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Part 10

I breathed out and sighed with nervousness.  My passport now read Candy Connor, changed by deed-poll and very quickly changed via an emergency passport change.  My picture was of me in my female persona.  As we sat at the gate in Stansted, my hands trembled ahead of the trip.  To my right sat Katya, hand in mind, and perhaps just as nervous, and next to her was Theresa and Mike, who were coming along for emotional support.  To my left was Trish from HR, herself scheduled for her operation the same day as me.

“Nervous?” She asked me.

“Terribly.” I replied.

“Me too.”

Dad had accompanied us to the airport, as we didn’t want to park there for three weeks, so he drove all of us except Trish.  He had walked us all the way up to security, where he pulled me in for a huge hug and said, “I’m so proud of you.  I’m so proud to have a daughter like you.”

The past few weeks had been very subdued from the BDSM side of things.  When Katya had arrived home that Friday afternoon, she had found Chris and her sister Ingrid in bed together, and they weren’t just fucking, but they were making love.  After some initial apologies and begging for forgiveness, Chris admitted that he had fallen for Ingrid.  Both were kicked out immediately, and I was sent the day after to Chris’ to pick up Katya’s things.

For the next week, Katya sobbed every single day.  She didn’t show up for work, and just cried.  Then, the following Saturday, she said, “I wanna go out.  A girlie night.”

“Why don’t you call Theresa?” I suggested.

“Sure, but I want you too.  Not as a sissy, as my girlfriend.  My best friend.”

She unlocked my cock and put the cage away, and called Theresa.  That night, Theresa arrived ready to party, in a tight red mini-dress, with boobs ready to burst out of the top.  Katya put on an off-the-shoulder black mini-dress, which appeared to tie on side.  I put on a very dark pink satin dress, which was very slinky, and contoured my massive fake tits.  Under that, I wore black seamed stockings.  The dress was so thin that the straps of the suspender belt were clearly visible.

We giggled at home as we drank champagne and did our make-up, and then, clutch bags in hand, we headed out to the awaiting taxi, who took us into London.

That night became crazy.  We bar hopped at the beginning, and I soon began to understand the benefits of being a hot girl in a bar.  I may have paid for one drink the whole night.  After that, we headed to the Ministry of Sound, where we danced like crazy.  Boys were glued to us all night.  In fact, after about an hour in the club, Katya grabbed me and pulled me in for a long deep kiss, and then passed me to Theresa.  Each other us kissed each other like we were preparing for a lesbian orgy, and that attracted a lot of attention. 

For me, attention came from a large black man named Devon.  He bought me a drink and we chatted for a while.  Eventually, I decided it was safest to come clean.

“I’m transgender.” I told him. “I’m sorry for leading you on.”

“Seriously?  Wow!” He gushed, putting his fist over his mouth.  “Man!  You’s hot like.  Listen, I ain’t judgy, you know what mean?  You’s hot as fuck and I still would like.”

I ran a finger down his chiselled chest.  “Would you now?  And what would you do to me?”

The next thing I knew, I was in the men’s toilets in the VIP section, with my lips mashing against his.  I was panting as my heart raced.  I ran my hands over his trousers, feeling his long hard cock begging to get out. I dropped to my knees and pulled it out, taking it all down in one go and feeling it grow inside my throat.  I let him deep throat me until tears ran from my eyes and I felt myself choke, and then I gasped for air, laughing.

“Fuck! You’re good.” He moaned.  “But I want your pussy.”

He pulled me up and spun me around, then he dropped to his knees and licked my asshole, before standing.

“Rubber.” I whispered, as I felt his raw cock pussy inside.

He didn’t reply, he just simply kept pushing.  I waited for him to say or do something, but then I just felt him push and pull until he was completely all the way in. 

“Condom.” I whispered again, but he began to rock in and out of me. 

I held my hands against the wall of the cubicle as he began to fuck me harder.  I felt his hand wrap around me and grab my cock, rubbing it.

“Oh yeah, oh fuck…” I moaned.  “Please, put a condom on.”

“No.” He whispered, kissing my neck.  “I’m clean.  It’s better like this.  And you have cumdump written on you.”

Oh shit, I thought.  And then I realised something much worse.  Both Katya and I had Chris’ name tattooed.  They would need to go.

Devon rubbed my cock faster until I came all over his hand, and then he brought it up for me to lick.  I felt him fuck me faster, as he began panting, and all of a sudden, he shot stream after stream of cum into me.

He pulled out and spun me around again, kissing me once again.  And then we dressed.

“That was amazing.  Thanks.” He told me.

“Would’ve been better with a condom.”

“I’m definitely clean, just as I hope you are.”

“I am.  I was tested recently.  I’m having surgery soon.”

“Good.” We went back out into the VIP area and kissed again.  “Can I get your number?  I’d like to see you again.”

“I’m sorry Devon.  This was just a girl’s night out.  Is that okay?”

He looked a little sad, but nodded.  “Sure, sure.  I understand.” And then he kissed me once more.  “Can I at least show you off to my mates?  Like, I don’t like wanna be that guy but you’re so hot and no-one will believe we fucked.”

“Sure.”

His mates were all jealous kids.  It was then that I found out that Devon was a first year in university.  He was a good kid, but I didn’t need the hassle of dating someone.

Katya had also pulled, so I spent my time dancing with Theresa.  At around three, we were in a taxi heading home, laughing about our night.  Both Katya and I had been fucked in the bathrooms, so for us, it was a successful night.

The Sunday following that, Katya and I ended up cuddling in front of the telly, in our nighties, eating take-out food and binge-watching Netflix serials.  By afternoon, we were making love as if it was our first time together.  We fucked until morning, and honestly, it was better than ever.  It wasn’t just standard sex.  We used every single toy we had available to just have a whole lot of fun.  I fucked her, she fucked me with a strap-on.  She fucked me and fucked me with a dildo, I did the same to her.  We used vibrators, nipple clamps, tens units.  We both had so many orgasms that we lost count.

My night, we were panting there and Katya was realising that things could always have been better.

“Honestly, this was better sex than I ever had with Chris.” She said.  “I don’t know what I was thinking.  The idea of your humiliation took away the focus from what I could’ve been doing with you.  I could’ve lost you.”

“But you didn’t Katya.  We’re together, and that’s what matters.”

She lay there quietly.  “I still want to have a boyfriend though.”

“I still want you to have a boyfriend.” I laughed.  Then something occurred to me.  “Don’t slap me for suggesting this, but, erm, have you considered Mike?”

“Mike has Theresa.”

“Yes, but, Theresa never wanted the marriage to end, and, well, what if we all got together?  What if you and Theresa got together?”

Katya stared at the ceiling.  “Do you think they would go for that?”

“I think they would, but why don’t we test the water for a bit, rather than tell them outright.  Let’s spend the next few weeks interacting with them.  See how you really get on with them, and then if it is right, then we say something.”

Nodding, Katya said, “I think it’s a good idea.”

Over the next couple of weeks, we hung out with Theresa and Mike almost daily.  What it meant was that I got to watch Katya make love with them, a lot, but on the flip side, I got to make love to Mike too.  And then the following Saturday, Katya had a suggestion. 

“I’d like to see Theresa and Candy make love.” Katya said.

“Good idea.” Theresa said, “I’ll get the strap-on.”

Mike chuckled.  “I think she means for you and Candy to make love, traditionally.”

“Oh.” Theresa replied, a little surprised.  “Um, are you okay with that Mike?”

“Honey, I’d be glad.”

For the first time in as many years, Theresa and I made love.  Not fuck, we made love, slowly and tenderly, with Katya and Mike watching.  I asked Katya later why she suggested it, and her reply was very clear.  “She loves you as much as I love you.  She’s your wife as much as I am your wife.  She should have the privilege to make love to you as much as I make love, and that will be a lot.  I want her to want you as much as I want you.”

The next day, Mike suggested joining us on our trip to Turkey.  “We can make a holiday out of it.”

On the day before the trip, Theresa stopped by alone to talk to us.

“I need to understand something.” She began.  “You’ve been seeing us a lot lately, and, well, I’ve even made love to your husband.”

“I made love to yours.” Katya smiled.

“That’s different.”

“No, it’s not.  Tom…Candy, is as much your husband as he is mine.  We want you both to be part of our lives, and well, eventually, for us all to live together.  We think there are things we can all do together which will be much more fun, than if we were to abandon this little slut.”

Theresa simply stared at us with an open mouth, and then her bottom lip began to trembled and her eyes welled up.  Her mouth closed as she began to sob.

“Hey, hey, hey.” I said, pulling her in for a hug.

“I missed so, so much!” She cried, and finally, it all came out.  This wasn’t just crying, this was years of regret and pain reaching the surface.  She turned and pulled at Katya, pulling her into the hug.  “I’m so glad he found you.  You’re the wife I could never be.”

“Don’t be silly!” Katya told her.  “It’s because you were so good to him that you ended up like this.”

“I don’t know how I can ever repay you.”

Katya held Theresa’s face in both hands and pulled her in for a long soft kiss.  “You can repay me, by being my partner, and allowing me to be yours.  You can repay me, by allowing me to be with Mike.”

“Of course!  Of course!  I love you!” Theresa told Katya, kissing her all over and literally falling backwards on the sofa together.  “I love you!  I love you!”

“I love you too Theresa.” Katya told her.  “More than I could ever love Chris.”

I didn’t want to put a damper on things, but I did have a question.  “What about Mark?”

Nodding, Theresa said, “he’s little.  He’ll learn.  Look, rather he has three mummies than no mummies.”

“Three?” I asked.

“How many women do you see here?” Theresa laughed and snorted, reaching for a tissue.

“Oh, wow.  I never thought of myself like that.  A mum.  Wow.” I began to well-up myself.

“Well, and a whore.” Theresa laughed.

“Haha.”

“Umm, I’m thinking she could do some extra work once he’s fit from the operation.” Katya noted.  “Maybe work the streets a little.  Maybe some porn.”

Theresa nodded.  “Porn is a good idea, but what about that card you got?”

I brushed that off.  “Ah, that was nothing.  I bet if I turned up there, they wouldn’t be interested.”

“What card?” Asked Katya, confused.

“Nothing.” I said.

With a stern look, Theresa said, “Not nothing.  We were out shopping, and an agent for a modelling agency gave him a card.  And not just any modelling agency, but the one which looks after Kate Moss.”

Katya’s eyes widened.  “You’re joking!”

“Nope.”

I shook my head.  “Look, it was one guy and who knows if he was really interested, or if he just didn’t want to get into my panties.”

“Oh come on!” Katya laughed.  “This could be your big break.”

“The company literally just paid for my operation.  I can’t just run off to be a supermodel.”

“Nobody is saying you need to do it full time, but still.”

“Didn’t you just want me to do porn?  What should I do first, be a hooker, a porn star or a supermodel?” I laughed.

The girls gave each other an incredulous look.  “We’ve created a monster.”

Before Theresa left, she made love to Katya.  Then, kissing us both, she left to go home and share the good news with Mike, and also spend a few more hours with Mark before he went to her mother’s.  Theresa and Mike would travel with us to Turkey, staying only a week.

The flight over was fine, and aside from some drooling looks from horny male travellers, nobody bothered me about my outfit, or who I was.  I was in pink hot pants, and a matching crop-top, covered by a pink tracksuit top, and pink Nike trainers.

The resort was literally right near the plastic surgery clinic, which meant that the others could have some fun, but still be on-hand to visit me.  The clinic itself was amazing and modern.  It felt more like a spa than a hospital and the food there was amazing.

In the end, we agreed that I would share a room with Trish, so we wouldn’t be bored together.  As such, we had the day before the operation to get final quick blood tests and checks, and generally relax.

“By the way, if you and Trish want to have one night of enjoyment, you can.  We won’t mind.” Katya and Theresa told me with a grin.

“Honestly, I think Trish sees me as a girlfriend.” I informed them.

Trish wasn’t bad looking by any stretch.  She had black curly hair and had some Indian heritage in her.  She had a larger backside than I was used to, and I guessed that was the reason she wanted bigger boobs, given that they were fairly small compared to her ass. 

As Trish and I lay in that room in separate beds, watching satellite TV and chatting about life, I began to get the feeling that maybe I was wrong about what I had told Katya and Theresa earlier.  Whilst I was telling Trish the story of how I end up like this, I noticed movement under her blanket.

“Is this turning you on?” I asked with a grin.

“Little bit, yeah.” She laughed.  “And I can’t just climb on your cock can I?  Katya would kill me.”

“No she wouldn’t.  She said if we want to fuck we can.”

“Did she?”

“She did to me.”

Trish was over in my bed in a flash, and my cock was in her mouth even faster.  I had to admit, she was damned good at oral, and I seriously worried I might cum too soon.  Thankfully, she stopped and climbed up onto my cock, riding me to two orgasms, before switching positions. 

Her pussy was very warm and wet, clearly she was more turned on that I thought by my story.  As we switched to missionary position, we kissed as I fucked her.  I felt her finger track down my back and end up at my anus, which she rubbed gently before pressing in and out a little, and then pushing inside completely.

“Do it to me too.  Put your finger inside me.” She whispered.

We both moaned as we fingered each other’s anuses, as we fucked, but I had to admit, it was an experience I could get used to. 

Trish and I fucked until midnight, when a nurse came in and told us to return to our own beds.  The young nurse smiled at us, as she had seen it all before.

“To be continued.” Trish giggled.

“Not until we’re healed.”

“We’ll find a way.  Maybe I’ll need to borrow you after.”

“I’m sure that can be arranged.” I chuckled.

The next day, we were both given an infusion and then a pill of some sort.  Then sometime after, I was wheeled out of the room, into an elevator, and then into a pre-op area, which was bustling with activity. 

A pretty young woman walked over to me wearing peach-coloured scrubs.  “I am Yasmin, I’ll be your anaesthesiologist today.  I will be with you the whole time, monitoring your drip and making sure you have a wonderful experience during the operation.  Do you have any questions for me?”

“No, I think I’m good.”

“Excellent.  We’ll begin in a few minutes. For now, just relax.”

Eventually, I wheeled in and given an infusion and a mask.  “Think of something relaxing, a holiday or something nice.”

I began to remember a holiday to Japan we had taken with Theresa, before we were married.  It was amazing, such a wonderful experience.  It was actually there that I realised how much I loved her…

When I awoke, I awoke to a huge amount of bustle again.  I was in some sort of recovery room connected to a monitor which was beeping.  Then some strange alarm sounded.

“Miss Connor, breathe deeply, in and out.  Come on now.  In and out.” A nurse said.  Miss Connor…

I focused on my breathing and found myself falling asleep again.

“No no, breathe, in and out. Wakey, wakey now.”

I looked in front of me and realised I couldn’t see past the huge mound in front of me.

“Are they my breasts?” I tried to say, which came out as a strange croak.

“Try not to speak.  We did minor work on your face and neck, but it’ll take some time until you’ll feel comfortable.”

When I arrived back in my room, Trish was not there.  She arrived back in two hours later.

“Ow.” She smiled.

“Is that at me or you?” I croaked you.

“More you.  Wow.  The invisible woman.” She said, referring to all the bandages around me.

The others came to visit me the next day, and asked if I needed anything, which I didn’t.  Mike was surprised to find me wearing stockings in a hospital bed, but I explained they were special ones to prevent thrombosis.

Two days after the operation, the surgeon visited us and removed the bandages and cleaned the drain, and then gave me a special soft bra to wear.  I had to admit, to me they looked bigger than my prosthetics. 

“They’re swollen.” The doctor told me.  “They will go down and they’ll soften.”

Looking over at Trish, hers seemed even bigger, and they were.

“I wanted huge tits.” She laughed.  “Always have done.”

“Everyone’s going to want to see HR after this.” I joked.

“I’m kind of hoping I won’t have to be in HR for long.  I always wanted to do glamour modelling.  We’ll see.”

Over the coming days, the pressure and pain began to wear off and things started to look better.  The bruising on my face began to fade and honestly, I was already seeing the improvements.  The day after Theresa and Mike flew home, my cast came off my nose, to reveal my new dainty nose; except, what I saw was swollen and pretty grotesque.  Luckily, I wasn’t nervous as I read it can sometimes take up to a year to see the final results.

“We put a cast on in case of any fracturing, but we don’t believe there was any.” The doctor explained.  “I think with the way this is looking, you’ll be good in five months or so.  Your facelift will be healed at around three weeks, when you leave here, and I think in about eight weeks after that, it’ll be perfect.  Your tracheal shave was a complete success.  The stitches are already out, I see, and honestly, the swelling is minimal.”

Finally, two weeks later, it was time for me to fly home.  My follow-up appointments were in their London clinic, but I was actually happy already.  My nose was not looking bad, and my face was already showing improvement.  My breasts were still huge, but slowly I had seen a slight reduction in the swelling.

Trish was over the moon with hers, and she couldn’t help but tell me that she owed me big time.  I brushed it off and told her that I would do it again for her, anytime.

Over the next few weeks, things improved, with the swelling disappearing, leaving two very beautiful breasts, which Katya, Theresa and Mike couldn’t wait to play with. 

Two weeks after our arrival back, we sat down with Theresa and Mike to discuss plans.  Theresa had not told Mike about our conversation and he was completely unaware of the plan for all of us to be together.  Once we told him, he behaved exactly how Theresa did.  It was something heart-warming to see such a tough guy reduced to tears of joy.  He grabbed me and pulled me in for a kiss, but this wasn’t just any old kiss.  This was a kiss full with love.

“I have missed you so fucking much all these years.” He confessed.  “So yes, so very much yes, we will live with you.”

Katya rested a hand on each of their legs.  “We’re not just talking about separate rooms here.  We’re talking about another bed into the master bedroom, and all of us living together, as equal partners.”

“Except me.” I pointed out.

“You too.”

“With all due respect, I don’t want to be an equal partner.  I’m a sissy.”

“You’re not a sissy anymore.  You’re a woman.”

“No, I’m a good looking sissy, with tits.” I laughed.  “And that will never change.  I want to be your slave, and I want to be your slut, and your whore.  I’m looking forward to walking the streets from time to time, seriously.  I want to try it.”

“Then we’ll make that happen.”

Mike and Theresa moved in the following weekend, and we made sure to show Mark his new room, which he loved. Of course, we spoiled him rotten, buying him all sorts of toys. 

Once I felt I was healed enough, I dressed up in a pink metallic bra, black suspender belt, black panties, and black fishnet stockings, and over that, a matching pink metallic micro-skirt.  I also added matching pink arm-covers too.  I then put on black patent leather thigh-high boots, and did my make-up ultra-slutty.  Finally, I styled my newly bleached-blonde hair, which was now fairly long, and grabbed a pink purse, into which I put condoms, cigarettes and my phone.

As I descended the stairs, the others gasped.

“Where are you going dressed like that?” They asked.

“Work.” I smiled. 

I had been Googling where was the place for me to go to be safe for a few days before, and in the end, I chose the area around King’s Cross.  As I strolled the area, eventually a car pulled up.

“How much love?” The man asked.  He was in a BMW, but wearing a bomber jacket and quite overweight.

“One-twenty.  I’m TS, yeah?” I told him.

“Oh right.  Never mind then.” And he drove off.

I suddenly realised my problem.  I didn’t look trans, and the people who were stopping were generally not interested.  I did get my first customer about an hour later, who seemed intrigued by the fact I was transsexual.  We drove a couple of miles, and pulled up outside a fairly nice building off Edgeware Road.  The man, small, with short grey hair and wrinkles, seemed a little nervous.  He was probably in his late fifties, early sixties, but seemed clean.

“Um, here’s your cash.” He said, handing over the money.

I accepted it, and then began to kiss him.  As we kissed, I led him to his bed, whilst gently rubbing his cock.  The whole thing felt terribly dirty, and I loved it.  Finally, I pulled down his pants, and removed them, and then removed his boxers to reveal a fat uncut cock.  I expertly took it in my mouth.

“Fuck, you’re a hot slut, huh?” He moaned, beginning to find his voice.  “Yeah, slut, suck that dick.”

I moaned as I sucked and rubbed it, before pushing him back on the bed and kissing him again.  As I climbed on top of him, I lowered myself onto his cock, moaning as I felt him enter me.  I rode him for all of about thirty seconds, before he let out a groan and came.  I immediately realised my mistake.

“Shit.” I said. “I forgot the condom.”

“I’m clean.  I don’t do this normally.  I’m a married man, but the wife is away.  Are you clean?  Shit? Should I go get tested?” He began to panic and I relaxed a bit.

“No, I’m clean.  I was more worried about you being clean.”

“I am.  I’ve only slept with my wife.  Honest, I’ve never done this before.”

“Okay. Shit, I can’t forget again.”

“Probably for the best love.” He chuckled.  “Is this your first time?”

“Yep.  You’re my first.”

“Why are you doing it?” He seemed sad, as if I needed to do this.

“Hehe, I’m doing this because it turns me on.  I’m a businesswoman otherwise.  I have money, and I’m not on drugs.  Just wanted some fun.”

He smiled.  “Well, that makes sense.”

I felt horny, and he was starting to get hard again, probably helped along by my hand rubbing his cock and balls.

“Ready to go again?” I asked him.

“I don’t have more cash.”

“Consider this one a freebie.” I told him, getting on all fours.  “You do the work this time.”

“Gladly.”

By the time I got home at five in the morning, I had managed to earn over a thousand pounds.  One of my punters was actually a young couple who were over from the US on holiday and wanted a threesome with a woman. When the girl found out I was trans, she wanted me even more, even though her boyfriend was not convinced.  Her boyfriend sat watching as I made love to his girlfriend, and then bit by bit, he moved over and kissed her whilst I fucked her.

“Fuck her whilst she fucks me.” She said, and the next thing I knew I had a cock up my ass, and for the second time that night, I forgot to mention the condom, even though I was wearing one with her. 

When I told the others about my night, Katya made a point of sending me immediately to a drop-in clinic to get an urgent test, and I was given a dose of medicine as a precaution.  Of course, the test was negative, but I would need to go for more tests later.  I was immediately given PrEP and told to use it.

I decided that the street was not the best place for me to work, so instead, contacted another transsexual who was advertising a space in her exclusive club near Paddington.  I let her know my circumstances and why I’m doing it, and that it would not be a daily job, but rather once or twice a week.

“Honey, I don’t mind.” She told me.  “I have a few girls like us here, and your details will appear on our website. People can select you and they’ll know when you work.  The only thing is, we require you to show your face.  Is that okay?”

“Sure.” I replied.  “The chance that I’ll be seen is minimal.”

“True.  I’m looking forward to your start.”

Of course, my tests came back negative, and a week later, I began working Friday and Saturday nights at the club.  The girls were all friendly and made a commitment to look after each other.  I was the only English girl there, the rest were either from Thailand, Brazil or Russia. 

I was actually surprised at how busy it was, with people coming in all night.  There were no mistakes with the condoms this time, and I actually felt proud to call myself a real whore. 

At home, Theresa, Mike and Katya became closer, with Katya deciding she wanted to have a baby with Mike.  Surprisingly, when she announced that, Theresa announced that she wanted a baby with me.

A few weeks later, Theresa was pregnant with my baby, and I began to wonder if it made sense for me to continue being a prostitute.  “I’m going to need to focus on my real work, I guess.” I told them a little disappointed.

“Actually,” Katya said, “I’ve decided to postpone the pregnancy.”

“Why?” I asked.

“I was called into the office yesterday, where I found out our office is shutting and we’re moving into yours.  The merger.” She stated.  “I’ve been offered Gavin’s old job.”

“Wait…” I said, pausing.  That role had been unfilled ever since Gavin left.  Essentially, leadership in the Nordics all said we managed fine without a division head.  “So, I’ll report to you?”

“Yep.”  She grinned.  “And Chris, who recently broke up with Ingrid.”

My cock became hard.  “Please tell me you’re taking him back.”

Mike and Theresa grinned in excitement as Katya stepped towards me.

“I already have.  I’ve been fucking him since the week we got back from Turkey.  I forgot how much I love him.  I begged him to take me back.  I pleaded with him.”

“Oh my god.” And for some strange reason, I asked, “What about me?  Will you leave me?”

She walked over to her briefcase and handed me a set of papers.  They were divorce papers.  “Essentially, you need to sign everything over to me and Theresa.  Read them.”

I didn’t.  I signed them. 

“Good.”

That was the end of it.  I tried to get more information, but she didn’t give it to me.  On Monday, I walked into the office, where I was called into the new Area VP’s office.  There sat Katya and Trish, both grinning like the cat who caught the mouse.

“It’s come to our attention,” Trish began, “that you have been moonlighting as a prostitute.  Obviously, that goes against our corporate policies, and we’re going to need to let you go.  There’ll not be a severance package.”

“Sorry honey, you can’t work as a salesperson and a hooker.” My now ex-wife told me.  “And, well, we’ve of course had to inform every single one of your customers and also all the companies who might consider hiring you, so, I’m sorry, you don’t have a chance anymore.”

I stared at them with a wide-open mouth, and then hugged them both hard.  “Thank you so much.” I told them.

“You’re welcome baby.” Katya told me.  “I love you.”

“I love you too.” I turned to Trish.  “Thank you, Trish.”

“I’d do anything for you, you know that.”

“I know.”

I headed home, where I found Chris with Theresa, and Mike. 

“You look amazing, by the way.” Chris told me.  He took me into his arms and we kissed, and minutes later, he was fucking my ass, as Mike fucked my mouth.  And by my face, Theresa broke the biggest news of all.

“I fooled you baby.  I’m not pregnant with your kid, but Chris’.  We’ve been fucking for a while too.  We decided it was for the best, seeing as Katya needs to focus on work.  But the good news is, you can now go full-time with your new profession.  We all know that is what you always wanted.  To be a ruined whore.”

I sat on my bed, and looked down at my cock, all wrapped up in steel once again.  This time, Chris didn’t use a padlock, but fused a piece of steel in, using metal glue.  That was not coming off without a blow torch or a metal cutter.  This was my life now, and for the first time, I could relax.

As I prepared to go to work, I opened my underwear drawer and found the business card from the agent.  I tore it up and threw it away. 

There was a knock on the door, and Theresa walked in with Katya.

“Are you ready to begin your new life?” Theresa asked me.

“Yes.” I replied.

“Good,” said Katya, pulling out a syringe.  “You wanted to ruined for real, right?”

“Yes, I did.  I do.”

“There’s no going back now.  It’s over.  You and I, and Theresa.  We love you too much to not give this to you.” Katya explained.  “And well,” she grinned and shivered with excitement.  “I couldn’t get the fantasy out of my head.  It turned me on so much, to force you to be a gay whore for the rest of your life, with no escape, ever.  I knew from the moment you told me your fantasy, that I must make it happen.  I never gave up.  It was always my plan to ruin you.”

I looked at the brown liquid in the syringe, and knew that was not tina.  As she injected me, she said, “don’t worry, I spoke with Carrie and told her the situation.  You can live there, in your room and she will give you your next doses.  She said you can work off the cost.  But we agreed that you can never leave.  If you leave, it is because she will sell you to someone, but she owns you now.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“We really do love you, you know.” Theresa said.  “And that is why we need to accept we’ll never see you again, and fulfil your true fantasy.  Your parents have been informed and they understand that they need to do what is right for you to be happy, so they have asked that you don’t reach out to them for help, because they won’t.  Neither will your friends.”

I felt the heroin flow through me, and for the first time realised, that this time, they had done it right.  I really was a ruined whore, with no way back.

I awoke to find myself in my dingy little room in the brothel.  I opened the cupboard to find all my sissy dresses and whore clothes; all my nice clothes, were gone.  I tried to open the door, only to find it was locked.  A few minutes later, the door opened, and my boss Carrie walked in.

“Come on now, back on the bed.” She said, holding another syringe of heroin.  “Time for your next dose, and your first customer is waiting.  By the way, Katya says you don’t use condoms anymore, so I have taken those away and upped your rates.  But you’re on PrEP, so who cares right?  You’re just a filth gay whore now.”

With that, she injected me, and then left, locking the door.  I stared down at myself, in the sexy white lingerie I was wearing, my huge DD-cup boobs, and my permanently caged cock, and I realised, I was happy.  This was my fantasy, and it was now never-ending, because all I am, and ever will be, is a ruined sissy whore, passed from man to man, with no freedom. 

The End
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