoria that made her body flush and her resistance crumble. Her mind fogged with shameful, submissive warmth.

Richard pressed the head of his thick cock against her painted lips. “Suck.”

This time, Missy opened her mouth. At first she was tentative, nervous, her tongue shyly exploring the veiny shaft. But as she took another deep sniff from the bottle, something shifted. A reluctant, horrifying pleasure began to bloom inside her. The taste, the heat, the sheer dominance of the real cock filling her mouth… it felt different. More real. More degrading.

And worse, far more arousing.

Missy hated herself for it, but she couldn’t stop. Her head began to bob more eagerly, her glossy lips sliding further down the thick shaft as another hit of poppers made her moan softly around him. Tears of shame rolled down her cheeks, smearing her mascara, but her painted mouth kept working, taking him deeper, her tongue swirling with growing enthusiasm.

Richard groaned with satisfaction, resting a hand on the back of her wig. “That’s it, Missy. Good girl. Sniff again and take me deeper. You were made for this.”

Missy obeyed, inhaling deeply from the bottle before pushing forward, gagging slightly but forcing herself to continue. The poppers made everything feel hazy and intensely erotic. She hated how good it felt. She hated the needy little sounds she was making. She hated that her locked clitty was leaking into her panties.

Helen and Diane watched from the sofa, visibly aroused by the sight of their broken sissy maid eagerly servicing the man who now owned them all.

Richard looked down at the tear-streaked, popper-drunk sissy with dark satisfaction.

“You’re a natural cocksucker, Missy. Keep going. We have all night.”

Missy continued, lost in a haze of poppers, humiliation, and unwanted, shameful pleasure.

Richard had arrived, and from the very first moment, he had taken full, undeniable control.

Richard looked down at the popper-dazed sissy with a satisfied smile, then pulled his thick cock from Missy’s glossy lips with a wet pop.

“Enough for now,” he said calmly. “I want you to watch what a real man does with what used to be your wife and her friend. Stay on your knees. Eyes open. No looking away.”

He turned to Helen and Diane, who were already flushed with anticipation on the large bed.

“On your backs first,” Richard ordered, his voice low and commanding. “Legs spread.”

Both women obeyed instantly. Richard positioned himself between Helen’s thighs and thrust into her in one powerful stroke. Helen gasped sharply, her back arching as he filled her completely. He began fucking her with deep, confident strokes, steady, relentless, and perfectly controlled.

Missy knelt beside the bed in her full sissy maid outfit, frilly pink dress with layers of petticoats, sheer stockings, six-inch heels, heavy makeup, and blonde wig, forced to watch every detail. The wet, rhythmic sounds of Richard’s cock sliding in and out of her wife filled the room. Helen’s moans grew louder, more uninhibited than Missy had ever heard.

“Look at her, Missy,” Richard said without breaking rhythm. “This is how she should be fucked. Deep. Hard. Like she deserves.”

He continued for several minutes, bringing Helen to a shuddering orgasm before pulling out and moving to Diane. He flipped Diane onto all fours and mounted her from behind, driving into her with strong, possessive thrusts. Diane cried out in pleasure, pushing back against him eagerly.

Missy remained perfectly still, the petticoats rustling slightly as she trembled. Tears of shame welled in her eyes, but she couldn’t look away. The sight of Richard’s thick cock claiming both women, the women who had once been hers, was devastating. Yet the poppers still clouded her mind, mixing the humiliation with a dark, unwanted throb in her permanently locked cage.

Richard switched between them for a long time, demonstrating total control. He fucked Helen missionary again, then had both women side by side on their backs so he could alternate deep strokes between them. He made them kiss each other while he took turns, ordering them to play with each other’s breasts and clit as he fucked one, then the other.

Every moan, every wet slap of skin, every expression of raw pleasure on their faces burned itself into Missy’s mind.

Finally, Richard pulled Helen to the very edge of the bed and thrust deep, groaning as he came inside her. He stayed buried for a long moment, pulsing. Then he moved to Diane and did the same, filling her with a second powerful load.

When he finally pulled out, he looked down at the trembling sissy still kneeling obediently.

“Clean them, Missy. Both of them. Show me what a good little maid you are.”

Missy crawled forward, the petticoats of her maid dress rustling, and pressed her painted lips first to Helen’s dripping pussy, then to Diane’s. She licked and sucked diligently, swallowing every drop of Richard’s thick cum while the two women moaned softly above her.

Richard watched with dark satisfaction, slowly stroking his spent cock.

“This is how it will be from now on,” he said calmly. “I fuck them. You watch. You clean. You serve. Welcome to your new life.”

Missy continued licking, tears mixing with the cum on her face, completely broken.

Richard finally pulled out of Diane with a low, satisfied groan, his thick cock glistening. He collapsed back against the pillows in the centre of the large bed, breathing steadily, one powerful arm around each woman. Helen and Diane curled against his sides, flushed and glowing, their bodies still trembling from multiple orgasms.

Missy remained kneeling beside the bed in her frilly pink maid dress, petticoats spread around her, makeup ruined, lips swollen and shiny. She kept her eyes down, trying not to look at the cum slowly leaking from both women.

Richard stroked Helen’s hair lazily and spoke in his calm, commanding voice.

“So tell me… when is Emma coming back from university?”

Helen blinked, still catching her breath. “She didn’t come home for the summer. She went travelling with friends instead. But she’ll be back at the end of summer, early September. She’ll stay for about a month before the new term starts.”

Richard nodded thoughtfully. “Good. I’d like to meet her.”

He gestured toward Helen’s phone on the bedside table. “Show me a recent picture.”

Helen hesitated for only a second before picking up her phone. She scrolled through her gallery and opened a photo from a few weeks earlier, Emma on a beach in Spain, laughing in a skimpy bikini, her toned, sun-kissed body on full display. The sexy blonde looked radiant and carefree.

Richard took the phone and studied the image for a long moment, a slow, predatory smile spreading across his face.

“Very nice,” he murmured. “Beautiful girl. I look forward to meeting her.”

Missy’s stomach dropped. Horror flooded through her as she knelt there, unable to speak.

Richard handed the phone back to Helen, then rolled on top of her again, spreading her legs. He pushed back inside her with one smooth thrust. Helen gasped, her back arching.

As he began fucking her with slow, deep strokes, Helen reached for the phone to close the photo.

“Leave it open,” Richard ordered, not breaking rhythm. “I want to look at Emma’s picture while I fuck her mother.”

Helen’s eyes widened, but a strange, dark flush of arousal spread across her face. She held the phone open, the bikini photo of her daughter clearly visible as Richard drove into her harder.

Missy knelt beside the bed, horrified beyond words. The man who now owned them was staring at a picture of her daughter while fucking her wife. The perversion was blatant, shameless.

Yet Helen moaned louder, her hips rising to meet Richard’s thrusts. She was strangely, shamefully aroused by his brazen desire.

Richard smiled down at her, then glanced at the photo again.

“Such a pretty girl,” he murmured, pounding deeper into Helen. “I can’t wait to welcome her home.”

Missy remained frozen in place, tears streaming down her ruined makeup, forced to watch as Richard claimed her wife while openly lusting after their daughter.

The demonstration of power was complete. Richard was no longer just visiting, he was taking everything, and that was going to become all the more apparent in just a moment.

Richard finally pulled out of Helen with a low, satisfied groan, his thick cock still hard and glistening. He looked down at the trembling sissy maid kneeling beside the bed.

“Come here, Missy,” he commanded. “It’s time I claimed what’s mine.”

Missy hesitated, a broken whimper escaping his glossy lips. Richard reached down, grabbed him by the wig, and pulled him onto the bed.

“On all fours,” he ordered. “Ass up.”

Missy obeyed, shaking as he positioned himself. The short maid dress rode up, exposing his lace panties. Richard yanked them down roughly.

Diane moved beside them, holding the small brown bottle of poppers. Helen stroked Missy’s hair almost gently.

“Sniff, Missy,” Helen whispered. “Deep sniffs. It’ll make it easier.”

Diane held the open bottle under his nose. “Breathe in deep, sissy.”

Missy took several desperate sniffs. The poppers hit hard, flooding his system with dizzying heat and submissive euphoria. His mind clouded as Richard pressed the thick head of his cock against his tight hole.

Richard pushed forward.

Missy cried out as the fat head stretched him open. The burn was intense. Richard gripped his hips and drove deeper, forcing his body to take every inch.

“Ahhh, ! It’s too big!” Missy sobbed, tears streaming down his face.

Diane kept the poppers under his nose. “Sniff again. Good girl.”

As Richard began to thrust, slow, deep, powerful strokes, both women leaned in close, whispering into his ears.

“Just accept it,” Diane murmured. “You’re gay now. This is what you were made for.”

Helen’s voice was soft but cruel, right against his ear. “You wanted me to be a slut for men. And now I want you to be the same. Forever. Permanently. I don’t care if you think you aren’t gay, you are now because I say you are.”

Missy moaned brokenly as Richard fucked him harder, the words sinking deep into his popper-fogged mind. The thick cock pounded against his prostate with every thrust, sending unwanted, humiliating sparks of pleasure through his body. His locked clitty leaked steadily into the satin panties.

The women kept whispering, feeding his submission.

“That’s it,” Helen cooed. “Take real cock like the gay little sissy you are.”

“You love it,” Diane added, holding the poppers steady. “Sniff deeper. Let it break you.”

The combination was devastating. The deep anal penetration, the relentless poppers, the women’s cruel encouragement, and the overwhelming fullness finally pushed him over the edge.

Missy’s whole body convulsed. A powerful, humiliating orgasm ripped through him, completely hands-free. His locked clitty pulsed and spurted weakly into the front of his satin panties as Richard continued fucking him through it, drawing out every shameful wave of pleasure. Missy sobbed loudly, completely broken by the intensity of his first real fucking.

Richard groaned and buried himself to the hilt, flooding Missy’s insides with hot cum. He stayed deep inside him for a long moment, letting him feel every throb.

Missy collapsed onto the bed, trembling and crying. Helen and Diane moved in immediately, pulling him into their arms.

“Come here, sweet girl,” Helen whispered, stroking his hair tenderly while kissing his tear-streaked cheek. “You took it so well. Such a good little sissy.”

Diane kissed his other cheek, then smirked. “Look at the mess you made in your pretty panties. Came like a desperate little gay whore from your first real cock. How embarrassing.”

They comforted and mocked him in equal measure, soft caresses and gentle kisses mixed with cruel laughter and degrading whispers.

Richard watched with dark satisfaction.

“This is only the beginning,” he said quietly. “He belongs to me now. Completely.”

Missy lay between them, sobbing softly in his frilly maid dress, filled with Richard’s cum, his mind and body shattered. He had been fully claimed.

Richard finally pulled out of Missy with a deep, satisfied groan. A thick torrent of his cum immediately began leaking from the sissy’s stretched, twitching hole, soaking into the frilly petticoats of the pink maid dress. Missy collapsed forward onto the bed, sobbing brokenly, his body shaking uncontrollably from the intense forced orgasm and the overwhelming violation.

He lay there ruined, makeup streaked with tears and saliva, glossy red lipstick smeared, the front of his satin panties soaked with his own pathetic, hands-free release.

Richard lay back against the pillows, breathing steady and calm, one powerful arm draped possessively around Helen. He looked down at the destroyed sissy with quiet satisfaction.

“Helen,” he said, his deep voice cutting through the heavy silence, “call the university tomorrow. Have them cancel Emma’s enrolment for the next term.”

Helen, still flushed and breathless, lifted her head from his chest. “Cancel… her studies? Why?”

Richard smiled slowly, stroking her thigh.

“Because by the end of this month, she’ll be my sex slave too. Just like you and Diane.”

The words landed like a thunderclap.

Helen gulped nervously, her eyes widening. For the first time since this nightmare had begun, a flash of genuine fear crossed her face. Had she made a terrible, irreversible mistake? This had spiralled far beyond anything she had imagined when she first agreed to sleep with another man.

Diane, lying on Richard’s other side, grinned with open, wicked excitement. Her eyes sparkled with dark hunger. She looked ready for anything, even this.

Missy remained face-down on the bed between them, leaking cum, too shattered to fully process the latest horror. His mind was still reeling from being claimed so completely.

Richard pulled Helen closer and kissed her deeply, possessively.

“Don’t worry,” he murmured against her lips. “Everything is going exactly as it should.”

The household now belonged to him. Completely.


Chapter 14

A few nights after his first visit, Richard returned to the house, this time with company.

He brought five of his closest friends; all dominant, powerful, and openly gay or bisexual men ranging from their mid-thirties to late fifties. They entered the living room with the easy confidence of men who knew they were about to be entertained. Missy, dressed in his sluttiest pink maid outfit, complete with layers of frilly petticoats, sheer stockings, six-inch heels, full heavy makeup, and the long curly blonde wig, stood waiting with a silver tray of drinks, trembling visibly.

Richard sat in the large armchair like a king, pulling Helen onto his lap while Diane knelt beside him.

“Gentlemen,” Richard announced with a proud smile, gesturing toward the terrified sissy, “this is Missy. My new toy. Feel free to use him however you like tonight. He’s fully trained.”

The men’s eyes lit up with dark hunger.

Missy was passed around like a ragdoll for the rest of the night.

The first man, a tall, muscular lawyer named Victor, grabbed him roughly by the wig and forced him down onto his knees in the centre of the room. He pulled out his thick cock and fucked Missy’s throat mercilessly, holding his head in place while the others watched and laughed.

Then they bent him over the sofa. One after another, they took turns slamming into his sissy pussy, pounding him hard and deep. Missy was used relentlessly, passed from cock to cock, filled again and again, his moans and sobs mixing with the wet sounds of flesh slapping against him.

They made him ride them reverse cowgirl while the others stroked themselves and cheered. They made him suck them clean after they came inside him. They made him beg in his high, lispy voice for more.

At one point, two of them took him simultaneously, one thrusting into his mouth, the other pounding his ass, while the rest drank, chatted, and took photos.

Missy was completely broken. Cum leaked from both ends as they used him like a cheap, disposable sex toy. The poppers bottle was passed around frequently, keeping him in a constant, dizzy, submissive haze where resistance was impossible.

Richard watched the entire scene with calm satisfaction, occasionally stroking Helen’s thigh or Diane’s hair.

“See how happy they are with their new toy?” he murmured to the women. “Missy is going to be very popular in our circle.”

Helen sat on the sofa beside Richard, her legs crossed tightly, trying to maintain her composure as the scene unfolded in front of her.

Five powerful, dominant men were using her husband like a cheap ragdoll.

Missy was on all fours in the centre of the room, his frilly pink maid dress bunched up around his waist, petticoats ruined and cum-stained. One man thrust brutally into his mouth while another pounded his ass with long, savage strokes. The wet, obscene sounds of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, mixed with Missy’s muffled, broken moans and the men’s grunts of pleasure.

Helen’s stomach twisted with a storm of conflicting emotions.

She felt a sharp pang of nervousness, almost fear, whenever her mind drifted back to Richard’s chilling words about Emma. By the end of the month, she’ll be my sex slave too. The image of her daughter, innocent and bright, being pulled into this world haunted her. Had she gone too far? Had she opened a door that would swallow her entire family?

Yet even as guilt gnawed at her, a dark, shameful arousal pulsed between her thighs.

She couldn’t look away as another man grabbed Missy’s wig and forced his cock deeper down the sissy’s throat. Missy gagged, tears streaming down his ruined makeup, but he kept sucking obediently. The sight of her once-proud husband, reduced to a whimpering, cum-leaking fucktoy for a group of dominant men, sent a twisted thrill through her body.

This is what you wanted, she reminded herself. You wanted him broken. You wanted this power.

And she had it. Completely.

But watching it happen in such raw, brutal detail stirred something complicated inside her. There was excitement, yes, a deep, wet heat at seeing Mark so thoroughly degraded. The way his body jolted with every thrust, the pathetic leaking from his caged clitty, the way he moaned even as he cried… it was intoxicating.

At the same time, a quieter voice whispered in the back of her mind; This is your husband. The father of your child. And you helped turn him into this.

Diane leaned over and squeezed her hand, clearly enjoying the show. “He’s taking it so well,” she whispered. “Look at him. Just a desperate little cumdump now.”

Helen forced a smile, but her heart raced. She glanced at Richard, who watched the scene with calm, possessive satisfaction. He had promised her freedom, pleasure, and power. But the price was becoming terrifyingly clear.

As one of the men pulled out of Missy’s ass and immediately fed his cock into the sissy’s mouth, forcing him to taste his own ass, Helen felt another conflicted wave wash over her. Arousal. Guilt. Nervous excitement. Dread.

She squeezed her thighs together, ashamed of how wet she was.

Richard noticed and pulled her closer, kissing her neck.

“You’re doing beautifully,” he murmured. “Enjoy the show. This is only the beginning for all of you.”

Helen nodded slowly, watching as another man took Missy’s place on the floor, using her broken husband without mercy.

She was nervous. She was conflicted, but she was also too deep to turn back now.

By the end of the long night, Missy lay in a ruined, cum-soaked heap on the floor in his destroyed maid dress. His makeup was completely ruined, his body twitching, thick loads of cum slowly leaking from his stretched hole and dripping down his chin.

The men clapped Richard on the back, praising him for his excellent new acquisition.

“This one’s perfect,” one of them said with a grin. “We’ll be borrowing him often.”

Richard smiled. “He’s yours whenever you want him.”

As the friends left, promising to return soon for more “playtime,” Richard looked down at the broken sissy on the floor.

Helen and Diane stood on either side of Richard, looking down at what remained of Mark, then Helen couldn’t hold back her feelings anymore. She began to grin sadistically, and as she let go of all restraint, she felt relief and arousal food her.

“Welcome to your new life, Missy. This is only the beginning.” Helen said, leaning over, and then she spat in his face, much to Diane’s amusement.

The group had claimed him, and Helen had realised something; she didn’t care about her husband anymore. She didn’t love him, probably never had.

Over the following two weeks, Missy’s life became a relentless cycle of being loaned out.

Richard wasted no time sharing his new toy. Almost every evening, one or more of his dominant friends would arrive at the house, or Missy would be driven to their homes or private clubs. He was passed around like a shared plaything, used repeatedly, night after night.

The first loan was to Victor, the tall, muscular lawyer. He took Missy to his luxury apartment and used him for nearly four hours, face-fucking him until his throat was raw, then bending him over the balcony railing and pounding his sissy hole while the city lights twinkled below. Missy came hands-free twice from the relentless prostate abuse, sobbing with shame each time.

The next night it was two men together. They double-teamed him on a large couch, one in his mouth and one in his ass, switching positions whenever they pleased. They made him beg in his high, lispy voice for their cum before finally filling both ends.

Night after night, the pattern continued. Sometimes it was one man who wanted a personal maid for the evening, making Missy clean his apartment in full uniform before using him. Sometimes it was a small group of three or four, passing him around like a party favour, laughing as they made him ride them, suck them, and clean their cocks after they had finished inside him.

Missy’s body was pushed to its limits. His hole was almost constantly sore and stretched. His throat ached from repeated deep-throating. His makeup was regularly ruined with tears, saliva, and cum. The pretty pink cage remained locked, leaking uselessly as he was fucked to repeated forced orgasms.

Each morning he returned home exhausted, leaking, and broken, only to be cleaned up by Helen and Diane before starting his maid duties again. The women showed little sympathy.

“Look at the state of you,” Helen said one morning, inspecting the cum stains on his torn stockings. “You really are becoming the perfect cumdump for Richard’s friends.”

Diane smirked as she wiped cum from Missy’s chin. “They all say you’re their favourite toy now. So eager once the poppers kick in.”

Missy could only whimper softly, too drained to reply. The constant use was destroying what little remained of his mind. He no longer fought it. He simply obeyed, opening his mouth, presenting his ass, swallowing load after load, all while dressed in whatever slutty maid or sissy outfit the women chose for him that day.

Richard checked in regularly, sometimes watching via video call as one of his friends used Missy, giving instructions and praising the progress.

“You’re doing very well, Missy,” he said during one call, while a friend was balls-deep in the sissy’s throat. “Soon you’ll be ready for the real parties.”

By the end of the second week, Missy had been loaned out nearly a dozen times. His body was marked with faint bruises from rough hands. His voice was hoarse. His mind was foggy from constant poppers and humiliation.

One night, after being used by three men in succession at a private club, Missy was brought home in the early hours. He crawled into the house on his hands and knees, dress torn, makeup destroyed, cum leaking down his thighs and chin.

Helen and Diane were waiting on the sofa with Richard.

Richard looked down at the wrecked sissy with satisfaction.

“Excellent. He’s almost ready for the full group events.”

Missy collapsed at their feet, trembling, utterly used and broken. The loaning out had done its job; he was no longer just a sissy maid, he was becoming their shared toy.

A few days after the intense group session, Richard arrived at the house in the early evening without warning. He let himself in with the key Helen had given him and found Missy in the middle of his evening chores, dressed in a particularly frilly baby-pink maid uniform, sheer stockings, six-inch heels, full heavy makeup, and the long curly blonde wig.

Richard looked him up and down with cool approval.

“Pack a small bag,” he ordered. “You’re coming with me. I’ve arranged a small flat nearby. It’ll be much more convenient for me and my friends to use you whenever we want.”

Missy froze, the feather duster trembling in his gloved hands. “Please, Sir… don’t take me away from here. This is my home…”

Richard didn’t even bother replying. He simply raised an eyebrow.

Helen stepped out from the kitchen, wiping her hands on a dish towel. She took in the scene and didn’t look surprised at all. If anything, a small, sarcastic smile played on her lips.

Richard glanced at her. “Any objections?”

Helen looked at the pathetic figure in the maid dress, her former husband, and let out a soft, mocking laugh.

“Good riddance,” she said casually. “Take him. The house will finally be peaceful without this useless little sissy clacking around in heels all day.”

Missy’s knees nearly buckled. The casual cruelty in his wife’s voice, the complete lack of hesitation or regret, shattered something deep inside him. She wasn’t even pretending to care anymore.

Diane appeared beside Helen, grinning. “Finally. We can redecorate properly now. No more listening to him whimper while he cleans.”

Richard snapped his fingers at Missy. “Bag. One maid outfit and your makeup. Nothing else. You won’t need it.”

With tears already ruining his mascara, Missy shuffled upstairs and packed a small bag with shaking hands. When he came back down, Richard took the bag from him and gave him a firm push toward the door.

Helen watched them leave with a satisfied smile and a little wave.

“Enjoy your new life, Missy.”

The door closed behind them.

The small flat Richard had arranged was modest but functional, a one-bedroom apartment on the ground floor of a quiet building, deliberately chosen for easy access. As soon as they stepped inside, Richard locked the door.

“This is your new home,” he said simply. “You’ll stay here unless I or one of the others wants you somewhere else. Your only purpose now is to be available. Understood?”

Missy nodded weakly, still dressed in his slutty maid uniform. “Yes, Sir.”

Richard smiled and patted his cheek condescendingly.

“Good girl. Now get on your knees. I want to properly break in your new flat.”

As Missy dropped obediently to his knees in the unfamiliar space, the full weight of what had just happened crashed over him. Helen hadn’t protested. She hadn’t even pretended to be sad. She had smiled and said good riddance.

He had been thrown out of his own home like unwanted rubbish, and the woman he had once loved had been the one to throw him away.

Missy’s new life as the group’s shared toy began in earnest the very next night.

Richard brought him to a private, luxurious loft owned by one of his friends. Seven dominant men were waiting, all of them tall, powerful, and openly hungry for the pretty, broken sissy they had been promised.

The moment the door closed, they descended on him like wolves.

They stripped Missy out of his frilly maid dress, leaving him in nothing but stockings, heels, and his permanent pink cage. He was thrown onto a large, padded platform in the centre of the room.

The gangbang initiation was brutal and unrelenting.

The first man, a muscular bear of a guy named Marcus, grabbed Missy by the hips and slammed into his already-sore hole without mercy. Missy screamed as he was stretched wide, the thick cock pounding deep. Another man shoved his cock down Missy’s throat, silencing his cries into wet, choking gurgles.

They used him mercilessly from both ends, swapping positions every few minutes. Missy’s eyes streamed with tears, his makeup running in black rivers down his cheeks as cock after cock violated his throat and ass.

Then came the fisting.

One of the more sadistic men, a lean, tattooed dominant named Leon, worked four fingers into Missy’s stretched hole while another man fucked his face. Missy screamed around the cock in his mouth as Leon slowly pushed his entire fist inside him.

“Fuuuuck, ! Please! It’s too much!” Missy wailed when they let him breathe, his voice hoarse and broken.

Leon twisted his fist deeper, opening him up even further. Missy screamed and cried uncontrollably, his body shaking violently as the intense stretching tore desperate sobs from his throat. The men laughed and cheered, stroking themselves as they watched the sissy get fisted for the first time.

They didn’t stop.

Over the next several hours, Missy was used without mercy. He was passed from man to man, double-penetrated, fisted again, made to ride cocks while others slapped his face and called him their new favourite cumrag. Cum was pumped into his ass and down his throat repeatedly. He was forced to lick it off the floor when it leaked out. His cage leaked constantly, but no one allowed him any real relief.

By the end of the long night, Missy was a wrecked, sobbing mess, covered in sweat and cum, his hole gaping and ruined, his voice almost gone from screaming. He lay curled on the floor, twitching, as the men drank and congratulated Richard on his excellent new toy.

Richard crouched beside the broken sissy and stroked his tear-stained cheek.

“This is your life now, Missy. You’re the group’s shared slut. Every single one of them will use you whenever they want.”

He continued, his voice calm and matter-of-fact;

“The men will help pay for the rent on the flat and cover basic food. They’ll also provide you with whore clothes, slutty outfits for when they want to use you. You get to live there for free… as long as you’re available. If you want extra money for anything beyond the basics, you’ll need to whore yourself out properly. Sell your holes to strangers. That’s up to you.”

Missy could only whimper weakly in response, too destroyed to speak.

Richard smiled. “Good girl.”

Missy’s full-time life as the group’s toy had officially begun.

Richard crouched beside the broken sissy and stroked his tear-stained cheek.

“This is your life now, Missy. You’re the group’s shared slut. Every single one of them will use you whenever they want.”

He continued, his voice calm and matter-of-fact; “The men will help pay for the rent on the flat and cover basic food. They’ll also provide you with whore clothes, slutty outfits for when they want to use you. You get to live there for free… as long as you’re available. If you want extra money for anything beyond the basics, you’ll need to whore yourself out properly. Sell your holes to strangers. That’s up to you.”

Missy could only whimper weakly in response, too destroyed to speak.

Richard leaned down and kissed him deeply, possessively, his tongue invading the sissy’s mouth. When he pulled back, he looked directly into Missy’s tear-filled eyes.

“Admit it,” Richard said softly but firmly. “Admit this is what you wanted all along. All submissive cucks like you really want this, to be destroyed, ruined, and made into gay sissy sex slaves.”

Missy lay there, cum leaking from his gaping hole, body aching, mind shattered. The crushing defeat washed over him in waves. There was no escape. No going back to his old life. No reclaiming his wife, his home, or his dignity. He was nothing more than a shared toy now.

And in the darkest corner of his mind, a terrible truth whispered;

He didn’t want to escape.

The sex, the brutal, overwhelming, relentless fucking, was the best he had ever experienced. The pain mixed with pleasure in ways he had never imagined. He loved how full he felt when they stretched him. He loved the degrading thrill of being used by multiple men. He loved the way his new, sensitive breasts bounced and tingled when they manhandled him.

He loved being a slut. Tears rolled down his cheeks as the admission settled deep inside him. He hated himself for it. But he couldn’t deny the truth anymore.

Richard smiled, reading the surrender in his eyes. “Good girl,” he whispered, kissing him once more. “Welcome to your real life.”

Missy closed his eyes, broken, defeated… and strangely, shamefully content.

The next few weeks solidified Missy’s new existence.

He was loaned out almost every night. Sometimes to one man, sometimes to small groups. He was fucked in apartments, hotel rooms, and private clubs. He learned to take cock in every position, every hole, often multiple men at once. The poppers became a near-constant companion, helping him endure, and secretly crave, the abuse.

Each morning he returned to the small flat exhausted, leaking, and sore, only to clean himself up and wait for the next call.

He no longer fought it.

Deep down, in the quiet moments between uses, Missy admitted to himself that this was what he had unconsciously craved all along. The destruction. The ruin. The complete surrender.


Chapter 14

A week after Missy was permanently relocated to the small flat, Richard arrived at the family home with two large suitcases and an air of absolute ownership. He didn’t ask permission. He simply walked through the front door like he already lived there.

Helen and Diane greeted him with eager kisses. Richard pulled them both close, one hand on each woman’s ass, and looked around the house with a satisfied smile.

“This is mine now,” he declared. “The entire house. My home. My rules.”

Diane grinned. “I’m staying permanently too. My things are already being moved in this week.”

Helen felt a strange mix of excitement and nervousness but said nothing. She simply nodded.

That same afternoon, Richard began reshaping the household to his tastes. He ordered Helen and Diane to gather every piece of their old, “boring” clothing, sensible blouses, conservative skirts, comfortable trousers, plain underwear, and pile them in the garden.

“All of it goes,” he said. “No more frumpy teacher clothes. No more respectable housewife outfits. From now on, you dress like the sluts you are.”

They burned the old clothes in a metal bin in the back garden while Richard watched, flames licking at decades of ordinary life. Helen felt a strange thrill as her old wardrobe turned to ash.

The new wardrobe Richard provided was pure filth.

Crop tops that barely covered their breasts, microskirts that flashed their asses with every step, sheer stockings and garter belts, sky-high heels, and tiny thongs. Heavy, slutty makeup became mandatory, dark smokey eyes, thick lashes, glossy cock-sucking lips, and heavy blush. Richard also took them to a piercing studio the next day.

Both women left with fresh nipple piercings and clit hood piercings, the metal jewellery glinting under their new revealing clothes.

But Richard wasn’t finished.

That evening, as Helen and Diane modelled their new slutty outfits for him, crop tops, microskirts, stockings, and full whore makeup, Richard lit a cigarette and took a long drag.

“You two will start smoking as well,” he said casually. “I like my girls with cigarettes between their fingers. It completes the look.”

Helen hesitated for a split second. She had never been a smoker. But one look from Richard was enough. She took the offered cigarette, placed it between her glossy lips, and let him light it for her.

The smoke filled her lungs. She coughed at first, then took another drag. Diane did the same beside her.

Richard smiled, watching the two once-respectable women, now dressed like cheap whores, pierced, and smoking, standing in what used to be their family home.

“Perfect,” he murmured. “This is how you’ll dress from now on. No exceptions. Crop tops, microskirts, stockings, heavy makeup, and a cigarette when I want one. You’re my sluts now. Both of you.”

Helen took another drag, feeling the nicotine buzz mix with the constant low throb of arousal between her legs. She glanced at Diane, who looked equally dazed and excited.

The family home had been fully claimed.

Richard moved into the master bedroom that same night. Helen and Diane slept with him, while Missy remained locked away in his small flat, available for use whenever Richard or his friends desired.

The old life was gone.

A few nights after Richard had fully moved in and claimed the master bedroom as his own, he lay back against the pillows with Helen curled against one side of his chest and Diane on the other. Both women were dressed exactly as he preferred, tiny crop tops that barely covered their pierced nipples, microskirts that rode up their thighs, sheer stockings, heavy slutty makeup, and cigarettes between their glossy fingers.

Richard took a slow drag from his own cigarette and exhaled toward the ceiling.

“Helen,” he said calmly, “you need to start the divorce proceedings tomorrow.”

Helen lifted her head, the cigarette pausing halfway to her lips. A flicker of nervousness crossed her face, but it was quickly swallowed by something deeper.

Richard continued without waiting for a reaction. “Missy won’t contest it. He’s far too broken to even try. Once the divorce is final, you will transfer everything, the house, all savings, investments, possessions, into my name. Slaves are not allowed to own anything. Everything becomes mine.”

The room was quiet except for the soft crackle of cigarettes.

Helen stared at him for a long moment. This was the final line. The complete surrender of her old life. Her financial independence. Her legal identity. Her future security.

And yet…

A strange, intoxicating rush of freedom flooded through her. The weight she had carried for twenty years, the responsible wife, the sensible mother, the respectable teacher, was being lifted. All of it. She was being allowed to burn it all down.

She took a deep drag from her cigarette, held it, and slowly let the smoke curl from her lips.

“Yes,” she said softly, her voice trembling with dark excitement. “I’ll do it.”

Diane glanced at her with wide eyes, but Helen kept speaking, almost in a daze.

“I’m willing to give up absolutely everything. The house, the money, my career… all of it. For you.”

As the words left her mouth, Helen felt lighter than she had in decades. Freer. The chains of her old identity were breaking. She was no longer pretending. She was surrendering completely, body, soul, and bank account, and the feeling was euphoric.

Richard smiled and pulled her into a deep, possessive kiss, tasting the smoke on her tongue.

“Good girl,” he murmured against her lips. “That’s exactly what I wanted to hear.”

Helen melted into him, her body pressing against his with genuine need. In that moment, she knew she was truly addicted. She would give him everything without hesitation.

Diane watched the exchange with a mixture of awe and arousal, already reaching for another cigarette.

The old Helen Thompson was dying. The new one, Richard’s devoted, owned slut, had never felt more alive.

The divorce proceedings began the very next day. Helen filed the papers without emotion, citing irreconcilable differences. Mark (Missy) was too broken to contest anything. He simply signed whatever was put in front of him when Richard brought the documents to the flat.

Everything was moving exactly as Richard wanted.

With Missy gone and the divorce proceedings moving forward, Richard wasted no time claiming and transforming the house.

Over the next ten days, the family home was systematically stripped and rebuilt to suit his dominant lifestyle. The old, comfortable suburban décor disappeared completely. Family photos, Emma’s childhood drawings, and sentimental ornaments were packed away into boxes and stored in the garage, or simply thrown out.

The living room was redecorated in dark, sensual tones; deep crimson walls, black leather sofas, heavy velvet curtains that blocked out the outside world, and low, moody lighting. A raised platform with restraints was installed in one corner, perfect for displaying or punishing Missy when he was brought back for use. A large, ornate mirror was mounted on the main wall so Richard could always watch his sluts from any angle.

The master bedroom was completely overhauled. The old double bed was replaced with a custom oversized one with a reinforced frame and built-in restraint points. Floor-to-ceiling mirrors covered two walls. A sturdy St. Andrew’s cross stood in the corner, alongside a padded spanking bench and several hooks hanging from the ceiling. The en-suite bathroom was upgraded with a large walk-in shower and a deep tub designed for long, indulgent sessions.

Emma’s old bedroom was turned into a dedicated playroom, soundproofed, equipped with more restraints, a cage, and an extensive collection of whips, paddles, crops, and toys. The kitchen and dining area remained functional but were altered to include a low serving table where Missy could kneel and present food if ordered.

All boring, middle-class furniture was removed or replaced. The house no longer felt like a family home. It felt like a luxurious, private dungeon for dominance and pleasure.

Helen and Diane threw themselves into the redecoration with almost manic enthusiasm. They helped choose fabrics, hung new artwork (mostly erotic and explicit), and even suggested additional features, such as a small steel cage in the playroom “for when Missy needs to be stored overnight.”

One evening, as the final pieces were put into place, Richard stood in the centre of the transformed living room with Helen on one side and Diane on the other. Both women were dressed exactly as he demanded; tiny crop tops, microskirts, sheer stockings, heavy slutty makeup, and cigarettes between their fingers.

Richard exhaled a plume of smoke and smiled with deep satisfaction.

“This is how a proper house should look,” he said. “No more boring family pictures. No more vanilla pretence. Just my domain.”

Helen looked around the dark, sensual space. The home where she had raised Emma, where she had lived a quiet, respectable life for twenty years, was gone. In its place was something raw, sexual, and completely owned.

A strange, intoxicating sense of freedom washed over her. She took a long drag from her cigarette and leaned into Richard’s side.

“It feels… right,” she murmured.

Diane grinned, clearly thrilled. “It feels like us now.”

Richard kissed each of them deeply, then gestured toward the new playroom.

“When Missy is brought back for visits, he’ll see exactly what his old life has become. I want him to understand there’s nothing left of it.”

The redecoration was complete. The family home had officially died and in its place stood Richard’s personal kingdom, luxurious, dominant, and built for pleasure and control.

Missy was brought back to the house for the first time two weeks after being moved to the small flat. Richard wanted the house cleaned properly, and he wanted his sissy maid to do it while the women watched.

When the front door opened, Missy, dressed in his full pink maid uniform, heavy makeup, blonde wig, and six-inch heels, stepped inside and froze.

The house had been completely transformed, but it was Helen who shocked him most.

She stood in the hallway wearing an open black leather bra that did nothing to hide her pierced nipples, which now had thick silver rings through them. Fishnet stockings clung to her legs, held up by a garter belt, and her microskirt barely covered her ass. Her hair had been bleached platinum blonde, and her makeup was thick and whoreish, heavy black eyeliner, false lashes, and glossy, cock-sucking red lips.

A fresh tattoo arched across her lower back in elegant black script; Richard's Whore.

Other visible tattoos marked her body; “Slut” just above her left breast, “Cunt” on her inner thigh, and “Bitch” across her lower belly. She looked nothing like the respectable teacher and mother he had known for twenty years.

As Helen lit a cigarette and took a long drag, she opened her mouth slightly. Missy saw the large silver tongue piercing glinting under the light.

Nothing remained of his wife.

Helen noticed his stunned expression and laughed, blowing smoke toward him.

“What’s wrong, Missy? Don’t you like the new me?”

She turned slowly, showing off the “Richard’s Whore” tattoo, then took another deep drag. When she opened her mouth again to exhale, the tongue piercing was even more obvious.

Missy felt dizzy. This was the woman he had been married to for twenty years. The mother of his child. Now she looked like a cheap, heavily marked whore.

Helen took a bottle of vodka from the counter, poured a shot, and downed it in one go, at 11 o’clock in the morning.

Missy couldn’t stop himself from asking, voice small and broken.

“Why… why are you drinking so early?”

Helen shrugged, pouring herself another shot.

“Master likes to see me drunk at all hours,” she said casually, as if it were the most normal thing in the world. “He says it makes me more fun. So I stay buzzed for him.”

She downed the second shot and smiled at him with her painted, pierced lips.

“Now get to work, Missy. The house doesn’t clean itself. And when you’re done scrubbing the floors, Richard wants you to service him and Diane while I watch.”

Missy spent the entire day cleaning in his humiliating maid outfit while Helen and Diane lounged around, drinking, smoking, and occasionally ordering him to serve them drinks or kiss their feet. Every time he looked at Helen, at the tattoos, the piercings, the bleached hair, the constant glass in her hand, a fresh wave of heartbreak and horror washed over him.

This was no longer his wife. She had been completely remade in Richard’s image.

By the end of the day, after he had been used sexually by both Richard and Diane while Helen watched and drank, Missy was sent back to his small flat, exhausted, leaking cum, and utterly defeated.

The occasional returns for service became regular. Each time, the house felt less and less like the home he once knew, and Helen looked less and less like the woman he had married.

Helen had fully embraced her new powerful role.

The respectable, sensible woman who had once taught English to teenagers and worried about dinner parties was gone. In her place was a bold, sexually voracious, and completely owned slut who thrived under Richard’s control. She dressed exactly as he demanded; tiny crop tops that barely contained her pierced nipples, microskirts that flashed her ass and tattoos with every movement, sheer fishnet stockings, sky-high heels, heavy whore makeup, and always a cigarette between her glossy, pierced lips.

Her body proudly displayed Richard’s ownership, the large “Richard’s Whore” tattoo arched across her lower back, “Slut” above her left breast, “Cunt” on her inner thigh, and “Bitch” across her lower belly. The nipple piercings and tongue piercing had become part of her daily identity.

She drank when Richard wanted her drunk. She smoked when he wanted her hazy. She fucked when and how he commanded. And she had never felt more alive.

One lazy Sunday morning, the new household dynamic was on full display.

Missy, dressed in his full pink maid uniform, frilly dress with layers of petticoats, sheer stockings, six-inch heels, full heavy makeup, and the long curly blonde wig, served breakfast to the three lovers relaxing in the redecorated living room.

Richard lounged like a king in the large leather armchair. Diane sat on one arm of the chair in a tiny red crop top and microskirt, her legs draped casually over his lap. Helen sat on the other side, wearing a black crop top that left her pierced nipples clearly visible, her bleached blonde hair tousled, a fresh cigarette between her fingers.

Missy approached carefully, balancing the silver tray.

“Breakfast is served, Master,” he said softly, curtsying low.

On the tray were Richard’s eggs, toast, and coffee, along with two shot glasses of vodka for the women.

Helen and Diane each picked up a shot without hesitation and downed it in one go. Helen winced slightly at the burn but smiled as the warmth spread through her.

“Another round, Missy,” she ordered casually, already lighting a fresh cigarette. “Master likes us nice and relaxed in the mornings.”

Missy refilled the glasses obediently. Both women downed the second shot, their eyes growing pleasantly glassy as the vodka took effect so early in the day.

Richard watched with deep satisfaction, one hand resting possessively on Diane’s thigh and the other stroking Helen’s pierced nipple through her thin top.

“Look at my two beautiful morning drunks,” he murmured approvingly. “Just how I like you.”

Helen laughed freely, the sound husky from smoking and drinking. She leaned in and kissed Richard deeply, her tongue piercing clicking against his as she moaned softly into his mouth. When she pulled back, she glanced at Missy, who was standing there holding the empty tray in his ridiculous frilly maid outfit.

“More coffee for Master, Missy,” she said, her voice thick with alcohol and arousal. “And then you can kneel in the corner and wait quietly in case we need anything else.”

Missy curtsied again. “Yes, Mistress.”

As he turned to fetch the coffee, Helen took a long, luxurious drag from her cigarette and exhaled slowly, watching her former husband’s humiliated retreat with a mixture of satisfaction and dark pleasure.

She felt no guilt. Only power. Freedom. And a constant, addictive thrill at how completely she had surrendered to this new life.

Richard had remade her.

As he approached to pour Helen another shot, Missy couldn’t hold back any longer. The sight of his wife, once responsible and measured, now drinking heavily every day had been gnawing at him for weeks.

“Helen… Mistress,” he said softly, voice trembling. “Is this… safe? The drinking every day? I’m worried it will hurt you.”

The room went still.

Helen paused with the glass halfway to her lips. Diane raised an eyebrow. Richard slowly turned his head toward the kneeling sissy.

Missy immediately realised his mistake. He had spoken out of turn.

Richard stood up, towering over the trembling maid. His expression was calm, but his eyes were cold.

“You dare question me?” he said quietly. “You dare speak without permission about how I choose to enjoy my property?”

Missy shrank back. “I’m sorry, Sir… I was just worried about her health…”

Richard’s fist slammed into Missy’s stomach without warning. The sissy doubled over with a choked gasp, collapsing to the floor. Richard followed with a hard kick to his side, then another to his ribs.

Missy curled into a ball, crying out in pain.

“Please, Sir! I’m sorry! Please stop!”

Richard continued beating him methodically, punches to the arms and back, sharp kicks to the thighs and stomach. Each impact made Missy whimper and beg louder.

Helen and Diane watched from the sofa, scooting closer together with wicked grins on their faces. Helen took another sip of vodka, her eyes sparkling with dark amusement as she watched her former husband being beaten like a disobedient pet.

Richard finally stopped, breathing steadily, and looked down at the sobbing, curled-up sissy.

“For your information,” he said coldly, “I will take away all alcohol from Helen next month for three months. She will go completely dry. And when I decide to give it back to her, she will be desperate for it.”

Helen’s smile faltered for just a moment, but she quickly recovered, leaning into Richard’s side with a submissive purr.

“Thank you for correcting her, Master,” she said softly.

Diane giggled, clearly aroused by the violence. “Poor Missy. Always making things worse for himself.”

Missy lay on the floor, whimpering and clutching his bruised ribs, tears streaming down his ruined makeup.

Richard sat back down, pulling both women closer.

“Let this be a lesson,” he said calmly. “Missy exists to serve and suffer in silence. Nothing more.”

Missy remained on the floor, broken and aching, as the three lovers continued their morning, completely indifferent to his pain.


Chapter 16

Emma Thompson pushed open the front door of her childhood home with a tired but happy sigh. It had been a long journey back from the airport, and she was looking forward to a month of familiar comforts before the new university term began. Her backpack slung over one shoulder, suitcase rolling behind her, she called out as she stepped inside.

“Mum? Dad? I’m home!”

The silence that greeted her was strange. The house felt… different. The lighting was lower, moodier. The familiar family photos that used to line the hallway were gone. In their place were dark, sensual artworks, abstract nudes and provocative silhouettes.

Emma frowned, wheeling her suitcase further in.

“Hello? Anyone home?”

She heard movement from the living room. Then her mother’s voice, familiar, but with a strange, husky edge.

“Emma? Sweetheart, is that you?”

Helen stepped into the hallway.

Emma’s suitcase handle slipped from her fingers.

Her mother stood there in a metallic silver PVC miniskirt so short and tight that it barely existed. It rode so high that Emma could clearly see her mother’s bare, shaved pussy, pierced clit hood glinting under the low light. Helen wore a matching cropped PVC top that barely contained her breasts, the silver rings through her nipples clearly visible. Her hair was bleached platinum blonde, her makeup thick and slutty, heavy black eyeliner, glossy red lips, and heavy blush. A fresh tattoo arched across her lower back; Richard’s Whore.

Behind her, Diane appeared in a skin-tight black rubber dress that clung to every curve like liquid latex. The dress was cut so low at the front that her pierced nipples were barely covered, and the hem ended just below her ass.

Emma’s mouth fell open. Horror flooded her face.

“Mum…? What the fuck happened to you?”

Helen smiled, trying to look reassuring, but the effect was ruined by her appearance. “Emma, darling, calm down. It’s… complicated. Come sit down and we’ll talk.”

“Calm down?” Emma’s voice rose sharply. “You look like a prostitute! And where’s Dad? What the hell is going on here?”

She stormed into the living room, suitcase abandoned in the hallway. The space had been completely transformed, dark walls, black leather furniture, mirrors everywhere, and a faint smell of smoke and sex lingering in the air.

Diane leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed under her breasts, smirking slightly.

“Hi, Emma. Long time no see.”

Emma spun toward her. “Aunt Diane? You too? What is this? Some kind of midlife crisis? Where is my father?”

Helen stepped closer, reaching out gently. “Emma, sweetheart, please sit down. Your father… isn’t here right now. He’s staying somewhere else for a while.”

“Somewhere else?” Emma’s voice cracked with disbelief and rising anger. “What do you mean ‘somewhere else’? This is his house! Our house! Why are you dressed like… like that? And why does the whole place look like a sex dungeon?”

Helen sighed, trying to keep her voice calm and motherly, though the heavy makeup and exposed body made the attempt almost comical.

“It’s been a difficult year, darling. After you left for university, things changed between your father and me. He… he had certain desires. He begged me for a long time to explore… other things. To be with other men. I resisted at first, but eventually I agreed. And it opened something in me. I discovered I liked it. A lot.”

Emma stared at her mother in horror. “You’re telling me Dad asked you to cheat on him? And you did?”

Helen nodded slowly. “It’s more complicated than that. But yes. And it led to… all of this.”

She gestured vaguely at her outfit, at the redecorated room, at Diane standing there in black rubber like some kind of dominatrix.

Emma’s hands were shaking. “Where is he? I want to talk to Dad. Right now.”

Helen hesitated, then said softly, “He doesn’t live here anymore, sweetheart. He’s… living in a small flat nearby. He’s changed too. A lot.”

“Changed how?” Emma demanded, voice rising. “Is he okay? Did you throw him out? What the hell happened while I was gone?”

Diane chuckled softly from the doorway. “Oh honey, it’s been quite the journey. Your dad discovered he’s… very submissive. He likes being controlled. Serving. Being humiliated.”

Emma looked between the two women, her face pale. “You’re both insane. This isn’t funny. I want to see my father. Now.”

Helen stepped closer, trying to place a comforting hand on Emma’s arm, but Emma jerked away.

“Emma, please. Sit down. Let me explain properly.”

But Emma wasn’t sitting. She paced the room, eyes wide with growing panic and disgust.

“Explain what? That you kicked Dad out and turned our home into a brothel? That you’re walking around with your pussy literally hanging out and tattoos saying you’re some guy’s whore? Who is this Richard? Is he the one who did this to you?”

Helen took a slow breath, choosing her words carefully.

“Richard is… the man I’ve been with. For months now. He’s very dominant. Very powerful. He’s helped me discover who I really am. And yes, he lives here now. With us.”

Emma laughed bitterly, a sound close to hysteria. “He lives here? In my childhood home? With you and Diane dressed like this? And Dad is… what? Just gone?”

Helen tried to keep her voice gentle. “Your father is… happy in his own way. He serves us. He serves Richard. It’s what he wanted. Deep down.”

Emma shook her head violently. “No. No way. Dad would never want this. You did something to him. You broke him. I want to see him. Take me to him right now.”

Diane finally spoke up, her tone more amused than concerned. “Calm down, Emma. You’re overreacting. This is the new reality. You’ll get used to it. Your mum is happier than she’s ever been. So is your dad, in his own pathetic little way.”

Emma turned on her, eyes blazing. “Don’t you dare talk about my father like that. I want answers. Real answers. What did you do to him? Why is he not here? And why the hell are you both dressed like strippers on a Tuesday afternoon?”

Helen sighed and sat down on the leather sofa, crossing her legs. The metallic PVC skirt rode up even further, leaving nothing to the imagination.

“Sit down, Emma. Please. I’ll tell you what I can.”

Emma remained standing, arms crossed tightly, glaring at her mother.

Helen took a slow breath and began.

“It started after you left for university. Your father confessed a fantasy. He wanted me to sleep with other men. He begged for months. Eventually I gave in. And I discovered I loved it. The freedom. The power. The pleasure. Richard was the man I met. He’s… extraordinary. He took control. He helped me become who I really am. And your father… he found his place too. Serving. Submitting. Being useful in the only way he can now.”

Emma’s face twisted with disgust and disbelief.

“So you turned Dad into some kind of servant? You kicked him out and moved your boyfriend in? This is sick, Mum. This is actually insane.”

Helen reached for her cigarette pack, lit one, and took a long drag, her tongue piercing flashing as she exhaled.

“It’s not insane, sweetheart. It’s honest. Your father is happier this way. He gets to live out his deepest fantasy. And so do I.”

Emma stared at her mother, the heavy makeup, the exposed body, the casual way she smoked and drank, and felt a deep, aching sadness mixed with rage.

“I don’t believe you. I want to see Dad. Right now. Take me to him or I swear I’ll call the police and report you for… for whatever the hell this is.”

Helen exhaled smoke slowly, her expression softening just a fraction.

“You can see him soon. But he’s… different now. Very different. You need to prepare yourself.”

Emma’s voice cracked with emotion. “Different how? What did you do to him, Mum?”

The conversation stretched on for a long time. Emma demanded answers. Helen gave half-truths and carefully worded explanations. Diane occasionally interjected with mocking or amused comments. The tension in the room grew thicker with every passing minute.

Emma refused to sit. She paced, cried, shouted, and begged for the truth.

By the time the front door finally opened and Richard’s deep voice called out, “I’m home,” Emma was exhausted, terrified, and trembling with barely contained fury.

Richard stepped into the living room, tall and commanding, and smiled at the scene.

“Well,” he said smoothly. “You must be Emma.”

Emma’s eyes locked onto the tall, commanding stranger the moment he stepped into the living room. Her entire body stiffened with rage and disbelief.

“Who the hell are you?” she snapped, stepping forward aggressively. “This isn’t your house. You can’t just walk in here like you own the place!”

Richard stopped in the doorway, a slow, amused smirk spreading across his handsome face. He looked Emma up and down with open, appraising interest, taking in her sun-kissed skin, athletic figure, and furious expression, before his gaze returned to her eyes.

Helen immediately moved between them, placing a gentle but firm hand on her daughter’s arm.

“Emma, please. Calm down. This is Richard. He… he lives here now.”

Emma jerked her arm away, staring at her mother in horror. The metallic silver PVC miniskirt Helen wore was so short it barely existed, her shaved, pierced pussy was clearly visible beneath the hem. Her bleached blonde hair, heavy slutty makeup, and the bold “Richard’s Whore” tattoo across her lower back only made the scene more surreal.

“You’ve lost your mind,” Emma hissed. “All of you. Where is Dad? I want to see him right now.”

Richard’s smirk deepened, but he said nothing, simply watching the exchange with calm authority.

Helen tried again, her voice softening with forced gentleness. “Emma, sweetheart, sit down. Let me explain. Your father… isn’t here anymore. He’s staying somewhere else. Richard owns the house now. Everything. The divorce is almost final, and I’ve transferred all the assets into his name.”

Emma’s face went deathly pale. “You did what?”

Helen nodded, almost apologetically. “I signed everything over to him. The house, the savings, everything. I know it sounds insane to you, but I’ve never been happier. I finally feel free. Desired. Alive. I deserve this, Emma. After twenty years of being the responsible one, the sensible one… I get to live for myself now.”

Emma’s hands clenched into fists at her sides. Tears of fury and confusion welled in her eyes.

“Of course you deserve to be happy, Mum. But not like this! Not at the expense of someone else’s misery! What did you do to Dad? Why isn’t he here? Did you throw him out so you could play house with this… this stranger?”

Richard finally spoke, his deep voice calm and authoritative.

“I’ll go get Missy. You can see for yourself.”

Emma frowned, momentarily thrown by the unfamiliar name. “Missy? Who the hell is Missy?”

Richard didn’t answer. He simply turned and left the house, heading toward the small flat where Missy now lived.

The moment he was gone, Helen poured a generous shot of vodka and pressed the glass into Emma’s hand.

“Here, sweetheart. Drink this. You’ve had a terrible shock. It’ll help you calm down.”

Emma hesitated, but the stress, jet lag, and emotional whiplash won out. She took the glass and downed the shot in one go, grimacing at the burn. She didn’t realise it was only the beginning.

Diane smiled quietly from the sofa, already reaching for the bottle to pour another.

Helen sat down and gently pulled Emma down beside her, trying to hold her daughter’s hands.

“I know this is a lot to take in,” she said softly. “But I promise you, your father is… okay. He’s found his own path. It’s strange, but it works for us. For all of us.”

Emma pulled her hands away, voice shaking with anger and hurt.

“His own path? Dressed like that? With tattoos and piercings and… God, Mum, you look like a porn star. This isn’t you. None of this is you. I want my mother back. I want my father back. I want my home back.”

The conversation stretched on, tense and painful. Emma demanded answers. Helen tried to explain without revealing too much. Diane occasionally interjected with amused or dismissive comments. The vodka flowed freely as Helen kept refilling Emma’s glass “to help her relax.”

By the time the front door opened again and Richard returned, Emma was flushed, slightly unsteady, and emotionally raw.

Richard stepped inside… with Missy trailing behind him in full sissy maid attire.

Emma had already downed several shots of vodka by the time Richard returned with Missy. The alcohol had dulled the sharp edges of her rage into a hazy, unsteady buzz. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes slightly glassy, and her movements a little loose as she stood in the middle of the transformed living room.

When Richard stepped aside, revealing the figure behind him, Emma’s brain short-circuited.

There stood her father, dressed in a frilly, pastel-pink maid uniform with layers of petticoats, sheer black stockings, six-inch patent heels, full heavy makeup (smudged mascara, glossy red lips), and a long curly blonde wig.

Emma stared for a long second, then she snorted, a sharp, involuntary laugh born of pure disbelief and the vodka loosening her inhibitions. A loud, ugly laugh escaped her before she could stop it. She clapped a hand over her mouth, eyes wide.

“Oh my God… Dad? What the actual fuck…?”

Missy, her father, stood there trembling, hands clasped in front of the frilly apron, cheeks burning beneath the heavy makeup.

Emma’s laughter died quickly. The horror sank in. This wasn’t funny. This was her dad. Broken. Feminised. Humiliated.

“Daddy…” she whispered, voice cracking. Tears welled up as the reality hit her. She took a stumbling step forward, arms opening to hug him. “What did they do to you?”

Before she could reach him, Missy dropped gracefully to his knees on the floor in front of her. The petticoats flared out around him as he lowered his head and pressed his glossy red lips reverently to the top of Emma’s feet.

“Welcome back, Goddess,” he whispered softly, kissing her shoes again.

Emma froze, staring open-mouthed down at her father, on his knees, dressed like a parody of a French maid, kissing her feet.

For a few long seconds, something strange happened.

A hazy, drunken fog clouded her mind. The sight of her father submitting so completely, so naturally, sent an unexpected, confusing jolt through her. Almost without thinking, she pushed her foot forward slightly, pressing it more firmly against his painted lips.

Missy kissed it again, more eagerly.

Emma blinked hard, snapping out of the trance with a violent shudder. She yanked her foot back as if burned.

“What the hell am I doing?” she gasped, voice thick with alcohol and confusion. “Dad, get up! This is insane!”

She stumbled backward, nearly losing her balance. Her hand reached blindly for the vodka bottle on the coffee table. This time she didn’t wait for anyone to pour, she grabbed the bottle and poured herself a generous shot, downing it in one burning gulp.

The room spun slightly. Helen and Diane watched her with dark, intrigued expressions. Richard stood quietly by the doorway, observing everything with calm satisfaction.

Emma wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, breathing hard.

“I… I don’t understand any of this,” she said, voice cracking. “Dad, why are you… why are you doing that? Mum, what the fuck is happening? Someone tell me the truth!”

Missy remained on his knees, head bowed, waiting for permission to speak or move.

“You may speak, Missy.”

Missy lifted his head, still on his knees, voice soft and sincere.

“Emma… I wanted this. All of it. This was for me. I’m happy now. I’ve come out as gay. I’m living my best life. Please… have an open mind. Forgive us all.”

Emma stared at him, mouth open in disbelief.

Missy continued, eyes pleading. “Richard is a great man. Please speak to him normally. Trust him. He’s good for all of us.”

Emma sighed deeply, running a hand through her hair. The vodka was hitting her hard now, making the whole surreal situation feel slightly less impossible.

“This is all insane,” she muttered, shaking her head. “Completely insane. But… if you’re all happy… then of course I’m okay with it. I guess.”

She poured herself another shot and downed it.

The tension in the room eased slightly, though the air remained thick with unspoken questions and dark possibilities.

Richard smiled slowly, watching Emma with quiet, predatory interest.

Richard moved with calm authority, gesturing for Emma to sit on the large leather sofa opposite him. His presence was magnetic, tall, composed, and strangely warm despite the overwhelming tension in the room. He smiled at her gently, as if they were simply old acquaintances catching up after a long time apart.

“Please, Emma. Sit with me. You’ve had a terrible shock and a long journey. Let’s talk properly. No pressure.”

Emma hesitated, her head spinning slightly from the vodka. She glanced at her mother and Diane, who were now openly making out on the other sofa. Diane had pulled Helen onto her lap, their hands roaming freely as they kissed deeply, soft moans escaping between them. The sight made Emma’s stomach twist with confusion and embarrassment, but Richard’s steady gaze drew her attention back.

She sat down carefully on the edge of the sofa, still clutching her glass.

Richard leaned back, studying her with genuine interest. “Tell me about yourself. You’re studying at university, yes? What are you reading?”

Emma took another sip of vodka, the alcohol making her tongue feel loose. “English Literature. Second year.”

“Impressive,” Richard said warmly. “You must be very bright. Any favourite authors? What draws you to it?”

As they talked, Diane slid fully onto Helen’s lap. The two women began making out more passionately, hands slipping under crop tops, fingers teasing pierced nipples, soft gasps and wet sounds filling the room. Helen moaned quietly as Diane kissed her neck.

Emma’s eyes widened, but she tried desperately to ignore it, focusing on Richard. “I… I like Virginia Woolf. And James Joyce. The way they explore the mind…”

Richard nodded thoughtfully, completely unfazed by the heated scene happening just a few feet away. “Fascinating. The inner world. The complexity of desire.” He leaned in slightly, his knee brushing hers. “And do you have a boyfriend? Someone special waiting for you back at university?”

Emma shook her head, blushing. “No. Not right now. I’ve been focusing on my studies and travelling during the breaks. I went to Spain with friends this summer.”

Richard smiled, his voice low and disarming. “A beautiful, intelligent young woman like you deserves someone who truly appreciates her. Someone who can give her what she really needs, not just superficial romance, but depth. Passion. Guidance.”

His words were smooth, sincere, and strangely comforting in her drunken state. Emma felt herself relaxing a little, the vodka and his calm confidence making the surreal situation feel slightly less terrifying.

Meanwhile, Helen and Diane’s making out grew more intense. Diane’s hand slipped under Helen’s tiny metallic skirt, drawing a breathy moan from her mother. Emma tried to block it out, focusing on Richard’s face.

He continued asking gentle questions, about her favourite places she’d travelled, her dreams after university, what made her happy. He listened intently, making her feel truly seen. Every answer she gave was met with thoughtful responses and subtle compliments that made her cheeks warm.

“You sound like someone who has a lot of untapped potential,” Richard said softly, moving a little closer on the sofa. “Strong, independent… but perhaps a little curious about what it would feel like to let go. To be truly taken care of.”

Emma swallowed, feeling a strange flutter in her stomach. In her tipsy haze, Richard’s charm was incredibly disarming. He felt safe. Powerful. Magnetic.

Helen moaned louder as Diane kissed her neck. Emma glanced over, then quickly looked away, her face burning.

Richard noticed and smiled gently. “It’s alright, Emma. This is normal here. No need to be embarrassed. We’re all adults. All family now.”

He moved even closer, his presence warm and reassuring. Emma took another sip of vodka, feeling more comfortable than she had any right to in this insane situation.

The subtle seduction had begun, and Emma, confused, overwhelmed, and increasingly drunk, was starting to listen.


Chapter 17

The next few days passed in a haze for Emma.

What began as shock and outrage slowly dissolved into a strange, intoxicating rhythm. The constant flow of alcohol helped, cocktails in the afternoon, wine with dinner, shots whenever Richard felt like it. Emma told herself she was just unwinding after a long year at university. This was her holiday extension before the new term started. Nothing more.

The house itself felt like a permanent party. Music played softly in the background. Laughter echoed through the rooms. The air was thick with the scent of cigarettes, perfume, and sex.

Helen was especially fun.

Emma had never seen her mother like this. The woman who used to stress about lesson plans and dinner menus was now vibrant, playful, and shamelessly sexual. She danced around the kitchen in tiny outfits while making cocktails, laughed loudly at Richard’s dry jokes, and openly flirted with both him and Diane. Her bleached blonde hair, heavy makeup, and constant state of near-nudity should have horrified Emma, but instead it was almost… infectious.

One afternoon, while the three of them lounged by the new outdoor seating area (Richard had installed a large daybed and privacy screens), Helen pulled Emma into an impromptu dance. Both women were tipsy on strawberry daiquiris. Helen’s metallic microskirt rode up as she moved, flashing her pierced pussy without a hint of shame.

“You should see your face!” Helen laughed, spinning Emma around. “When did you get so serious, sweetheart? Life’s too short. Look at me, I’ve never been happier.”

Emma smiled despite herself, the alcohol making her loose and warm. “I have to admit… I’ve never seen you like this. You really do look happy, Mum.”

“I am,” Helen said, pulling her daughter into a tight hug. “Happier than I’ve ever been.”

From the bedroom at all hours came the sounds of pleasure. Moans, cries, the rhythmic slap of bodies. Sometimes it was Helen and Richard. Sometimes Diane joined them. Sometimes all three. Emma would lie in her old bedroom (now redecorated in dark, sensual tones) listening to her mother orgasm loudly and repeatedly, often screaming Richard’s name.

The sexually charged atmosphere was impossible to escape.

Richard, meanwhile, was incredibly nice to her.

He asked about her studies, her travels, her dreams. He listened attentively, offered thoughtful advice, and made her feel seen in a way few people ever had. He poured her drinks, complimented her intelligence and beauty, and never pressured her. His calm dominance over the household somehow made Emma feel oddly safe rather than threatened.

“You’re a remarkable young woman,” he told her one evening as they sat on the sofa. Helen was on his lap, Diane kissing her neck. “Strong. Independent. But even strong women deserve to be taken care of sometimes.”

Emma blushed, the latest cocktail making her head pleasantly fuzzy. “I’m fine on my own.”

Richard smiled. “Of course you are. But it’s nice to let go every once in a while, isn’t it?”

She couldn’t argue with that.

The days blurred together in a pleasant, hedonistic fog. Mornings started with cocktails and laughter. Afternoons were spent lounging, swimming in the new garden hot tub (all of them in various states of undress), and talking about everything and nothing. Evenings dissolved into wine, shots, and the constant soundtrack of sex from the master bedroom.

Emma kept telling herself this was just a wild, temporary holiday. A strange but fascinating glimpse into her mother’s new life before she returned to university. She laughed at Helen’s antics, rolled her eyes at the noises from the bedroom, and enjoyed Richard’s charming attention.

She didn’t realise she was already falling.

The trap was soft, warm, and wrapped in pleasure, alcohol, and the promise of freedom. Every shot, every laugh, every lingering look from Richard pulled her a little deeper. And she had no idea she was walking straight into it.

The corruption was gradual, delicious, and almost invisible.

By the end of the week, Emma was drinking more freely, dressing a little more provocatively without realising it, and feeling strangely comfortable in the sexually charged atmosphere of the house.

She still told herself she was just visiting, but the lines were already blurring, and Richard was a very patient hunter.

The subtle seduction deepened with every passing hour.

It began with light, seemingly innocent touches. Richard would brush his large hand against the small of Emma’s back when he passed her in the hallway. His fingers would linger a fraction longer than necessary when handing her a fresh cocktail. When they sat together on the sofa talking, his thigh would press warmly against hers. He never pushed. He simply existed in her space, calm, confident, and disarmingly charming.

Helen and Diane added their own teasing. They would kiss passionately in front of Emma, moaning softly into each other’s mouths, hands roaming freely. Diane would “accidentally” brush her breasts against Emma’s arm while reaching for a glass. Helen would hug her daughter tightly, pressing her barely-covered body against her, whispering how happy she was that Emma was home.

Emma told herself it was just the open, free atmosphere of the house. Nothing more. She was just visiting. Just unwinding.

One late afternoon, after several strong cocktails, Emma went upstairs to change out of her travel clothes. The door to the master bedroom was slightly ajar. She pushed it open without thinking, and stopped dead.

Richard was fucking Diane from behind on the large bed.

Diane was on all fours, her black rubber dress bunched up around her waist, moaning loudly as Richard thrust into her with powerful, deep strokes. Emma’s drunken eyes widened as she caught a clear, unobstructed view of his huge, thick cock sliding in and out of Diane’s pussy, glistening, veiny, and far bigger than anything she had ever seen.

Richard glanced over at her without breaking rhythm, a dark, knowing smile on his face.

“Want to watch, Emma?” he asked casually, still fucking Diane hard. “Or would you like to join us?”

Emma stood frozen for several long seconds, her mouth dry, heart hammering. The wet, rhythmic sounds of sex filled the room. Diane moaned loudly, pushing back against Richard’s cock. The sight was raw, obscene, and strangely hypnotic.

Emma finally snapped out of it, mumbling a slurred apology and retreating quickly to her own room. She locked the door behind her, breathing hard, face flushed.

She tried to ignore the heat between her legs.

She failed.

Emma collapsed onto her bed, hand slipping under her skirt. Her fingers found her soaked panties. She rubbed herself frantically, biting her lip to stay quiet, the image of Richard’s huge cock pounding into Diane burned into her mind. She came hard within minutes, shame and forbidden pleasure crashing through her in equal measure.

The next few days followed the same pattern.

Richard continued being incredibly charming and attentive, asking about her life, listening to her stories about university and travelling, making her laugh with dry humour. He poured her drinks, complimented her intelligence and beauty, and made her feel genuinely seen.

Helen and Diane were openly sexual around her. They made out constantly. They walked around half-naked. They moaned loudly from the bedroom at all hours. The house had become a sexually charged playground, and the constant alcohol made everything feel softer, warmer, more acceptable.

Emma drank more to steady herself. She told herself she was just enjoying a wild, temporary holiday before returning to real life. She was curious. That was all.

But every night, after hearing her mother and Diane cry out in pleasure, Emma found herself touching herself again, imagining, against her will, what it would feel like to be in their place.

By the end of the week, Emma was no longer pretending this was just a holiday.

The constant flow of alcohol, the sexually charged atmosphere, Richard’s calm charisma, and the visible happiness of her mother had worn down her defences. She was nervous, deeply nervous, but she could no longer deny the pull.

It happened on a warm Thursday evening.

Emma had already had several strong cocktails. She sat on the large sofa between Richard and her mother. Diane was kneeling on the floor in front of Richard, slowly sucking his thick cock with wet, obscene sounds. Helen was kissing Emma’s neck softly, her hand resting on her daughter’s thigh.

Richard turned to Emma, his voice low and gentle but commanding.

“You don’t have to fight it anymore, Emma. You’ve seen how happy your mother is. How free she feels. You can have that too. Just let go.”

Emma’s heart raced. She was drunk, aroused, and terrified all at once.

“I… I don’t know if I can,” she whispered, voice trembling. “This is all so much. So fast.”

Richard cupped her cheek tenderly, tilting her face toward his.

“I won’t force you. But I can see it in your eyes. You’re curious. You’re wet right now just watching Diane suck my cock. You want to know what it feels like to surrender. To be wanted. To be taken care of.”

Helen kissed her daughter’s neck again, whispering, “It’s okay, baby. Let him show you. You deserve to feel this good.”

Emma’s breathing grew shallow. She looked at Diane’s eager mouth working Richard’s huge cock, then back at Richard’s steady, confident gaze.

With a small, nervous nod, she gave in.

Richard kissed her slowly at first, deep, sensual, and controlling. Emma moaned softly into his mouth as his tongue claimed hers. His hand slid under her skirt, finding her soaked panties. He rubbed her gently through the fabric, making her whimper.

“That’s my good girl,” he murmured against her lips. “Just let it happen.”

Over the next hour, Richard guided her with patient dominance. He had her watch closely as he fucked Helen and Diane, explaining what he was doing, making Emma touch herself while she observed. Then he had her kneel between his legs and taste his cock for the first time, praising her softly as she nervously took him into her mouth.

“You’re a natural,” he groaned, stroking her hair. “Just like your mother.”

Emma was nervous, hesitant, and trembling, but she didn’t stop. The alcohol, the atmosphere, and Richard’s commanding yet caring presence made resistance feel impossible. She wanted to know. She wanted to feel what her mother felt.

That night, Richard took her virginity.

He was gentle at first, easing into her slowly while Helen and Diane held her hands and whispered encouragement. Emma gasped and cried out as he filled her completely, the stretch intense but undeniably pleasurable. As he began to thrust deeper, her nervousness melted into raw, overwhelming pleasure.

She came hard around his cock, sobbing with confused ecstasy.

Afterwards, as she lay curled against his chest, cum leaking from her, Richard kissed her forehead.

“You belong here now, Emma. With us. With me.”

Emma didn’t argue.

Emma woke up the next morning with a pounding headache and a deep sense of disorientation. Sunlight filtered through the heavy curtains of the master bedroom. She was naked, tangled in silk sheets, her body aching in unfamiliar places. As her vision cleared, the reality crashed over her like ice water.

She was in bed with all three of them.

Richard lay in the centre, powerful and relaxed even in sleep. Helen was curled against his left side, one leg draped over his thigh. Diane was pressed against his right. And Emma… Emma was nestled between them, her head resting on Richard’s broad chest, one of Helen’s arms possessively around her waist.

Panic surged through her. Memories from the night before flooded back in fragments, Richard’s deep kisses, his huge cock stretching her, her mother and Diane holding her hands and whispering encouragement as she came again and again. The orgasms. The surrender. The way she had begged for more.

“Oh God…” Emma whispered, trying to sit up. Her head throbbed violently. “What did I do…?”

Helen stirred beside her. Her mother’s eyes opened, still heavy with sleep and last night’s indulgence. Without a word, Helen leaned in and kissed her daughter passionately, deep, hungry, and unashamed. Her tongue, with its silver piercing, slipped into Emma’s mouth.

Emma gasped and tried to pull away at first, hands pushing weakly against Helen’s shoulders. “Mum,  wait, I...”

But Helen’s fingers were already sliding down between Emma’s thighs. They found her pussy still slick and sensitive from the night before. Two fingers pushed inside her easily. Emma moaned involuntarily, her resistance crumbling as Helen curled her fingers just right.

“That’s it, baby,” Helen whispered against her lips. “Don’t fight it. Feel how wet you are for us.”

Emma’s hips bucked despite herself. A broken moan escaped her as Helen fingered her slowly, expertly. The pleasure overrode her panic. Her body remembered everything.

By the time Richard and Diane woke up, Emma had stopped resisting. She simply let it happen.

Richard took her first that morning, fucking her slow and deep while Helen and Diane kissed her neck and played with her breasts. Emma came hard around his thick cock, sobbing with confused pleasure. Then Diane straddled her face, grinding her pussy against Emma’s mouth while Richard continued fucking her. Helen sucked on her daughter’s clit until Emma screamed into Diane’s cunt.

They fucked her for hours.

Drinks flowed freely, mimosas in the morning, wine at lunch, shots throughout the afternoon. Emma lost count of her orgasms. Every time she tried to catch her breath or question what she was doing, someone’s mouth or fingers or cock would pull her back under.

By evening, she was drunk, glowing, and completely lost in the pleasure.

Richard had two male guests over, muscular, dominant friends of his. They were using Missy in the living room for their amusement. The sissy maid was bent over the sofa, taking one cock in his ass and another down his throat, moaning and crying as they fucked him hard.

Emma sat on Richard’s lap, sipping another cocktail, watching her father get railed. A strange, drunken laugh escaped her.

“Look at him…” she giggled, the alcohol and endless orgasms making her lightheaded. “He really is just a little slut now, isn’t he?”

Emma lay spent and trembling on the bed, her body still buzzing from the endless orgasms Richard had drawn from her. She was nestled against his powerful chest, slick with sweat and cum, when he looked down at her with that calm, possessive gaze.

“Yes, he is,” Richard murmured, referring to Missy being used in the other room. “And so are you now, Emma.”

Emma looked up at him, her eyes hazy with alcohol and lust. A slow, drunken smile spread across her flushed face.

“Yes, I am,” she purred, the words slipping out naturally, almost dreamily. She nuzzled closer to him, kissing his chest.

Helen, lying beside them, stroked her daughter’s hair gently. Her voice was soft but steady as she delivered the final truth.

“Emma… we cancelled your university enrolment. You’re not going back.”

Emma blinked slowly, the information cutting through the fog for a moment. She should have been furious. She should have screamed, cried, demanded answers. But the vodka, the orgasms, and the overwhelming pleasure of the past day had melted her resistance into something warm and pliant.

She let out a soft, tipsy laugh instead.

“So… I’ll be a whore,” she said, the words half-joking, half-accepting, as she pressed her face against Richard’s skin.

Richard chuckled deeply, his hand running down her back.

“How little you all know,” he said with dark amusement.

In his mind, the real thought was much colder and far more final; You're all going to work for me. You're all whores now.

Emma smiled dreamily, too drunk and satisfied to fully process the weight of what she had just agreed to. She kissed Richard again, then turned to kiss her mother, lost in the haze of pleasure and surrender.


Epilogue; Six Months Later

Missy’s new normal was simple, degrading, and completely consuming.

He no longer thought of himself as Mark. That person was dead. He was Missy now, full-time gay sissy whore for Richard’s circle of dominant men. His breasts had grown into soft, full C-cups that bounced noticeably when he moved. He kept them pushed up and on display in tight, slutty outfits. His body was soft, curvy, and permanently hairless. The oestrogen had done its work beautifully.

He lived in the small flat Richard had arranged, but he rarely spent time alone. The men came and went at all hours. Some paid for scheduled appointments. Others simply showed up and used him whenever they felt like it. Richard took a generous cut of everything.

The doorbell rang.

Missy smoothed down his tiny pink latex skirt and checked his reflection, heavy makeup, long platinum wig, glossy cock-sucking lips, and a tight crop top that barely contained his breasts. He tottered to the door in six-inch heels and opened it with a practised, submissive smile.

A middle-aged businessman stood there, already eyeing him hungrily.

Missy held out his delicate hand. “Two hundred for an hour, sir.”

The man paid in cash without hesitation. Missy counted it quickly, then led him into the back room, a small, dimly lit space with a couch, a pole, and a large bed.

He put on slow, sensual music and began the lap dance. Missy swayed his hips, grinding his soft ass against the man’s crotch, letting his breasts brush against his face. The customer groaned, hands roaming freely over Missy’s body.

“Such a good little whore,” the man muttered.

Missy dropped to his knees, unzipped the man’s trousers, and took his cock into his mouth with practised ease. He sucked him deep, swirling his tongue, moaning like the eager sissy he had become. The customer grabbed his wig and fucked his throat until saliva dripped down Missy’s chin.

“Show me that little tranny dick,” the man demanded.

Missy obediently pulled up his skirt. His small, soft penis, never hard anymore, rested against his smooth balls. The customer laughed and played with it, flicking and tugging like it was a clit.

“Pathetic little thing,” he said, amused. “Just a useless clit on a proper whore.”

Missy blushed but kept sucking. This was what they all loved, the humiliation of his tiny, limp dick combined with his eager, well-trained holes.

Eventually, like they always did, the customer wanted more.

He bent Missy over the bed, hiked up the latex skirt, and pushed inside him raw. No condom. Missy only did bareback now, Richard’s rule. The man fucked him hard, slapping his ass and calling him names. Missy moaned loudly, pushing back, his soft breasts bouncing with every thrust.

When the customer finally came deep inside him, Missy shuddered through a weak, prostate-driven orgasm, his little dick twitching uselessly.

The man zipped up, left the money on the table, and left without another word.

Missy lay there for a moment, cum leaking down his thighs, breathing heavily. He felt used, degraded… and strangely content.

This was his life now. A full-time gay sissy whore. And deep down, in the darkest part of what remained of Mark, he knew this was exactly what he had always secretly wanted.

* * * *

Six months later, the family home had been fully transformed into a private, high-end brothel.

The once-quiet suburban house now operated under Richard’s strict control. The living room had become a waiting lounge with dim red lighting, black leather couches, and mirrors on every wall. Upstairs, the bedrooms were rented by the hour. Customers called ahead, made appointments, and paid generously for the privilege of fucking Richard’s personal collection of broken, willing sluts.

Helen, Diane, and Emma thrived in their new roles, or at least appeared to.

They spent their days and nights in cheap, sexy lingerie; tiny thongs, sheer babydolls, fishnet stockings, and sky-high heels. Their makeup was permanently heavy and whoreish. They were almost always drunk or high, vodka, wine, and whatever pills, powder or syringes Richard supplied kept them in a constant, hazy, horny state.

Emma had tried to resist once.

A few weeks after fully surrendering, she had woken up sober for the first time in days and whispered to her mother, “Mum… this is too far. We’re literally whoring ourselves out. We need to stop.”

Helen’s response had been swift and brutal.

She had dragged Emma into the playroom, tied her to the St. Andrew’s cross, and whipped her for over an hour with a thick leather crop. Emma had screamed, begged, and cried until her voice gave out. By the end, her back, ass, and thighs were covered in angry red welts.

Helen had leaned in close, sweating and breathing hard, and whispered coldly;

“Never speak of it again. This is our life now. You will smile, you will fuck, and you will thank Richard every single day. Understood?”

Emma had nodded frantically, sobbing. She never questioned it again.

Tonight was a special booking.

The customer, a wealthy, middle-aged businessman named Mr. Hargrove, had paid a premium for the “Mother-Daughter Special.”

He sat comfortably in the main lounge, sipping whisky, as Helen and Emma performed for him.

Both women wore matching cheap white lingerie sets, tiny thongs that barely covered anything, sheer babydoll tops that did nothing to hide their pierced nipples, and sheer white stockings clipped to delicate garter belts.

They began on the couch right in front of Mr. Hargrove, who sat back with his drink, watching with dark, hungry eyes.

Helen pulled her daughter into a deep, hungry kiss. Their tongues met instantly, wet and eager, the silver piercing in Helen’s tongue clicking softly against Emma’s teeth. Their hands roamed freely, Helen squeezing her daughter’s full breasts through the sheer fabric, Emma sliding her hands down to cup her mother’s barely-covered ass, pulling her closer.

Helen moaned into the kiss as Emma’s fingers teased the waistband of her thong. She broke the kiss, breathing heavily, and guided Emma’s head lower. Emma obediently latched onto her mother’s pierced nipple, sucking it hard into her mouth, flicking the sensitive silver ring with her tongue. Helen gasped loudly, arching her back and threading her fingers through Emma’s hair.

“That’s it, baby… suck Mummy’s tits just like that,” Helen moaned, loud enough for their customer to hear every word.

After several long moments of Emma worshipping her breasts, Helen pushed her daughter down onto her back on the wide couch. She peeled Emma’s tiny thong to the side, exposing her smooth, glistening pussy. Without hesitation, Helen buried her face between her daughter’s thighs.

Emma cried out as her mother’s skilled tongue dragged slowly up her slit, then circled her clit with practiced hunger. Helen moaned into her daughter’s pussy, the vibrations sending shivers through Emma’s body. She licked and sucked eagerly, pushing her tongue inside Emma, tasting her deeply while her thumb rubbed firm circles on her swollen clit.

“Oh fuck, Mum…” Emma whimpered, hips bucking against Helen’s face. Her hands gripped her mother’s bleached blonde hair, holding her in place as pleasure built rapidly.

Helen devoured her with shameless enthusiasm, long, wet licks followed by focused sucking on her clit, then thrusting her pierced tongue deep inside her again and again. The obscene, slick sounds of her mother eating her out filled the room.

Mr. Hargrove watched with dark pleasure, slowly stroking himself through his trousers as mother and daughter put on their private show for him.

Emma came loudly, her hips bucking against her mother’s tongue.

Then it was time.

Mr. Hargrove took them both upstairs to the master bedroom. He fucked Helen first, hard and rough, while Emma was made to kneel beside the bed and watch. Then he switched to Emma, pounding her from behind while Helen kissed her daughter and whispered encouragement.

“You’re doing so well, baby. Take his cock like a good whore.” Then looking up at the man, Helen grinned darkly. “Ruin her cunt, fuck her hard, fucking destroy her cunt! Yeah!” She laughed, then gave her daughter another slobbering kiss. “You like that baby? Like taking his dick? Gonna get his load in a sec.”

“Yeah! Oh fuck! Fuck me! Fuck yeah, I love it mummy!”

By the end of the two-hour session, both women were covered in cum, leaking from their pussies and smeared across their faces. Mr. Hargrove left satisfied, leaving a generous tip.

Helen and Emma lay together on the bed afterwards, catching their breath. Emma, still slightly drunk and hazy, looked at her mother with a strange mix of shame and acceptance.

Helen stroked her daughter’s hair and smiled.

“This is our life now, sweetheart. And we’re happy, aren’t we?”

Emma nodded slowly. “Yes, Mum… we’re happy.”

Downstairs, Diane was already entertaining another customer.

The family home had become a very profitable, very depraved brothel, and all three women had learned to love their new place in it.

* * * *

Richard sat alone in the corner of a quiet suburban pub, nursing a pint of bitter. The place was warm and ordinary, the kind of local where families came to celebrate milestones and couples had their weekly meals.

His sharp eyes drifted across the room and settled on a table near the window.

A middle-aged couple sat with their twin daughters, all four raising glasses in a toast. The girls, pretty, blonde, barely eighteen, were laughing loudly, dressed in tight, revealing outfits that left little to the imagination; short skirts, low-cut tops, heavy makeup. They were clearly celebrating their recent college admissions.

The wife looked bored, scrolling through her phone with a disinterested expression, occasionally forcing a smile when one of the girls spoke to her. The husband was timid, quiet, nodding along and trying to look proud, but there was something familiar in the way he glanced nervously at his daughters, a quiet hunger mixed with shame.

Richard smiled slowly, taking a sip of his beer.

He remembered another family, years ago, sitting in a similar pub.

Helen and Mark, celebrating Emma’s acceptance into university. Helen had looked polite but distant. Mark had been the proud, slightly awkward father, timid, unassuming, already carrying that hidden desperation in his eyes. Richard had watched them from across the room that day too, just as he was watching this new family now.

Even then, he had known.

He had seen the quiet hunger in Mark’s eyes when he looked at his wife. The subtle way he deferred to her. The unspoken longing for something darker, more humiliating, more complete. Richard had recognised a natural submissive cuck the moment he saw one.

And he had been right.

That timid husband was now Missy, a fully broken, big-breasted, cock-hungry sissy whore who spent his days and nights getting passed around and used by Richard’s circle of dominant men. The once-proud father had become nothing more than a shared cumdump, living for the taste of cock and the sting of humiliation.

Richard’s smile widened as he watched the new husband at the table, laughing nervously, trying to play the role of the normal family man.

He raised his glass slightly in a private toast.

You have no idea what’s coming, he thought.

Just like Mark hadn’t.

Some men were simply born to be destroyed, and Richard had always been very good at spotting them.

Richard waited a few moments after the timid husband excused himself from the table, then stood up casually and followed him toward the bathroom.

The pub’s toilet area was quiet. Richard entered and chose the cubicle right next to the man. He waited until he heard the familiar sound of the husband unzipping, then made his move.

He took out his phone, dialled a random number, and began speaking in a calm, pleasant voice loud enough to be clearly heard through the thin partition.

“Hey honey… yeah, I’m still at the pub. Listen, I know you said your husband is okay with me sleeping with you, but I really need to hear it from him directly. I need to know he’s genuinely fine with it.”

There was a pause. The man in the next cubicle had gone completely still.

Richard continued smoothly, as if in a normal conversation.

“Cuckolding is something the men in this pub take very seriously. This is where all the hot-wives come to play. Most of us are respectful about it, but we need proper confirmation from the husband. We don’t want to break up any marriages, you know? So if he’s really okay with me fucking you… I need him to say it himself.”

Another deliberate pause.

“Yes, I understand he’s shy. But that’s the rule here. The husband has to give his blessing out loud. Otherwise, I’m not touching you. It’s just how things work in this circle.”

Richard smiled to himself as he heard the husband’s breathing grow shallow and ragged in the next cubicle.

“Alright, I’ll wait for your call back. Hopefully he’ll be man enough to tell me himself. Talk soon, honey.”

He ended the fake call and stood there for a moment, letting the silence stretch.

Then, in a low, almost friendly voice, he spoke directly toward the partition.

“You heard that, didn’t you?”

There was no reply. Only the sound of nervous breathing.

Richard chuckled softly.

“Think about it. Your wife is beautiful. She deserves to be properly fucked. And from the way you’ve been looking at her all night… I think you already know what you really want.”

He washed his hands slowly, then left the bathroom without another word.

Back at his table, Richard picked up his pint and took a slow sip, his eyes once again drifting toward the family celebrating their daughters’ college admission.

Some men were simply born to be cucks, he thought. Some women were born to be whores.

Just as the thought crossed his mind, his mate Terry dropped into the seat opposite him with a grin.

“We’re up twenty percent thanks to that new house,” Terry said, raising his own pint. “How the fuck you managed to bag the wife’s best mate too, I have no idea.”

“Lucky,” Richard replied, thinking back to Diane. It was a shame, really. He’d liked her. Had hoped he could make her a true partner. Maybe he still could, he thought. She’d need to marry him and agree to submit completely, but she didn’t need to be a whore like the others.

“You spotted a new family?” Terry chuckled. “You’re fucking lucky on those. I just get the bog standard cucks. You get the fucked up ones ready to destroy everything.”

“They’re just bored, Tel,” Richard explained, leaning back. “They give up, think the world has already ended, so when they see the chance of a new world, they run to it. Sad really.”

“Sad, but keeps us in business. How many brothels we got now?”

“Twenty-four, including the sissy ones.” Richard took another sip. They’d been doing this for six years and so far, they hadn’t lost one. Not one had run away. They weren’t forced to stay. They could come and go. Nobody was threatened. But they chose to stay. It was funny. Essentially, Richard and his friends weren’t doing anything illegal. They’d turn up at the brothels, pick up the cash that the girls willingly handed over, even though he never asked for it, and off he went. Crazy, but it worked.

Richard downed the rest of his beer and signalled for another. “You got anything in the works?” he asked Terry.

“Would you believe a lesbian couple?” Terry asked.

Richard gave him a dry look. “No…”

“Yeah, me neither,” Terry chuckled. “No mate, nothing going right now, but I’m active on the forums.”

“Ah, fucking internet man, you need to get out more. That’s where the action is. Hang around here for a bit and you’ll see it. Family pubs, the easiest of pickings.”

Richard knew what it was. After having kids, most families just went with life, didn’t consider there was more to it. By the time the kids hit their teen years, the parents’ sex life dried up, and either they lived in a sexless marriage, got divorced, or one of them had an affair. And he was there for the women. After that, it was damn easy to make them feel like being a slut was the best decision they’d ever made.

The family at the table paid their bill and stood to leave. As the girls filed out and the husband held the door for them, the wife walked by and gave a quick side-glance at Richard. He smiled back at her and watched her blush, a small smirk tugging at her lips.

She’d be back. A pretty redhead like that, slim, clearly working on herself because she had nothing better to do. Yeah, she’d be back. They always were.

Just like when he had smiled at Helen all those years ago… and she had smiled back.

Richard leaned back in his chair, content.

The cuckold game of life continued, and he was very, very good at playing it.

THE END
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