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    The day had started like any other.  I turned up at the hotel in the trendy part of Berlin, where I had been manager for the past two weeks.  We had just moved over from the US as my German wife, Katya, was tired of the politics over there and wanted to get back to reality and safety.  I was thirty-two years old, and this was not my first experience managing a hotel.  I had worked my way up the food chain in the Hilton group to become manager of a Hampton Inn back in Colorado.  However, this would be my first time managing something so trendy. 
 
    The Timewarp Hotel was billed as an inclusive safe-space for young people to come to party, relax, unwind, and be themselves.  LGBTQ friendly, with a courtyard for people to smoke grass at their heart’s content, and a built-in gay bar in the building next door, this would definitely be an experience for me. 
 
    When I was offered the job by the owners of the hotel, Ingrid and Horst, a very rich couple with hotels around the world, I asked them why me specifically.  “It’s quite easy.” Ingrid smiled.  She was in her mid-fifties, heavily made up with long jet black hair, wearing a long black vegan leather skirt, and a lacy black satin blouse.  “We have Diversity Champions in the hotel.  You will meet them as you settle into the role.  Their job is to make sure every need of the guests is catered for, from a diversity perspective.  Safety, happiness, and so on.  But quite honestly, they know nothing about running a hotel, and whilst we make good money, the reviews on the actual functioning of the hotel leave a lot to be desired.” 
 
    Horst continued.  “Yes, the hotel is viewed as dirty.  The cleaning staff are completely wrong for this hotel and have sometimes been…erm, judgmental.  Room service is not coordinated, and our booking system is antiquated and honestly, our front desk staff need more discipline.  We need someone who understands what it means to run a hotel, and we believe you are that person.” 
 
    I nodded, appreciating not only their honesty, but also their position.  “I understand completely, but at the same time, I am a heterosexual white male.  I hope the staff do not see that as an issue.” 
 
    Ingrid smiled.  “If they do, then they are hypocrites.  But I really don’t care what you are darling, just so long as you get the job done.  And who knows, maybe being around such a diverse culture will broaden your horizons.  You never know what you are, until you become it.” 
 
    That comment made me a little uncomfortable, but I simply smiled and nodded.  I needed the job, and it paid well.  Katya trained as a therapist in the US, but in Germany she needed to pass a few more exams locally before she could continue her work here.  Which meant I needed to be the breadwinner.   
 
    The past two weeks were enlightening.  The gay bar was huge, with cavernous dark corridors and rooms for people play in.  The restaurant on the ground floor was chic and classy, with excellent food at affordable prices.  The rooms were modern, with lots of red, maybe a little on the “brothel” side for me, but I got what they were going for.  Every room came equipped with condoms and lubricant, which was another interesting one.   
 
    However, I had to admit that the reviews were correct.  The standard of the cleaning was appalling.  The front desk staff spent more time laughing and joking, than actually serving customers, and the customers who were arriving happy, generally left saying, “You get what you pay for I guess.”  In order to keep customers coming back, Horst and Ingrid had had to lower prices. 
 
    After learning the ropes and the functions for the two weeks, I decided to put some processes in place.   
 
    For the front desk staff, I spoke to the union responsible for them and highlighted the issues.  At first, the union was very defensive of the staff, without actually knowing them.  However, as I began highlighting what I wanted to do, it became clearer to them. 
 
    “If they follow my incentive plan and work to it, they will actually come home with a lot more money, for simply doing what they should have been doing all along.” I explained.  The incentive plan was built on the idea that I would lower the base salary of the staff and move a portion to flex.  They would receive 100% of flex per month, if they met a customer satisfaction and sales quota.  They would lose flex based on a drop in satisfaction.  However, for highly positive reviews, they would receive two times flex.   
 
    In the end, the union representatives realized it was just eight members of staff in one hotel, and honestly, it did not matter that much to them.  They approved the changes, and then I presented them to the staff.  To say the staff were unhappy about the changes would have been an understatement, but they had little say in the matter, and given that they realized they would not have it much better anywhere else, had to accept.  It meant they would need to work harder. 
 
    Of course, changing the incentive structure was not the only change I introduced.  I increased their free time, introduced a benefits program, and also introduced teambuilding plans, which they thoroughly enjoyed.  They quickly came to realise that actually working came with perks.  Productivity and customer satisfaction began to improve quickly. 
 
    Next was the bigger problem.  The cleaning staff. 
 
    The cleaning staff was provided by an off-site company.  Essentially, all the staff were workers from immigrant backgrounds, which was all fine and normal.  However, the workers themselves were from predominantly repressed ultra-religious backgrounds, and not only did they disapprove of what went on in the hotel, they felt as if the sourcing company was deliberately exposing them to evil.  I came to realise that it made very little sense to continue to use the company, who was not only expensive, but did not actually care about the issues the staff faced. 
 
    I decided to begin replacing the cleaning team with in-house staff, which meant interviewing and sourcing.  This meant placing advertisements online and in newspapers.  However, just an advert looking for cleaning staff was not enough.  It needed to highlight the diversity of the hotel. 
 
    A week after the advert ran everywhere, we began to receive a trickle of staff applications.  Most were ill-eligible for the job. 
 
    “I really don’t know what to do.” I told Katya whilst we were in bed. “This staff is killing us, and the job market is saturated right now.” 
 
    Katya put the book she was studying down on her lap and looked over at me, pulling her shoulder length brown her away from her face.  I could not help but marvel at her sharp features, the dark brown, almost black eyes, the high cheekbones, and the sharp nose and thin lips which most would find unattractive, but on her, just worked.  When they started dating, my mate Rick managed to get himself blindingly drunk and blurted out, “You look like a sexy SS soldier, like the women from that show on BBC America…  what’s it called?” 
 
    “Allo, Allo.” Katya said, frowning a little.  “I don’t know whether I should be insulted or honoured, but referring to me as a member of the SS, just because I’m German is quite bad, you know?”  
 
    Rick, who really was very drunk, said, “Nah, it’s the whole sexy but evil thing, right?” 
 
    “Right.” Katya simply laughed, rolling her eyes. 
 
    Rick was, of course, right.  Picture any cliché movie or TV show where there was a world war two honeytrap, who turned out to be some evil SS woman, she would look like Katya, which Katya freely admitted was true. That being said, I had only ever seen Katya as a kind, soft spoken woman, with a good heart.  Well, except when we argued; then her voice became deep, loud, and sharp, especially when she switched to German to insult me. 
 
    “I think it’s time to make some tough choices.” Katya replied to me.  “The hotel is an alternative destination, maybe you need to use alternative websites.” 
 
    “Like?” 
 
    “Transgender websites, gay community, BDSM community, really anywhere where you feel you will find what you need.” 
 
    “Hmm,” I mused.  “That’s a good idea.” 
 
    The next day, my head of housekeeping, Jana, and I began posting adverts in all the different places, across mainland Europe, looking for skilled housekeeping staff for a diverse hotel.  Within minutes, we began receiving applications, from all sorts, many with genuine skills, and not asking for much in the way of wages, especially from Eastern Europe. 
 
    By the end of the month, we had completely replaced the cleaning company, with our own in-house staff of cleaners, and room-service care.  The staff of thirty, consisted of gay males from all over Europe, simply looking for a job, lesbian women who needed a place to feel safe, or transgender men and women.  Two were what I learned to be called, sissies, placed in the job by their Mistresses.  It turned out that they were fairly well-off men, who did not need to work, and lived full-time with a dominatrix, who sent them off to do this work.  They even offered to wear their own maid uniforms, which I assured them was not needed.  My concern about them was that they would not be thorough enough or even take the job seriously, however, I soon discovered that they were the best out of everyone, as they did not want to disappoint their Mistresses or lose the opportunity to do such a humiliating role.   
 
    Within the next month, I became so convinced by the sissies, that I hired three more to work as wait staff in the roof-top bar, and another three to work as room service staff. 
 
    “It’s so funny.” I told my wife.  “They arrive at work dressed like whores.  Literally, shiny mini-skirts, crop tops.  They get changed into their uniforms, which they complain are not extravagant enough, and go about their business.” 
 
    “Maybe change the uniforms for them?” Katya told me.  “Pink?  Lace?” 
 
    “That’s what Jana said.” 
 
    “So?  Do it.” 
 
    “I’m not running a whorehouse.” 
 
    “Nobody is saying you are, but you are catering to guests who are just like them.  Maybe doing that would make the guests feel even more comfortable.” 
 
    “Hmm.  I’ll discuss it with Jana.” 
 
    “I think you need to relax a little bit.  You said the hotel is doing much better, right?” 
 
    “It is.  Definitely.  Customer reviews are amazing; sales are up; things are going great.” 
 
    “So you are doing everything right.  Use your instincts a bit.” 
 
    She was right, of course, and together with Jana, we talked to the staff to discuss uniform thoughts.  Everyone had a different opinion, but all agreed that if the sissy staff wanted more extravagant uniforms, then so long as they did not expose themselves, then why not?   
 
    Jana arranged for several custom made satin dresses to be made.  Short, but not too short, in bright pink, with white lace trim, white pinafore, and white petticoat, with a matching lace bonnet.  Of course, the uniforms were a hit amongst staff and guests alike, with some guests asking of the uniforms were available for purchase.  We ended up making a small section of the hotel a souvenir shop, which also sold sissy clothes.   
 
    As we approached Christmas, I decided it would be a good opportunity to get all the staff together for a bit of a party.  The hotel staff Christmas Party was actually held in the gay bar rather than the roof bar, due to space.  It was actually my first time in the bar for longer than a few minutes when it was actually in use.   Of course, the bar was closed for our party. 
 
    In attendance were Ingrid and Horst, who told me how proud they were of the progress I had made, and the fact the hotel was once again a landmark for diversity.  Ingrid was especially impressed by the sissy staff.  “I have a bit of soft spot for seeing those, as a retired domina myself.” She smiled. 
 
    Katya, who was stood next to me, champagne flute in hand, said, “Oh that’s really interesting.  What got you into that?”  And then all of a sudden, they were off in German, chatting away. 
 
    “That’s the last you’ll see of her for a while.” Horst chuckled, taking a sip of beer.  “She loves to talk about the old days.  She used to get East German politicians sneaking over the border, just to come see her, back in the old days.” 
 
    “Wow.  I honestly know very little about BDSM.  Katya obviously knows a lot more than I do because of her work.” I explained.  “She rarely talks about this stuff with me.” 
 
    “Ah,” Horst frowned, waving his hand in a dismissive manner.  “Everyone does a little sadomasochism from time to time.  It is nothing.  Maybe you spank Katya in bed occasionally, or you talk a little dirty, ya?  It all the same.  It is sometimes though, very, erm, freeing?  You feel freedom, when you know, someone who wants to make the decisions, does them for you.” 
 
    “And Ingrid wears the pants huh?” I smiled. 
 
    Horst raised his eyebrows and said, “Oh ya, most definitely.” Then took another gulp of beer.  “That is how we met.  I was her client, ah, but I was infatuated by her.  Not only beautiful, but sexy, demanding, and also loving, caring.  I must have spent thousands on her, just so I could have daily sessions.  Then it finally clicked for her.  I was in love, and she hated to admit it, but she was too.  Of course,” He chuckled.  “She did not make it easy, or cheap.” 
 
    “When did she retire?” 
 
    “Hmh, she never really retired.” He said quietly.  “She just became more picky to the point where nobody really interests her anymore.  There was never a challenge.  I think that once a challenge comes her way, she may take it up again.  She still has a place to do it.  Her dungeon is right here in this building.” 
 
    “In the hotel?” I asked, surprised given I had been in every room and never seen a dungeon. 
 
    “No, this building.  Above the gay bar.” 
 
    “Oh.  Who looks after it?  Cleans it?” I asked. 
 
    “Nobody.  The equipment is all covered.” 
 
    “I see.  Interesting.  And what gave you the idea for a diverse hotel?” 
 
    “Multiple factors.  The change in Berlin inspired us.  But my personal life, of course, was the main reason.  We are both bisexual.  The gay community has always been good to us, and we wanted to return the favour.” 
 
    “Fascinating.  I have to say, Ingrid was right.  It has definitely been an eye-opener and it has helped me learn a little about myself.” I told him. 
 
    Horst grinned, his grey stubble stretching across his face.  “Thinking of taking a walk on the wild side?” 
 
    “Oh nothing like that, but well, it has made me realise how clothing means very little, and yet so much.  To the people who are most against the trans community, clothing really should mean little to them.  Its only purpose is to cover the body.  But to the trans community, clothing is a reflection of their identity.  To take that away from them is like, I don’t know, destroying their souls.  It’s horrific to think how some people treat others over what?  Fabric?” 
 
    Horst frowned and looked a little sad. “Yes, this is true.  We used to have a big parade here in Berlin.  The Love Parade.  Techno, dance, diversity, love.  That is what it was supposed to represent.  But, unfortunately, you still got those who thought it was okay to project hatred.  It is very sad, and in today’s world, it seems to be getting worse, not better.” 
 
    “Which is why this hotel must succeed.” I told him.  “It is our civic duty.” 
 
    Horst put down his almost empty beer glass and pulled me in for a tight hug.  “You have got it completely.  And you have just proven to me why selecting you was the obvious choice.  Thank you.” 
 
    “My pleasure.” 
 
    Before I had the chance to continue, six heavily made up sissies in very extravagant satin and lace party dresses, walked over carrying a tray of Tequila shots.   
 
    “Woooooo!” They cried in an extremely girlish manner.  “To the best boss in the world!” They cried out in unison. 
 
    Horst’s eyes went wide.  “And this is where I take my leave and go anywhere but right here.  Tequila does not play well with me.” He said, looking at the shot glasses with fear as he walked over to the bar and placing his empty glass down. 
 
    “Boooooo!” The girls said.  “You have to do his too!” They told me. 
 
    I did the whole thing with the lemon and salt, earning a woot from the girls.  Then when it came to the second shot, one of the sissies from the Czech Republic, called Ivana, put the lemon in her mouth.  I knew what she wanted me to do, and not wanting to spoil the fun, I leaned forward and sucked the lemon down from her lips, as she wrapped her arms around my neck, then she spit the lemon out and kissed me, threading her tongue in my mouth. 
 
    I pulled away gently, drank the shot, and said, “Now, now, Ivana, I am your boss, and my wife is just over there, so I’m sure she wouldn’t be happy.” 
 
    “Booo.” Ivana laughed.  “I was just playing.” 
 
    “It’s fine.  You’re fine.” 
 
    “Thanks,” The sissy in the blonde wig gushed, doing a little curtsey. 
 
    Just at that moment, Katya stepped forward, smiling.  “That’s fine.  I saw everything, and it’s good for you to let your hair down Paul!” 
 
    “See!” Ivana shouted, earning another scream of delight from the others as Ivana grabbed me into a long deep kiss, which I gave into, and eventually even enjoyed. 
 
    Finally, I was let go and I stumbled backwards, realizing my jeans were uncomfortably tight in the crotch region. 
 
    “Where’s my shot?” Katya asked in German, and immediately Greta, a German sissy, ran back to the bar with the tray.  I could see this was going to be a hard night.  As the girls chatted together, waiting for the booze to arrive, Katya pulled me aside.  “Having fun?” 
 
    “Yes, definitely.  You?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m having a great time.  I got some really interesting insights from Ingrid which will help with my training.  We promised to spend some more time talking.  I’m going to meet her for a coffee later this week.  Did you know there is a huge S and M dungeon, right about our heads?” 
 
    “Just heard about it.” 
 
    “Crazy!  Anyway, a lot of people struggle to come to terms with fetishes in therapy.  Getting a first-hand insight into it would be a big help.” 
 
    “That’s great babe.  I’m so happy for you.” 
 
    “And who knows?  Maybe it will give me some spicy ideas for bed, yeah?” She said, wiggling her eyebrows. 
 
    “Careful.  Maybe Rick will be right.” I told her, earning a slap on the shoulder and a laugh.   
 
    “Behave, or I’ll need to torture you.” She said, jokingly. 
 
    Before we had chance to continue the conversation, we heard the wooing of six transvestites, announcing the arrival of more Tequila. 
 
    We all did our shot, and then noticed there was one extra.  “That’s for you Katya.  You’re one behind us.” 
 
    “Okay…” Katya began, “But one of you needs to do the thing you did with the lemon that you did for my husband.” 
 
    At that point, I expected a mad rush for the lemon, however, everyone simply looked up at a German redhead sissy called Hannah, who, with a cheeky smile, put the lemon in her mouth and waited.  Katya did the whole process and then closed her lips against Hannah’s.  I could see my wife’s lips sucking on the lemon as she wrapped her arms around the redhead, then I saw Katya pull away and spit out the lemon before continuing with the kiss for an almost uncomfortably long time.  In fact, it was so long, that others just went back to their conversations, as Hannah simply pulled my wife tighter. 
 
    Eventually though, the two parted slowly, both smiling. 
 
    “That was nice.” Katya said, returning to me, and kissing me on the lips and grabbing my cock.  “Mmmhmm.  Thought so.” 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “You’ve got an erection.” She said quietly.  “Did it turn you on seeing me kiss Hannah?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.  It’s like watching two women make-out.” 
 
    “So you don’t mind if we make-out some more?” 
 
    That surprised me somewhat, but then I noticed a slight droop in her right eye.  She was tipsy, not drunk, but tipsy, and when she was tipsy, she became a lot of fun.  “Sure honey.  Enjoy the night.  I don’t mind.” 
 
    She grabbed me by the t-shirt and pulled me in for a long kiss, before turning back to Hannah, who had listened to the whole thing and sat on a stool waiting.  Without a word, the two wrapped their arms around each other, and began kissing passionately. 
 
    It was not the first time I had seen Katya make out with someone at a party.  I always put it down to the free European in her.  Usually it was other women, especially when we used to take molly at raves when we were young, but once or twice it was other guys, which never really bothered me, and she always asked first.  It was just something she did.  I asked her about it once. 
 
    “Does it bother you?  If it does, I’ll try to stop doing it.” She replied. 
 
    “No, no.  Strangely, I don’t mind.  It’s just part of you, and well, I guess I can’t imagine you not doing it at parties.” 
 
    “Yeah, I always have.  It bothered some boyfriends, but most not.  I don’t know, I just feel all giddy inside when I make out with a stranger, or someone else.  It makes me hot.  Horny.” 
 
    “But you don’t have sex with them.” 
 
    “Exactly.  It’s just the kissing and cuddling I guess.” 
 
    “Well, if you enjoy it…” 
 
    I knew that she would be making out with Hannah for the next hour at least, so I decided to go mingle.  I noticed Ingrid stood alone at the bar, checking her phone, so I decided to go give her some company. 
 
    “Where’s Horst?” I asked her. 
 
    She looked around briefly.  “Oh, playing with some cute little thing downstairs I suspect.” She looked over at Katya.  “I see Katya has found a plaything too.  I didn’t realise you were into the cuckolding fetish?” She grinned. 
 
    “Cuckold?” I asked.  “Oh no, no.  It’s just something Katya does when she gets drunk.  She makes out with people.” 
 
    “And you?  Does it turn you on?” 
 
    “Sometimes.  When she is making out with a girl I suppose.” 
 
    “Yes, but Hannah is not a girl.” 
 
    “True, but she looks the most feminine out of all of them.” 
 
    “Yes, that is also true.  But she’s also the only one not in a chastity cage.” 
 
    My eyes widened at that information.  “How do you know that?” 
 
    “Well, the other girls told me.  And I can see her erection poking out from under her skirt.” She nodded.  I looked over and saw the tip of what looked like a large cock poking out from under the lace trim of the sissy dress.  My wife’s hand gently rubbing it back and forth over the satin material. 
 
    “Wow, it’s pretty big.  I thought the whole sissy fantasy stemmed from having a small penis?” I asked her. 
 
    “It differs.  Hannah may just like the humiliation of the clothes.  Who knows?  What I do know is, that cock will be inside your wife in the next ten minutes if you don’t put a stop to it.  If you want to put a stop to it.” 
 
    I stared at the couple, Hannah was now sucking on Katya’s neck, Katya’s eyes closed, her D-cup chest heaving, her tiny thin waist jutting her crotch forward slightly in excitement.  She was very horny.  Katya’s eyes opened, her teeth joined together as she tried to control the rising passion in her body, and her eyes made contact with mine.  Thin slits of darkness which seemed to be questioning me, checking to see what I might do, asking me, telling me, something, anything. 
 
    “You want it, don’t you?” Ingrid whispered. 
 
    “Yes.” I whispered back. 
 
    Still Katya’s eyes stared at mine.  I was so confused and scared, but at the same time, I wanted her to take the step forward, I just didn’t understand why.  For a brief moment, fear flashed over Katya’s face, and she took a step back, pulling her hand away from Hannah’s cock.  I breathed in.  Why?  Relief?  Fear?  Or disappointment. 
 
    Katya stopped, still panting and feeling the lips bruising her neck, her eyes still on me, and then she stepped forward again, hand down to Hannah’s crotch, but her eyes didn’t close this time.  This time she smiled and leaned down to Hannah’s ear, whispering something but staring at me.  Hannah pulled back and smiled, nodding.  Without another word, Katya took Hannah’s hand, and the two walked past me, towards the staircase leading down to the darkrooms. 
 
    I started to follow, but I felt Ingrid’s hand grab my arm.  “Give them a moment.  She obviously wants you to watch, but let her get into the mood first, and then go down.” 
 
    I nodded, but couldn’t speak, so Ingrid ordered me a shot of Jagermeister, which I downed in one go.  As soon as I was done with that one, I downed another. 
 
    “Better?” She asked. 
 
    “I’m gonna be sick tomorrow.” I told her, feeling the alcohol hit me. 
 
    “Tomorrow is tomorrow’s problem.” She replied.  “Go.  Go watch your wife get satisfied by another cock, and enjoy it for your own pleasure.” 
 
    I walked forward through the people who all knew me as boss, through the arch leading into semi-darkness.  The dark rooms were a set of black corridors with side rooms, some with doors you could lock, each with glory holes.  The corridors were lit with a dull red light, but some side corridors led into pitch black areas where you could experience fully anonymous sex.  There was a no-smoking policy, which was generally ignored, so the whole place was smoky and reeked of sex and chemicals. 
 
    I walked past a smallish room, where I saw Horst fucking a young man from the kitchen staff.  Horst saw me and waved.  “His mouth is free.” Horst told me.  I kindly thanked him and walked on.  After passing people I work with on a day to day basis engaged in sexual activity, I eventually found a small room where I found my wife pressed up against a wall, as Hannah fucked her in a standing position; Katya’s stocking covered right leg in the air and wrapped around Hannah, keeping her skirt up.  Katya’s eyes opened and spied mine, and she smiled as she panted. 
 
    As I stared at Hannah fucking my wife, I noticed others stepping forward.  Someone’s hand was pulling at my wife’s blouse, pulling it down to reveal her huge breasts, and then grabbing them.  Then the man’s head bowed down and began sucking on it, as Katya wrapped an arm around him, running her hand through his hair and pulling him tighter.   
 
    Hannah pulled away and took Katya’s hand, leading her to the centre of the room.  There, my half-naked wife got on all fours on a bench, as Hannah reentered her, bareback.  Hannah looked over at me and nodded at Katya, expecting me to put my cock in her mouth.  Katya looked over at me expectantly, but for some reason I shook my head and nodded at Simon, a kitchen staff member who was rubbing his cock in front of my wife.  With a smile of thanks at me, Simon stepped forward and allowed for Katya to gobble up the cock. 
 
    There were now about ten people watching this sexual awakening in my wife.  I felt a hand reach over and rub my crotch.  It was Ivana, who was now unzipping my jeans and pulling out my cock.  Soon, my cock was in her mouth.   God, she was good.  Wet but not too wet.  It felt amazing, but then she stopped and turned around, raising her skirt and lowering her panties and getting on all fours.  I knew what she wanted, and if I was sober, I probably wouldn’t have done it, but instead, I got down behind her, and pressed my penis into her tight anus. 
 
    I stared at my wife, as Hannah came inside my wife’s pussy, pulling out and nodding at Simon, who walked behind and pushed his cock home.  To me side, Jens from the front desk stepped forward to my wife and presented his cock, which my wife graciously took in her mouth.  All this got me totally hot and bothered and I began to fuck Ivana faster. 
 
    “You want?” Someone asked me.  A tall black man who I recognized to be the gay partner of one of the staff was stood next to me, his huge cock pointed at me.   
 
    I stared at it for a moment, and then shook my head.  I simply couldn’t do it.  The man didn’t seem disappointed, and instead stepped back, only to be stopped by Ingrid, who whispered something in the man’s ears.  With a smile, the black man stepped back and once again presented his cock to me.  This time, he did not ask, he simply grabbed hold of my head and gently pulled.  
 
    I knew what was expected of me, and I knew that I should just try it.  Through the side of my eyes, I could see Katya watching, as I took the cock into my mouth.  As I fucked Ivana, I bobbed forward and backwards on the thick cock, licking it up and down, even trying to take it down my throat, which made my eyes water, but strangely, I kind of enjoyed choking on that dick. 
 
    The man moved in and out of my mouth faster, until finally I felt him spurt in my mouth, which in turn caused me to cum inside Ivana. 
 
    Suddenly, I was hit by guilt and self-disgust.  I didn’t want to come across strange, so I made some polite thank yous and walked over to my wife.  “I…I’ll be upstairs.  I need to make my speech soon.” 
 
    “Okay honey.  Can I stay here for a bit longer?” She asked me. 
 
    “If you want.” I replied, confused, upset and angry. 
 
    I made my way upstairs, with Ingrid close behind me.  “Paul.” She said.  “Paul, stop!” 
 
    I stopped and turned to look at my boss.  “Yes.  I know, it’s in my head.” 
 
    “It’s your libido being ruled by years of society telling you what right and wrong is.  But it is incorrect.  You did nothing wrong.  You need to breathe, and take this in.  Go have a shot, drink a beer, then let’s talk again.” 
 
    Nodding, I did exactly as she said, then I joined her in a booth.   
 
    “When I was at the height of my career,” she began, “I used to get visited by an MI6 spy.  He was based here in Berlin, and like any other spy, he liked to talk, a lot.  Anyway, that was beside the point.  He used to get turned on by forced feminization and forced homosexuality.  I used to bring Horst in for that, and we had such fun, right up until the spy climaxed, and then everything stopped.  He would go into fits of rage, but he would keep coming back.  So I tried a different tactic.  I made him climax first.  I made him change, then I tied him up, I made him climax, and when his libido was at its lowest, Horst fucked him. 
 
    “The rage was still there, but each visit, it became less and less.  He realized that it was a lost cause to fight, and then he realized that nothing actually changed if he did it or not.  Then he realized it was all good fun.  Eventually, he trained his mind to push past the confusion and rage, to the point we he simply relaxed.  And do you know what happened?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “His blood pressure went down.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “He had high blood pressure.  He wasn’t unfit, but he was stressed by everything.  But when he sorted out what he was, he felt such relief that just like that, poof, the blood pressure went down.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “How do you feel now, knowing your wife is getting fucked?” 
 
    “Horny again.” 
 
    “Yes, of course you are darling.  But! Now is speech time, and I believe, awards for great work.” 
 
    Indeed it was.  Using the microphone, I made my speech, telling everyone how awesome they had been, and how much fun I had had working with them.  “Though honestly, not as much as I have had tonight.” I quipped, earning wolf whistles from the sissies who were stood watching.  I also noticed my wife was back.  “Honestly though, I don’t think I would have made it this far without my wife by my side.  Katya, come here.” Katya walked over with an embarrassed smile.  I rounded out the speech with a sum up of our performance, and some insights into next year.  Then gave out the employee awards. 
 
    Horst then said a couple of words about how we had turned the hotel around as a team, and how grateful he was to me for putting in the dedication to do that.   
 
    “I’ll close with one thing I have noticed tonight.” He paused.  “When I look around this room, at all your smiling faces, I feel like I have come home to family for the first time in years.  This hotel hasn’t felt like that for years.  Having this party here, in this bar, and the debauchery which is going on downstairs amongst the ranks,” he chuckled, and everyone laughed with him, “reminds me as to why we invested into this hotel in the first place.  Thank you one and all, for being not only an amazing team, but a great family.” 
 
    Everyone cheered, and I took my wife in my arms and kissed her.  
 
    “Do you want to stay longer, or shall we go home?” She asked me. 
 
    “I’m happy either way.  If you want to stay longer, and go down…” 
 
    “No, I’m done for tonight.  I need to be honest with you…” 
 
    “It’s okay.” I told her.  “After seeing you in action tonight, and you looked amazing by the way, I assumed it wasn’t your first time.  It’s fine.  You never left me, and you were never any less of a wife.  You be you, okay?” 
 
    She grinned.  “Thank you.” 
 
    Over the next few days leading up to New Year, things were kind of hectic.  I saw very little of Katya, as the hotel was so busy, but I knew she was seeing a lot of Ingrid, which I was happy about.  We did get the chance to talk about her infidelity, and she admitted it was never with anyone I knew personally, though it was almost a weekly thing since the day we started dating.  She viewed sex a little differently to me because of her upbringing, and she never felt any emotional attachment to any of her lovers, they were just a tool, which was kind of insightful. 
 
    Two days before New Year, I arrived home to find she had a man at home.  She was done hiding it from me, and hoped I would not mind.  So instead, I waited in the living room whilst she finished up with the man, and then a half hour later, after some loud climaxing from her side, the man finally appeared.  He was about the same age as us, with rugged good looks and a muscular body.  When he stepped out, he nodded nervously, and then left. 
 
    I walked into the bedroom to find Katya looking worn out.  “How long was he here?” I asked. 
 
    “All afternoon.  Do you mind?” She asked nervously. 
 
    “No, not at all.” I told her, trying to control my simultaneous jealousy and excitement.  I stripped off my clothes and dropped down between her legs, licking at her used pussy. 
 
    “He wore a condom.” She told me. 
 
    “Doesn’t matter.” 
 
    “You wish he didn’t though, don’t you?”  
 
    I looked up at her.  “I honestly don’t know.  I…” 
 
    She stroked my face.  “It’s okay.  I like it all.  Tell me; I’m not scared.” 
 
    “I kind of do.” 
 
    “Then next time, there will be.  I promise.  Now lick me.  Imagine all that lovely cum from my lover inside me.” 
 
    I licked her to orgasm, then she told me to come up.  “I want to rub you.” 
 
    “Can we fuck?” 
 
    “Do you really want to?  I think you would prefer if I didn’t allow you right after my lover has been inside me, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    She was right, of course.  “Yes.” I said with barely a whisper. 
 
    “Good.  Let me rub you and you can tell me all about your fantasies since the party.” 
 
    As I lay there, embarrassment and nervousness filling me, I thought back to what Ingrid said, about how I needed to just, kind of, get over myself.  And then it came out of me.  “I was disappointed.” 
 
    “By what honey?” She asked. 
 
    “When you said the lovers were just tools.” 
 
    “Oh?  Why honey?” Somehow I think she knew. 
 
    “Because I want you to have an emotional connection to them.” 
 
    “To them, or just one?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “It’s okay honey.  It’s okay.” She said, rubbing. 
 
    “Just one.” 
 
    “You want me to fall in love?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And are you scared I would leave you for him?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But it turns you on too, doesn’t it?  The fear?” 
 
    “The humiliation.” 
 
    “But that’s not what you want is it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “I want you to fall in love.  I want to see you tell him you love him.  I want him to move in.” 
 
    “And you?  What about you?” 
 
    “I would serve you.” 
 
    “How baby?  How would you serve me?” 
 
    “As your…” 
 
    “Go on, say it.  Say what you want.  You know it, and I know it, but you need to say it.  I want it too, but say it.” 
 
    “As your maid…” 
 
    “As my what?” 
 
    “As your…” 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    I was so close to climax.  Please god, climax before I say it!  “As your sissy maid!!”  Shit!  I climaxed right as I said it. 
 
    “Yes baby, yes.  I know that is true.  I want it too.” She gushed, rubbing my cock, and getting it all out.  Once I finally stopped panting, she got up and walked to the bathroom.  I hated myself at that moment.  I couldn’t even bear to speak.  Finally though, she came back, drying her hands.  “Sometimes a little play fantasy is nice huh?” 
 
    “Fantasy?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, role playing.  It’s just role playing.” She told me. 
 
    Immediately, a sense of relief wash over me.  It was just role playing after all.  All of a sudden, it didn’t matter.  I laughed.  “Yes, but it was so horny, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “I know!” She said.  And that was it.  Done. 
 
    The next night, I had to work late again, and once more, I came home to the same man in my flat, fucking my wife.  Once again, I sat on the sofa and waited.  Eventually, the door opened, and the blonde man stepped out, this time markedly less nervous, in fact, he was smiling. 
 
    “I leave her for you, just as you like her.  Guten apetit.” He chuckled, pulling on his jeans. 
 
    I stepped inside the room and watched as my wife curled a finger towards me.  “Come and eat.” She purred.  The man was still dressing and watching, as I looked down at her pussy, cum oozing out of it.  I moved closer.  “Eat baby.  Eat my used pussy.  You know you are cum eater.” She purred. 
 
    I began lapping at the cum and pussy, and as I did, I felt the bed move.  Looking up, I saw the man leaning over and kissing my wife passionately.   
 
    “Er macht es wirklich.“ He told her.  “Es macht mich wieder geil.“  I understood enough to know he was horny again. 
 
    “Dann geh nicht.” Katya told him. 
 
    “Es ist wirklich kein Problem zu bleiben?” He asked. 
 
    “Bleib die ganze Nacht, wenn du willst.” 
 
    “Okay.” He said, stripping down again. 
 
    After I finished licking her, I looked up to see her sucking the huge thick cock.  His muscles were huge, his chest a washboard.  She took the cock out of her mouth. 
 
    “On the unit over there is a present for you.  I would like you to wear it tonight.” She told me.  “You will sleep on the sofa, do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes Katya.” 
 
    “I need you to promise me one thing.  Do not masturbate.  You know if you do what will happen, and you are not ready for that.  Please, don’t ruin this game.” 
 
    “I understand.  I won’t.” 
 
    The present was mid-length pink satin with white lace trim sissy nightie from our sissy shop in the hotel.  I knew the product very well.  I slipped it on, earning a smile from Katya and the man, and then headed out the door, about to close it behind me. 
 
    “Don’t close.” The man told me. 
 
    Nodding, I walked over to the sofa, where I spent most of the night listening to my wife fuck another man.  Occasionally, Katya was whisper to see if I was awake, and if I was, I was invited in for clean-up duties.  This continued until around four am, where we all finally fell asleep. 
 
    New Year’s Eve was finally upon us, and for our hotel, it was a big night.  The rooftop bar had a party, the restaurant had another party, and the gay bar had another.  We knew there would be people coming in and out, and we knew it could get messy.  Knowing I needed to work, Katya offered to come spend New Year with me.  And at around six, she arrived asking how she could help. 
 
    “You honestly don’t need to help.  Go to one of the parties and I’ll pop in to see you every so often.” I told her. 
 
    “Mikke offered to take me to a party in a club, but I told him no.” She informed me. 
 
    “Is Mikke…?” 
 
    “Oh, Mikke um, Michael.  He’s my, um, lover.” 
 
    “I thought you don’t see lovers more than once.” 
 
    “Babe…” She said with sad eyes.  She didn’t want me to ruin the game.  I got it. 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    “Mikke is, well, I will not see anyone else.  Mikke and I talked, and well, he agreed with you.  It would be better if I stick with just one lover and see where it goes.” 
 
    “Okay.  Well, why don’t you go?” 
 
    “It’s too soon.  There’s no need to rush.” 
 
    “Well, I have another idea.  The party on the roof is for everyone.  Gay, straight, whatever.  Why doesn’t he come here?  I can come in every so often, but at least you’ll have company.” 
 
    She looked in my eyes.  “Honey, if we do this…” 
 
    “Babe…don’t…” I began. 
 
    “Okay, okay!  I’ll call him.”  She walked off, phone in hand.  Minutes later, she was back.  “Okay, I will meet him here at nine.  I’ll go home and get changed.” 
 
    “Something sexy.  Something which will make him want you no matter what.” 
 
    “Oh baby.  He already wants me no matter what.  He’s infatuated with me.” 
 
    As the evening wore on, it began to settle down a bit, as people made their way to their events.  I knew things would not get crazy until after midnight.  At around nine, Ivana walked in, wearing a shiny purple party dress, and she was on a leash, walking in front of a beautiful young girl with long brown hair, wearing a black latex mini-dress. 
 
    “Hello Ivana, what are you doing here?” I asked.  “It’s your night off.” 
 
    “We’re going to the party in the bar.  This is my Mistress and wife, Karolina.” Ivana said, introducing me to the beautiful girl. 
 
    “I didn’t know you are married.” 
 
    “Ten years next year.” Karolina gushed.   
 
    “Wow.  Congratulations.” 
 
    “I understand you two had a lot of fun at the Christmas party.” Karolina chuckled. 
 
    I was about to feel embarrassed, but instead I chose not to, and instead decided to take the high road.  “Indeed we did.” I said, stroking Ivana’s face.  “A lot of fun!” 
 
    “Well, I hope you have time for some more, with me there this time.  I’d like to see you two fucking.” 
 
    “I’ll make sure to find the time.” I told them.  At that exact moment, Katya and Mikke walked in.  Katya was wearing a tiny silver dress, which barely covered her body, and it was obvious that the only underwear she had on were the stockings and garter belt underneath.  “Excuse me.  I’ll catch up with you later.” 
 
    I kissed Katya on the cheeks and shook hands with Mikke, who seemed genuinely pleased to see me.  “Nice hotel.  I hear good things these days.  I’m glad.” He told me. 
 
    “Thanks.  And thank you for looking after my wife.  Sucks I need to work, but ce la vis.” 
 
    “No thank you necessary.  I’m glad.  Sucks for you, not for me.” He laughed jokingly.  “We brought you a present.” 
 
    “Let’s go in your office.” Katya told me. 
 
    We walked into the office and shut the door.  As soon as it was closed, Katya opened her purse and pulled out a tied up, very full, used condom.   
 
    “Mikke came early, so we fucked, and well, I asked him to use condoms so we can give it to you.” She explained. 
 
    “That’s three fucks worth.” Mikke said proudly, as I took it from Katya’s hand. 
 
    “Drink it.  I want you to drink it all, and then lick it completely clean.” Katya told me.  “Don’t disappoint me, cum eater.” 
 
    With a gulp, I bit into the condom, allowing it to burst in my mouth.  I drank it all down, and then licked it clean.   
 
    “Good boy.” Mikke told me.   
 
    “He’s not a boy.” Katya corrected him.  “He’s a sissy.  And sissies wear…” With that, she pulled out a brand new pair of full cut, lacy, satin sissy panties.  “Panties.  You know what they say, what happens at the stroke of midnight, will happen all year?  Well, at midnight, I will be kissing another man, and I want you in the gay bar, sucking a cock.  Understand?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Good sissy.”
 During that evening, I made sure to stop by the bar to have a drink with Katya and Mikke.  Most of the time when I stopped by, they were either dancing or making out, so I made sure not to disturb them too much.   
 
    “Remember what we agreed.” Katya told me. 
 
    As midnight approached, I headed over to the gay bar where I met up with Ivana and Karolina.  We had a quick drink as I filled them in on my task. 
 
    “Ivana can’t help you there, I’m sorry.  She’s in chastity.  But the bar is slamming.  I’m sure you’ll find someone.” Karolina explained. 
 
    “I had best go down now.  It’s five to.” I told them. 
 
    “Good luck.” 
 
    Karolina was, of course, right.  The dark rooms were extreme busy, and as I walked down the corridor, men were more than happy to grope me and try to entice me to play.  I walked over to the area where Katya was playing last, and waited.   
 
    “Passiv oder aktiv?” Someone whispered, grabbing my ass. 
 
    “Um, passiv?” I replied, a little unsure. 
 
    “Mmmm.” The man purred, and I heard a zipper drop.  I was spun around and presented with a dark cock, Mediterranean or such like.  With two minutes to, it was just in time, and I gladly accepted his cock in my mouth. 
 
    I positioned my arm so that I could see it, as I got on all fours on the bench to easier suck him.  It was twenty seconds to go, as I felt another set of hands pull down my pants.  I tried to pull away to say something, but the man I was blowing held onto my head.   
 
    Five… 
 
    Spit landed on my anus. 
 
    Four… 
 
    A finger pressed inside me. 
 
    Three… 
 
    Finger stretching me. 
 
    Two… 
 
    Finger out, cock now lining up. 
 
    One… 
 
    The cock pressed in and I let out an almighty groan of pain.   
 
    “Happy New Year.” The man above me said. 
 
    “Happy New Year darling.” Said the man fucking me bareback. 
 
    The couple spit roast me for the next ten minutes, enjoying both holes, until finally they filled me up with their seed.  I wanted to get up and get away, I had to, but before I could, another cock filled me up.  I couldn’t move.  Every time a cock left my mouth or ass, another one was there.  The party from the bar had come down here, and everyone was going crazy.   
 
    I was finally pulled out by Jana, close to one in the morning. 
 
    “Boss, we need you upstairs, and you’re down here getting laid.” She tutted at me. 
 
    “Don’t tut me.  I couldn’t get away.” I told her. 
 
    “Looked like it.” She chuckled. 
 
    “What’s the problem?” 
 
    “The restaurant is closing.  It’s one am, it has to.  The party upstairs is full, and this one is full too.” 
 
    “Okay, call over to Luminaire and ask if they have room.  If they do, send everyone there.” 
 
    “Ah, good idea.  If that’s it, you can go back to your fucking.” 
 
    “No, I think I’m done for tonight.” 
 
    I went upstairs to try to find my wife, only to realise she must have left, so I checked my phone and found an SMS to say they had gone home.  With the restaurant issue sorted, I just needed to stay until the roof bar shut down at three, and then I’d be done.  I was still horny after what had happened in the gay bar, so I headed to my office, where I masturbated.  Strangely, after I came, I did not feel any remorse, only calm. 
 
    When I arrived home after three, the couple were still awake, fucking in bed.  They’d left the light on and the door open, and on the sofa was the nightie and a note.  “Get changed, keep the panties on, and join us.” 
 
    I did as I was told, and walked in to watch the muscular blonde man pound at my wife.   
 
    “Did you suck a cock at midnight?” Katya asked, not looking at me, instead staring into Mikke’s eyes. 
 
    “Yes, I did.  And I got fucked.” 
 
    “Really?  Good!  Good!” She purred, tapping the bed beside her.  I lay down next to her, and we kissed.  “He’s so good.  We’ve had such a wonderful time tonight.” 
 
    They fucked for a good fifteen minutes, until both came simultaneously.  As per usual, I was told to clean up her pussy, which I gladly did, but Mikke gave me an added bonus.  “Clean my cock.” He ordered, which I did without hesitation.  “You can sleep here tonight.” Mikke told me. 
 
    I ended up sleeping to the left of Katya, and Mikke to the right of her. 
 
    The next day, I did not need to work.  Jana had everything covered.  So instead, I stayed home and watched crappy movies, and performed clean up duties for the two lovers, as they made love nearly all day, not even dressing.  Mikke allowed me to suck his cock a couple of times too. 
 
    “I really need to head home.  I have to get ready for work tomorrow.” Mikke explained to Katya that evening.   
 
    “Nooo…  Stay, please.” She begged. 
 
    “I honestly can’t.  But we’ll see each other tomorrow.” 
 
    In the end, Katya and I cuddled up together on the sofa and watched an old movie, which was nice.  However, after, in bed, Katya wanted to play again. 
 
    “I could rub you.” She said.  “Would you like that?” 
 
    “No sex?” 
 
    “I don’t think that would be a good idea, do you?  Slaves don’t fuck their Mistresses.” She told me. 
 
    “True…”  
 
    She began to slowly rub my cock, over the pink satin of the sissy panties.  “Tell me about your fantasy.” 
 
    “Which?” I asked. 
 
    “You know which.” 
 
    “I… I want you to fall in love with a lover.” I told her. 
 
    “What’s my lover’s name baby?” She whispered. 
 
    “Mikke.” 
 
    “Say it again.” 
 
    “I want you to fall in love with Mikke.” 
 
    “What if I already am?” 
 
    “Are you?” 
 
    “Yes.” She hissed.  “Yes I am.” 
 
    “Really?  Are you?” 
 
    She couldn’t look at me, simply looked away and nodded quickly.  “Yes I am.  I’m serious.” She said in her normal voice.  She wanted me to understand that this was not roleplay. 
 
    “I need you to tell me you are serious.  I need to hear that this is not a game.” 
 
    Finally she looked me in the eyes.  “I’m dead serious.  It’s not a game anymore Paul.  I’m in love with Mikke, and I need you to be okay with that.” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes, I am.” 
 
    She went back to sexy mode.  “What next?  What’s next in your fantasy?” 
 
    “I…I want your lover…” 
 
    “Mikke.  My lover is Mikke.” 
 
    “I want Mikke to move in and take my place in bed.” 
 
    “What about sex with you?” 
 
    “You already said I’m not allowed.” 
 
    “I want to hear you tell me you don’t want it.” 
 
    “But I do.  But I don’t want you to want it from me.” 
 
    “Mmm, yes, that’s much better.  Go on.  So Mikke has moved in, and you sleep on the sofa.  What if I decide I don’t want you anymore?” 
 
    “I would be hurt, humiliated.” 
 
    “But you want to be humiliated.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “So I should leave you?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “Say yes baby.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes, I should leave you.  But I won’t.  I’m going to remind you every day that I should, and how you don’t deserve me, but I won’t leave you.  Not yet anyway.  Maybe one day, you never know.  Maybe if you really beg me to.  Beg me baby, beg me to leave you.” 
 
    “Please Mistress, please leave me, abandon me.  It’s the ultimate humiliation.” 
 
    “Yes it is.  Why should I leave you baby?” 
 
    “Because I don’t deserve you.” 
 
    “A big strong man like Mikke deserves me, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Why? What are you?” 
 
    “I’m a sissy.” 
 
    “A sissy who loves cock.” 
 
    “Yes, yes I am.” 
 
    “A gay sissy.  Are you gay?” 
 
    “Yes!  Yes!” 
 
    “Say what you are, and what I should do.  Say why!” 
 
    “You should leave me, because I’m a gay sissy who loves cock and I don’t deserve you.” 
 
    “Yes baby, yes!  Then I’ll leave you!” 
 
    “Do you mean it?” 
 
    “Yes baby!  Immediately, I’ll pack and go live with Mikke.  Should I?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress! Yes!” 
 
    “I will!  Cum for me and I will!” 
 
    I came hard, all over her hand, very loud, and very long.  She immediately placed her hand in front of my mouth and I licked it up. 
 
    “W-was that role play?” I asked, scared she was really about to leave. 
 
    She did not answer.  Instead, she said, “I’ll tell you what.  Let’s agree on this.  The next time you want to have sex with me, I’ll let you, but it will mean you want me to find you a boyfriend.  Then the next time we have sex after that, it will mean you want me to leave you, so that you can live your life as a gay transvestite.  Agreed?” 
 
    “Are you being serious right now?” 
 
    “Yes, absolutely.” 
 
    “Um, okay.” 
 
    I lay there in bed, and Katya put the light on to read.  After about ten minutes or so, after a lot of thought, I said, “so, we kind of have an expiration date on our marriage.” 
 
    She closed the book and turned over, resting her hand on my pantied cock, and finding it erect again.  “No, I never said that.  I gave you the choice.  You can decide to never have sex with me again, in which case, we’ll be together forever.  Now, if what you are saying you want to hand this completely over to me, then yes, we have an expiration date, potentially.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    She was quiet for a moment, then said, “Are you sure you want to have this conversation?  It maybe upsetting.” 
 
    “We need to be honest.” 
 
    “In that case, you must be honest with me and tell me if you are turned on by what I tell you or not.” 
 
    “Okay, I promise.” 
 
    “Okay.  Mikke and I had a long talk about the future.  I told him that I had not planned to find a long-term lover, but it is all part of the game.  He listened and said that he is fine to play the game for some time, but it will eventually need to end.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because he wants to have kids.” 
 
    “You don’t want to have kids.” 
 
    “I don’t want them right now, but I haven’t decided on whether that is a permanent thing.  Anyway, we got talking again today when you were in the bath, and I realized, I didn’t want this to be a temporary thing.  He said, that I needed to decide on whether that meant leaving him eventually, or you.” 
 
    “And what have you decided?” I asked her, as she rubbed my cock. 
 
    “I haven’t yet.  In fact, till now, I was just going to leave it to you and see what you decided.” 
 
    “No, I don’t want that.  I want you to have the choice too.  Same conditions.  Sex once, means you will find me a boyfriend.  Second time, means you are giving me away.” 
 
    “Deal.” She said quickly.  “Now tell me, are you turned on?” 
 
    “Terribly.” 
 
    “What would you like me to do?” 
 
    “Oh god.” 
 
    “Come on.” She said, rubbing me.  “What?” 
 
    “I…leave me.  Make me gay and leave me.” 
 
    “I want that too.” She whispered. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes, really.  If I picture it, fuck, how hot to tell all your friends and family back home that you turned gay and I left you.” 
 
    “You should do it.” 
 
    “You want me to?”  
 
    I could barely contain myself.  “Yes!” 
 
    She let go of my cock and threw the covers back.  “Just put your cock in me then and fuck me.  If you want to start stage one, then let’s do it.” I climbed over her but held back.  I couldn’t bring myself to do it.  She grabbed my ass and pulled hard.  “Just put it in.  I know you want it. Tell me you want me to stay with Mikke.” 
 
    “I want you to stay with Mikke.” 
 
    “Yes.  Yes!” She stared hard into my eyes.  “I love him Paul.  I love Mikke!  Put your cock in me so I can begin your journey into homosexuality and transsexuality.  Do it Paul.”  
 
    I couldn’t do it.  I rolled over.  I was too scared, so she climbed over me and lowered her pussy towards my cock, an evil grin on her face. 
 
    “Shall I do it sissy?  The moment it is inside me, that’s it for you.”  
 
    “Yes, yes!” I fucking loved the fantasy.  “Turn me into a gay sissy slut!” 
 
    “I want that too.” 
 
    “Ruin me!  Out me, expose me, ruin me, so I’m nothing but a gay whore.” 
 
    “Oh my god!” She cried out, and without a second thought, she dropped onto my cock.  My eyes and mouth opened in shock.  She rode me like a maniac.  “Yes!  Yes!  That’s it.  I’ll turn you into a cock hungry sissy, and nobody but slutty men will want you!” 
 
    “Is that it?” 
 
    “If we have sex again, that’s our marriage over.  And yes, it will happen baby.” To prove a point, as she fucked me, she grabbed her phone and texted Mikke that she had chosen him, and he replied with heart smilies.  “No more roleplay, no more games.  We do this and we do it right.  This fetish, this whatever you want to call it, it turns me on so much.” 
 
    I came hard inside her, and she immediately climbed off, and made me lick it out of her.   
 
    “This is going to be so hard for you now.” She purred.  “One more time and then the moment you have a boyfriend, then you are out and I file for divorce.” 
 
    I did not sleep well that night.  I cried a little, then I got hard again, I masturbated a lot, to the point that Katya sleepily said, “Maybe I’ll change the rule to the next time we fuck or you masturbate, how about that?” 
 
    “Erm, not that.” 
 
    “Then go to sleep, or I’ll come over there and fuck you and be done with it.  In fact, if I catch you wanking again tonight, then I will.”   
 
    Shit.  That just made things worse. 
 
    The next day, back at work, I was visited by Horst and Ingrid to welcome in the New Year.  We sat down for a coffee as I outlined the plans for the upcoming Spring/Summer season, and talked about what we could expect for winter, which we expected to be slow.  Then with work done, Ingrid said, “I understand from Katya things are hotting up at home?  On the lookout for a boyfriend for you.” 
 
    “Erm, when did she tell you that?”  
 
    “This morning.  She said what you two had agreed upon, and I think it is wonderful.  Ruin fetishes are quite delightful, but most men don’t have the, erm, balls to go through with it.” Ingrid saw my frown.  “Regrets?” 
 
    I shrugged.  “Yes and no.  It’s super horny, but very definitive.” 
 
    “Um, not really darling, you are looking at it the wrong way.  You have agreed to become a gay sissy whore, be ruined in front of your family and friends.  This is a turning point in your life and it very much depends on what is meant by ruin.  If just that, then you will have the job, the hotel, and there are plenty of apartments going, so not a big deal.  If you are going to take this seriously, and talk about a genuine ruin fetish, where you will become the property of a nice man, or daddy, as they like to be called, then we need to start talking about a transition plan for you after you leave this job.” 
 
    “But what will I do for money?  I need this job.” 
 
    “Darling, it’s Germany.  I assume, you would sell your services.  You need to make a decision and let Katya know, and based on that we will begin arrangements.” 
 
    “But you need me here.” 
 
    “Sweetheart, you are wonderful, for sure, and without your ideas, we would be in a right pickle, but everyone is expendable.  The way I would do it is like this.  I have two men in mind for you, and I told that to Katya.  Both rich, both lovely, both very sadistic and very gay.  One is perfect for genuine ruin fantasies.  He owns a brothel, and has no hesitation in putting you to work.  The other would keep you as a maid and plaything, but would allow you to work here, under the right conditions.  If you choose the first one, then we need to transition your skills to Jana.  Immediately, you will become my bitch, and I will train you to make sure you pass on everything to Jana, which means every day, you and I will be in the studio upstairs.  You will call me Mistress Ingrid.  In fact, I see no reason why you cannot start calling me that now, given your stature at home.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress Ingrid.” 
 
    “Good.  In fact, let’s agree one thing regardless.  From now on, you are to wear the same uniform as all the other sissies, including make-up, lingerie and wig.  That is policy, understood?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Decide on who you want.  Peter or Uli.  Peter is the one I hope you go for.  Genuine ruin is so much fun and is just the beginning of the real fun.” 
 
    After they left, I went over to the storage facility and found the relevant uniform for me.  I then walked over to the costume store, where I bought a blonde wig, and then the shoe store where I bought some hot pink heeled pumps. 
 
    Changing into all that, I asked Ivana to teach me how to use makeup. 
 
    “You need to shave first.” She sighed.  “Luckily, we stock them in the gift shop.”  
 
    Minutes later, I was back and shaven.  We spent nearly an hour trying different things with her makeup, until I got it right. 
 
    “Buy your own!” She told me. 
 
    That evening after work, I changed, and headed to Sephora, where I bought a big selection of makeup.   
 
    “I heard the great news!” Mikke told me when I arrived.  “This will be a lot of fun.” 
 
    I smiled at him in reply.  “Thanks.  Are you moving in with us?” 
 
    “Yes, I think it is right, no?  We are in love, Katya and I. Aren’t we baby?” 
 
    “Yes, we are.” 
 
    “But don’t worry, the sofa is good bed, yes?  Big.  You’ll be fine, sissy.” 
 
    Katya stepped forward.  “Sissy, we need to get you some underwear.  I bought some for you today from the store, but really we should order online.  Can you please order everything you need?  Ingrid said that you can take whatever sissy dresses you need from the hotel.” 
 
    “Oh, and whore clothes.” Mikke pointed out. 
 
    “Oh yes, you might as well buy clothes for when you are a whore, as you’ll need those soon anyway I guess.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “Do that now, before you do anything else.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    I ordered more than enough of everything, from panties, garters, stockings, bras and bralettes, corsets, nighties, micro-skirts, crop-tops and such. 
 
    After dinner, we watched a bit of telly, but Mikke and Katya were too busy cuddling.  Eventually they stood. “We’re going to bed.” Katya announced.  I stood too and tried to kiss my wife, but she turned away.  “No Paula, you don’t do that to me anymore.  We are not like that anymore.  I’m going to need to punish you now.  Spread your legs and hands behind your back.” 
 
     Confused, I did as she told me, with my bare shaved legs now spread apart.  With a fast sweep, her foot made contact with my balls and I collapsed in pain.   
 
    “Schwein!  Standup!” She screamed.  “Up!” 
 
    “It…it hurts.” 
 
    “Up! NOW!” 
 
    I carefully stood and resumed the position, tears pouring from my eyes, my cock stiffer than ever before.  The next kick was more precise and much harder.  Down I went again, and this time she spat on me, and told me to get up.  Ten more kicks, and she was done, but not before she slapped my face and then grabbed it. 
 
    “Don’t you ever touch me without my permission again, you miserable little worm!” She spat, and then literally spat in my face. 
 
    I went to bed feeling horny and confused, listening to them having sex.  Then when they climaxed, they came out and made me clean them both with my mouth. 
 
    Then Mikke sat on a seat and watched as Katya began to masturbate me. 
 
    “Have you made a decision?” She purred. “Tell me you want Peter.  Tell me you want to be truly ruined.” 
 
    “I…  don’t…” 
 
    “Please baby, tell me.  Who do you want?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “Who sweetie?  Think about it.” 
 
    “Who do you want it to be?” 
 
    “Peter of course.  I want you to go all in.  Full ruin.” 
 
    “Then Peter.” 
 
    “Really?  Do you really mean it?” 
 
    “Yes!  Peter!  I want to be ruined for real!” I was so horny. 
 
    “Yes baby, oh I so wish you would fuck me again, so we could get this over and done with.” 
 
    “Oh god, yes.” 
 
    Once more she climbed over me.  “What should I do?  I want to do it, should I?” 
 
    “You should.” Mikke said, rubbing his own cock. 
 
    “I should, I know.” I felt my tip touch her pussy.  “It’s almost in.  Should I do it?  Should I end the marriage?  I would divorce you tomorrow!” 
 
    “Oh god, oh god.” I panted, grabbing her hips and half pulling, half pushing. 
 
    “Please do it.  Put it in me!  Please!” She begged. 
 
    And then I came, without touching my cock. 
 
    “Shit!” She said, climbing off me.  “Well, at least we know.  You will meet Peter soon.  Your normal life is over anyway.” And once more, she spat on me, before leaving. 
 
    The next day, I woke up feeling a little down.  Whilst I was terribly turned on by everything which was going on, I was confused and scared.  I loved Katya like crazy.  Breaking up just because of a fetish was insanity, and yet, I got it.   
 
    Mikke left without breakfast, as he needed to get to work.  He worked for Deutsche Bank as a broker, so being on time was important.  I decided to hang back and talk to Katya. 
 
    “Can we talk?” I asked her. 
 
    Katya smiled.  “This sounds serious.  Don’t tell me you’ve changed your mind, because I’ve already written to Ingrid that it’s Peter, and there’s no going back now.” 
 
    “Well, that’s the thing.  If we want to go back, we could.  It’s just words.” 
 
    Katya shook her head.  “No Paul.  We agreed.  If we do this, then that is it.  Final.  I’ve made my decision, and so have you.” 
 
    “But isn’t this a little fast?  I mean, you hardly know Mikke, how do you know you can have a life with him?” 
 
    “Okay, I get it.  You are getting cold feet because the idea of us breaking up is killing you inside.  That will matter less when Peter keeps you busy, but right now, you cannot imagine your future.  Let me tell you about my future then, and you’ll see where I am coming from. 
 
    “I have decided to reopen Ingrid’s SM studio and become a fulltime professional dominatrix.  Yes, I know I was meant to be a therapist, but this is similar in a lot of ways and I will also offer private therapy sessions.  I have discussed it with Mikke and he agrees with it.  As to how long I know Mikke, I know Mikke longer than I know you.  I want to college with Mikke, and we have fucked and dated before.  Mikke has always been fascinated by me.  I agreed to a catch-up fuck at the same time your fetish came to life, and the two simply worked. 
 
    “Do I regret that you will not be part of my life?  Yes, and no.  Yes, because I do love you, and I will miss you.  I already miss you.  But no, because the excitement from the fetish is bigger than my love for you, and honestly, I am in love with Mikke and I’m in that phase where I feel like a school girl in love for the first time.  I’m excited to be with him, travel with him and honestly, I’m looking forward to having his kids. 
 
    “The biggest reason though?  I don’t think you will be completely out of my life.  We agreed with Ingrid that you will be used for some training, and I will use you for maid services sometimes.  The biggest humiliation is that you will see how happy I am, on a regular basis, and you will never be free of me.  I’ll make you want me and miss me, and you’ll never have me.  It will be divine torture, and you will love it and hate it at the same time. 
 
    “Is there any going back?  No.  Is there a chance that I will decide not to fuck you and leave the decision to you?  Maybe, but unlikely.  Is there a chance that you will decide not to fuck me, and we will live the rest of our lives together?  I doubt it.  You made the choice to have Peter as your boyfriend.  He has agreed to respect the rules we have described and will be patient, but he also knows that he can torture you so badly, that you will have no choice but to fuck me that last time, and then that is it, over.” 
 
    Tears fell down my face as I realized everything she said was true.  In the past, whenever I cried, she hugged me.  Now she smiled and licked them off my face. 
 
    “You have awoken the sadist in me.” She said.  “And I love it.  Your pain turns me on.  There is no going back now.” 
 
    “But you said you love me?” 
 
    “Yes.  Which is why all this is so much fun.  Love and hate are the same emotion.  Doing this to someone with whom there is no emotional connection, is pointless.  I feel it inside you.  You want this.  Admit it.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “So what are we talking about here?  Get over your fear and make a move.” She grabbed my crotch under the sissy dress I was to wear to work and felt my hard cock.  She pulled down my panties and pushed me onto the sofa, where she climbed over me.  Once more, my penis was at the cusp of entry.  “If you enter me now, it will be settled and I can begin the divorce proceedings.  Does that mean you must move out immediately?  No.  I want to be part of your transformation and ruin, and that might take a few months.  But it will be definitive.  Put it in me sissy, or do you want me to make the decision.”  I thrust forward and stopped, the tip barely in.  “Should I count that as in?” She grinned.  “Ummm…I don’t know.  I want to…” 
 
    “It’s not.” I pled. 
 
    “You’re right.  It’s not.  But I could make it go in.  Just a centimeter more.  Shall I make the decision?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yes.” I whispered. 
 
    “Okay then.  Are you ready?” 
 
    I began crying again, and nodded. 
 
    She stood.  “Not yet.  Soon, but not yet.  Maybe later today.  You’ll never know.” 
 
    “You’re evil.” I told her. 
 
    She turned and grinned sadistically.  “I know.  I guess Rick was right.” 
 
    “Did you ever fuck Rick?” I asked her. 
 
    “I told you, never anyone you knew.” 
 
    “I know, but I thought.” 
 
    “You thought I was hiding it in order to spare you from the pain of knowing I was fucking your friends behind your back?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “What do you want me to say?” She sighed.  “Do you want the truth, or a lie?” 
 
    “Is there a point to lying now?” 
 
    “Depends on what the lie is.  Is the lie to stop you from being angry with your best friend?  Or is the lie to get you turned on?” 
 
    “Tell me the truth.” I said, making a firm decision. 
 
    She held my hands.  “I already told you the truth.  I didn’t sleep with anyone you know.  But I did kiss him once, and I gave him a handjob, but nothing more.” She paused.  “Let me ask you for the truth now.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Do you wish I had done more?” 
 
    “Yes.  Yes I definitely do.” 
 
    “Then I wish I had, but I didn’t.  Sorry.  Maybe I will in the future.  Mikke says I am free to play if I want.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    With that, we ended the conversation and I headed to the office.  The one good thing about living in Berlin was that I could walk in a sissy dress and nobody batted an eyelid.  Of course, wearing a sissy dress made me one of the girls, which meant hugs and kisses upon arrival.  However, today, that was not the only thing waiting for me upon arrival. 
 
    “I have been promoted.” Jana informed me.  “I am now officially manager of the hotel, however, you are to train me on all aspects of the function and business plan.  Horst and Ingrid have explained to me that I am to introduce a strict discipline plan for you though, which does include corporal punishment.  I need you to sign a waiver so we cannot be held responsible.” 
 
    I sighed.  “Sure.  No problem.” 
 
    “On top of that, I have your written notice typed out.  I need you to sign it.  You have received two months’ notice.  Clear?” 
 
    “Yes Jana.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am from now on.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good.  Ingrid will want to speak to you.  Go call her.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am,” I said, curtseying and receiving a smile. 
 
    Ingrid picked up on the first ring.  “I take it Jana has explained what is going on?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Good.  I will be in today at one to begin the training.  During this morning, you will receive a phone call from Peter, outlining his expectations.  Be respectful and do not stutter.  You will answer crisply and clearly.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.  Absolutely.” 
 
    “Good.  Get to work.” 
 
    As I went through the transition of work for Jana, she had me kneel and massage her feet.  When she was reading, she made sure to push her feet into my mouth and have me suck on them.  If she did not like my attitude, she bent me over the desk and beat me with a ruler.  I realized that most of the time, it was not my attitude, but rather her looking for an excuse to hit me. 
 
    At around eleven, I received a call from a number I did not recognize.  “Hello?” I asked. 
 
    “Ah, the sissy Paula.” A male voice with a thick German accent said.  “Here is Peter.  You may call me Daddy, ya?  Your wife was very kind to give you to me.  My expectations are very high, but I am sure you will not disappoint me. 
 
    “I am not evil.  I am a businessman, and I believe everybody has a purpose.  Your purpose is to worship me, and work for me.  Your work will be simple.  On Sunday, you will clean for me.  You do not need to cook for me, I have another sissy for that.  You will provide me with sexual entertainment.  During the week, you will work as hooker ya?  As with any other business, you will start at the bottom and work up. 
 
    “You will work at night as street hooker, ya?  Day is for rest or worshipping me.  If you behave well and bring me lot money, then I will give you room in my mega-bordello.  Do well there, and look good, and you become exclusive.  The gold standard escort. 
 
    “If you fail me, you will be punished!  Do I make myself clear?” 
 
    “Yes Daddy, perfectly.” 
 
    “You must learn German.   I expect you to learn so you can talk to customers.  Now, I know that you have an agreement with your wife about when you can move to me full time, and I also need time to get to know you before you represent me on the street.  I need you to understand why you need me.  I should be a god to you.  So, tomorrow after work, I will pick you up from the hotel and you will spend the night with me, ya?  We will see what you are like.  Today though, I need you to visit a doctor.  Ingrid will give you the details.” 
 
    “Yes Daddy, thank you Daddy.” 
 
    “Good sissy.  I look forward to feeling you.” And with that, the call ended. 
 
    At one, Ingrid turned up at the hotel, wearing a tight black latex dress, revealing her long legs.  Considering her age, she had a great body.  Behind her was my wife, also in latex, but her dress was red.  I had a suspicion that she would turn up, given that she was to work there.  I had a feeling that this training, was more about training her, than me. 
 
    Of course, I was correct.  Ingrid explained the correct techniques for whipping using different whips and crops.  By the end of the whipping, my back, ass and legs were bleeding.  She explained about how to correctly fuck a man using a strap-on, demonstrating that it was a power play more than a pleasure tool.  Then she talked about the correct ways to introduce ballbusting, which Katya admitted she had introduced me to.  What did that mean?  I got kicked and punched in the balls a lot. 
 
    “Tomorrow I will introduce you to play piercing, water sports, and humiliation techniques.” Ingrid explained to Katya.  Then turning to me.  “Get dressed and go to this address.  Dr Kahn is waiting there.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    I heard them talking some more as I walked out the door.  I was in quite a bit of pain as I walked to the doctor’s office, but I knew it would be fine. 
 
    Doctor Kahn was clearly an immigrant doctor.  His private surgery was actually very clean and modern, albeit in a rather dingy part of town.  The nurse in the waiting room was clearly there for looks rather than function, and given the fact that the waiting room was empty, I assumed he was not a popular doctor. 
 
    They measured my blood pressure, heart function and did an ultrasound of my liver, kidneys and urinary tract.  Kahn used two fingers in my rectum to check my prostate, and whilst he did that, he asked if I was sexually active with men. 
 
    “Not since New Year.” I told him. 
 
    I was told to give a blood and urine sample, which I did, then underwent a series of questions about my family history, which I answered. 
 
    “Good.  Based on your blood results, I will send you an e-prescription, which you will take to the pharmacy.  I will put you on a series of strong hormones and anti-androgens which will help you with your transition.  I will also schedule you in for later this week to begin laser hair removal.  That will take some time though.” 
 
    “Thank you doctor.  How long will the hormones take to work?” I asked. 
 
    “Depends on a lot of factors.  You will notice emotional changes quickly.  The physical changes will take a few months, and even then, whilst you will notice skin changes, changes in fat distribution, which won’t matter to you as you are very thin, you may not see any sizeable breast growth.  Your nipples will grow, and if you are lucky, your breast tissue may allow for a smaller B-cup, but we will more than likely need to subsidize with implants.  Let’s see after a couple of months and then make a decision on what we do.  Peter believes E-cup, but with your slight frame, a D or DD may be enough.” 
 
    “Thank you doctor.” 
 
    He smiled.  “Not at all.  I just have one request.  Obviously, there are rules to this sort of thing.  I’m going to need you to sign a series of psychological consultations, back dated, to show you are ready for the transition.  The nurse will hand you the forms on the way out.” 
 
    “Sure.  Thanks.” 
 
    “Good bye, and good luck.” 
 
    I headed home and found Katya cooking dinner with Mikke.  Looking at them together, they looked like a genuine couple, and given their history, I guessed they were. 
 
    “Hey, how did it go?” Katya asked, referring to the doctor. 
 
    “Good.  A thorough exam.  He needs to check my blood, but from tomorrow I should be on hormones.” 
 
    “Excellent.” Katya smiled.  “You’ll see.  Life as a sissy bimbo will be the right thing for you.” 
 
    “Yes, thank you.” I said, really unsure how of how else to answer. 
 
    We ate dinner together, with Katya and Mikke chatting away in German, and me sitting there quietly.  Mikke said something to Katya which made her blush and smile, looking down at the plate, then look up and say, “Ich liebe dich.” I love you.  To which Mikke responded that he did too.  They then kissed passionately. 
 
    Without a word to me, they stood and walked to the bedroom, where they shut the door and made love, quietly; the only sounds were the ones of climax by Katya. 
 
    Next day consisted of more training of Jana, and then more painful training in the SM studio.  There, I got to experience the feeling of having my body pierced for fun in various locations.  They ended that by putting bars into my pierced nipples, and studs in my earlobes.   
 
    At some point, an SMS arrived with my prescription and an all clear on my blood, which given the unprotected sex I had at New Year, was a relief.  After picking up a whole host of pills and receiving instructions, I took my first dose at the hotel, in front of my sissy girlfriends, who cheered. 
 
    The arrival of Peter drew a lot of attention.  He looked nothing like I imagined.  Probably in his later fifties, early sixties, Peter looked like a distinguished gentleman, with combed greying hair and smooth shaven rough skin.  He wore large metal framed glasses, and wore a clearly expensive gray skirt-suit, with Hermes tie.  He arrived in a Maybach, driven by a very pretty, stern-looking blonde lady in a black driver’s suit, hat with leather driving gloves.  The woman opened the rear door for the man, and he stepped out with real confidence, not even acknowledging the woman, who stood to attention.  As my eyes scanned down the woman, I saw a familiar bulge of a penis under the skirt.  She was not even trying to hide the fact that she was a transsexual. 
 
    “Sissy Paula.” Peter said by way of greeting.  “Sissy, when you greet me, even in public, I require that you kneel down and kiss my shoes.  Can you do that for me now please sissy?” 
 
    “Yes Daddy.” I whispered. 
 
    “More confidence darling, you are a proud sissy!” 
 
    “Yes Daddy!” I said loudly, before getting down on all fours and kissing his feet.  I then felt his right foot step on my head. 
 
    “Good sissy.  Today you will come home with me.  You will spend the night.  I expect full compliance in absolutely everything, is that understood?” 
 
    “Yes Daddy!” 
 
    “Good.  Good.  You may stand.” He turned to his driver.  “Sissy Diana, please collar it and attach a leash.” 
 
    “Yes Daddy.” The driver said. 
 
    Jana and the others watched as the man led me out to the car.  In the car, I was led to the large foot-well, where I was told to kneel.  There, I was gagged with a leather gag, and also had my arms placed into a leather sack behind my back, which was tightened. 
 
    “I will first show you the street where you will work, then I will show you one of my bordellos.” He explained.  “Drive now sissy.” He told the driver. 
 
    “Yes Daddy.” 
 
    We must have driven for nearly half an hour, until we finally arrived in an industrial part of town.  Here, we turned down several streets until we arrived at a long narrow street, lined with women and rentboys.  
 
    “This is actually my street.  Here, you can find anything your heart or cock desires.  This is where you will begin work this weekend, if tonight goes well.” 
 
    I looked up and down the street.  There must have been twenty hookers out there, and plenty of interest.  I couldn’t help but get excited by the idea that I would be a hooker. 
 
    “Come.  I show you my bordello.” 
 
    We drove out of Berlin to a large building near a motorway.  The building was five stories tall and had a large sign which said, Klub Anet – Gay, Bi und Trans FKK.  I was led inside, where, after a cash desk, there were saunas and a swimming pool, where men kissed and fucked with shemales, and rentboys, and then there were steps upstairs.  There, each room had a hooker inside, ready to invite you in.   
 
    “This is an FKK club.” Peter explained.  “Unlike a brothel, people pay an entrance fee and a subscription.  They can then walk around and fuck who they like, or just relax.  You will have a room.  Some days, you maybe invited to play in the open areas and the pools.  That is, if I allow you in here.” 
 
    After I was shown around, I was taken back to the car, and driven to a large manor house in the country, where I was taken inside and fed.  I was given a small salad and bread, and some water.   
 
    “Time to play.” Peter told me. 
 
    If I thought the torture Ingrid and Katya put me through hurt, then it was tickling compared to what Peter put me through.  I was hung from a hook and gagged, before being brutally whipped over and over.  He was testing to see my endurance and I willed myself not to pass out.   
 
    He then tied me over some sort of leather vaulting horse, before putting on latex gloves and taking out a tub of lubricant.  For twenty minutes, he performed various stretching techniques on my anus, until finally he was able to get a fist inside me.  I screamed in pain, but he did not care.  Once it was inside and I managed to breathe, I realized that the combination of the pressure and a little pain actually made the fisting pleasurable.   
 
    After nearly three hours of torture, Peter finally took me to bed, where he fucked my ass hard and fast.  He may have been older, but he was fit as a fiddle, and had plenty of stamina.  My sore asshole took a brutal fucking from his huge eight inch cock.  At one point, he even called in Diana, and allowed her to put her cock in my mouth.  I sucked on it but it never got hard. 
 
    “That’s the hormones.” Peter explained.  “She can no longer get an erection.” He chuckled.  “And it will be the same for you too.” 
 
    For all of Peter’s stamina though, he could only fuck once.  Once he came inside me, he had other plans for me.  I was made to crawl over to some sort of machine with two large dildos on either end.  One was placed in my mouth, and one in my ass.  Peter then took some sticky tape and placed them on my eyelids, whilst Diana put a strange contraption with two drips on my head.  Onto my nose, they put a small mask connected to a tube, and at the back end of the tube they put what I recognized to be a bottle of poppers.  I had seen poppers before in the gay bar. 
 
    Finally, a virtual reality headset was placed over my eyes and ears, with the tubes from the contraption above me going to two small holes.  It was clear the drips were designed to keep my eyes watered. 
 
    All of sudden, the fucking machine was turned on, and the headset began playing flashing images and binaural sounds and voices.  “You are a submissive gay sissy.  You love cock.  Pussy makes you feel sick.  Pussy makes you vomit.  You hate pussy, you love cock.  You love semen.  You are a cumslut.  You love cock.  More cock.  Only cock.  I am gay.  Say you are gay.  You want to leave your wife.  You are gay.  You love hairy chested men.  You want to work as a whore.  You want to be a dumb bimbo.  Wipe out your brain.  Feel poppers kill your braincells.  You want to be dumb.” And so much more.  The images and sound just kept playing.  It seemed to go on forever. 
 
    The smell of poppers kept me horny and dizzy.  Eventually, my brain began to physically hurt from the poppers. 
 
    By the time the device was removed and I was taken off the machine, the sun was up and Peter had said he had slept well.  I had not slept a wink and I was physically trembling.  Cocks and text was still flashing in front of my eyes, as if burned on my retinas, and I felt dizzy and slow from the lack of sleep and poppers. 
 
    “You need to eat, and then back on the machine.” Peter told me.  I wanted to ask him for how long, but I didn’t dare.  I simply said, “Yes Daddy.” 
 
    I was kept sleep deprived for another day and night, until finally allowed to return to the hotel.  I had sniffed through eight bottles of poppers, and my brain was so slow that I literally couldn’t function at work.  I wanted to go to the gay bar and get fucked, but I knew it was closed, so instead I found one of the gay cleaners, and begged him to fuck me, which he gladly did.  I simply needed cock. 
 
    My training with Ingrid and Katya did not go well.  They expected more from me, and when I was slow to react, it made them angry.  It meant that Katya spent a lot of time kicking me around, and stabbing me with her heels to get me moving.  She had learned to humiliate and insult me very well, with a lot of genuine feeling behind words such as, “Sissy cunt,” or, “Fucking worthless piece of shit!”  She especially loved making me drink her piss.   
 
    Finally though, I arrived home and collapsed on the sofa.  I had hoped that Mikke would be there to keep Katya busy, but unfortunately, he was on a business trip, which mean Katya wanted to play with my head.   
 
    “Tell me, what do you think of Peter?” She asked, rubbing my cock. 
 
    “He’s amazing.” I told her. 
 
    “He’s going to make you a whore.  Are you happy?” 
 
    “Very.  I’m so looking forward to working the streets.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you be happier knowing it was over, that there was no going back?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “How about a slight rule change?  How about, the next time we fuck, I don’t leave you?” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Mmhmm.  We add one more.  The one after next, is when I leave you.  The next time we fuck, I expose you to your friends and family back home.  Your religious right wing parents and brother and sisters.  Your friends from school.  You friends from your old job.  In fact, I change your Facebook profile to say you are gay, and change your picture.  Would you like that?” 
 
    “Oh yes.” 
 
    “Then put you cock in me, and I’ll do it.  I’ll ruin you completely.” 
 
    “Same rules?  Either of us decides.” 
 
    “Really?” She grinned.  “Okay.” With that, she climbed up above my cock.  “Show me you want to do it.  Put it in me.” I inched myself up and we touched.  “Do it.  Put it in.  Tell me you want me to expose you.” 
 
    “I want you to do it.  I want you to put my name and details all over the internet, so I can never ever run away from it.” 
 
    “Complete and total humiliation.  No going back.” She said, inching down so the tip entered her. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Complete destruction.” She breathed, dropping a bit more.  Millimeters. 
 
    “Oh my god yes.” 
 
    “No life.  No friends.  No future.  No wife.  Only the streets and gay sex.” A little further down.  Like it or not, I was inside her now, but she didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Yes.  Ruined completely.” 
 
    “There is no going back.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Should I change the rule back?  Should I keep it that I leave you?” She dropped again, and this time I could feel I was all the way inside her. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I want to change it back.  I don’t want your filthy gay sissy cock in me anymore.  Let me change it back.” She purred, reaching for her phone. 
 
    “I don’t know.” I trembled, as I watched her sending SMSes and emails.  “What are you doing?” 
 
    “You are inside me.  I am ruining you.  Your parents now know.  Your friends soon too.  And I will log in to your profiles now…” She said, rocking on my cock.  “And done!” She said, showing me my profile, with a photo of me smiling in my sissy outfit. 
 
    Just as she did that, her phone rang.  She put a finger to her lips.  “Hello?  Oh yes, yes I know.  I was shocked too.  Yes, he’s gay.  No, he doesn’t.  He just wants to get a sex change and be with men.  Yes, he is leaving me.  Well you can try calling him, but I doubt he’ll pick up.  He’s made his decision.  Yes, thank you, I love you both too.” With that, she ended the call, grinning.  “Your mommy and daddy are very upset with you darling.  Apparently what you did is unforgivable.  And to think that all their friends and some neighbours saw your very public Facebook profile.  Writing I LOVE COCK! there! Tut, tut.” 
 
    I burst into tears.  I was so horny, but I couldn’t stop this. 
 
    “Now.  Shall I change the rules back?  Tell me.  Do we end this marriage?  Peter said he would take you today.  He was very impressed.” 
 
    I came hard inside her.  I couldn’t hold back. 
 
    She sighed.  “I guess that’s a no then.  Never mind.  Next time then.” She said, lowering her pussy to my mouth for clean-up.  “Come, sleep in bed tonight.” 
 
    I followed her to the bedroom, where I lay down in my nightie.  I watched, as she put on sexy red lingerie, stockings, garter belt, bra, waspie, chiffon nightie, crotchless panties.   
 
    “Mmm…” She purred, as she rubbed my chest through the satin and lace of my own nightie.  “So sexy, huh?” 
 
    “Ye-yes.” 
 
    Then she leaned over and kissed me.  We kissed like old lovers, getting very hot and bothered.   
 
    “Do you wanna fuck me again?” She whispered. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But you know what that means?  It means you immediately pack and leave to Peter.” 
 
    “I…”  
 
    “Or should I call Peter?  He’s in the neighbourhood.  Would you like to see him again?” 
 
    “Yes.” I said, unsure why. 
 
    “I’ll call him.” 
 
    I hadn’t slept for days, and I was physically exhausted, but something told me the night was going to get longer.  She left the room so that I couldn’t hear the call, then she came back in.   
 
    “He’s on his way baby.” She said, seductively.  “Your boyfriend will be here soon.  He’s a handsome man, huh?  Well, I thought so when I met him.” 
 
    “When did you meet him?” I asked. 
 
    “The day after the Christmas Party.” 
 
    “Wait…  How long have you been planning this?” I asked her. 
 
    “Um, well, when did we decide to move back to Germany?  About a week before then, when Mikke came to visit.” 
 
    “Your school friend who moved over.” 
 
    “My ex-boyfriend.  My true love.  Yes.” 
 
    There was a knock on the door, as I tried to come to terms with what I was hearing.  She got up, as I considered the move.  The job.  She found the job for me.  She was fucking Mikke the whole time.  She had arranged all this. 
 
    “Hello sissy Paula.” Peter said, smiling and getting undressed, as Katya lay down next to me, rubbing my erect cock through the nightie.  “Paula, of course this is your choice, but I want you to give serious thought to fucking your wife now.  There’s really no point in delaying any longer.” 
 
    “I want you to do this, Paula.” She purred. 
 
    “It is your choice too.” I reminded her. 
 
    She grinned.  “It is, isn’t it?” She said, climbing up on me.  “But I want you to want it too.” 
 
    “I want you to want to do it.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    Peter leaned over and kissed me, as I felt her pussy envelop my cock.  That was it.  It was done. 
 
    “We’re over.” Katya breathed.  “This is the last time you will ever fuck a pussy.  Soon you won’t be able to get erect anymore anyway.  But I am done with you, and I’m going to be with the man I really love, not a low-life sissy whore who is really gay.  Admit it.  Say it.” 
 
    “I’m gay.” 
 
    “You are gay.” 
 
    “I’m gay!” 
 
    “Yes!  Yes!” She laughed, pulling me over so that I was on top as we fuck.   
 
    “I’m so gay!” 
 
    “I know what you need.  I always knew.” She whispered, as she pulled my buttocks apart, allowing for Peter to push his cock in me.  “Always.” She said, pulling away from me, and handing me over to my gay lover.  “Tell Peter you love him.  Tell your daddy.” 
 
    “I love you daddy.” I told him. 
 
    “I love you sissy.” He said, kissing my neck. 
 
    “Open your mouth sissy.” Katya said.  I did, and she let spittle dribble into my mouth.   
 
    With that, she walked away, and I heard her phone Mikke, telling it that it was done, the marriage was over, and that she loved him very much.  My marriage was effectively over. 
 
    Peter was talking, but my head was throbbing.  Sound was now just a whistle, as he fucked me harder and faster.  Finally, he came inside me, and reality came back.  Katya was already packing my sissy things.  My male clothes had already been binned. 
 
    Before I knew it, I was dressed in my sissy dress and saying goodbye to my wife. 
 
    “Welcome to your new life.” Peter told me. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Over the next two months of my employment, I continued to work, and to see Katya and Ingrid as part of the sessions.  Katya worked fast on the divorce papers, and using some of Peter’s back channels, managed to speed up the court process.  By the end of the month, Katya and I were divorced.   
 
    As the two months progressed, my time at work in the hotel grew less and less, and instead, I was on the street more often.  My first night working was difficult.  I was scared, and at the same time regretting what I had done.  However, after doing it a few times, and getting fucked regularly, I came to understand myself better.  The feeling of being a whore was amazing, especially as I began speaking to old friends back in the States and admitting what I was.  The insults and the humiliation made me feel more alive than ever, and I couldn’t help but feel good about myself. 
 
    Six months in, and I was on the streets almost constantly.  My breasts had formed to a larger A-cup, and I was scheduled for breast enlargement.  Peter no longer fucked me, which was fine as I was a whore, and had plenty of punters for that, but mainly he was disappointed that my expected female looks were not as great as he had hoped.  I still looked a little male, and to make me look perfect, would have required facial work.   
 
    Of course, Katya’s promises that we would still see each other never came to fruition.  I checked her website and some videos online, and saw that she became quite a popular dominatrix, which I was happy about.   
 
    After the breast enlargement surgery to E-cup, and some lip enhancement, Peter sat me down.  “I’ve decided not to keep you on.” He explained. 
 
    “But, I have nowhere else to live.  What am I to do?” I asked him. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but, you are very good, but I don’t find you in the least attractive.  I think it is time for you to leave.  You can continue to work on my street, and I will take a 40% cut for that, if you like.  But you must leave.” 
 
    Crying, I went back to my old apartment and knocked.  Eventually, Mikke opened.  I could see Katya in the back waiting on the bed in skimpy lingerie. 
 
    “What do you want?” Mikke asked. 
 
    “Um, Peter kicked me out.  I have no-where to go.” I cried. 
 
    “Well you are not welcome here sissy.” He snarled. 
 
    “Fuck off Paul!” Katya screamed.  “Fuck OFF!”  She stomped towards me.  “I know he kicked you out.  I know because it was my suggestion.  I want you to suffer.  I want you to live on the streets.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because we agreed.  Full ruin.  Did we not?” 
 
    “Yes, but…” 
 
    “Full ruin.  Only when you are on the streets, begging for money to fund a destructive drug habit, will I see that you are ruined.  Then we can talk about what next.  I told you, it was just the beginning.” 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “I told you.  It turns me on.” She grinned. 
 
    With that, she shut the door. 
 
    I walked away feeling hurt and dejected, and for some reason, deeply sexually excited.  I did not understand what was wrong with me.  After a day or two of defeatism, I came to the realization that my destiny was in my hands.  I was a gay whore, and I was good at it.  As long as I worked on Peter’s street, I would not make good money.  I needed to find my own way. 
 
    In the end, I moved to the centre of the city and walked the streets there.  In one night, I could service six or seven men.  After my latest sexual health check-up, I started on PrEP, as I realized I could make more money by going bareback.  Within a month, I had enough money to get a deposit on an apartment.   
 
    The next step was advertising my services online.  My apartment became a destination for gay and bi men to come fuck me however they wanted.  With it being my location, I could charge more, and I could essentially work how I wanted.  I ended up servicing more customers during the day and evening, rather than late night, which meant I had better sleep cycles.  By the time I was fully setup, I was seeing ten men per day, which was earning me a very nice amount of money, and I was officially registered as a sex worker. 
 
    My dressing style began to change too.  Whilst I enjoyed the sissy humiliation, I came to realise that if I ever wanted to get my life back in gear, I needed to start dressing better.  I began ordering nicer skirts and dresses, and saving up my money for a bit more plastic surgery to make myself look a little better.  I also started exercising to bulk myself up just a bit and add tone to my skinny body; after all, the E-cup boobs were heavy and soon enough my back would start to hurt. 
 
    Eventually, when I looked in the mirror, I found a very sexy woman, with soft features and long blonde hair.  Some may say I looked like a bimbo or a living doll, but at least I no longer looked masculine. 
 
    It was sometime later, that I bumped into Katya.  She was pregnant with Mikke’s child, and she looked happy, however, I knew her well enough to know that she was hiding something.  After some time, she said, “Mikke left me for another woman.” And she burst into tears. 
 
    “Why?” I asked her. 
 
    “The pregnancy freaked him out.  Well, also, we are not sure it is his baby.” She admitted.  “I have been sleeping with a lot of men, and some of my clients.” 
 
    I chuckled.  “A dominatrix is not meant to sleep with her clients.” 
 
    “I know.” She smiled.  “But I liked some of them, so I kind of including sex into it.  Not just like, now fuck me, but more making them feel worthless during sex.  Humiliation.” 
 
    “I get it.” 
 
    “Anyway, Mikke decided he couldn’t handle it, so I’m kind of alone, and I can’t actually work now I’m pregnant.  It’s turning off my regulars.” She stopped then looked up, drying her eyes.  “But hey, you look great.  I knew you would turn yourself around.  Are you seeing anyone?” 
 
    “No, I work from my apartment, and I’m doing well.  I’m not really interested in finding a boyfriend.  I maybe a gay sissy, but I’m not, erm, well, gay emotionally.  I don’t feel that way about being with a man.” 
 
    “I know.  I always knew.” 
 
    “Hey, I have a client soon, so I need to go.” 
 
    “Of course, yes.” She looked down, then up again.  “Maybe we can get a coffee sometime?” 
 
    “Sure.  I’d like that.” 
 
    I went home feeling confused but also slightly excited.  Katya had lied to me, cheated me, and ruined me, but I could not help but want to back with her.  Except, there was no way I would go back to her under the pretense of a normal relationship.  I had come to enjoy my work, realizing I was helping a lot of people who struggled with their identity and kept themselves in the closet.  I also enjoyed the sex. 
 
    It would be a week later that Katya called if I did not want to meet for a coffee and chat.  I agreed to do so, meeting at a café not far from my old apartment. 
 
    “You look great.  Very chic.” She said, kissing me on each cheek. 
 
    “Thanks, you do too.” Even with the bulge of the baby, she looked fit and good. 
 
    “Thanks.  Putting on the kilos now though.” We made friendly chit chat, until she finally asked the question I had been expecting.  “Have you ever thought about us getting back together?” 
 
    “Not really.” I replied.  “Not as we were anyway.” 
 
    “After Mikke left, I realized what I had lost.  I could have had a lot more with you than without you.  Don’t get me wrong, I don’t regret anything we did, because it was right at the time, but, once it was done, everything was just, I dunno, meh.” 
 
    “I thought about you, after we met last week.  If I got back with you, it would to be your slave, nothing else.  I would expect you to treat me as such, and still have lovers.” 
 
    “I would like that.” She said quietly. 
 
    “I would also have to continue my work as a prostitute.” 
 
    “Of course, I wouldn’t expect anything else.” I could see her eyes lighting up, and hope rising. 
 
    “I would expect you to treat me as bad as you did when you kicked me out.  Maybe even worse.” 
 
    “You don’t know just how dark my thoughts are.” She warned me. 
 
    “Good.  I want to find out the hard way.  No limits.” 
 
    “No limits.” She agreed with a smile.  “Come home sissy.  You belong with me.  You belong to me.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “It’s time to do what I should have done to begin with.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Put you in chastity, and tattoo you as mine.  Then it is time to call Rick.” 
 
    “Rick?” 
 
    “Rick always fancied me.  Maybe he can be Mikke’s replacement.  Maybe you will end up on the street again, so I can be with Rick.  You never know.” She grinned. 
 
    “That’s true Mistress.” I smiled back at her. 
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