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I used to be in management. I used to make a decent wage at a fiber optics company. But five months ago I was laid off.


Now I wake up every morning and fix coffee for my wife Denise before she heads to her job as a successful designer for a massive furniture chain. The first couple of months I tried to hop right back on the horse. I updated my resume and contacted everyone I knew to see who might be hiring. But all the jobs seemed to have dried up in the area, and Denise didn’t even want to consider the idea of moving. She was happy with her career.

But as the weeks rolled by, she grew increasingly unhappy about my unemployment, and I grew more and more hopeless and depressed.

“You’re not pulling your weight around here,” she said one evening over dinner. She tucked her blond hair behind one ear and sipped her wine.

“I’m sorry,” I said. I’d taken on all the housework and cooking to try to make up for it. “I’m looking every single day. I’m just not sure there’s anything out there right now.”

“Anything you’re willing to take,” Denise said. “Maybe you need to lower your standards a little.”

“You want me to deliver pizzas?”

“I want you to contribute to this household.”

“I am,” I said. “I’m trying.”

“Not hard enough,” she said, getting up from the table. “Clear the fucking dishes.”

She talked to me that way sometimes. She’d done it more the longer I was out of work. A power shift had taken place in the marriage. I had unintentionally become the stay-at-home husband, and she had begun to treat me with less and less respect. I took it because my self-esteem was almost completely gone. Almost.

I cleared away the dishes, and after that I refilled her wine and poured her a bath.

Two days later small package arrived in the mail addressed to Denise. When she got home, her eyes lit up. 

“I think this might help get us on track,” she said, slicing along the tape with the scissors. 

I didn’t know what it was when she first pulled it out, but soon enough I understood. The concentric metal rings. The tiny lock. She’d ordered me a chastity device. 

“I don’t know about this,” I said.

She looked at me. “I do. I’ve been doing some research of my own. I think part of your problem is motivation.”

“I really don’t think that’s it.”

“How many times a week do you sit around jerking off to porn? For that matter, how many times a day?”

I felt myself blush. I didn’t really want to answer that question. Masturbation was one of the few small pleasures I had to look forward to these days. Now she wanted to take that away from me? 

She stood there in her business suit and heels, looking down at me over her glasses, the cage in her hand. The thing was, I loved her. I felt compelled to go along with just about anything she said. I already felt like a failure, but if Denise left me, I thought I’d completely fall apart. And maybe she was right. The thought of giving her control over when and how I got off actually sounded kind of arousing.

“Okay,” I said.

She smiled at that. “All right. Pull down your pants.”

“Now?”

“No time like the present,” she said.

I pulled down my sweatpants and boxers. I was almost fully erect.

“Oh, for Christ’s sake,” she said. “How am I supposed to put it on when you’re like that?”

“Well,” I said. “We haven’t made love in a while. We could—”

She kicked me in the balls.

I grunted and fell to my knees.

“When you start acting like a man, I’ll start treating you like one,” she said. “Now stand up.”

I struggled to my feet, the pain spreading up my belly all the way to my throat. That had done the trick, though. My hard-on had wilted away.

She crouched down, and I stood there, my balls aching, as she worked out how to fasten the ring around my balls and affix the cage. She kept referring to the instructions, and all the while I thought I might get hard again. I tried to think unsexy thoughts. I tried to go over a mental shopping list. Did we have enough peanut butter? I didn’t want to get hit in the balls a second time.

Finally she clicked the lock in place. 

“Good,” she said. She jingled the tiny keys. “I think I’ve got a chain for these.”

She walked into the bedroom, and I heard her fishing around in her jewelry box. When she returned, she wore a silver chain, one key dangling between her breasts. I guess she hid the other one.

“Well, I feel better already,” she said. “How about you?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

She looked at me. That look said she knew I needed her, that she had completely control over me. That look was daring me to screw up.

“Here’s something for you to think about,” she said. “You’re not getting out of that thing until you start earning your keep. Do you understand that?”

“Yes,” I said.

She grabbed my face with one hand and squeezed until my lips puckered. “Yes what?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She let go of my face, pushing me backwards. “Good. Now where’s my fucking dinner?”

After the cage went on, I became frantic in my job search. I’d already put my resume on every job website I could find, but I updated it and began sending it unsolicited to companies hours away. I signed up with temp agencies. I scoured the classifieds. The only responses I got were for minimum wage jobs and scams. 

I reported to Denise every evening when she got home, but after a week of this she’d had enough. She came home one Friday night, and without saying a word grabbed me by the hair on the back of my head and dragged me to the kitchen table. She sat in a chair. I was forced to my knees.

She sat down, crossed her legs, and took off her glasses.

“Okay look,” she said. “I don’t know if you’re incredibly lazy or just stupid and competent. Either way, you’re not the man I married.”

I started to mumble a response, but she slapped me on the side of the head. 

“Shut the fuck up until I’m finished,” she said. “Do you want me to leave you?”

“No,” I said quickly. “Please, no.”

She straightened up. “Then you’re going to do exactly what I say, without question. Do you understand, or are you too fucking stupid to wrap your head around that?”

“I understand.”

She smiled. “Good, because I've been thinking about your situation a lot, and I've come up with a solution. You’re going to be my whore. We’re going to see if that ass of yours is completely worthless, or whether somebody might pay to use it.”

Her whore? Besides being illegal, prostitution was about the most degrading thing I could think of. That's probably why she'd suggested it. I felt like I'd failed her and failed our marriage. A year ago I never would have thought the idea was possible. But kneeling on the floor before her I realized it was inevitable.

"But who—" I began.

"I guess we'll see," she said. "But nobody's going to want a piece of you looking like that."

The look on my face must have been a mixture of confused and disgusted. She laughed.

“Come on,” she said. “We have some shopping to do.”

We were on a budget, of course. So we went to a thrift store. Denise made me try on the trashiest women’s clothing they had. The woman at the register just shook her head when I headed into the dressing room with a turquoise sequin dress, an oversize mini-skirt, a wedding dress, and a pink prom dress. I tried on several pairs of high heels, settling on red and black. We got me four outfits with shoes for less than forty dollars.

We didn’t find any wigs at the thrift store, but there was a costume shop about a mile from our house. We bought a pink and a blond wig for fifteen dollars each.

In the car she said, “You're already in the hole. You need to earn all this shit back.”

At home, Denise ordered me to draw a bath, not for her, but for me.

“You look like a goddamn gorilla,” she said. “I want your body smooth from the ears down.”

I shaved my entire body, nicking myself in several places. My back was especially hard to shave, but by contorting myself I managed to get it reasonably smooth. The chastity device was also difficult to shave around, but I did my best. The tub sink nearly clogged with all the hair, so I had to scrape it out and throw it in the trash.

She laughed when I stepped out naked and shaved.

“You look like a giant baby,” she said. “I giant, pathetic baby.”

She ordered me to get the cling wrap from the kitchen. I wasn’t sure what for, but I knew better than to ask. 

When I handed it to her, she said, “I’m not going to waste money on a corset for you, but we can’t have that gut hanging out.” She had me hold the wrap against my belly as she wrapped my midsection tight.

Next I put on the sequined dress. 

“Hm,” she said. “You’ve got man boobs, but they’re not quite big enough. They’ll do for tonight, but I’ll need to figure something out going forward.”

Tonight? I thought she was just having me trying on clothes. I didn’t know she meant to have me actually do anything tonight. That was the point when I thought about stopping everything, while I still had some shred of self-control and dignity. How low would I go? Part of me felt like I deserved every humiliation she could put me through. I’d let her down. I’d let myself down. And now I was paying the price.

“Go get my makeup box,” she said. “I’m going to show you how to fix yourself up.”

She showed me how to apply mascara, eye shadow, base, and blush. I put on the reddest, more whorish lipstick in the box, a thick coating. When I went to put it back in the box she stopped me.

“Here,” she handed me one of her old tiny handbags. “Keep the lipstick. You’re gonna need it.”

After I was dressed and made up, it was nearly nine o’clock. I had a sinking feeling in my stomach about what might happen next. She made me stand in front of the mirror. In my pink wig and turquoise dress, I actually thought I looked pretty good as a woman. Chunky, but the wrap was holding my gut in. 

“You are one ugly fucking woman,” she said. “We just need to find some sickos with very low standards.”

I hobbled in my heels to the car, and we got in, Denise driving.

“Okay,” she said. “We’re gonna head up the interstate for about twenty miles. I’m gonna drop you off at the A1 Truck Stop near exit forty-one.”

Oh god, I thought. No.

“They’ve got a 24-hour café in there,” she said. “You’re gonna go in there, sit down, and order a cup of coffee. And when some trucker wants to take you back to his rig, you’re gonna go. I think a nice introductory rate of ten bucks is fine. We can raise the price as you get more customers.”

“Ten dollars for what?” I asked.

“Whatever the fuck they want. Get some condoms while you’re there.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“I’ll pick you up at eight in the morning. Now get in there and earn your fucking keep.”

I stopped in the convenience store on the other side of the truck stop and bought a box of condoms. The girl at the register had a nose ring and black lipstick. She snorted lightly and shook her head as she rung me up.

Then I walked into the truck stop café. By then any semblance of my old self was gone. I was completely debased. Not everyone looked at me, but it felt like they were. 

I sat down at the counter. An older woman whose nametag said she was “Betty” sighed as she took my order. 

“Just a cup of coffee?” she said. “Nope, honey. We’re not doing that. You need to order some food or get the fuck out of here.”

If I'd been a regular customer, I doubt she would have talked to me like that. But of course she could tell I was a prostitute. A man in his thirties dressed up like a cheap whore, and she wasn't going to treat me like a regular customer.

I ordered a breakfast special with eggs and toast. That seemed to satisfy her.

A fat guy in a t-shirt and a cap with a tractor on it came up to the register to pay his bill. He looked at me sideways, then hooked his thumb at the door and nodded at me. Holy shit. I'd only been here five minutes, and I already had my first customer.

A lump formed in my throat. I swallowed hard and nodded back.

The waitress put down my plate. I took a ten dollar bill out of my purse and put it on the counter as I got up.

She rolled her eyes. “You coming back?”

“Yes,” I said. “I mean, I don’t know.”

She just sighed and walked away, leaving the plate. I hurried out the door after my first client.

He was halfway to a blue rig. I fell in beside him, struggling to keep up in my heels. My feet were killing me.

He glanced sideways at me and smirked. “How much?”

“Ten,” I said, trying to sound like a girl and feeling ridiculous, like I was in some nightmarishly bad high school play.

He laughed. “If you’ll suck my dick for ten,” he said. “You’ll do it for five.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “The price is ten.”

“Then go back and eat your fucking eggs.”

We were at the truck. He pulled himself up and opened the door.

“Okay,” I said. “Five.”

He laughed, then like a doorman, he pulled the door open and waved me inside. “After you, miss.”

I climbed up, and he slapped me on the ass as I got in.

The cab of the truck smelled funky, like tobacco and wet shoes. I sidled over to the passenger’s seat as he got in next to me. 

He didn’t waste any time, unzipping his jeans and pulling out a fat little knob of a cock. I just looked at it.

“There it is, missy,” he said. “Get to suckin’.”

I pulled up my fake pink hair with one hand, knelt down, and put my lips around his cock. It tasted like hamburger meat that was about to go bad. He wasn’t fully hard, so I suckled on his soft cock, my nose in a soft tuft of his public hair. Finally he began to stiffen, filling my mouth.

I began to move my head up and down, careful not to scrape him with my teeth. I’d never done this before, but having received a few blow jobs myself, I had a pretty good idea of what would work.

I brought my hand up to grab the base of his shaft, and squeezed it while I bobbed up and down slowly. 

“Make some noise, bitch,” he said. I glanced up at him. His head was back, his eyes closed, and mostly what I saw was the fat of his double chin.

I put my head back down and got to work, moaning and making loud slurping noises.

“Yeah, that’s good,” he said. 

While I worked, I tried not to gag. The taste and the smells were bad enough without the fat tip of his cock bumping up against the back of my throat. But I managed to keep the reflex in check. I closed my eyes, sucking, pumping with my fist, trying to make him feel good.

After a while my jaw began to get sore. I picked up the pace to try to get him to cum, but he pinched my arm hard and told me to slow down. So I kept it nice and steady for a long time.

Finally he grabbed the back of my neck, and I felt his whole body tense up.

“Don’t stop, bitch,” he said. So I didn’t.

I kept pumping the base of his shaft and stroking it with my lips, and finally a fountain of hot sludge erupted in my mouth. The spunk tasted foul: a dank, sour, salty mixture.

“Swallow it,” he said. “Choke it all down.”

I sat up with what felt like half a cup of cum in my mouth. Now my gag reflex really started to kick, but I knew if I threw up on him I wasn’t getting my money and this would all have been for nothing.

So I closed my eyes and gulped it down, all of it.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

I did, only a couple of thin, sticky strands between the roof and my tongue.

He laughed, then reached into his shirt pocket. He thumbed through a stack of twenties until he got to a five, then threw it in the floorboards. 

“Get the fuck out of my truck, you sicko.”

I scrambled on the floorboards, sticky from dried soda and what I guessed was tobacco spit, and retrieved the bill. I fumbled with the door, but finally got it open, then climbed out of the truck into the night air.

I took a deep breath, thankful for the fresh air, but as he started up the truck my nose filled with diesel exhaust. I coughed.

When the truck was gone, I uncurled the five dollar bill and looked at it in the violet-white glow of the truck stop lights. 

It was the first money I’d earned in over six months.

I headed back toward the café, wondering if my eggs were still waiting for me on the counter. Maybe a bite to eat would help get the taste out of my mouth. I didn't make it very far.

“Hey,” a man’s voice called out from the darkness.

I stopped, looking in the gap between two semis. The man stepped out of the shadows and my heart sank. He was short, with a blond crewcut and a pug nose under mirrored glasses. He wore the tan uniform of the highway patrol.

“Get your ass over here,” he said.

I paused, wondering if I should just kick off the heels and run for it, but that was idiotic. Resigned to my fate, I walked toward him, my heels clicking on the asphalt.

The little plastic nameplate on his chest read: Dugland. Sounded like the worst amusement park ever. I gave a nervous little laugh and immediately regretted it.

“Something funny?” he asked.

“No, officer.” I didn’t bother trying to sound effeminate. 

“Got any ID?” 

“No sir,” I said, and it was true, though I wasn’t sure if this was good or bad. Probably bad.

He looked me up and down, then scratched his chin.

“Get in the cruiser,” he said.

“Officer, I just—”

“I didn’t say talk,” he said. “I said get in the fucking cruiser.”

I staggered into the darkness, thinking this was it, I was going to jail for hooking exactly once. I didn’t have any co-workers to be humiliated in front of, or a job to lose. But my family was sure to find out. And even though it wasn't my fault, Denise would be furious.

I opened the back seat door and got in. To my surprise, the patrolman walked to the other side and also got in the back seat. I wasn’t sure what was going on, until he unzipped his fly and worked his cock out with one hand. Unlike the trucker, he was fully erect, bigger than I expected for a guy his size.

I tried to look into his eyes, but instead, warped reflections of myself stared back in his sunglasses. I knew what I was supposed to do anyway.

I pulled back my hair and started to lean down.

“No,” he said. “Freshen up your lipstick first.”

I straightened, then opened my purse. I opened up the pocket mirror and saw that indeed most of the lipstick was gone. Sucking dick does that apparently. I took out the tube and slathered on a fresh layer of red, then put everything away and got to work again.

I started to make noises as if I were enjoying it. Was I enjoying it? With my dick locked up, I couldn’t get hard. There was an undeniable thrill, but that was difficult to distinguish from outright fear. 

“Just shut the fuck up and suck,” he said. Some guys like noise, some don’t.

I reached out to grab the base of his cock. He didn’t like that either.

“Put your hands behind your back, Mindy. And keep them there.” Why had he called me that?

I wondered if he might cuff me, but he didn’t need to. I held my hands behind my back and bobbed my waxy lips on his cock. He came quickly, and it seeped out of my mouth onto his cock, dribbling down his balls. 

“Clean that shit up, Mindy,” he said. “All of it.”

So I swallowed what was in my mouth and proceeded to lick his balls, sucking pockets of cum out of his hair and getting lots of little hairs in my mouth.

When I’d gotten most of it, he said, “Okay, Mindy. That's fine.” Then he zipped up and looked at me with those eyeless eyes. 

“Why do you keep calling me that?” I asked.

“Mindy was my ex-wife.” That was all the explanation I got, and I guess all I needed. Either way, Officer Dugland had just given me my hooking name. “Now get the fuck out of my cruiser.”

My plate of food actually was still waiting for me. Everything was cold, of course, and there was a big gobbet of spit on the eggs. I looked at the waitress, who winked at me.

I ate it all anyway. I was hungry, and a little spit paled next to what I’d already put in my mouth. 

Hooking involves a lot of waiting. I found that out on my first night. After I ate and paid, I freshened up my lipstick again, then sat at the counter nearly another hour before a skinny old man in overalls tapped me on the shoulder.

He had a long grey moustache, and when he smiled at me, I could see two teeth missing on either side. I nodded and followed him.

The old man was in an old Ford pickup with a travel trailer. Once he got me inside, he thumbed down his overalls to show his old cock, poking from a cluster of wiry gray hairs. 

“Go on and climb on up there,” he said, nodding to the bed extending from the wall. “Get your ass up in the air for me.”

I took a condom out of my purse. “Can you wear this, please?” I asked. 

I expected a protest, but he snatched it out of my hand, ripped open the package, and rolled it on quicker than I would have thought possible. I crawled up onto the bed and hiked up my dress.

He cackled when he saw my cock cage, but didn’t waste any time. He pushed into me, and I tried to relax, but it was difficult. I felt like someone was going at my insides with a plunger.

The old man grabbed me by the hips and pumped away, sniffing every few seconds for some reason. He finished quickly, too, letting out a low whine when he came. He pulled out and pinched my ass.

I got up and pulled down my dress. He slipped off the condom and dropped it in a plastic grocery bag hanging on a nail in the wall. 

"That was my first time," I said, not knowing why I felt the need to say so.

He laughed at that. "You're not the first cherry I popped," he said, pulling up his overalls. "But that's fine to know. How'd you like it?"

"I liked it a lot."

He laughed. "You need to learn to lie better if you're gonna be a good whore."

But I wasn't sure how much I was lying. The experience certainly wasn't pleasant, but being used like that, fucked like that, and knowing I was serving Denise, that part I liked.

He reached into his back pocket, and got his wallet. He opened it and looked at me with eyebrows raised.

“Ten dollars,” I said.

He cackled at that and handed over a ten dollar bill.

I was on a roll.

I earned sixty-five dollars that first night. Most wanted blow jobs, and though my jaw hurt, I thought I was getting pretty good at it.

Denise’s car pulled up a little after nine, an hour after she said she’d pick me up. I walked, wobbling, out to the car. Halfway through the night, I’d checked my feet to find bloody blisters on both heels. I didn’t understand how women could wear those things all the time.

I got in the car.

“How’d we do?” she asked.

I dug in my purse for the money and handed over fifty. She thumbed through it and sighed.

“Is this all of it?”

“There are some ones and some change,” I said.

“How the fuck are there ones and change?”

“I bought some food,” I said. “And one man wouldn’t pay the full ten.”

She laughed bitterly and shook her head. “When exactly did I give you permission to buy something to eat?”

“I just—”

“We both know I didn’t. How many dicks did you suck?”

I started to count in my head.

“Did you swallow?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“All of them?”

“Yes.”

“Well,” she said, “a belly full of cum should have been nourishment enough.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She reached over and grabbed my balls, squeezing hard. I jerked forward, hitting my head on the dash.

“And don't you ever haggle,” she said in my ear. “Your whore mouth and whore ass both belong to me, and I’ll price them how I please. You don’t get to mark them down.” She let go, but thumped my right nut with her fingernail, which hurt like hell.

“I’m sorry,” I said, still hunched over.

“Not yet, you aren’t,” she said. “You’re not getting off that easy. I’m taking a belt to you when we get home.”

I started crying. I was so tired. My midsection was hot and sweaty from the cling wrap. My feet were killing me. And now my balls were throbbing. 

“Oh please,” she said. “Shut the fuck up. You finally did something worthwhile, earned a little money. It’s not much, but it’s a start.”

She grabbed me by the chin and tilted my face up to hers. 

“You better get that shit out of your system,” she said. “Tonight I’ve got you booked for a bachelor party.”

She let go of my face and started the car. 

We headed home to a new morning, and for both of us, a new life.
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