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Prologue

I’ve always known I was lucky. Eight years married to Tom, and the fire between us still burns hotter than it did on our honeymoon. Yet lately, as I lie beside him in the quiet hours after we’ve exhausted each other, a strange restlessness settles over me. It’s not dissatisfaction exactly. How could it be? Tom is everything most women dream of; tall, broad-shouldered, and powerfully built, with the kind of rugged, masculine beauty that turns heads wherever we go. But something is missing. A deeper current. A sharper edge. I just haven’t been able to name it yet.

Let me paint the picture properly.

I’m Grace. Thirty-four years old, five-foot-ten in bare feet, and I carry myself like I own every room I walk into. My legs are long and toned from years of yoga and running, my waist narrow, hips curved in a way that still makes Tom growl when I walk past him in a tight skirt; and now, thanks to Tom, I have powerful muscles, because we often workout together. My breasts are full and firm, a generous C-cup that looks even better in the low-cut silk blouses I favour for work. I keep my dark auburn hair long and glossy, usually swept over one shoulder or pinned up to expose the elegant line of my neck. My skin is pale, almost porcelain, with a smattering of freckles across my nose that Tom loves to kiss. My eyes are green, sharp, and assessing. People say I have a commanding presence, and I suppose they’re right. I’ve always enjoyed being in control, at work, in social situations, even in the bedroom, though Tom’s natural dominance has usually balanced that out.

And then there’s Tom.

God, Tom. My husband is a specimen. Six-foot-three of solid, sculpted muscle earned from years of heavy lifting, rugby, and that intense gym routine he never misses. His chest is wide and powerful, dusted with just the right amount of dark hair that trails down in a tempting line over his ridged abdomen. His arms are thick, veined, and capable of lifting me as if I weigh nothing, which he does often, pinning me against walls or tossing me onto the bed with effortless strength. His face is classically handsome; strong jaw, high cheekbones, and piercing blue eyes that crinkle when he laughs. His hair is dark, kept short on the sides and a little longer on top, always slightly tousled as if he’s just run his hands through it after a workout. When he smiles that crooked, confident grin, my stomach still flutters the way it did the first time we met.

We met at a friend’s wedding. I was the tall, elegant bridesmaid in emerald green, and he was the best man who couldn’t keep his eyes off me. By the end of the night we were sneaking kisses in the garden, his big hands sliding possessively over my hips. Six months later we were married. The sex was explosive from the start and it has never really slowed down.

Most evenings, after dinner, we end up in our large bedroom with its king-sized bed and soft lighting. Tonight is no different.

I step out of the en-suite bathroom wearing nothing but a black lace teddy that clings to my curves. The fabric is sheer enough to show the dark peaks of my nipples and the trimmed patch between my thighs. Tom is already on the bed, propped against the pillows, his muscular torso bare. The sheet is pooled low around his hips, doing little to hide the impressive bulge beneath.

“Fuck, Grace,” he murmurs, his voice low and rough. “You look incredible.”

I smile, slow and deliberate, and crawl onto the bed towards him. My long hair falls forward, brushing his chest as I straddle his waist. His hands immediately slide up my thighs, gripping the soft flesh with just enough pressure to make me sigh.

“You’re not so bad yourself, husband,” I reply, leaning down to kiss him. His mouth is warm, demanding. His tongue strokes mine with practised skill while his hands roam higher, cupping my arse and pulling me down against the hard length of him.

We kiss like that for long minutes, slow and deep at first, then growing hungrier. I grind against him, feeling his cock throb through the thin fabric separating us. Tom groans into my mouth and suddenly flips us, his powerful body covering mine. I love the weight of him, the way his muscles flex and shift as he moves. He kisses down my neck, sucking lightly at the pulse point that always makes me shiver, then lower, tugging the lace aside to expose my breasts.

His mouth is hot and wet as he takes one nipple between his lips, swirling his tongue before grazing it gently with his teeth. I arch into him, threading my fingers through his hair. “Tom… yes…”

He lavishes attention on both breasts until I’m panting, then moves lower, peeling the teddy down my body with reverent hands. When he reaches the apex of my thighs he looks up at me with those intense blue eyes and gives me that wicked grin.

“Spread your legs for me, beautiful.”

I obey, opening for him. His broad shoulders settle between my thighs as he leans in and licks a long, slow stripe up my centre. I moan loudly, hips lifting. Tom knows exactly how I like it, firm pressure on my clit, two thick fingers curling inside me, stroking that perfect spot while his tongue works magic. He eats me with dedication, growling against my wet flesh as I grow slicker and more desperate.

My first orgasm hits me hard, thighs clamping around his head as I cry out. He doesn’t stop, drawing it out until I’m trembling and breathless.

Only then does he rise, shedding the last of the sheet. His cock is magnificent, thick, long, and rock-hard, the head glistening. He strokes it once, twice, eyes locked on mine.

“On your hands and knees, Grace.”

I turn eagerly, presenting myself to him. He grips my hips and pushes inside in one smooth thrust, filling me completely. The stretch is delicious. We’ve always fit perfectly. He starts slow, letting me feel every inch, then builds to a powerful rhythm, his hips slapping against my arse with each deep stroke.

“God, you feel so good,” he groans, one hand sliding up my back to tangle in my hair. He pulls gently, arching me further as he fucks me harder. The sound of skin on skin fills the room, mixed with my moans and his low grunts.

We change positions again and again. He takes me on my back, legs over his shoulders so he can watch my face as he drives deep. Then I ride him, hands braced on his muscular chest while his hands guide my hips. Finally he flips me onto my stomach, covering me with his big body as he thrusts into me from behind, one arm wrapped around my waist, the other holding my hand above my head.

When we come together it’s intense, my walls pulsing around him as he spills deep inside me with a guttural moan.

Afterwards we lie tangled together, sweaty and satisfied. Tom’s arm is heavy across my waist, his breath warm against my neck. I trace the lines of muscle on his chest with my fingertip, feeling the steady thump of his heart.

“I love you,” he murmurs sleepily.

“I love you too,” I whisper back.

But even as the glow of orgasm lingers, that quiet restlessness returns. The sex is phenomenal. Tom is an incredible lover, attentive, strong, creative. We’ve tried toys, light bondage (usually me tying him up for a tease before he takes control again), different locations, even a weekend away at a luxury hotel where we barely left the room. Yet something deeper calls to me. A need to truly dominate. To own him completely. To push boundaries further than our current playful dynamic allows.

I wonder sometimes if he feels it too.

There are moments, when I’ve pinned his wrists above his head and ridden him slowly, refusing to let him come until I say so, when his eyes go dark with something more than lust. A flicker of surrender. A hunger to yield. But he always reasserts his natural dominance eventually, flipping me over and reclaiming control with that confident strength I adore.

I don’t know how to ask for more. I don’t even know exactly what “more” looks like. All I know is that our perfect life, with its passionate nights and comfortable days, feels like it’s hovering on the edge of something transformative. Something that could unlock parts of us we’ve barely acknowledged.

Tom stirs beside me, pulling me closer. His muscular thigh slides between mine, and I feel him beginning to harden again against my hip. Even after everything we’ve just done, his stamina is remarkable.

“Round two?” he asks, voice husky with renewed desire.

I smile and kiss him deeply, pushing the restless thoughts aside for now.

“Yes,” I breathe against his lips. “Definitely round two.”

He rolls me beneath him once more, his powerful body pressing me into the mattress. As he enters me again, slow and deep, I wrap my long legs around his waist and let myself get lost in the familiar pleasure. But in the back of my mind, the question lingers.

What if there’s a way to have all of this, his strength, his love, his incredible body, and something more? Something darker, sharper, more controlling?

I don’t know the answer yet, but something has to change or I’ll go insane.



Even now, when I think back to how it all started, I find myself reflecting on the quiet, unremarkable lives unfolding across town from ours. While Tom and I were tangled in our sheets, lost in that potent mix of satisfaction and unspoken hunger, another couple was drifting in a very different kind of silence. I didn’t know Alan and Marcy well at first, not really. Alan was just the quiet, unassuming junior analyst in my department, the sort of man who blended into the background of meetings and never raised his voice above a polite murmur. But after that business trip, after his hesitant confession over those too-strong hotel cocktails, the pieces of his home life slowly revealed themselves to me. I’ve pieced it together in my mind so many times since then, their small, neat house, the growing distance between them, the way Marcy’s quiet frustration simmered beneath her shy exterior. It’s almost poetic, the contrast. While Tom’s powerful body and my commanding presence created a marriage that burned bright, Alan and Marcy’s world was fading into shades of grey.

Let me tell you about them as I came to understand it.

Alan is in his late twenties, though he looks younger, almost boyish. He’s skinny, not in an athletic way, but in that soft, unformed manner of someone who spends more time behind a desk or in front of a screen than in the gym. His frame is narrow, shoulders slight, with pale skin that flushes easily when he’s nervous, which is often. He has mousy brown hair that falls a little too long over his forehead, and wire-rimmed glasses that he constantly pushes up his nose. His voice is soft, almost hesitant, the kind that makes people lean in to hear him. At work he’s competent enough, good with numbers, reliable with reports, but there’s no spark, no presence. He’s the type of man who apologises when someone else bumps into him. In short, he’s the opposite of Tom in every visible way, and perhaps that’s what made his confession so fascinating to me later.

Marcy, his wife, is a different story. She’s twenty-seven, petite at five-foot-four, with a delicate, doll-like beauty that could be quite striking if she ever allowed herself to shine. Her hair is a soft chestnut brown, usually worn in a simple ponytail or loose waves that frame her heart-shaped face. Her eyes are large and brown, often downcast, giving her an air of perpetual shyness. She has a lovely figure, small, perky breasts, a gently curved waist, and hips that sway just enough in her modest skirts to hint at the sensuality she keeps carefully hidden. Her skin is smooth and fair, with a natural blush that rises quickly to her cheeks. She works part-time in administration at a local doctor’s surgery, filing papers, answering phones in her quiet, polite voice, and going largely unnoticed. On paper, they seemed like a perfectly ordinary, if unexciting, young couple. But behind the closed doors of their modest semi-detached house on the quieter side of town, the cracks were widening.

I imagine their evenings so clearly now, as if I’d been a silent observer in the shadows. Marcy would come home from work, kick off her sensible flats, and start preparing a simple dinner, pasta, perhaps, or a stir-fry. She enjoyed cooking; it gave her something to focus on. Alan would arrive later, hanging his jacket neatly by the door and offering her a quick, almost perfunctory kiss on the cheek. “How was your day?” he’d ask in that soft voice. “Fine,” she’d reply, smiling faintly. They’d eat together at the small kitchen table, talking about nothing in particular, work gossip, the weather, whether they needed to mow the lawn. The conversation was pleasant enough, but it lacked depth. There was no spark, no teasing laughter like Tom and I share over dinner, no lingering glances across the table that promised later pleasures.

After the plates were cleared, that’s when the pattern would repeat itself, night after night. Alan would hover for a bit, helping with the washing up in his awkward, eager-to-please way. Then, around nine o’clock, he’d murmur something about needing to finish a report or catch up on emails. “I’ll just be in the spare room for a bit, love,” he’d say, avoiding her eyes. Marcy would nod, clearing away the last things while listening to his footsteps retreating down the hallway. She knew exactly what was coming. She always knew.

The spare room had become his private domain, a small space with a desk, an old office chair, and a single bed they occasionally used for guests. Alan would close the door softly behind him, the click sounding louder than it should in the quiet house. He’d boot up his laptop, the blue glow illuminating his pale face in the darkness. Headphones on, volume low but not silent enough. Marcy, lying alone in their double bed down the hall, would hear it all; the faint, rhythmic sounds of moaning women, the grunts of men, the whispered dirty talk that filtered through the walls. Cuckold porn. Hour after hour of it. Stories of wives being taken by stronger, more dominant men while their husbands watched or waited helplessly. She could picture him there, his skinny hand wrapped around his modest cock, stroking furiously as he lost himself in those fantasies.

Marcy would lie on her back, staring at the ceiling in the dark, her nightie riding up her smooth thighs. At first, she’d tried to ignore it. Maybe it was just a phase, she told herself. All men had their quirks. But as weeks turned into months, the loneliness gnawed at her. She was young, attractive in her quiet way, with desires of her own. She wanted to be desired, properly desired. She wanted strong hands on her body, passionate kisses, the kind of sex that left her breathless and sore in the best possible way. Instead, she got this; nights alone while her husband wanked off to videos of other men fucking other men’s wives.

She was too shy, too gentle, to confront him. That was Marcy’s nature, conflict made her stomach twist. She’d rehearse the conversation in her head sometimes; “Alan, I know what you’re doing in there. It hurts me. I feel unwanted.” But when the moment came, the words would die in her throat. She’d hear him finish with a muffled groan, the laptop closing, his soft footsteps padding back to their bed. He’d slip under the covers, smelling faintly of soap and shame, and reach for her with tentative hands. Sometimes she let him. His touch was gentle, almost apologetic. He’d kiss her neck softly, slide his hand between her legs, but it never lasted long. A few minutes of missionary, his skinny hips moving quickly, and then it was over. He’d whisper “I love you” and roll over, asleep within minutes, while Marcy lay awake, aching with unfulfilled need and a growing resentment she barely acknowledged even to herself.

Weekends were no better. They might go for a walk in the park or watch a film on the sofa, cuddled up in a way that looked affectionate from the outside. But Marcy would catch herself glancing at other couples, the tall, confident men with their arms around their wives, the easy laughter, the way some men looked at their partners like they wanted to devour them. Alan would hold her hand, but it felt more like habit than hunger. In the evenings, he’d disappear to the spare room again. “Just a quick session,” he’d say with an awkward smile. Marcy would pretend to read her book, but her mind wandered to darker places. What did those videos do for him that she couldn’t? Why did the idea of her being with someone else excite him more than being with her?

She never told him how it made her feel undesired, how it chipped away at her confidence. She was too quiet, too scared of rocking the boat. Deep down, a small, secret part of her wondered if there was truth in those fantasies. What would it feel like to be wanted by a real man, someone tall and strong, someone who took charge? The thought made her blush furiously in the darkness, ashamed of her own growing curiosity. But she pushed it down, just as she pushed down the frustration every time she heard the faint sounds from the spare room.

Their sex life, such as it was, had become mechanical. Maybe once a week, if Alan wasn’t too spent from his private sessions. He’d fumble with her clothes, his touches light and uncertain. Marcy would close her eyes and try to lose herself in it, but it was never enough. She craved intensity, dominance, the feeling of being truly claimed. Instead, she got Alan’s quick, panting release followed by immediate guilt on his part. He was kind, attentive in non-sexual ways, he did the shopping, remembered anniversaries, told her she looked nice. But kindness wasn’t what her body ached for anymore.

I think about Marcy often now, imagining her lying there alone, her small breasts rising and falling under the thin cotton of her nightie, her thighs pressing together against the growing wetness that Alan never fully satisfied. She was bored. Deeply, soul-crushingly bored. Her friends had exciting relationships, or at least they pretended to on social media. She had a husband who loved her in his quiet way but who seemed more aroused by imaginary cuckold scenarios than by the real woman sharing his bed. She was too shy to demand more, too afraid of what admitting her dissatisfaction might unleash. So the resentment built, silent and poisonous, night after night.

From Alan’s side, I learned later how consumed he was. Those late-night sessions weren’t just a habit; they were an obsession. He’d scroll through endless forums and story sites, reading detailed accounts of wives being seduced, fucked hard by superior men while their husbands were left denied and humiliated. The images played in his mind constantly, strong hands gripping soft feminine hips, thick cocks stretching willing wives, the sounds of female pleasure that his own efforts could never quite produce. He felt guilty, of course. Marcy was sweet and pretty and deserved better. But the fantasies gripped him tighter than reality ever could. He’d edge himself for hours, imagining Marcy beneath a bigger, more dominant man, her shy moans turning into loud cries of ecstasy. Then he’d come hard, ashamed, and promise himself he’d stop. But the pull was too strong. The spare room called to him again and again.

Their marriage had become a careful performance. Outwardly, they were the nice young couple who attended family gatherings and sent polite Christmas cards. Inside, Marcy was withdrawing emotionally, wrapping herself in layers of quiet disappointment. Alan remained trapped in his secret world, too meek to confess his deepest desires to the woman he loved. He wanted her to cuckold him, to take a lover, to make him watch or wait or clean up afterwards. The thought consumed him. But how could he ask that of shy, gentle Marcy? She’d be horrified. So he stayed silent, wanking off furiously to the fantasy instead, while the real woman in his life grew lonelier by the day.

I didn’t know any of this in detail before that business trip, of course. Alan was simply the skinny colleague who sat two desks away, who blushed when I spoke to him directly and who always volunteered for the boring tasks no one else wanted. But as I lay beside Tom’s warm, muscular body that night, feeling the lingering ache of our passionate lovemaking and that restless hunger for something more, the universe was already aligning. Alan’s confession would open the door. His quiet, frustrated marriage would become the perfect canvas for the darker desires Tom and I were only beginning to acknowledge in ourselves.

Little did any of us know how completely everything would change.


Chapter 1

The trip to Manchester had been on the calendar for weeks. Our firm was pitching for a major new client, a national retail chain looking to overhaul its digital marketing strategy, and head office had decided that sending a small team up north for two days of intensive workshops would give us the edge. I was leading the presentation team, of course. At thirty-four I’d earned my place as senior marketing manager, and these high-stakes trips were part of the job I genuinely enjoyed. Alan, my junior analyst, was coming along to handle the data visuals and run through the customer analytics we’d prepared. He was quiet, reliable, and detail-oriented, exactly what I needed for the technical side of things.

We caught the early train from London Euston. I arrived at the platform in a tailored navy trouser suit that flattered my height, paired with a crisp white blouse and low heels that were sensible enough for travel but still elegant. My auburn hair was pinned up neatly, and I carried my laptop bag with the quiet confidence that usually made porters and fellow passengers give me a respectful nod. Alan was already there, waiting by the coffee kiosk with two takeaway cups. He looked neat in his charcoal suit, a little too big in the shoulders, perhaps, but presentable. His mousy hair was combed flat, and he offered me one of the coffees with a shy smile.

“Flat white, extra shot, no sugar, right?” he said.

“Perfect. Thank you, Alan. You’re a lifesaver.” I took the cup gratefully. The morning air was crisp, and we chatted lightly about the journey ahead as we boarded. Nothing deep, just the usual colleague conversation about train Wi-Fi reliability and whether the client would push back on our proposed budget. He was easy company, I realised. Not pushy or loud like some of the others in the office. We settled into our reserved seats, opposite each other at a table, and spent the two-and-a-half-hour journey reviewing slides and refining the narrative. He had good instincts, spotting a couple of areas where the charts could be clearer. I appreciated that.

By the time we pulled into Manchester Piccadilly, the sun was breaking through the clouds. A short taxi ride took us to the sleek, modern hotel in the city centre where the client had arranged our rooms. We checked in, dropped our bags, and headed straight into the first meeting. The day unfolded in the hotel’s conference suite; back-to-back sessions with the client’s marketing director and her team. I led the discussions, standing tall at the front of the room, my voice clear and authoritative as I walked them through our strategy. Alan sat at the side table, quietly clicking through the slides at exactly the right moments, occasionally interjecting with precise data points in his soft, measured tone. He never overstepped, never tried to steal focus. It was a good dynamic.

During the lunch break we sat together at a corner table in the hotel restaurant. The client team were at another table, deep in their own conversations, so Alan and I had a chance to debrief.

“You handled that objection on the ROI projections really well,” I told him, spearing a forkful of salad. “I could see they were impressed by the numbers.”

He flushed slightly, pushing his glasses up his nose. “Thanks, Grace. I just wanted to make sure the figures were rock solid. You were brilliant, as always. The way you pivoted when they questioned the timeline, I don’t think I could have done that.”

I smiled, genuinely pleased. “We make a good team. It’s nice to have someone reliable on these trips instead of one of the show-offs from creative.”

The afternoon sessions went even better. By five o’clock the client was nodding enthusiastically and suggesting we continue the conversation over dinner the following evening. As the room emptied, Alan and I packed up our materials with the satisfied tiredness that comes from a productive day.

“Fancy a quick walk around the city centre before dinner?” I suggested. “I could do with stretching my legs after all that sitting.”

Alan hesitated for a second, then nodded. “Sure. That sounds nice.”

We strolled along the canals and through the bustling streets, the early evening light catching the Victorian buildings. Conversation flowed easily, work anecdotes at first, then lighter topics. I mentioned a recent trip Tom and I had taken to the Lake District, how we’d hiked up Helvellyn and laughed when I’d slipped on the descent. Alan listened attentively, asking polite questions about the views and the route. He told me a little about Marcy, how she liked baking on weekends and worked at the surgery. Nothing revealing, just the ordinary details of a settled young marriage. He seemed fond of her in a quiet, understated way.

Back at the hotel we agreed to meet in the lobby at seven for dinner. I went up to my room, kicked off my heels, and changed into something more relaxed but still professional; a fitted emerald-green dress that skimmed my knees, showing off my long legs to advantage without being inappropriate. A touch of fresh lipstick and my hair let down in loose waves completed the look. When I stepped out of the lift, Alan was waiting in a fresh shirt and tie. He looked a little nervous, but smiled warmly.

“You look lovely,” he said, then immediately added, “I mean, very smart. Ready for dinner?”

I laughed lightly. “Thank you. Shall we?”

The hotel restaurant was elegant, with soft lighting and crisp white tablecloths. We were seated at a quiet table by the window overlooking the city lights. Over starters, smoked salmon for me, soup for Alan, we talked about the pitch again, refining ideas for tomorrow’s final session. The main courses arrived (grilled seabass for me, steak for him), and the conversation drifted naturally towards home life.

“Tom must miss you when you’re away on these trips,” Alan said, cutting into his steak carefully.

I took a sip of my chilled white wine and smiled. “He does, but he’s used to it. He’s very supportive. Actually, he’s probably at the gym right now, or cooking something ridiculously healthy. The man has more discipline than anyone I know.”

Alan nodded, listening. I found myself continuing, the wine loosening my tongue just a little.

“He’s quite the powerhouse, my Tom. Tall, broad-shouldered, built like he could have played professional rugby. Which he nearly did, before he chose a steadier career in construction management. When he walks into a room, people notice. But at home he’s surprisingly gentle with me. We have a good life, nice house, weekends away when we can manage it. The sex is… well, let’s just say we’re very compatible.” I laughed softly, a warm flush creeping up my neck as I realised I’d ventured into more personal territory than I’d intended. But it felt harmless. Alan was a colleague, married himself. Just friendly conversation.

He looked up, his cheeks faintly pink. “That sounds really nice. Marcy and I… we’re more low-key. She’s wonderful, really. Quiet and kind. But sometimes I wonder if we’re both a bit too… settled.”

There was something in his voice, a wistful note, that made me tilt my head curiously.

“Settled can be good,” I replied, spearing another piece of fish. “But I know what you mean. Even with someone as incredible as Tom, there are moments when you feel like there might be… more. Something deeper. He’s so strong, so naturally in charge. Sometimes I catch myself wondering what it would be like if the dynamic shifted just a little. If I could take the lead more completely.” I paused, swirling the wine in my glass. The words surprised even me. I hadn’t planned to share that much. Yet saying it aloud felt liberating, especially to someone as unthreatening as Alan. “Anyway, enough about me. How about you two? Any big plans coming up?”

Alan shifted in his seat, pushing his food around the plate. The restaurant had quietened around us; most diners had moved on. He seemed to be gathering courage.

We finished the mains and ordered coffees and a couple of drinks to take through to the hotel bar. The bar was dimly lit, with comfortable leather armchairs and a jazz pianist playing softly in the corner. We settled into a quiet alcove, away from the handful of other guests. I crossed my long legs, the emerald dress riding up just a fraction, and sipped my gin and tonic. Alan had opted for a whisky, his second of the evening, and he seemed more relaxed now, though his hands still fidgeted with the coaster.

The conversation had grown warmer, more personal. I told him more about Tom; how he could lift me effortlessly, the way his muscular arms felt when he wrapped them around me after a long day, the easy confidence he carried. I described our weekends, lazy mornings in bed, intense gym sessions where I’d watch him push heavy weights, the way we still laughed like newlyweds. Alan listened with rapt attention, nodding, occasionally asking gentle questions. It felt good to talk like this, colleague to colleague, but with an undercurrent of something more open than usual office chat.

The intensity built gradually. I found myself leaning forward slightly, my voice lowering as I spoke about the restlessness I sometimes felt despite everything being so good on paper. “Tom is everything I could ask for, handsome, strong, devoted. But there are times when I crave… control. Real control. Does that sound strange?”

Alan swallowed, his eyes meeting mine for a moment before dropping to his glass. The whisky had clearly loosened him. The pianist played on, the notes soft and intimate. I could sense we were on the edge of something. His cheeks were flushed, and he looked like a man carrying a heavy secret he was finally considering setting down.

I waited, genuinely curious now, the warmth of the gin and the pleasant fatigue of a successful workday making the moment feel safe and strangely charged.

The jazz pianist had moved on to a slower, more sultry melody, the notes wrapping around our quiet alcove like a secret. I sipped my gin and tonic, the ice clinking softly as I set the glass down, and studied Alan across the low table. His cheeks were flushed, not just from the whisky, and his fingers kept turning the coaster over and over. There was a vulnerability in his posture that I hadn’t seen during the day’s confident data presentations. Something was clearly weighing on him.

“Go on,” I said gently, my voice low so it wouldn’t carry. “You look like you want to say something. We’ve shared quite a bit tonight already. Whatever it is, it stays between us.”

Alan took a deeper swallow of his whisky, then set the glass down with a small, decisive click. He pushed his glasses up his nose again, a nervous habit I’d noticed throughout the day, and met my eyes for a moment before looking away towards the bar.

“I… I’m submissive, Grace,” he said, so quietly I had to lean forward to catch every word. “Deeply submissive. It’s not just something I think about occasionally. It’s who I am, at least in my fantasies. I want Marcy to… to take control. Completely. I want her to cuckold me.”

I blinked, the word hanging in the air between us. Cuckold. I knew the term vaguely, something from the internet, crude jokes in bad taste, but hearing it from quiet, married Alan in this elegant hotel bar felt jarring.

“I’m not sure I understand,” I said carefully, keeping my tone neutral and professional, though my pulse had quickened. “Cuckold you? You mean… you want her to sleep with other men?”

He nodded, his face burning red now. “Yes. More than that. I want her to date them, to enjoy them openly, while I… wait. Or watch, sometimes. I want her to humiliate me about it. Tell me how much better they are, how inadequate I am. Lock me in chastity so I can’t… you know. And then make me… clean up afterwards.” His voice cracked slightly on the last part, but he pushed on, the words tumbling out now that the dam had broken. “She’s too scared to even consider it. Too vanilla. She’s shy and gentle, and I love that about her, but it means my fantasies stay just that, fantasies. I wank off to cuckold porn and stories every night, imagining her with a bigger, stronger man. It consumes me.”

I sat back slightly, crossing my long legs and letting the emerald dress ride up a fraction as I processed this. The confession was so raw, so unexpected from the unassuming colleague I’d worked beside all day. Part of me wanted to laugh it off as drunken nonsense, but the earnestness in his soft voice held me. I didn’t understand it. Not yet.

“Why, Alan?” I asked, genuinely puzzled. My green eyes searched his face. “Help me understand. What do you think you’d get out of something like that? It sounds… painful. Humiliating. Why would any man want his wife to be with someone else?”

He hesitated, then leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “That’s the thing. The humiliation is the point. It’s arousing. Exciting in a way nothing else is. When I imagine Marcy moaning for another man, a real man who’s confident and well-endowed and dominant… it makes me harder than anything we do together. I get off on the denial, the jealousy, the feeling of being lesser. It’s like surrendering control completely. In real life I’m quiet, I avoid conflict. But in this fantasy, I don’t have to be in charge at all. Someone else, Marcy, or the man she chooses, takes all the power. It feels freeing. Liberating. Like the ultimate trust and intimacy, even though it looks cruel from the outside.”

I tilted my head, my auburn hair slipping over one shoulder. The gin was warm in my stomach, and I could feel a subtle heat building lower down, unexpected and unwelcome. I pressed my thighs together discreetly under the table.

“But why involve Marcy specifically?” I pressed, my voice dropping further. “If it’s just fantasy, why not keep it private? Why risk hurting your marriage? And what about her? You said she’s shy. Would she even enjoy dominating you like that?”

Alan shook his head. “I don’t know if she would. That’s the problem. She’s bored, I think. I hear her sometimes, lying awake after I’ve… finished in the spare room. She deserves better sex, better excitement. A stronger man. Part of me wants her to discover that, to blossom with someone who can give her what I can’t. And yes, I want to be humiliated by it. To be made to watch, or wait at home knowing she’s out being fucked properly. To taste the evidence when she comes back to me.” His voice trembled with a mix of shame and excitement. “It’s twisted, I know. But it’s what I crave more than anything.”

I was quiet for a long moment, swirling the remains of my drink. The images he painted were vivid, unwelcome, and yet… they stirred something in me. I thought of Tom, my tall, muscular, powerful Tom, and tried to imagine him in Alan’s position. The idea was absurd. Tom taking orders? Tom watching me with another man? No. Absolutely not. Tom was an alpha through and through. He lifted me effortlessly, pinned me down, took charge in bed with that confident strength I loved. The thought of cuckolding him felt ridiculous. He’d laugh, or worse, be genuinely hurt.

Yet the idea of being the one in control… that landed differently. A tall, commanding woman like me, orchestrating pleasure and denial. Directing the scene. Owning the power. A flush crept up my neck as I imagined it, not with Tom, but in the abstract. The heat between my thighs grew more insistent. I shifted in my seat, suddenly aware of the lace of my underwear against my skin.

“I still don’t fully get it,” I admitted, though my voice had taken on a slightly huskier tone. “The appeal of being… replaced. Smaller. Inadequate. Most men would be devastated. What makes you different? Walk me through a typical fantasy. What exactly happens in your head?”

Alan, emboldened by my questions and the alcohol, obliged. He described it in halting but increasingly detailed terms; Marcy coming home late, her hair messy, lipstick smudged, telling him how a bigger, thicker cock had stretched her in ways he never could. Him on his knees, cleaning her with his tongue while she recounted every thrust. Being locked in a small cage, denied for weeks, only allowed release when she permitted it, often ruined, unsatisfying. The psychological surrender. The erotic pain of knowing she preferred someone else.

Each detail should have repelled me. Instead, I felt my nipples tighten against the fabric of my dress. My breathing had grown shallower. There was power in this dynamic, raw, feminine power, that spoke to the restless hunger I’d felt lying beside Tom at night. The part of me that wanted to command, to own, to push boundaries.

But Tom… No. Tom was built like a god, broad chest, thick arms, that commanding presence. He would never submit to being cuckolded. The very idea was laughable. Our sex life was frequent and intense precisely because of his natural dominance. I couldn’t picture him yielding that.

“I appreciate you trusting me with this, Alan,” I said finally, finishing my drink and signalling for the bill with a composed smile. “It’s… eye-opening. I won’t pretend I understand it completely, but I can see it means a lot to you. Marcy sounds lovely. Perhaps one day you’ll find the courage to talk to her gently about it.”

He looked relieved and mortified all at once. “Thank you, Grace. I’ve never told anyone. Please, this stays here.”

“Of course,” I reassured him, standing up smoothly. My long legs felt a little unsteady, not from the gin but from the unexpected arousal still simmering. “It’s late. We have an early start tomorrow. Get some rest.”

We said goodnight in the lobby, parting ways to our separate rooms. As I rode the lift alone, I leaned back against the mirrored wall and closed my eyes. Alan’s words replayed in my mind, the images of control, humiliation, a wife transformed into a sexual goddess while her husband served. My hand drifted unconsciously to the hem of my dress, pressing lightly against my thigh.

Tom would never go for it. Not in a million years.

But the idea itself… the sheer erotic charge of it… had woken something in me.

I stepped into my room, kicked off my heels, and stood for a long moment in front of the full-length mirror. Tall, elegant, commanding. A woman who could own such a dynamic, perhaps.

The thought lingered as I undressed for bed, far more heated than the productive but ordinary day should have left me.


Chapter 2

The hotel room was dark and quiet, the only sound the faint hum of the air conditioning and the distant murmur of city traffic far below. I lay on my back in the king-sized bed, staring up at the ceiling where faint patterns of light from the window danced across the white plaster. Sleep refused to come. My mind was too full of Alan’s trembling confession, the whisky-warmed words that had spilled out in that dimly lit bar alcove. Cuckold. Chastity. Clean up. The phrases repeated like a heartbeat, stirring something restless and unfamiliar deep inside me.

I turned onto my side, the cool sheets sliding over my long, bare legs. I’d slipped into a simple black silk camisole and matching shorts after my shower, but even the soft fabric felt too confining tonight. My body was warm, warmer than the room’s temperature could account for. I squeezed my thighs together, trying to ignore the lingering ache that had started in the bar and refused to fade. Tom. I thought of Tom, my strong, muscular husband, and tried to anchor myself in the familiar. He’d be home right now, probably asleep after his evening workout, his powerful chest rising and falling steadily. The image should have soothed me. Instead, it only sharpened the contrast with Alan’s words.

With a soft sigh, I reached for my phone on the bedside table. The screen’s glow was harsh in the darkness. Two-thirty in the morning. I should put it down and try to rest for tomorrow’s final sessions. But my thumb was already moving, opening the browser.

At first, I told myself it was simple curiosity. I typed “cuckold meaning” into the search bar, keeping the screen brightness low. Articles appeared, definitions from psychology sites, urban dictionary entries, forum threads. I read quietly, my green eyes scanning the text. It was more common than I’d realised. Husbands who derived intense pleasure from their wives’ infidelity. The erotic charge of humiliation, comparison, denial. Some called it a fetish of surrender; others a form of masochistic love.

Alan’s face flashed in my mind, his flushed cheeks, the way his soft voice had trembled with both shame and excitement as he described wanting Marcy to come home marked by another man. I shifted again, rolling onto my stomach. A subtle throb had begun between my legs. I kept reading.

Deeper into the rabbit hole I went. Forums where men shared detailed stories of watching their wives with bulls, stronger, thicker, more dominant lovers. The language was crude but vivid; wives moaning louder than they ever did for their husbands, creampies, locked cages, verbal degradation. I should have been disgusted. Part of me was. This wasn’t the loving, passionate dynamic I shared with Tom. Yet another part, a darker, hungrier part I’d only glimpsed in restless moments after sex, was fascinated. The power. The absolute control a woman could wield. To deny pleasure, to command, to transform her husband into something devoted and pathetic while she bloomed sexually. It was intoxicating.

My breathing had grown shallower. I scrolled further, one hand idly tracing the neckline of my camisole. “Female domination cuckold”, that search changed everything. Pages of blogs, guides, and personal accounts from dominant women. Goddesses, they called themselves. Women who trained their partners into willing slaves, who took lovers openly while keeping their men in chastity and service. I read about tease and denial, ruined orgasms, forced bi, sissification. The images in my mind were vivid; a confident woman like me, tall and elegant, standing over a kneeling man while another, stronger man fucked her senseless. Her husband watching, aching, grateful.

Heat pooled low in my belly. I pressed my hips subtly into the mattress, seeking friction. This is ridiculous, I thought. It’s just the gin and the late hour. But I couldn’t stop. My free hand slipped under the waistband of my silk shorts, fingertips brushing the soft skin of my mound. I was already damp. Wetter than I’d expected.

I hesitated for only a moment before typing “femdom porn.” The results were immediate and overwhelming. I tapped a popular site, ensuring the volume was off, and selected a video titled something like “Wife Cuckolds Husband with BBC Bull – Chastity Tease.” The thumbnail showed a tall, dominant-looking woman in lingerie straddling a caged man while a muscular black man stood behind her.

I hit play.

The scene unfolded silently on my screen. The woman was elegant, commanding, not unlike me in height and poise. She mocked her husband’s small cage, stroking the bull’s impressive cock while her husband whimpered. My fingers moved lower, parting my slick folds. A soft gasp escaped my lips as I circled my clit slowly. The woman on screen rode the bull with abandon, her moans clearly exaggerated for the camera, while her husband was forced to watch from the floor. She came hard, then made the husband clean her afterwards with his tongue.

My own fingers quickened. I imagined myself in her place, not with Tom, never with Tom, but with some faceless, powerful lover while a submissive man knelt nearby. The power rush was heady. I pictured Alan’s face for a moment, then pushed it away. This wasn’t about him. This was about me. About the commanding presence I already carried at work, now translated into the bedroom. Into life.

I slipped two fingers inside myself, curling them the way Tom did so expertly, but my mind supplied a different rhythm, slower, teasing, controlling. On the phone, another video auto-played; a femdom scene where the dominant wife pegged her husband while describing her dates with real men. Her muscular, lingerie-clad lover waited his turn. I bit my lip to stifle a moan as my palm ground against my clit. My long legs spread wider on the bed, the silk shorts pushed down to my thighs now. I was soaked, the wet sounds of my fingers faintly audible in the quiet room.

Emotions swirled as intensely as the pleasure. Curiosity had become raw arousal. Arousal fed a growing sense of rightness. This spoke to the restlessness I felt after nights with Tom, the desire for more than even his incredible strength and stamina could provide. Not because he lacked anything, but because I had depths of dominance he had never fully unlocked. I loved his muscular body, the way he could toss me around and fuck me senseless. But the idea of him yielding? Of me holding the leash? It made my core clench hard around my fingers.

I switched videos again, this time choosing a long compilation of cuckold humiliation. Woman after woman, tall, short, curvy, slender, took control. Some made their husbands wear panties. Others locked them away for months. All of them radiated that feminine power I now craved. My hips rocked against my hand as I imagined myself in those roles. Grace, the elegant marketing manager by day, a commanding Mistress by night. Ordering a man to his knees. Deciding when, or if, he could come. Taking a superior lover while my partner served us both.

The orgasm built rapidly, a coiling tension that made my toes curl and my free hand grip the sheets. I thought of Tom’s broad chest and powerful arms, then twisted the fantasy; those same arms bound, his proud cock caged, his blue eyes looking up at me with desperate submission. The image was wrong, impossible, and yet devastatingly arousing. I came hard, thighs trembling, a choked moan escaping as waves of pleasure crashed through me. My fingers kept moving through the aftershocks, drawing it out until I was gasping, spent but still buzzing.

I lay there afterwards, chest heaving, the phone screen glowing beside me with another paused video. Sweat cooled on my skin. The intensity of what I’d just done, masturbating furiously to femdom and cuckold porn in a hotel room while my devoted husband slept at home, should have brought guilt. Instead, I felt exhilarated. Alive. The restlessness that had plagued our perfect marriage now had a name, a shape, a direction.

Tom would never submit to being cuckolded. He was too alpha, too naturally dominant. Our sex was frequent and passionate precisely because of that dynamic. I couldn’t, wouldn’t, try to force something so alien onto him. The thought of hurting what we had terrified me.

But the fantasy… the power… it had awakened something I couldn’t simply switch off.

I glanced at the clock. Nearly four a.m. Tomorrow’s meetings loomed, yet sleep still felt distant. I dimmed the screen and opened another tab, searching for more. Guides on female-led relationships. Chastity devices. Psychological dominance. Each new article fed the fire.

By the time my eyes finally grew heavy, the phone was warm in my hand and my body deliciously exhausted. I drifted off with visions of tall, commanding women owning their worlds, and wondered, for the first time, what it might feel like to become one.

Morning light filtered through the large windows of the hotel restaurant, casting a crisp glow over the white tablecloths and polished silverware. I had slept surprisingly well after my late-night explorations, waking with a renewed sense of energy and a lingering heat from the images that had played across my phone screen. The restlessness that had plagued me for months now had a focus, and Alan, poor, unsuspecting Alan, had handed it to me on a silver platter.

He was already at our reserved table when I arrived, looking neat but distinctly uncomfortable in his charcoal suit. His mousy hair was combed flat, his glasses slightly askew, and his cheeks carried a faint flush even before I sat down. He avoided my eyes as I slid into the chair opposite him, crossing my long legs smoothly beneath the table.

“Good morning, Alan,” I said brightly, unfolding my napkin. “Sleep well?”

He cleared his throat, fiddling with his cutlery. “Er… not really. I… about last night. The bar. I’m sorry if I said too much. The whisky, you know. I didn’t mean to unload all that on you.”

I smiled, slow and deliberate, studying the way he squirmed. The memory of his trembling confession, combined with the heated videos I’d devoured afterwards, sent a fresh spark through me. “Nonsense. We’re colleagues, and it was a good conversation. Honest. I appreciated the trust.” I picked up the small menu, scanning it briefly. “Now, be a dear and go get me a coffee. Now.”

Alan blinked, caught off guard by the sudden shift in tone. “Erm, yes, sure. I can do that.”

I set the menu down and fixed him with an ice-cold stare, my green eyes narrowing just enough to convey displeasure. The restaurant hummed softly around us with other guests, but in our little corner it felt intensely private. “Excuse me? Yes, what?”

His face turned a deeper shade of red. He glanced around quickly, then mumbled under his breath, barely audible, “Yes… Mistress.”

A thrill ran through me at the words. I smiled warmly, leaning forward slightly so my auburn hair fell over one shoulder, and gave him a conspiratorial wink. “Good boy. Flat white, extra shot, no sugar. Off you go.”

He stood up quickly, nearly knocking his chair back, and hurried towards the self-service coffee station. As he walked away, I noticed the slight tent forming in the front of his trousers. The poor man was already aroused, just from that tiny exchange. The power felt electric, light, playful, and utterly intoxicating.

When he returned with the coffee, hands trembling just a little, I accepted it with a gracious nod. “Thank you. Now, more orange juice, please.”

“Erm, yes,” He caught himself this time, swallowing hard. “Yes, Mistress.”

I rewarded him with another smile and a playful wink as he scurried off again. By the time he sat back down, his face was burning and the bulge in his trousers was more pronounced. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, trying to hide it beneath the tablecloth.

We ate breakfast, smoked salmon and eggs for me, toast and fruit for him, with me occasionally issuing small commands in a low voice when the waiter was out of earshot. “Pass the pepper. Nicely.” “Refill my water glass.” Each time he responded with a mumbled “Yes, Mistress,” his voice growing softer and more obedient. The dynamic was deliciously absurd in the bright morning light of a business hotel, yet it felt completely natural to me. Alan, for his part, looked mortified but couldn’t hide his physical reaction.

After breakfast we moved into the final morning sessions with the client. In the conference room, everything remained professional. I led with my usual commanding poise, tall and elegant in my tailored navy suit. But in the brief moments when we were alone, collecting papers at the side table, or stepping into the corridor between meetings, I let the new tone slip through.

“These slides need reorganising, Alan. Quickly,” I snapped when no one else was near, my voice sharp and authoritative.

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered, fumbling with the laptop.

By midday, the pitch was wrapped successfully. The client was impressed, and we wrapped up with handshakes and promises of follow-up. As we headed back to our rooms to collect our bags for the return journey, I could feel Alan’s nervousness radiating off him. He kept stealing glances at me, equal parts embarrassed and eager.

The train back to London was half-empty in the early afternoon. We settled into our reserved table seats, facing each other. I kicked off my low heels under the table and stretched my long legs out.

“My feet are aching after all that standing and walking yesterday and today,” I said casually, wiggling my toes. “Be a good boy and give them a massage. Discreetly.”

Alan’s eyes widened, darting around the carriage. There were only a few other passengers, none nearby. “Here? On the train?”

I fixed him with that same cool stare. “Yes. Here. On the train. Or should we just stop?”

He swallowed visibly, then slid lower in his seat. Under the cover of the table, he reached for my right foot, his small, soft hands surprisingly gentle as he began to knead the arch. The sensation was pleasant, and the sight of him, this skinny, married colleague, obediently massaging my foot while his trousers strained sent another wave of arousal through me. I leaned back, watching him with half-lidded eyes.

“Both feet,” I instructed quietly. “And use your thumbs properly. Yes… like that. Good boy.”

He worked in silence, cheeks flaming, occasionally glancing up at me with a mix of shame and desperate excitement. I could see the tent in his lap clearly now. The poor thing was rock hard from something as simple as serving me. My mind wandered back to the videos from the night before, dominant women commanding far more humiliating acts, and I felt myself growing wet at the possibilities.

As the train hummed northward through the countryside, I kept him at it for nearly forty minutes, occasionally snapping soft corrections; “Harder there. Don’t slack.” Each “Yes, Mistress” from his lips sent a fresh thrill through me. This was just play, I told myself. Harmless fun with a willing participant who had confessed his desires. Tom would never submit like this, my strong, muscular husband would laugh at the idea or turn the tables instantly. But with Alan, it felt safe to explore. Safe, and dangerously addictive.

By the time we pulled into Euston, Alan looked thoroughly flustered and I felt more alive than I had in years. As we gathered our bags, I leaned in close and whispered, “This stays between us… But I think we both enjoyed that, didn’t we?”

He could only nod, mumbling another soft “Yes, Mistress” as we stepped onto the platform.

I certainly enjoyed it, and even if it meant nothing, I was glad I had the chance to relieve some of the tension from the trip.


Chapter 3

I arrived home just after seven, the front door clicking shut behind me with a familiar, comforting sound. The house smelled wonderful, garlic, herbs, and searing meat. Tom was in the kitchen, as he often was on nights when I returned from trips. He stood at the island counter in a fitted black t-shirt that stretched across his broad, muscular chest and a pair of grey joggers that hung low on his narrow hips. His powerful arms flexed as he chopped vegetables, the veins standing out along his forearms. Even after eight years, the sight of him still made my stomach flutter. Six-foot-three of solid, rugged masculinity, with that dark tousled hair and the strong jawline shadowed by a day’s stubble. My husband. My alpha.

“Hey, beautiful,” he called out without turning around, that deep, warm voice filling the space. “How was Manchester?”

I dropped my bag by the door and padded across the kitchen in my stockinged feet, my tall frame moving with the easy confidence that came from a successful trip. I wrapped my arms around him from behind, pressing my breasts against his broad back and inhaling the clean, masculine scent of him, soap, a hint of sweat from his evening workout, and something uniquely Tom.

“It was fine,” I said lightly, kissing the back of his neck. “Really productive. The client loved the pitch. I think we’ve got it in the bag.”

He turned in my arms, his big hands settling on my waist as he looked down at me with those piercing blue eyes. A crooked smile tugged at his lips. “Just ‘fine’? Come on, Grace. You usually give me the full debrief. Any drama? Did that quiet guy, Alan, right?, pull his weight?”

There it was. The perfect opening, yet I hesitated for a second, my fingers tracing the hard ridges of his abdomen through his shirt. Part of me wanted to keep the strange new energy from the trip locked away, a private thrill. But the images from my late-night phone session, combined with the delicious little power games I’d played with Alan on the train, refused to stay buried. I needed to test the waters.

I pulled back slightly and hopped up to sit on the edge of the kitchen island, crossing my long legs. The movement made my skirt ride up a little, and Tom’s gaze flicked down appreciatively before returning to my face.

“It was mostly fine,” I said, choosing my words carefully. “Alan was actually really helpful with the data. Quiet as always, but solid. We had dinner together on the first night and… well, we got talking. Personal stuff.”

Tom raised an eyebrow as he turned back to the stove, stirring the pan of sizzling steak strips with a wooden spoon. The muscles in his back and shoulders shifted impressively under the tight t-shirt. “Personal stuff? Sounds more interesting than ‘fine’ already.”

I watched him work, admiring the easy strength in his movements. “He opened up about his marriage. To Marcy. You remember her, we met them briefly at the summer barbecue? She’s very shy, sweet-looking. Anyway, it turns out things aren’t great there. I feel genuinely sorry for both of them.”

Tom glanced over his shoulder, curious but relaxed. “Sorry how? Money problems? Arguments?”

I shook my head, biting my lower lip for a moment as I searched for the right segue. My pulse had quickened. “Not exactly. It’s more… intimate. Sexual. Alan admitted he’s deeply submissive. He has these fantasies about Marcy cuckolding him, sleeping with other men while he’s left out, denied, humiliated even. But she’s too vanilla and scared to ever go there. He jerks off to it constantly, apparently, while she lies in bed alone feeling unwanted. It’s sad, really. They both seem stuck in this quiet, frustrated loop.”

Tom let out a low chuckle, seasoning the vegetables with a generous pinch of salt. The sound was rich and masculine. “Cuckolding? Bloody hell. That skinny bloke? I can’t picture it. Some guys are full of surprises.” He paused, flipping the steak, then added with a half-smile, “Doesn’t sound like a healthy way to run a marriage, though.”

“I know,” I replied, swinging one long leg gently. “I felt bad for Marcy especially. She sounds bored out of her mind, lying there night after night while he’s in the spare room wanking to porn instead of touching her. And Alan… he seemed so relieved just to say it out loud. Like he’s been carrying this huge secret. I told him it stays between us, obviously.”

Tom turned fully now, leaning back against the counter with his arms crossed over his powerful chest. The pose made his biceps bulge noticeably. He studied me with that calm, assessing look he sometimes got, interested, but not yet invested. “Interesting, I suppose. Takes all sorts. Can’t imagine wanting your wife to fuck someone else, though. I’d probably knock the bloke out.” He grinned, flashing that confident, crooked smile. “But each to their own, I guess. Poor sod.”

I smiled back, though my mind was racing. Tom’s casual dismissal was exactly what I’d expected. He was too strong, too naturally dominant to ever entertain the idea for himself. Yet hearing him acknowledge it at all sent a little spark through me. I pressed on gently.

“It made me think about us, actually,” I said, keeping my tone light. “We’re so lucky. Our sex life is still incredible. You know that. But listening to him… it highlighted how some couples drift into these weird, unfulfilled places. I just feel sorry for them. They clearly need some kind of help, whether it’s talking openly or… I don’t know. Something.”

Tom nodded thoughtfully as he plated up the food, perfectly cooked steak, roasted vegetables, and a simple salad. He carried the plates to the dining table with effortless grace for such a big man. “Yeah, communication is key. Sounds like they’re both too shy or scared to rock the boat. Shame. Marcy’s a pretty little thing from what I remember. She deserves better than nightly disappointment.”

We sat down to eat, the conversation flowing naturally onto other topics for a while, his day at the construction site, a funny story about one of the lads on his team, plans for the weekend. But every so often Tom would circle back with a casual titbit, almost as if testing the waters himself.

“Still,” he said between bites, “the psychology of it is fascinating. Blokes who get off on being second best. Can’t relate, but I get how the taboo might do something for some people.” He shrugged those massive shoulders. “As long as it’s consensual, I suppose. Live and let live.”

I watched him across the table, my elegant, commanding presence contrasting beautifully with his raw physical power. The seed was planted, small and tentative. He found it interesting. Not arousing, not yet, at least not that he’d admit, but enough to keep the conversation alive. I felt a quiet thrill of possibility. Not for cuckolding him. Never that. But for something adjacent. Something that might let me explore the dominant hunger Alan’s confession had awakened in me.

I reached across the table and squeezed his large, strong hand. “You’re right. We’re lucky.”

Tom squeezed back, his grip firm and possessive, sending a familiar warmth through me. “Damn right we are.”

As we finished dinner, the conversation drifted elsewhere, but the door had cracked open. I could already feel the ideas taking root in my mind, and perhaps, just perhaps, in his.

We cleared the plates together after dinner, the easy rhythm of eight years of marriage making the task companionable. Tom loaded the dishwasher while I wiped down the island, my tall frame moving gracefully beside his much larger one. The kitchen lights cast warm shadows across his muscular arms as he worked, highlighting the definition in his shoulders and the strong line of his back. I couldn’t help but admire him, my rugged, powerful husband who still made my pulse quicken.

As we poured ourselves glasses of red wine and moved to the living room sofa, the earlier conversation about Alan and Marcy lingered in the air like an unspoken invitation. I curled my long legs beneath me on the cushions, my auburn hair falling over one shoulder, and took a sip before deciding to push a little further.

“There’s something else I should tell you about the trip,” I said, keeping my voice casual but watching his reaction carefully. “After Alan’s confession in the bar, I… well, I played with it a bit. The next morning at breakfast, and then on the train home. I bossed him around. Told him to fetch my coffee, refill my juice. On the train I even made him give me a foot massage under the table.”

Tom paused with his wine glass halfway to his lips. Then he let out a deep, genuine chuckle, the sound rich and warm, crinkling the corners of his piercing blue eyes. “You did what? Bossed skinny Alan around? Christ, Grace. I can just picture his face. Bet the poor bloke didn’t know whether to shit himself or cream his trousers.”

I laughed softly, relieved by his amusement rather than disapproval. “He went bright red every time and mumbled ‘Yes, Mistress’ under his breath. It was strangely… fun. Empowering, even. He was rock hard the whole time, trying to hide it.”

Tom set his glass down on the coffee table and turned towards me, one powerful arm draping along the back of the sofa. His t-shirt rode up slightly, revealing a tempting strip of toned abdomen. “Bossy Grace, eh? I could get onboard with that at home, you know. You ordering me about for a change.”

My heart skipped. I tilted my head, studying him. “What do you mean exactly?”

He shrugged those massive shoulders, a boyish grin spreading across his strong-jawed face. “I’ve always liked you in charge sometimes. You know, when you wear that tight leather skirt to work functions, or those tall boots. Fuck, you look incredible like that. Tall, elegant, commanding. As a teenager I used to fantasise about dominant women. Leather, high heels, whips… the whole cliché. I’d jerk off thinking about some strict, sexy Mistress telling me what to do. Never really told you that before, have I? Guess it never came up. But yeah… the idea of you being properly bossy? I’m not against it.”

A rush of heat flooded through me. This was more than I’d expected. Tom, my muscular, alpha husband who could pin me to the bed with one hand, had submissive fantasies tucked away? The image of him on his knees, that powerful body yielding to me, sent a delicious throb between my thighs.

I set my wine aside and shifted closer, placing a hand on his thick thigh. “I want to try it,” I said, my voice lowering with excitement. “Not just play-acting. Really explore it. With you. I’ve been feeling this… need for more control lately. After hearing Alan talk, after researching it a bit myself… it excites me, Tom. The thought of you submitting to me. Being my good boy. My strong, muscular sex slave.”

Tom’s eyes darkened with clear interest. He reached out and traced a finger along my jaw, then down my neck, his touch possessive yet curious. “Your sex slave, huh? That sounds fucking hot, Grace. We could start slow. See how it feels.” He leaned in and kissed me deeply, his tongue claiming mine for a moment before he pulled back with a smirk. “As long as I still get to throw you around when I want to.”

I smiled, thrilled by his openness, but my mind was already moving to the next step, the idea that had taken root during my sleepless night and grown stronger during the journey home.

“There’s something else,” I said carefully, keeping my tone light and teasing. “While I was thinking about all this… I started wondering about Alan and Marcy again. Specifically about Marcy. She sounds so bored, so unfulfilled. And you… you’re incredibly charming when you want to be. Strong, confident, handsome as hell. How would you feel about… seducing her? Helping her discover what she’s missing. With my blessing, of course.”

Tom blinked, clearly surprised. He sat back a little, studying my face as if searching for the joke. “Seducing Marcy? Alan’s wife? The shy little admin girl?” He ran a hand through his dark hair, his bicep flexing with the motion. “That’s a big step, Grace. You’re serious?”

“I am,” I replied, holding his gaze. My long legs brushed against his as I shifted closer. “Think about it. You’d be giving her the excitement she craves. And Alan… he wants exactly this. His wife with a real man like you. It could be the perfect way for us to explore my dominant side, me directing things, controlling the situation, while you enjoy her. We’d be helping them, in a way. And it would let me see you in a new light… still my strong, powerful Tom, but following my lead.”

He was quiet for a long moment, swirling the wine in his glass. I could see the wheels turning, scepticism mixed with clear intrigue. His free hand rested on my knee, squeezing gently.

“It’s… interesting,” he admitted finally. “Risky as hell, but the thought of you orchestrating it? Of you getting off on me fucking another man’s wife while you hold the reins? Yeah, that’s doing something for me.” He gave me that crooked, confident grin again. “But we’d have to be careful. Talk it through properly. I’m not jumping into bed with her tomorrow.”

I leaned in and kissed him again, deeper this time, my body pressing against his solid chest. The conversation had opened doors I hadn’t fully anticipated, and the arousal humming through me was undeniable.

“We’ll take it slow,” I whispered against his lips. “But I think this could be exactly what we’ve both been missing.”

Tom’s big hand slid up my thigh, gripping possessively. For now, he was still very much in control. But I could already taste the shift on the horizon, and I hungered for it.

The conversation had left us both charged. Tom’s blue eyes were dark with lust as he pulled me upstairs, his large hand firm around mine. The moment our bedroom door closed, he was on me, kissing me hungrily, his powerful arms lifting me effortlessly as if I weighed nothing. I wrapped my long legs around his waist, feeling the hard ridge of his cock pressing against me through his joggers. We shed clothes quickly, my elegant blouse and skirt joining his t-shirt on the floor.

Tom laid me on the bed, his muscular body covering mine. The weight of him, the heat of his skin, the familiar strength in every movement, it was intoxicating. He kissed down my neck, sucking at the sensitive spot that always made me arch, then lower, capturing one nipple in his hot mouth while his thick fingers slid between my thighs, finding me already slick and ready.

But tonight my mind was elsewhere. As he positioned himself between my legs, his impressive cock nudging at my entrance, I cupped his face and looked into his eyes.

“Imagine it, Tom,” I whispered, my voice husky. “Imagine me in tight, shiny black latex. A corset hugging my waist, thigh-high boots, a whip in my hand. We’re all together… and I’m whipping Alan while you fuck Marcy.”

Tom groaned deeply as he pushed inside me in one smooth, powerful thrust, stretching me perfectly. I moaned, nails digging into his broad shoulders.

“Keep going,” he growled, starting to move.

“She’s on all fours in front of you,” I continued, my breath catching with every deep stroke. “Shy little Marcy, finally getting what she needs. Your big, thick cock stretching her tight pussy. She’s screaming for you, ‘More! Deeper, Tom, please!’ Her voice breaking as you pound her harder.”

Tom’s hips snapped forward, fucking me with renewed intensity. His muscular chest flexed above me, sweat already glistening on his skin.

“And I’m right there beside you,” I gasped, “in my latex, cracking the whip across Alan’s skinny arse. He’s on his knees, naked and pathetic, watching you claim his wife. I turn him into our little bitch servant. Make him crawl. Make him hold Marcy’s legs open for you. Whip him every time he looks away.”

“Fuck, Grace…” Tom’s voice was rough, his thrusts growing faster, deeper. The bed creaked beneath us.

I wrapped my legs tighter around him, pulling him in. “Fuck her harder, Tom. Imagine me ordering you. Fuck her harder.”

His eyes flashed with dark arousal. For a moment, the alpha in him yielded just enough. “Yes, Mistress,” he rasped, slamming into me with powerful strokes that made me cry out. “I’ll do whatever you tell me to do to her.”

The words sent a massive jolt through me. I clenched around him, my tall body writhing beneath his muscular frame.

“That’s my good boy,” I purred, raking my nails down his back. “Pound that shy little wife while I train her pathetic husband. Make her scream your name. Make Alan watch every inch of you disappearing inside her. Then, when you’re ready to come, you’ll pull out and feed it to him while I whip his balls.”

Tom groaned loudly, his rhythm turning almost feral. The fantasy clearly drove him wild, his powerful body serving my commands, even in play. I came first, hard and sudden, crying out as waves of pleasure crashed through me, my walls pulsing around his thick cock.

He followed moments later with a deep, guttural moan, burying himself to the hilt as he filled me, his muscular frame shuddering against mine.

We collapsed together, sweaty and breathing hard. Tom rolled to the side and pulled me against his broad chest, his strong arms wrapping around me protectively.

“Jesus, Grace,” he murmured, kissing my forehead. “That was intense. You really got me going with all that.”

I smiled against his skin, tracing the ridges of his abdomen. “Good. Because I think we’re only just getting started.”


Chapter 4

The office kitchen was quiet mid-morning, the kind of lull that only happened between the nine o’clock rush and the eleven o’clock coffee run. I stood by the counter, stirring a herbal tea I didn’t particularly want, when Alan slipped in. He closed the door softly behind him, his skinny frame tense in his slightly oversized shirt and tie. He’d been avoiding proper eye contact with me since we returned from Manchester, but today he clearly needed to speak.

“Grace, about the Q3 analytics report,” he began in his soft, hesitant voice, pushing his glasses up his nose. “I’ve cross-checked the figures against last month’s CRM data and there’s a discrepancy in the conversion tracking on the email campaign. I think it might be a tagging issue with the new platform. Should I flag it with IT or run another diagnostic first? I pulled the raw logs and…”

I wasn’t listening. Not really. My mind was still replaying the intense night with Tom, his powerful body moving over mine, the way he’d growled “Yes, Mistress” as he fucked me to the fantasy of seducing Marcy. The decision had crystallised between us over breakfast. We were going to do this. Slowly. Carefully. Deliciously.

I set my spoon down with a deliberate clink and interrupted him mid-sentence.

“Alan. Stop.”

He froze, mouth half-open, the work talk dying instantly.

“I told Tom everything,” I said calmly, my green eyes locking onto his. “About your confession on the trip. Your submissive desires. Your cuckold fantasies. All of it.”

Alan’s face drained of colour, then flushed crimson. He blinked rapidly, his hands gripping the edge of the counter as if to steady himself. “You… you what?”

I stepped closer, my tall, elegant frame towering over his slight one in the small kitchen space. My fitted charcoal skirt suit hugged my curves, the heels adding extra height and authority. “We’ve decided to help you. Tom is going to seduce Marcy. We’re going to make you a cuckold, just like you’ve always wanted.”

The silence that followed was thick. Alan stared at me, eyes wide behind his glasses, processing the words. His mouth opened and closed once, twice, before he finally managed a shaky whisper. “How?”

I smiled, slow and predatory, leaning one hip against the counter. “It may take time. We won’t rush it and scare her off. But how about a friendly four-way dinner? Just the four of us. No sex talk, no pressure. We’ll meet as new friends. Tom and I will be charming, normal. You and Marcy will relax. Let Tom and Marcy get to know each other naturally. He’s very good at that.”

Alan trembled visibly. A fine shiver ran through his narrow shoulders, and I noticed the front of his trousers beginning to strain. His breathing had grown shallow, excited. “It… it might actually work,” he murmured, almost to himself. “Marcy’s been so withdrawn lately. She might enjoy meeting a couple like you two. I could… I could ask her. Tonight.”

“Good boy,” I purred, the words slipping out naturally. A rush of power surged through me at his visible arousal and obedience.

I glanced at the closed kitchen door, then back at him. My voice dropped to a commanding whisper. “If we do this, Alan, it means you are mine to train. No one in the office can ever know. You will submit to me completely, whenever and however I choose. Is that okay?”

He swallowed hard, Adam’s apple bobbing. His cheeks burned scarlet. “Yes, Mistress,” he stammered, the words barely audible but filled with desperate longing.

A thrill shot straight between my thighs. I looked around the empty kitchen once more, confirming we were still alone, then pointed elegantly at the floor in front of me.

“Quickly. Kiss my feet before someone comes in.”

Alan hesitated for only a heartbeat, then dropped to his knees on the tiled floor with a soft thud. His trembling hands gently lifted my right foot, carefully removing the low heel. He pressed his warm lips to the top of my stockinged foot in a reverent kiss, then the other. The sight of this married, submissive man on his knees in the office kitchen sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. I let him linger for a few delicious seconds, feeling his hot breath through the sheer nylon.

“Enough,” I said softly, replacing my heel. “Stand up before we’re caught.”

He rose quickly, adjusting his trousers awkwardly over his obvious erection. His face was a picture of humiliated excitement.

I straightened my jacket and gave him a professional smile, as if we’d simply been discussing quarterly reports. “Send me Marcy’s availability this afternoon. We’ll make the arrangements.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered again, voice thick.

I turned to leave, pausing at the door. “Oh, and Alan? Keep thinking about Tom’s hands on your wife. It’ll make the wait sweeter.”

I stepped out into the corridor, leaving him flushed and trembling in the kitchen. My heart was racing with dark delight.

The Italian restaurant in the quiet corner of Islington was exactly the right choice, upscale but not intimidating, with soft lighting, crisp white tablecloths, and the gentle hum of conversation that allowed for private chats without feeling exposed. Tom had booked the table for four, and we arrived early to settle in. I wore a fitted emerald-green dress that accentuated my height and curves, while Tom looked devastating in a tailored navy shirt that stretched across his broad chest and powerful shoulders, the sleeves rolled up to show his thick forearms.

Alan and Marcy arrived a few minutes later. Alan looked neat but nervous in his usual charcoal suit, his eyes darting to me with that familiar mix of fear and excitement. But it was Marcy who drew the eye.

She was very pretty in a delicate, almost doll-like way. Tiny at barely five-foot-two, with a slight, skinny frame that made her look fragile next to Tom’s imposing height. Her chestnut-brown hair fell in soft waves around a heart-shaped face, and her large brown eyes were framed by long lashes. She wore a modest but flattering cream blouse and a knee-length navy skirt that hinted at gently curved hips and a narrow waist. A light flush already coloured her fair cheeks as she shook hands.

“Lovely to meet you properly,” Tom said warmly, his deep voice gentle as he towered over her. He held her small hand a moment longer than necessary, flashing that crooked, confident smile. “Grace has told me so much about you both.”

Marcy blushed instantly, a pretty pink spreading across her cheeks and down her neck. “It’s nice to meet you too,” she murmured, her voice soft and shy.

We took our seats; Tom and Marcy on one side of the square table, Alan and I on the other. From the very beginning, the dynamic split naturally. Alan and I fell into easy, boring shop talk about the latest office reorganisation and the endless Q3 reporting deadlines. We kept our voices low and professional, the perfect cover.

Meanwhile, Tom turned his full attention to Marcy.

“So, Marcy,” he said, leaning slightly towards her with genuine interest, “Grace mentioned you work in administration at a doctor’s surgery. That must be busy. What’s the strangest thing you’ve had to deal with this year?”

Marcy giggled, a light, nervous but delighted sound, and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Oh, you wouldn’t believe some of the patients. Last month a man came in convinced he’d swallowed a Lego brick as a child and it was still inside him…”

She relaxed visibly as Tom listened attentively, laughing at the right moments and asking follow-up questions that showed he was truly engaged. “And how do you unwind after days like that?” he asked, his blue eyes warm. “Any secret hobbies?”

Marcy played with her hair again, twisting a lock around her finger as she smiled. “I bake, mostly. Nothing fancy. Cakes, biscuits… Alan says I make the best lemon drizzle in London.” She glanced briefly at her husband, but her gaze kept drifting back to Tom.

“That’s brilliant,” Tom replied, his muscular forearm resting casually on the table near hers. “You’ll have to give me your recipe sometime. I do a decent Sunday roast, but my baking is shocking.”

The contrast was striking. On our side of the table, Alan and I droned on about spreadsheet formatting and stakeholder updates. He kept stealing glances across at his wife, his face flushed, trousers subtly tented beneath the tablecloth. I occasionally brushed my foot against his ankle under the table, a silent reminder, and he would mumble “Yes, that’s right” in response to whatever work comment I made.

Marcy, however, was blooming. The more Tom chatted, friendly, charming, never pushy, the more she opened up. She giggled frequently, a soft, melodic sound, and her constant hair-twirling betrayed her nerves and attraction. Her blushes came in waves, especially whenever Tom complimented her or laughed at one of her quiet jokes. At one point he leaned in to point something out on the menu, his broad shoulder nearly touching hers, and she looked up at him with wide, visibly smitten eyes.

“You two seem to have a lot in common,” I remarked lightly during a lull, smiling at them both.

Tom grinned. “Marcy’s far more interesting than I am. I just lift heavy things and boss builders around.”

Marcy laughed again, covering her mouth shyly, but the sparkle in her eyes was unmistakable. She was relaxing, genuinely enjoying herself, her small frame leaning slightly towards Tom’s powerful presence as the evening progressed. The wine helped, a couple of glasses loosening her shyness, but it was Tom’s easy confidence and focused attention that truly drew her in.

Alan, beside me, trembled with a potent mix of humiliation and arousal every time Marcy giggled at one of Tom’s stories. I reached under the table and gave his thigh a firm, possessive squeeze, leaning over to whisper in his ear while pretending to discuss quarterly targets.

“Watch how she looks at him,” I murmured. “This is only the beginning.”

Alan swallowed hard and nodded, whispering back, “Yes, Mistress.”

The starters came and went, then the mains, Tom helping Marcy choose the perfect pasta dish and teasing her gently about her spice tolerance. She blushed furiously but clearly loved every second. By dessert, the conversation between them flowed so naturally that Alan and I barely needed to contribute at all. Marcy’s laughter came more freely, her blushes softer but more frequent, and she kept playing with her hair, tucking it behind her ears only for it to fall forward again as she gazed at my handsome, muscular husband.

The evening was a resounding success. Friendly. Innocent on the surface. And charged with delicious possibility beneath.

As we said our goodbyes outside the restaurant, Tom gave Marcy a warm hug, his big arms enveloping her slight frame. She lingered just a fraction too long, cheeks flaming.

“We must do this again soon,” Tom said cheerfully.

“Yes,” Marcy replied softly, smiling up at him. “I’d like that very much.”

Alan stood beside me, trembling with excitement. The first step had been taken.

The front door had barely closed behind us before Tom’s hands were on me. The dinner had left us both simmering, the sight of shy little Marcy blushing and giggling at my husband’s every word had stoked something fierce in both of us. We barely made it upstairs. Clothes were shed in a trail down the hallway, and by the time we reached the bedroom I was already soaked.

I pushed Tom onto his back on our big bed, his powerful, muscular body sprawling across the mattress. God, he looked magnificent, broad chest heaving, thick cock standing hard and proud against his ridged abdomen. I climbed on top, straddling his hips, my long legs folding beside him. My tall, elegant frame hovered over his as I took his thick shaft in my hand and sank down onto him in one smooth, greedy motion.

“Fuck…” Tom groaned, his big hands gripping my hips as I took him to the hilt.

I started riding him hard, my hips rolling with commanding rhythm, my full breasts bouncing with every downward thrust. My auburn hair fell around my shoulders as I looked down at him, green eyes blazing with new authority. I reached forward and wrapped my fingers around his thick, muscular neck, squeezing just enough to make his eyes widen with dark pleasure.

“Tell me what you thought of her,” I demanded, my voice low and husky. I slapped his face lightly, not hard, but sharp enough to sting and assert control. “Marcy. Tell me the truth while I fuck you.”

Tom’s hips bucked up to meet me, his powerful body straining beneath mine. “She’s gorgeous,” he growled, voice rough with lust. “So tiny and shy… the way she kept blushing and playing with her hair. I want to fuck her, Grace. I want to bend that sweet little thing over and give her the pounding her husband never could. I want it all.”

I moaned loudly, grinding down harder, my wetness coating his thick cock. I slapped his face again, harder this time, then squeezed his neck possessively. “Good boy. What else do you want?”

Tom’s hands slid up to cup my breasts, but I batted them away and pinned his wrists above his head with one hand, or tried to; his strength easily overpowered mine if he wanted, but tonight he let me hold him there.

“I want to serve you,” he rasped, eyes locked on mine as I rode him. “Be your footstool sometimes. Kneel for you. I want you to spank me. Use me. Fuck, Grace… I want you to own me.”

The words sent a massive rush of heat through my core. I rode him faster, my long legs working, my tight pussy clenching around his cock.

“What else turns you on?” I panted, leaning down so my breasts brushed his chest. “Tell your Mistress everything.”

Tom hesitated for half a second, then confessed with a shy, aroused grin. “Sometimes… I like seeing muscular men in lacy lingerie. Big, strong bodies wrapped in something delicate and feminine. I’ve wondered what I would look like in it.”

I blinked, surprised for a moment, then a giddy, delighted laugh escaped me. The image of my rugged, muscular Tom in pretty lingerie flooded my mind and sent a fresh gush of arousal soaking his cock.

“Oh my God,” I breathed, grinning wildly. I lifted myself off his dick with a wet sound, ignoring his groan of protest, and scrambled to my underwear drawer. I found a delicate black lacy bra, one of mine, sized to stretch. It would be tight on his broad chest, but that was perfect.

“Come here,” I ordered, straddling his waist again.

Tom sat up slightly, his powerful torso flexing. I fastened the bra around his massive chest. The delicate black lace stretched taut over his heavy pecs, the straps digging slightly into his thick shoulders and traps. The contrast was breathtaking, raw masculine power wrapped in pretty femininity.

Tom looked down at himself, then up at me with a surprisingly soft smile. “I… like it,” he admitted, voice thick.

“Me too,” I panted, almost dizzy with excitement. “Fuck, you look incredible.”

I attacked him then, pushing him back down and impaling myself on his cock once more. I rode him with wild abandon, my hands roaming over the lacy bra, pinching his nipples through the delicate fabric while I slammed down onto him again and again.

“You’re going to wear pretty things for me,” I gasped between moans, another orgasm building rapidly. “All the lingerie you want. Bras, panties, stockings… my big, strong, muscular sex slave.”

Tom groaned loudly, his hands gripping my arse as I rode him through my first climax. My body shook, thighs trembling, pussy pulsing hard around him as I cried out.

I didn’t stop. I kept riding, chasing a second orgasm, then a third, my hands slapping his chest, tugging the bra straps, dominating every inch of his powerful body. Tom held back as long as he could, but eventually he broke with a deep, guttural roar, thrusting up hard as he filled me, his muscular frame shuddering beneath me in the lacy bra.

We collapsed together, sweaty and spent. I traced my fingers over the stretched lace still clinging to his broad chest and smiled against his neck.

“This is only the beginning, my love,” I whispered. “For all of us.”

Tom pulled me closer, still wearing the bra, and kissed the top of my head. “Yes, Mistress.”


Chapter 5

The past three weeks had passed in a delicious blur of calculated normalcy and simmering tension. What began as a single double date had blossomed into a budding friendship between the two couples. We met for drinks at cosy pubs, weekend lunches in the park, and even the occasional coffee. On the surface, everything appeared perfectly innocent, four adults enjoying each other’s company. Beneath it, the undercurrents were electric.

Tom and Marcy’s connection had deepened noticeably with every encounter. He was always attentive, drawing out her shy smiles and gentle laughter with his easy charm and confident presence. Marcy, in turn, lit up around him in a way she never did with Alan. Her blushes had become a constant, her small hands frequently playing with her hair whenever Tom was near.

Alan and I maintained our own private dynamic. In the office, I would issue quiet commands, making him fetch my coffee exactly how I liked it, or kneel briefly in the storeroom to kiss my shoes when the coast was clear. At home, he visited me twice while Tom was “working late,” crawling for me, barking like a pathetic dog, and spending long minutes with his face buried between my thighs as I denied him any release. The chastity cage I’d ordered online had arrived, and the sight of his skinny, locked-up cock straining helplessly never failed to amuse and arouse me.

But it was the budding connection between Grace and Marcy that proved most useful.

We had started meeting alone for wine every couple of weeks, just the two of us at a quiet bar near her surgery or a little wine bar in town. These evenings gave me the perfect opportunity to plant seeds while strengthening the friendship.

Tonight was one such evening. We sat at a small corner table with a bottle of crisp Sauvignon Blanc between us. Marcy looked lovely in a simple pale pink blouse that complemented her delicate features. Her chestnut hair was loose, and she sipped her wine with that perpetual touch of shyness.

“So,” I said, leaning forward with a conspiratorial smile, “how have things been with you and Alan lately?”

Marcy shrugged, a faint blush already rising. “The same, really. Comfortable. Quiet.” She hesitated, then added softly, “Sometimes I wonder if that’s all there is.”

I nodded sympathetically and launched into stories about Tom, painting our marriage in the most enviable light. “Tom is insatiable sometimes,” I said with a light laugh, swirling my wine. “Last night he had me three times before we even had dinner. The man has the stamina of someone half his age. Those big, strong hands… the way he can just pick me up and take me against the wall. It’s exhausting in the best possible way.”

Marcy listened intently, her large brown eyes wide. She played with the stem of her glass, cheeks growing pinker with every vivid detail I shared. I could see the jealousy flickering across her pretty face, a quiet yearning for the passion she clearly lacked at home.

“It sounds wonderful,” she murmured, almost wistful. “Alan is… sweet. But it’s not exactly like that. He’s often tired or distracted in the evenings.”

I reached across and squeezed her small hand. “You deserve more than ‘sweet’, Marcy. You’re young, beautiful, and full of life. A woman like you should be worshipped and ravished regularly.”

She giggled nervously, tucking her hair behind her ear, but I could tell my words had landed. The contrast between my tall, commanding presence and passionate marriage, and her quiet frustration with Alan, was becoming clearer to her with every conversation.

As we finished the second glass, I casually dropped the invitation.

“Tom and I were thinking of having a small barbecue at ours this weekend,” I said brightly. “The weather forecast is glorious, sunshine, not too hot. We’ve got the garden, the pool, plenty of food, good wine and beer. Just the four of us, nothing fancy. A bit of swimming, relaxing, chatting. Would you and Alan like to join?”

Marcy’s face lit up with genuine joy. Her eyes sparkled as she nodded eagerly. “That sounds perfect! I’d love to. I haven’t had a proper swim in ages, and your garden is so lovely. Thank you, Grace. Really.”

“Wonderful,” I replied, smiling warmly. “Tom will be thrilled too. He’s been talking about firing up the grill all week.”

We hugged goodbye outside the bar, Marcy still buzzing with excitement. As I watched her slight, skinny frame disappear down the street, I felt a deep sense of satisfaction. Everything was falling into place. The stage was set for the garden party, and Tom was more than ready to make his move.

That night, back home, I told Tom the good news while he was fresh out of the shower, a towel slung low around his powerful hips.

“They’re coming,” I said, sliding my hands over his broad, muscular chest. “Marcy could hardly contain herself.”

Tom’s blue eyes darkened with anticipation. He pulled me close, his big hands gripping my arse. “Good. I’ve been thinking about her constantly. That shy little smile… the way she looks at me.”

I kissed him deeply, then whispered against his lips, “This weekend, you seduce her properly. While Alan and I conveniently disappear for a fake work emergency. Make her yours.”

Tom’s cock hardened against me. “Yes, Mistress.”

The plan was in motion. By the end of the weekend, shy Marcy would no longer be untouched by my husband’s powerful body, and Alan’s cuckold fantasies would finally begin to become reality.

The afternoon sun bathed the garden in warm, golden light. The barbecue had been a resounding success so far, juicy burgers and sausages from the grill, fresh salads, chilled wine, and cold beers. Marcy looked absolutely stunning in a modest but flattering sky-blue bikini that showed off her petite, skinny frame. Her small perky breasts and narrow waist were highlighted beautifully, and the slight flush on her fair skin from the sun and wine made her even prettier. She kept stealing glances at Tom, who looked every inch the powerful hunk in just swim shorts, his muscular chest and broad shoulders on full display.

I wore a sleek black bikini that accentuated my long legs and commanding height, while Alan sat awkwardly in his baggy shorts, trying and failing to hide his frequent erections.

We were halfway through dessert, fresh strawberries and cream, when my phone rang on the table. I glanced at the screen and smiled inwardly. Right on cue.

“It’s Sarah from work,” I said, frowning slightly for effect as I answered. I put it on speaker for a moment so the others could hear the fabricated urgency.

“Grace, I’m so sorry to call on a Saturday,” Sarah’s voice came through, perfectly rehearsed. She was an old friend fully in on the plan and enjoying her role. “The client has gone nuclear over the Q3 projections. The numbers are completely off and they’re threatening to pull the contract unless we fix it today. I need you and Alan, he’s the only one who knows the raw data inside out.”

I sighed dramatically, exchanging a look with Alan. “Of course. We’ll sort it. Give us thirty minutes to get changed and we’ll jump on it.”

I hung up and turned to the group with an apologetic expression. “I’m so sorry about this. Work emergency. Alan, I’m going to need your help with the numbers. We should head in quickly.”

Alan nodded, his face a mixture of disappointment and barely concealed excitement. “Of course. Duty calls.”

Marcy looked visibly crestfallen for a moment, but Tom placed a reassuring hand on her small shoulder, his touch lingering. “Don’t worry. You two go and save the day. I’ll look after Marcy. We can finish the wine, have a swim, and keep the barbecue going. No point wasting this beautiful weather.”

Marcy blushed deeply at his touch but smiled gratefully up at him. “Thank you, Tom. That would be lovely.”

We excused ourselves and hurried inside to change. Within ten minutes, Alan and I were dressed in smart-casual clothes and heading out to the car. As I started the engine and pulled away from the house, the atmosphere inside the car shifted immediately.

Alan fidgeted in the passenger seat, glancing back towards the house. “Where are we actually going?” he asked, voice trembling with anticipation.

I smiled, keeping my eyes on the road. “Your place. Marcy isn’t home and we have a few hours.”

Alan gulped audibly. I had packed a large discreet bag in the boot earlier that morning; a riding crop, a couple of leather whips, nipple clamps, wrist and ankle restraints, a generous bottle of lube, and my new strap-on harness with a thick, realistic dildo. The toys had arrived over the past week, and I was eager to introduce Alan to them properly.

He noticed the bag when I glanced at it in the rear-view mirror. His eyes widened, but the front of his trousers was already tenting noticeably. His skinny cock was clearly straining against the fabric.

“You’re going to be a very good boy for me today,” I said calmly, one hand resting on his thigh as I drove. “While Tom is busy seducing your wife in my pool and garden, you’re going to learn what real submission feels like.”

Alan let out a shaky breath, his voice barely above a whisper. “Yes, Mistress.”

The drive to his and Marcy’s modest semi-detached house felt charged with electricity. By the time we pulled up and stepped inside the quiet, empty home, Alan was trembling with a potent mix of nerves and desperate arousal. I carried the heavy bag of toys in one hand, feeling powerful and completely in control.

“Bedroom,” I ordered, my voice sharp. “Strip. Kneel. We have several hours before we need to ‘return’ from our fake emergency.”

Alan obeyed instantly, leading the way upstairs as the first real stage of his training.

The door to Alan and Marcy’s modest bedroom clicked shut behind us, sealing us in quiet privacy. Sunlight filtered through the half-drawn curtains, casting soft patterns across the neatly made double bed. Alan stood trembling in the centre of the room, his skinny frame already flushed with anticipation and fear. I set the large bag of toys down with a deliberate thud and turned to him, my tall, commanding presence filling the space.

“Strip. Everything. Then kneel in the centre of the floor.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered, his voice shaky. He fumbled with his clothes, revealing his pale, narrow chest, slim hips, and the small chastity cage I had locked him in days earlier. His cock strained helplessly against the plastic, a tiny bead of precum already leaking. Once naked, he dropped to his knees, hands behind his back, head lowered.

I took my time unpacking. The riding crop, two leather whips (one thin and stinging, one heavier), a ball gag, nipple clamps, restraints, lube, gloves, and the thick strap-on dildo with harness. Alan’s breathing grew ragged as each item appeared.

I changed quickly into a black lace bra and matching panties, then stepped into the strap-on harness, tightening the thick, veined dildo so it jutted obscenely from my hips. I looked powerful, dominant, exactly how I felt.

“Open your mouth.”

Alan obeyed. I buckled the ball gag tightly between his teeth, the large red ball stretching his jaw. He whimpered around it, already drooling slightly.

“Tonight you’re going to take everything I give you while Tom is probably already seducing your sweet little wife. Understand?”

He nodded frantically, eyes wide.

I started with the crop. A dozen sharp, stinging strokes across his chest and thighs left bright red welts. Alan jerked and moaned into the gag with each impact. Then I moved behind him.

“Bend forward. Forehead to the floor. Arse up.”

He presented himself beautifully, skinny arse raised, back arched. I picked up the thinner leather whip.

The first hard lash landed across both cheeks with a sharp crack. Alan screamed into the gag, the sound muffled but raw. His whole body jolted forward. I didn’t pause. Lash after lash rained down, ten, fifteen, twenty, each one harder than the last. His pale skin turned crimson, then deep purple in places. Angry welts criss-crossed his arse and upper thighs. Alan was panting heavily through his nose, tears streaming down his face, screaming continuously into the gag with every brutal strike. His muffled cries grew hoarse, desperate.

“Pathetic,” I laughed, my own arousal soaking my panties. “Screaming like a little bitch while your wife is probably getting her first proper fuck from a real man.”

I switched to the heavier whip. The impacts were deeper, thudding. Alan’s screams became broken sobs. His body shook violently, sweat mixing with tears. After thirty strokes his arse was a mess of welts and bruising. He was gasping, drooling heavily around the gag, barely able to hold position.

I dropped the whip and grabbed the lube. “Time to fuck you.”

I slicked the thick dildo generously and pressed the head against his twitching, whipped hole. Alan whimpered in anticipation and fear. I pushed forward steadily, stretching him open. He screamed again into the gag as inch after inch sank into his tight arse. Once fully buried, I gripped his narrow hips and began to thrust, hard, deep, relentless.

The sound of my hips slapping against his bruised arse filled the room. Alan panted and moaned, his caged cock dripping onto the carpet beneath him. I fucked him mercilessly, reaching around to flick his clamped nipples, tugging the chain until he howled.

“You love this, don’t you?” I growled, pounding him faster. “Getting fucked while Tom claims Marcy.”

I pulled out suddenly, leaving him gaping and whimpering, then snapped on a black latex glove. I poured lube liberally over my fingers and his ruined hole.

“Let’s see how much you can really take.”

I worked one finger in easily, then two, then three. Alan was panting like an animal, pushing back despite the pain. I added a fourth, scissoring and stretching. His muffled screams were constant now. I formed a fist and began pushing.

“Come on, you little slut,” I laughed through gritted teeth, applying steady pressure. His ring resisted, stretching obscenely around my knuckles. Alan screamed louder than ever, body shaking violently. I pushed harder, twisting my wrist, but his tight arse simply wouldn’t yield to my full fist. I laughed again, delighted by the struggle, pressing and retreating, pressing again, enjoying his broken sobs and desperate panting.

“Too pathetic even for my fist,” I taunted, finally withdrawing my hand. “Maybe next time.”

I removed the gag so I could hear his raw, hoarse voice.

“Please… Mistress…” he gasped, drooling.

I repositioned him on his back, legs spread wide, and mounted him again with the strap-on, fucking him face-to-face so I could watch his tear-streaked, humiliated expression. I rode him hard until I came once, grinding the base of the dildo against my clit.

Finally, after nearly two hours of relentless use, I pulled out and removed the harness.

“You’ve earned a reward. On your knees.”

Alan crawled forward weakly, his arse a blazing, welted mess. I sat on the edge of the bed, extending one elegant, bare foot.

“Wank that useless caged cock onto my feet. Make it quick.”

He didn’t need telling twice. Desperate and broken, he unlocked the cage with trembling fingers (I’d given him the key for this moment). His small cock sprang free, angry red and leaking. He stroked frantically, eyes fixed on my long, perfect feet.

Within a minute he was whimpering, hips jerking. “May I… please, Mistress?”

“Come,” I commanded.

Alan cried out as he erupted, thick ropes of cum splattering across my toes and the top of my foot. He milked himself dry, shuddering with the most intense orgasm he’d had in weeks.

When he finished, I lifted my cum-covered foot to his mouth.

“Clean every drop.”

He licked obediently, humiliated and grateful, until my foot gleamed.

I stroked his tear-stained cheek almost tenderly. “Good boy. Tom should be balls-deep in your wife by now. We’ll give them another hour before we ‘return’.”

Alan collapsed against my leg, spent and utterly owned.


Chapter 6

The garden was peaceful once Grace and Alan had driven off for their fabricated work emergency. The afternoon sun hung warm and golden overhead, and the only sounds were birdsong and the gentle lapping of water in the pool. Tom and Marcy were left alone.

They had settled back onto the shaded patio furniture with fresh glasses of chilled white wine. Marcy sat with her slim legs tucked beneath her, still in her sky-blue bikini, looking every bit the delicate beauty. Tom lounged opposite her, his powerful, muscular torso bare and tanned from the sun.

“You know, I can’t believe you watch The Great British Bake Off too,” Tom said with a deep, rumbling laugh. “Grace thinks it’s too tame, but I love it. That episode last week with the technical challenge, the poor woman whose custard collapsed? I was shouting at the telly.”

Marcy giggled, covering her mouth shyly at first, then relaxing into a proper laugh. “I know! I was yelling at mine too. Alan doesn’t get it at all. He just sits there on his phone.” Her large brown eyes sparkled as she looked at him. “I love the soggy bottom jokes. They never get old.”

They spent the next twenty minutes deep in playful conversation about the show, swapping favourite contestants and laughing over disastrous bakes. Marcy’s shyness melted away in Tom’s easy, confident presence. She played with her chestnut hair, twirling it around her finger, and her blushes came frequently, especially when Tom’s blue eyes lingered on her.

Eventually the heat of the sun grew stronger.

“Shall we have a swim?” Tom suggested, standing up. His tall, broad frame cast a long shadow over her.

Marcy nodded eagerly. They slipped into the cool water together. At first they swam and splashed lightly, but it soon turned playful. Tom lifted her effortlessly by the waist and tossed her gently into the deeper end, making her squeal with delight. She retaliated by trying to dunk him, her small hands pressing against his solid chest, though she barely made him budge. Their laughter echoed across the garden as they chased each other through the water.

After a while they climbed out, dripping and smiling. Marcy glanced up at the sun and frowned slightly, touching her shoulder.

“I’m going to burn if I’m not careful,” she said, a touch of worry in her soft voice. “My skin is so pale. I should probably put more lotion on.”

Tom’s gaze moved appreciatively over her petite body. “I can help with that, if you like.”

Marcy hesitated, biting her lip, then nodded. “That would be… nice. Thank you.”

She spread her towel on the sun lounger and lay face down, her slim back and the curve of her small bottom presented to him. Tom knelt beside her, squeezing a generous amount of coconut-scented lotion into his large, strong hands. He started at her shoulders, rubbing the lotion in with slow, firm strokes. Marcy sighed softly at the contact, her body relaxing under his touch.

His hands moved lower, gliding down her back. When he reached the waistband of her bikini bottoms, he didn’t stop. His palms cupped her buttocks gently but possessively, massaging the lotion into the soft, untouched skin. Marcy gasped sharply at the intimate contact, her small body tensing for a moment.

Then she sighed, long and deep, melting into the lounger.

Tom continued, his thumbs brushing the sensitive crease where her arse met her thighs. Marcy’s breathing had grown noticeably quicker.

After a few moments, she made a decision. She lifted her head, glanced nervously towards the empty house, then turned over onto her back. With trembling fingers, she reached behind her neck and untied her bikini top, letting the blue fabric fall away to reveal her small, perky breasts with their pale pink nipples.

“They… they need lotion too,” she whispered nervously, her cheeks burning crimson as she avoided his eyes.

Tom stared down at her, his blue eyes dark with desire. For a long moment he simply drank in the sight of shy little Marcy offering herself to him. Then he squeezed more lotion into his hands and began to rub it over her breasts. He took his time, cupping the soft mounds, his thumbs circling her hardening nipples. Marcy whimpered quietly, arching slightly into his touch.

His hands eventually slid lower, gliding over her flat stomach until they slipped beneath the waistband of her bikini bottoms. Marcy’s legs parted instinctively as one thick finger found her already slick clit and began rubbing slow, firm circles.

“Oh…” she breathed, biting her lip hard.

Tom leaned over her, his muscular body casting a shadow across her slight frame. His voice was low and rough with need.

“I want to fuck you, Marcy.”

She looked up at him, eyes wide and glazed with arousal. She glanced once more towards the house, clearly thinking of Alan, then back to Tom’s handsome, powerful face. After a heartbeat’s hesitation, she nodded.

“I want that too,” she whispered, her voice barely audible but filled with desperate honesty.

Tom smiled, slow and predatory, as he hooked his fingers into her bikini bottoms and began to slide them down her smooth legs.

Tom slid Marcy’s bikini bottoms down her slim legs and tossed them aside. She lay completely naked on the sun lounger, her petite, pale body trembling with nervous excitement under the warm afternoon sun. Her small breasts rose and fell rapidly, pink nipples stiff, and her smooth, shaved pussy glistened with arousal. She looked so delicate, so fragile compared to Tom’s towering, muscular frame.

He stood up, hooked his thumbs into his swim shorts, and pushed them down. His thick, heavy cock sprang free, long, veined, and rock-hard. Marcy’s eyes widened at the sight.

“Oh my God…” she whispered, a mix of awe and slight fear in her voice. Alan was nowhere near this size.

Tom gave her a reassuring yet hungry smile. “Don’t worry, beautiful. I’ll go slow at first.”

He knelt between her spread legs on the wide lounger and leaned down, kissing her deeply. Marcy moaned into his mouth, her small hands clutching at his broad shoulders. His tongue dominated hers as one of his large hands slid between her thighs, thick fingers stroking her slick folds. She was soaking. He circled her clit with expert pressure, then slipped two fingers inside her tight entrance. Marcy gasped and arched, her hips bucking instinctively.

“You’re so wet already,” Tom murmured against her neck, pumping his fingers slowly. “Such a tight little pussy.”

Marcy whimpered, her usual shyness cracking. When Tom curled his fingers and hit a spot deep inside her, her eyes rolled back and a loud, needy moan escaped her lips.

Tom didn’t waste time. He positioned the thick head of his cock at her entrance and pushed forward. Marcy’s mouth fell open in a silent cry as he stretched her. Inch after inch sank in, filling her completely in a way she had never experienced. The fullness was overwhelming.

“Fuck… Tom… you’re so big,” she gasped, nails digging into his muscular arms.

He gave her a moment to adjust, then began to thrust, slow, deep strokes that made her small body jolt. Marcy’s legs wrapped around his waist as best they could, her heels pressing into his powerful back. With every thrust her moans grew louder, less inhibited.

“Yes… oh God, yes…”

Tom’s pace increased. The sound of his heavy balls slapping against her arse filled the garden. He gripped her narrow hips and drove deeper, his muscular torso flexing above her. Marcy’s head thrashed from side to side. Something inside her was breaking open. Years of quiet, unsatisfying sex with Alan were being obliterated with every powerful stroke.

“Harder,” she suddenly begged, her voice hoarse. “Please, Tom… fuck me harder.”

Tom grinned and obliged. He hooked his arms under her knees, folding her petite body in half, and pounded into her with raw strength. Marcy screamed in pleasure, her small breasts bouncing wildly. Her usual gentle, reserved demeanour shattered. She became almost feral, clawing at his back, bucking her hips up to meet his thrusts, cursing and moaning like a woman possessed.

“Fuck me! Oh shit, yes! Don’t stop!”

Tom suddenly pulled out, making her whine in protest. He stood up, lifting her tiny body effortlessly with one powerful arm wrapped around her waist. Marcy gasped as he held her suspended in the air, her legs dangling, her slick pussy hovering above his thick cock. With one hand he guided himself back inside her and lowered her down, impaling her completely.

“Oh my fucking God!” she cried out, eyes wide with shock and ecstasy.

Tom held her entire weight with one arm as if she were nothing, his bicep bulging, and began bouncing her up and down on his cock. Marcy’s arms wrapped around his thick neck, her small body slamming down repeatedly onto his massive shaft. The position was obscene, her tiny frame completely at the mercy of his strength. She buried her face in his shoulder, screaming with every deep penetration.

“You’re so deep… I can feel you in my stomach!” she wailed.

Tom growled, walking a few steps with her still impaled before pressing her back against the garden wall for better leverage. He fucked her hard against it, hips snapping upwards, his muscular thighs powering every thrust. Marcy’s legs kicked helplessly in the air as she came violently for the first time, her whole body convulsing, pussy gushing around his cock as she screamed loud enough for the neighbours to potentially hear.

Tom didn’t slow down. He carried her back to the lounger, laid her on her front, and pulled her hips up so she was on all fours. He mounted her from behind, his large body covering her slight one, and drove in balls-deep. Marcy pushed back against him like a bitch in heat, completely broken out of her shell.

“More! Fuck me like Alan never could!” she cried, the words spilling out unfiltered.

Tom reached around and rubbed her clit while pounding her, his heavy balls slapping rhythmically. Marcy came again, harder this time, her arms giving out so she collapsed onto her chest with her arse still raised high. Tom kept fucking her through the orgasm, grunting with effort and pleasure.

He flipped her onto her back once more, lifted both her legs over his broad shoulders, and folded her in half. The new angle let him slam even deeper. Marcy’s eyes were glazed, her mouth open in a constant moan. Sweat glistened on her pale skin. She looked utterly ruined and blissed out.

“I’m going to come inside you,” Tom warned, his thrusts becoming erratic.

“Yes! Fill me! Please, Tom!” she begged, her voice raw.

With a deep, animalistic groan, Tom buried himself to the hilt and erupted. Thick ropes of cum flooded her tight pussy. Marcy came one final time at the feeling of being filled so completely, her walls milking every drop from him.

They stayed locked together for long minutes, panting heavily. Tom finally pulled out, a thick trail of his cum leaking from Marcy’s well-fucked pussy. She lay sprawled on the lounger, legs spread obscenely, chest heaving, a dazed, satisfied smile on her flushed face.

“Fuck…” she whispered, almost laughing in disbelief. “That’s what sex is supposed to feel like? I’ve never… I didn’t know…”

Tom leaned down and kissed her tenderly, then more possessively. “There’s a lot more where that came from, beautiful.”

Marcy reached up, running her small hands over his muscular chest, still catching her breath. The shy, reserved wife who had arrived that afternoon was gone. In her place was a woman awakening to real desire, and she already craved more of Tom.

Meanwhile, across town, Grace was putting the finishing touches on Alan’s training, completely unaware of just how thoroughly her husband had claimed Marcy… or how eagerly the shy young woman had surrendered.

Tom kissed Marcy’s forehead tenderly, his muscular body still pressed against her petite frame on the sun lounger. “I’m going to grab us some cold water from the kitchen,” he murmured, his deep voice warm. “Stay right there and get ready for round two, beautiful.”

Marcy giggled, a bright, girlish sound that was utterly unlike her usual reserved self. She stretched languidly on the lounger, naked and glowing, her small breasts flushed and her thighs still slick with their combined juices. “Hurry back,” she whispered, biting her lip.

Tom smiled and headed inside. Once in the kitchen, he quickly downed a glass of water himself, then pulled out his phone and texted Grace;

Done. She’s hooked. Come home whenever you’re ready. We’re moving to the bedroom soon.

He sent it, deleted the message for good measure, and returned to the garden with two cold bottles.

The afternoon stretched into hours of pure, uninhibited pleasure. Tom fucked Marcy on the lounger again, then bent her over the patio table. He took her in the pool, holding her tiny body effortlessly against the edge as she clung to him and came with loud, shocked cries. Each time she grew more confident, more demanding, her shyness completely burned away by the intensity of real sex.

Eventually, as the sun began to dip lower, they moved inside to the master bedroom. Tom laid her on her marital bed and took her again, slow and deep this time, savouring every gasp and whimper.

Marcy suddenly tensed beneath him, glancing anxiously at the bedroom door. “Tom… what if Grace and Alan come back? They could walk in any minute.”

Tom kept thrusting steadily, his powerful hips rolling. “Relax, sweetheart. Grace would call first if they were on their way. She said they might stop at the shops afterwards anyway. We’ve got time.”

Reassured, Marcy moaned and wrapped her slim legs around him again. Tom fucked her thoroughly on the bed, missionary, then doggy, then with her riding his thick cock, her small hands braced on his muscular chest as she bounced with increasing enthusiasm.

He was buried deep inside her, pounding steadily, when the bedroom door suddenly swung open.

Grace stood there, Alan just behind her. Her green eyes widened in perfect feigned shock and hurt. “Tom?! Marcy?!”

Marcy let out a horrified squeak, trying to cover herself, but Tom was still deep inside her. She immediately turned her wide, panicked eyes toward Grace rather than her own husband.

“I’m so sorry, Grace!” she cried, voice trembling. “Please forgive me, it just happened. I didn’t mean for this…”

Tom slowly pulled out, his thick cock glistening, and sat back on his heels. “It just happened,” he said, sounding convincingly guilty. “One thing led to another…”

Grace stood frozen for a long moment, then let out a heavy sigh. She stepped further into the room, her tall, elegant frame commanding attention even now. “I… I kind of understand. Given how pathetic Alan can be in bed, I suppose.”

Alan flushed deeply but said nothing, his eyes glued to his wife’s well-fucked body and the cum leaking from her.

Grace continued, her voice calmer. “But I need to know, is this just sex? Not love?”

Tom nodded immediately. “Just sex. I swear.”

Marcy, still flushed and breathing hard, nodded too. “Yes. Just sex. I’m so sorry, Grace. It won’t happen again, I promise.”

Grace’s expression softened. She sat on the edge of the bed and took Marcy’s small hand. “Girls have to stick together. If it really is just sex… then it’s fine. You deserve to feel good, Marcy. You’ve been bored for too long.”

Marcy hesitated, clearly conflicted. “I don’t know… this feels wrong.”

Alan suddenly stepped forward, his voice trembling with excitement. “Please, Marcy. Don’t stop. I’m submissive. I want you to cheat. I’ve fantasised about this for years.”

Marcy stared at him, unconvinced. “Alan… really?”

Grace looked at Alan with a predatory smile, then back at Marcy. “How about a trade? I’ve always wanted to try my hand at proper domination. But I can’t exactly dominate someone like Tom, can I?” She glanced at her muscular husband with a fond, amused look. Marcy followed her gaze and giggled despite herself.

“But a pathetic little loser like Alan?” Grace continued smoothly. “That’s different.”

Marcy’s eyes began to sparkle with sudden interest, a new, darker curiosity dawning.

She turned to Alan. “Is that really what you want?”

Alan nodded eagerly. “Yes. Please.”

Marcy bit her lip, then slowly nodded. “Okay… if that’s truly what you both want.”

Grace smiled brilliantly. “Wonderful. You two stay in bed as long as you like. Enjoy yourselves.” She took Alan firmly by the hand and led him out of the bedroom, closing the door behind them.

They had barely reached the hallway when they heard Marcy’s bright, delighted giggle from inside the room, followed by the unmistakable sound of the bed creaking again.

Alan mouthed a silent “Thank you” to Grace, his face filled with desperate gratitude.

Grace grinned, squeezing his hand. “Don’t thank me yet.”

She led him downstairs, already imagining all the delicious ways she would break him further, while Tom continued claiming his wife upstairs.


Chapter 7

The following weeks settled into a new, thrilling rhythm. Tom visited Marcy’s house two or three times a week during the day while Alan was at work. Sometimes they met at ours when the house was empty. The affair was passionate and frequent. Marcy had transformed almost overnight from the shy, reserved wife into a woman discovering her own desires. Tom would text me afterwards with brief, filthy updates that left me smiling at my desk.

Meanwhile, Alan became a regular visitor to me. He would arrive at our house straight from the office or during his lunch breaks, trembling with anticipation and fear. These sessions were becoming the highlight of my day.

One warm Thursday evening, Alan knelt naked in our living room, his skinny arse still bearing the fading welts from our last session. I sat on the sofa in a silk robe, my long legs crossed, sipping a glass of wine as he recounted the latest developments in a hesitant voice.

“Marcy… she still hasn’t let me eat her after Tom finishes,” he admitted quietly, cheeks burning. “She says she’s not ready for that yet. But she has been really interested in seeing my backside after I’ve been with you. Last night she made me drop my trousers and show her the marks. She stared for ages, then got this strange little smile on her face.”

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “And how did that make you feel?”

“Humiliated,” Alan whispered. “But incredibly hard.”

I smiled and took another sip. “Good. And do you still fuck her yourself?”

Alan hesitated, then nodded. “Yes, Mistress. Quite a lot, actually. Since she started seeing Tom… I’ve been horny all the time. I’ve stopped wanking completely, it feels wrong now, so when I’m home and she’s still turned on from thinking about him, we end up having sex. It’s better than before. She’s more… into it.”

I set my wine glass down with a sharp click. My expression cooled. “I see.”

Alan noticed the change in my tone immediately and shifted nervously on his knees. “Is… is that a problem, Mistress?”

I stood up slowly, towering over his kneeling form. “Yes, Alan. It is. You’re supposed to be becoming my submissive. My cuckold. Not still playing happy husband at home with your wife’s pussy. That stops now.”

He swallowed hard but said nothing, his small cock twitching visibly.

On his next visit two days later, I was ready for him. Alan let himself in with the key I’d given him and found me waiting in the bedroom, dressed in a tight black corset, stockings, and heels. On the bed lay a shiny new metal chastity cage, small, secure, and uncompromising.

“Strip,” I ordered.

Alan obeyed quickly, folding his clothes neatly. When he was naked, I held up the cage, letting the cold steel catch the light.

“From now on, this is your new reality,” I told him, my voice firm. “Your cock belongs to me. No more fucking Marcy. No more wanking. Only denial and whatever pleasure I decide to allow you.”

Alan stared at the device, breathing faster. “Yes, Mistress.”

I made him stand still while I fitted the cage. His cock was already attempting to harden, but I was ruthless, pressing his balls through the ring and locking the small tube in place with a decisive click. The key went onto a delicate chain around my neck, nestling between my breasts.

“Look at that,” I said, tapping the locked cage with one manicured nail. “So small and pathetic. Perfect for a boy like you.”

Alan whimpered, testing the unyielding metal. It was a tight fit, there would be no erections, no relief without my permission.

I pushed him down onto all fours. “Now crawl to me. We’re going to celebrate your new status properly.”

As Alan began his slow, obedient crawl across the carpet, I felt a deep surge of satisfaction. Tom was enjoying Marcy’s body whenever he wanted. And now, Alan’s pleasure was entirely under my control.

Later that same evening, after Alan had left with his new cage securely locked and a fresh set of welts across his skinny backside, I found myself alone with Tom. The house was quiet, the lights low. I had been thinking about the contrast between the two men all day, and the urge to explore it further with my husband had become irresistible.

“Tom,” I called from the bedroom, my voice carrying that new, commanding tone I was growing to love. “Come here.”

He appeared in the doorway, still in his jeans and t-shirt from the day. I held up the delicate black lace lingerie set I’d laid out, a sheer bra that would stretch across his broad chest, matching panties, and sheer black stockings with lace tops.

“Change. Everything off. Then I want you to walk around the house for me. Slowly.”

Tom’s blue eyes darkened with arousal. He stripped without hesitation, his powerful, muscular body revealed in all its glory. The sight never failed to make me wet. Once he was naked, I helped him into the lingerie. The bra strained deliciously over his heavy pecs, the lace digging slightly into his thick traps and shoulders. The panties barely contained his large cock and balls, the delicate fabric stretched taut and slightly ridiculous, yet incredibly erotic, across his muscular arse. I rolled the stockings up his powerful thighs myself, the contrast between the sheer feminine material and his solid, hairy legs making my pulse race.

“Perfect,” I murmured, stepping back to admire him. “Now walk for me. Living room, kitchen, back again.”

Tom obeyed, moving through the house with that confident, masculine stride. The lingerie looked obscene and breathtaking on him. The lace bra accentuated the width of his chest and the deep cleft between his pecs. The stockings clung to his thick calves and thighs, the garter straps framing his powerful glutes. His cock strained hard against the lace panties, creating an obscene bulge. On his big, toned, swelled muscular body, the delicate feminine items didn’t make him look weak, they made him look devastatingly sexy. Dangerous. Like a powerful predator dressed in something pretty just for me.

I followed him, my hand trailing over his lace-covered chest, pinching a nipple through the fabric, then slapping his arse hard enough to make the stockings ripple.

“Fuck, you look good like this,” I breathed, pressing myself against his back. “My big, strong, muscular sex slave.”

Tom groaned, clearly enjoying the humiliation and the attention. We ended up fucking right there on the sofa, me riding him hard while he was still dressed in the lingerie, the bra straps stretched tight across his chest as I pinched and slapped him. He came hard inside me, moaning my name and calling me Mistress.

Later, as we lay tangled together, Tom still wearing the lace, I traced patterns over the stretched fabric and let my mind wander.

I wanted this for Alan too. Or at least, I thought I did. But something didn’t feel right. Tight, sexy lace like this suited Tom’s powerful frame. On Alan’s skinny, soft, unremarkable body it would look… wrong. Pathetic in the unsexy way. I wanted something more humiliating for him. More complete.

The next morning, while Tom was at the gym, I opened my laptop and began researching. I typed “men in lingerie” and scrolled through images. There were plenty of muscular men like Tom, broad chests filling out delicate bras, thick thighs in stockings. Hot. Then I went deeper. “sissy lingerie,” “feminine sissies,” “crossdresser petticoat.”

The images that appeared were exactly what I needed.

Sissies in shiny satin, puffy, loose, overly feminine pieces with thick layers of lace trim. Frilly panties with bows, babydoll nighties that flared out ridiculously, corsets with petticoats underneath, pastel pinks and soft lavenders. Humiliating, over-the-top, deliberately emasculating outfits that screamed submission and ridicule rather than sexy power.

This was what Alan needed.

I spent the next hour browsing Shein, selecting cheap but perfect starter items; several pairs of frilly satin panties in baby pink and white with heavy lace, a puffy satin babydoll nightie with matching bloomers, a cheap pink corset with lace details, and a couple of bralettes with thick ruffles. I added stockings with bows and a simple maid-style headpiece for good measure. The total was laughably low. I paid and selected next-day delivery.

As I closed the laptop, a wicked smile spread across my face.

Tom could keep his sexy, powerful lingerie look. It suited my big, muscular husband perfectly.

But Alan? Alan was going to become my frilly little sissy. Soft, ridiculous, and utterly broken.

I couldn’t wait for the packages to arrive.

My phone buzzed on the kitchen counter late one afternoon while I was reviewing some work emails. The screen showed Marcy’s name. I smiled and answered immediately.

“Marcy, hi. Everything alright?”

There was a brief pause, then her voice came through, soft, nervous, and clearly whispering as if she didn’t want to be overheard.

“Grace? Um… are you alone right now?”

“I am,” I replied, leaning against the counter. “What’s going on?”

Another hesitant pause. I could almost picture her biting her lip, cheeks flushing that familiar pretty pink.

“It’s about… the chastity cage. On Alan. I saw it last night when he got changed. He tried to hide it at first, but I made him show me. Is it true you have the keys? That it can’t come off unless you say so?”

I let a small, satisfied laugh escape. “Yes, that’s correct. The keys are right here on a chain around my neck. It’s staying on until I decide otherwise. Why? Has he been complaining?”

“No,” Marcy whispered quickly. “Not at all. Actually… I wanted to thank you.”

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Go on.”

There was a soft exhale on the other end. “After being with Tom… the sex with Alan just feels… wrong now. He’s so small, so quick, so… inadequate. Even when he tries, it doesn’t do anything for me anymore. I keep thinking about Tom’s thick cock stretching me, how he makes me come so hard I can’t think straight. When Alan tried to fuck me last night, I just felt nothing. I actually pushed him away. I don’t want him like that anymore. Not inside me.”

Her voice had grown a little stronger, more confident as she confessed.

A warm rush of dominance flowed through me. “Good girl,” I said approvingly. “That’s exactly how it should be. Alan’s cock is no longer for your pleasure. It’s mine to control.”

Marcy let out a tiny, embarrassed giggle. “It feels so naughty saying it out loud… but thank you. For doing this. For helping me.”

I decided to push a little further. “If you’re enjoying Tom so much, you should take the next step with Alan. Buy yourself a nice strap-on dildo. Something thick and realistic. Then start pegging him. Regularly. Make him feel what a real cock feels like while he’s locked up and denied.”

There was a longer silence. Then Marcy giggled again, shocked, but clearly intrigued.

“Peg him? Like… fuck him in the arse?” she whispered, half-laughing, half-horrified. “I don’t know, Grace. I’m not sure I could do that. It seems so… extreme.”

“You can,” I said firmly, my voice smooth and encouraging. “You’re already changing, Marcy. I’ve seen how you light up around Tom. This is part of it. Taking control. Turning Alan into what he truly is, your pathetic little locked-up toy. Start slow if you need to, but do it. You’ll enjoy the power, I promise.”

Marcy was quiet for a few seconds, clearly processing. I could hear her breathing, slightly quicker now.

“I’ll… think about it,” she said finally, a nervous giggle escaping again. “Maybe I’ll look online. But I’m not promising anything.”

I smiled to myself. “That’s a good start. Keep me updated. And remember, if you ever want tips, or even want to watch me do it to him first, just say the word.”

“Thank you, Grace,” she whispered, sounding both embarrassed and excited. “For everything.”

We said our goodbyes and I hung up, already imagining shy little Marcy ordering her first strap-on and slowly turning the tables on her husband.

The package from Shein arrived on a Wednesday afternoon, delivered discreetly in a plain brown box. I had been waiting for it all day, a quiet thrill building inside me. When Alan arrived at the house straight after work, as instructed, I greeted him at the door with a knowing smile.

“Upstairs. Bedroom. Now.”

He followed obediently, already stripping out of his work clothes the moment the door closed. His new metal chastity cage glinted between his legs, his small cock straining uselessly against the bars. I watched him kneel naked on the carpet while I opened the box with deliberate care.

Inside were the items I had chosen so carefully; several pairs of shiny satin panties in baby pink and white, heavily trimmed with thick layers of white lace and little satin bows. A matching puffy babydoll nightie with ruffled hem. A cheap pink satin corset. Frilly bralettes. The overtly feminine, humiliating kind of lingerie designed not to look sexy, but ridiculous.

I picked up the first pair, bright pink satin panties with multiple layers of lace around the leg holes and a big bow on the front, and held them up for him to see.

“Today we begin your proper transformation,” I said calmly. “Put these on.”

Alan stared at the frilly garment in my hand. His face went from flushed arousal to genuine discomfort in seconds.

“Mistress… I know what sissification is,” he said quietly, shifting on his knees. “I’ve read the stories. The forced feminisation, the permanent changes. That’s not for me. I want the cuckold side, watching Marcy with Tom, being denied, serving you both. But not… this. I don’t want to be dressed up like a girl. I’m not into that.”

I tilted my head, watching him carefully. “I didn’t ask what you want, Alan. I told you to put them on.”

He swallowed hard but shook his head. “No. I’m sorry, Mistress. I really don’t want to do this.”

For a moment I simply looked at him, my tall frame imposing in a fitted black dress and heels. Then, instead of anger, I reached calmly for my phone on the bedside table and unlocked it.

“Very well,” I said, my voice cool and matter-of-fact as I scrolled to Tom’s contact. “I’ll call Tom right now and tell him to end things with Marcy. No more visits. No more fucking your wife. If you won’t submit fully to me, then what’s the point in any of this continuing?”

Alan’s eyes widened in pure panic. “Wait, Grace, Mistress, please…”

I held the phone to my ear, letting it ring once. “Hello? Tom, it’s me. Listen, I think we should…”

“No!” Alan lunged forward on his knees, grabbing desperately at my legs. “Please don’t! I’ll do it. I’ll wear them. Please don’t end it with Marcy.”

I lowered the phone slowly, ending the fake call with a tap. “Good boy. Now put the fucking panties on. Properly.”

With trembling hands and a face burning with humiliation, Alan took the pink satin panties. He stepped into them, pulling the smooth, shiny material up his skinny legs. The thick lace trim settled around his caged cock and narrow hips. The big bow sat right above his locked bulge. The moment the satin touched his skin and the lace framed his caged penis, his whole body shuddered violently. A visible shiver ran through him from head to toe. His breathing hitched, and his locked cock twitched hard inside its prison, straining desperately against the metal.

I watched him closely, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across my lips.

“There it is,” I purred, stepping closer. I ran one finger along the lace edge, tracing where it met his pale thigh. “You can lie to yourself all you want, Alan, but your body doesn’t lie. Look at you, already shaking with excitement in your pretty sissy panties.”

Alan looked down at himself, mortified, yet unable to hide the way his hips gave a tiny, involuntary twitch. The shiny pink satin and thick white lace looked utterly ridiculous on his skinny frame, exactly as I had intended. Humiliating. Emasculating. Perfect.

“I… I don’t want this,” he whispered weakly, even as another shudder ran through him.

“You don’t have to want it,” I replied, cupping his chin and forcing him to look up at me. “You just have to wear it. Every single day from now on. Under your work clothes. When you sleep. Whenever I tell you to. These are your new underwear. The male ones are going in the bin.”

I reached into the box and pulled out the matching ruffled bralette, holding it up next.

“But we’ll start slow today. Just the panties for now. Tomorrow we add more.”

Alan remained on his knees in the frilly pink satin, breathing heavily, his caged cock leaking steadily. The fight had gone out of him the moment the panties were on. He knew it. I knew it.

I had him.


Chapter 8

Marcy had changed.

The shy, soft-spoken woman who once blushed at the mere suggestion of anything adventurous was gone. In her place was someone bolder, hungrier, and far more assertive. Tom’s regular visits had awakened something deep inside her, and the strap-on Grace had encouraged her to buy had become the catalyst for the next stage of her evolution.

It happened on a quiet Tuesday evening.

Alan had come home from work wearing the pink satin panties under his suit, just as Grace had ordered. When he stepped into the bedroom to change, Marcy was already waiting, sitting on the edge of the bed in a short silk robe, the thick realistic dildo from her new strap-on harness jutting obscenely between her legs.

“Show me,” she said simply.

Alan hesitated, then slowly dropped his trousers. The shiny pink satin with its thick white lace trim and little bow looked utterly ridiculous on his skinny frame. His caged cock made a small, pathetic bulge in the front.

Marcy stared for a long moment, then let out a soft, almost pitying laugh.

“Oh Alan… you really are pathetic, aren’t you?”

The words came out naturally now. She stood up, the strap-on bouncing slightly, and walked around him, running her small hand over the lace edges. “Grace was right. Look at you. Locked up, dressed in little girl panties. This is what you are now.”

Alan’s face burned with shame, but his locked cock twitched visibly inside its prison.

Marcy made him bend over the bed. She lubed the dildo generously and pressed it against his hole. After weeks of Grace’s training, he opened relatively easily, but the thick toy still made him groan.

She fucked him slowly at first, then with growing confidence and force. The power rush was intoxicating. Every thrust made her feel taller, stronger, more in control. Alan moaned and whimpered into the mattress, his caged cock dripping onto the sheets.

When she finally pulled out, leaving him gaping and trembling, Marcy felt a profound shift inside herself.

She realised how much she had been missing.

Real cock. Real dominance. Real pleasure. The contrast between Tom’s powerful body and Alan’s pathetic submission was now crystal clear. She no longer felt guilty. She felt entitled.

“Take those panties off and show me everything else Grace bought you,” she demanded, her voice firmer than Alan had ever heard it.

Alan hesitated, breathing hard. “Marcy… please. I don’t want to be fully feminised. The panties are already too much. I’m not...”

“Stop.” She cut him off sharply. “If Mistress Grace wants it, then I want it too. Now show me the rest.”

Defeated, Alan opened the hidden drawer where he kept the growing collection. He laid out the items on the bed; the puffy satin babydoll nightie with its ruffled hem and matching bloomers, the frilly pink bralette, the cheap satin corset, and several more pairs of humiliating panties.

Marcy’s eyes lit up. She picked up the babydoll nightie, running her fingers over the shiny material and thick lace trim.

“You’re going to wear this to bed tonight,” she said decisively. “And every night from now on.”

Alan shook his head, voice cracking. “Marcy, please… I don’t want this. The panties are one thing, but dressing me up like a proper sissy? It’s too much. I’m not...”

“You are,” Marcy interrupted, stepping closer. She cupped his chin, forcing him to look at her. “You’re whatever Mistress Grace and I say you are. Put the nightie on. Now.”

With trembling hands, Alan obeyed. The puffy satin nightie slid over his head and settled around his skinny body. The ruffled hem barely covered his caged cock and frilly panties. He looked absurd, a grown man reduced to a ridiculous, overly feminine caricature.

Marcy giggled, then bit her lip, clearly aroused by the sight.

“Much better,” she murmured, pushing him gently onto the bed. “From now on, this is how you sleep. In pretty nighties. In panties. Locked and denied. While Tom fucks me whenever he wants.”

She climbed on top of him, straddling his waist, the strap-on resting against his satin-covered cage.

“You’re going to thank Mistress Grace tomorrow for starting this,” she whispered, grinding slowly against him. “And you’re going to wear whatever we choose. Because this pathetic little sissy is exactly what you were always meant to be.”

Alan whimpered beneath her, humiliated, broken, and more aroused than he had ever been in his life.

The next morning, Marcy woke with a sense of purpose she hadn’t felt in years. Sunlight streamed through the bedroom curtains as she stood in front of the open drawer containing Alan’s new collection. She selected a particularly feminine pair, beautiful shiny pink satin briefs with thick, luxurious white lace trim around the legs and waist, complete with a delicate satin bow at the front.

She held them up, smiling.

“These,” she announced sweetly. “You’re wearing these to work today.”

Alan, still in his puffy satin nightie from the night before, froze. His eyes widened in panic. “Marcy… no. Please. I can’t wear those under my suit. Someone might see. What if I have to use the bathroom at the office? Or if I bend over? Please, I’m begging you.”

He dropped to his knees beside the bed, voice trembling. “This is too far. The panties at home are bad enough, but to work? I’ll be humiliated all day.”

Marcy tilted her head, looking down at her pathetic husband with a mixture of amusement and growing authority. “You’ll wear them. Mistress Grace wants you trained properly, and I agree. Put them on. Now.”

Alan continued to beg, his voice cracking as he pleaded with her. Tears of genuine humiliation welled in his eyes. But Marcy was unmoved. She simply waited, strap-on from the previous night still resting on the bedside table as a silent reminder of her new power.

Defeated, Alan finally stood and stepped into the frilly pink satin panties. The smooth material slid up his skinny legs and settled around his caged cock, the thick white lace framing his locked bulge obscenely. He looked ridiculous, a grown man in delicate, overly feminine underwear clearly visible under his work trousers if anyone looked closely.

Marcy stepped forward and adjusted the waistband, running her fingers over the lace. “Perfect. You’ll keep them on all day. And you’ll think about me every time the lace rubs against you.”

Alan left for work with his head down, face burning with shame.

The moment the front door closed, Marcy picked up her phone and called Grace.

“Grace? It’s Marcy. I… I need to know where you bought Alan’s underwear. The satin ones with the thick lace. They’re perfect.”

Grace laughed warmly on the other end. “Shein, darling. Search for ‘sissy satin panties’ or ‘feminine bloomers’. I can send you the exact links if you want. I went for the cheap, extra frilly ones. They look properly humiliating on him.”

Marcy took notes eagerly. “Thank you. I’m ordering more right now. Lots more.”

After hanging up, Marcy spent the next hour on her laptop, adding dozens of items to her cart; more satin panties in every pastel colour, puffy bloomers, frilly bralettes, babydoll nighties with petticoats, satin corsets, and even a few maid-style pieces. She paid extra for fast delivery and smiled with satisfaction as she confirmed the order.

Then she moved to Alan’s drawers. One by one, she pulled out every pair of his boring male boxer shorts and briefs, stuffing them into a black bin bag until it was full. She carried the bag straight out to the wheelie bin and dumped it without hesitation. Alan’s old life as a normal husband was now officially in the rubbish.

That evening, Alan returned home exhausted and humiliated from a full day spent feeling the constant rustle and caress of the thick lace against his skin. The moment he stepped into the bedroom, he froze.

Marcy was lying on their bed, completely naked, legs spread obscenely wide. Her pussy was red and swollen, glistening with fresh cum that slowly leaked onto the sheets. Tom stood beside the bed, calmly buttoning his shirt, his muscular torso still slightly flushed from exertion. His thick cock, still semi-hard, glistened with Marcy’s juices.

Marcy looked straight at Alan and grinned, a wicked, satisfied smile that sent a shiver through him.

“Welcome home, sissy,” she said sweetly. “Tom just finished fucking me. Again.”

Alan stood frozen just inside the bedroom doorway, still dressed in his work suit, the frilly pink satin panties with their thick white lace trim hidden beneath his trousers. The sight before him was overwhelming; Marcy sprawled wantonly on their marital bed, legs spread wide, her pussy puffy, red, and leaking thick ropes of Tom’s fresh cum. Tom was buttoning his shirt, looking every bit the satisfied, muscular alpha.

Marcy’s eyes locked onto Alan’s. Her cheeks were flushed, but there was a new, determined gleam in them.

“Come here,” she said softly, her voice trembling with nerves but laced with excitement. “I want you to clean me.”

Alan’s breath caught. This was the moment he had fantasised about for years, and yet now that it was real, fear and shame crashed over him.

“Marcy… are you sure?” he whispered.

She bit her lip, nodding slowly. “Yes. I’m ready. I’ve been thinking about it since Tom left his load inside me. Come here, sissy. Clean your wife’s pussy.”

Alan approached the bed on shaky legs. He knelt between her spread thighs, staring at the creamy mess dripping from her well-fucked hole. The scent of sex, Tom’s musk mixed with Marcy’s arousal, was overpowering. He hesitated for one final second, then leaned forward and pressed his tongue against her slick folds.

The taste hit him immediately, salty, slightly bitter, unmistakably another man’s cum mixed with his wife’s juices. He licked tentatively at first, then with growing obedience, lapping and sucking the thick load from her entrance. Marcy gasped sharply the moment his tongue made proper contact.

“Oh… fuck…” she breathed.

Encouraged, Alan pushed his tongue deeper, scooping out more of Tom’s cum. The humiliation burned through him, but so did a twisted, desperate arousal. His caged cock throbbed painfully in the satin panties.

Marcy’s small hands suddenly gripped his hair, pulling his face harder against her pussy.

“Yes… like that,” she moaned, her voice rising. “Eat it all. Eat everything he left inside me.”

Her hips began to rock against his mouth. What started as hesitant nerves quickly melted away. Marcy’s breathing turned ragged, then loud. Her thighs clamped around Alan’s head as she ground against his face with increasing desperation.

“Oh my God… Alan… you’re actually doing it…” she cried out, voice cracking.

Her body tensed violently. Without warning, Marcy came hard, a loud, shocked cry tearing from her throat as her pussy clenched and flooded his mouth with a fresh gush of mixed juices. She shook and writhed, riding his face through the intense orgasm, her usual shyness completely shattered.

Tom, who had been watching from the side of the bed, let out a low growl. The sight of shy little Marcy using her husband’s face to clean up his cum had made him rock-hard again. He stripped off his half-buttoned shirt and dropped his trousers, his thick cock springing free, already fully erect.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Tom rumbled. He climbed onto the bed, gently but firmly pulling Marcy away from Alan’s face and positioning her on all fours.

Alan remained kneeling beside the bed, cum and juices smeared across his chin, eyes wide as he watched for the first time.

Tom mounted Marcy from behind in one smooth thrust, burying his thick cock balls-deep inside her. Marcy screamed in pleasure, loud, raw, and feral.

“Yes! Fuck me, Tom!” she cried, pushing back against him desperately. “Harder! God, you’re so much bigger than him!”

Tom gripped her narrow hips and began pounding her with powerful, rhythmic strokes. The bed creaked violently. Marcy’s small body jolted forward with every thrust, her perky breasts swinging, her face contorted in pure ecstasy. She was loud, louder than Alan had ever heard her. She moaned, cursed, and begged like an animal in heat.

“Deeper! Fuck my little pussy! Own it!”

Alan watched in stunned awe. This was not the quiet, reserved wife he had known for years. This was a woman unleashed, desperate, feral, completely lost in pleasure. Her voice cracked as she came again around Tom’s cock, screaming his name.

Tom flipped her onto her back, threw her legs over his broad shoulders, and drove into her even harder. Marcy’s eyes rolled back, her mouth open in a constant moan. She clawed at his muscular back, leaving red marks as another orgasm ripped through her.

Alan felt a cold wave of realisation wash over him. This was what he had asked for. What he had begged for. But watching his wife transformed into this loud, cock-hungry creature while he knelt beside the bed in frilly satin panties, locked in chastity and denied… it suddenly felt like too much. Like he had opened a door he could never close again.

Tom finally roared and came deep inside Marcy once more, filling her with a second heavy load. He pulled out slowly, thick cum immediately beginning to leak from her stretched pussy.

Marcy lay there panting, glowing with satisfaction, and looked over at Alan with a lazy, wicked smile.

“Your turn again, sissy,” she whispered breathlessly. “Clean me up properly this time.”

Alan crawled forward, overwhelmed, humiliated, and terrified by how far things had already gone, and how much further they were clearly going to go.

Grace was lounging on the sofa with a glass of chilled white wine when her phone rang. Marcy’s name flashed on the screen. She answered with a smile already forming.

“Marcy! I was just thinking about you.”

A bright, slightly breathless giggle came through the line. “Grace, oh my God. I had to call you. Tom was here again this afternoon and… fuck. I can barely walk straight.”

Grace laughed, low and delighted, curling her long legs beneath her. “Tell me everything. How many times did he make you come this time?”

Marcy’s voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper, but the excitement was unmistakable. “Three. No, four. The last one was while he had me bent over the kitchen table. I was screaming so loud I’m surprised the neighbours didn’t call the police. He’s just… so much. So deep. So strong. I’ve never felt anything like it.”

“I know exactly what you mean,” Grace replied, grinning. “When he really lets go it’s like being fucked by a god. Our little experiment has turned out far better than I ever imagined. I thought it would be hot, but this… this is something else entirely.”

“Same here,” Marcy admitted, another soft giggle escaping. “I feel like a completely different woman. More confident. Hornier. Alive. But Grace… I wish I could see him more often. Two or three times a week isn’t enough anymore. I find myself daydreaming about him at work, getting wet just thinking about his hands on me.”

Grace paused for a moment, an idea sparking in her mind. She took a sip of wine, then spoke carefully, her voice warm and inviting.

“What if… you could be with him more often? What if one day you came to live with us? A proper poly relationship. The three of us together, Tom, you, and me. Sharing a home. Sharing a bed.”

There was a stunned silence on the other end.

“Live with you?” Marcy sounded genuinely shocked. “Like… properly? All of us under one roof?”

“Why not?” Grace replied lightly, a smile in her voice. “We’re young. We’re all consenting adults. Tom adores you. I like having you around. And let’s be honest, you’re already spending more and more time thinking about him. This could be perfect.”

Marcy was quiet for several seconds, clearly processing. “It sounds… incredible. But what about Alan? I’d feel awful just abandoning him like that. He’s still my husband, even if things are… different now.”

Grace’s tone became reassuring, smooth as silk. “Trust me on this, Marcy. I have a plan for Alan. A very thorough one. But I’ll need you to play along with whatever I say or do. Can you do that for me?”

Another pause. Then Marcy exhaled shakily. “Yes. I trust you, Grace. I’ll play along. Whatever you need.”

“Good girl,” Grace purred, satisfied. “This is going to be wonderful for all of us. Especially you. Just imagine waking up next to Tom whenever you want. Falling asleep between the two of us. No more sneaking around.”

Marcy let out a nervous but excited little laugh. “I’m actually getting wet again just thinking about it.”

The two women continued talking for another twenty minutes, giggling like schoolgirls over the filthy details of Tom’s latest visit and fantasising about what a shared life together might look like. By the time they hung up, Marcy sounded brighter, bolder, and completely on board.

Grace set her phone down and smiled to herself, already picturing the future she was carefully orchestrating; Tom and Marcy living openly under her roof, while Alan served them all as a broken, fully sissified maid.

Everything was falling perfectly into place.


Chapter 9

The weeks continued their steady, delicious march forward. Alan now lived in a near-constant state of feminine underwear beneath his drab work suits. The shiny satin panties with their thick lace trim had become his everyday reality, morning, noon, and night. Marcy had enthusiastically added suspender belts and sheer stockings to the regimen. Grace approved wholeheartedly. Every morning Alan would dress in the frilly satin panties, clip a delicate suspender belt around his narrow waist, and roll the stockings up his skinny legs before attaching them carefully. Only then would he pull on his boring male trousers and shirt.

Bras were still forbidden at the office, Grace wasn’t ready to push quite that far yet, but the rest was more than enough.

Grace began noticing the little details during the day. The faint outline of lace when Alan bent over to pick something up from the floor. The subtle bump of a suspender strap pressing against the fabric of his trousers when he sat at his desk. If anyone bothered to look carefully, and people rarely did, the signs were there. A tell-tale line here. A slight sheen or ridge there. It gave her an idea.

One mid-morning, a group of the younger women from marketing and admin were clustered around the coffee machine in the break room, gossiping about a new trainee who had apparently slept with someone from accounts. Grace sauntered over, tall and elegant in her fitted charcoal skirt suit, and inserted herself smoothly into the conversation.

“Morning, ladies,” she said with a pleasant smile. “What are we tearing apart today?”

After a few minutes of light chatter, Grace tilted her head as if something had just occurred to her. “Speaking of things worth noticing… has anyone else spotted the rather unfortunate panty lines on Alan lately? I swear, the poor man must have bought his underwear two sizes too small. It’s quite obvious when he walks past.”

The group fell momentarily silent. A couple of the women exchanged glances.

“Panty lines?” Sarah from design asked, frowning. “I hadn’t noticed.”

“Me neither,” added Priya. “Are you sure?”

Grace shrugged elegantly. “Maybe I’m imagining it. But have a look next time he’s up from his desk. It’s rather hard to miss once you start looking.”

The seed was planted. By the afternoon coffee break, the same group had reconvened, this time with two more women who had clearly been told.

“Oh my God, Grace was right,” Sarah whispered, barely containing her laughter. “I saw it when he went to the printer. Clear as day, proper lacy edges showing through the back of his trousers. And I think he’s wearing some sort of belt thing? Like… suspenders?”

The women dissolved into giggles. Grace smiled serenely, stirring her tea.

“Bless him,” she said lightly. “Though between us… I’ve heard his wife has been cheating on him. Quite openly, apparently. And the strangest part? He knows about it and doesn’t seem to mind. Some people are saying he might actually be gay and this is his way of dealing with it.”

The group leaned in closer, eyes wide with scandalised delight.

“Really?” Priya asked, clearly thrilled by the gossip.

Grace nodded vaguely. “That’s what I heard. Poor man.”

One of the admin girls, Lisa, known for stretching the truth to stay relevant, jumped in eagerly. “Actually, I heard something even better. A friend of mine saw him in a bar a couple of weeks ago. Kissing another guy. Proper full-on snogging in the corner. I didn’t want to say anything before, but… yeah. It all adds up, doesn’t it?”

The lie was beautiful in its brazenness. Grace knew it was completely fabricated, Alan barely left the house except for work and his visits to her, but she said nothing to correct it. Instead, she simply widened her eyes in mock surprise and let the rumour breathe.

“Well,” she murmured, “that would explain a lot.”

By the end of the week, the whispers had spread beyond the original group. Grace overheard fragments in the corridors and lift; “Alan from analytics… wearing women’s underwear… wife’s cheating… apparently he’s gay… saw him with a man…”

She did nothing to stop it. In fact, she gently fanned the flames whenever the opportunity arose, a raised eyebrow here, a carefully worded “I really shouldn’t say anything, but…” there.

Alan, meanwhile, remained oblivious to the growing storm. He spent his days acutely aware of every rustle of satin and lace beneath his clothes, every slight tug of the suspender straps against his stockings, terrified that someone might notice. Little did he know they already had, and were drawing their own deliciously cruel conclusions.

Grace sat at her desk late one afternoon, watching Alan through the glass partition as he worked. The faint outline of a suspender strap was just visible when he shifted in his chair. She smiled to herself, tapping her perfectly manicured nails on the desk.

This was only the beginning of his public humiliation.

The rumours spread like wildfire through the office over the next two weeks.

At first it was subtle, a few knowing glances in the open-plan area, the occasional stifled giggle when Alan walked past the marketing pods. Then it grew. By the middle of the second week, it had become impossible for him to ignore. People were looking. Not just quick glances, but lingering stares followed by whispered conversations that stopped abruptly whenever he approached.

In the lift one morning, two women from accounts openly stared at his backside as he stood facing the doors. He could feel their eyes tracing the faint outline of the suspender straps and the lace-trimmed satin panties beneath his suit trousers. When he turned slightly, they both burst into quiet giggles and looked away.

During the daily team stand-up, one of the younger analysts kept glancing down at Alan’s crotch, then at his colleagues, barely suppressing a smirk. Alan’s face burned the entire meeting. He kept tugging self-consciously at his jacket, trying to make sure nothing showed.

The worst came on Thursday afternoon.

Jamie, one of the openly gay designers from the creative team, walked past Alan’s desk while he was bent over collecting a dropped pen. Jamie stopped, tilted his head, and gave Alan a slow, deliberate wink, accompanied by a playful little smile that left nothing to the imagination.

Alan nearly dropped the pen again. His heart hammered in his chest as he straightened up, face pale. Jamie continued on his way without a word, but the damage was done.

By the end of the day, Alan was a nervous wreck. He waited until most people had left, then slipped into Grace’s office, closing the door behind him with shaking hands.

“Mistress, Grace, something’s happening,” he whispered urgently, voice cracking. “People are staring at me. Giggling. Jamie from design just winked at me. Like… like he thinks I’m… interested. They must have noticed the panties. Or the stockings. Oh God, everyone knows. I can’t come back here. I’m going to have to resign. This is a nightmare.”

Grace looked up from her screen, calm and composed as ever. She stood up gracefully, her tall, elegant figure moving around the desk to stand in front of him. She placed a reassuring hand on his shoulder, her green eyes soft with concern.

“Alan, sweetheart, you’re spiralling,” she said gently, her voice low and soothing. “It’s all in your head. You’re just hyper-aware because you’re wearing something different underneath. No one can actually see anything. The lighting in this office is terrible, and people are far too wrapped up in their own drama to notice your underwear. Jamie probably just has a crush or was being friendly. You know how he is.”

“But the giggling…” Alan protested, voice rising.

“Office gossip,” Grace interrupted smoothly, squeezing his shoulder. “There’s always something. Last month it was Sarah’s new haircut. This week it’s probably something equally trivial. You’re imagining the worst. Trust me. Everything is fine. Just breathe.”

Alan wanted to believe her. He needed to believe her. After a few more minutes of her calm, authoritative reassurance, he left the office slightly steadier, though still deeply unsettled.

Grace watched him go with a small, private smile. The plan was working even better than she’d hoped.

Two days later, Grace met Marcy for a quick coffee during lunch. She handed over a large, discreet shopping bag.

“These are for Alan,” Grace said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Shiny satin blouses. Some in pale pink, one in cream, another in soft lilac. Very pretty, very feminine. They look like men’s shirts at a very quick glance, but anyone who looks properly will know exactly what they are.”

Marcy took the bag, peeking inside. “They’re gorgeous. So smooth and shiny. He’s going to hate them.”

“That’s the point,” Grace replied. “Tell him you ruined all his regular shirts in the wash, accidentally used the wrong cycle or something. You felt terrible and rushed out to buy replacements. They’re expensive, stylish men’s shirts. If he gets upset or refuses to wear them, act hurt. Tell him you spent a lot of money trying to make things right and that he’s being ungrateful. Cry if you have to. He’ll fold.”

Marcy nodded, clearly excited by the new level of humiliation. “I can do that. He’s so meek these days he’ll probably wear them just to avoid upsetting me.”

“Perfect,” Grace said. “Start with the pale pink one on Monday. I want to see how long it takes before the whole office is talking about it.”

That evening, Alan came home to find Marcy waiting in the bedroom with a sad, apologetic expression.

“Alan, I’m so sorry,” she began immediately, voice wobbling. “I was doing the laundry and I messed up really badly. I put all your good work shirts in on the wrong cycle with some new towels that bled colour. They’re ruined. I felt awful, so I went out and bought you some new ones. Look, they’re really nice, expensive ones.”

She held up the pale pink satin blouse. The fabric shimmered under the light. It had a subtle sheen, a slightly tailored cut with pearl-like buttons, and a soft collar. To the untrained eye it might pass as an unusually stylish men’s shirt. To anyone with even basic fashion sense, it screamed women’s blouse.

Alan stared at it in horror. “Marcy… that’s pink. And shiny. I can’t wear that to the office. People will think…”

Marcy’s eyes immediately filled with tears. “I tried so hard. I went to three shops after work. These were the only decent ones in your size on short notice. They’re men’s shirts, Alan. Stylish ones. I spent over two hundred pounds trying to fix my mistake and you’re just… rejecting them?”

Alan panicked at the sight of her tears. “No, no, I’m not rejecting them. I just… they look a bit… feminine.”

“They’re modern!” Marcy sniffled. “Lots of men wear slim-fit satin-finish shirts now. Please, just try it. For me?”

Defeated, Alan took the blouse. The smooth, cool satin felt humiliatingly sensual against his skin as he buttoned it up. It clung slightly to his slim torso, the sheen catching the light with every movement. The colour was unmistakably feminine under the office lights.

Marcy wiped her eyes and smiled sweetly. “You look handsome. Thank you for being understanding.”

Alan wore the shiny pink satin blouse to work the following Monday.

By lunchtime, the giggling had turned into open stares. The rumours about his underwear, his wife’s cheating, and his supposed sexuality now had visual fuel.

Marcy had fully embraced her new role. What began as hesitant participation had blossomed into enthusiastic cruelty, guided at every step by Grace’s careful instructions. One quiet Wednesday evening, after another intense session with Tom, Marcy sat on the edge of the bed watching Alan carefully fold his shiny satin blouse.

“From now on,” she said casually, as if discussing the shopping list, “you’ll wear a bra every day. All the time. Mistress Grace thinks it’s time.”

Alan froze, the blouse slipping from his fingers. “A bra? Marcy… no. Please. The panties and stockings are bad enough. The blouses are already drawing stares. If I start wearing a bra to work, someone will definitely notice.”

Marcy simply smiled and opened the drawer, pulling out a selection of plain, relatively subtle bras Grace had chosen, soft cotton bralettes in beige and white with minimal lace. “These ones first. They’re plain. You can pretend they’re undershirts if anyone asks. Put one on.”

The fight was slowly draining out of Alan. Weeks of constant humiliation, denial, and the growing office gossip had worn him down. With a defeated sigh, he removed his blouse and slipped on the beige bralette. It hugged his narrow chest, the fabric slightly visible beneath the shiny pink satin blouse if the light caught him at the wrong angle. He looked in the mirror and felt a fresh wave of mortification, but he said nothing more.

The next few days passed in a haze of anxiety. Alan kept his suit jacket buttoned tightly at work, moving carefully, terrified that the outline of the bralette straps might show through. He barely spoke to anyone, ate lunch at his desk, and avoided the toilets unless absolutely necessary. The constant rustle of satin panties, the tug of stockings and suspenders, and now the gentle pressure of the bra around his chest left him in a state of near-permanent humiliated arousal inside his cage.

By Friday morning, however, Marcy had other plans.

She held up a new bra she had received in the latest delivery from Grace, thick, heavily padded, and covered in intricate white lace with pretty little bows at the centre and straps. It was unmistakably feminine.

“This one today,” she said brightly, holding it out.

Alan’s eyes widened in horror. “Marcy, no. That one’s… it’s too much. People will see the lace through my blouse. The straps are wide. I can’t...”

“You can and you will,” Marcy replied firmly, stepping closer. “Arms up.”

He protested weakly as she fastened the thick lacy bra around his chest. The padding gave him the faintest suggestion of breasts, and the white lace was clearly visible beneath the pale pink satin blouse when he moved. Alan stared at himself in the mirror, pale and trembling.

“Marcy… please. They’ll see. Everyone will know.”

Marcy stepped behind him, wrapping her arms around his waist and looking at their reflection. She smiled sweetly, but her eyes were sharp with new dominance.

“You’re wearing women’s blouses to work every day and you’re still too stupid to realise that everyone already knows,” she said softly. “They know you’re a tranny, Alan. They’ve seen the panty lines. The suspender straps. The way you walk now, all careful and mincing because of the stockings. They’re already calling you names behind your back. So be glad you’re not in skirts yet.”

Alan’s mouth went dry. “Skirts…? Marcy, you’re not serious. Tell me you’re joking.”

She grinned, a wicked, excited little smile that reminded him uncomfortably of Grace.

“Oh, I’m very serious. You’re going to be in dresses one day, sissy. Proper frilly ones. Maybe even a maid uniform while you serve Tom and me. But we’ll get there slowly. For now, enjoy your pretty lace bra.”

Alan stood there, the thick lacy bra clearly visible under his shiny blouse, the weight of the padding on his chest making everything feel inescapably real. The fight had almost completely left him. He simply nodded, defeated, and finished dressing.

That day at the office was torture. Every movement made the lace shift. When he reached up to adjust something on a high shelf, he caught two women staring openly at his chest. One whispered something to her friend and they both laughed. During a meeting, Jamie from design gave him another lingering look and a small, knowing smile.

Alan spent the entire day on the verge of panic, sweat trickling down his back beneath the satin and lace.

When he got home that evening, Marcy was waiting with fresh instructions from Grace and a new, even frillier bralette laid out on the bed.

“Change,” she said simply. “And tell me exactly how many people noticed today.”

As Alan stripped down to his stockings, suspenders, and the humiliatingly visible lacy bra, he realised with a sinking, dreadful certainty that there was no longer any escape.

The rumours were no longer just rumours. They were becoming his new reality.

The day finally came on a grey Thursday morning.

Marcy and Grace had planned it meticulously. Alan woke to find both women standing over the bed, their expressions leaving no room for argument. Laid out on the chair was his outfit for the day; one of his shiny pale pink satin blouses, a pair of sheer black stockings with thick lace tops, a heavily frilled white satin suspender belt, and, most terrifying of all, a pleated black skirt that fell just above the knee. It was clearly a women’s skirt, modest in length but unmistakably feminine in cut and fabric.

Alan’s stomach dropped. “No… please. Not this. Not at work.”

“You’re wearing it,” Marcy said firmly. “Grace and I both agree it’s time.”

With shaking hands and tears already welling in his eyes, Alan dressed. The satin blouse clung to the thick lacy bra underneath. The stockings whispered against his skin as he rolled them up and attached them to the suspender belt. Then came the skirt. It felt obscenely light and breezy compared to his usual trousers. He looked ridiculous, a skinny man in clearly women’s clothing, the hem swishing around his stockinged legs with every movement.

Grace, who had arrived early to supervise, handed him a small bag of makeup. “Now the face. Sit down.”

Alan tried. He really did. But every time he looked in the mirror, seeing the glossy pink lips, the subtle eyeshadow, the mascara, fresh tears would spill, ruining the application. They had to redo it three times. Marcy grew impatient while Grace remained calm and commanding, eventually doing most of the work herself with steady, elegant hands.

“There,” Grace said finally, stepping back. “You look… presentable. For now.”

Alan stared at his reflection in horror. The makeup wasn’t dramatic, but it was unmistakably there, enough to make him look like a man trying (and failing) to present as a woman. His eyes were red and puffy from crying.

Grace took him by the arm. “I’ll drive you in today. Marcy has to get to her own job. Come on.”

The car journey was silent except for Alan’s occasional shaky breathing. When they pulled into the office car park, he grabbed Grace’s sleeve desperately.

“Mistress… Grace, please. I hate this. This isn’t what I wanted. I wanted cuckolding. I wanted denial and maybe some light domination. Not… not this. Not being turned into a fucking tranny at work. Everyone’s going to see. I’ll lose my job. My life. Please don’t make me do this.”

Grace turned off the engine and looked at him with cool green eyes. Marcy, who had come along in the passenger seat, reached back and squeezed his knee.

“It can’t only be about what you want, Alan,” Grace said firmly. “You wanted your wife to cuckold you. You wanted to submit. You begged us to take control. Now we have. Stop being so selfish. This is what real submission looks like. You don’t get to pick and choose which parts you enjoy.”

Marcy nodded, her voice softer but no less resolute. “She’s right. You started this. Now you’re going to see it through. I’m happier than I’ve ever been. Tom makes me feel like a real woman. You… you make me feel nothing anymore. This is your place now.”

Alan sat there for a long moment, tears threatening to ruin his makeup again. The fight inside him, already worn down to almost nothing, finally crumbled.

“…Yes, Mistress,” he whispered hoarsely.

Grace smiled and patted his cheek. “Good girl. First thing you’re going to do when you get inside is go straight to HR. Tell them you’re transitioning. That you’re exploring your gender identity and would like to be referred to as ‘she’ and by a new name if possible. Be polite. Be convincing. If they ask questions, tell them your wife and your… friend have been very supportive.”

Alan’s face was ashen. “A new name?”

“We’ll pick one soon,” Grace said lightly. “For now, just get through today. Off you go.”

He stepped out of the car on trembling legs. The skirt swayed around his thighs. The cool morning air brushed against his stockinged legs. Every step felt exposing, humiliating. Heads turned immediately as he walked across the car park toward the building entrance. Whispers followed him like a wave.

Grace watched him go from the car, a satisfied smile on her lips.

Marcy leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. “You’re evil. I love it.”

“He’ll be in full maid uniform by Christmas,” Grace murmured, starting the engine. “Just wait.”

Inside the building, Alan forced himself toward the HR department, each click of his sensible work shoes on the tiled floor sounding like a death knell. The stares, the giggles, the outright shock on people’s faces burned into him.

His old life was over. The new one, frilly, public, and completely inescapable, had just begun.


Chapter 10

The move had taken three long, chaotic weeks, but it was finally complete. Marcy and Alan’s old house had been sold, their belongings sorted, and the last boxes carried into Grace and Tom’s spacious home. Marcy’s clothes now hung in the master bedroom wardrobe alongside Grace’s elegant outfits and Tom’s shirts. Alan’s meagre possessions had been reduced to almost nothing, most of his male clothing long since thrown away.

To mark the occasion, the four of them gathered in the large living room that evening. A bottle of expensive champagne chilled in an ice bucket on the coffee table. Tom, looking powerful and relaxed in a fitted black shirt, popped the cork with a satisfying hiss. Marcy, glowing and excited in a short cream dress, helped pour the glasses. Alan stood quietly to one side in his uniform, a frilly pink satin maid dress with white lace trim, stockings, and heels, eyes downcast.

Grace raised her glass first, tall and radiant in a sleek black evening dress that hugged her curves.

“To new beginnings,” she said warmly. “To our new family. Welcome home, Marcy.”

They clinked glasses. Marcy beamed, clearly thrilled to be here. After they had taken a few sips, Grace set her glass down and stepped forward, pulling Marcy into a warm, affectionate hug.

“Truly welcome,” Grace murmured against her ear.

Then, without warning, Grace tilted Marcy’s chin up gently and kissed her.

It wasn’t a friendly peck. It was deep, slow, and passionate, Grace’s full lips claiming Marcy’s, her hand sliding possessively around the smaller woman’s waist. Marcy stiffened in shock, eyes wide. After a few seconds she pulled back, flushed and breathing quickly.

“Grace… I, I’m straight,” she stammered, clearly nervous. “I’ve never… with a woman.”

Grace smiled calmly, stroking Marcy’s cheek with her thumb. “Is there really any point in being straight anymore, darling? You’re going to be sleeping in our bed every night. Between Tom and me. Sharing everything. Why limit yourself?”

Marcy glanced over at Tom, who was watching with obvious interest, then back at Grace. The logic sank in. She stood there for a long moment, biting her lip, clearly wrestling with years of conditioning. Then, tentatively, she stepped forward again.

This time she initiated the kiss.

It started soft and uncertain, but Grace took control, deepening it. Marcy let out a tiny surprised moan as their tongues met. Her hands came up to rest on Grace’s waist, then slid higher. The kiss grew hotter, more passionate. Marcy pressed herself closer, clearly getting lost in the moment, her small body melting against Grace’s taller, commanding frame.

Tom watched with dark, hungry eyes. His hand moved down to rub the growing bulge in his trousers as the two women kissed more fervently.

After a long, heated moment, Tom’s deep voice cut through the tension.

“Alan. Come here.”

Alan, who had been standing frozen in his ridiculous pink maid dress, looked absolutely horrified. His face drained of colour as he stared at his wife passionately kissing another woman while her lover openly stroked himself. The final, undeniable proof that everything had spiralled far beyond his original fantasy.

He hesitated, trembling in his stockings and heels.

“Now, sissy,” Tom ordered, voice firm.

Alan swallowed hard and took a shaky step forward, the hem of his frilly maid dress swishing around his thighs. His eyes were wide with dread as he approached the three dominants, knowing that whatever came next would mark another irreversible step into his complete surrender.

Tom’s voice was deep and commanding, cutting through the charged atmosphere like a whip.

“Alan. On your knees.”

Alan stood frozen in his frilly pink satin maid dress, the lace hem trembling around his stockinged thighs. His eyes darted desperately between the three of them, his wife still flushed from Grace’s kiss, Grace watching with predatory amusement, and Tom slowly stroking the thick, heavy outline of his cock through his trousers.

“Please… no,” Alan whispered, voice cracking. “Not this. Tom, please. I never wanted…”

“On. Your. Knees.” Tom repeated, unzipping his trousers and pulling out his thick, veined cock. It stood proud and heavy, still glistening slightly from earlier activities. “Sissy girls suck cock. That’s your duty now.”

The two women broke their passionate kiss and turned to watch. Grace’s lips curved into a wide, delighted grin. Marcy’s eyes sparkled with genuine interest, a small, curious smile playing on her lips as she took in the sight of her broken husband.

Alan’s legs gave out. He sank slowly to his knees on the living room carpet, the maid dress pooling around him. Tears welled in his eyes as he stared at Tom’s imposing cock just inches from his face.

“I can’t… I’m not gay,” he begged, voice small and broken. “This isn’t what I wanted. Please don’t make me...”

Marcy stepped closer, crouching down beside him. She stroked his tear-streaked cheek gently, almost tenderly.

“Shh, sissy,” she whispered, her voice soft but firm. “It’s time to give up the fight. You’ve been resisting for so long. Accept your place. This is who you are now, our pretty little sissy maid. No more limits. No more arguing. Just surrender. Give up… and you’ll feel so much better.”

Alan looked up at her, eyes wide and desperate. Marcy leaned in and kissed his forehead, then nodded towards Tom’s waiting cock.

Alan gulped hard. His hands shook as he reached forward. With one last broken sob, he leaned in and took the thick head of Tom’s cock into his mouth.

The taste was overwhelming, salty, musky, masculine. He sucked awkwardly at first, lips stretched wide around the girth, tears streaming down his cheeks. Tom groaned in pleasure and placed a large hand on the back of Alan’s head, guiding him deeper.

“That’s it,” Tom murmured. “Good girl. Use your tongue.”

As Alan bobbed his head, taking more of the thick shaft into his mouth, something shifted. The humiliation burned hot, but so did a twisted, shameful arousal. His caged cock strained painfully in its tight satin confines. The more he sucked, the more rhythmic his movements became. Wet, slurping sounds filled the room as he worked Tom’s cock with growing obedience.

Grace and Marcy watched with rapt attention. Grace pulled Marcy back into her arms, kissing her deeply again. Their hands roamed eagerly over each other as they stripped. Grace’s elegant black dress slid to the floor, revealing her tall, toned body in black lace lingerie. Marcy’s cream dress followed, leaving her petite, naked form exposed.

They sank onto the sofa together, legs intertwined, kissing hungrily while their fingers found each other’s wet pussies. Marcy moaned into Grace’s mouth as Grace’s long fingers slid inside her, curling expertly. Marcy’s smaller hand rubbed Grace’s clit in return, both women gasping and grinding against each other while never taking their eyes off Alan servicing Tom.

“Look at him,” Grace purred between kisses, her voice husky. “Our little cocksucker. So natural.”

Marcy whimpered, clearly aroused by the sight. “He’s actually getting into it… fuck, that’s hot.”

Alan’s head moved faster now, taking Tom deeper, his cheeks hollowing as he sucked with reluctant but genuine effort. Tom’s powerful hand guided him, fucking his mouth with slow, deep thrusts while the two women fingered each other to the obscene sight.

Tears still rolled down Alan’s face, but his eyes had grown hazy with humiliated pleasure. The last fragments of his old identity were crumbling away with every bob of his head.

Tom groaned deeply, clearly enjoying the wet heat of Alan’s mouth. “Good sissy. You’re going to be doing a lot more of this from now on.”

On the sofa, Grace and Marcy kissed passionately, fingers plunging faster, moans growing louder as they watched their sissy husband finally break completely.

The living room had become a temple of depravity.

Tom’s thick cock glistened with Alan’s saliva as he pulled it from the sissy’s mouth with a wet pop. Alan remained on his knees in his frilly pink maid dress, lips swollen and shiny, a thin string of spit connecting him to the head of Tom’s impressive erection. His makeup was ruined, mascara running down his cheeks in black streaks from the tears and effort.

Tom stroked his slick cock slowly, looking down at the broken man with satisfaction.

“Enough warm-up,” he growled. “Time to fuck my woman properly.”

Marcy was already lying back on the large sofa, legs spread invitingly, her petite body flushed with arousal. Her small breasts rose and fell rapidly, nipples stiff. Grace moved gracefully between her thighs, tall and commanding even when kneeling. She leaned down and ran her tongue slowly up Marcy’s slick pussy, tasting her, before looking over her shoulder at Tom with a wicked smile.

“Come and claim her,” Grace purred.

Tom didn’t need telling twice. He positioned himself between Marcy’s spread legs, rubbing the thick head of his cock up and down her wet folds. Marcy whimpered with anticipation, reaching down to spread herself open for him.

“Please, Tom… I need you inside me,” she begged, her voice already hoarse with lust.

With one powerful thrust, Tom buried himself to the hilt inside her. Marcy cried out sharply, her back arching off the sofa as she was stretched wide by his girth. Tom groaned at the tight, velvety heat and began fucking her with long, deep strokes, the wet sounds of their coupling filling the room.

Grace didn’t stay idle. She moved beside them, leaning in to kiss Marcy passionately while one hand played with her small breasts. Then Grace lowered her head again, licking eagerly at the point where Tom’s thick cock pistoned in and out of Marcy’s pussy. Her tongue flicked over Marcy’s swollen clit, then licked along Tom’s shaft with every withdrawal, tasting the mixture of Marcy’s juices and Tom’s precum.

“Oh fuck… yes!” Marcy moaned loudly, one hand tangled in Grace’s auburn hair, the other gripping Tom’s muscular shoulder. “You both feel so good…”

Tom’s hips slapped rhythmically against Marcy’s small frame. He lifted one of her legs higher, changing the angle so he could drive even deeper. Marcy’s moans turned into desperate, feral cries. Grace’s tongue never stopped, licking, sucking, worshipping both of them at once. The sight was obscene and beautiful; Tom’s powerful, muscular body dominating tiny Marcy while elegant, dominant Grace eagerly serviced them both with her mouth.

Alan knelt only a few feet away, forced to watch every detail. His caged cock throbbed painfully in its satin prison. The humiliation was crushing, yet he couldn’t look away.

Tom fucked Marcy harder, his heavy balls slapping against her arse. Grace sucked Marcy’s clit between her lips and hummed, sending vibrations through the smaller woman’s body. Marcy came suddenly and violently, screaming into Grace’s mouth as her pussy clenched and gushed around Tom’s cock.

Tom didn’t stop. He kept pounding through her orgasm, drawing it out until Marcy was shaking and sobbing with pleasure. Only then did he pull out, his thick cock shiny with her cream.

“Alan,” Tom ordered, voice rough. “Clean me.”

Alan crawled forward on his hands and knees, the maid dress riding up to expose his frilly panties and the bulge of his chastity cage. He took Tom’s cock into his mouth again, tasting Marcy’s sweet pussy juices mixed with Tom’s flavour. He sucked obediently, cleaning every inch while Tom groaned above him.

“Good sissy,” Tom praised, stroking Alan’s head almost affectionately.

When Tom’s cock was spotless, Grace gently pushed Marcy’s thighs wider.

“Your turn, maid. Clean your wife’s pussy. Every drop.”

Alan moved between Marcy’s legs. Her pussy was a wrecked, beautiful mess, red, swollen, and leaking thick white cum. He pressed his face in and began licking. The taste was overwhelming; Marcy’s familiar sweetness mixed with Tom’s thick, salty load. He lapped and sucked eagerly, driven by humiliation and desperate arousal. Marcy moaned softly, stroking his hair as he cleaned her.

“That’s it, sissy,” she whispered dreamily. “Eat my lover’s cum like a good girl.”

When Alan had swallowed every drop he could reach, Grace pulled him back by the collar of his maid dress.

“Now get Tom hard again. Slowly. Use that pretty mouth.”

Alan returned to Tom’s cock. It had softened slightly, but Alan’s warm, wet mouth and increasingly skilled tongue soon brought it back to full, throbbing hardness. He sucked with long, slow bobs of his head, taking more and more until he was gagging quietly on the thick shaft.

Tom eventually pulled him off and turned to Grace.

“Bend over the sofa, love. I want your arse.”

Grace smiled wickedly and positioned herself on all fours on the wide sofa, her tall, elegant body arched perfectly. She reached back and spread her firm cheeks, exposing her tight pink hole.

Marcy watched with hungry eyes, still gently fingering herself. Alan knelt beside the sofa, forced to watch as Tom pressed the fat head of his cock against Grace’s arsehole.

“Watch closely, sissy,” Tom said. “This is how a real man fucks.”

He pushed forward steadily. Grace moaned deeply as her arse stretched around Tom’s thick cock. Inch after inch disappeared inside her until Tom was buried to the balls in her tightest hole. He gave her a moment to adjust, then began fucking her with long, powerful strokes, slow at first, then building to a deep, rhythmic pounding.

Grace’s moans were loud and uninhibited. “Fuck yes… harder, Tom. Fill my arse.”

Tom gripped her hips and obliged, his muscular body slamming against her. The wet, filthy sounds of anal sex filled the room. Marcy moved closer, kissing Grace passionately while reaching underneath to rub her clit. The two women moaned into each other’s mouths as Tom fucked Grace’s arse with increasing force.

Alan remained on his knees, watching everything. His wife and her lover. His Mistress being taken anally by the same powerful cock he had just sucked. The humiliation was total. He felt utterly broken, yet his caged cock leaked steadily into his satin panties.

Tom fucked Grace for long minutes, changing angles, making her cry out in pleasure. Finally, with a deep groan, he buried himself deep and came hard inside her arse, pumping rope after rope of thick cum into her.

When he finally pulled out, Grace’s arsehole gaped slightly, leaking his load.

Alan didn’t even need to be told this time. He crawled forward and began cleaning Tom’s cock again, tasting Grace’s arse and Tom’s cum. Then he moved to Grace’s well-fucked hole, licking and sucking Tom’s load from her arse while the two women kissed lazily above him.

The night was far from over.

The living room reeked of sex and surrender. After Tom had finished using Grace’s arse and Alan had dutifully cleaned them both, Grace stood up gracefully, stretching her tall, elegant body.

“Bedroom,” she announced with a satisfied smile. “All of us. It’s time to properly christen our new arrangement.”

Tom scooped a giggling Marcy into his powerful arms as if she weighed nothing. Grace took Alan by the hand, leading the trembling sissy maid behind them. Alan’s frilly pink nightie swished around his thighs as he followed in his stockings and heels, his face still streaked with tears and makeup.

The master bedroom was large and luxurious, a huge king-sized bed dominated the centre, with soft lighting and fresh sheets. In the corner, against the wall, sat Alan’s new single bed; small, plain, and deliberately humble. A little pink pillow and a thin duvet completed the pathetic picture.

Alan moved automatically toward the small bed, relieved to at least have his own space after the intense evening.

But as he reached for the covers, Grace and Marcy both giggled.

“Oh no, sissy,” Marcy said sweetly, patting the big bed. “Come up here with us tonight.”

Alan turned, a small, hesitant smile breaking through his exhaustion. For the first time in weeks, he felt a flicker of hope. Maybe they were finally including him. Maybe he wasn’t completely excluded.

He climbed onto the enormous bed on all fours, his nightie riding up to expose his frilly panties. Marcy guided him gently between Grace’s long, spread legs.

“Go on,” Marcy encouraged, stroking his hair. “Lick Mistress Grace’s pussy. Make her feel good.”

Alan leaned in eagerly, pressing his face into Grace’s smooth, freshly-fucked folds. He licked obediently, tasting the remnants of Tom’s cum mixed with her own arousal. Grace sighed with pleasure, running her fingers through his hair.

“That’s a good girl,” she murmured.

Alan lost himself for a moment in the task, his tongue working diligently. He felt almost valued, part of the group at last.

Then he felt it.

Cold, slick fingers circling his arsehole beneath the nightie. Tom was behind him, generously lubing his thick cock.

Alan’s eyes flew open in panic. He tried to pull away, but Marcy and Grace immediately grabbed his shoulders and head, holding him firmly in place against Grace’s pussy.

“No! Please, no!” Alan cried out, voice muffled against Grace’s wet flesh. “Tom, don’t! I can’t take that. Please, I’m begging you!”

The girls only laughed, soft, delighted laughter.

“Shhh, sissy,” Marcy cooed, stroking his back. “Take it like a good girl.”

Tom pressed the fat, lubed head of his cock against Alan’s tight hole and pushed forward. Alan screamed into Grace’s pussy as the thick cock breached him, stretching his arse painfully wide. The burning intrusion was overwhelming.

“NO! STOP! IT HURTS!” he wailed, tears flooding his eyes again. His body thrashed, but the two women held him down tightly between them. “Please, Tom! I’m not gay! I don’t want this!”

Tom grunted as he sank deeper, inch after thick inch forcing its way into Alan’s resisting body.

“You are now,” Tom said calmly, gripping Alan’s narrow hips. “You’re our gay little sissy maid. Take my cock.”

Grace and Marcy held him firmly as Tom began to thrust, slow, deep strokes that made Alan sob and scream with every movement. The pain was intense, but so was the crushing humiliation of being fucked in front of, and inside, the women he had once considered his.

“Accept it, Alan,” Grace said soothingly, grinding her pussy against his crying face. “You’re gay now. This is what you are. A cock-taking sissy.”

Marcy leaned down and whispered lovingly into his ear, “Just let go, baby. Stop fighting. You look so pretty with a real man’s cock in your arse.”

Alan cried the entire time, loud, broken sobs that shook his skinny body as Tom fucked him harder. The wet sounds of Tom’s hips slapping against his frilly nightie filled the room, mixed with the girls’ soft moans and laughter.

Tom finally groaned deeply and buried himself to the hilt, pumping rope after thick rope of hot cum deep into Alan’s bowels.

When he pulled out, Alan collapsed, whimpering and crying.

Tom lifted the broken sissy easily in his strong arms and carried him over to the small single bed in the corner. He laid him down gently, almost tenderly, and pulled the thin duvet over him.

“Night night, sissy,” Tom said.

Alan curled into a ball on the tiny bed, still in his cum-stained nightie, and cried himself to sleep, loud, heartbroken sobs that echoed softly through the room.

Marcy, lying naked between Tom and Grace in the big bed, listened to the sound with a contented smile.

“I love the sound of him crying himself to sleep now,” she whispered happily, snuggling closer to Tom’s muscular chest. “It’s become my favourite lullaby.”

Grace kissed her forehead, then Tom’s lips.

“Sweet dreams, everyone,” she murmured.

In the corner, Alan’s quiet, miserable sobbing slowly faded into exhausted, broken sleep, the final sound of another day in his new life.


Chapter 11

Alan's life had become a relentless cycle of humiliation, service, and submission. Six months after moving in with Grace, Tom, and Marcy, the man who once nervously confessed his cuckold fantasies over hotel drinks was almost unrecognisable. At the office, he was now the full-time "tranny", the whispered nickname had stuck and spread through every department. He arrived each morning in carefully chosen feminine outfits approved by Grace and Marcy; shiny satin blouses in pastel shades, fitted skirts that showed off his stockinged legs, and subtle but unmistakable makeup. The thick lacy bras, frilly panties, and suspender belts were mandatory underneath. His hair had grown out and been styled into a soft, feminine bob. He answered to "she/her" and the name "Alice" in all official communications after HR had processed his "transition."

Colleagues no longer hid their stares or giggles. Some were openly cruel, others awkwardly polite. Jamie from design flirted shamelessly. The rumours had evolved from speculation into accepted fact; Alan, sorry, Alice, was a pathetic sissy whose wife had left him for a real man and who now lived as the household maid. He worked quietly at his desk, voice soft and deferential, trying desperately to focus on spreadsheets while feeling the constant caress of lace and satin against his skin and the ever-present weight of his chastity cage.

At home, his existence was even more degrading. He was the full-time live-in maid. Every morning he woke in his tiny single bed in the corner of the master bedroom, dressed in a frilly nightie, and began his chores; cleaning, laundry, cooking, and serving breakfast to the three lovers in bed. He addressed Grace as Mistress, Tom as Master, and Marcy as Miss Marcy. Evenings were spent on his knees, polishing shoes, massaging feet, or serving drinks while the others relaxed. And every single night, without fail, Tom fucked him.

Tom’s powerful, muscular body would pin the skinny sissy down or bend him over, driving his thick cock deep into Alan’s arse while Grace and Marcy watched, kissed, or played with each other. Alan cried almost every time, but his body had begun to betray him, his caged cock leaking helplessly as he was used. The sound of his own broken moans and Tom’s grunts had become the nightly soundtrack of the house.

Marcy, meanwhile, had flourished. She was happier, more confident, and sexually insatiable. One lazy Sunday afternoon, she walked into the living room and stopped dead at the sight before her.

Tom was lounging on the sofa wearing nothing but a delicate black lace bra stretched tight across his massive chest, matching lace panties that barely contained his heavy cock and balls, and sheer black stockings clinging to his powerful thighs. The contrast was breathtaking, raw masculine muscle wrapped in pretty, feminine lace.

Marcy’s mouth fell open. She stared for a long moment, then let out a soft, aroused laugh.

“Oh my God… that’s actually really hot,” she breathed, biting her lip. “On you, Tom. The way the lace looks against your muscles… fuck. It shouldn’t work, but it really does.”

Tom grinned, flexing his chest so the bra straps dug deeper into his traps. “Grace likes it. Figured I’d surprise you.”

Marcy walked over and ran her small hands over the lace-covered pecs, then down to the straining panties. “It makes you look even more powerful. Like a big, strong bull dressed up just for us. I love it.”

Grace, watching from the doorway with a glass of wine, smiled proudly. “Good. Because my big muscular sex slave looks delicious like this, doesn’t he?”

Later that evening, after Alan had served dinner and been sent to clean the kitchen, Grace and Marcy sat together on the sofa while Tom dozed in his lingerie. Grace turned to the smaller woman with a serious but affectionate expression.

“Marcy, I need to talk to you about something important,” she said, taking her hand. “I love having you here. I love sharing Tom with you. But I’ve realised I want to be the undisputed Queen of this house. The one in complete control. I want you to submit to me too, not like Alan, not broken and sissified and pathetic. I want you as my willing, beautiful sex slave. You’ll still have freedom, dignity, and Tom’s cock whenever you want. But when I give an order, you obey. You kneel for me. You please me. You belong to me.”

Marcy listened carefully, her cheeks flushing. She glanced over at Tom’s powerful, lace-clad body, then back at Grace’s commanding presence. A slow, excited smile spread across her face.

“I… I think I’d like that,” she admitted softly. “I’ve already submitted so much, to you, to this whole dynamic. Being your sex slave sounds… thrilling. As long as I’m not treated like Alan. I want to be wanted. Desired. Used by both of you, but still… me.”

Grace leaned in and kissed her deeply, possessively. “That’s exactly what you’ll be. My pretty little plaything. My willing slut. Welcome to your new role, darling.”

Marcy moaned softly into the kiss, already wet at the thought.

In the kitchen, Alan finished wiping the counters, unaware that the hierarchy had just been formalised even further.

A few weeks after Marcy’s official submission to Grace, the four of them sat around the large dining table after dinner. Alan, now fully “Alice” at home, was on his knees beside the table in a frilly black-and-white maid uniform, carefully refilling their wine glasses whenever they ran low. His makeup was perfectly applied, his hair styled in soft waves, and the thick lacy bra underneath his satin blouse was clearly visible.

The conversation had turned practical.

“He brings home next to nothing now,” Grace said, swirling her wine. “After taxes and the pathetic salary, it’s barely worth the train fare. And the time he wastes at that office… all those hours he could be using here.”

Tom nodded, his powerful arm draped around Marcy’s shoulders. He was wearing a sheer black lace bodysuit that clung to his muscular frame, a look that still made Marcy bite her lip every time she saw it.

“Exactly,” Tom agreed. “He could be doing the grocery shopping, the cleaning, the laundry, preparing meals, and serving us properly instead of pretending to be useful at a desk. We don’t need his salary. We’re doing fine.”

Marcy leaned forward, her hand resting possessively on Tom’s thick thigh. “I agree. He’s much more useful at home. Full-time maid. That’s what he was meant for.”

All three turned their eyes to Alan, who was still kneeling, head lowered, polishing the stem of a wine glass with a soft cloth.

Grace spoke directly to him, her voice calm and authoritative. “Alice. You’re quitting your job. Effective immediately. Hand in your notice tomorrow. Tell them your transition requires your full attention at home, or whatever story you want. But you’re done working there.”

Alan’s hands trembled slightly on the cloth. For a long moment he said nothing. The fight that had once existed inside him, the desperate resistance, the protests, the tears, had been almost completely extinguished. He was exhausted. Broken. Owned.

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered hoarsely. “I’ll quit tomorrow.”

Marcy smiled and reached down to pat his head like a pet.

“No, we’ll it sort it,” said Grace cryptically.

Tom, however, frowned slightly in thought. “He still needs to contribute financially somehow. Even if it’s little. We can’t have a completely useless sissy draining resources.”

Grace’s eyes lit up with wicked delight. She set her wine glass down and leaned back in her chair.

“I’ve been thinking about that too,” she said. “We’re going to set him up on OnlyFans. ‘Sissy Alice’, full-time locked maid, cuckold, anal slut. We’ll film him doing chores in increasingly slutty outfits, getting fucked by you, cleaning creampies, taking bigger toys… the works. People pay good money for that level of genuine humiliation.”

Marcy clapped her hands together with excitement. “Yes! That’s perfect. We can make him pose, record his crying sessions, make him thank his subscribers while he’s plugged and plugged. He can earn his keep as an online sissy whore.”

Tom chuckled deeply. “I like it. He can film content during the day while we’re out. We’ll set strict targets. If he doesn’t earn enough, there will be punishments.”

Alan remained on his knees, eyes wide with fresh horror, but he didn’t protest. He simply whispered, “Yes, Master… Mistress… Miss Marcy.”

The very next morning, Alan submitted his resignation to HR. The relief on some faces and the cruel excitement on others was palpable. By the end of the week, he was officially unemployed, a full-time live-in sissy maid.

That weekend, Grace, Tom, and Marcy set up his OnlyFans account with professional care. They took dozens of photos and videos; Alan in full maid uniform doing housework, locked in chastity and plugged, on his knees sucking Tom’s cock, crying while being fucked, and delicately applying makeup with trembling hands. The profile bio read;

“Pathetic locked sissy maid Alice. Cuckolded husband. Used daily by a real alpha couple and their girlfriend. Watch me serve, cry, and degrade myself for your amusement.”

The account went live on a Sunday evening.

Within hours, the first subscriptions and tips started coming in. By the end of the first month, Alan’s earnings, while modest compared to a normal salary, were enough to cover his meagre needs and even contribute a little to the household.

Every evening after completing his chores, Alan was made to film new content. Sometimes it was simple; him folding laundry in a tiny maid dress while narrating how grateful he was to be a sissy. Other times it was brutal; Tom fucking him hard on camera while Grace and Marcy directed and laughed. The subscribers loved his genuine tears and broken expression.

Alan’s old life was truly gone. He spent his days cooking, cleaning, shopping, and serving. His nights were spent being used and filmed. And every time a new subscriber joined or a big tip came in, Grace would make him thank them personally on camera, on his knees, in full makeup, often with a fresh load of Tom’s cum dripping from his arse.

One lazy Sunday evening, after Alan had finished serving dinner and was on his knees giving Tom a slow, obedient foot massage, Tom looked down at the sissy with a thoughtful, predatory expression.

“I’ve been thinking,” Tom said, his deep voice rumbling. “We should take Alice out for some real fun. A gay bar. Somewhere busy. Film her getting properly fucked by multiple men. It would make incredible OnlyFans content.”

Grace’s eyes lit up immediately. She was sitting across from them in a silk robe, legs crossed elegantly. “That’s a delicious idea. Public use. Real strangers. Breaking her completely on camera.”

Alan’s hands froze on Tom’s foot. His face went deathly pale. “Please… no. Not that. I can’t…”

Grace held up a hand, silencing him. “I love the idea, Tom. But only on one condition.” She smiled sweetly at her muscular husband. “You come too. And you wear your prettiest lingerie underneath whatever you wear on top. I want my big, strong sex slave on display as well.”

Tom raised an eyebrow, then let out a low chuckle. The lace bra and panties he was currently wearing under his clothes suddenly felt very relevant. “Deal,” he said without hesitation. “I’ll do it.”

Alan’s begging started the moment they got into the car that Friday night.

“Please, Mistress, Master… don’t do this,” he whimpered from the back seat. He was dressed in a slutty outfit Grace had chosen; a tiny black pleated skirt, sheer stockings with garters, a tight shiny pink satin blouse that clearly showed his lacy bra, heavy makeup, and a cheap blonde wig. “I’ll do anything else. Please don’t make me get fucked by strangers. I’m scared. I don’t want this…”

Grace, sitting elegantly in the passenger seat in a stunning black dress, turned around with a calm smile.

“Don’t worry, Alice,” she said sweetly. “Tom will be getting fucked too tonight.”

Tom, who was driving, nearly swerved. He glanced at Grace, then at the road, clearly surprised. After a moment, a slow, aroused smile spread across his strong face.

“I think… I’ll like that,” he admitted, his voice thick.

Grace turned to look at him fully, her green eyes sparkling with surprise and sudden hunger. “Tom… is there something you want to tell us?”

Tom was quiet for a few seconds, then exhaled. “I’m bisexual. I’ve always been. I watch a lot of gay porn when I’m alone. Big muscular guys getting fucked, sucking cock… it turns me on. I just never said anything before.”

Grace’s smile grew wide and delighted. “That’s incredibly hot,” she purred, reaching over to squeeze his thick thigh. “My big, powerful, muscular husband likes cock too. We’re going to have so much fun exploring that.”

Marcy, sitting in the back with Alan, giggled excitedly and stroked Alan’s thigh. “This night just got even better.”

Alan sat in miserable silence the rest of the drive, dressed like a whore, while the three dominants chatted eagerly about the possibilities ahead.

The gay bar was loud, dark, and packed with men. The moment the four of them walked in, Tom in a loose shirt and jeans hiding his lingerie, Grace and Marcy looking stunning, and Alan mincing behind them in full sissy slut attire, heads turned. Whispers and appreciative stares followed them.

Grace found them a table near the back, then pulled out her phone.

“Time to start filming, Alice,” she said sweetly, hitting record. “Go make some new friends.”

Alan’s night of public degradation had officially begun.

The gay bar was dimly lit, pulsing with deep bass music and filled with the low hum of male voices and laughter. The air was thick with the scent of beer, cologne, and raw masculinity. Heads turned the moment the group entered. Grace and Marcy looked stunning, tall, elegant Grace in a tight black dress that showed off her long legs, and petite Marcy in a short red number that clung to her curves. But the real spectacle was the two “girls” they had brought with them.

Tom moved with confident swagger, his powerful muscular frame drawing hungry stares. Under his loose button-up shirt and jeans, he wore a full set of delicate black lace lingerie, bra stretched tight across his broad chest, panties barely containing his heavy cock and balls, and sheer stockings on his thick thighs. Alan, Alice, trailed behind in utter humiliation; a tiny black pleated skirt that barely covered his arse, sheer stockings with visible garter straps, a shiny pink satin blouse that clearly showed the outline of his thick lacy bra, heavy makeup, and a cheap blonde wig. His legs shook in the high heels Grace had forced him into.

Grace had her phone out from the start, filming discreetly but steadily. Marcy held a second phone, giggling with excitement.

They found a table in a darker corner near the back. Almost immediately, men started approaching.

A tall, muscular guy in his thirties with a shaved head and tattoos walked straight up to Tom. “Fuck, you look incredible,” he said, eyes roaming over Tom’s frame. “That lace under there? Hot as hell.”

Tom grinned, clearly aroused by the attention. “Thanks. First time here like this.”

Within minutes, Tom was being kissed hard by the tattooed man. Alan watched in numb horror as his muscular Master made out with another man, their big bodies pressed together. Grace zoomed in with her phone, whispering, “Look at that, sissy. Master’s enjoying his first real cock kiss.”

More men gathered. A lean, younger guy with a beard approached Alan, running a hand up his stockinged thigh under the tiny skirt. “Cute little sissy. You here to get used?”

Alan forced a shaky smile for the camera. “Y-yes…”

The night descended quickly into depravity.

Tom was the first to be pulled away. Two muscular men led him toward a darker corner booth. Grace and Marcy followed with Alan in tow, filming everything. They made Alan watch as the men stripped Tom’s outer clothes, revealing the full lacy lingerie underneath. The men groaned in appreciation.

“Fuck, look at this big stud in lace,” one of them said, grabbing Tom’s bulging lace panties. They pushed Tom onto the seat. One man fed his thick cock into Tom’s mouth while the other pulled Tom’s panties aside and started fingering his arse.

Tom moaned loudly around the cock in his mouth. “Fuck yes…” he growled when the man pulled out for a moment. “Give it to me.”

Grace was thrilled. “My big strong husband is such a hungry bottom tonight,” she purred, filming close-up as the second man pushed his cock into Tom’s arse. Tom grunted in pleasure, his powerful body rocking between the two men as they fucked him from both ends. His lace bra and panties stayed on, adding to the obscene contrast.

Meanwhile, Alan was not spared.

Three men surrounded him. They bent him over the table, flipping up his tiny skirt and yanking his frilly panties aside. The first cock, thick and veined, pushed into his already lubed arse without much warning. Alan cried out, gripping the table edge as he was penetrated hard.

“Take it, sissy,” Grace commanded, holding the phone close. “Smile for the camera and tell them how much you love cock.”

Alan forced the words out between gasps and sobs. “I… I love cock… please fuck me…”

The man pounded him mercilessly, hips slapping against Alan’s skinny arse. Cum from previous loads (they had warmed him up in the toilets earlier) already leaked down his thighs. Another man stepped in front, shoving his cock into Alan’s mouth. Alan sucked numbly, eyes glazed, tears streaming as he was used from both ends.

They passed him around like a toy.

A burly bear-type man took his turn, lifting Alan’s legs high and fucking him deep while calling him a “pathetic little cumdump.” Another, younger and hung, made Alan ride him on a bar stool, bouncing the sissy up and down on his cock while the camera recorded every bounce of Alan’s frilly skirt and leaking cage.

Tom, meanwhile, was in heaven. After taking two loads in his arse, he was now on his knees sucking a third man while another fucked him from behind. His muscular body glistened with sweat, the lace lingerie soaked and stained. He was vocal, groaning with real pleasure every time a thick cock stretched him.

“Fuck… harder,” Tom demanded, pushing back onto the cock in his arse. Grace and Marcy were ecstatic, filming both their men being used.

Alan had gone completely numb. He was passed from man to man, bent over, on his knees, on his back with legs in the air. Cock after cock used his mouth and arse. Cum poured from him. Thick loads leaked constantly from his stretched hole, running down his stockinged thighs and pooling on the floor. Men wiped their spent cocks on his face and blouse. One made him clean another man’s arse after he’d fucked Tom.

“Smile, Alice,” Grace kept reminding him, zooming in on his tear-streaked, cum-covered face. “Tell the camera how much you love being a public sissy whore.”

Alan obeyed in a broken monotone. “I love being a public sissy whore… please use me…”

By the end of the night, Alan had taken at least eight different men. His makeup was destroyed, his blouse and skirt stained with cum, his arse gaping and leaking profusely. He could barely stand. Tom, on the other hand, had taken four loads and looked exhilarated, his muscular body marked with bite marks and cum, lace lingerie ruined but still clinging to him.

In the car on the way home, Alan sat in the back seat in a daze, cum still dripping from him onto the seat. Tom drove with a satisfied grin, one hand on Grace’s thigh.

“That was fucking incredible,” Tom said. “I want to do that again.”

Grace laughed delightedly and kissed him. “My bisexual stud. And our broken little sissy.”

Marcy reached back and patted Alan’s head. “You did so well, Alice. The subscribers are going to love this.”

Alan said nothing. He simply stared out the window, completely numb, as another load leaked slowly from his ruined hole.

The video they uploaded that night broke all their previous records.


Chapter 12

The morning Grace decided it was time for Alan’s final public breaking at the office, she and Marcy spent nearly an hour dressing him.

“No more pretending,” Grace had said calmly as she zipped up the outfit. “Today you go to work as the slut you really are.”

The clothes were deliberately outrageous. A tight, shiny black satin blouse that was clearly women’s wear, low-cut, with a deep V-neck that showed off the heavily padded, lacy pink bra underneath. The blouse was several sizes too small, straining across his chest and leaving his midriff partially exposed. Below that, a ridiculously short black pleated skirt that barely covered the tops of his sheer black stockings. The garter straps were clearly visible when he moved. His legs looked long and slender in the stockings and black patent high heels. Heavy makeup, thick eyeliner, bright red lipstick, and rosy blush, completed the look, along with the blonde wig Grace had styled into messy curls.

Alan stared at himself in the mirror, utterly mortified. “Mistress… I can’t go to work like this. They’ll fire me on the spot.”

“That’s the point, Alice,” Grace replied, adjusting his bra strap. “Now go. And remember, no jacket to cover up. I want everyone to see.”

The train journey and walk into the office were a nightmare of stares, wolf whistles, and open laughter. By the time Alan reached his desk, the entire floor had fallen into shocked silence, followed by a rising wave of whispers and giggles.

Sarah from marketing was the first to say something out loud.

“Alan… what the actual fuck? You can’t come to work dressed like that. This is completely inappropriate.”

Others quickly joined in.

“Mate, go home,” said one of the guys from sales, looking embarrassed. “You’re going to get yourself sacked.”

“You look like a cheap hooker,” a woman from accounts muttered, not even trying to be quiet.

Alan stood there in the middle of the open-plan office, skirt fluttering around his thighs, satin blouse gleaming under the fluorescent lights. Something inside him finally snapped. The constant humiliation, the broken spirit, the months of training, it all coalesced into a strange, numb acceptance.

He turned toward Jamie from design, who was staring with wide, hungry eyes.

Alan forced a shaky, flirtatious smile and walked over, hips swaying in the heels.

“Hi Jamie,” he said softly, voice pitched higher. “Do you… like what you see?”

Jamie blinked, then grinned. “Fuck yes. I saw you at that gay bar a couple of weeks ago, you know. You were a complete slut, taking cock after cock in the back. I jerked off watching you get passed around like a cheap whore.”

Alan’s face burned, but he didn’t pull away. “Maybe you can have a turn one day,” he whispered, the words tasting like ash but coming out anyway.

The office erupted into louder murmurs. Someone called HR immediately.

Fifteen minutes later, Alan was sitting in the HR manager’s office. The woman, usually polite and professional, looked at him with barely concealed disgust.

“Alan… Alice… whatever you’re calling yourself today. This is completely unacceptable. Your appearance is creating a hostile work environment. You’re dressed like a prostitute. We’ve had multiple complaints. Effective immediately, you are terminated. Security will escort you out. Your things will be sent to you.”

Alan didn’t argue. He simply nodded, stood up on his high heels, and let security walk him through the office one final time. Colleagues filmed on their phones. Some laughed. Others looked away in embarrassment.

By the time he reached the car park, where Grace was waiting in the car with a satisfied smile, Alan’s old professional life was over.

“Welcome to full-time sissy life, Alice,” Grace said as he climbed into the passenger seat, skirt riding up to expose his lace panties. “How does it feel to be completely free?”

Alan stared straight ahead, voice hollow.

“Empty,” he whispered.

Grace reached over and squeezed his thigh. “Good. That’s exactly how a proper maid should feel.”

The days following Alan’s dramatic dismissal from the office settled into a strange new rhythm. He knew, deep down, that he would never work a normal job again. The videos and photos from that final day had spread like wildfire through industry groups and social media. “The sissy analyst” was now a minor internet joke. No company would touch him. His reputation was destroyed.

At home, Grace gave him a simple instruction; “Your new full-time job is content creation. Make yourself useful.”

So Alan, Alice, threw himself into OnlyFans.

Every morning, after completing his maid duties (cleaning, laundry, preparing meals), he would spend hours creating content. At first it felt degrading and mechanical. He filmed himself doing chores in increasingly slutty outfits; dusting in just a tiny maid apron and heels, cooking breakfast with a butt plug visibly shifting inside him, folding laundry while narrating in a breathy, feminine voice how grateful he was to be a locked sissy maid.

He learned quickly how to build an audience. He created safe-for-work teaser accounts on Instagram and X (formerly Twitter). On these platforms he posted carefully cropped photos and short videos; elegant shots of his stockinged legs in heels, close-ups of his glossy lips saying “Good morning from your favourite locked maid,” or innocent-looking clips of him curtseying in full uniform with teasing captions like “Just another day serving my superiors ?? Full version on my OnlyFans.”

The engagement grew faster than he expected. Comments flooded in, some cruel, some wildly perverted. “Such a pathetic little sissy,” “I’d destroy that arse,” “Bet you cry when you get fucked.” Each new follower and tip gave him a strange, shameful rush. The money wasn’t huge at first, but it was something. More importantly, for the first time in months, he felt a twisted sense of purpose.

He started to enjoy it.

The act of performing, of leaning fully into the humiliation, became oddly liberating. There was no more pretending to be a normal man. No more hiding. He began experimenting with angles, lighting, and dialogue. Some nights he would film himself riding a dildo while moaning Tom’s name, then edit the footage with soft filters and sad music for maximum emotional impact. His subscriber count climbed steadily. Tips increased when he cried on camera, real tears were his best asset.

One Thursday evening, after Grace, Tom, and Marcy had gone out for dinner, Alan made a bold decision.

He dressed himself in the sluttiest outfit he owned; a tiny silver sequinned skirt that barely covered his arse, a sheer white crop top that clearly showed his lacy pink bra, thigh-high stockings with bows, sky-high heels, and full glamorous makeup. He looked like a cheap prostitute.

He took a taxi to the same gay bar where he had been publicly used weeks earlier.

This time he went alone.

The moment he walked in, men recognised him. Word had spread about the viral sissy from the previous visit. Within minutes he was surrounded. Alan didn’t fight it. He let them buy him drinks, grope him, and lead him to the darker areas. Phones came out. He performed for the cameras, on his knees sucking cock in the toilets, bent over a table getting fucked by two men at once, on his back with his legs in the air while a muscular stranger pounded him mercilessly.

He smiled through the humiliation. Moaned louder. Begged for more. For the content.

He came home just after midnight, cum leaking down his thighs, clothes dishevelled, makeup smeared. Without even cleaning up, he set up his ring light and filmed a long, detailed video recounting the entire night, describing every cock, every load, every degrading moment, while slowly riding a large dildo on camera.

He uploaded it immediately, titling it; “Sissy Alice’s Solo Night Out – Used Like a Cheap Whore.”

The video exploded.

The next afternoon, Marcy came home from work and found Alan on his knees in the living room, still in his cum-stained outfit from the night before, editing more footage.

She walked over, lifted his chin, and smiled down at him with genuine pride.

“I saw the new video,” she said softly. “It’s incredible, Alice. You looked so natural. So broken and eager at the same time. The comments are pouring in, they love you.”

Alan looked up at her, exhausted but strangely calm. “Thank you, Miss Marcy.”

Marcy stroked his hair affectionately. “I’m really proud of you. You’ve finally accepted what you are. Our perfect little sissy content creator.”

She leaned down and kissed his forehead, leaving a lipstick mark.

“Keep it up. Mistress Grace is going to be very pleased when she sees how much you earned last night.”

Alan nodded quietly, a small, broken smile on his glossy lips.

Marcy found him late that afternoon.

Alan, Alice, was still kneeling in the living room in the same cum-stained outfit from his night at the gay bar. The sheer white crop top was ruined, the tiny silver skirt rucked up around his waist, and his makeup was a smeared mess of mascara trails and lipstick smudges. He was editing the new video on his laptop, fingers moving mechanically across the keys.

Marcy stood in the doorway for a long moment, watching him. When he finally looked up, something in her expression made his chest tighten.

It wasn’t the cold dominance he usually saw. It wasn’t even pity. It was a soft, almost tender look, the way someone might gaze at a beloved pet that had finally learned its place. Fond. Possessive. Content.

“Miss Marcy…” he whispered, voice small.

She walked over slowly and crouched in front of him, cupping his chin gently with her small hand. Her thumb brushed across his lower lip, wiping away a streak of dried cum.

“You’ve been working hard,” she said softly. “I watched the new video. You were such a good little whore.”

Alan searched her eyes. That look, gentle, almost loving, unsettled him more than any cruelty ever had. He swallowed hard.

“Miss Marcy… did you ever really love me?”

The question hung in the air between them. Marcy didn’t answer immediately. She continued stroking his cheek, almost absentmindedly, like one might stroke a cat.

“No,” she said finally, her voice calm and honest. “I didn’t. Not really. I saw you as… safe. A good, quiet option for the future. Someone steady. Someone my parents would approve of. You were reliable, kind, never made waves. I thought that was enough. I convinced myself it was love.”

Alan felt something inside him crack open.

“I never hated you,” Marcy continued gently. “You were never cruel. But there was never any real attraction. Not physically. Not emotionally. Not the way I feel when Tom touches me. Honestly… I hated myself for marrying you. I felt trapped. Bored. Like I’d settled for a life that was too small.”

Tears welled in Alan’s eyes again, but he didn’t look away.

“But now?” he whispered.

Marcy smiled, small, genuine, almost affectionate.

“Now I’m glad you’re in my life. You’re better this way. More real. More honest. Look at you, broken, obedient, useful. You’re finally who you were always meant to be. My pathetic little sissy.”

She stroked his head tenderly, running her fingers through the blonde wig.

“I hope you go further, Alice.”

Alan’s voice cracked. “How far?”

Marcy’s smile widened. She leaned in and kissed his forehead, leaving a soft lipstick mark.

“Girlfriend,” she whispered. “I want to see you change completely. Become a real slut. I want to watch you debase yourself in public. I want to see you want people to look at you with disgust. I want you to crave shame. I think that’s when you’re happiest.”

Alan stared at her, the words sinking deep into his broken mind.

He realised, with a strange, horrifying clarity, that she was right.

The resistance, the tears, the shame, they weren’t things to fight anymore. They were the only things that made him feel alive. The only things that felt real.

He nodded slowly, a broken little smile forming on his glossy lips.

“Yes, Miss Marcy,” he whispered. “I’ll be that sissy slut from now on.”

Marcy’s eyes sparkled with delight.

“Good girl. From today, you’re Sissy Alison. No more pretending. No more holding back.”

She stood up and offered him her hand.

“Come on, Sissy Alison. Let’s get you cleaned up and into something even sluttier. We have content to make.”

Alan, now fully Sissy Alison, took her hand and rose on shaky heels. The last fragments of the man he used to be dissolved completely.

The next morning, Sissy Alison knelt at Marcy’s feet in the living room while she sipped her coffee. He was dressed in a baby-pink satin maid dress with white lace trim, the hem barely covering his frilly panties. His makeup was fresh, his blonde wig styled neatly, and his thick lacy bra clearly visible beneath the low neckline.

“Miss Marcy…” he began softly, voice trembling with nervousness and resolve. “I… I’d like you to book me an appointment with the doctor. I’m ready. I want to start hormones.”

Marcy froze mid-sip. Then her face lit up with pure, radiant joy. She set her coffee down and pulled him into a tight, affectionate hug, squeezing his skinny body against her.

“Oh, Alison… my sweet girl. I’m so proud of you. Yes. Absolutely yes. I’ll book it today. This is going to be so good for you.”

She kissed his forehead repeatedly, stroking his hair like a treasured pet. For a brief moment, Alison felt warm, almost loved.

Then Marcy pulled back, still holding his shoulders, and looked him straight in the eyes.

“But first… I want a divorce.”

The words hit him like a slap. Alison’s world tilted. His painted lips parted in shock, and tears immediately welled up.

“W-what?” he choked out. “Marcy… Miss Marcy, please… why? I’ve done everything. I quit my job. I’m your maid. I’m filming for OnlyFans. I’m trying so hard...”

He broke down completely, collapsing forward onto his hands and knees, sobbing hysterically. “Please don’t leave me… I love you. I’ve always loved you. Don’t do this…”

Marcy looked down at him coldly, no longer hugging. Her expression was one of mild disgust mixed with boredom.

“Because you’re a pathetic sissy whore, Alison,” she said flatly. “And I don’t love you. Why on earth would I stay married to you? You’re vile. Disgusting. A slave, that’s all you are now, and that’s all you’ll ever be.”

Alison sobbed harder, forehead pressed to the floor, his whole body shaking.

“You’re not a man,” Marcy continued, her voice rising with contempt. “You’re not even a real woman. When you grow breasts, you won’t be identifying as a woman. You’ll still just be a slave. A pig. Say it. Say what you are.”

Alison’s voice cracked between sobs. “I’m… I’m a pig…”

“Louder.”

“I’m a pig!” he wailed.

Marcy laughed softly and lifted her foot, pressing her heel into his shoulder and pushing him over onto his side. She stood over him, rubbing her pussy slowly through her panties as she looked down at his broken form.

“You’re a disgusting, cum-guzzling, cock-sucking pig,” she spat, literally spitting on his face. A thick glob landed on his cheek. “A locked-up, worthless little sissy who gets fucked in dirty bars for pocket money. You make me sick.”

She kicked him lightly in the stomach, not hard enough to bruise, but enough to make him curl up.

Alison cried hysterically, mascara running in black rivers down his face. Between sobs he gasped out the question that had been burning inside him for months; “Why… why do I love this so much? Why does it feel so good when you hurt me?”

Marcy crouched down beside him, still gently rubbing herself. She stroked his wet cheek almost tenderly.

“Because you are finally you,” she whispered. “And that is exactly how I want you. Broken. Pathetic. Useful. A pretty little pig who exists only to serve and entertain us.”

She stood up again and gave him one last dismissive kick to the thigh.

“Now stop crying and go make my lunch, pig. I have a doctor’s appointment to book for my soon-to-be ex-husband.”

Marcy turned and walked away without another word, leaving Alison curled on the floor like a discarded toy.

Slowly, painfully, he climbed to his feet. He wiped away his tears, but they kept coming, fresh streaks cutting through the ruined makeup on his cheeks. His hands shook as he smoothed down the frilly hem of his maid dress, the satin whispering mockingly against his stockinged thighs.

He hated that he couldn’t run. He hated that a sick, twisted part of him enjoyed the torture. He hated himself for being this person, weak, broken, pathetic.

But he knew the truth.

He was trapped in a hell of his own creation. A hell he had begged for, fantasised about, and willingly walked into. There was no escape. No going back. Only deeper surrender.

Sissy Alison stood there for a long moment, tears still falling silently, then turned toward the kitchen with small, mincing steps.

Master and the Mistresses would be wanting their lunch soon.


Epilogue

Several months had passed since Alan’s complete surrender, and the house had settled into a rhythm of elegant cruelty and indulgent luxury.

Grace, Tom, and Marcy lived like royalty. The spacious five-bedroom home in one of the better suburbs had been fully redecorated to their tastes, modern minimalist furniture, expensive art on the walls, a large heated pool in the garden, and a master bedroom suite big enough for three. Money was no longer a concern. Tom’s construction management business was thriving, Grace had received a significant promotion at work, and Marcy had reduced her hours at the surgery to part-time, enjoying the freedom their combined income provided. They took weekend trips to boutique hotels, dined at fine restaurants, and hosted small, exclusive gatherings where their “maid” served silently in the background.

And then there was Alison.

From the moment he woke at 5;30 a.m. every single day until he was finally allowed to collapse into his tiny single bed in the corner of the master bedroom well after midnight, his existence was one of relentless, exhausting service. He no longer had a name at home unless they chose to use it mockingly. He was “sissy,” “maid,” “pig,” “whore,” or simply “it.”

His morning began in darkness. He would slip out of his frilly nightie, shower quickly, and dress in whatever humiliating uniform Grace or Marcy had laid out the night before. Today it was a baby-blue satin maid dress with white lace trim so thick it rustled loudly with every movement, a heavily padded bra that gave him small, perky fake breasts, sheer white stockings with garter straps, and white patent heels that made his calves ache after only an hour. Makeup was mandatory, full face every day, no exceptions. Foundation, eyeliner, bright lipstick, and blush. His blonde wig was styled into soft curls.

By 6;15 a.m. he was downstairs preparing breakfast. Fresh coffee, avocado toast and poached eggs for Grace, a protein-heavy meal for Tom, and whatever Marcy was craving that morning. He served them in bed, curtseying deeply as he placed the trays down, then waited on his knees beside the bed while they ate and casually discussed their plans for the day, often ignoring him completely or making casual jokes about his appearance.

After breakfast came the cleaning. The entire house had to be immaculate. Vacuuming, dusting, polishing silver, scrubbing bathrooms on his hands and knees. He was not allowed to use modern appliances for everything, Grace enjoyed making him hand-wash their delicate lingerie, including Tom’s growing collection of lace items. His back ached constantly. His knees were bruised and red. He was allowed only four to five hours of sleep per night, and even then he was often woken by Tom or Marcy for late-night use.

The sexual service was relentless. Almost every evening, after dinner had been cleared and the kitchen restored to perfection, he would be called upstairs. Sometimes Tom would fuck him hard while Grace and Marcy watched and pleasured each other. Sometimes all three would use him, Tom in his arse, Grace riding his face, Marcy making him suck her strap-on. On many nights he was simply tied to the corner of the big bed and left as a warm, living sex toy while the three of them made love passionately only feet away from him.

He was now officially divorced. The papers had been signed without ceremony three weeks earlier. Marcy had not even looked sad. She had simply smiled and said, “Finally free.”

Alison realised with crushing clarity that he was not gay. He had never truly wanted to suck cock or be fucked by men. The fantasy had been about watching Marcy with someone else, not becoming the one who was used. Yet here he was; regularly fucked by Tom, regularly passed around strangers for OnlyFans content, regularly made to suck cock on camera. He hated it. He hated the taste, the stretch, the degradation. But most of all, he hated that he no longer had any choice.

He hated dressing every single day in frilly, restrictive, itchy lingerie and maid uniforms. He hated the constant clicking of heels, the swish of satin, the way the padded bra made his chest feel heavy and fake. He hated sleeping only a few hours, waking up exhausted, and knowing the cycle would repeat tomorrow, and the day after, and the day after that.

Most of all, he hated that it wasn’t even cuckolding anymore.

He was divorced. Marcy was no longer his wife. There was no thrill of “my wife is with another man.” It was simply endless, joyless abuse. He was their property. Their toy. Their maid and only whore.

Alison stood at the kitchen sink one afternoon, hands deep in soapy water washing Marcy’s delicate underwear, when the full weight of his misery crashed over him again. Tears slipped down his cheeks, smudging his carefully applied mascara. He didn’t even bother wiping them away anymore. Crying had become as normal as breathing.

He thought about trying to leave, again. But where would he go? He had no savings. Grace controlled all his OnlyFans earnings. He had no friends left, they had all drifted away after the rumours and leaked videos. His family barely spoke to him anymore. He was too shy, too meek, too broken to start over. The videos of him being gangbanged at the gay bar were still circulating online. There was no escape.

From upstairs he heard laughter, Grace, Tom, and Marcy enjoying an afternoon in bed together. The sound of their pleasure used to excite him. Now it just made the emptiness sharper.

He finished washing the lingerie, hung it carefully to dry, and began preparing dinner. His heels clicked on the tiled floor as he moved between counter and fridge. Every step reminded him of what he had become.

A pathetic, jobless, penniless, fully sissified live-in slave.

And the worst part, the part that truly broke him, was knowing that even if someone offered him a way out today, a tiny, terrified voice inside him might whisper that he no longer deserved anything better.

He was exactly where they wanted him and was too weak to leave.

Several months had passed since Alan’s complete surrender, and the house had settled into a rhythm of elegant cruelty and indulgent luxury.
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The sexual service was relentless. Almost every evening, after dinner had been cleared and the kitchen restored to perfection, he would be called upstairs. Sometimes Tom would fuck him hard while Grace and Marcy watched and pleasured each other. Sometimes all three would use him, Tom in his arse, Grace riding his face, Marcy making him suck her strap-on. On many nights he was simply tied to the corner of the big bed and left as a warm, living sex toy while the three of them made love passionately only feet away from him.

He was now officially divorced. The papers had been signed without ceremony three weeks earlier. Marcy had not even looked sad. She had simply smiled and said, “Finally free.”

Alison realised with crushing clarity that he was not gay. He had never truly wanted to suck cock or be fucked by men. The fantasy had been about watching Marcy with someone else, not becoming the one who was used. Yet here he was; regularly fucked by Tom, regularly passed around strangers for OnlyFans content, regularly made to suck cock on camera. He hated it. He hated the taste, the stretch, the degradation. But most of all, he hated that he no longer had any choice.

He hated dressing every single day in frilly, restrictive, itchy lingerie and maid uniforms. He hated the constant clicking of heels, the swish of satin, the way the padded bra made his chest feel heavy and fake. He hated sleeping only a few hours, waking up exhausted, and knowing the cycle would repeat tomorrow, and the day after, and the day after that.

Most of all, he hated that it wasn’t even cuckolding anymore.

He was divorced. Marcy was no longer his wife. There was no thrill of “my wife is with another man.” It was simply endless, joyless abuse. He was their property. Their toy. Their maid and only whore.

Alison stood at the kitchen sink one afternoon, hands deep in soapy water washing Marcy’s delicate underwear, when the full weight of his misery crashed over him again. Tears slipped down his cheeks, smudging his carefully applied mascara. He didn’t even bother wiping them away anymore. Crying had become as normal as breathing.

He thought about trying to leave, again. But where would he go? He had no savings. Grace controlled all his OnlyFans earnings. He had no friends left, they had all drifted away after the rumours and leaked videos. His family barely spoke to him anymore. He was too shy, too meek, too broken to start over. The videos of him being gangbanged at the gay bar were still circulating online. There was no escape.

From upstairs he heard laughter, Grace, Tom, and Marcy enjoying an afternoon in bed together. The sound of their pleasure used to excite him. Now it just made the emptiness sharper.

He finished washing the lingerie, hung it carefully to dry, and began preparing dinner. His heels clicked on the tiled floor as he moved between counter and fridge. Every step reminded him of what he had become.

A pathetic, jobless, penniless, fully sissified live-in slave.

And the worst part, the part that truly broke him, was knowing that even if someone offered him a way out today, a tiny, terrified voice inside him might whisper that he no longer deserved anything better.

He was exactly where they wanted him and he was too weak to leave.

It was a warm Friday evening. Golden sunlight filtered through the tall windows of the living room, casting long shadows across the polished hardwood floors. Grace, Tom, and Marcy had gathered for their weekly celebration ritual, a private toast to their perfect life together. The large marble coffee table was set with an expensive bottle of vintage champagne, crystal flutes, and delicate canapés that Alison had spent the afternoon preparing on his knees.

Grace reclined gracefully on the large sectional sofa, looking every inch the queen she had become. She wore a sleek emerald silk dress that hugged her tall, commanding figure. Her auburn hair cascaded over one shoulder, and her green eyes sparkled with satisfaction.

Beside her sat Marcy, radiant and relaxed in a soft white slip dress that showed off her petite, feminine curves. She had never looked happier or more confident. Her hand rested possessively on Grace’s thigh.

And then there was Tom.

The powerful, muscular man lounged in the centre like a contented lion. He wore nothing but an elegant set of deep burgundy lingerie, a delicate lace bra stretched taut across his broad, heavily muscled chest, matching high-cut panties that barely contained his impressive bulge, and sheer black stockings that clung to his thick, powerful thighs. The feminine garments looked obscene yet undeniably erotic on his rugged, masculine frame. The contrast only made him look stronger, more dominant. He sipped his champagne with a lazy, satisfied smile.

In the background, moving silently between them, was Sissy Alison.

He wore his full evening uniform; a baby-pink satin maid dress with multiple layers of white lace and petticoats that made the skirt flare out ridiculously, a heavily padded bra that gave him small, bouncy breasts, white lace gloves, sheer stockings with prominent garter straps, and glossy pink high heels that forced him to take tiny, mincing steps. His blonde wig was styled into elegant curls, and his makeup was flawless, glossy pink lips, long lashes, and carefully contoured cheeks. A thin leather collar with a small silver tag reading “Property” rested around his neck.

He had been awake since 5 a.m. He had cleaned the entire house, prepared a three-course meal, served it on his knees, washed every dish by hand, and polished the silver. His calves burned. His back ached. His feet were blistered from the heels. He had slept less than four hours the night before after being used by all three of them until the early morning.

Alison moved around the room like a ghost, refilling glasses, offering canapés, and adjusting cushions without being asked. His eyes were downcast. His shoulders were slumped. The spark of resistance that had once existed was long gone, replaced by a numb, exhausted acceptance.

Grace watched him with amusement as he approached with the champagne bottle to top up her glass.

Alison stood there silently, tears falling freely now, as the three of them raised their glasses.

“To us,” Grace declared, her voice warm with triumph. “To our perfect little family. To love, pleasure, and complete control.”

Tom and Marcy echoed her, clinking their glasses together with bright laughter.

“And to our almost perfect little maid,” Marcy added, winking at Alison.

The three dominants drank deeply, relaxed and radiant in their luxury. Tom lounged back in his elegant lingerie, his muscular body on full display. Marcy snuggled against Grace’s side. Grace watched over them both like the undisputed queen she was.

Alison remained standing silently beside them, head bowed, tears dripping onto the expensive carpet. He knew the videos of his gangbang at the gay bar were still circulating online. He knew there was no escape. No job. No money. No friends. No dignity left.

The laughter from the toast had barely faded when Alison could no longer hold back.

He stood there in the centre of the room, trembling in his frilly pink maid dress, tears streaming down his powdered cheeks. The weight of months, years, of endless degradation finally broke something deep inside him. His voice came out in a raw, desperate sob.

“Please… please let me go,” he begged, dropping to his knees in front of them. “Delete the videos. All of them. Stop the hormones. I’ll do anything. Let me fix my body. I don’t want this anymore. I’m not a sissy. I’m not Alison. I’m… I’m just a man. Please. I can’t live like this.”

Grace, Tom, and Marcy looked down at him. For a moment there was silence.

Then all three of them grinned, slow, cruel, delighted smiles.

“Oh, Alison,” Grace said softly, tilting her head. “We have plans for you. Very special plans. Soon it won’t matter what you want.”

Alison’s eyes widened in terror. “What… what plans?”

Grace leaned forward, her green eyes gleaming with wicked excitement.

“We found a doctor. A very discreet one. He specialises in… behaviour correction for unruly sissies. A lobotomy. Just a simple procedure. It turns noisy, resistant little toys like you into dumb, smiling, empty-headed bimbos. Always happy. Always obedient. No more crying. No more begging. Just a pretty, brainless little fuckdoll who smiles and spreads her legs on command.”

Alison screamed. The sound tore out of him, raw, animal, broken. He collapsed forward onto his hands and knees, sobbing hysterically.

“No! No, please! Not that! Anything but that! I’ll be good! I’ll serve forever! Just don’t... don’t take my mind! Please, Mistress, I’m begging you!”

He crawled forward desperately, clutching at Grace’s feet, then Marcy’s, then Tom’s.

“Please… I’ll do anything. Delete the videos. Let me leave. I’ll disappear. You’ll never hear from me again. Just don’t do this. I’m scared. I’m so scared…”

The three dominants rose from the sofa together. Their expressions were cold, amused, and utterly merciless.

Tom grabbed Alison by the hair and yanked him up. “You had your chance to be useful. Now you’ll be perfect.”

Grace smiled sweetly. “Your appointment is next week, sissy.”

Alison screamed again, a high, broken wail of pure terror. He thrashed wildly, trying to pull away, but Tom’s powerful grip held him easily. Marcy stepped forward and slapped him hard across the face. Grace followed with a sharp kick to his stomach. Tom punched him once in the ribs, then threw him to the floor.

They beat him methodically, not enough to cause serious injury, but enough to leave him bruised, crying, and curled into a pathetic ball on the expensive carpet. Kicks to his thighs and arse. Slaps across his made-up face. Grace ground her heel into his padded bra. Marcy spat on him repeatedly. Tom stomped on his stockinged legs.

When they finally stopped, Alison lay sobbing brokenly on the floor, dress torn, makeup destroyed, body shaking with terror and pain.

Grace crouched beside him and stroked his hair almost tenderly.

“Next week, darling,” she whispered. “Then you’ll finally be perfect. Our smiling, brainless little bimbo maid. No more thoughts. No more suffering. Just endless, happy service. This isn’t a game anymore, you’re not a play slave, you’re our slave. Your identity is gone, your parents think you died, and we have wiped the old you off the planet. We beat you just now because we can. You’re not human, you’re trash.”

Alison could only cry, loud, hysterical, hopeless sobs that echoed through the luxurious house.

There was no escape. There never had been.

The three dominants stepped over his broken form and walked toward the bedroom, laughing softly as they went, leaving their shattered sissy lying on the floor.

“Beating him up felt so good,” said Marcy, a note of genuine surprise in her voice. “I wish I did it sooner.”

“Well, now you know,” laughed Grace, linking arms with her. “Beat him whenever you like. He doesn’t matter anymore. He’ll still serve. Next week, after the procedure, he won’t even notice the pain.”

The laughter continued, bright and carefree, echoing down the hallway as they disappeared into the master bedroom. Grace finally felt at peace. She had discovered what she had truly been missing all along. It wasn’t just dominance. It was something darker, purer. She was an evil sadist at heart, and she wanted to genuinely hurt someone, slowly, completely, and irreversibly. Alan had been the perfect victim.

In the living room, Sissy Alison remained curled on the floor in his torn pink maid dress, sobbing brokenly. His body ached from the beating. His mind was a storm of terror at what was coming next week.

There was no escape. No hope. No future except further ruin.

The laughter from the bedroom grew louder for a moment, then softened into moans as the three lovers began celebrating their perfect life once again.

Alison cried himself into exhausted unconsciousness on the cold floor, knowing that soon even the ability to cry would be taken from him.

THE END
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