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Chapter 1

The late evening light filtered through the half-drawn blinds of their two-bedroom flat in Clapham, casting long golden stripes across the living room floor. Alex lounged on the worn leather sofa, his bare feet propped on the coffee table, while Lena moved about the kitchen with that familiar, graceful energy she always seemed to possess after a long day at the design studio. The flat was comfortably lived-in; a mixture of IKEA basics and the odd vintage find from their weekend market trips, with framed photographs of the two of them scattered across the shelves, holiday smiles from Crete, their wedding day in a small registry office, and silly selfies from their first anniversary trip to Brighton. At twenty-seven, they had been married for just over two years, and while the initial wildfire of new love had settled into something warmer and steadier, they both worked hard to keep the spark from fading entirely.

Lena appeared from the kitchen carrying two glasses of chilled white wine, her dark hair tied back in a loose ponytail that swayed as she walked. She wore an oversized band t-shirt that barely reached mid-thigh, the faded logo of an old Arctic Monkeys tour doing little to hide the smooth curve of her legs. “Here you go, love,” she said, handing him a glass before curling up beside him, tucking her feet underneath herself. “Cheers to surviving another Monday.”

Alex clinked his glass against hers, taking a sip. He was taller than her by a good few inches, with the kind of lean build that came from weekend runs along the Common rather than the gym. His light brown hair was still slightly damp from the shower. “Monday survived, but Christ, the new project brief is a nightmare. How was your day?”

“Same old. Client wanted ‘edgy but corporate’ for the third time this month. I think I’ve perfected the art of smiling while internally screaming.” She laughed softly, the sound low and warm, and rested her head against his shoulder. For a moment they simply sat together, the quiet hum of the city outside and the distant clatter of a neighbour’s washing machine filling the comfortable silence. These were the moments Alex cherished most, the easy domesticity that made everything else feel manageable.

But as the wine loosened their tongues, the conversation drifted, as it often did on Monday evenings, towards their private rituals. Kink Night had become a sacred tradition early in their relationship, a way to explore the parts of themselves they didn’t show the outside world. It had started as a joke during a tipsy conversation on their honeymoon, but it had evolved into something structured and thrilling. Every week they chose a new scenario, planned it together, and surrendered to it fully for one intense evening.

“Remember last week?” Lena murmured, tracing a lazy circle on his thigh with her fingertip. “You made such a convincing naughty student. I almost believed you were actually scared of detention.”

Alex felt heat rise in his cheeks, a mixture of embarrassment and lingering arousal. “You were terrifying in that pencil skirt. Proper authoritarian. I still have the marks from your ruler somewhere.” He grinned, pulling her closer. “Your turn to pick this week, then. What’s the fantasy?”

Lena’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she sat up a little straighter, swirling the wine in her glass. She had always been the more creatively dominant one, the one who could weave elaborate scenes out of thin air. “I’ve been thinking about something a bit different. Psychological. Risky. Financial domination… mixed with blackmail.” She watched his reaction carefully, her voice dropping to that sultry tone she reserved for these conversations. “You know, you handing over control of your money, your secrets, begging me to ruin you for my pleasure. I’d be this cold, greedy goddess draining you dry while you thank me for it.”

Alex swallowed, feeling an immediate stir of interest low in his belly. The idea was new territory for them, edgier than their usual power games, but the vulnerability of it appealed to the submissive streak he rarely admitted to outside these nights. “Fuck, that sounds intense. In a good way. How would we do it properly? Make it feel real?”

Lena’s smile widened. She grabbed her laptop from the side table and opened it, her fingers flying across the keys with practised ease. “I’ll create a fake Instagram account tonight. Something sleek and intimidating. Goddess Vespera. I can use that new AI image generator for the profile pics, make her look like a proper ice queen. Cruel eyes, designer lingerie, the works. You’ll message from a burner account, send me your pathetic little tributes, tell me all your dirty secrets. We’ll build it up over the week.”

She turned the screen towards him, already experimenting with prompts. Within minutes, the AI produced a series of striking images; a tall, raven-haired woman with sharp cheekbones and piercing eyes, dressed in black lace and leather, staring directly into the camera with an expression that promised both pleasure and destruction. Lena refined them slightly, adding subtle variations. “See? She looks like she’d ruin your life and make you pay for the privilege.”

Alex leaned in, his shoulder brushing hers, inhaling the faint scent of her coconut shampoo. “Jesus, Lena. That’s hot. Terrifyingly hot. Alright, I’m in. I’ll set up the burner on my old phone. We keep it in character the whole week, texts, voice notes, the lot. But we have safewords if it gets too much.”

“Agreed,” she said, leaning over to kiss him deeply, her hand sliding up his chest. Their kisses grew hungry, the wine and the promise of the new game fuelling the heat between them. When they broke apart, both slightly breathless, Lena rested her forehead against his. “I love how you trust me with this stuff. Makes me feel powerful.”

“You are powerful,” he replied softly, his voice thick with affection and desire. “My beautiful, wicked wife.”

She spent the next hour fleshing out the details. Lena perfected the Instagram bio; “Your financial ruin starts here. Send tribute and beg, worm. Goddess_Vespera owns what’s left of you.” Alex created the anonymous account, choosing a generic username that revealed nothing. They roleplayed snippets of dialogue across the sofa, Lena slipping effortlessly into the dominant persona.

“You’d better be ready to empty your accounts for me,” she purred, adopting a haughty tone. “Every penny. Every pathetic secret. I’ll expose you if you disappoint me. You’re gonna love this profile.”

Alex’s voice came out smaller, more submissive. “Yes, Goddess. I’ll do anything. Please take control.”

The air in the flat felt charged. They moved to the bedroom eventually, shedding clothes between laughter and urgent touches, the new fantasy weaving itself into their lovemaking. Afterwards, lying tangled in the sheets with the laptop still open on the bedside table, Lena gave him a gentle nudge.

“Done. We’ll start tomorrow at work. Write to me then. Goddess Vespera.”

Alex picked up the spare phone, his heart beating faster. The wine and the afterglow made his fingers tremble a little. He immediately looked up her profile, finding a sexy woman in latex. It didn’t look AI, but heck, these days, who could tell.

As Lena disappeared upstairs to have a bath, he decided to send the first message already.

Subslutalexldn; Good evening Goddess-Vespera. I’d like to serve you. I love the idea of blackmail, extreme control, rinsing and ruin. Can I please serve you?

The reply came faster than he expected.

Goddess-Vespera; So long as you’re not a timewaster. Send me a tribute to my tip page. Fifty quid to begin with.

He sent the £50 and the conversation quickly intensified.

Goddess-Vespera; Good. What is it you actually want then? You say rinsing and ruin, but are you sure that is what you want?

Subslutalexldn; Yes Goddess! It’s exactly what I want. I want you to take complete control.

Goddess-Vespera; Are you married, slut?

Subslutalexldn; Yes Goddess.

Goddess-Vespera; Of course you are. Pathetic. Does your wife know what a weak, wallet-draining little bitch you are? Or am I going to be your dirty secret?

Subslutalexldn; She has no idea, Goddess. This is our secret. I want you to own me behind her back.

Goddess-Vespera; Good boy. I like secrets. Send me a clear photo of your face right now. Then tell me your full name and where you work. I need to know exactly who I’m ruining.

He sent the photo and details.

Goddess-Vespera; Much better. Look at that desperate little face. You’re already leaking for me, aren’t you? I expect daily tributes, daily reports of your spending, and complete obedience. If you disappoint me, I’ll start exposing you. Starting with your wife. Understood?

Subslutalexldn; Yes Goddess. I understand. I’ll do anything you say.

Goddess-Vespera; Prove it. Send me a voice note right now. I want to hear you say “I am a pathetic married paypig and Goddess-Vespera owns my finances and my life.” Say it slowly and clearly. After that, send a photo of your cock, hard and pathetic.

Alex recorded the voice note quietly on his normal phone and sent it along with the photo. The demands kept coming thick and fast.

Goddess-Vespera; Pathetic, but acceptable. I want another £100 by tomorrow morning as a signing-on fee. After that, we’ll discuss your budget and how much of your salary you’re going to hand over every month. You’ll also start wearing a cage 24/7 and send proof every single day. Fail and the blackmail begins.

Subslutalexldn; Yes Goddess. I’ll send it first thing.

The chat continued intensely for nearly forty minutes. By the time he heard Lena’s bath water stop, Alex had sent nearly £180 and far more compromising material than he had originally intended. His pulse was still racing when he heard her footsteps on the stairs.

He quickly closed the Instagram app, switched back to his normal home screen, and picked up a book from the bedside table, pretending to read as she entered the bedroom.

Lena walked in wrapped in a towel, her skin warm and slightly flushed from the hot water. She smiled at him softly as she dropped the towel and pulled on an old t-shirt.

“Bath was lovely,” she said, climbing into bed beside him. “You okay? You look a bit warm.”

Alex forced a relaxed smile and put his arm around her, pulling her close. “Yeah, I’m fine. Just had a bit too much wine earlier.” He kissed the top of her head, his voice steady and casual. “How was your day again? Tell me about that difficult client.”

Lena started chatting about work, nestling against his chest. Alex listened attentively, nodding in all the right places, while his mind kept drifting back to the conversation still open on his phone and the increasingly intense demands he was now committed to.

He acted completely normal, as if nothing unusual had happened at all.


Chapter 2

The open-plan office at Meridian Marketing felt unusually warm on Tuesday morning. Alex sat at his desk in a charcoal shirt and dark trousers, staring at his laptop screen while pretending to analyse quarterly engagement metrics. His normal phone rested discreetly on his lap, the Instagram chat with Goddess-Vespera open in a private browser tab. The late-night conversation had left him restless and eager. Every few minutes he refreshed the screen, his pulse quickening whenever a new message appeared.

Goddess-Vespera; Good morning, paypig. I hope you woke up thinking about me and how easily I could ruin you. Send your first daily tribute before you even open your emails. £75. Then tell me exactly what you’re wearing under those boring office clothes.

Alex glanced around the office, colleagues were chatting over coffee or typing away, and quickly transferred the money. He typed back under the desk.

Subslutalexldn; Good morning Goddess. Tribute sent. Just normal boxers.

Goddess-Vespera; Pathetic. From today you wear something more appropriate underneath. During your lunch break you will buy a chastity cage. A proper metal one. Take a photo of it in the shop, buy it, lock yourself, and send proof. The keys will be posted to this PO Box today; PO Box 4782, London EC1V 9NR. Do not disappoint me.

Subslutalexldn; Yes Goddess. I’ll do it at lunch.

Alex felt a surge of arousal mixed with nerves. Lena was absolutely nailing this. The level of detail, the PO Box, the specific instructions, made the fantasy feel dangerously real. He spent the rest of the morning sneaking glances at his phone between meetings, sending voice notes from the office toilets on command and describing in detail how he would hide everything from his wife.

Goddess-Vespera; Tell me how it feels knowing your wife is at her studio right now, completely unaware that you’re already sending me money and obeying my commands at work.

Subslutalexldn; It feels wrong but so exciting, Goddess. She’s so good at this. The way you’re controlling me already is perfect. I can’t stop thinking about it.

Goddess-Vespera; Good boy. Send me a screenshot of your current bank balance and a photo of your work lanyard. I want to see your full name and company clearly.

He complied quickly, the risk of doing it at his desk only heightening the thrill. By 11;45, he had sent another £60 and was already struggling to concentrate on actual work.

During his lunch break, Alex slipped out and headed to a discreet shop in Soho. The heavy stainless steel cage felt cold and intimidating in his hands as he took the required photo and sent it.

Goddess-Vespera; That one. Buy it. Lock it on before you leave the shop. Send the locked photo immediately.

In the small, grubby changing room at the back, Alex fumbled with the device, the click of the lock sending a shiver through him. He took the proof photo and sent it, then carefully placed the keys in a padded envelope and dropped it into a postbox on his way back to the office, his face burning.

Goddess-Vespera; Excellent. Look at you, locked in a cage for me while your colleagues have no idea. How does it feel knowing your wife is sitting at her desk completely oblivious to the fact that another woman now controls your cock?

Subslutalexldn; It feels intense, Goddess. The cage is tight and I keep thinking about how good you are at this. It’s like you know exactly what I need.

The afternoon dragged on in a haze of secret messages. Goddess-Vespera demanded screenshots of his spending, made him cancel a subscription and send her the “saved” money, and pushed him for darker confessions; which of his and Lena’s shared savings he would drain first, what lies he would tell his wife about their finances, and how he would explain sudden cutbacks.

Goddess-Vespera; You’re going to start ruining your life for me one small step at a time. By the end of the month your wife will notice things are tighter, and you’ll have to look her in the eye and lie because I told you to. Send another £80 now and thank me for taking control.

Alex sent the money without hesitation, whispering a quiet “Thank you, Goddess” under his breath at his desk. The metal cage was a constant, uncomfortable reminder with every shift in his chair. He kept thinking how impressed he was with Lena, she was playing the dominant role better than he had ever imagined.

By 5pm, as the office began to empty, he had sent over £350 in total. His phone buzzed one final time before he packed up.

Goddess-Vespera; Good boy. Tomorrow will be even harder. Go home to your wife and act completely normal while you’re locked and owned by me. I expect your next tribute first thing in the morning.

Alex slipped his phone into his pocket, the weight of the cage and the growing secret pressing on him as he headed toward the Tube. He felt dazed, exhilarated, and more than a little overwhelmed by how perfectly his wife was executing their new game.

* * *

Veronica leaned back in her leather desk chair, the soft glow of her monitors the only light in the Shoreditch loft. She had been seriously considering shutting down her findom accounts for good. The last few months had felt stale, endless time-wasters, endless small tributes that barely covered her rent, and far too many men who wanted the fantasy but crumbled at the first real demand. She was tired. The thrill that had once made this work so intoxicating had faded into something mechanical and draining. She had even drafted a final post announcing her retirement.

Then Alex had stumbled in.

The moment she read his eager, poorly typed first message and saw the photos, something shifted. He wasn’t just playing, he was practically begging to be ruined. Married. Employed. Sending real money on the first night. Voice notes full of genuine nervous submission. By the end of their first full day, he had already bought a cage, posted the keys to her PO Box, and was sitting in his office locked and leaking for her while thinking it was all part of a game with his wife.

Veronica crossed her legs, feeling a familiar warmth building between them. She scrolled back through the day’s messages, the bank screenshots, the locked cock photos, the pathetic little voice notes where he thanked her for taking control. A slow, satisfied smile spread across her lips as she slipped one hand under the waistband of her silk shorts.

This was exactly her fetish.

Not the light, playful findom most men wanted. Real ruin. Slow, deliberate, devastating financial and psychological destruction. Watching a man willingly hand over his life piece by piece while still going home to his unsuspecting wife every night. Alex was perfect. Young, married, submissive, and already so deeply hooked he didn’t even realise he was talking to the wrong woman.

She let out a soft, breathy sigh as her fingers moved faster, eyes half-closed. The power was intoxicating. She could already picture how far she would take him, draining his accounts, forcing him to lie to his wife, turning his life into a slow-motion car crash while he thanked her for every step.

For the first time in months, Veronica felt genuinely excited. She wasn’t retiring after all. This one was going to be special.

* * *

Lena sat at her desk in the bright, plant-filled studio in Peckham, sketching idly on her tablet while a half-finished coffee cooled beside her. Every so often she picked up her phone and refreshed the Goddess_Vespera Instagram account. Still nothing. No messages from Alex. No activity at all. She had expected at least a cheeky update or a screenshot of his first reply by now. They had agreed he would start messaging during the day, and she had been looking forward to seeing how he played along.

She checked again during her lunch break, then once more in the afternoon while waiting for a client to reply to an email. Still nothing. The account sat completely silent.

A notification popped up, someone had sent her a follow request on her personal Instagram. She accepted it out of habit, assuming it might be a potential client or an old friend. A message came through almost immediately.

RandomUser247; Hey beautiful, saw your profile and had to say hi. You look stunning. What are you up to tonight? 😏

Lena rolled her eyes and blocked the account without replying. Just another spammer or creep. She sighed, setting her phone down and running a hand through her hair. Maybe Alex had got cold feet or was simply swamped at work. He did mention that big campaign deadline was looming. She didn’t want to push him if he was genuinely busy.

Frowning slightly, Lena reasoned that Alex must simply be busy at work. That big campaign deadline had been stressing him out all week. She didn’t want to interrupt him or make him feel pressured if he was swamped.

She decided to give him another full day. There was no rush. Their game could wait until he was ready to properly dive in. She wanted it to be fun for both of them, not something that added to his work stress.


Chapter 3

Tuesday morning found Alex back at his desk at Meridian Marketing, the stainless steel chastity cage still locked tightly in place from the previous day. Every movement reminded him of his new secret. The office was busier than usual, with a team meeting scheduled for ten o’clock, but his attention was entirely on his phone. The chat with Goddess-Vespera had started early, even before he left the flat.

Subslutalexldn; Good morning Goddess. Tribute sent (£100). I’m still locked and thinking about you.

Goddess-Vespera; Good boy. You’re learning. Send me a photo of the cage right now from your desk. Make sure no one can see what you’re doing.

Alex carefully angled his phone under the desk and took the required shot. The risk of being caught only made the thrill sharper. Lena was absolutely excelling at this. He couldn’t believe how quickly and naturally she had slipped into the role.

The conversation grew darker and more demanding as the morning progressed. He sent another £120 when ordered, then a detailed report of his monthly outgoings. Goddess-Vespera pushed him relentlessly, making him describe exactly how he would explain their tightening finances to Lena.

Then came the question that made his stomach flutter.

Goddess-Vespera; Tell me your limits, slut. What won’t you do for me?

Alex didn’t hesitate. This was Lena, his wife, his partner in all their kinky games. He trusted her completely.

Subslutalexldn; No limits, Goddess. I trust you completely. You can do whatever you want to me.

Goddess-Vespera; Big mistake. Everyone should have limits. But if that’s what you want… I’m going to test you right now. Go to the office toilets. Take an empty glass with you. At the urinal, fill the glass with your piss. Then drink it all on camera. Send me the video immediately. Do it now.

Alex stared at the message, his mouth suddenly dry. The demand was extreme, but the thought that Lena was the one giving it made it strangely tolerable. They had played with watersports a couple of times before, he had even tasted hers once during an intense night. This wasn’t completely new territory. Just… riskier.

He slipped an empty coffee cup into his bag and headed to the toilets, pulse hammering. The cubicle felt claustrophobic. He positioned himself at the urinal, filled the glass, and, after a deep breath, brought it to his lips. The taste was warm and acrid. He gagged slightly but forced it down in several grim swallows while recording on his phone. Just as he finished and lowered the glass, the toilet door opened. A colleague from the finance team walked in. The man glanced curiously at the glass in Alex’s hand but said nothing, simply nodding politely before using a urinal further down.

Alex’s face burned with shame. He quickly rinsed the glass, washed his hands, and hurried back to his desk. Heart still racing, he sent the video.

Goddess-Vespera; Good boy. You actually did it. Disgusting, but obedient. I’m impressed. For lunch you will buy a dildo, thick and realistic. Then find somewhere private and fuck yourself with it on camera for me. At least ten minutes. Send the full video.

Alex sat back in his chair, shocked. Lena was really pushing the boundaries today. Where was she getting these ideas? Had she been researching late at night, or was this all coming naturally to her? The thought both aroused and slightly unsettled him. Still, he replied immediately.

Subslutalexldn; Yes Goddess. I’ll do it at lunchtime.

During his lunch break, Alex slipped out again, this time to a larger sex shop further away from the office. The shop was quiet, with a bored-looking assistant behind the counter. Alex’s face burned with embarrassment as he selected a thick, veiny realistic dildo with a strong suction base. The size was intimidating, significantly thicker than anything they had used at home. He paid in cash, avoiding eye contact, and hurried out with the discreet black bag.

He found a quiet, locked disabled toilet in a nearby shopping centre. The small room smelled of disinfectant. Heart pounding, Alex set up his phone on the sink, angled to capture everything, and lubed the dildo generously with a small packet of lube he had bought alongside it. Even with the lube, the girth stretched him uncomfortably as he lowered himself onto it. The initial burn was sharp and intense, a deep, aching pressure that made his eyes water. He gasped quietly, gripping the sink for support as he worked it deeper. The fullness was overwhelming, a heavy, invasive sensation that bordered on painful with every small movement. His locked cock strained desperately against the metal cage, leaking steadily, the denial only heightening the humiliating submission.

He rode it for the full ten minutes as ordered, the discomfort slowly mixing with a strange, intense pleasure. The lube helped, but the stretch remained constant, a burning fullness that left him trembling. He recorded every second, the way his face contorted, the soft involuntary moans he couldn’t suppress, the wet sounds echoing in the small toilet. When the ten minutes were finally up, his legs were shaky and his hole felt sore and used.

He sent the full video before heading back to the office, legs slightly unsteady.

Goddess-Vespera; Pathetic and desperate. You’re going to make such a good ruined toy. Keep the dildo at work. Tomorrow you’ll use it again. Now get back to your desk and act normal while I think of something else to do to you.

Alex spent the rest of the afternoon trying to focus on work while the cage and the memory of what he had just done weighed heavily on him. He kept thinking how extraordinarily good Lena was at this game. Almost too good. The ideas were darker and more controlling than anything they had explored before, yet he found himself obeying without question, already anticipating the next message.

* * *

Veronica lounged on her oversized black velvet chaise in the corner of her Shoreditch loft, the late afternoon light filtering through heavy crimson curtains. At thirty-two, she had a full, chubby goth body she had long since stopped trying to hide. Thick thighs strained against torn black fishnets, a soft belly rested comfortably over the waistband of her high-waisted skirt, and heavy breasts were barely contained by a tight lace corset top. Her pale skin was decorated with intricate tattoos, spiders, occult symbols, and sharp quotes about revenge. Long, dyed-black hair with deep purple streaks framed a round face with dark eyeliner, blood-red lipstick, and a small silver septum piercing. She looked like what she was; a beautiful, bitter goddess who had stopped apologising for taking up space.

Life had not been kind to her. Growing up overweight in a working-class Manchester family, she had been mocked relentlessly by boys at school. Later, as a larger woman in the dating scene, she endured a string of men who used her for sex and then ghosted or humiliated her, calling her “fun for a night” but never girlfriend material. One particularly cruel ex had drained her savings, cheated openly, and laughed when she confronted him. That was the moment something inside her broke and reformed into something sharper. She discovered findom by accident during a low period and quickly realised she had a gift for it. She loved the power. She loved breaking men. Especially married ones.

Now, staring at the growing folder of material on Alex Thompson, she felt truly alive for the first time in months.

She had been on the verge of quitting. The thrill had grown dull. But Alex was different. He had practically begged her for ruin on day one. Married. Employed. Already locked in a cage she had made him buy. Drinking his own piss in an office toilet. Fucking himself with a thick dildo in a public shopping centre toilet and sending her the video like an eager little whore. And all of it while believing it was just a game with his wife.

Veronica smiled, slowly circling a finger over her clit as she scrolled through his latest videos. She had so many plans for him.

She would drain him financially first, slowly, so his wife noticed the cutbacks but he couldn’t explain them without exposing himself. Maxed credit cards. Secret loans. Selling possessions. Then she would move on to his dignity; making him wear panties and the cage 24/7, sending her proof from meetings, forcing him to serve men for money. She wanted to turn him into a desperate, broken sissy whore who begged strangers for cash to send to her.

His marriage would be destroyed methodically. She would make him lie constantly to Lena, then eventually force him to confess everything while she watched on video call. Perhaps she would even message the wife herself one day.

Veronica moaned softly, her thick thighs trembling as she imagined the final stages, Alex broke, homeless, fully feminised, whoring himself out full-time while she collected the profits. His wife ruined and discarded as collateral damage.

She had never hated men more than she loved destroying them. And Alex… sweet, trusting Alex… was going to be her masterpiece.

Veronica stretched lazily on her velvet chaise, the glow of her main monitor illuminating her soft, chubby features. She cracked her knuckles and began her usual deep dive. First, LinkedIn.

Alex Thompson. Senior Marketing Executive at Meridian Marketing. Nice profile picture, clean-shaven, professional smile, the kind of face that screamed “respectable husband.” She scrolled through his employment history, noting his salary range from previous roles, connections, and recent endorsements. She screenshot everything. Then she moved to his personal socials. Instagram was locked down, but Facebook gave her plenty; photos with Lena on holidays, family gatherings, even some older posts with friends.

Lena was next. Veronica found her quickly through mutual tags. Lena Harper, graphic designer at a trendy studio in Peckham. Pretty in a girl-next-door way, with a warm smile and creative portfolio. Veronica studied her profile pictures, noting her close friends, favourite cafés, and family members tagged in posts. She saved several clear images of Lena’s face and body. Just in case.

Then came the family research. Alex’s mother, Patricia Thompson, active on Facebook with posts about church events and her garden. His father, David, retired mechanic, proud of his son’s “good job in London.” Sister, Emily Thompson, primary school teacher in Surrey, married with two young children. Veronica noted all their locations, jobs, and contact details she could scrape. Emotional leverage was always useful.

She went deeper on Lena’s side. Parents in Kent, her father a retired teacher, mother a nurse. A brother in Manchester. Veronica bookmarked their profiles too. Employers were easy to find; Lena’s studio website had staff pages, and Alex’s company had a public team directory. She saved screenshots of bosses’ names and contact information.

Veronica leaned back, a dark smile playing on her red lips. She had everything she needed. If Lena ever became difficult, or if Alex tried to resist later, she could ruin both of them with surgical precision, exposing Alex to his family, colleagues, and in-laws, or contacting Lena’s employers with “evidence” of her husband’s depravity.

She felt a warm rush between her thick thighs at the thought.


Chapter 4

Tuesday evening settled over their Clapham flat with a quiet tension Lena couldn’t shake. She had checked the Goddess_Vespera account dozens of times throughout the day, still nothing. No messages, no screenshots, no cheeky updates from Alex. By the time she unlocked the front door, her confusion had soured into genuine hurt. She kicked off her shoes and dropped her bag in the hallway, the smell of whatever Alex was cooking drifting from the kitchen.

He appeared in the doorway, apron on, smiling warmly. “Hey love. Good day?”

Lena crossed her arms, trying to keep her voice light but failing. “Not really. I’ve been checking the account all day. You never messaged me. I thought we were doing this together.”

Alex blinked, then laughed, pulling her into a hug. “What are you talking about? I’ve been messaging you non-stop. You’ve been absolutely killing it. The tasks, the tone, honestly, I’m impressed. You’re amazing at this.”

Lena pulled back, frowning. “Alex… I haven’t received a single message. I haven’t replied to anything.”

The confusion on his face was genuine. He reached for his phone. “Here, look. I’ve been talking to Goddess-Vespera all day. See?”

He opened the chat and handed her the phone.

Lena took it, scrolling through the long thread. Her eyes widened as she read the escalating demands, the tributes, the voice notes, the cage, the piss, the dildo in the shopping centre toilet. Then she noticed the handle at the top.

Her face drained of colour.

“You wrote to Goddess-Vespera with a hyphen,” she whispered, voice rising. “I created Goddess_Vespera with an underscore! Alex, this isn’t me!”

She let out a sharp, terrified screech. “Oh my God… you’ve been talking to a real person!”

Lena’s hands started shaking as she scrolled faster, reading the humiliating details, the money sent, the PO Box, the video of him drinking from the glass. When she reached the cage photos and the dildo video, she dropped the phone onto the sofa as if it had burned her.

“Alex… what the fuck have you done?” Her breathing grew rapid and shallow. She pressed a hand to her chest, hyperventilating. “There are videos. You sent videos. Money. Your work details. Your face. Oh God…”

Alex’s own face paled as the reality crashed down. He rushed to her side, pulling her into his arms. “Hey, hey, breathe. Lena, breathe with me. It’s going to be okay. I thought it was you the whole time. I’ll explain everything to her right now. She’ll understand it was a mistake.”

He grabbed the phone and quickly typed a message while rubbing Lena’s back.

Subslutalexldn; Goddess, this is a huge mistake. My wife created the account with an underscore, not a hyphen. We were doing a couple’s roleplay. Please delete everything. We can pay you for your time. I’m so sorry.

The reply came back almost instantly.

Goddess-Vespera; I expected you to back out eventually, but I’m not letting you go that easily. You’ve already given me so much. We’re just getting started.

Alex’s stomach dropped. He typed frantically.

Subslutalexldn; Please, this wasn’t meant for you. I’ll pay whatever you want to delete the videos and photos. Just let us go.

Goddess-Vespera; No. You begged me for ruin. You said no limits. You’re mine now.

Desperate, Alex sent his phone number.

Subslutalexldn; Please call me. Let’s talk about this properly. I’ll explain everything.

They waited in heavy silence. Lena had calmed slightly but was still trembling, curled against his side on the sofa. The flat felt suddenly smaller, the earlier excitement of their game now replaced by cold dread.

Then the phone rang. An unknown number.

Alex stared at the screen, his thumb hovering over the answer button. Lena gripped his arm tightly, eyes wide with fear.

He took a deep breath and answered.

Alex’s thumb hovered for a second before he answered and immediately put the phone on speaker. He held it between them on the sofa. Lena’s hand gripped his arm tightly.

“Hello?” Alex said, voice tight.

A smooth, confident female voice came through the speaker, laced with dark amusement.

“Well, well. Alex. Or should I say paypig? I wasn’t expecting a call this soon.”

Lena leaned forward, her voice shaky but urgent. “Hi. This is Lena, Alex’s wife. There’s been a massive mistake. I created a fake Instagram account for a private roleplay between us, Goddess_Vespera with an underscore. Alex accidentally messaged the wrong handle. We’re just a normal married couple who play kinky games together. This was never meant to involve a real person. Please, can you delete everything? The photos, videos, everything. We’ll pay you for your time, whatever you think is fair.”

There was a pause, then a low, throaty chuckle on the other end.

“Oh, darling. How adorable. So you two were playing pretend blackmail and findom? And little Alex here got so excited he didn’t check the handle properly. That’s almost sweet.”

Lena’s voice cracked with desperation. “Yes, exactly. It was just fantasy. We had safewords and everything. He thought it was me the whole time. He’s been sending you money and… doing things because he believed I was the one asking. Please understand. We’re not looking for a real dominatrix. We’re just a normal couple.”

The woman listened patiently, another soft chuckle escaping her.

“That’s hardly my problem, is it? Your husband came to me willingly. He sent tributes. He begged to be ruined. He told me he had no limits. He drank his own piss in his office toilet and fucked himself with a dildo in a public bathroom for me. Those videos and photos are mine now. Very entertaining ones, I might add.”

Lena’s breathing quickened again. “Please… we’re begging you. This could destroy our lives. Our jobs, our families. We didn’t mean for any of this to happen. I’m so sorry we wasted your time.”

Another pause. The woman’s tone remained calm, almost playful, but with a steel edge underneath.

“I’ll tell you what. I’m willing to discuss this properly, but only in person, and only with you, Lena. Not Alex. Meet me tonight. Nine o’clock at the bar of the Montague Hotel in Bloomsbury. Come alone. We can talk about deletion… and other possible arrangements.”

Lena looked at Alex, eyes wide with fear. He gave her a small, hesitant nod.

“Okay,” Lena said, voice trembling. “I’ll be there. Nine o’clock. Montague Hotel.”

“Good girl,” the woman purred. “Don’t be late. And Lena? Wear something nice. I want to see what my new little plaything’s wife looks like.”

The line went dead.

Lena stared at the phone, her face pale. Alex pulled her into his arms, but the dread in the room was thick and heavy. Their innocent game had suddenly become very, very real.

The silence after the call hung heavy in the living room for only a few seconds before Lena exploded.

“How can you be so fucking stupid, Alex?!” she shouted, shoving his chest with both hands. Her eyes were wide with panic and fury. “You sent videos? You drank your own piss? You fucked yourself with a dildo in a shopping centre toilet and sent it to a stranger? All because you couldn’t check the bloody handle properly?”

Alex stood up from the sofa, running both hands through his hair. “Oh, I’m the stupid one? It was your idea, Lena! You’re the one who wanted to do the financial domination and blackmail fantasy. You created the account. You told me to message Goddess Vespera. I was following your instructions!”

Lena let out a bitter laugh, pacing back and forth. “I told you the correct name! Goddess_Vespera with an underscore! How hard is it to type one character correctly? You were so eager to start wanking to it that you didn’t even double-check!”

“And you should have picked a better, more unique name!” Alex shot back, his voice rising. “Goddess Vespera? Of course there are similar accounts. It’s not exactly original. You’re the creative one, you could have made it GoddessLenaRuin or something actually distinctive instead of something that sounds like every other findom account on the internet!”

Lena stopped pacing and glared at him. “So now it’s my fault? I was trying to make it hot for you. You’re the one who got so excited you sent dick pics, voice notes calling yourself a pathetic paypig, and your work details on the first night! You didn’t even wait for me to reply properly. You just started tributing and obeying like a complete idiot!”

Alex threw his hands up. “Because I thought it was you! I trusted you. I thought you were in the bath typing all those messages. You kept saying how immersive you wanted it to be. How real it should feel. Well congratulations, it feels really fucking real now!”

Lena’s eyes filled with angry tears. “I can’t believe this. My husband is out there buying chastity cages and filming himself doing disgusting things because he can’t type a username correctly. What the hell are we going to do?”

Alex stepped closer, trying to reach for her, but she pulled away. “We’ll fix it. You’ll meet her tonight, explain everything, and we’ll pay whatever she wants. It was a genuine mistake. She has to understand that.”

Lena shook her head, voice cracking. “You don’t get it. She sounded like she enjoyed this. Like she’s been waiting for someone like you to fall into her lap. This isn’t going to be as simple as saying sorry and paying her off.”

The argument slowly petered out into exhausted silence. They stood a few feet apart in their own living room, the weight of their ruined game pressing down on both of them.


Chapter 5

The Montague Hotel bar in Bloomsbury was elegant and dimly lit, with dark wood panelling, leather armchairs, and soft jazz playing in the background. Lena arrived at 8;55, heart hammering in her chest. She had changed into a simple black blouse and jeans, smart but not overly seductive. Her hands were clammy as she scanned the room.

A woman at a corner table raised a glass in recognition. Veronica was striking in a different way than Lena had imagined. She had a full, curvaceous, chubby goth body, thick thighs in tight black leather trousers, a generous bust barely contained by a deep crimson corset-style top, and long black hair with purple streaks cascading over her shoulders. Her pale skin was decorated with visible tattoos, and her dark red lips curved into a knowing smile as Lena approached.

“You must be Lena,” Veronica said smoothly, her voice low and velvety. She gestured to the seat opposite. “Sit. You look nervous. Have a drink, it’s on me.”

Lena sat stiffly, clutching her handbag. Veronica studied her with open interest, eyes roaming over her face and body in a way that felt both appraising and appreciative.

“You’re prettier than I expected,” Veronica murmured, leaning forward slightly. Her movements were fluid and confident, almost feline. “So, tell me again, in your own words, how your silly husband ended up begging me to ruin him.”

Lena sat stiffly, clutching the stem of her untouched wine glass as she explained everything in a shaky, halting voice. She told Veronica about their weekly Kink Nights, how the financial domination and blackmail fantasy had been her idea to spice things up, the exact moment Alex had mistyped the handle, and how he had genuinely believed every reply was coming from her.

“…He said how good I was at it,” Lena finished, voice cracking slightly. “How impressed he was that I was coming up with all these tasks. I had no idea any of this was happening until tonight.”

Veronica listened with her chin resting on her hand, occasionally nodding. A small, amused smile played on her full red lips the entire time. When Lena finally fell silent, Veronica took a slow, deliberate sip of her red wine, savouring it before setting the glass down with a soft clink.

“Well,” Veronica said, her tone light and teasing, “that is quite the comedy of errors, isn’t it? Your husband is out there buying chastity cages and filming himself in shopping centre toilets because he can’t tell the difference between an underscore and a hyphen. I have to admit, I’m almost impressed by how enthusiastically stupid he was.”

Lena let out a nervous, slightly hysterical laugh despite herself. “He’s normally more careful. I think he was just… really into the fantasy.”

“Oh, he was,” Veronica replied with a playful smirk, leaning back in her chair. “The voice notes were particularly committed. Very convincing paypig energy. Ten out of ten for effort.”

The light banter caught Lena off guard. For a brief moment the suffocating dread eased just a fraction, replaced by an absurd, surreal awkwardness.

“I still can’t believe he sent you his work lanyard,” Lena muttered, shaking her head.

Veronica chuckled, a rich, warm sound. “Neither can I. Most men chicken out after the first tribute. Your husband practically sprinted into ruin.” She tilted her head, studying Lena with open curiosity and a hint of flirtation. “You picked a very dangerous game to play, darling.”

“I understand,” she said softly. “It was an honest mistake. But here’s the thing, Lena…” She reached across the table and lightly brushed her fingers over Lena’s hand. The touch was surprisingly gentle. “I’ve been thinking a lot about women lately. About whether I might be more… flexible than I thought. I’ve never properly been with one. And you… you’re exactly my type.”

Lena froze.

Veronica’s voice dropped to a seductive whisper, low and intimate, as if they were the only two people in the entire bar.

“I’ll delete everything. All the photos, all the videos, the chat history. Gone. Every trace of your husband’s humiliating little adventure will disappear like it never happened. In return, I want to experience this with you tonight. Just you and me, upstairs in a private room. Let me explore you. Let me touch you. Let me see if I like women as much as I think I will. One night. No one else needs to know.”

Lena’s mind reeled. Her chest tightened as she stared at Veronica, tears welling up in her eyes. The woman’s gaze was intense, hungry, and strangely gentle at the same time.

“I… I can’t,” Lena stammered, voice barely above a whisper. “I’m married. I love my husband. I’m not… I’ve never been with a woman. I don’t even know if I…”

Veronica leaned in closer, her full, soft breasts pressing lightly against the table edge. Her warm breath brushed Lena’s ear as she whispered, slow and coaxing.

“I’ll make it good for you, Lena. I promise. I can be gentle. I can be slow. I’ll take my time with you… and I’ll make you feel things you’ve never felt before. And when we’re done, everything disappears. All your husband’s mistakes, the videos, the money, the cage, the dildo, every pathetic little moment, erased. Your life goes back to normal. All you have to do is say yes.”

Lena sat there trembling, tears slipping silently down her cheeks. The weight of everything Alex had done pressed down on her like a physical force, the irreversible videos, the money already sent, the PO Box, the potential destruction of their careers and families if this ever got out. Her mind spun with panic, guilt, and desperate calculation.

The silence stretched on, agonising and heavy.

Finally, Lena’s shoulders slumped in defeat. Her voice came out small, broken, barely audible.

“…Okay,” she whispered. “I’ll do it.”

Veronica’s smile widened slowly, satisfied and triumphant, her dark eyes gleaming with victory.

“Good girl.”

They left the bar together in heavy silence. Veronica led the way to the lifts, her full hips swaying confidently. When the elevator doors closed, she reached out and took Lena’s hand. The touch was warm and surprisingly gentle. Neither woman spoke as the lift rose smoothly. Lena’s heart pounded so loudly she was sure Veronica could hear it. The older woman simply squeezed her fingers reassuringly.

The corridor on the fifth floor was quiet and elegantly lit. Veronica used a key card to open the door to a spacious suite. The room had clearly been prepared; soft lighting, a large king-sized bed with crisp white sheets, a bottle of chilled champagne on the side table, and a discreet camera already set up on a tripod in the corner.

The door clicked shut behind them.

Veronica turned, cupped Lena’s face with both hands, and kissed her.

The kiss started soft, warm lips, the faint taste of red wine, but quickly deepened. Lena surprised herself by moaning quietly into Veronica’s mouth and leaning into it, her hands coming up to rest on the other woman’s soft waist. It was her first time kissing a woman, and the sensation was completely different from kissing Alex; softer, more sensual, unhurried. She didn’t care that Veronica was fat. The fullness of her body felt warm and comforting, almost protective. Lena found herself pressing closer, lost in the newness of it.

Veronica pulled back slightly, eyes dark with desire.

“Strip me,” she ordered, her voice suddenly strict and dominant. “Slowly.”

Lena obeyed, fingers trembling as she unlaced the corset and peeled away Veronica’s clothes, revealing pale, soft flesh, heavy breasts, and wide hips covered in tattoos. When Veronica stood naked, she smiled down at Lena.

“On your knees, pretty girl. Call me Goddess.”

Lena dropped to her knees without hesitation, a strange, nervous smile on her face. “Yes, Goddess.”

“Good. Now crawl to the bed.”

Lena crawled across the carpet on all fours, feeling exposed and strangely exhilarated. Veronica followed, then sat on the edge of the bed.

“Bark for me like a little dog.”

Lena’s cheeks burned, but she did it, letting out a soft, embarrassed “Woof… woof.” She was smiling the whole time.

Veronica laughed softly, pleased. “Onto the bed. On all fours. Spank yourself hard and tell me what a dirty slut you are while you finger that married pussy.”

Lena climbed onto the bed, still smiling shakily. She reached back and spanked her own arse, the sound sharp in the quiet room.

“I’m a dirty slut, Goddess,” she said, voice breathy as she slipped two fingers inside herself. “I’m a dirty married slut who’s letting a stranger use her to save her husband.”

Veronica watched with hungry eyes, gently stroking Lena’s hair as the younger woman continued touching herself.

“That’s my good girl,” she purred. “Keep going. But I want you to say something for me.”

Lena looked up, flushed and breathing heavily, still slowly fingering herself on all fours.

Veronica leaned in close, her voice low and coaxing. “Tell me the truth, Lena. Deep down, don’t you wish your husband would finally get what he deserves? Say it. Tell me you wish I would turn him into a complete slave. Ruined. Broken. Owned by me.”

Lena hesitated, shame flooding her face. But Veronica’s hand stroked her cheek tenderly, and her voice remained soft and persuasive.

“Come on, beautiful. Say it and I’ll make you feel so good. Say you want me to ruin him. Say you want your husband turned into my pathetic little slave.”

Lena’s fingers moved faster. Tears of guilt and arousal mixed on her cheeks. After a long, trembling moment, she broke.

“I… I wish you would turn him into your slave, Goddess,” she whispered, voice cracking. “I want you to ruin him. Completely. Turn my husband into your pathetic, broken slave…”

Veronica’s smile was radiant with triumph.

“Good girl,” she whispered, pulling Lena into a deep, possessive kiss.

The suite felt warmer now, the soft lighting casting gentle shadows across the large bed. Veronica stood at the edge, fully naked, her full, chubby goth body on proud display, heavy breasts, soft belly, wide hips, and thick thighs covered in intricate tattoos. She looked powerful and unapologetic.

“Strip for me,” she commanded, voice low and firm. “Slowly. Show me what belongs to me tonight.”

Lena’s hands trembled as she obeyed, peeling off her blouse, then her jeans, bra, and finally her panties. She stood there naked, cheeks flushed, arms instinctively moving to cover herself before Veronica clicked her tongue in disapproval.

“No hiding. Hands behind your back.”

Lena complied immediately, breathing fast. Veronica stepped closer, running her hands over Lena’s smaller, firmer body, cupping her breasts, tracing her waist, squeezing her arse possessively.

“Beautiful,” Veronica murmured. “On your knees.”

Lena dropped without hesitation. Veronica sat on the edge of the bed and spread her thick thighs.

“Worship me.”

Lena leaned in slowly, pressing soft, tentative kisses along Veronica’s thick inner thighs. The skin was warm and incredibly soft. She had never done this before, never even come close, but the dominant energy radiating from Veronica made her eager to please, almost desperate to be good. Her heart raced as she moved higher, breathing in the musky, feminine scent.

She licked tentatively at first, a shy swipe of her tongue. Veronica let out a low, approving hum and tangled her fingers gently but firmly in Lena’s hair, guiding her closer.

“That’s it… good girl. Use your tongue. Deeper.”

Lena moaned into her, the taste, slightly tangy, warm, and distinctly feminine, new but strangely intoxicating. Veronica’s soft, full belly rested gently against her forehead as she worked, the weight comforting rather than off-putting. Lena found herself pressing even closer, lost in submission, her hands resting on the older woman’s thick thighs for balance. She licked and sucked with growing confidence, spurred on by Veronica’s increasingly loud moans and the way her hips rolled against her face.

“Yes… just like that,” Veronica groaned, her voice thick with pleasure. “You’re a natural little pussy eater, aren’t you?”

Lena whimpered in response, the praise making her clit throb. She redoubled her efforts, flattening her tongue and moving it in long, slow strokes exactly how Veronica guided her. The bigger woman’s moans grew deeper, her thick body trembling as she rode Lena’s face more urgently.

After several intense minutes, Veronica finally pulled her up by the hair and kissed her deeply, tasting herself on Lena’s swollen lips and tongue. The kiss was messy, possessive, and left Lena dizzy.

“On the bed,” Veronica ordered, voice husky. “On all fours.”

Lena crawled onto the mattress immediately, arse raised obediently. Veronica climbed behind her, running her hands over Lena’s smooth skin before spanking her firmly, sharp, resounding slaps that echoed in the room. Lena gasped with each impact, her skin blooming pink under the steady rhythm. The sting mixed with a deep, throbbing arousal that made her drip down her thighs.

Veronica chuckled darkly, squeezing the reddened flesh. “Look at you. Already so wet for me. Such a good little slut.”

“Tell me what you are,” Veronica commanded, her voice low and authoritative.

Lena’s voice came out shaky and breathless with arousal. “I’m a dirty slut, Goddess.”

“Louder.”

“I’m a dirty married slut, Goddess!” Lena cried out, her voice echoing slightly in the room.

Veronica chuckled darkly, clearly pleased. “That’s right. A filthy married slut who’s betraying her husband right now.” She slipped two thick fingers inside Lena from behind without warning. Lena gasped sharply at the sudden stretch, then moaned loudly as Veronica began pumping them slowly, deliberately, curling them against her inner walls.

Lena pushed back against her hand instinctively, desperate for more. “Oh God…”

“You like that, don’t you?” Veronica taunted, her free hand gripping Lena’s hip. “Being used by a woman while your husband sits at home completely clueless, thinking you’re just meeting someone to fix his mess.”

“Yes, Goddess… I like it,” Lena whimpered, face pressed into the sheets. “I like it so much…”

Veronica added a third finger, stretching her wider. The fullness made Lena’s legs shake. The older woman was relentless but incredibly skilled, fucking her with steady, deep strokes while reaching around to rub firm circles on her swollen clit. Lena’s moans grew louder and more desperate, her hips rocking back to meet every thrust.

“You’re so wet for me,” Veronica purred. “Your married pussy is dripping down my hand. Does your husband make you this wet?”

“N-no, Goddess…” Lena gasped, trembling on the edge of orgasm. “Only you…”

Veronica brought her right to the brink, fingers moving faster, then suddenly stopped, pulling out completely and leaving Lena whimpering and empty.

“Not yet,” Veronica said sternly, spanking her hard. “You don’t get to cum until I decide you’ve earned it.”

Veronica lay back on the bed and pulled Lena on top of her, guiding the younger woman’s hips until she was straddling her face. “Ride my tongue,” she ordered.

Lena lowered herself hesitantly at first, then moaned loudly as Veronica’s skilled tongue found her clit and plunged inside her. The sensation was overwhelming, warm, wet, and relentless. Veronica’s soft hands gripped her arse, pulling her down harder as Lena began to rock her hips, grinding against the older woman’s face. Her moans grew louder and more desperate, her hands bracing against the headboard.

“Yes, Goddess… oh fuck, that feels so good,” Lena whimpered, her head thrown back in pleasure.

After several minutes of this, Veronica pushed her off gently and reached into her bag, retrieving a thick, realistic strap-on dildo with a sturdy harness. She fastened it around her wide hips, the large silicone cock jutting out obscenely.

“Sit on it,” she commanded. “Ride me like the desperate little slut you are.”

Lena straddled her again, positioning the thick head at her entrance. She sank down slowly, gasping at the stretch as the dildo filled her completely. Once she was fully seated, Veronica gripped her hips and started guiding her movements.

“Bounce on it. And thank me while you do.”

Lena began riding the thick strap-on, her breasts bouncing with each movement. “Thank you, Goddess,” she gasped, voice breathy and submissive. “Thank you for using me… Thank you for fucking your dirty married slut…”

Her eyes were glassy with overwhelming submission and pleasure. A dazed, almost dreamlike smile played on her lips the entire time, even as her moans grew louder and more broken. She was completely lost in the intensity, the fullness, the degradation, the intoxicating power exchange. Veronica thrust up to meet her, hands roaming over Lena’s body, pinching her nipples and slapping her arse encouragingly.

“That’s my good girl,” Veronica growled. “Ride it harder. Show me how grateful you are.”

Lena obeyed, bouncing faster, the wet sounds of their fucking filling the room as she chanted her thanks like a mantra.

Veronica eventually flipped her onto her back, pinning her wrists above her head with one strong hand while grinding against her. Their bodies pressed together, soft flesh against softer flesh, as Veronica kissed and bit her neck, breasts, and nipples.

“Beg me to make you cum,” she growled.

“Please, Goddess… please let me cum for you.”

When Veronica finally allowed it, Lena came hard, crying out and shaking beneath the bigger woman. Veronica held her through it, then made her return the favour again, riding her face until she reached her own powerful orgasm.

Afterwards, they lay tangled together, Lena’s head resting on Veronica’s soft chest, breathing hard. Veronica stroked her hair possessively.

“Good girl,” Veronica whispered tenderly, stroking Lena’s hair. “You did so well for your first time with a woman.”

Lena, flushed and exhausted, nodded against the soft, heavy curve of Veronica’s breasts. “You too,” she murmured dreamily.

“Uh-huh,” Veronica replied with a small smile. She had been with plenty of women before, but she needed Lena to believe the gentle lie. “I like to think we can become good friends, you and I. Maybe I can help spice up your lives a bit more in the future.”

Lost in the warm, post-orgasmic bliss, Lena grinned softly against her chest. “I’d like that.”

Veronica’s hand moved slowly down Lena’s body, squeezing one of her C-cup breasts possessively before sliding further down to her still-wet slit. She massaged her gently, fingers gliding over her sensitive folds.

“Want to go again?” she asked softly, voice full of promise.

Lena’s eyes lit up with surprising eagerness. “Oh yes please!” she replied, gasping with giddy delight.

Veronica’s smile turned predatory. She continued stroking her slowly. “Then beg for it, sweetheart. Say the words; ‘Goddess, take ownership of my body. Take everything. Be my Goddess.’”

Lena repeated it without hesitation, her voice breathy and sincere. “Goddess, take ownership of my body. Take everything. Be my Goddess.”

She said it gladly, almost joyfully, pressing herself closer to the obese woman’s warm, heavy body. In that moment, floating in pleasure and relief, Lena felt strangely safe and wanted.

Veronica kissed the top of her head, her fingers still teasing between Lena’s legs.

“Good girl. That’s exactly what I’m going to do.”


Chapter 6

Lena stirred slowly in the large hotel bed, the crisp white sheets cool against her bare skin. Pale morning light slipped through a gap in the heavy curtains, casting a soft glow across the room. For a fleeting moment, she felt a warm, languid satisfaction, the pleasant ache between her legs, the faint scent of sex and perfume lingering on her skin. Then reality hit her like a wave.

She sat up abruptly, clutching the sheet to her chest. Her heart began to race as fragmented memories flooded back; crawling on all fours, barking like a dog, riding Veronica’s face, begging to be used, saying those awful, degrading things about wanting her own husband ruined. Shame burned through her, hot and immediate. But beneath the shame was something far more confusing, a deep, throbbing arousal that made her thighs press together instinctively.

She was wet again.

Veronica stepped out of the bathroom, already dressed in a sharp black blouse and tight leather skirt that hugged her full, chubby figure. She looked refreshed and completely in control, her dark hair neatly brushed and her red lipstick perfectly applied. She picked up her phone from the bedside table and smiled at Lena.

“Morning, beautiful. Sleep well?”

Lena’s voice was small. “What… what happens now?”

Veronica sat on the edge of the bed and tapped her phone screen. “First, I want you to see something.”

She pressed play and handed the device to Lena.

The video began. It was everything. High-quality footage of the entire night; Lena on her knees worshipping Veronica, crawling and barking, riding the thick strap-on while moaning “Thank you, Goddess,” and, most damningly, the moment she had breathlessly begged Veronica to ruin her husband, to turn him into a pathetic slave. The camera had captured every moan, every submissive smile, every desperate orgasm.

Lena’s face drained of colour, then flushed crimson. Her hands started shaking. “You recorded it… all of it?”

“Of course I did,” Veronica replied calmly. “And now I own you both. Full ownership. You and your husband. You will both obey me completely, financially, sexually, psychologically, or I release everything. The videos, the chat logs, the financial records. His career, your reputation, both of your families… destroyed in seconds.”

Lena’s breathing became rapid and shallow. Pure terror gripped her… but so did a shameful, electric rush of arousal. Her nipples hardened visibly against the sheet. The fear of total exposure, the knowledge that this powerful woman now held their entire lives in her hands, it was making her dripping wet.

“Please,” she whispered, tears welling in her eyes. “We’ll pay you anything. Just delete it. We’re just a normal couple. This was never supposed to be real. Please don’t do this to us.”

Veronica tilted her head, watching Lena’s conflicted expression with dark amusement.

“You can beg better than that,” she said softly. “Get on your knees. Right now. On camera.”

Lena hesitated only for a heartbeat before sliding off the bed onto her knees, the sheet falling away. Naked and trembling, she looked up at Veronica with wide, desperate eyes. The fear was intense… but the arousal was stronger. Her pussy throbbed visibly as Veronica started recording again.

“Good girl,” Veronica purred, spreading her thighs. “Now show me how sorry you are. Use that pretty mouth and convince me not to destroy your pathetic little marriage.”

Lena leaned forward without another word, pressing her mouth between Veronica’s thick thighs, the mixture of terror and desire making her eager and obedient. She licked tentatively at first, then with growing hunger as Veronica’s hand tangled in her hair and guided her.

“That’s it,” Veronica sighed, spreading her legs wider. “Worship my pussy like the desperate little slut you are.”

Lena moaned into her, the taste warm and intoxicating. She licked and sucked with increasing enthusiasm, pressing her face deeper between the soft, heavy thighs. Veronica’s soft belly rested gently against her forehead as she worked, and Lena found herself lost in the act, the fear of what she was doing only heightening her arousal.

Veronica’s moans grew louder. She began rolling her hips, grinding against Lena’s tongue.

“Deeper. Use your fingers too.”

Lena obeyed instantly, sliding two fingers inside the older woman while her tongue flicked rapidly over her clit. Veronica’s thick thighs trembled around her head.

“Yes… good girl. You’re a natural little pussy eater.”

After several intense minutes, Veronica pulled her up by the hair and kissed her messily, tasting herself on Lena’s lips.

“On the bed,” she ordered. “On all fours.”

Lena crawled onto the mattress, arse raised high. Veronica climbed behind her, spanking her hard several times until the skin glowed bright pink. Then she reached for the thick strap-on, strapped it on, and thrust into Lena in one smooth, deep motion.

Lena cried out at the sudden stretch, but pushed back greedily.

Veronica fucked her with long, powerful strokes, one hand gripping her hip, the other reaching around to rub her clit.

“Beg me,” she growled. “Beg me to ruin you both.”

Lena’s voice broke with overwhelming pleasure and submission. “Please, Goddess… ruin me. Ruin my husband. Turn us both into your slaves. Use me. Abuse me. Take everything. I’m yours… I’m your dirty slut… please own us!”

Veronica fucked her harder, the sound of their bodies slapping together filling the room. She brought Lena right to the edge, then stopped.

“Not yet.”

She flipped Lena onto her back, pinned her wrists above her head, and continued thrusting deep and slow, teasing her mercilessly.

“Say it again. Tell me you want me to destroy your marriage.”

Lena was crying with need, hips bucking desperately. “I want you to destroy my marriage, Goddess! Ruin him. Make him your broken paypig. I’ll help you. I’ll do anything. Just please let me cum!”

Veronica finally relented, fucking her hard and fast until Lena came with a loud, sobbing cry, body shaking violently beneath the bigger woman. Even as she came down, still twitching, Veronica made her drop to her knees again and finish her off with her mouth.

When Veronica finally came, she held Lena’s head in place, flooding her mouth as she moaned in satisfaction.

Afterwards, Lena rested her head on Veronica’s soft belly, flushed and exhausted, whispering over and over;

“I’m yours, Goddess… I’m your slave…”

Veronica had Lena on her back, legs spread wide. She slowly circled Lena’s swollen clit with two fingers, teasing her mercilessly while keeping her right on the edge.

“Tell me about your boss,” Veronica murmured, slipping two fingers deep inside her. “Which one do you hate the most? Why?”

Lena moaned loudly, hips bucking against her hand. “Mark… at the studio… he’s so condescending. Talks down to all the women… thinks we’re just there to look pretty…”

Veronica curled her fingers, hitting that perfect spot. “Good girl. Keep talking. What about your parents? Do they like Alex?”

Lena’s voice was breathy and broken. “They… they adore him. Think he’s perfect… stable… responsible…”

Veronica added a third finger, stretching her as she pumped steadily. “Tell me your parents’ full names. And your brother’s name too. Just in case.”

Lena gasped them out between moans, completely lost in the overwhelming pleasure mixed with the terrifying vulnerability of giving away more personal information.

Veronica smiled darkly, leaning down to bite her nipple.

“There are two ways this can go from here,” she said calmly while still fucking her with her fingers. “Option one; I ruin you both slowly. Turn you into my personal sluts. You get to keep some dignity, some normal life on the surface. Or… option two; no way back. Total destruction. I take everything. Irreversible. You become my broken toys with no escape. Which one do you want, Lena?”

Lena was trembling on the edge of orgasm, tears running down her face from the intensity. Her voice cracked with desperate submission.

“No way back, Goddess… please… don’t give us any chance to escape. Ruin us completely.”

Veronica’s smile widened triumphantly as she finally let Lena cum hard, holding her through the violent shaking orgasm.

“Good girl. That’s exactly what I wanted to hear.”

* * *

Lena sat on the Northern Line tube, staring blankly at the dark tunnel walls rushing past the window. It was mid-morning, the carriage half-empty. She kept her legs pressed tightly together, still feeling the soreness and lingering wetness between them. Every shift in her seat reminded her of what she had done the night before.

She closed her eyes, and the memories flooded back in vivid detail; kneeling between Veronica’s thick thighs, licking her eagerly, riding the strap-on while moaning like a whore, begging to be used and abused, saying she wanted her own husband ruined and turned into a slave. The orgasms. The way she had smiled through it all.

A fresh wave of heat bloomed between her legs. She bit her lip hard, ashamed at how easily her body responded to the recollection. She had never felt pleasure like that before, the total surrender, the intoxicating power of Veronica’s dominance. For a moment, her thighs clenched involuntarily.

Then the shame crashed in.

What have I done?

She buried her face in her hands, elbows on her knees, trying to hide from the other passengers. Her cheeks burned with humiliation. She felt stupid. Reckless. How could she have let it go that far? She had not only cheated on Alex, she had actively begged another woman to destroy their lives. She had given Veronica names, details, ammunition. And worst of all, she had asked for no way out.

The train rattled on. Lena kept her face hidden, breathing shakily.

She considered going to the police. Telling them everything. Blackmail. Coercion. But the terrifying thought kept circling in her mind; she had begged for it on camera. She had said the words herself, “Ruin us completely. Don’t give us any chance to escape.” Would the police even believe her now? Would they see the videos and think she was just a willing participant in some twisted game?

No. Veronica had her trapped.

There was no way out.

Lena lowered her hands slowly, staring at her reflection in the dark window. Her eyes looked haunted. She was still aroused, still aching, and that only made her feel more pathetic.

By the time the train pulled into Clapham Common station, she had resigned herself to the truth.

She was going home to Alex… and she was going to have to lie to his face while knowing that their lives were no longer their own.


Chapter 7

The next morning, the flat felt heavier than usual. Lena had barely slept, her mind replaying the night with Veronica on an endless loop. She sat at the kitchen table with a cold cup of coffee, eyes red-rimmed, while Alex moved around her, still completely unaware of how deeply their lives had changed.

His phone buzzed on the counter.

He picked it up, frowning slightly at the message from Goddess-Vespera.

Goddess-Vespera; Good morning, paypig. As a sign of good faith and to begin our new arrangement properly, you will send an immediate tribute of £2,500. Do it now. Confirm when it’s done.

Alex’s eyes widened. He showed the phone to Lena.

“Jesus… she’s asking for two and a half grand. This must be the exit fee, right? The big one to make her delete everything?”

Lena forced herself to nod, her throat tight. “Yes… that’s what we agreed. Just pay it, love. We’ll figure out the money later. It’s the only way to make this stop.”

Alex hesitated for a moment, looking anxious, but ultimately trusted his wife. “Okay. You’re right. Better to end this now before it gets worse.”

He opened his banking app and transferred the £2,500 from their joint savings account. The money disappeared instantly. He sent the confirmation screenshot to Veronica.

Subslutalexldn; Done, Goddess. £2,500 sent. Please delete everything now.

The reply came back quickly.

Goddess-Vespera; Good boy. That’s a solid start. But we’re nowhere near finished. This was just the signing fee. Expect much more in the coming days.

Alex frowned, confused. “She says it’s just the start… but you told her it was over, right?”

Lena swallowed hard, forcing a weak smile. “I did. She’s probably just trying to squeeze one last bit out of us. Don’t worry. I’ll handle it.”

She reached across the table and squeezed his hand, her heart breaking a little as she looked at his trusting face. The noose was already tightening, and Alex still believed they were just paying to get out.

Meanwhile, across the city, Veronica smiled at her screen as the money hit her account. The game had truly begun.

Alex stared at the latest message from Goddess-Vespera, his face tightening with frustration.

“She’s still demanding more,” he muttered. “This isn’t right. You told her it was the exit fee.”

Lena looked pale, avoiding his eyes. “Just… ignore it for now. We paid what she asked.”

But Alex was already typing angrily on his phone.

Subslutalexldn; My wife spoke to you. She said £2,500 was the final payment to delete everything. Why are you still asking for more? This was supposed to be over.

The reply came back almost instantly.

Goddess-Vespera; Oh, sweetie. Your wife and I had a very different kind of conversation. She didn’t tell you? How sweet. She was very eager to please me last night. I have the full video if you’d like proof.

A moment later, a video file appeared in the chat.

Alex clicked it with shaking fingers.

The footage started playing. It was unmistakably Lena, naked, on her knees, moaning and begging Veronica, riding her, calling her Goddess, saying she wanted her husband ruined. The audio was crystal clear.

Alex’s face went deathly white. The phone nearly slipped from his hand.

“Lena…” His voice cracked. “What the fuck is this?”

Lena’s eyes filled with tears. She reached for him, but he stepped back.

“You… you slept with her? You cheated on me?”

“I had to!” Lena cried, voice breaking. “She said she’d delete everything if I did it. I was trying to save us! I didn’t know she was recording it. I’m so sorry, Alex…”

Alex stared at her, horrified, betrayed, and completely lost. The woman he trusted most had not only failed to fix the situation, she had made it infinitely worse.

Veronica sent one final message.

Goddess-Vespera; It’s definitely not over. In fact, it’s only just beginning. Both of you belong to me now.

Alex stared at the phone, then at Lena, his face a mask of disbelief and betrayal.

“You slept with her?” His voice rose, trembling with anger and hurt. “You actually fucked her? While I was sitting at home thinking you were fixing this? You let her record you begging to be her slave?!”

Lena stood up, tears already streaming down her face. “I didn’t have a choice! She had everything on you, the videos, the voice notes, your work details, the PO Box. She said if I didn’t meet her and do what she wanted, she’d destroy you. Destroy us. I was trying to protect you!”

“Protect me?” Alex laughed bitterly, running his hands through his hair. “You cheated on me and then begged her to ruin me even more? You said you wanted me turned into her slave! On camera!”

“I was scared!” Lena shouted back, voice cracking. “I was terrified and she was touching me and… I got lost in it. I didn’t mean any of it. I was just trying to make her stop!”

The argument escalated, both of them pacing the small kitchen, voices overlapping in pain and accusation.

“You should have told me the second you left that hotel!” Alex yelled.

“And what would you have done?” Lena shot back. “Gone to the police? With videos of you drinking your own piss and fucking yourself with a dildo? She has everything, Alex. Everything.”

The shouting gradually died down as the reality sank in. They both ended up sitting on the sofa, shoulders slumped, tears running freely down their faces.

Alex wiped his eyes with the back of his hand. “We’re trapped, aren’t we?”

Lena nodded slowly, leaning against him despite everything. “I think so. She has too much on us. If we fight her, she’ll ruin us both.”

They sat in heavy, defeated silence, holding each other as the weight of their new reality settled over them. Their innocent game had become a nightmare with no visible escape.

Later that evening, as Alex and Lena sat numbly on the sofa, Alex’s phone buzzed again. He picked it up with dread.

Goddess-Vespera; New rules for both of you starting immediately.

	Alex remains locked in the chastity cage permanently. Since I have the keys, there is no removal, ever, unless I decide otherwise. 

	Daily confessions. Every night before bed, you will send me a detailed report; what you spent, what you thought about during the day, and how pathetic and owned you feel. Be honest. 

	Lena is now my enforcer. She will check the cage every single day, take clear photos, and ensure your confessions are properly written and sent. If she fails to do her job, she will be punished too. 



Alex read the message aloud, his voice hollow. “She has the keys… so it’s not coming off anyway.”

Lena stared at the floor, guilt twisting in her stomach. “I’m sorry. I’ll… I’ll check it like she wants.”

Alex looked at her, eyes filled with a painful mix of betrayal and resignation. “So you’re really going to inspect my cage every day? Like her little helper?”

Lena nodded slowly, tears welling up again. “We don’t have a choice right now. If we don’t play along, she’ll release everything.”

The phone buzzed with one final instruction.

Goddess-Vespera; Good. Send your first full confession tonight, Alex. Lena, make sure it’s detailed and honest. Start with how it felt knowing your wife fucked me while you were locked and clueless at home.

Alex’s hands shook as he began typing. Lena sat silently beside him, forced into the role of enforcer in their own home. The rules had begun, and the slow erosion of their freedom had officially started.

Alex’s hands shook as he began typing. Lena sat silently beside him on the sofa, forced into the role of enforcer in their own home. The rules had begun, and the slow erosion of their freedom had officially started.

He stared at the blinking cursor for a long moment before forcing himself to write the first line exactly as instructed.

Confession – Day 1

It felt like absolute shit knowing my wife fucked you last night while I was locked in this cage and completely clueless at home. I kept checking my phone, thinking she was sorting everything out, while she was actually in a hotel room with you, doing everything you told her to do. I feel pathetic, betrayed, and weak. I’m angry at myself for getting us into this mess, and I’m scared of what you’re going to make us do next.

Lena watched quietly, her face pale. When he paused, she spoke softly, almost mechanically.

“You should add more detail. She wants honesty.”

Alex swallowed hard and continued typing under her supervision, his voice barely above a whisper as he read parts aloud.

I’ve already sent thousands of pounds. My cock has been locked for two days and it aches constantly. Every time I move I remember I don’t control my own body anymore. Knowing Lena was on her knees for you… calling you Goddess… begging you to ruin me… makes me feel sick. But I’m also terrified of what will happen if I don’t obey you.

He sent the confession.

The reply came back within minutes.

Goddess-Vespera; Acceptable for a first attempt. Lena, you will make sure future confessions are longer and more degrading. Both of you are learning your new place.

Alex put the phone down and looked at Lena, eyes filled with pain. She reached for his hand, but the gesture felt hollow now. The slow, methodical destruction of their lives had truly begun.


Chapter 8

The following days blurred into a nightmare of compliance and humiliation. Veronica’s control tightened with every passing hour. New rules arrived daily, each one chipping away at Alex’s remaining dignity.

Goddess-Vespera; Starting today, you will be completely smooth from the neck down. Shave everything, chest, arms, legs, pubic area, arse. Lena will inspect and send me proof photos. You will also wear panties every day under your clothes. Buy a pack of feminine ones today. Finally, plug training begins. Buy a medium-sized butt plug. Wear it for at least two hours daily. Send proof.

Alex read the message in silence, his face burning with shame. Lena, sitting beside him, looked equally devastated but nodded weakly.

“We have to do it,” she whispered. “She’ll know if we don’t.”

That evening, Alex stood in the bathroom under the harsh fluorescent light, a razor in his trembling hand. Lena leaned against the doorway, arms crossed tightly over her chest, watching with a mixture of guilt and resignation. The air was thick with tension and the scent of shaving cream.

“Every inch,” she said quietly, echoing Veronica’s instructions. “Chest, arms, legs, everything below the neck. She’ll know if you miss anything.”

Alex nodded silently. He started with his chest, the razor gliding over his skin and leaving smooth, pale patches behind. Each stroke felt deeply emasculating, a deliberate removal of his masculinity under his wife’s watchful eye. He moved to his arms, then his legs, the process slow and methodical. The most humiliating part came when he reached his groin. He shaved his pubic hair, then carefully around his caged cock and balls, and finally bent over to shave his arse.

Lena’s presence made it worse. She didn’t say much, but her silence was heavy. When he was finally done, completely smooth and hairless from the neck down, he stood there feeling exposed and vulnerable in a way he never had before.

Lena stepped forward with her phone. “Turn around slowly. She wants clear proof.”

Alex obeyed, cheeks burning with shame as Lena took multiple photos from different angles, front, side, back, documenting his new smooth, feminized body. She sent them to Veronica with a short caption; “Shaved as instructed.”

Veronica’s reply came quickly.

Goddess-Vespera; Good. He looks much better already. Make sure he stays smooth every day.

The next rule came shortly after.

Goddess-Vespera; Send a photo of you in your new panties. Then start your first plug training session. Wear it while you watch the assignment I’m sending.

Alex bought a pack of lacy, feminine panties on his way home from work the next day, soft pastel colours, delicate lace trim, and tiny bows. That night, in the privacy of their bedroom, he changed into a pair of black satin ones. The fabric felt foreign and silky against his newly shaved skin. He looked at himself in the mirror and felt ridiculous, exposed, and deeply humiliated. The panties barely contained his caged cock, the outline clearly visible.

Lena watched from the bed, her stomach twisting with a complicated mix of emotions. Seeing her husband, the man she had loved and married, standing there in women’s underwear made her heart ache with guilt and sorrow. He looked so vulnerable, so broken. Yet beneath the sadness, there was a tiny, shameful flicker of something else, a dark curiosity, even a hint of arousal at how completely he was submitting. She hated herself for it.

“You look…” She struggled to find the right words. “Just… stand still for the photo.”

She raised her phone with shaking hands and took several pictures, front, side, back, making sure the lace details and the bulge of the cage were clearly visible. Each click of the camera felt like another betrayal.

She sent them to Veronica with the required message; “Alex in his new panties as instructed.”

Veronica replied almost immediately.

Goddess-Vespera; Much better. He looks like the sissy he’s becoming. Make sure he wears them every day under his work clothes.

Lena put the phone down and looked at Alex, tears welling in her eyes. “I’m so sorry,” she whispered.

Alex could only nod, cheeks burning with shame, as he pulled his normal clothes back on over the satin panties.

Then came the gay porn assignment.

Goddess-Vespera; Watch this full video. Tribute £50 while you do. Tell me which parts made you hardest. Lena, make sure he stays focused.

The video was explicit gay porn, muscular, dominant men fucking smaller, submissive ones, sloppy blowjobs, rough face-fucking, and hard anal domination. The sounds of moaning and slapping flesh filled the bedroom. Alex watched it with the medium-sized butt plug still lodged firmly inside him, the constant fullness making him squirm uncomfortably in his chair. His caged cock strained painfully against the metal, leaking steadily as the scenes played out.

He tried to look away several times, cheeks burning with humiliation, but Lena’s soft voice reminded him gently each time.

“Keep watching, Alex. She’ll know if you don’t.”

Lena sat beside him on the bed, silent and deeply ashamed. Forcing her husband to watch gay porn while plugged and caged felt like another layer of betrayal. She hated how powerless she felt, hated that she was now actively participating in his degradation. Yet she couldn’t deny the strange, conflicted heat between her own legs as she watched him squirm and become visibly affected by the video.

Alex finally sent the £50 tribute and typed out a deeply humiliating confession;

“I watched the whole video. The scene where the big guy held the smaller one down and fucked him hard made me the hardest. The blowjob scenes too, when they were choking on cock. I feel pathetic and confused. I’m not gay but my body reacted anyway because I’m locked and owned. I’m a weak sissy for Goddess.”

He sent it, then looked at Lena with defeated eyes.

Lena could only squeeze his hand, her own guilt threatening to overwhelm her. The role of enforcer was becoming heavier with every passing day.

Over the following days, the assignments escalated. Veronica sent more gay porn, required longer plug wear times, and demanded daily photos in increasingly feminine panties. Alex’s body was changing, smooth, plugged, and constantly reminded of his new status.

The psychological toll was immense. Alex found himself becoming more submissive, more broken, while Lena was forced to participate in his humiliation every single day.

The sissy transformation had begun in earnest.

Over the next few days, Veronica began calling Lena directly on a private, encrypted messaging app. The calls usually came in the evening when Alex was distracted or asleep. The first one arrived while Lena was washing dishes.

She answered with a trembling voice.

“Hello?”

“Good evening, my sweet girl,” Veronica purred, her voice low and velvety. “I wanted to check on you. How are you feeling after our night together?”

Lena leaned against the kitchen counter, her heart racing. “I… I don’t know. Confused. Guilty. Scared.”

Veronica chuckled softly. “That’s normal. But deep down you know you liked it. You liked submitting to me. You liked begging me to ruin your husband. Be honest with me, Lena.”

Lena was silent for a long moment, then whispered, “Yes, Goddess. I did.”

“Good girl,” Veronica praised, her tone warm and approving. “You’re going to start calling me every night when Alex is asleep. I want to reinforce your training. You belong to me now. Not just as part of the couple, but personally. You’re my special little slut.”

The calls quickly became a nightly ritual. Usually around 11pm, once Alex had fallen asleep or was distracted with his own tasks, Lena’s phone would vibrate with a private call from Veronica.

She would slip into the bathroom or the spare room, lock the door, and answer in a hushed, submissive voice.

Veronica’s tone was always calm, seductive, and commanding. She would start with breathing exercises, making Lena take slow, deep breaths while reminding her who she belonged to.

“Breathe in… and out. Good. Now say it with me; I am Veronica’s obedient slut.”

Lena would repeat it softly, cheeks burning. “I am Veronica’s obedient slut.”

“Again. Louder.”

“I am Veronica’s obedient slut.”

Then came the affirmations that cut deeper;

“My husband’s pleasure no longer matters.”

“My body belongs to Goddess Veronica.”

“I will help ruin him because it pleases you.”

Sometimes Veronica would make it more intense. She’d tell Lena to slip her hand into her panties and touch herself while describing her fantasies out loud.

“Tell me how much you crave being owned. How you want me to use you while your husband watches.”

Lena would moan quietly into the phone, her fingers moving in slow, slick circles between her legs. Her voice trembled with a potent mix of shame and raw arousal as she confessed her growing, forbidden desires.

“I… I think about you when Alex is sleeping,” she whispered, breath hitching. “I touch myself imagining you using me again… telling me what a pathetic wife I am for betraying him. It makes me so wet, Goddess.”

The private calls were slowly rewiring her mind. Each night, Veronica’s calm, authoritative voice sank deeper into her psyche, reinforcing her submission and making her more and more dependent on the older woman’s approval. The guilt was still there, sharp and painful whenever she looked at Alex, but it was now intertwined with an intense, addictive arousal. The humiliation of what she was doing, the danger, the power imbalance… it all fed into a dark thrill she couldn’t deny.

By the end of each call, Lena would be flushed and breathless, her thighs slick with her own arousal. She would whisper softly, almost reverently, “Thank you, Goddess,” before hanging up, her body still buzzing with denied or fulfilled pleasure.

The secret calls were becoming the most dangerous part of all, because Lena was starting to look forward to them. She would catch herself checking her phone anxiously as bedtime approached, a shameful flutter of anticipation in her stomach.

Each call deepened Lena’s submission. The guilt remained, heavy and constant, but so did the arousal, and the terrifying realization that she was beginning to crave the private, intimate attention from her new Goddess more than she wanted to admit.

The breaking point came on Friday evening.

Alex paced the living room, phone in hand, his face flushed with anger and desperation.

“We have to go to the police,” he said firmly. “This has gone too far. Blackmail is illegal. We have evidence, messages, bank transfers. We can explain it was a mistake that got out of hand.”

Lena shot up from the sofa, eyes wide with panic. “No. Alex, no. We can’t.”

He stopped pacing and stared at her. “Why not? Lena, she’s destroying us. She’s got me locked in a fucking cage, making me watch gay porn, draining our money. And now she’s got you doing God-knows-what. We need help.”

Lena shook her head frantically, tears already forming. “You don’t understand. We can’t go to the police. Please, just trust me.”

Alex’s frustration boiled over. “How can I trust you when you won’t even tell me why? What happened in that hotel room, Lena? What exactly did you do that makes you so terrified of the police?”

Lena looked away, voice trembling. “I can’t tell you. Not yet. But going to the police will only make it worse. She has too much on us. Videos, recordings… things that will ruin us even if we try to explain.”

Alex stepped closer, voice rising. “Then explain it to me! Why are you protecting her? Why won’t you fight this with me?”

Lena broke down, sobbing. “Because I can’t! If we go to the police, everything comes out. Everything I did. Please, Alex… just give me time. We’ll find another way. I promise.”

The argument ended with both of them in tears, Alex storming into the bedroom and Lena crying alone on the sofa. The first major crack in their unity had appeared, and Lena’s growing, shameful desire for Veronica was the secret that was tearing them apart.


Chapter 9

As the days turned into weeks, Veronica’s control over Lena deepened through secret meetings arranged via the private encrypted app. Alex was told Lena was working late on big projects or meeting important clients for drinks. In reality, Lena was slipping away after work, heart racing with a toxic mix of guilt and anticipation, straight to Veronica’s sleek Shoreditch loft.

The first few meetings were intense and deliberate. Veronica’s apartment was stylish and minimalist, with exposed brick walls and large windows overlooking the city. She had transformed one corner of her spacious living room into a basic but effective BDSM setup; a sturdy black St. Andrew’s cross mounted against the wall, a padded leather spanking bench with restraints, heavy chains hanging from reinforced ceiling hooks, and a large, locked drawer overflowing with toys, realistic dildos in various sizes, thick butt plugs, wooden and leather paddles, shiny metal nipple clamps, coils of soft black rope, and a collection of powerful vibrators.

The air in the loft always carried a faint scent of leather, incense, and Veronica’s signature dark perfume. Soft red lighting bathed the play area, creating an intimate, almost theatrical atmosphere.

Lena would arrive dressed exactly as ordered, short, tight dresses that hugged her figure and barely covered her arse, thigh-high stockings with garters, high stiletto heels that made her legs look longer, and heavy, slutty makeup; dark smoky eyes, long false lashes, and bold red lipstick. She looked like a high-end escort rather than a married graphic designer, and the transformation both humiliated and excited her.

Veronica would greet her with a slow, possessive smile, running her hands over Lena’s body as soon as the door closed.

During one particularly intense session, Veronica had Lena bent over the padded spanking bench, her wrists securely cuffed to the front legs, forcing her arse up high and her back arched. The position left her completely exposed and vulnerable. Lena’s short dress was bunched up around her waist, her lacy thong pulled to the side.

Veronica stood behind her, running her hands possessively over Lena’s smooth arse cheeks before picking up a thick leather paddle.

Smack.

The first strike landed hard, the sharp sound echoing through the loft. Lena gasped, her body jerking forward.

Smack. Smack. Smack.

Veronica alternated cheeks, building a steady rhythm until Lena’s arse glowed a deep, angry pink. Each impact sent jolts of stinging pain mixed with throbbing pleasure straight to her dripping pussy.

“You’re taking it so well for me,” Veronica praised, rubbing the sore flesh tenderly before bringing the paddle down again. “Such a good little traitor, letting me punish you while your husband waits at home.”

Lena moaned loudly, pushing her arse back for more. “Thank you, Goddess…”

Veronica set the paddle aside and picked up the thick, veiny strap-on she had strapped around her wide hips. She rubbed the fat head up and down Lena’s soaked slit, teasing her entrance.

Then she thrust in deep in one powerful stroke.

Lena cried out as the large dildo stretched and filled her completely. Veronica fucked her with long, deliberate strokes, the harness slapping against Lena’s reddened arse with every thrust. The bench creaked under the force. Veronica reached around and rubbed Lena’s swollen clit in tight circles while continuing to pound into her.

“That’s my perfect slut,” Veronica growled, leaning over Lena’s back, her heavy breasts pressing against her. “Betraying your husband for my cock. Moaning like a whore while I ruin this married pussy.”

Lena was a mess, moaning, drooling, and pushing back desperately to meet every thrust. The combination of pain from the spanking and the deep, relentless fucking had her right on the edge.

“Please, Goddess… I’m so close…”

Veronica fucked her harder, faster, until Lena came with a loud, broken scream, her pussy clenching tightly around the thick strap-on as powerful waves of orgasm ripped through her body.

“That’s my good girl,” Veronica cooed, thrusting the thick strap-on deep into Lena’s dripping pussy. “Betraying your husband for me. Sneaking away to get fucked behind his back. You’re such a perfect little traitor.”

Lena moaned loudly, pushing her hips back greedily to meet every powerful thrust. The thick dildo stretched and filled her completely, hitting spots that made her eyes roll back. “Yes, Goddess… I’m your traitor slut. I’m sorry, Alex… but I can’t stop. I need this… I need you…”

Veronica rewarded her with harder, faster thrusts, the sound of the harness slapping rhythmically against Lena’s reddened arse filling the room. One hand reached around to rub firm, fast circles on Lena’s swollen clit while the other gripped her hip tightly.

“You’re mine now,” Veronica growled into her ear, her voice thick with lust. “Not his. Every time you lie to him and come crawling to me, every time you spread your legs for me instead of him, you become more mine. Say it.”

“I’m yours, Goddess!” Lena cried out, voice breaking. “I’m yours, not his! I belong to you!”

The combination of the deep, punishing thrusts and the relentless clit stimulation pushed Lena over the edge. She came hard, body shaking violently, pussy clenching and pulsing around the thick dildo as a powerful, shattering orgasm tore through her. She screamed Veronica’s title, tears of overwhelming pleasure running down her face.

Veronica didn’t stop, fucking her through the orgasm until Lena was a whimpering, trembling mess.

Lena left those meetings flushed, sore, and dripping, her thighs slick with her own arousal and Veronica’s praise still ringing in her ears. Her legs felt weak as she walked to the Tube, her short dress barely covering the redness on her arse and the mess between her legs. Her mind was foggy with submission, replaying every command, every degrading word, every shattering orgasm.

The guilt was still there, sharp and painful whenever she thought of Alex waiting at home, trusting her. But it was being slowly, dangerously drowned out by the intoxicating pull of Veronica’s dominance and approval. The way Veronica looked at her, touched her, praised her for being such a “good little traitor” had become addictive. Lena found herself craving the secret meetings more and more, counting the hours until the next one.

She was living a double life, the loving, supportive wife at home who helped Alex with his confessions and checked his cage, and the eager, submissive slut in Veronica’s loft who begged to be used and degraded. The line between them was blurring faster than she wanted to admit. Some nights she would lie in bed next to Alex, still feeling Veronica’s touch on her skin, and feel a shameful thrill at the deception.

The secret was changing her. And the scariest part was that a growing part of her didn’t want it to stop.

One evening, Veronica had something new planned. The loft was set up like a small studio; soft lighting, a large bed with black sheets, and a professional camera on a tripod.

“Tonight you’re going to make a video for me,” Veronica said, her voice leaving no room for argument. “A proper one. Strip naked, get on the bed, and masturbate for the camera. Don’t hold back. I want to see how much of a desperate slut you really are.”

Lena’s heart raced with nerves and shameful excitement. She undressed slowly under Veronica’s watchful eye, then lay back on the bed, legs spread. Veronica adjusted the camera, then stepped behind it.

“Start.”

Lena began tentatively at first, running her hands over her breasts and down her body. Her cheeks burned with embarrassment under the bright lights of the camera. But as Veronica encouraged her with soft, commanding whispers, “Pinch your nipples harder… that’s it… Spread your legs wider for me… Let me hear how much you need this”, the hesitation melted away.

She stopped holding back.

Lena moaned openly as she slid two fingers deep inside her soaked pussy, pumping them slowly at first, then faster. Her other hand moved to her clit, rubbing in tight circles. The pleasure quickly built, and she reached for the toys Veronica had laid out on the bed.

She picked up a thick, realistic dildo, coated it with lube, and pushed it inside herself with a loud, shameless moan. Her legs shook as she fucked herself with deep, steady strokes, the wet sounds of the toy sliding in and out filling the room. At the same time, she pressed a powerful vibrator against her clit, the intense buzzing making her hips buck uncontrollably.

Her moans grew louder and more uninhibited, echoing through the loft. “Oh fuck… Goddess… it feels so good…” she gasped, eyes fluttering as she lost herself completely in front of the camera. Her back arched, breasts bouncing with every thrust, her face contorted in raw pleasure.

Veronica moved around the bed with a handheld camera, capturing every explicit angle, close-ups of the dildo stretching Lena’s pussy, her trembling thighs, and the desperate, needy expression on her face.

“Yes… fuck… I’m such a slut… Goddess, I’m yours…” Lena gasped, her eyes half-closed in overwhelming pleasure. Her hips bucked wildly as she drove the thick dildo deeper inside herself, the powerful vibrator pressed hard against her swollen clit. Her entire body tensed, thighs quivering uncontrollably.

She came hard on camera.

A loud, shuddering moan tore from her throat as the orgasm crashed through her. Her back arched sharply off the bed, toes curling, fingers gripping the sheets tightly. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around the dildo, juices dripping down her thighs and onto the black sheets. Wave after wave of intense pleasure made her body convulse, her moans turning into broken, whimpering cries.

Veronica moved smoothly around the bed with the handheld camera, capturing every explicit detail in high definition; Lena’s flushed, ecstasy-filled face with her mouth open in a silent scream, the way her dripping pussy spasmed visibly around the thick toy, and the full-body convulsions as the orgasm ripped through her. She zoomed in on the beads of sweat on Lena’s skin, the way her breasts heaved with each ragged breath, and the pure, shameless pleasure written across her expression.

“Beautiful,” Veronica murmured, clearly pleased. “Absolutely perfect.”

After Lena lay panting and spent, Veronica smiled with satisfaction.

“I’m creating an OnlyFans account for you. ‘MarriedTraitorSlut’ or something similar. You’re going to update it daily, new videos, photos, audio messages. Your fans are going to love watching a married woman degrade herself for me.”

Lena’s eyes widened in fresh horror, but the post-orgasm haze and Veronica’s commanding presence kept her from protesting.

“Yes, Goddess,” she whispered, already knowing she would obey.

“You’re already mine, you know that, don’t you?” Veronica would whisper while gently stroking Lena’s hair after an intense session. “The thrill of real power exchange is so much stronger than any game. No safewords. No pretending. Just complete, genuine surrender. Doesn’t it feel right?”

She would say these things while Lena was still basking in the afterglow, vulnerable and open.

“You’ve already given me so much. Your body. Your secrets. Your loyalty. There’s no point fighting it anymore. Accepting it, embracing it, will make everything feel so much better. So much more intense.”

Lena would lie there, breathing slowly, the words sinking deep into her mind. Veronica was gentle but relentless, reinforcing the idea that resistance was pointless and acceptance was liberating.

“You look so beautiful when you submit to me completely,” Veronica would murmur, kissing her softly. “This is who you are now. My good girl. My obedient slut. And you’re starting to love it, aren’t you?”

Lena’s responses grew softer, more accepting with each conversation. The guilt was still present, but Veronica was successfully guiding her toward full acceptance of her place under her control.

One rainy afternoon, Veronica took Lena to a private tattoo studio in a quiet part of East London. The artist was a friend of Veronica’s, discreet, professional, and trustworthy.

Lena was nervous as she lay on the table, her skirt hiked up. Veronica held her hand, stroking her hair soothingly.

“It’s small,” Veronica whispered. “Just for us. Something to remind you who you belong to.”

Lena nodded, biting her lip as the needle began its work. The pain was sharp but bearable. When it was finished, she had a delicate, discreet tattoo just above her pubic mound, a small, elegant “V” intertwined with a subtle crown symbol. It was small enough to be hidden by most underwear, but unmistakable to anyone who saw it.

Veronica smiled with satisfaction, running her fingers gently over the fresh ink.

“Perfect. My mark on you. Every time you look at it, you’ll remember who owns this body now.”

Lena stared down at the tattoo, a strange mix of shame and arousal washing over her. It was permanent. A secret brand. And despite everything, part of her felt a dark thrill at being marked.

At home, Lena tried her best to maintain the façade of the loving wife. She cooked dinner, asked Alex about his day, and curled up next to him on the sofa in the evenings. But the distance between them was growing, subtle at first, then impossible to ignore.

She was quieter than usual. Distracted. Sometimes she would zone out in the middle of conversations, her mind clearly elsewhere. When Alex tried to initiate intimacy, she would gently pull away, claiming she was tired or stressed from work. The excuses came easier each time.

Alex noticed.

At first he attributed it to the stress of their situation with Veronica. But as the days passed, he sensed something deeper was wrong. Lena seemed… different. More distant. Sometimes he would catch her staring at her phone with a strange expression, a mix of guilt and something almost like excitement, before she quickly locked the screen.

One night, as they lay in bed, Alex turned to her.

“Lena… are you okay? You’ve been different lately. Distant. Like you’re not really here.”

Lena forced a smile and kissed his cheek. “I’m fine, love. Just tired. This whole situation is stressful. I’m trying my best.”

But Alex wasn’t convinced. He could feel her pulling away, and it terrified him. The woman he loved was changing right in front of him, and he didn’t know how to stop it.


Chapter 10

Veronica’s control continued to escalate with every passing day. The rules grew stricter, the demands more invasive, and the psychological pressure more intense. Alex and Lena were both exhausted, living in a constant state of anxiety and humiliation.

One evening, as they were eating a quiet dinner, Alex’s phone buzzed on the table. He picked it up, expecting another daily confession prompt or a new tribute demand. Instead, the message made his stomach drop like a stone.

Goddess-Vespera; It’s time to take the next step in your sissy training, paypig. Tonight you will go to The Velvet Room, a gay club in Vauxhall. In the back darkroom there are gloryholes. You will suck at least one cock for me. Record a short video of you doing it and send it to me immediately after. Lena knows the details. Do not disappoint me. Failure is not an option.

Alex stared at the screen, his fork frozen halfway to his mouth. The blood drained from his face. He silently handed the phone to Lena.

She read it, her expression tightening with dread.

“Oh God…” she whispered.

The moment they had both feared was here. Veronica was no longer satisfied with just financial drain and private humiliation. She was pushing Alex into physical, sexual submission with other men.

“You have to do it,” she whispered. “She’ll know if you don’t.”

That night, Alex made his way to The Velvet Room in Vauxhall, his heart pounding so hard he could feel it in his throat. The streets were damp from earlier rain, and the neon sign above the club pulsed with pink and purple light. He had never been to a gay club before. The moment he stepped inside, the heavy bass of the music and the smell of sweat, cologne, and poppers hit him like a wall.

The place was dark, loud, and packed with men, some dancing, some flirting at the bar, others disappearing into darker corners. Alex felt completely out of place in his normal jeans and shirt, like a tourist who had wandered into the wrong world. Several men glanced at him with interest, but he kept his head down and followed Veronica’s precise instructions toward the back.

He found the darkroom, a dimly lit, maze-like area with black walls and red accent lighting. The air was thicker here, heavy with the scent of sex and anticipation. Several gloryhole booths lined one wall. Alex’s legs felt weak as he stepped into one of the empty stalls and locked the door behind him.

The booth was small and claustrophobic. A circular hole had been cut into the wall at waist height, the edges smoothed. Alex stood there, breathing shallowly, palms sweaty. The reality of what he was about to do hit him hard. This wasn’t a fantasy. This was real. A stranger’s cock was going to come through that hole, and he was expected to suck it.

He waited, heart hammering, the muffled thump of the music vibrating through the walls. Minutes felt like hours.

After a few tense, agonizing minutes, a thick, semi-hard cock pushed slowly through the gloryhole.

Alex stared at it, frozen in place. This was real. Not a video. Not a fantasy. Not something he could pause or look away from. It was a stranger’s actual cock, thick and veiny, hanging there just inches from his face, twitching slightly in the dim red light.

His mind screamed at him to run, but his body stayed rooted. He thought of Veronica’s threats, the videos of him drinking his own piss, fucking himself with a dildo, the financial records, the chat history. He thought of Lena’s pleading eyes, begging him to do whatever it took to keep them safe.

Slowly, reluctantly, he leaned forward. His hand trembled as he reached out and wrapped his fingers around the warm, heavy shaft. The skin was smooth and hot. He stroked it awkwardly at first, feeling it thicken and harden fully in his grip.

With a deep, shaky breath, Alex closed his eyes and took the head into his mouth.

The taste was immediate, salty, musky, slightly bitter. He gagged slightly at the unfamiliar sensation but forced himself to continue, lips stretching around the thick head as he began to suck.

The taste was salty, musky, and intensely masculine. Alex gagged slightly at the first contact, the unfamiliar texture and flavour making his throat constrict, but he forced himself to continue, sucking awkwardly at first, his lips stretched wide around the thick head. The man on the other side of the wall groaned deeply and pushed forward, forcing several more inches of his hard cock into Alex’s mouth.

Alex’s mind was a whirlwind of shame, disgust, and a strange, unwanted arousal that made him feel even more humiliated. The cage kept him from getting physically hard, but his body reacted anyway, a deep, traitorous heat spreading through his belly as the stranger used his mouth. He sucked harder, bobbing his head with increasing rhythm, the wet, obscene sounds of slurping and gagging filling the small booth.

The man on the other side began thrusting more aggressively, fucking Alex’s mouth through the hole. Alex’s eyes watered, drool running down his chin as he struggled to take it.

Then, with a low grunt, the man came.

Thick, bitter cum flooded Alex’s mouth in heavy spurts. The taste was overwhelming, salty, slightly sour, and pungent. Alex choked, his throat convulsing, but he swallowed most of it down, coughing and sputtering as some of the excess dripped down his chin and onto the floor.

He recorded a short, shaky video of the cum on his lips and chin, his eyes defeated and glassy as he looked into the camera. He sent it to Veronica with trembling fingers, as ordered.

The reply came back almost immediately.

Goddess-Vespera; Good boy. Your first cock. There will be many more. You did well. I’m proud of my little cocksucker.

Alex stared at the message for a long moment, then wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. The taste of the stranger’s cum still coated his tongue, thick, bitter, and impossible to ignore.

He left the club quickly, pushing through the crowd with his head down. The cool night air hit him like a slap as he stepped outside, but it did nothing to wash away the shame. His legs felt unsteady as he walked toward the Tube, the memory of the thick cock in his mouth replaying over and over.

He felt broken.

The weight of what he had just done crushed down on him. He had sucked another man’s cock. Swallowed his cum. All while locked in chastity and under Veronica’s control. The humiliation was soul-crushing.

His first real gay encounter was complete, and there was no going back.

Alex stumbled home in a daze, the taste of cum still lingering in his mouth no matter how many times he rinsed it. The moment he walked through the door, Lena could tell something was very wrong. His eyes were red, his posture defeated.

“What happened?” she asked quietly.

He couldn’t even look at her at first. He stood in the hallway, shoulders slumped, eyes fixed on the floor. The humiliation burned through him like acid, eating away at what little dignity he had left. He had sucked a stranger’s cock. Had wrapped his lips around another man’s dick and let him fuck his mouth. Had swallowed his thick, bitter load like a desperate whore.

And worse, his body had reacted.

Even locked in the tight steel cage, he had felt a sick, unwanted throb of arousal. His caged cock had strained and leaked as the stranger used his mouth. The shame of that betrayal against his own sexuality was almost worse than the act itself. He had always considered himself straight. Normal. But his body had betrayed him tonight, responding to the degradation in ways that left him feeling fundamentally broken.

Tears stung his eyes as the full weight of it crashed down on him. He had crossed a line he could never uncross.

He broke down in the living room, collapsing onto the sofa with tears streaming down his face. His voice cracked repeatedly as he forced himself to tell Lena what he had done, the darkroom, the gloryhole, the thick cock pushing through the wall, the taste, the way he had sucked and swallowed like an obedient whore.

“I did it… I sucked him off. I swallowed his cum, Lena. I actually swallowed it…”

Lena listened in horrified silence, her hand over her mouth. The guilt twisted violently in her stomach. She knew exactly what the video looked like, Veronica had already sent her the clip earlier that evening, forcing her to watch it while commenting on how “eager” Alex was becoming.

When Alex finally stopped talking, sobbing quietly, Lena pulled him into her arms. She held him tightly against her chest, stroking his back in slow, soothing circles as he cried. She whispered soft, empty reassurances, but inside she felt like she was drowning. She couldn’t bring herself to tell him that Veronica had already made her watch the video. That she had been forced to describe how hot it made her to see her husband debasing himself.

Later that night, when Alex had finally fallen into an exhausted, restless sleep, Lena’s phone lit up with a call from Veronica.

She slipped out of bed quietly and answered in the bathroom, voice barely above a whisper.

“Watch it with me,” Veronica said simply, her tone calm and commanding.

Lena sat on the edge of the bathtub in the dark, earphones in, heart hammering as Veronica played the gloryhole video again. She made Lena watch every single second in silence at first, then began commenting softly, praising Alex’s “eager little mouth,” noting how broken and submissive he looked on his knees, how well he took the stranger’s cock.

Lena stared at the screen, unable to look away. The mixture of horror, guilt, and a dark, unwelcome arousal left her feeling sick and deeply conflicted. She hated herself for it, but watching her husband debase himself like that, sucking cock, swallowing cum, looking so utterly broken, sent a shameful thrill through her body. Her pussy throbbed as she watched, nipples hardening against her thin t-shirt.

The worst part was how much she wanted to watch it again.

Even after Veronica hung up, Lena sat there in the dark bathroom, replaying the video on her own phone. She watched it three more times, fingers slipping between her legs as she touched herself quietly, biting her lip to stay silent. The guilt was overwhelming, but so was the arousal. Seeing Alex like that, reduced, humiliated, used, was turning her on in a way she had never experienced before.

She came quietly in the bathroom, tears running down her face, whispering “I’m sorry, Alex…” even as the orgasm washed over her.

The secret was changing her faster than she could control.

The financial pressure ramped up rapidly in the following weeks. Veronica’s demands grew bolder and more frequent. What started as £100–£200 daily tributes quickly escalated to £500, then £1,000 or more. She began demanding specific large transfers, “emergency tributes”, often with short deadlines.

Alex’s savings were drained first. Then the joint account he shared with Lena. Credit cards were maxed out. He started taking out small loans online, lying to Lena about “investment opportunities” or “work bonuses” that never existed.

One night, after sending yet another large tribute, Alex broke down completely. He turned to Lena, eyes desperate.

“We have to go to the police,” he begged, voice cracking. “This is destroying us. We can’t keep doing this. Please, Lena. Let’s just tell them everything.”

Lena didn’t answer right away. Instead, she slipped her hand into her panties, eyes half-closed, and began touching herself right there on the sofa beside him.

Alex stared at her in confusion and horror. “Lena…? What are you doing?”

She moaned softly, fingers moving faster between her legs. “Send her more money,” she whispered, voice breathy. “A thousand. Now.”

“Lena, what the fuck…”

“Send it,” she gasped, masturbating more furiously, legs spreading slightly. “Please… send her a thousand right now.”

With shaking hands and a sick feeling in his stomach, Alex opened the banking app and transferred £1,000 to Veronica.

The moment the notification went through, Lena came hard, back arching, a loud, shameful moan escaping her lips as her body shuddered with orgasm.

She lay there panting, flushed and guilty, while Alex stared at her in utter confusion and betrayal.

The stress began to show at work. Alex missed deadlines on important campaigns, showing up to meetings distracted and exhausted. His manager pulled him aside twice, expressing concern about his performance. Alex mumbled excuses about personal problems, but the truth was eating him alive.

Every night, after sending the latest tribute, he would sit with Lena and write his confession, detailing exactly how much money he had lost that day and how worthless he felt. Lena, forced to supervise, watched her husband slowly crumble under the weight of Veronica’s control.

The financial noose was tightening faster than either of them could have imagined.


Chapter 11

Veronica’s demands continued to evolve, growing bolder and more invasive with each passing week. One evening, during one of their now-regular private calls, Veronica introduced a new “opportunity” with a silky, dangerous tone.

“I’ve been thinking about how we can help your husband earn some leniency,” she said smoothly. “I have a very good friend, Darius, and his circle. They’re… experienced. One controlled scene with them could significantly reduce Alex’s next tribute. Maybe even buy him a whole week off. Just one night. Nothing you can’t handle, my sweet girl.”

Lena’s stomach twisted with dread, but the familiar mix of fear and unwanted arousal made her voice tremble.

“What… what would I have to do?”

Veronica chuckled softly. “Be a good hostess. Show them what a devoted little slut you’re becoming for me. It’s just one night. Think of it as helping your husband.”

The way Veronica phrased it made refusal feel impossible. Lena agreed, as she always did now.

The meeting was arranged at a private, luxurious apartment in South London. Veronica drove Lena there herself, keeping one hand possessively on her thigh the entire journey. She whispered constant encouragement and reminders of her submission, “Be a good girl for me tonight,” “Show them how well I’ve trained you,” “This is how you help your husband”, her fingers occasionally slipping higher, teasing Lena and keeping her in a constant state of nervous arousal.

When they arrived, Veronica led her up to the top-floor apartment. The man who opened the door was tall, muscular, and incredibly charismatic, Darius, a confident black dom in his mid-thirties with smooth dark skin, a deep, resonant voice, and an aura of natural dominance. He smiled slowly as he looked Lena up and down.

Three of his friends were with him in the open-plan living room, all tall, well-built black men with athletic bodies and hungry, appreciative eyes. They eyed Lena like predators who had just been offered fresh prey.

Darius stepped forward, cupping Lena’s chin and tilting her face up. “So this is the married white slut Veronica’s been telling us about. You ready to get properly used tonight, baby?”

Lena’s heart hammered in her chest as the reality of what she had agreed to fully sank in.

“This is Lena,” Veronica announced proudly, pushing her gently forward into the room. “She’s here to entertain you gentlemen tonight. Be good to her, but not too gentle. She can take it.”

It started relatively controlled, at first.

Darius stepped forward immediately, cupping Lena’s face with one large hand and pulling her into a deep, dominant kiss. His tongue invaded her mouth possessively as the other three men watched with hungry interest. Hands began roaming her body, squeezing her breasts, groping her arse, sliding up her thighs. They stripped her slowly and deliberately, peeling off her tight dress, bra, and finally her soaked thong until she stood completely naked in front of them.

They praised her openly, their deep voices full of lust.

“Fuck, look at this sexy little white wife,” one of them said, squeezing her breast. “Perfect body for BBC.”

“Such a pretty married slut,” Darius murmured against her lips. “You ready to get ruined by real men tonight?”

Lena shivered, a potent mix of shame and overwhelming arousal flooding her system as four pairs of strong hands explored her body. The contrast of their dark skin against hers, the sheer size and confidence of them, made her feel small and utterly dominated.

Lena’s first taste was overwhelming.

Darius stood in front of her, tall and commanding, his thick, heavy cock already semi-hard and hanging heavily between his muscular thighs. The sheer size of it made Lena’s eyes widen. It was significantly thicker and longer than anything she had experienced before. He placed a large, strong hand on the back of her head, fingers tangling in her hair, and guided her down onto her knees on the soft rug.

“Open that pretty mouth, baby,” he said, his deep voice rumbling with natural authority.

Lena parted her lips, heart racing wildly in her chest. The head of his cock was thick and dark, already leaking a shiny bead of precum at the tip. She leaned forward tentatively, extending her tongue to lick the head. The taste was salty, slightly bitter, and intensely masculine. She wrapped her lips around the head and sucked gently at first, exploring the texture and weight of him.

Darius groaned in approval, the sound low and satisfied. “That’s it. Good girl.” He pushed his hips forward slowly, feeding her more of his impressive length. Lena’s mouth stretched wide around him as he slid deeper, the head bumping against the back of her throat. She gagged slightly but didn’t pull away, her eyes watering as she struggled to take him.

Darius held her head steady, not forcing her too hard yet, but clearly enjoying the sight of the married white woman on her knees for him.

At the same time, one of his friends, a tall, athletic man named Marcus, knelt behind her. He rubbed his hard, thick cock up and down her soaked slit, coating himself in her abundant juices, teasing her entrance and brushing against her swollen clit. Lena whimpered around Darius’s cock in anticipation.

Then Marcus pushed inside her in one smooth, powerful thrust.

Lena moaned loudly around Darius’s thick shaft as the sudden, intense stretch hit her. Marcus was huge, long and girthy, and the way he filled her pussy so completely made her eyes roll back. The sensation of being filled from both ends at once was overwhelming and all-consuming. Darius’s thick cock stretched her mouth and throat, making her gag and drool, while Marcus’s equally large one pounded into her pussy from behind with deep, rhythmic strokes.

The rhythm between them was perfect and merciless, one pushing in as the other pulled back, never giving her a single moment of relief. She was completely stuffed, used from both ends like a toy. The wet, obscene sounds of flesh slapping against flesh and her muffled moans filled the room.

Pleasure and shame mixed in a dizzying cocktail inside her. She was a married woman, on her knees, being used by two black men while her own husband was at home, locked in chastity. The guilt was sharp, but the physical pleasure was undeniable. Her body responded eagerly, pussy clenching around Marcus’s cock as she sucked harder on Darius.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Marcus groaned, slapping her arse hard as he fucked her deeper, his thick cock stretching her pussy with every powerful thrust. “This married white pussy is gripping me so good. She’s creaming all over my dick.”

Darius held her head with both hands, fucking her mouth with slow, deep strokes, pushing into her throat and holding himself there for a few seconds each time. “That’s it, slut. Take both of us. This is what you were made for.”

Lena responded with hungry, desperate moans around Darius’s cock. She pushed her hips back greedily against Marcus, trying to take him even deeper, her body craving more. She was drooling heavily down her chin, eyes watering, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks, desperate to please them both.

When Darius pulled out of her mouth for a moment to let her breathe, Lena gasped desperately, voice hoarse and broken with lust.

“Please… more… fuck me harder. Use me. I need both of you. Please don’t stop… I’m your slut… I’m your married BBC whore… give me more cock, please!”

Her words were shameless, hungry, and dripping with need. The shame only seemed to fuel her desperation. She pushed back against Marcus’s thrusts and eagerly took Darius back into her mouth the moment he offered it, sucking with renewed hunger.

The two men laughed darkly, clearly pleased with her eager submission.

“That’s a good little white wife,” Darius praised, thrusting deeper into her throat. “Begging for black cock while your husband is at home. Such a perfect slut.”

They used her like that for several intense minutes, alternating rhythms with practised ease. Sometimes they would thrust in unison, filling her completely from both ends at the same time. Other times they would alternate, one pushing deep into her throat while the other pulled almost all the way out of her pussy, only to slam back in as the other withdrew. Lena’s eyes watered profusely, drool and precum running down her chin and dripping onto the floor, but she didn’t pull away. The overwhelming fullness, the sheer degradation, the raw dominance of being used by two powerful men at once, it was pushing her closer and closer to the edge, her body trembling with building pleasure.

Soon it became a full group experience.

The other two men joined in, no longer content to watch. They had her on all fours in the centre of the room like the centerpiece of their pleasure. One cock was buried in her mouth, another pounding her pussy from behind, while multiple hands groped her swinging breasts, pinched her nipples, and slapped her arse red. They rotated smoothly and efficiently, each man taking turns in every hole. One would fuck her pussy with deep, powerful strokes while another used her mouth, then they would switch positions without warning. A third man slid beneath her, sucking hard on her sensitive nipples and occasionally stroking his own cock, waiting for his turn.

Lena was completely overwhelmed, surrounded and filled by four strong, dominant black men. Her moans were constant and muffled, her body shaking as they used her relentlessly. The contrast of their dark skin against her pale, flushed body was stark and erotic. She was their toy, their married white slut, and they were determined to enjoy every inch of her.

Lena was lost in a haze of overwhelming sensation. Her mind went almost completely blank as they filled her from every angle, a thick cock stretching her mouth and throat, another pounding deep into her pussy, strong hands groping her breasts, slapping her arse, and holding her in place. The contrast of their dark skin against her pale, flushed body was stark and deeply erotic, a visual reminder of her submission that only heightened her arousal.

Their stamina was incredible. They fucked her relentlessly, changing positions fluidly and without mercy. One moment she was in doggy style, taken hard from behind while sucking another man. The next, they had her in missionary on the large couch, legs spread wide as one man fucked her deep while another fed her his cock. Then they made her ride one of them, bouncing on his thick shaft while sucking off another, her breasts bouncing with every movement.

She came multiple times, each orgasm more intense than the last. Her body would shake violently, pussy squirting around whichever cock was inside her, soaking their thighs and the furniture beneath her. Her moans were constant and muffled around whichever thick cock was stretching her mouth at the time. Each powerful climax left her more broken, more submissive, and more dangerously addicted to the feeling of being completely used and dominated by these men.

“Such a good BBC slut,” Darius praised, holding her head steady as he fucked her mouth while another man took her pussy with long, deep strokes. “Your husband has no idea what a whore his wife really is. Look at you, married white pussy creaming all over black cock.”

Lena could only moan desperately in response, her eyes rolling back as another powerful orgasm ripped through her, her body convulsing and squirting again as the overwhelming pleasure consumed her completely.

The night continued for hours, a relentless marathon of pleasure and degradation. The men showed incredible stamina, taking turns and using her in every possible way. They covered her in cum, thick ropes landing on her face, dripping down her tits, covering her arse and back, and pumping deep inside her pussy and even her arse. They used every hole, sometimes pushing two thick cocks into her pussy at once, stretching her to her absolute limits and making her scream in a mixture of pain and overwhelming ecstasy. At one point they even double-penetrated her arse, the burning stretch pushing her into another shattering orgasm.

Lena lost count of how many times she came. Her voice grew hoarse from moaning and screaming their names and begging for more. Her body was a trembling, sweat-soaked mess, marked with handprints, bite marks, and cum. Each orgasm left her more broken, more submissive, and more addicted to the feeling of being completely owned and used by these dominant men.

By the end, she lay sprawled in the centre of the room on the cum-stained rug, covered in sweat and semen, breathing hard and shallow. Her mind was blissfully blank, floating in a haze of exhaustion and satisfaction. The shame was still there, deep and aching, but it was temporarily drowned out by the overwhelming pleasure and the intoxicating feeling of being completely owned and used.

Veronica had filmed the entire thing from multiple angles, capturing every degrading, ecstatic moment in high definition, from the first hesitant blowjob to the final scene of Lena lying exhausted and covered in their cum.

Lena’s introduction to the gang was complete, and she knew, deep down, that this was only the beginning.

Afterwards, Lena lay in a daze in the centre of the room, covered in sweat and thick ropes of semen. Her body was trembling, her pussy and arse sore and leaking, her face, breasts, and stomach glistening with cum. She breathed hard, chest heaving, her mind floating in a foggy, post-orgasmic haze where shame and satisfaction blurred together.

Darius knelt beside her, stroking her hair almost tenderly with his large hand. “Good girl. You took us well. Such a natural BBC slut.”

He turned to Veronica, who had been filming the entire scene with professional focus.

“You have a deal. Make sure she’s properly prepared for next time. We’ll want her again soon.”

“Absolutely,” Veronica replied with a satisfied smile. “I’m already working on that.”

Then she turned to Lena, crouching down and gently brushing cum-soaked hair from her face.

“This is just the beginning, my sweet girl. You did so well tonight. I’m very proud of you.”

Lena could only nod weakly, too exhausted and overwhelmed to speak. The reality of what she had just done, and how much she had enjoyed it, was starting to sink in. The shame would come later. For now, all she could feel was the lingering pleasure and the terrifying knowledge that she was falling deeper into Veronica’s world.

A few days after her first experience with Darius and his friends, Veronica took Lena back to the same private tattoo studio.

“This one is important,” Veronica told her in the car, her hand resting possessively on Lena’s thigh. “It marks a real shift. You’re not just playing anymore.”

Lena’s heart raced as she lay face down on the tattoo table, her skirt pulled up to expose her left buttock. The artist worked carefully, the buzz of the needle filling the small room.

When it was finished, Lena had a bold, elegant Queen of Spades tattoo on her left buttock, the classic “Q” and spade symbol in black ink, small enough to be discreet under most clothing but unmistakable to anyone who saw it.

Veronica ran her fingers gently over the fresh ink, a satisfied smile on her face.

“Perfect. Now everyone who sees this will know exactly what kind of woman you are becoming. My BBC slut. My Queen of Spades.”

Lena stared at the tattoo in the mirror, a complex mix of shame, arousal, and acceptance washing over her. It was permanent. A visible mark of her submission and her growing addiction to this new life.

Over the next couple of weeks, Lena had several more secret meetings with Darius and his circle. What started as “one controlled scene” quickly became a regular occurrence. Veronica would arrange the encounters, sometimes at the apartment, sometimes at private parties. Each time, Lena would dress slutty as instructed and arrive eager, nervous, and increasingly addicted.

The sex grew more intense and possessive. The men fucked her harder, longer, and in increasingly degrading ways. They began talking about breeding her during the sessions.

“You’d look so good with a black baby in you,” Darius would groan while fucking her deep, his thick cock bottoming out inside her. “We should knock this married white pussy up. Put a black baby in you while your husband stays locked and clueless.”

Lena would moan desperately in response, completely lost in the moment. “Yes… please… breed me. I want it. Fill me up. Knock me up with your black baby…”

She begged for it shamelessly, legs wrapped around whichever man was inside her, urging them to cum deep. The fantasy, combined with the real danger and thrill, made her cum harder than ever before.

When she came home afterwards, she began lying more blatantly to Alex. She would shower quickly to wash away the evidence, then crawl into bed beside him with a tired smile.

“Long day at the studio again,” she would say, kissing his cheek. “Client meeting ran late.”

Alex would nod, trusting her completely, while Lena lay awake beside him, her body still sore and leaking from the night’s activities, guilt and dark excitement warring inside her.

The lies came easier each time. The double life was becoming her new normal.


Chapter 12

The sissification of Alex Thompson accelerated rapidly under Veronica’s relentless guidance. What had started as panties and a chastity cage evolved into a full transformation of his body, voice, and daily life. Every step was documented, recorded, and used as leverage.

Veronica began with voice training. She sent Alex daily exercises, apps and audio files that forced him to speak in a higher, softer, more feminine register. He was required to repeat phrases like “I am a pathetic sissy paypig” and “Thank you for using me, Sir” for thirty minutes each morning before work. Lena was ordered to listen and correct him if his voice slipped back into its normal tone.

Makeup came next. Veronica demanded daily photos of Alex applying full makeup, foundation, eyeliner, eyeshadow, blush, and bright red lipstick. At first he was clumsy, but under Lena’s reluctant supervision (and Veronica’s constant feedback via video call), he improved quickly. The sight of his feminized face in the mirror each morning filled him with deep shame, but he complied without question.

Heels followed. Veronica ordered him to buy several pairs, starting with modest 3-inch pumps and progressing to 5-inch stilettos. He was required to wear them around the flat for at least an hour each evening, practicing walking with a feminine sway while doing housework. His calves ached constantly, but the discomfort only reinforced his new status.

The ultimate humiliation, however, was being forced to serve men regularly while Veronica profited from it.

It began with arranged hookups through gay escort apps and cruising spots. Veronica gave him strict instructions; during work hours, he was to visit known gay cruising areas in London, parks, public toilets, and specific saunas. He was ordered to wear lingerie underneath his normal work clothes, lace panties, stockings, and a bra.

One afternoon, during his lunch break, Alex was sent to a well-known cruising spot in a park near his office. Wearing a full set of black lace lingerie under his suit, he followed Veronica’s orders to the letter. He found a secluded area, undressed down to the lingerie, and approached a group of men.

With a trembling, feminine voice, he said exactly what Veronica had scripted;

“Please use me. I’m a married sissy paypig. Record me sucking your cocks. My Goddess wants to see.”

The men were eager. Phones came out immediately. Alex dropped to his knees in the grass and serviced them one after another, sucking cock after cock while they filmed him. He swallowed load after load, mascara running down his cheeks, lipstick smeared. The humiliation was crushing, but the cage kept him leaking and desperate.

Veronica received the videos and made good money selling them on various platforms. Alex was now not only financially ruined, he was actively earning money for his owner through his own degradation.

Each new task broke him further. Voice training made him sound more feminine even at work. Makeup became a daily ritual he could no longer skip. Heels made him walk differently. And the regular service to men during work hours left him exhausted, ashamed, and increasingly submissive.

Lena watched it all with conflicted eyes. She was both horrified and strangely aroused by how completely her husband was being transformed into Veronica’s perfect sissy whore.

The breaking of Alex Thompson was well underway.

The job loss came suddenly but inevitably.

Alex had just returned from another humiliating lunch-hour assignment, servicing two men in a public toilet near the office. His lipstick was hastily wiped off, but the taste of cum still lingered in his mouth and his voice was slightly hoarse. He rushed back to his desk, hoping no one had noticed his long absence.

But they had.

His manager called him into the office ten minutes after he sat down. Two senior partners were already there, looking serious.

“Alex, we’ve noticed a sharp decline in your performance over the past few weeks,” his manager began. “You’ve missed multiple important client meetings, including the one this afternoon. Your work has been sloppy, and you’ve been absent from your desk for long, unexplained periods. We can’t keep carrying you like this. We’re letting you go. Effective immediately.”

Alex sat there stunned, the reality crashing down on him. He tried to explain, personal problems, stress, but the partners weren’t interested. They had already seen the pattern. The multiple warnings. The missed deadlines. The distraction.

He was escorted out of the building with a small box of his belongings, the security guard watching him closely. The walk of shame through the open-plan office felt like the final nail in his coffin. Colleagues whispered as he passed. Some looked concerned. Others simply avoided eye contact.

By the time he got home, he was a broken man. He sat on the sofa and told Lena what had happened, voice shaking.

“I lost my job. They fired me. I… I couldn’t keep up with the demands. The meetings, the assignments from her… I couldn’t do both.”

Lena pulled him into her arms, but the embrace felt hollow. She knew Veronica had orchestrated this, forcing him to miss work for “service” tasks until he became unreliable. Another step in the total ruin.

Alex was now fully dependent. No job. No income. Only Veronica’s control.

The fall was accelerating.

One evening, after another degrading day, Alex reached his breaking point.

“We can’t keep doing this,” he said suddenly, voice filled with quiet determination. “We have to fight back. We’ll go to the police together. Tell them everything. Blackmail, coercion, the videos, we’ll explain it was a mistake that got out of hand. We can delete the apps, change numbers, move if we have to. But we have to stop this now before she destroys us completely.”

Lena looked at him, her expression carefully neutral. Inside, panic surged. She couldn’t let him do this.

She nodded slowly. “Okay… let’s talk about it. Maybe you’re right.”

Later that night, while Alex was in the shower, Lena quickly texted Veronica from her secret app.

Lena; Alex wants to fight back. He wants to go to the police. I don’t support him but I need to pretend I do so he doesn’t suspect me. What should I do?

Veronica replied almost instantly.

Veronica; Play along on the call. Let him think you’re with him. I’ll handle the rest. Do not warn him.

When Alex came out of the shower, towel around his waist, they sat together on the sofa. Lena’s heart was pounding as she dialled Veronica’s number and put the phone on speaker. This was their last, desperate attempt at resistance.

Alex spoke first, his voice steady but clearly nervous. “This has gone too far. We want out. Delete everything, all the videos, photos, chat history, and leave us alone. Or we’ll go to the police. We have evidence. Bank transfers, messages. We’ll explain it was a mistake that got out of hand.”

Lena added, pretending to support him while her stomach twisted with guilt, “Please. We’re just a normal couple who made a stupid mistake. We’ll pay you whatever you want as compensation, but this needs to end. We can’t live like this anymore.”

There was a long, heavy pause on the other end of the line. The silence stretched on, making the tension in the room almost unbearable.

Then Veronica’s calm, cold voice came through the speaker, smooth and completely in control.

“Oh, Alex. Lena. How adorable,” Veronica said, her voice dripping with mocking amusement. “You really think you can threaten me? After everything you’ve already given me?”

She let out a low, cruel laugh that sent chills down both their spines.

“I have everything. I have videos of Alex on his knees in public toilets sucking stranger’s cocks like a desperate whore, swallowing load after load while wearing lace panties. I have footage of him drinking his own piss in his office bathroom, gagging but still doing it for me. I have hours of him fucking himself with dildos during work hours, moaning like a pathetic sissy. And I have your wife, Lena, on video begging me to ruin you both, spreading her legs for me and a group of black men, screaming how she wants them to breed her while you sit at home locked in chastity.”

Veronica’s tone grew colder, more menacing.

“I have bank records showing every penny you’ve sent me. Chat logs where you both begged for more. I even have all your family’s contact details, your parents, your sister Emily and her children, Lena’s parents and brother. If you go to the police, I will destroy every single person you love. I’ll send them the videos. Your mother will see her son gulping down cum. Your father will watch his daughter-in-law getting gang-fucked and begging for black babies. They’ll all know exactly what kind of depraved, disgusting couple you really are.”

Alex’s face went pale. Lena pretended to look shocked, but inside she felt a twisted relief.

Veronica continued, “You don’t get to fight back. You belong to me. Both of you. Accept it.”

The call ended.

Alex sat in stunned silence. The last spark of resistance had been crushed.

Lena held his hand, pretending to be as devastated as he was, while secretly texting Veronica; Thank you.

The first time Veronica arranged a “proper date” for Alex, Lena was ordered to help prepare him.

She laid out the clothes on the bed; a tight, feminine blouse, a short pleated skirt, thigh-high stockings, high heels, and full makeup. Alex stood there in just his panties and cage, looking at the outfit with pure dread.

“Lena… please,” he begged, voice cracking. “Don’t make me do this. I can’t go out like this. I can’t meet a man and… service him. Please. I’m begging you. Don’t make me.”

Lena looked at him for a long moment. Then she smiled, a soft, almost tender smile that didn’t reach her eyes.

“It’s what Goddess wants, Alex,” she said gently, picking up the blouse and holding it out to him. “You have to be pretty for your date. Come on. Arms up.”

Alex’s eyes filled with tears as he obeyed, letting her dress him like a doll. She helped him with the stockings, zipped up the blouse, adjusted the skirt, and carefully applied his makeup, foundation, eyeliner, bright red lipstick. She even brushed his hair into a more feminine style.

When she was done, she stepped back and admired her work.

“You look beautiful,” she whispered. “Goddess will be pleased.”

Alex stared at his reflection in the mirror, a pathetic, feminised sissy staring back at him. For the first time, a dark suspicion crept into his mind.

Was it really just Veronica? Or were there now two women working against him?

Lena kissed his cheek softly. “Go on. You don’t want to be late for your date.”


Chapter 13

Lena’s body modification accelerated rapidly under Veronica’s direction. What started as a small, discreet “V” tattoo quickly evolved into something far more visible and permanent, a full declaration of her new status.

The first major addition was a bold Queen of Spades tattoo on her left buttock, a large, elegant “Q” intertwined with a prominent spade symbol, inked in deep black with subtle shading. It was unmistakable, impossible to miss when she was naked or wearing anything revealing. Every time she looked in the mirror, the mark stared back at her, a permanent brand declaring her preference and submission.

Then came the sleeves. Over several painful but strangely intimate sessions, Veronica took her back to the private studio. Intricate, feminine designs began wrapping around both of her arms, starting at the wrists and moving upward. Black roses with sharp thorns, delicate chains that looked like they were binding her skin, and subtle spade symbols woven seamlessly into the artwork. The tattoos were beautiful in their artistry, but clearly sexual in nature. Once complete, they were impossible to hide when she wore short sleeves or summer dresses. They marked her as owned, as changed, as someone who had chosen a new path.

On her lower back, just above the curve of her arse, Veronica had “BBC Property” tattooed in elegant, flowing script, large enough to be read clearly but stylish enough to look like high-end body art. Across her lower belly, just above her pubic mound, the words “Veronica’s Slut” were inked in small, feminine lettering, a constant reminder every time she was naked. On her inner thigh, high enough to be hidden by most clothing but dramatically visible when she spread her legs, was a simple but powerful phrase; “Ruined Wife”, a declaration that she was no longer the faithful partner she once was.

Each new tattoo was a step further into her transformation. The pain of the needle mixed with Veronica’s constant praise and sexual stimulation during the sessions, making the experience both torturous and addictive. Lena would leave the studio sore, marked, and wet, feeling more and more like the owned, modified slut Veronica wanted her to become.

Each session was filmed in high definition. Veronica would set up multiple cameras around the tattoo chair, capturing every moment from different angles, Lena’s face contorted in pain or pleasure, the needle buzzing against her skin, and the fresh ink appearing on her body.

Lena would lie on the table, sometimes crying quietly as the needle bit into her skin, tears running down her cheeks. Other times she would moan shamelessly as Veronica played with her during the process, fingers teasing her nipples, rubbing her clit, or sliding inside her to mix the sharp pain of the tattoo with overwhelming pleasure. The combination left her in a delirious state, her body unable to separate the two sensations.

The tattoos were no longer hidden. They were a public statement of ownership and transformation. The Queen of Spades on her left buttock was visible whenever she wore a bikini or short dress. The full sleeves on both arms could no longer be concealed in summer or when she changed at the gym. “BBC Property” on her lower back, “Veronica’s Slut” above her pubic mound, and “Ruined Wife” on her inner thigh, all of them were permanent declarations that anyone who saw her naked, or even partially undressed, would immediately understand.

Lena knew that from now on, every time she undressed in front of Alex, every time she went swimming, every time she wore something revealing, the marks of her new life would be on full display. The transformation was becoming impossible to hide.

At home, Alex noticed the new ink but didn’t dare comment. The distance between them had grown too wide, a chasm filled with secrets, shame, and unspoken resentment. He would sometimes catch glimpses of the fresh tattoos when Lena changed in their bedroom, the bold Queen of Spades on her left buttock, the intricate sleeves peeking from under her sleeves, the “BBC Property” script just above her arse. His face would show a mixture of horror and unwanted arousal, his eyes lingering for a moment too long before he looked away, ashamed of his own reaction.

Lena herself was deeply conflicted. Every new tattoo felt like another chain locking her more tightly to Veronica, permanent, visible, and impossible to remove. Each session left her sore and marked, a physical reminder of her submission. But the pain of the needle, the ritual of lying there exposed while Veronica watched and directed the artist, and especially Veronica’s constant praise and sexual stimulation during the process had become strangely addictive. The mix of pain and pleasure, degradation and approval, had rewired something inside her.

She was transforming, not just physically with the ink covering more of her skin, but mentally. She was becoming the tattooed, owned slut Veronica wanted her to be. The old Lena, the loving wife, the creative professional, felt further away with every new mark. And the terrifying part was that a growing part of her didn’t want to go back.

The body modification was no longer just decoration.

Over the following weeks, Veronica demanded a complete overhaul of Lena’s wardrobe and public appearance. The changes were no longer subtle. They were bold, provocative, and impossible to ignore.

Gone were the tasteful, professional outfits Lena used to wear to the studio. Veronica instructed her to throw out or donate most of her old clothes and replace them with a new, revealing slutty wardrobe. Short, tight dresses that barely covered her arse, low-cut tops that showed off her cleavage, micro-skirts, fishnet stockings, and sky-high heels became her new normal. She was ordered to wear outfits that left little to the imagination, clothes that screamed availability and submission. At home, Alex would stare in silent shock as his wife walked around in outfits she would have never worn before, a tight red dress with a plunging neckline and hem so short it showed the bottom of her arse when she bent over, or a sheer black top with no bra underneath.

Her makeup changed just as dramatically. Veronica demanded heavy, slutty makeup at all times, dark smoky eyes with long false lashes, bold contouring, and bright, cock-sucking red lipstick. Lena’s once-natural, professional look was replaced by something far more sexual and exaggerated. She looked like a high-end escort or a pornstar rather than a graphic designer. Every time she looked in the mirror, she barely recognised herself.

The final addition was smoking.

Veronica introduced it during one of their private meetings. She handed Lena a pack of cigarettes and a lighter.

“Light one,” she ordered. “I want you to start smoking for me. It’s sexy. It makes you look like the whore you’re becoming.”

Lena hesitated, but the look in Veronica’s eyes left no room for refusal. She lit the cigarette with shaking hands, inhaling awkwardly at first. The smoke burned her throat, making her cough. But Veronica praised her anyway, stroking her hair and calling her a good girl. Over time, Lena began smoking regularly, especially before and after meetings with Veronica or the gang. The ritual became part of her new identity. She would light a cigarette while getting dressed in her slutty outfits, the smoke curling around her as she applied her heavy makeup, staring at her transformed reflection in the mirror.

The wardrobe change, the heavy makeup, and the new smoking habit completed Lena’s public transformation. She no longer looked like the sweet, creative wife Alex had married. She looked like Veronica’s owned, tattooed, slutty plaything, and the world was starting to see it.

Over the following weeks, Lena began spending entire nights with Darius and his circle. What started as occasional meetings quickly became regular, almost nightly occurrences. Veronica would message her in the afternoon with the address and time, often with specific instructions on what to wear and how to prepare herself. Lena would lie to Alex with increasing ease, claiming late client meetings, emergency deadlines at the studio, or girls’ nights with colleagues she barely spoke to anymore. She would kiss him goodbye, heart racing with guilt and excitement, then head straight to the apartment, already wet with shameful anticipation.

The drive there had become a ritual in itself. She would feel her pussy throb as she imagined what the men would do to her that night. By the time she arrived and knocked on the door, she was soaked and eager, her professional façade completely stripped away the moment the door closed behind her.

The gang welcomed her like a favourite toy. They no longer treated her as a guest, she was theirs now, a shared married slut who came to them willingly. Lena had grown to crave the feeling of being completely surrounded and used by them. The laughter, the crude jokes, the way they passed her around like a prized possession, it had all become deeply addictive.

The sex was no longer hesitant or gentle. Lena had fully embraced her role and become an active, eager participant. She laughed and joked with the men like she was part of the group now, trading crude banter, teasing them about their stamina, and playfully begging for their cocks. They treated her like their shared toy, but also with a strange, almost affectionate camaraderie. She had become their favourite married white slut, and they made sure she knew it.

She would arrive at the apartment dressed in her new slutty wardrobe, micro-skirts that barely covered her arse, low-cut tops that showed off her cleavage and tattoos, fishnet stockings, and sky-high heels. Her makeup was always heavy and provocative, dark smoky eyes, long lashes, and bright red “fuck-me” lipstick. The moment the door closed behind her, she would immediately drop to her knees in the centre of the room like it was the most natural thing in the world, looking up at the men with a hungry, submissive smile.

The gang loved it. They would surround her, stroking their cocks and praising her transformation from shy wife to eager gang slut. Lena thrived on the attention, the crude compliments, and the way they used her without hesitation. The shame was still there, but it had been almost completely drowned out by the intoxicating thrill of being desired and owned so completely.

One particular night stood out in Lena’s memory.

She walked into the apartment to find all four men already there, drinking beer and chatting casually like it was any other evening. The atmosphere was relaxed and masculine. Darius grinned widely when he saw her standing in the doorway in her tight black micro-dress and high heels.

“There’s our favourite married slut. Come here, baby.”

Lena smiled shyly but confidently, the nervousness she once felt now mixed with genuine excitement. She walked over to him without hesitation and dropped gracefully to her knees in front of him, right in the centre of the living room. The men laughed and cheered, raising their bottles in approval as she eagerly unzipped Darius’s trousers and pulled out his thick, heavy cock.

She took him into her mouth immediately, sucking him deep with practised enthusiasm. Her head bobbed steadily, cheeks hollowing as she worked him with her lips and tongue. The other three men watched with lustful grins, stroking themselves slowly as they enjoyed the show. Lena moaned around Darius’s cock, the vibration making him groan with pleasure.

“Fuck, she’s gotten so good at this,” one of the men commented, laughing. “Look at her go. Proper cock-hungry wife now.”

Lena’s eyes sparkled with depraved pride as she continued sucking, one hand stroking the base of Darius’s shaft while the other reached out to stroke another man’s cock. The night had only just begun, and she was already completely in her element.

They used her for hours that night, treating her like the shared party favour she had become. They had her on all fours in the middle of the living room, taking turns fucking her pussy and arse while she eagerly sucked whoever was in front of her. They passed her around fluidly, laughing and joking the entire time, high-fiving each other as they used her holes.

“Fuck, this white wife pussy is still so tight,” Marcus groaned as he pounded her hard from behind, his hips slapping loudly against her arse. “Your husband must have a tiny dick if you’re still this tight after all the fucking we’ve given you.”

Lena pulled off the thick cock in her mouth with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to the head. She laughed breathlessly, her voice hoarse but filled with wicked delight.

“He does!” she moaned, pushing back against Marcus’s thrusts. “His little caged dick is pathetic compared to yours. Yours is so much bigger… so much better… fuck me harder, please! Stretch my married pussy!”

The men roared with laughter at her eager humiliation of her own husband. Darius grabbed her hair and shoved his cock back into her mouth, fucking her face while praising her.

“That’s right, slut. Tell us how much better we are than your husband. You love black cock more than his tiny white dick, don’t you?”

Lena moaned loudly around his cock, nodding frantically as another man took her pussy. She was completely lost in the depravity, laughing and moaning between cocks, actively participating in her own humiliation and Alex’s.

The night was filled with crude jokes about Alex’s inadequacy, Lena’s enthusiastic agreement, and wave after wave of overwhelming pleasure as the men used her without mercy.

The men roared with laughter at her shameless begging and gave her exactly what she asked for.

They double-penetrated her relentlessly, one thick cock in her pussy and another stretching her arse at the same time, filling her so completely that Lena screamed in a mixture of pain and overwhelming ecstasy. They rotated positions constantly, filling every hole with hard, throbbing cock. Her mouth was never empty for long, her pussy and arse constantly being used. They covered her in cum, thick, heavy loads landing on her face, dripping down her tits, coating her back and arse, and pumping deep inside her. She was a sticky, glistening mess, but she only moaned louder for more.

Lena was loud and shameless now, moaning and begging like a true, broken slut. “Yes! Fuck me harder! Fill me up! Use all my holes!” she cried out between loads, her voice hoarse but eager. She came multiple times, shaking violently and squirting on their cocks, her body completely given over to their pleasure. Her orgasms were messy and powerful, soaking the men and the floor beneath her as she lost control.

The men praised her constantly, laughing and joking as they used her.

“Listen to this married whore begging for our cum,” one of them laughed while fucking her arse. “Your husband would cry if he saw you like this.”

Lena could only moan in agreement, pushing back against the cock inside her, completely addicted to the feeling of being their shared, degraded toy.

By the time she left in the early hours of the morning, Lena was an absolute mess. Her hair was dishevelled and sticky with cum, her heavy makeup completely ruined, mascara running down her cheeks in black streaks, bright red lipstick smeared around her mouth. Her body was covered in drying cum, handprints, and bite marks. Her pussy and arse were sore and still leaking thick loads as she walked unsteadily to the taxi, legs trembling.

The driver gave her a knowing look in the rear-view mirror, but she didn’t care. She sat in the back seat, feeling the cum slowly dripping out of her, a wicked, dark satisfaction blooming in her chest. She was sore, exhausted, and used, but she felt alive in a way she never had before.

When she slipped quietly into bed beside Alex in the early morning light, still leaking from both holes, the contrast hit her hard. Her loving, clueless husband lay sleeping peacefully beside her while she was covered in other men’s cum. She felt a strange, dark satisfaction at the deception. She was no longer just Veronica’s plaything.

She was becoming part of the gang.

By this point, Alex had been fully feminized into “Alexa.” Veronica had demanded he grow his hair longer, wear full makeup daily, and dress in increasingly feminine clothing even when going out for errands. He now wore wigs, padded bras to give himself realistic breasts, tight dresses that hugged his smooth, shaved body, and high heels almost constantly when serving. His voice had been trained to a soft, feminine register. His mannerisms had become delicate and submissive. The transformation was nearly complete, he looked and sounded like a desperate, pretty sissy whore.

One evening, Veronica arranged for him to service a small group of clients at a private location. Alexa arrived dressed in a short pink dress that barely covered his arse, sheer black stockings, sky-high heels, and full, heavy makeup, bright pink lipstick, heavy eyeshadow, and long lashes. He looked every bit the desperate sissy whore he had been trained to be.

His heart pounded as he knocked on the door. When it opened, three middle-aged men greeted him with hungry smiles. Alexa lowered his eyes submissively and spoke in his trained, feminine voice;

“Hello, Sirs… I’m Alexa. Goddess sent me to serve you tonight.”

The men laughed and pulled him inside, already groping his body as they closed the door behind him.

The men were waiting, already half-undressed and stroking themselves as Alexa entered the room. They wasted no time.

Alexa was on his knees within minutes, sucking their cocks eagerly, the months of training having taken full effect. He moved from one man to the next, worshipping their cocks with his mouth and hands, moaning softly like the well-trained sissy he had become. The men groaned in approval, calling him “good girl” and “pretty little cocksucker.”

But tonight they wanted more than just his mouth.

They bent him over the large leather couch, pulling his short dress up and his panties down. One of the men lubed his arse generously while another held his head down. Alexa’s heart raced with fear and humiliation as he felt the blunt head of a thick cock pressing against his hole.

When the first man pushed his bare cock inside him, Alex panicked.

“Wait… condom… please…” he whimpered, voice high and feminine.

The men burst out laughing, clearly amused by his plea.

“Condom?” one of them said, still pushing forward, stretching Alexa open. “Veronica said you’re a cumdump now. No condoms. You take it raw like the sissy whore you are.”

Alexa gasped and moaned as the thick, bare cock sank deep into his arse, the burning stretch making his eyes water. The sensation was intense, a sharp, overwhelming fullness that bordered on pain but quickly mixed with a deep, humiliating pleasure. The man behind him didn’t hold back, gripping Alexa’s hips and fucking him with hard, deep strokes, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room.

“Take it, sissy,” the man growled. “This is what you were made for.”

Alexa’s moans grew louder and more broken as the man fucked him relentlessly. When the first man finally came, he buried himself deep and pumped thick, hot cum into Alexa’s arse. Alexa whimpered at the feeling of being filled.

Then the next man took his place immediately, sliding into the already cum-lubed hole with ease. He fucked him even harder, using the previous load as extra lubrication. Then the third man, and the fourth. Each one used him raw, pounding his arse and eventually adding their own load deep inside him.

By the end, Alexa was a trembling, leaking mess, cum dripping down his thighs as he lay bent over the couch, completely broken and used.

Veronica received the videos and was very pleased with her sissy’s progress. She watched them multiple times, smiling as she saw Alexa on his knees, taking cock after cock in his mouth and arse, leaking cum like a well-used whore. She sent him a message praising his obedience and promising more “dates” in the future.

A few days later, Veronica arranged for Alexa to get more tattoos to match his new role. She took him to the same private studio and supervised the entire session.

The artist worked on Alex’s body with steady precision. Across his lower back, just above his arse, he inked “Gay Cumdump” in bold, feminine script. On his right thigh, “Gay Whore” was added in elegant lettering. On his left inner thigh, high up near his caged cock, the words “Insert Cock” were tattooed with an arrow pointing toward his hole. On his chest, just above his padded bra, “Cockslut” was inked in pretty script. Additional smaller tattoos were added, “Property of Veronica” on his neck (discreet but visible with the right angle), and “BBC Owned” on his other thigh.

Alex lay there crying quietly as the needle buzzed across his skin, each new tattoo marking him more permanently as the sissy whore Veronica had turned him into. Veronica watched with satisfaction, occasionally stroking his hair and whispering praise.

When it was done, she made him pose for photos in front of the mirror, showing off all his new ink.

“Perfect,” she said. “Now everyone who uses you will know exactly what you are.”

Alex, now fully Alexa in appearance, arrived home exhausted and broken after another long night of servicing clients. His makeup was smudged, his dress wrinkled, and his arse still leaked cum as he opened the front door.

The sight that greeted him made his blood run cold.

Several black men were walking around his living room completely naked, laughing and drinking. In the centre of it all was Lena, dressed in nothing but black lace lingerie, her new tattoos on full display. She was bent over the coffee table, snorting a line of coke, then laughing wildly as she turned and kissed Darius deeply, her hand rubbing his huge, thick cock.

“Mmm, I love your cock, Daddy,” she moaned against his lips, stroking him shamelessly. “So much bigger than my husband’s pathetic little thing.”

Darius noticed Alex standing in the doorway and laughed. “Look who’s home. Is that the husband?”

Lena turned, eyes glassy from the drugs and lust, and burst out laughing when she saw Alex in his feminine outfit.

“Yeah, that’s the pathetic loser,” she said, still stroking Darius’s cock. “Look at him. My sissy husband. Come in, Alexa. Don’t be shy.”

Alex stood frozen in horror, unable to process what he was seeing. His wife, the woman he loved, was high, half-naked, and openly worshipping another man’s cock in their own home while calling him pathetic.

The men didn’t give him time to react. Two of them grabbed him and pulled him further into the room, already groping him and laughing at his feminized appearance.

Meanwhile, Lena was pulled onto the sofa by Darius. She spread her legs eagerly as he pushed his thick cock inside her, moaning loudly.

“Fuck me, Daddy,” she gasped, eyes locked on Alex. “Fuck me better than my loser husband ever could. He’s just a pathetic sissy now. Look at him, dressed like a whore while real men use me.”

The gangbang began in earnest. Lena was loud, shameless, and completely lost in lust, insulting Alex between moans as the men took turns with her. Alex was forced to watch, held in place by the others, as his wife was fucked senseless in their own living room.

The final degradation of their marriage was well underway.

The men didn’t give Alex any mercy.

One of the larger men, a tall, muscular guy with an absolutely massive cock, grabbed Alexa and bent him over the coffee table right next to where Lena was being fucked. Without any lube beyond the cum already leaking from previous use, he lined up his enormous cock and rammed it up Alexa’s arsehole in one brutal thrust.

Alexa howled in pain and shock, the sound raw and broken as the huge cock stretched him far beyond anything he had taken before. Tears streamed down his face as the man began pounding him mercilessly, the thick shaft destroying his hole with every savage thrust.

Lena, getting fucked hard by Darius right beside him, looked over and burst out laughing in delight. Her eyes were wild with lust and drugs as she watched her feminized husband taking the massive cock.

“Look at you!” she laughed, moaning as Darius thrust into her. “Taking that huge black cock up your sissy arse! This is what you deserve, you pathetic loser. Fuck him harder! Make my sissy husband scream!”

The contrast was devastating, Lena laughing and moaning in pleasure while Alex howled in pain and humiliation, the gang using both of them at the same time in their own living room.

The ruin was complete.


Chapter 14

Over the following weeks, the financial drain reached its brutal conclusion.

Alex sent the last of their savings to Veronica in one final, devastating transfer. The account balance dropped to zero. Then the emergency funds, the small nest egg they had kept for unexpected bills, disappeared the same week. He sold whatever valuables they had left under Veronica’s direct orders; his beloved gaming console, Lena’s jewellery (including her engagement ring and a necklace from her mother), even some of their furniture and electronics. Every penny went straight to her.

He maxed out every credit card they still had access to, taking cash advances and paying them directly to Veronica. When those were gone, he took out payday loans with extortionate interest rates, lying on the applications about his income. He borrowed from friends and family with increasingly desperate stories about “family emergencies” and “medical bills,” promises he knew he could never keep.

Each transaction was documented and sent to Veronica with a humiliating confession. Alex’s hands shook every time he hit “send,” knowing he was destroying their future, but the fear of exposure and Veronica’s threats kept him obedient.

Debts piled up rapidly. Collection calls flooded their phones from morning until night, aggressive voices demanding money they no longer had. Late notices and final demands piled up on the kitchen table in an ever-growing stack. Alex stopped opening them after a while, the shame too heavy to bear. He simply shoved the unopened letters into a drawer, pretending they didn’t exist.

The final blow came when they could no longer pay the rent.

The landlord sent a final warning letter, then an official eviction notice. One cold morning, bailiffs arrived at the door with paperwork and two burly men. Alex and Lena stood helplessly in their own living room as strangers began removing their belongings, the sofa they had bought together, the dining table where they had shared so many meals, the bed they had slept in as husband and wife. The locks were changed while they watched.

They were given just a few hours to pack what little remained into bags and boxes. Most of their possessions were seized or sold to cover arrears. Lena cried silently as she packed their clothes, while Alex moved like a ghost, numb and defeated.

They moved into a cheap, rundown studio flat on the edge of the city, a far cry from their comfortable Clapham home. The building was old and poorly maintained. The walls were thin enough to hear the neighbours arguing and fucking at all hours. The furniture was second-hand and worn, the mattress lumpy and stained. The neighbourhood was rough, with groups of youths hanging around outside and the distant sound of sirens common at night.

Alex, now fully Alexa most of the time, sat on the edge of the single bed in his feminine clothes, a short skirt, stockings, and makeup still on from his last assignment. He stared at the cracked floor, completely broken.

Lena sat beside him on the edge of the lumpy mattress, putting an arm around his shoulders. Neither of them spoke for a long time. The reality of their total ruin had finally sunk in, no home, no savings, no future, only Veronica’s complete ownership.

“We lost everything,” Alex whispered, his voice hollow and broken.

Lena was quiet for a moment, staring at the cracked wall. Then, almost unconsciously, her hand slipped between her legs. She began rubbing her clit slowly through her panties, her breathing growing heavier.

“Yeah…” she said softly, voice distant. “But we lost it to such a sexy mistress. She owns us now.”

Alex turned to look at her in disbelief, but Lena’s eyes were half-closed, her fingers moving faster as she rubbed herself. A soft, guilty moan escaped her lips.

“She’s so powerful… so dominant,” Lena continued, voice breathy. “We belong to her completely. Doesn’t that feel… right?”

Alex stared at his wife in horror as she masturbated right there beside him, clearly aroused by their destruction. The woman he loved was gone, replaced by something Veronica had created.

The financial ruin was complete.

With no job, no money, and no escape, Alex, now fully Alexa, began whoring himself out both online and in person to meet Veronica’s ever-increasing demands.

Online, Veronica set up multiple profiles for him on various escort and fetish websites. Alexa’s listings were brutally explicit; “Pathetic Married Sissy Whore – Available for Use. Fully feminized, locked, and desperate to serve real men.” The profiles were filled with the most humiliating photos and videos Veronica had taken over the months, Alexa in full makeup and lingerie, plugged and leaking, on his knees begging, showing off his caged clit, and taking cock in previous sessions. The descriptions detailed his “married sissy” fantasy, how he loved being exposed and degraded, and how his wife knew and approved.

Clients booked him quickly, often paying premium rates for the “pathetic married sissy” experience. Alexa would meet them in cheap hotel rooms on the outskirts of the city. The routine was always the same; he would arrive fully dressed and made up, drop to his knees immediately, and service them however they wanted. He sucked cock, got fucked in his arse, swallowed loads, and let them use him as a cumdump. Some clients were gentle, others rough and degrading, spitting on him and calling him names while they fucked him. Alexa learned to moan and beg convincingly, thanking them for using him, even as the shame threatened to break him completely.

Veronica took a large cut of every earning, usually 70% or more, leaving Alexa with just enough to survive and pay for more lingerie and makeup. Every penny he made went straight into her account, further enriching his owner while he sank deeper into debt and degradation.

In person, it became even more degrading and dangerous.

Veronica arranged street work for him in known cruising areas across London, parks, alleyways, and specific streets where men looked for quick, anonymous sex. Alexa would stand on street corners or linger in dimly lit parks at night, dressed in revealing slutty outfits; extremely short skirts that barely covered his arse, fishnet stockings with garters, sky-high heels that made walking difficult, and heavy, cheap makeup that made him look like a desperate street whore. The wind would often blow his skirt up, exposing his lace panties and caged clit to anyone passing by.

Men would approach him cautiously at first, then negotiate prices in hushed voices. Ten pounds for a blowjob in an alley. Thirty for full sex in a car or cheap hotel room. Alexa learned to smile sweetly and speak in his trained feminine voice, calling them “Sir” and “Daddy” while negotiating. He would lead them to dark alleys, kneel on the dirty ground, or bend over in the back of cars, letting them use him however they wanted.

He learned to moan convincingly, thanking them for using him even as the shame ate him alive. “Thank you, Sir… please cum inside me… I’m just a pathetic sissy whore.” Some men were rough, slapping him and calling him names. Others were quick and impersonal. All of them left him feeling more broken than before.

Veronica received a cut of every transaction and often demanded video proof of the encounters. Alexa would film himself on his phone, sucking cock in alleyways, getting fucked over car bonnets, swallowing load after load, and send the evidence to his owner.

The street work was cold, humiliating, and dangerous, but it was now his primary source of income. Alexa had gone from a respectable professional to a common street sissy prostitute, and Veronica was profiting from every degrading moment.

Every load he took, every pound he earned, went straight to Veronica. She took the majority of his earnings, leaving him with just enough for basic survival, cheap makeup, and the occasional new piece of lingerie to keep him looking the part. She would message him constantly, at all hours of the day and night, with new tasks and humiliation assignments; “Send a video of you sucking cock in a public toilet tonight,” “Wear this plug to your next client and moan my name when he fucks you,” “Post a new photo on your escort profile begging to be used.” Each message kept him on edge, broken, and obedient.

Alex had gone from a respectable marketing executive with a promising career and a loving marriage to a full-time sissy whore, selling his body on the streets and online, living in a rundown studio, and spending his days and nights in lingerie and heels. His old life felt like a distant dream.

And there was no end in sight.

Veronica’s control was absolute. The money kept flowing to her. The humiliation never stopped. And Alex, now Alexa, had no choice but to keep going, deeper and deeper into the abyss she had created for him.

Lena had fully become the gang’s regular party slut. What had once been occasional encounters had evolved into a near-constant presence in their lives. She spent more nights with Darius and his circle than she did at home with Alex. The apartment in South London had become her second home, a place where she was passed around freely, used whenever the men wanted, and celebrated as their favourite white slut.

The men treated her like a prized possession. They would call her over for parties, gangbangs, or simple nights of use. Lena would arrive dressed in her sluttiest outfits, already wet and eager, dropping to her knees the moment she walked through the door. They would laugh and cheer as they took turns with her, using every hole, covering her in cum, and making her thank them after each load.

She had grown to love the feeling of being the centre of their attention, the way they praised her, slapped her arse, called her their “BBC whore,” and fucked her senseless. The drugs and alcohol flowed freely during these nights, making her even more uninhibited. She would laugh loudly with them, moan shamelessly, and beg for their cocks like it was the most natural thing in the world.

The apartment had become her escape, a place where she didn’t have to pretend to be the loyal wife. Here, she was simply their slut. And she was thriving in the role.

She smoked regularly now, lighting cigarettes between rounds, the smoke curling around her naked, cum-covered body as she laughed with the men. The cigarette would dangle from her red lips as she recovered, taking long, luxurious drags while one of the men stroked her hair or played with her breasts. The habit had become part of her new persona, the chain-smoking, tattooed party slut who belonged to the gang.

Drugs became a constant part of her nights. Lines of coke were cut on the coffee table, and Lena would happily snort them, the rush hitting her hard and making her even more eager and uninhibited. She would rub her clit furiously after a line, eyes rolling back, begging the men to fuck her harder. Pills, ecstasy, Viagra for the men, and other stimulants, were passed around like sweets. She was high more often than not, her eyes glassy and wild, her laughter loud and unrestrained as the men took turns with her.

The combination of drugs, alcohol, and constant sex left her in an almost permanent state of euphoric submission. She no longer cared about the consequences. The shame that once tormented her had been numbed by the constant pleasure and the approval of her new lovers. She was their favourite toy, and she loved every second of it.

Alex would often come home from his own degrading “dates”, still dressed in his feminine clothes, makeup smudged, arse sore and leaking, to find her in their bed with Darius. The sight became painfully familiar, almost routine. Lena would be riding Darius’s huge cock reverse cowgirl, moaning loudly and shamelessly, her new tattoos glistening with sweat under the dim bedroom light. Her heavy breasts bounced with every movement as she impaled herself on his thick shaft, head thrown back in ecstasy.

Darius would look over at Alex with a smug, superior grin, one hand slapping Lena’s arse as she continued fucking him without any shame or hesitation.

“Clean her up when I’m done, sissy,” Darius would say casually, as if asking him to fetch a glass of water.

Alex, completely broken and obedient after months of conditioning, would kneel between Lena’s legs after Darius finally pulled out. Thick cum would leak from her well-fucked pussy and arse as he leaned in and began licking it up. The taste was bitter and humiliating, but he swallowed every drop while Lena looked down at him with clear disdain, almost contempt. She would stroke his hair mockingly, sometimes pushing his face deeper into her creampied holes.

The loving wife was gone. In her place was a woman who saw him as nothing more than a pathetic cleanup bitch, a sissy servant whose only purpose was to clean up after real men had used her.

After several times of finding Darius with her, Alex overheard the final blow.

Lena was riding Darius slowly, kissing him deeply, when she whispered against his lips;

“I love you… I love your cock… I love being your slut…”

Darius laughed and thrust up into her harder. “Good girl. Tell your loser husband that.”

Lena looked over at Alex, who was kneeling in the corner waiting to clean her, and smiled cruelly.

“I love him,” she said, loud enough for Alex to hear. “Not you.”

The dynamic of their relationship had completely changed. Lena was no longer his wife. She was the gang’s property, and she was happier than she had been in years.

The changes in both Alex and Lena became impossible to hide from friends and family.

At first, people noticed small things. Alex’s increasingly feminine appearance, longer hair, subtle makeup, the way he walked in heels even when trying to dress masculinely. Friends joked about it at first, assuming it was some new fashion phase or a joke. But as the tattoos became visible and his mannerisms grew more effeminate, the jokes stopped. Concerned looks and awkward silences replaced them. His sister Emily eventually asked him directly if everything was okay, but Alex brushed it off with a weak smile and a lie about “just trying something new.”

Lena’s transformation was even more obvious and shocking to those around her. Her heavy, slutty makeup, revealing clothes that left little to the imagination, the growing collection of visible tattoos, and the constant smell of cigarettes that now clung to her constantly raised eyebrows wherever she went. She had also added several piercings under Veronica’s instruction, multiple rings in her ears, a septum piercing, a tongue piercing that made her blowjobs even better, and nipple piercings that were clearly visible through thin tops.

Her parents were horrified when they saw her during a family visit. The full sleeves on both arms, the Queen of Spades on her buttock (visible when she bent over), and the new piercings made them barely recognise their daughter. They confronted her privately in the kitchen, asking if she was having some kind of breakdown or if Alex was pressuring her into this new lifestyle. Lena laughed it off with a casual wave of her hand, claiming it was “just a phase” and that she was “exploring her sexuality and feeling more confident.” Her parents left the visit deeply worried and confused.

Her brother stopped speaking to her entirely after seeing her in a particularly slutty outfit at a family gathering. The short dress rode up when she sat down, revealing the fresh “Slut for BBC” tattoo on her inner thigh. He stared at it in disgust, then looked at her with pure disappointment before walking away without saying a word. He hasn’t contacted her since.

The couple’s friends slowly drifted away. Invitations to dinners and parties stopped coming. Old colleagues would stare in shock when they bumped into them on the street. The once-respected young couple had become a source of gossip and pity, the husband who had clearly “lost it” and the wife who had turned into a tattooed, chain-smoking party girl.

The isolation only pushed them deeper into Veronica’s control. With no one left to turn to, they had only each other, and their owner.

Then came the day Alex came home to find the flat empty.

He had just finished another long night of street work, standing on cold street corners in his slutty outfit, servicing stranger after stranger in alleys and cars. His makeup was smudged, his short skirt wrinkled, his body sore and leaking from being used repeatedly. The taste of cum still lingered in his mouth as he trudged up the stairs to their rundown studio flat, high heels clicking on the concrete.

The moment he opened the door, he knew something was wrong.

The flat was too quiet. Unnaturally quiet.

Lena’s things were gone. Her clothes no longer hung in the wardrobe. Her makeup and perfumes were missing from the bathroom counter. Even some of the furniture she had taken with her, the small vanity table, a few cushions, and the colourful throw they had bought together, had disappeared. The space felt hollow and abandoned.

Alex stood in the doorway, still dressed in his whore outfit, staring at the empty room in disbelief. His heart began to pound as the reality slowly sank in.

“Lena…?” he called out weakly, though he already knew she wasn’t there.

He called her phone. It went straight to voicemail.

Panic rising, he called Veronica instead.

She answered on the second ring, her voice calm and satisfied.

“Hello, Alexa.”

“Where’s Lena?” Alex asked, voice shaking. “She’s gone. All her stuff is gone.”

Veronica laughed softly. “Ah, yes. Lena’s debt to me was sold to Darius and the others. She lives with them now. She’s their full-time party slut. She was very happy to go. Said she was tired of pretending to be your wife.”

Alex felt like the floor had dropped out from under him. “You… you sold her?”

“She wanted it,” Veronica replied casually. “And you’re just a street whore now. Get your ass back to work. You still have debts to pay. I expect a big tribute by the end of the week.”

The call ended.

Alex stood in the empty flat, dressed like a whore, and began sobbing uncontrollably. He sank to his knees in the middle of the room, the reality of his total isolation and ruin finally hitting him with full force.

Lena was gone. He was truly alone.


Chapter 15

Alex was deeply depressed. The loss of Lena, the endless degradation, the complete destruction of his old life, it all weighed on him like a physical burden. He spent an entire week drinking heavily, barely leaving the dingy studio flat. He missed several payments to Veronica, too numb and broken to care.

Veronica’s response was swift and cruel. She outed both of them.

Veronica’s response was swift and cruel. She sent the most damaging videos and photos to their families, friends, and former colleagues. The package was comprehensive and devastating, videos of Alex sucking cock in alleyways and gloryholes, Lena getting gangbanged by multiple men, their humiliating confessions, and detailed financial records showing how they had drained their accounts for her. The messages were anonymous but unmistakable, with subject lines like “The real Alex and Lena” and “What your son/daughter/friend has become.”

But when nobody called, when the expected outrage, phone calls, and disgust didn’t materialise, Veronica realised the blackmail had lost its power. Their friends and family had already distanced themselves months ago. The videos and photos only confirmed what they had already suspected, that the once-promising young couple had fallen into depravity. Some family members blocked the numbers. Others simply deleted the messages without responding. The leverage Veronica had relied on for so long was gone.

She sat in her loft, staring at her screen, a slow smile spreading across her face. The blackmail was no longer the primary tool. They were already too broken, too isolated. She had won completely.

She considered more direct punishment, beating him, humiliating him publicly, or forcing him into even more degrading situations, but then a better, more permanent idea came to her. Something that would break him completely and ensure he remained dependent on her forever.

She arrived at his dingy flat one evening, letting herself in with the spare key she had demanded weeks earlier. The place smelled of stale alcohol and despair. She found Alex sobbing on the dirty mattress, still dressed in his feminine clothes, a short, stained dress, torn stockings, and smudged makeup. Empty bottles were scattered around him, and he looked like he hadn’t eaten in days.

Without a word, she pulled out a small baggie of heroin and began preparing a syringe with practised efficiency. Alex’s eyes widened in fear as he saw what she was doing. He tried to crawl away, but he was too weak.

“No… please, Goddess… not that…” he whimpered, voice hoarse from crying.

Veronica ignored his pleas. She tied off his arm with a belt, tightening it until the vein stood out clearly. Alex’s eyes filled with fresh tears, but he didn’t have the strength or will to fight anymore. He simply lay there, broken and defeated, as she found the vein and slid the needle in.

The rush hit him hard, a warm, euphoric wave that temporarily washed away all the pain and shame. For the first time in weeks, Alex’s face softened. His body relaxed on the dirty mattress as the heroin flooded his system, his eyes glazing over with a distant, blissful expression. He let out a soft, involuntary moan as the severe high took hold, his limbs twitching slightly as the drug changed him from the inside out.

Veronica watched him intently, her breathing growing heavier. Seeing him like this, broken, feminized, and now completely dependent on her, made her incredibly horny. She slipped a hand between her thick thighs, rubbing her wet pussy as she watched him writhe gently on the dirty mattress, eyes glassed over, lost in the powerful high. A low moan escaped her own lips as she fingered herself, the sight of his total surrender pushing her closer to orgasm.

She reflected with deep satisfaction on how much she had enjoyed really ruining this couple. She had been about to give it all up, the findom life had grown stale and boring. But then Alex had stumbled into her lap by accident, practically begging to be destroyed. The best present in the world had fallen right into her hands. She was rich now, all their money, assets, and future earnings were hers. She owned them completely, body and soul.

As Alex moaned softly in his drugged state, Veronica brought herself to a quiet, powerful orgasm, smiling down at her latest masterpiece.

She did it repeatedly every few hours, carefully managing the doses to keep him hooked but not overdosing. She stayed in that horrible apartment for days, refusing to leave his side as she turned him into a full addict. The heroin quickly became his only relief, his only escape from the crushing reality of his ruined life.

While Alex lay stoned and barely conscious on the dirty mattress, Veronica would lounge on the worn couch, watching videos on her phone and laughing at memes or old clips of their humiliation. At one point, she stood over his limp, stoned body, pulled her panties aside, and urinated on him, the warm stream splashing across his feminized chest and face. She laughed loudly as he barely reacted, too high to do anything but moan softly.

“You’re nothing but my junkie sissy whore now,” she said with a cruel smile, shaking off the last drops before sitting back down.

She would wait until he started twitching and whimpering from withdrawal, then prepare the next hit, injecting him again and watching with satisfaction as the euphoria washed over him once more. The cycle repeated, dose, high, comedown, dose, until Alex was completely dependent, his mind broken and his body craving the drug more than anything else in the world.

When he was deep in addiction, shaking and desperate for the next hit, Veronica smiled down at him.

“If you want more,” she said softly, “you need to whore yourself and earn it. Get out there and make me money, sissy.”

As his addiction grew stronger, Alex fully embraced his role as a gay sissy whore. His mind, broken by months of relentless humiliation and now numbed and rewired by heroin, began to crave the degradation. The drug had erased what little resistance remained. He started seeking out clients eagerly, dressing himself in the sluttiest outfits, doing his makeup with practised skill, and hitting the streets or logging onto escort apps with genuine anticipation.

He would moan like a true whore when men used him, loud, shameless, and desperate. “Please fuck me harder, Sir… Use your sissy cumdump… I need your cock…” he would beg, pushing back against them, craving the feeling of being filled and used. The shame that once tormented him was gone, replaced by the all-consuming need for the next fix and the twisted pleasure of total submission.

Alex, now completely Alexa, had finally surrendered.

He no longer dreamed of his old life. He no longer fought against Veronica’s control. He lived for the high and the degradation, a broken, addicted sissy whore whose only purpose was to earn money for his Goddess and please the men who used him.

The ruin was total.

* * *

Lena, for her part, was having the time of her life.

She now lived in a huge warehouse apartment shared by nine black men and three other women, all of them part of Darius’s extended circle. The space was luxurious in its own chaotic way; open plan with high ceilings, expensive leather sofas, a large kitchen island, and multiple bedrooms. Expensive furniture mixed with party debris, empty bottles, ashtrays full of roaches, lines of coke on the coffee table, and discarded lingerie.

Lena walked around the place in expensive lingerie and sky-high heels, her heavily tattooed and pierced body on full display. Her sleeves were complete, her Queen of Spades and “BBC Property” tattoos visible, nipple piercings glinting through sheer tops, and a new clit piercing that made every touch electric. She was freely used by any of the men whenever they wanted.

It was constant.

She would be bent over the kitchen counter making coffee when one of the men would walk up behind her, pull her thong aside, and fuck her hard while she tried to keep pouring. On the sofa, while others watched TV or played video games, she would be pulled onto a lap and fucked slowly, moaning as the others casually commented on how wet she was. During parties, she was passed around like a party favour, on all fours in the centre of the room, taking cock after cock in every hole while the others laughed, drank, and cheered.

Cum constantly dripped from her. From her pussy, her arse, her mouth. She rarely bothered to clean up fully anymore. It had become part of her look, the well-used, constantly leaking gang slut. The men would fuck her, cum inside her, and move on, only for another to take his place minutes later. She was never asked. She was simply taken.

And she loved it.

They took her out to clubs in her tiniest party dresses, micro-dresses that barely covered her arse, with plunging necklines that showed off her pierced nipples and tattoos. In these clubs, Lena would do lines of coke in the bathroom, the rush hitting her hard and making her even more uninhibited. She would dance provocatively on the dance floor, grinding against anyone Darius pointed out, her body moving shamelessly to the heavy bass.

Then she would service anyone Darius told her to. Always black men. She would drop to her knees in VIP sections or dark corners, sucking cock with shameless enthusiasm, her head bobbing eagerly while the music thumped around them. Sometimes she would be pulled into bathrooms, bent over the sink or pressed against the wall, getting fucked hard while the bass from the main floor vibrated through the walls. She loved the risk, the thrill of being used in public, the way men groaned and called her a “dirty white slut” as they came inside her or on her face.

She was paid well for these nights, thick wads of cash, expensive gifts, bottles of champagne, and the intoxicating thrill of being so openly desired and used. Darius would take most of the money, but he always bought her something nice afterwards, new lingerie, jewellery, or more drugs.

Lena had never felt more alive.

She gave all the money to Darius, who in turn bought her nice things, expensive lingerie, new tattoos, jewellery, and drugs. He treated her like his favourite pet, and Lena loved it.

She had no regrets at all.

The old life, the quiet flat in Clapham, the loving but boring marriage, the respectable career, felt like a distant, colourless dream. This was freedom. This was pleasure. This was where she belonged.

She was happier than she had ever been.


Chapter 16

The days blurred together into a haze of neon lights, cum, and heroin.

Alex, now almost exclusively Alexa, spent most of his time on the streets. He had become a fixture in the cruising spots and red-light areas Veronica had introduced him to. Dressed in his sluttiest outfits, micro-skirts that barely covered his arse, fishnet stockings with runs in them, sky-high heels that made his legs ache, heavy, cheap makeup, and a worn blonde wig, he would stand on street corners or linger in parks from early afternoon until the early hours of the morning.

He loved the abuse.

The men who approached him were rarely gentle. They wanted cheap lays, quick, dirty, and degrading. Alexa had learned to crave it. He would smile sluttily and drop to his knees in dirty alleys, sucking cock with eager, sloppy enthusiasm while they called him names, “pathetic sissy whore,” “cumdump,” “worthless faggot.” He moaned around their cocks like he meant it, because part of him did. The degradation, the roughness, the way they used him without caring about his pleasure, it fed the broken part of him that now needed this.

One regular client fucked him against a brick wall almost every Tuesday, spitting on him and slapping his face while pounding his arse raw. Alexa would beg for it harder, his caged clit leaking as the man called him a “disgusting married failure.” Another would pay him twenty pounds to swallow his piss after sucking him off. Alexa did it eagerly, eyes watering but cock twitching in its cage, the humiliation making him feel alive in the only way he still could.

He took cheap lays in cars, in public toilets, behind bins, wherever the men wanted. They would fuck him bare, cum inside him, and leave him leaking and sore, often without even paying the full amount. Alexa would thank them anyway, voice high and feminine, already thinking about the next fix the money would buy.

He got fucked almost all day.

Men would approach him, negotiate quick prices, and use him in alleys, cars, or cheap hourly hotels. Alexa had learned to be efficient and eager. He would drop to his knees without hesitation, sucking cock with practised skill, or bend over and present his arse, moaning like a whore as they fucked him raw. He took load after load, in his mouth, in his arse, on his face and body. Some days he serviced ten or fifteen men, his holes sore and leaking by the time he dragged himself back to the dingy studio flat.

The drugs were the only thing that made it bearable.

He craved the heroin constantly now. The moment the needle slid into his vein and the warm rush began to spread through his body, everything else disappeared. The high was pure bliss, a golden, euphoric wave that wrapped around him like the warmest embrace he had ever known. All the shame, the pain, the crushing memories of his old life simply melted away. For those precious hours, he wasn’t a ruined sissy whore living in a dingy flat. He wasn’t a failure, a betrayer, or a broken man. He was floating in perfect, weightless pleasure. Every worry dissolved. Every humiliation felt distant and unimportant. The heroin made him feel safe, loved, and whole in a way nothing else in the world ever had. It was better than sex, better than love, better than the person he used to be. It was the only thing that still felt good.

When the withdrawal started, the shaking, the nausea, the crushing despair that made him want to die, he would work even harder, desperate for the next fix. He would take more clients, degrade himself more willingly, beg men to use him faster, just to earn enough for the next hit. The cycle was vicious, but the high was worth it. Nothing else in the world came close.

Veronica had started leaving him alone more often. At first it was just a few days at a time. Alexa would wait anxiously in the flat, cleaning himself up, doing his makeup perfectly, and hoping she would appear with another hit and some small scrap of attention. When she didn’t show, the withdrawal would start, the shaking, the nausea, the crushing emptiness, and it would drive him back onto the streets, earning just enough to buy from other dealers.

Then the absences stretched into a week. Then two. She would still message him occasionally with new demands or to collect money, but her visits became rare. Alexa lived for those messages, for the rare moments when she would call him a “good girl” or tell him she was proud of how broken he had become. The silence between contacts grew longer and more painful.

Over time, Veronica stopped showing up entirely.

The messages became less frequent. Then they stopped too. Alexa would stare at his phone for hours, refreshing the app, hoping for any sign from his Goddess. But nothing came. The woman who had destroyed his life had simply moved on, leaving him behind like a used toy.

Alexa called her repeatedly, leaving desperate voicemails and sending pleading messages. She never answered. The silence was terrifying. He began buying his drugs from someone else, a shady dealer in the same rough neighbourhood. The quality was worse, the price higher, but it kept the worst of the withdrawal away.

He started collecting the money at home in a small box under the bed, just in case Veronica showed up one day. He was terrified of angering her, terrified of what she might do if he didn’t have her cut ready. The box grew slowly, filled with crumpled notes from street clients and online bookings.

Then one day, divorce papers arrived in the post.

They were from Lena. Clean, formal, and final. The documents were thick and official, with sections for division of assets (none), spousal support (none), and contact (none). She wanted nothing from him, no assets, no contact, no shared history. Just a clean, complete break. The signature at the bottom was hers, neat and confident.

Alexa sat on the dirty mattress in the middle of the studio flat, staring at the documents for a long time. The room smelled of stale cum, sweat, and cheap perfume. His reflection in the cracked mirror across the room showed a broken sissy, heavy makeup, cheap wig, short dress riding up his thighs. He looked nothing like the man Lena had married.

With shaking hands, he signed the papers. The pen felt heavy. Each stroke of his name felt like another nail in the coffin of his old life. He sealed the envelope and sent them back the same day.

It was over.

His marriage was officially dead. Lena had moved on completely, living her new life with Darius and the gang, probably laughing about her pathetic ex-husband while getting fucked by real men. And Alex, Alexa, was left alone in his ruin, addicted, broken, and whoring himself out daily just to survive.

He cried quietly on the mattress after posting the papers, the last thread connecting him to his old life finally severed.

He no longer dreamed of escape. He no longer hoped for rescue. He simply existed, a sissy whore on the streets, chasing the next fix and the next cock, waiting for a Goddess who had likely already moved on to newer, fresher victims.

* * *

In truth, Veronica had grown bored of babysitting Alex.

With Lena fully integrated into Darius’s circle and Alex reduced to a broken, addicted street whore, there was little left to enjoy. The thrill of their destruction had peaked months ago. The money she had drained from them, their savings, their assets, the endless tributes, had been substantial. She used it wisely. She took a long, luxurious cruise, treating herself to the kind of life she had always deserved.

During the months leading up to the trip, she had lost a significant amount of weight. Ozempic had been a game-changer. Combined with a personal trainer, a strict diet, and a new wardrobe, she had transformed her body. Her once-chubby goth figure was now curvier but toned, with a fuller bust and a more hourglass shape that turned heads wherever she went. She had also invested in herself, better skincare, professional hair, and a complete style overhaul. She was no longer the bitter findomme hiding in her Shoreditch loft. She was a confident, beautiful woman who commanded attention.

The money from Alex and Lena had allowed her to boost her profile significantly. Her OnlyFans had taken off in a big way. She now had a growing stable of slaves around the world, men and women who sent her tributes monthly, did tasks for her, and lived for her approval. Sure, she would never be able to reach the same level of total blackmail and ruin with them that she had with Alex and Lena. Those two had been special, a perfect storm of accident, eagerness, and vulnerability. But the international slaves gave her a constant, reliable source of income. She could live comfortably without ever having to work a normal job again.

But on that cruise, something even better happened.

She met a sweet new newlywed couple from London.

They were so innocent. So perfect.

Their names were Jamie and Sophie. Mid-twenties, married for just six months. Jamie was a junior accountant, polite, a little nerdy, with a kind smile. Sophie was a primary school teacher, bubbly, creative, with a warm laugh and a body that turned heads in her sundresses. They were clearly still in the honeymoon phase, holding hands everywhere, stealing kisses when they thought no one was looking.

Veronica watched them for days before making her move. She engineered a “chance” meeting at the ship’s bar one evening. She was charming, witty, and mysterious, the beautiful older woman travelling alone. They hit it off immediately. Jamie and Sophie were fascinated by her stories of travel and her confident, worldly demeanour. By the end of the night, they were laughing together like old friends.

Over the next few weeks of the cruise, Veronica worked her magic slowly and deliberately. She spent time with them daily, joining them for dinners, drinks by the pool, and late-night conversations on the deck. She listened to their stories about their wedding, their hopes for the future, their vanilla but loving sex life. She planted subtle seeds, compliments that made Sophie blush, teasing that made Jamie feel special, stories about her own “adventurous” past that left them both intrigued and slightly envious.

She knew her next project was on that boat.

And she had a few weeks to win them over completely.

By the time the ship docked back in London, Jamie and Sophie were completely enchanted by “Aunt Veronica,” as they had started calling her. They exchanged numbers, promised to stay in touch, and even invited her to visit their new flat in Islington.

Veronica smiled as she watched them disembark, hand in hand, excited about their future.

She already had plans.

The descent would begin slowly. A casual dinner invitation. A few drinks. Some “harmless” flirting. Then the games would start, just like they had with Alex and Lena.

Another innocent couple. Another perfect ruin.

Veronica couldn’t wait.


Epilogue

Four years later

The woman who walked into the small coffee shop in Shoreditch four years later was almost unrecognisable.

She was gaunt, her once-curvy body now thin and wiry from years of hard living, drugs, and constant pregnancies, but her belly was huge, heavily pregnant with what would be her third child. Her skin was covered in tattoos, many of them visible on her face and neck; “Slut for Black Cock” in bold black letters across her collarbone, “BBC Breeding Slut” in large, proud script stretched across the top of her pregnant belly, and “BNWO FUCKTOY” in elegant script running down one arm. Additional tattoos covered her thighs, hips, and lower back, spade symbols, “Property of Darius,” and various degrading phrases.

Her hair was dyed platinum blonde with dark roots showing, messy and unkempt. Her makeup was heavy and cheap, thick black eyeliner that had smudged, bright red lipstick that was slightly smeared, and heavy blush that made her look even more used. She wore a tight crop top that barely contained her swollen breasts and showed off her pierced nipples, and low-rise jeans that rode low on her hips, exposing the stretch marks from previous pregnancies and the top of her pubic tattoo. The outfit screamed “slut”, cheap, revealing, and chosen to display her body and tattoos as much as possible.

She walked with a confident, slightly waddling swagger, unbothered by the stares.

People in the café turned away when they saw her, uncomfortable with the blatant, degraded display. A young couple at a nearby table quickly looked down at their phones. An older woman at the counter clutched her bag tighter. A group of hipsters in the corner exchanged awkward glances and whispered to each other. The contrast between the trendy, clean Shoreditch café and the heavily pregnant, tattooed, obviously used woman who had just walked in was jarring.

Lena just grinned at them, showing several missing teeth from years of drug use, poor nutrition, and rough living. Her smile was wide and unashamed, almost defiant.

“Cunts…” she mumbled under her breath, clearly amused by their discomfort. She didn’t care what they thought. She had long stopped caring about the opinions of “normal” people. In her world, she was desired, used, and celebrated. That was all that mattered.

The barista behind the counter turned to take her order and froze.

“Lena?” Alexa asked, voice soft and feminine.

Lena looked at the pretty transgender girl in front of her. Alexa had transformed beautifully. She was slim and elegant, with a graceful figure, long wavy hair that fell past her shoulders, tasteful but pretty makeup, soft eyeshadow, long lashes, and a subtle pink lip. She wore a simple but stylish blouse and skirt, looking every bit the well-put-together young woman trying to rebuild her life. The contrast with Lena’s degraded, pregnant, heavily marked appearance was stark.

Lena scoffed at first, not recognising her.

Then it hit her.

“Alex…?” Lena whispered, eyes widening in shock.

Alexa smiled sadly, her voice soft and feminine, carrying the gentle tone she had worked so hard to perfect during her transition.

“It’s me,” she said quietly. “I’m clean now. Got clean after an overdose. It was bad… really bad. I almost didn’t make it. But I did. I transitioned a couple of years ago. Living with a man now. He’s kind. We’re engaged, actually.”

Lena stared at her, tears started running down her face, taking in the changes, the long hair, the soft features, the way Alexa carried herself with a quiet dignity that the old Alex never had.

“You look… beautiful,” Lena whispered, voice cracking. “I can’t believe it’s you.”

Alexa nodded, looking down at her hands for a moment, fingers twisting together nervously. “It wasn’t easy,” she said softly, her voice gentle but carrying a quiet sadness. “But I guess I couldn’t keep living like that. The heroin… the streets… waking up every day wondering if I’d make it to the next fix or if someone would leave me for dead in an alley… I had to change. I’m trying to build something real now.”

She said it softly, though her eyes looked sad, like she was trying to convince herself that was the truth. There was a flicker of doubt in her gaze, a lingering hunger for the intensity she had lost, the degradation that had once consumed her completely. The new life with her fiancé was safe, stable, and kind. But sometimes, late at night, she still craved the chaos, the humiliation, the feeling of being completely owned.

Lena stared at her for a long moment, her heavily made-up eyes widening as recognition fully hit her. The woman standing in front of her, elegant, pretty, clearly trying to rebuild, was the same person she had once been married to. The person she had betrayed, abandoned, and helped destroy.

Then her eyes filled with tears. She began crying right there in the middle of the coffee shop, shoulders shaking with heavy, ugly sobs that drew even more uncomfortable glances from the other customers.

“I missed you so much!” Lena choked out, voice breaking. “I thought about you… all the time. Even when I was high, even when I was getting fucked… I wondered what happened to you.”

They sat down together at a corner table, away from the worst of the stares. Lena wiped her eyes with the back of her hand, smudging her already heavy makeup further, black streaks running down her cheeks. She looked every bit the broken, pregnant, tattooed mess she had become, but in that moment, the old Lena, the one who had once loved Alex, flickered back to life.

“I’m about to have my third baby,” she said quietly, rubbing her huge belly with both hands. Then she grinned, a wicked, proud smile spreading across her face. “I don’t get to keep them. They get distributed to black families who can’t give birth. Darius breeds me constantly now. That’s what he does. I’m his breeding whore. It’s so hot.”

Lena’s eyes sparkled with genuine excitement as she spoke. She loved the feeling of being treated like a breeding animal, constantly fucked, constantly filled, her body used for its reproductive purpose. The way the men would hold her down and pump her full of cum, telling her she was nothing but a white womb for black babies, made her incredibly wet every time.

“It feels so good when they breed me,” she continued, voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Knowing I’m getting knocked up again, that my body is being used for something so primal… I cum so hard every time they tell me I’m going to have another black baby. I’m addicted to it now. Being their breeding slut is the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”

Alexa listened quietly, then sighed deeply, her perfectly manicured fingers tracing the rim of her coffee cup.

“I miss it sometimes… a lot,” Alexa admitted, voice barely above a whisper. “I miss Veronica. I miss the action. The intensity. The way she controlled everything. It became too much, and I almost died… but part of me still craves it. The degradation. The helplessness. The feeling of being completely owned.”

Lena looked at her for a long moment, studying the pretty, elegant woman in front of her. Then she smiled through her tears, a slow, knowing, almost relieved smile.

“You still need it too,” she said softly, reaching across the table to take Alexa’s hand. “I can see it in your eyes. You’re not happy pretending to be normal. You’re like me. You need to be used. You need to be broken. You need to belong to someone who owns you completely.”

Alexa looked away and sighed, then nodded slowly, a conflicted expression on her pretty face.

“Darius is looking for trannies for his brothel,” Lena continued, her voice low and seductive. “You’d see me again often. I live there too now. You’re a whore, just admit it. You’re a gay whore…”

Alexa’s eyes lit up for a moment, a spark of the old craving flashing across her face, but then she sighed, shaking her head.

“No… I shouldn’t. I have a life now. A fiancé. A job. I can’t go back to that.”

Lena leaned close across the table, her pregnant belly pressing against the edge, her voice dropping to a husky whisper.

“I could make you…” she said, a dangerous smile playing on her lips. “I still have all the old videos. Have these people seen them? Your new friends? Your fiancé? Your boss?”

Alexa licked her lips, a mix of fear and excitement in her eyes. “No please,” she smiled weakly, trying to resist. “Don’t…”

“Then you’d better do what I say then, huh?” Lena replied, her tone playful but firm.

Alexa was silent for a long moment, then a slow grin spread across her face.

“I suppose I better had…”

She stood up without hesitation, leaving her half-finished coffee on the table. She walked to the counter, told her boss she quit effective immediately, then pulled out her phone and called her fiancé.

“The wedding’s off,” she said simply. “I’m sorry. I can’t do this anymore.”

Then she took Lena’s hand, and the two of them walked out of the coffee shop together, ready to embrace their true selves once again.

“You realise though,” Lena said with a wicked grin, leaning in closer, “I want to get you back on heroin again. I didn’t get to see that part. I wanna see you fucked up. I wanna see you desperate and begging for it while I watch you get used.”

Alexa’s eyes widened, a visible shiver running through her body. The mere mention of the drug sent a rush of dark craving through her. She almost came on the spot, her caged clit twitching in her panties.

“Oh god, yes!” Alexa moaned softly, voice trembling with excitement. “Please… I’ve tried so hard to stay clean, but… I miss it. I miss how it made everything feel so good. I miss being completely gone…”

Lena’s grin widened. “Good girl. We’ll start tonight. Darius will love breaking you in again.”

* * *

Four years later, Veronica’s life had never been better.

She had built an empire from the ashes of broken marriages and ruined lives, and she had never regretted a single moment of it. Becoming an evil financial dominatrix had been the best decision she had ever made. It had given her power, wealth, freedom, and a purpose that fulfilled her in ways she had never imagined possible.

She was rich beyond her wildest dreams. The money from Alex and Lena had been just the beginning. She had gone on to destroy dozens more couples, some through accident, others through careful hunting. Each one had been more satisfying than the last. She had taken everything from them; their savings, their dignity, their futures. Some had ended up on the streets. Others had lost their families. Some were sold to the worst criminals. Veronica felt no guilt. They had all begged for it in one way or another. They had all been weak.

She had taken one wife as her own live-in lover and slave, a beautiful woman named Sophia, who had once been married to a successful lawyer. Veronica had ruined their marriage so thoroughly that Sophia had begged to stay with her. Now Sophia lived with her as her devoted, collared pet, deeply in love, completely submissive, and happier than she had ever been in her old life. Veronica loved her in her own way, spoiling her with gifts and attention while keeping her firmly under control. They made a perfect team.

Together, they found couples to break.

They would cruise bars, dating apps, and social events, looking for innocent, happy couples who had no idea what was coming. Veronica would charm them, Sophia would be the sweet friend, and slowly they would draw them in. The games would begin, small at first, then darker, more depraved, until the couples were completely destroyed. Veronica and Sophia would watch together as lives crumbled, laughing and fucking while they counted their money.

Nothing bad had ever happened to Veronica. She had risen above it all. The world was hers to play with, and she played it beautifully.

She was the Goddess.

Veronica sat on a luxurious leather couch in the private viewing room, sipping champagne as she watched the large screen in front of her.

On the large screen, ten fat old men were violently using the eighteen-year-old son of a family she had just destroyed. The young man, slim, handsome, and clearly terrified, was screaming and begging “No! Please stop!” as they held him down and took turns fucking him raw. They laughed and grunted like animals, their sweaty, overweight bodies slapping against his as they forced their cocks into his arse one after another. Some held his legs wide open while others took their turn, pounding him mercilessly, stretching him open and filling him with cum. One man sat on his face, smothering him while another fucked his throat, making him gag and choke.

The boy’s screams were muffled and broken, tears streaming down his face as they used him like a piece of meat. They slapped him, spat on him, and called him degrading names while they came inside him repeatedly. Cum leaked from his ruined hole as the next man pushed in, the violent assault showing no signs of stopping.

Sophia sat beside Veronica, clapping and laughing with delight, clearly enjoying the show. “Look at him cry! He used to be so proud. Now he’s just a hole.”

“I wonder which one will buy him. I know each of his friends now too, so when they come looking for him, we might get a new victim.”

“Oh…someone young and skinny to sissify.” Sophia purred. She liked sissifying the men.

Veronica smiled, raising her glass in a quiet toast.

“To Lena and Alex,” she murmured. “The couple who started it all.”

She took a slow sip, savouring the taste. Without them, none of this would have been possible.

The End
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