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PROLOGUE

“Oh hello Tracy, how are you?” Karen Wilder said as Tracy walked down the stairs of his apartment block.  Karen and Tony Wilder were the only other permanent couple in the old brick apartment block, apart from Tracy and his wife Fiona.  The rest of the block was either taken up by single pilots or crew who were almost never home, or Airbnb short-term renters.  They had lived there for years, having initially rented the apartment before being offered the chance to buy at a great price, which they immediately accepted. Most of the residents in the neighborhood were pilots or crew due to the proximity to the airport.  Nobody else wanted to live there because of the noise, which meant they made great Airbnb lettings.   Tracy and Karen were the exception as Tracy worked as a digital security consultant, and Fiona worked as a biochemist.  At the time of the purchase, it was all they could afford, and given they had never bothered with kids, it made little sense to change to something bigger.

When Fiona first met Tracy, she wanted to comment on his name, having never heard it being used on a man before, but decided to just accept that it made him different.  However, funnily enough, after meeting him, she began to notice one or two other men with the same name.

Their neighbors, Karen and Tony, were about the same age as Tracy and Fiona, in their mid-to-late thirties.  Karen with the bubbly attitude of an ex-stewardess that she once was, and the figure and face to match, was always a sight for sore eyes.  Tony, a pilot, was only home on the off days, but Karen didn’t seem to mind that.  “I think I’d go stir-crazy if he was about all the time.” She had once joked. 

“Not bad Karen,” Tracy replied, giving her a warm smile.  He had to admit that she was extremely pleasant on the eyes. “Going for a bit of a bike ride, given the weather.  You?”

“Heading out to the shops.  Tony’s back tonight, so I’ll need to make sure I’m stocked up.  I never really eat much when he’s not home.”

Tracy laughed.  “Ha!  I can tell!” He said, alluding to her tiny waist.  “You’re skin and bones.”

Karen tutted and put her hands on her hips.  “You’re one to talk!” Karen was used to her husband’s muscular thick body, but there was something cute about Tracy’s skinny firm body.

“Pure muscle.” Tracy replied, showing off his tiny washboard chest and stomach.  He was a big biking enthusiast, and it paid off.  Where others put on weight, he maintained a trim figure and low weight.  Given he was over 180cm tall, he only weighed 63kg.

Karen leaned forward, her DD-cup breasts about to spill out of the tight red tank top she was wearing.  She looked like she was going to give him some sort of juicy gossip.  “Actually, I lost three kilos.  I’ve been doing that 30-day workout thing.  You know?  Where you have to do a set of squats and planks and so on, for thirty days?  I started a week ago and I’m already three down.”

“Wow.  Where from?” Tracy gasped.

She twisted around and showed off her tiny, yet pert backside. It looked like a tiny, tight little peach.  Tracy actually licked his lips, imagining what it would be like to push his tongue into that tight crevice. “My bum is definitely firmer.  Anyway, how’s Fiona?  I haven’t seen her in weeks.”

“She’s actually good, just really busy working on some new cancer drug.  Might be a game changer.  The company’s also in a bit of a panic around this Russia thing right now.” Fiona was extremely stressed about the virus.  After the fiasco of COVID, people thought the world would be ready for the next pandemic, but with the melting of the Siberian permafrost, the world was having to contend with some very strange new viruses.  Thankfully, most were harmless, but this latest one was scary.

Karen looked confused.  “What Russia thing?”

“Have you not heard?  There’s some weird bug going around there right now.  Some sort of variant of an ancient virus.  The World Health Organisation is in a bit of a panic about it.”

With a look of concern, Karen said, “Oh not again! Well, I don’t really like to watch the news.  It depresses me.  But that doesn’t sound good at all, does it?  I’ll need to read up on that.  I honestly thought we were done with all that after last time.”

“Yes, well, it’s only going to get worse with the melting permafrost.” Tracy looked at his watch.  It was getting on and he knew he could easily stand there talking to Karen all morning, especially given she was extremely easy on the eyes; tall, blonde, thin and tight body, and a cheeky sexy face.  “Karen, you know I’d love to speak all day, but I have to get going whilst the weather is still nice.”

“Of course, of course!” She said hurriedly.  “Let’s all get together for a drink one day!”

“We should!  In fact, you know you are more than welcome to spend evenings with us when you are here alone?”

“Well I’m going to have to take you up on that offer one day.”

“Do so.” Tracy replied, smiling.  “I’d best go. Have a great day Karen.”

“You too Trace.” And with that, Karen headed out to her little pink VW Golf, whilst Tracy headed into the basement to retrieve his bicycle.



If there was one thing Tracy hated about the apartment, it was the size of the kitchen.  He loved cooking, and he wished the kitchen was bigger.  He wanted an American refrigerator; he wanted a double-gas range.  He wanted an island.  But alas, nothing would fit in that little room.  The apartment itself was actually not that small.  Two bedrooms, an office for him to work in, a decent-sized living room, two toilets, and an okay bathroom/shower combination.  He considered knocking a wall through to expand the kitchen, but found it was a load-bearing wall.  It was as he was struggling with the capacity of the kitchen, that the door to the apartment slammed shut and Tracy heard keys drop into the bowl near the door. 

“Hey honey!” Fiona called out.

“Hi babe.” Tracy called back.  “I’m in the kitchen.  Dinner’s almost ready.”

“You really didn’t need to.” Fiona said, stepping into the kitchen and reaching up to kiss her husband on the cheek.  “You know I’m on a diet.”

Tracy looked over at his slender wife.  She was in her work clothes, a black pencil skirt and a striped white and blue blouse, open to reveal a little of her C-cup cleavage.  At 168cm tall, and 54kg, she also was one who did not need a diet in any way shape or form.  The brunette was hot, there was no two ways about it.  Her shoulder length hair which constantly fell over to one side glistened in a dark mahogany as she poured a white wine from the fridge.  Tracy shook his head.  “Women.” He mumbled.

“Hey!  What’s that supposed to mean?” Fiona whined, slapping his arm as he stirred the stir-fry.

“It means you’re all the same.” He chuckled.  “I ran into Karen this morning, and she claimed to have lost three kilos doing some thirty day workout.”

Fiona picked up a mini corn-cob and bit at it.  “I ran into Karen just now too actually.” She said, an eyebrow raised and more than a hint of gossip in her voice.  There was a cheeky edge to her voice, and Tracy knew it was because Fiona didn’t think that much of Karen.  It wasn’t a snobby, I’m better than you, dislike, more of a can you please not flirt with every man in the building, dislike. However, in the interest of neighborly behavior, she tolerated the woman.

“Oh yeah?” Tracy grinned, briefly looking at his nodding sexy wife. 

With wide sparkling emerald eyes, she explained.  “Apparently Tony is getting home tonight.”

“I heard.”

“Yes, but…” She said slowly, watching her husband dish out the food.  “She had just arrived back from the shops.  Lots of black bags, and out of one of them was a riding crop.”

Tracy let out a low chuckle, shaking his head.  It sounded exactly like something he could imagine Karen having at home.  In fact, he was quite surprised that wasn’t the case.

“Yeah,” Fiona continued.  “And I stupidly asked if she was going horse riding.”

This time Tracy laughed out loud.  “What did she say?” He asked, knowing Karen was not one to beat around the bush.

“Oh no darrrling.  Tony and I are a little bit kinky, aren’t we?” Fiona said, mimicking Karen’s voice.  “Well I like a bit of a spanking, and well, I saw this one and thought it would be good for the collection.”

“Collection?” Tracy asked incredulously, placing the plates on the table.  That meant his question was asked and answered, she did indeed have a crop at home. 

“Uh-huh.” Fiona nodded slowly.  “Our neighbors are quite the kinky couple.  Apparently, she’s switch, and he’s dominant.”

“Switch?” Tracy asked, confused.

“Likes to be submissive and dominant.”

“If she likes to be dominant, and he’s only dominant, how does that work?”

Fiona shrugged.  “I didn’t ask.  Feel free to ask her yourself.”

That was a good one.  He was not sure it would be a good idea to engage his hot kinky neighbor in sex talk.  He could barely keep his cock soft when he was around her normally, let alone with a sexual subtext.  “Yeah, no, thanks.”

“Well, what did you talk about with her?”

“Nothing special.  I did say she should stop by if she’s lonely.”

This time Fiona chuckled.  “Good idea.  Maybe she can give you a spanking.”

“Maybe I can give you a spanking.” Tracy warned jokingly.

“Chance would be a fine thing.”

“Oh you’d like that would you?”

Fiona grinned sinisterly.  “Let’s just say that I don’t see you as the dominant one in this relationship.”

“Just because you earn more than me!”

“No!  Actually because you are too nice.”

“Awwww…”

“Yeah aww.”

“Does that bother you?”

She shrugged, which Tracy found a little odd.  “No, not really.  I mean, I like dominant men, but I don’t think I would be able to live with one.  I think you and I fit together well, don’t you?”

“I definitely do.”  After ten years of marriage, there had definitely been ups and downs, but overall they were very happy together.

“So, yeah, is everything perfect?  No.  Do I expect perfect?  No.”

“So what isn’t great?”

“Come on Tracy.  The sex is not great is it?”

“Well, I mean, I could try harder.”

“No Tracy, you can’t.  One, you are waaaay to in your own head.  You panic, you worry too much about me and then you lose your erection, or you cum too soon.”

Tracy’s face dropped.  “I’m sorry…” He knew everything she had just said was correct, but hearing it was never pleasant.

“Babe, it’s fine.  I’m used to it.  Sex is not everything, okay?  Two, I like to be treated rough.  I like the idea of being taken hard.  But you are definitely not the person to do that.  It’s not in your nature, and you know that.”

“Yeah, true.”

“So, is it perfect?  No.  But it’s the eighty-twenty rule.  If I find someone who can take over the twenty percent which is missing, then I would miss the eighty percent you give me.” Fiona stood and walked over to Tracy, giving him a big hug.  “Don’t tell me I make you one hundred percent happy all of the time.”

“You do nag at me quite a bit.” He replied, injecting a little humor to the serious discussion.

“See!” She laughed, slapping his arm.  “Anyway, you invited Karen to spend time with us?”

“Well it must be lonely for her.”

Fiona rolled her eyes, but nodded.  Karen was not a bad person, but she was simple.  That being said, even after all those years living next to each other, Fiona had to admit that she didn’t really know Karen all that well.  Maybe spending some time with her would help that.



Two days later, Fiona was out the door and heading to her car when she bumped into Karen’s husband Tony as he was coming out of the door in his pilot’s uniform with a pilot’s case, and a suitcase.  She noticed his muscular chest bulging through the white shirt, and his black hair, peppered with early grey which made him look rugged but in a deeply sexy way.

“Hello Tony.” Fiona smiled.  “Leaving already?”

“Yep.  Long flight today.  Sydney.” He frowned.

“Oh wow.  Poor Karen.”

“She’ll be all right.  But do be a dear and check in on her now and again will you?” He asked, his deep voice seeming to penetrate her down to her pussy.

Fiona had no choice but to say yes to this strong, sexy man.  “Of course.”

“Hey, how about when I get back we all have dinner one day?  Would be good to catch up with you guys.  Been a while.”

“Absolutely.” She beamed, as they walked to their respective cars.

“Well, this is me.  Say hi to Tracy for me.”

“Will do.”

She watched him climb into the black BMW M3, and drive away.  It was at that moment she shook herself back to reality.  “Stupid, stupid, stupid.” She mumbled, climbing into her company Audi A4.



“More biking?” Karen asked as she stepped out of the door, running into Tracy again.  It was becoming a habit, albeit a welcome one for both.

Tracy grinned.  “When the sun is out, so am I.  You?”

“Just a walk.” Then she remembered she had a bike too. “Actually, I have a bike.  Mind if I join you?”

“The more the merrier.”

“Great, give me a moment to get changed will you?” She said, opening her door.  “Come in.”

With a gulp, Tracy stared at the open door, and then, as if stepping out onto the moon, he stepped inside and closed the door.

“Make yourself at home.  I’ll just be a tick.” She called out.

The apartment was almost identical to his, just with different furnishings.  In fact, the living room was styled completely differently to how he imagined Karen styling a room, with deep red walls, black leather, almost gothic style.  Then he remembered the kink she was into and for some reason, it all seemed to fit. 

“This is the first time I’m actually seeing your place.” He called out.

“Oh yes, that’s right.  We always came to yours.  How rude of us.” She called back. They had been over for dinner twice, but it was always with other people there too.

“It’s quite all right.” He replied.

Karen opened a mirrored cupboard door, which allowed for a reflection off another mirror.  This gave Tracy a clear view into Karen’s bedroom, which meant he saw her standing there in just a black lace thong.  Instantly, Tracy’s erection sprung to life, which in cycling shorts would be impossible to hide. Unfortunately, this also meant that Tracy’s libido had sprung into action, which would explain why he said what he said next.  “I understand you ran into Fiona the other night.  She said something about a horse riding whip.” He called out, before mumbling to himself, “Shut up you idiot.”

He saw her pulling a tight tank top over her chest, and then he caught her cheeky grin.  “Oh yes, I do like a bit of a whipping.  Don’t you?”

“Never done it.”

“Never done it to anyone, or to you?”

“Either or.  I certainly couldn’t do it to someone.”

“But you could have it done to you?” She asked suggestively.

“Dunno.  Never really given it much thought.”

Tracy saw the cupboard close, and breathed a sigh of relief.  He willed his erection to go down, and thankfully, it slowly did.  However, moments later, Karen appeared, in a black tank top, and black spandex shorts, holding a riding crop. 

“Wanna try?” She asked with a cheeky grin.

“Er, well, I don’t know…”

“Come on you silly boy.  I’m not suggesting we fuck.  Just try hitting you with the whip a couple of times to see if you like it.  Then if you do, you can tell Fiona to whip you.” She swished the crop a few times in the air, creating a whoosh.

“Well, I, if…”

“Come on, get up and bend over.  I can do it over these cycling shorts anyway.”

Still trying to hide his erection, Tracy quickly stood and bent over.  Moments later, he felt the tap, tap, tap, of her slapping the tip of the crop on his backside, followed by the sound of a swoosh.

“Ow!” He cried out.  “That fucking hurts.”

“Right?” She did it again.

“Fuck!”

“Okay, so just like that, doesn’t mean much.  Let’s try something else.” She stood over Tracy and said, “You fucking worm!  Lick my fucking foot!” As she said it, she whipped Tracy’s ass.

“Fuck!!” He cried out, and dropped to his feet and began licking for dear life.

Karen began giggling.  “Tracy!  What are you doing?”

“You told me to lick your feet.”

“I was just setting the scene.  How did the whipping feel after I said that?”

Tracy had to admit, it was a different experience.  “It was like I was in a very sexual zone.”

“Exactly.  You’re pretty hard right now, huh?”

“Yeah.  Sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry.  It’s cute.  But, let’s just go on that bike ride, okay?”

“Probably for the best.”

The bike ride was actually nice.  They talked about life, work, everything, but of course the conversation whittled back to sex.  Karen began digging into Tracy and Fiona’s sex life, trying to dig up as much gossip as possible, but something about talking with Karen felt easy, as if they shared a connection.

“So think you can talk to Fiona about your submissiveness?” Karen asked.

“She knows I’m submissive.”

“Yeah, but does she know you are kinky too?”

“Well, I wouldn’t say…”

“Stop Tracy, just stop.  You and I both know, okay?”

Tracy sighed as they cycled.  “I dunno.  Maybe.  I doubt this will solve our problems though.”

“What problems?”

“Well, we don’t have problems, as such, but I know that I don’t satisfy her in bed.  She says she is okay with that, but I dunno.  She said it’s the eighty-twenty rule.”

Shrugging, Karen said, “I know that rule.  But there is a third option.”

“Which is?”

“Find someone to fulfill the twenty percent, whilst keeping the eighty for yourself.”

“Huh?” Tracy asked, a twisted look of confusion on his face.

“Look up cuckolding, then you’ll understand.”



By the time Fiona arrived home, Tracy had spent a good four hours researching cuckolding, instead of working.  He had to admit, he found it frightfully exciting, but he did not think he could ever really manage seeing Fiona fuck another man.  He was a jealous person at heart, mainly due to his overall lack of self-esteem, which led him to constantly question if his wife was about to leave him for someone else.  He felt sure the moment she fucked another man, she would realize what she is missing and would up and leave.  At the same time though, every time he pictured her getting satisfied by a big hard cock, his whole body shivered, experiencing a mini-orgasm.

As the couple sat down to dinner and made the usual small talk, the day’s events weighed heavily on Tracy’s mind.  It was boiling up inside him and he needed to say something, but he wasn’t sure how to get it out. Eventually, he decided to just go for broke.

“I saw Karen today.” He said.

“Uh-huh.” She said expectantly.

“Yeah, so we went biking together, but she needed to get changed first, so she invited me in.  Well, I accidentally blurted out about the whip.”

Fiona chuckled.  “Accidentally huh?”

“So, um, well she whipped me.”

At that exact moment, Fiona was taking a drink of wine.  She literally blew it out of her nose and mouth in laughter.  “She did what?”

“So she asked if I had ever whipped you, and I said I could never do that.  So she asked if you had ever whipped me, and I essentially said I didn’t think I would like it, or something.  Anyway, she whipped me to try it.”

“And?  Did you like it?”

“Not at first.” He said nervously.

“And then what.”

“She called me a worm and told me to lick her feet, and then whipped me.”

“Oh…” Fiona chuckled again.  “You liked that did you?  Humiliation is what gets you off.”

Tracy shrugged, embarrassed and nervous. 

“And then what?”

“Well, we got talking about sex, and I somehow ended up telling her about how I don’t satisfy you, and the eighty-twenty thing.”

“And her advice was?”

“That you should get a lover.”

Fiona’s face went red.  “Oh, now that is kinky.  Cuckold you huh?”

“You know about that?”

“Ha!  I’m not a nun!  Yeah, I know about cuckolding, hot wives, sissies, and that stuff.  It’s pretty hot as a fantasy, but really, could you imagine it? No way.” Fiona stifled a laugh.  “You would freak if you saw me with another man.”

Nodding, Tracy mumbled, “Probably.” How on Earth did she know about that stuff? “Erm, how do you know about it?”

“What?”

“Cuckolding and stuff.”

“I had a boyfriend in college who was into it.  It was hot, but he didn’t handle it well.”

“How come?”

“He wanted to do it, and I admit I loved the idea of dominating him.  I made him wear panties and stuff.  Then when it came down to me fucking another guy, everything was fine, until my boyfriend, like, erm, climaxed; and then he became weird.  We broke up because of it.”

“Oh, shit, sorry.”

“It’s fine.  I met you dopey.” She grinned.

“Oh, that was right before you met me?”

“Like, two weeks before.” She sighed.  “But I often wondered how that might have turned out if he hadn’t turned weird.  I have to admit, the whole thing was amazing fun.”

They sat silently, eating their meal, neither daring to say another word.  Fiona looked up at her husband, looking at him sat there meekly eating his food, not daring to look up, and she began to wonder if this was something which was beginning to interest him.  ‘Could I really be unfaithful?’ She thought. ‘If it was what he really wanted, I would, of course, do it for him.  Might be dangerous though, especially given how I am…’

In the background, the TV was playing, with the news talking about the spread of a virus from Russia to other countries, with cases being reported in Eastern Europe.  However, we were too lost in our own thoughts to care.


ONE

“Should we stock up on stuff?  People are saying we really should buy toilet paper this time.” Karen said to the couple.  Tony rolled his eyes.

Fiona smiled but shook her head.  She took another sip of the red wine and then placed the glass down on the Wilder’s coffee table.  “So, what we are hearing, the death rate is around four percent.  COVID was about two times less than that, however, the primary deaths are happening in the elderly and those with health conditions.  Just like with COVID, this could overload our health systems, so in order to give hospital staff breathing space, we should go back to social distancing and masks, in other words, stay spread out.  That does not mean we should panic.”

With a nod, Tony turned to his wife.  “Basically, I think we should shop less, but not buy out the store.”

The government had not yet put any measures in place, but that was only since there was not a case in the country.  The moment the first case would hit, things would start to happen, of that Karen was sure.  After COVID, everyone was nervous and nobody wanted a repeat of that disaster.  Tony had been home for a week as his long-haul flights were grounded.  Since then, they had spent quite a bit of time together, which was fine by Fiona as she loved looking at Karen’s husband.

For Tracy, things were a little harder.  He had been spending more time with Karen up until the crisis hit, and she had been helping him get over his nervousness around cuckolding.  In conversations, she had actively encouraged him to make Fiona comfortable with cuckolding.

“What’s it going to take, Tracy?” Karen asked.  “Should I force you to do it?”

Tracy groaned as he felt his cock swell.

“Oh!  So that’s what you want.  Tell me honestly, does it make you hot thinking that I can force you to do it?  Does the idea of being blackmailed turn you on?”

“Fuck!” He felt like he was going to cum.

“It does, doesn’t it?” She gasped, smiling.  “Can I be honest?  It turns me on too.  I want to do it, but I need to ask Tony first.  I won’t do anything behind his back.”

“Please don’t tell Tony about me!” Tracy gasped.

She giggled.  “Silly!  He already knows everything.”

That was nearly ten days ago.  She had promised to come back to him if she got permission to blackmail him, but all this shit happened since then, and Tracy had not heard back since.

“Well, when do you think a lockdown will happen?” Karen asked Fiona.

“Honestly, I know recommendations are being made, but right now we don’t have a single case.  I really would go about our daily lives as normal.  Maybe not congregate too much.”

For a moment they were all quietly considering the situation, until Tony broke the silence. “Well I guess that means no orgies honey.” He told her with a wry smile.

Tracy snorted out a nervous laugh, whilst the others smiled with Tony.

“Not unless you have them here.” Fiona told him.

“Is that an invitation?” Tony asked her.

Fiona appeared to mull over his offer before saying, “Nah, I don’t think Trace would survive it.”

Raising an eyebrow, Karen placed a peanut in her mouth, whilst looking directly at Tracy.  Tracy simply looked away nervously.

In bed that night, Fiona seemed particularly feisty.  Tracy went down on her, which always brought Fiona to orgasm, before slipping his five inch cock into her.  Usually he would fuck her, stop, feel himself get soft, worry, get softer, stop, then calm, get harder and fuck again.  Usually he could reach orgasm, but he struggled to maintain an erection.  This time however, he couldn’t help but imagine Fiona in Tony’s arms, kissing her, sucking her breasts, fucking her.  The more he thought about it, the harder he became.

“Oh my!” Fiona gasped, as Tracy increased his pace, slamming into her hard and fast.

He imagined sitting there next to Karen, her dressed in latex, whipping him, as they both watched Tony slamming in and out of her.  Finally, in Tracy’s head, he heard Fiona say, “I’ll never fuck you ever again.  Only big strong men can fuck me now, not wimps like you.”  The moment he imagined this, his cock exploded inside his wife. 

“Fuuuuuck!” He cried out, before collapsing onto the bed.

“Wow!” Fiona gasped.  “Like, wow!  Uff.  Fuck me like that from now on.  That is how I want to be fucked, okay?”

“Sure!”

“I could actually feel you getting harder inside of me.  What were you thinking about?  Karen?  If yes, please think about her more often, because, wow!  I’ll take that.  Think about who you like, so long as you fuck me like that.”

“I wasn’t actually thinking about Karen, I was thinking about you.” He told her.

Fiona turned and grinned at her husband.  “Yeah, sure honey.” She said, gently slapping his face before heading to the bathroom.  “Come on, she’s hot.  Even I think about her when I masturbate sometimes.”

“I don’t think about her when I….wait…what?” He asked, eyes widening at her admission.

“I mean, I’m no lesbian or anything, but come on, as a fantasy?  Why not?”

“Okay then.” Tracy replied, eyes rolling but also thinking about his wife with Karen.  Now that with be quite the sight.

“No but…”

“No no babe.  You’ve given me a lot to think about.”

Fiona burst out laughing.  “I bet I have.”



As Tracy rolled his bike out of the basement and out of the house, he was surprised to find Tony out in the drive washing his car.  It was a surprise because whenever Tony was home, he would spend more time with his wife than doing chores, that and the fact that Tony tended to get his car washed at a garage rather than do it by himself.

“The sun is out, it shouldn’t rain for a few days, and honestly, I’m getting a little restless when I’m on the ground too long.” Tony explained.  “And the little lady can only take so much, you know?” He winked.

“Yeah, sure.  Last night was nice, thanks.” Tracy told him.

“Last night was awesome. You guys are great.” Tony said.  “There’s a football match on tonight if you wanna come over.  I guess we should enjoy it whilst it lasts.” Remembering how sports ground to a halt the last time.

“Sure, that sounds great.”

“Great.  Come round at eight.”

“I’ll bring beer.”

“Nah man, I’ve got enough.  Bring yourself, and your lovely wife to keep Karen off our backs for a couple of hours.”

Grinning, Tracy replied, “Sure, but I can’t promise we won’t have two nagging wives on our backs.”

“The risk is there, but at least we will have two hotties to look at.”

Tracy laughed out loud.  “I’ll make sure she wears something extra sexy then.”

“Oh hell yeah.  Fiona in a mini and a little tank top, wouldn’t that be something to see?”

“Well, I’ll suggest it, but can’t make any promises.”

Chuckling, Tony said, “It’s a shame Karen’s fast asleep.  I’d send her on your of your little bike rides and maybe she can order you to do it.”

A frown suddenly appeared on Tracy’s face.  “Ah, you know about that huh?”

“Hell yeah.  Don’t sweat it.  Karen’s a kinky girl.  I like it.  I think it’s hella funny.” Tony chuckled again.  “Fuck, if you like, I’ll order you to do it.”

Tracy was quiet for a moment, before mumbling, “Go on then.”

Tony held the sponge still and said, “What was that?”

His nerves a wreck, Tracy coughed and then said, “I said, go on then.”

There was a momentary silence when both stared at each other, before Tony chuckled once more and continued washing his car.  “I would if I could my man, but unfortunately, Karen hasn’t collected any dirt on you yet.  Can’t really force a man to do something without leverage, can I?”

“True.” Tracy replied, both slightly relieved, and also extremely disappointed.  “Anyway, I’ll best be off.  I’ll see you tonight.”

“Cool!  Looking forward.”

As Tracy rode his bike down his usual route, he could not help but feel complete shocked and confused at his own behavior.  He could not fathom what would actually happen if he went through with it.  What if he gave Karen leverage?  What would she do to him?  What would Tony do?  Tracy was heterosexual, but for some weird reason, the idea of submitting to Tony sent shivers of excitement down his spine.  Did his heterosexuality matter less than his submissiveness?  Why was he only just now discovering he was submissive?

Tracy thought back to his past relationships.  Back to his school time.  Sure, he was always quiet, introvert.  Then he remembered one moment from his past.  He was walking around class, handing out sheets, when he got an erection.  It was completely normal for a boy going through puberty at the time, but at the time, he was terribly embarrassed.  He walked around the class with the pages held low to cover himself, and it appeared to work, that was until he reached a girl called Louisa.  She had seen everything. 

“You have a stiffy.” She whispered.

“I d-don’t.” He had whispered back.

“Yes you do.  You’ve got a ssstiffy!  Is it me?  Do I turn you on so much?”

“No!” He scowled.  She did.  She was hot.

“Yes I do.  Go on stiffy.  Stand there and cream yourself for me.”

“No!” He whined, wanting to walk away, but instead staying rigid on the spot.

“Cum for me stiffy.  Go on stiffy, be a good little bitch and cum for Louisa.  Look at me, you know you want me, but you’ll never have me.  Go on, cum.”

He came.  He didn’t need to touch himself.  He felt it rise up, no matter how much he didn’t want it, and then it began jerking uncontrollably in his pants.She knew of course.  Without even looking, she could tell.  Her lips curled up and that was it, back to work.  At the time, he became obsessed with Louisa.  The curly brown hair; her high cheekbones, and sexy eyes.  She had a decisively Italian look about her, even though she was not.  But after that, Louisa never really interacted with him.  Once or twice she would say, “Hello Stiffy,” but that was it. 

That was the first time he had had a submissive experience, and for some reason, he had wiped it clean out of his mind. 

When he got home, he sat on the sofa watching Netflix with Fiona, whilst thinking hard about that moment, and how it really defined him.  For some reason, he had the urge to talk about it with someone, and whilst he would have preferred to have discussed it with Karen, not because he preferred her to Fiona, but because he knew she understood, instead he blurted it out to Fiona.

“So, have you ever thought about moments in school which helped define who you are?” He asked her.

“How do you mean?” Fiona asked, not looking away from the TV.

“You know, an event or something, which you may have overlooked, but when you look back at it now, you say, hmmm, so that’s the reason I’m like that.”

Fiona continued to look at the screen, then grabbed the remote and pressed pause.  “So, there was this one time at school that this girl, Tamara Jenkins, she kept stealing my stuff.  In elementary school it was my teddy, or my lunch.  In secondary school, it became my boyfriends.  She was a bully through and through.  Not great looking, but she flaunted herself.  I was kind of an outsider.  One day though, I just got so sick of her bullshit and I punched her as hard as I could.  Knocked her unconscious.” She grinned sinisterly, then smiled happily.  “From that day, I don’t think I’ve really been afraid of anyone.  I think I realized I could take care of myself.”

“Interesting.  Wow.  My wife the brawler.” Tracy chuckled.

“Damn straight.  You better behave buddy.” She jokingly threatened.  “Why do you ask?”

“Ah, I was on the bike and one memory came back.” And he went on to explain the story about Louisa.

“Wow.  So what do you think that meant for you?” Fiona asked.

He shrugged.  “I think that is the moment I became submissive.”

“No.  That’s bullshit.  Maybe that was the point you felt sexually submissive for the first time, but I don’t think that moment defined you.  But I think it is important for you to understand what you enjoyed about the feeling of what she did to you and why that moment was a turning point.”

“Well I guess that’s what I mean, but I never really progressed it.”

“Progressed it?”

“You know?  I never really continued in my submissive journey.”

Giving it some thought, Fiona said, “Well, I don’t know if you never continued.  Maybe you never consciously continued, but subconsciously, you definitely have.  Just look at us.  Are we in a sexually dominant and submissive relationship right now?  No.  Should we be?  Maybe.  But are we in a naturally dominant and submissive relationship right now?  Yes, absolutely we are, and that is what works for us.

“Look at it.  You cook, I don’t.  You always put the washing on.  I almost never do.  You clean the flat.  I do it maybe once a month.  Is it because I’m lazy?  No, but it’s just always done.  And maybe at the beginning of the relationship I would never have ordered you to do it, nowadays, if it is not done, I tell you to do it, and you do.  Why?  I think I have built up…no, rather you have built up an expectation that it will be done, and when it isn’t, I get disappointed in you.  Same with massages.  You constantly massage me.  When you don’t do it, I get disappointed.”

Tracy considered what she had just said, and had to admit that everything she said was correct.  Sure, he did all that stuff automatically, but he worked from home, she did not.  He always attributed it to the fact that he should do it. 

Fiona continued.  “Now, thinking about what you told me about your school friend, maybe instead of getting disappointed in you for your mistakes, I should start punishing you.” She said this without the least bit of humor.  She was quite serious.  “I think that we have now reached the stage in our relationship where we understand each other’s needs better.  There are times in a month where we argue, and really, I’ll admit, maybe most of the arguments are my fault.  We argue why?  Because there are times you don’t do some chore because you either forgot, or you simply didn’t feel like doing it.  I may have had a bad day, had certain expectations, set by you, not fulfilled, and then I get disappointed.  I let my disappointment show.  On the other hand, you probably feel hard done by, rightly so, because I am hassling you, when you and I both know you work hard, right?”

He chuckled.  “Actually, that’s pretty true, yeah.”

“Well how about instead of arguing, I punish you?  Maybe a whipping or something.  Maybe something humiliating.  I’m not sure yet, I’d need to think about it.  I mean, no, I’d want a whip, but whipping alone would not be enough.”

Tracy stared at his wife.  “You’re serious about this, aren’t you?”

“Yes, absolutely, and why not?  I think it’s only reasonable that as the submissive of the household you live up to my expectations.  Expectations that you have created in me.  And I think that if you fail to meet those expectations, it would just be easier to train you to meet my expectations.  One, it would reduce the number of arguments.  Two, it will make for a nicer home.  Three, it’s actually turning me on just thinking about it.  It might improve our sex life.”

Tracy could not deny that this conversation, and the very nonchalant way Fiona was explaining this, actually did turn him on too.  “Fine, I agree.  For any form of indiscretion on my part, I should be punished.”

“Deal.  I think it is a good idea.  But what I will say is this.  IF you decide to begin deliberately missing things to test me.  If you become worse at your chores rather than better, then we will stop this immediately, and go back to the way things were.  We will do this to make you better, and to make my life better.  Not to make things fun for you and worse for me.  Got it?”

“Got it.” He agreed.

“Good.  Now massage my feet.” She ordered; a cute grin on her face.

She pressed play on the television and they continued to watch, as he massaged her feet.

“Oh by the way, Tony invited me over to watch a football match tonight.” He told her.

“That’s good honey.” She replied, watching the TV.

“He says you should come too.  To keep Karen company.”

Fiona snorted out a laugh which said, “Nice, so you men won’t be bothered.”  Instead she said, “Tell her to come here then.”

“Well, he said that it would be good to have two hot women to look at.” He considered how to say what he want to next.  “And, erm, well, he said you should wear something sexy.  A mini skirt, maybe some sort of small top.”

With an open mouth in shock, she paused the TV once more and turned to look at her husband.  “I should wear, or was this just joking men’s talk?”

Again, Tracy considered the outcome he wanted from this conversation.  Finally though, he reached a conclusion.  “He ordered it.  He said you should do as he says, and dress sexy for him.”

This time her open mouth turned into a very cheeky grin.  “Did he honestly say that, or is that what you wanted him to say?”

Tracy gulped.  “Does it matter?”

“No, I guess it doesn’t, but I want to know.”

“He said if he could order it, then he would.”

“That’s clear enough for me.  Fine, I’ll dress sexy.  But tonight, you need to fuck me hard.  So do not drink too much, or else I’ll need to get it from someone else.”

Tracy laughed at her joke.  “Maybe I’ll drink a lot then.”

“Don’t tempt fate…” She warned, seriously.



Tracy held Fiona’s hand as they walked down the steps.  Her black patent leather boots had extremely high heels.  They were actually bedroom boots they had bought on a whim from a market in Camden in London, when on holiday there once.  She had never dared to wear them out.  They laced up all the way to the top, which finished just over her knees.  Under that she wore black tights and a tight leatherette mini-skirt.  On top she wore a black lace bralette, covered by a sheer black lace halter-neck top.

At home, they had spent nearly an hour choosing what Fiona would wear.  Tracy had practically begged Fiona to wear her suspenders and stockings, but she felt it would be too much.  However, she did make sure to put on her make up thick and sexy, making her eyes especially smoky.

“Are you sure I won’t be a complete whore there?” Fiona moaned.  “If I look like an idiot, I’ll kill you.”

“Please, relax.  It’ll be fine.” Tracy replied, before knocking on the door.

Seconds later, Tony was at the door, and his jaw dropped.  “Holy fuck!” He gasped.  “Holy shit!  Fiona, oh my fucking god.”

Fiona was a visible mix of nerves and excitement.  “Tracy said you ordered me like this…” Tracy had never seen her so meek and submissive.

“That’s right.” Tony grinned.  “I did, and I’m glad you did as you were told.”

“Yes…” Fiona paused, gulped, and then said, “Sir.”

“Good girl.  Come in.” Tony purred. 

As Fiona walked in past Tony, Tony held up his hand in a high-five, constantly staring at the sexy woman. Tracy slapped the hand. 

“Sir, you are a gentlemen and a scholar.” Tony told Tracy.  “Fuck!  You are such a lucky man.”

In the living room, Fiona stood there, holding her little handbag close herself.  She was visibly nervous and embarrassed.  However, she needn’t have worried.  Moments later, Karen appeared in the room, wearing a hot pink lace crop-top/bralette combination, out of which the DD breasts were literally begging to pop out; hot pink hot pants with attached suspender straps, and hot pink fishnet stockings.  On her feet, she had pink patent leather pumps with five-inch heels, nearly two inches lower than Fiona’s heels. 

“Wow, Fiona, darling, you look amazing.” Karen gushed, kissing her friend on each cheek.

Fiona, visibly more comfortable.  “You look hot.  And honestly, I’m glad I’m not the only one who got dressed up sexy.”

“Well,” Tracy said, “See you could have put the stockings on.”

If looks could kill, then at that moment, Fiona’s look would have.  However, Karen was quick to his rescue. “Oh yes!  You should have!” She whined.

Once again, Fiona looked a little uncomfortable, and confused.  She turned to look at the others, then focused on Tony.  She seemed to be transmitting a message, and he immediately understood.

“Yes, I ordered you to dress up sexy.” He paused, considering his next words, and wondering how she, or even Tracy, would take his words, and then decided to go for broke.  “I want my girls here to be dressed like proper little whores.  Go and put the stockings on bitch.”

“Yes sir!” Fiona quickly gushed.  “I’m so sorry sir!”

Karen grinned, holding Fiona’s right arm, but looking right into her husband’s eyes.  “Don’t worry honey.  You can punish her properly at half-time.”

“I might have to.  What do you think Tracy?”

“I think you should sir.” Tracy responded immediately without thinking. 

Instantly, everyone stared at Tracy in surprise.  Karen’s look of shock turned into humor, and then a kinky dark grin.  No-one had expected him to say sir, especially not Tony.

The girls shuffled out of the door to get Fiona changed, and the men were left alone, watching the pre-show before the football.  Then after a few minutes of silence, Tony said, “The beers are in the fridge in the kitchen.  Go bring me one.”

“Sure.” Tracy said, standing up.

“No no.  Try again.”

Tracy stared at Tony for a moment, and Tony turned to look at him directly in the eyes, not a single sign of a smile on his face.  Pure blank seriousness.  “Y-yes, s-sir.”

“Good boy.  Do you want a beer too?”

“Y-yes please.”

“Ask me for one.” Tony said, a slight sign of a smile forming on his lips.

“Can I have a beer please?”

“Come on.  You can do better than that.”

“Please sir, may I have a beer?”

“Better than that.  That is not how you beg.”

Thinking for a moment, Tracy dropped to his knees.  “Please sir, may I have a beer?”

Tony thought for a moment, looked at the door, and then back at Tracy.  He then picked up his mobile phone and switched it to video mode.  Next, Tony spread his legs wide open, and then rearranged his semi-hard cock so that it was clearly visible in his jeans.  “Try again.”

Tracy stared at the man’s crotch.  His heart raced so hard that he could hear it in his ears.  For a moment, Tracy tried to listen for the sound of heels on the concrete steps, and hearing none, he shuffled forward. 

“Do you want a beer Tracy?” Tony asked quietly, but firmly.

“Yes sir.” Tracy breathed, his mouth now barely centimeters above the outline of the cock. 

“Then show me how you beg me from now on.” Tony smiled, holding up the phone to video the event.

Tracy lowered his mouth to Tony’s crotch and sucked on it, rubbing his mouth up and down the now very hard long thick cock.  “Please sir, please master, may I have a beer?” Tracy gasped, placing small kisses on the cock. 

“Open it.  Quickly.  One kiss.  One long suck, then put it back.” Tony ordered.

“Y-yes s-sir.” With trembling hands, Tracy unbuttoned the jeans and pulled out the long thick cut cock, and holding it, he placed a big kiss on the head, before taking it in his mouth and sucking it down.  Before he could come back up, Tracy felt Tony’s hand on his head, holding him there, then releasing him.

“Again.  Quickly.”

Tracy did.  He desperately wanted to take out his own cock and masturbate.  He couldn’t believe how hot all this was.

“Fuck, you’re loving this aren’t you?” Tony gasped.

“Yes!  Fuck, yes.” Tracy breathed, sucking the cock hard and fast quickly.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum.  Fuck.” Tony grabbed Tracy’s head and held it, pumping his sperm inside his mouth.  “Oh man. Quickly, go get the beers, I’ll go clean up.”

Tracy swallowed the cum, although he wanted hold it in his mouth and savor it a little longer.  He could not believe how hot that was.  He had zero regrets.  He didn’t care he had just sucked a cock.  This was an amazing sexual feeling.  He felt so submissive, and it felt amazing.

As Tracy walked out of the kitchen holding two beer cans, the girls walked back in.  Fiona was now in lacy stockings and suspenders, which the skirt did not cover in the slightest.  She seemed much more relaxed now.  With a smile, Fiona walked into the living room to wait for Tony, whilst Karen walked over to Tracy in hallway. 

“Coincidentally, I just heard a great story from Fiona, stiffy.” Karen grinned.

“Why coincidentally?” Tracy asked.  Karen reached out a hand and grabbed Tracy’s crotch. 

“I wonder what caused that.” She giggled, just as her phone pinged.  She pulled it to her face and opened the video she had just received from Tony, who was stepping out of the bathroom holding his phone.  Karen watched the video for a moment, before looking up at Tracy in genuine astonishment, and a little bit of respect.


TWO

“FUCK!” Fiona gasped.  “That was amazing.  Oh my god, I was so hot all night.  I can’t believe you let Tony spank me.”

They had just finished fucking, and it was another amazing fuck. In fact, they had been fucking the whole night and most of the morning, and then once again when they woke up. Tracy was horny from the whole evening, everything that had happened, and because of Karen’s sexual innuendo all night.  At half time, Tony did as he promised, pulled Fiona over his knees to a squeal from her, and then proceeded to spank her backside under the skirt, revealing the tiny thong underneath.

“I thought he was going to use a whip to be honest.” Tracy told his wife.

“Me too.  But fuck, it was hot.  Are we gonna be able to look at them the same way again?” Fiona asked.

“I’m not sure.  Does it matter?  I mean, how far do we want to go with this?”

Fiona pulled the sheet up over her breasts and shivered a bit.  “Cold.” She said.  Then she sighed.  “Babe, I like flirting, and last night was fun, but we are not swingers.  I don’t need anyone else, and I really don’t know if I can fuck another guy.  Honestly, if we were to have another evening like last night, I wouldn’t mind, so long as it is you and I come home to fuck.”

At that moment, Tracy felt a deep sense of disappointment.  He wanted her to do more, but in his heart, he knew he could not force her to do any of this.

Fiona continued.  “I also gave some thought to this.  There is no way in any way shape or form that I would accept you fucking Karen.  No way.  I considered it, and honestly, it made me angry just thinking about it.  So, there’s that.”

“But I don’t want to fuck Karen.”

“Good.  I think I would divorce you if you did.  Call me a hypocrite if you like, but it’s something I feel strongly about.”

“Babe, cuckolding is not about that, okay?  It’s the wife…”

“Honey, look, last night was fun.  That’s all.  Just flirting.  Okay?”

“Okay.”

That morning was spent cleaning.  Well, Fiona spent her time in the living room stretching and exercising, whilst Tracy ran around cleaning.   Come noon, they were hungry, but without anything interesting at home for food, they knew they would need to eat out.

“Let’s just go grab a bite and do some shopping on the way home.” Fiona said.  “We should do a weekly shop anyway, so we don’t need to go out so much.”

“Probably a good idea.  I’ll go shower.  I’m a bit stinky.”

“Do that, I’ll get changed.”

Twenty minutes later, they were walking down the stairs to the car.  As they approached they walked past the Wilder’s door, it opened, and both couples frightened themselves.

“Oh!” Karen gasped.  “I wasn’t expecting anyone there.”

“We were just heading out to lunch and the shops.” Fiona explained, looking at Karen in the tight red shiny bodycon mini-dress.  “You look nice.  Going somewhere special?”

“No, same as you actually.” Karen told them.

Fiona gave a quick look at Tracy and back to Karen and Tony and said, “Well, why don’t you tag along?  No point in going in two cars, and we can eat together.” Then Fiona grinned.  “Unless you’ve had enough of us after last night.”

Karen returned the grin.  “No, actually, after last night, Tony and I agreed that we don’t think we’ve have anywhere near enough of you.” Karen said seductively, looking Fiona up and down. 

Tracy gave Tony a quick look of, ‘I wonder where this is going.’  For his part, Tony was grinning like a horny dog.  Then Fiona did something which completely surprised Tracy.

“Well I guess I should go and get changed if this is going to be more formal.” Fiona purred.  “What do you think Tony?”

“Yes, I think you definitely need to loosen up a little.  Something a little bit more deserving of your place.” Tony explained.

“And what place is that?”

“Oh, I think you know what your place is, honey.” Karen answered for her husband.  “Go get changed, we’ll look after your husband here.”

Fiona ran off back upstairs, whilst Tracy followed Karen and Tony upstairs.  They sat down on the sofa.

“Want a coke or something?” Tony asked.

“Should I beg for it?” Tracy asked cheekily.

Tony grinned.  “Not this time.  Not unless you want to.” 

“Mmmm… I’m good on the coke thanks.”

“But we do have the leverage on you now.” Karen chuckled.  “That should be fun.”

This caused Tracy to burst out laughing.  Given everything that was going on, he had a feeling that if Fiona saw that video, she would just laugh it off, maybe even think it was hot.  And he told them that.

“Shit.” They both said.  “Oh well.  How was your night after?”

“We fucked like rabbits.  You two are obviously a big part of our fantasies.” Tracy told them, feeling a little embarrassed.

Tony nodded.  “Ours too, trust me.  This is the hottest we have been for a long time, and that takes something.”

“Yeah, but this morning I got the warning.”

“What warning?” Tony asked.

“The if you fuck Karen then we are through warning.”

Sharing a look, Tony and Karen leaned forward.  Then Karen said, “Babe, make sure the door is locked and get the camera.  I think we have our leverage.”

Knowing exactly what was happening, Tracy jumped up.  “Guys, no way.  There is no way I would cheat on Fiona.”

“Relax.” Tony told him, holding up the phone as Karen walked seductively to the man who was now backing away slowly.  Pressed up against a wall, Karen made her move.  She pressed her lips against Tracy and kissed him, forcing her tongue into his mouth, whilst her hand rubbed his rapidly hardening cock.  Unzipping him, she pushed him to the ground, raised the hem of her dress to reveal a waxed pussy, and no panties, and then lowered herself on Tracy’s cock.

“Put your arm around me.” Karen purred as she fucked him.

“I can’t.  Please don’t do this.” Tracy whined.

“You want this.  You want me to have this leverage on you.  Come on.  Do it.  Do it for me.  I order you to do it.  You’re our bitch now.”

“Oh fuck.” Tracy cried out, as he pulled her to him and allowed her to kiss him as if they were lovers. 

“Oh yes, oh fuck, oh fuck me Tracy.” Karen cried out.

“Shhhh.” Tracy begged.

“No, I’m almost there.  I, I, I….oh fuck!” She arched her back and he felt her cum engulf him.

And then she stood, pulled down her dress, and said, “Now suck off Tony whilst I record you.  You can masturbate whilst you do it.”

Seconds later, Tony’s huge cock was in his mouth again, as he furiously wanked onto a small rag in front of him.  Tony rammed his cock in and out, hard and fast, using Tracy’s mouth, until finally both spurted at the same time.  Tracy slobbered over the cock, licking and sucking down every single drop, then finally sitting back, panting.

“And now we’ve got you.” Karen grinned.

They heard the clicking of heel descending the stairs, so they sent Tracy to the bathroom to get cleaned up.  “Use some mouthwash.” Tony advised, before opening the door to Fiona.

Fiona had gone all out.  Back on were the bedroom boots.  Back on were the suspenders, except this time they were covered by slightly longer mini-skirt, loose fitting this time, black with lace trim around the edge.  The top was a red wench style crop-top, with lace-up front to reveal two gorgeous mounds of her C-cup breasts.  Her make-up was done less whorish, but still way beyond how she normally wore it.

“You like?” She asked, spinning to reveal the stocking tops and suspender straps.

Tony reached under the skirt and grabbed her tiny ass-cheek.  He threaded a finger under the string of the thong panty and said, “Take that off and give it to your husband when he gets out of the bathroom.”

She gulped and appeared to think about it, and then nodded, “Yes sir.” She said, sliding the tiny black fabric off her legs and feet. 

“How horny are you right now?” Tony asked.

“Very.” Her response was barely audible, her eyes looking directly in front of her, as she shifted the position of her crotch towards his right hand.

He looked down at what she was doing, then looked back up at her.  She didn’t dare look in his eyes.  Instead, she slightly opened her legs expectantly.  He reached forward and slid a finger under her skirt, pushing it into her sopping wet cunt.  Karen stepped forward with a smile.

“Ohhh.” Fiona’s voice quivered, and her head fell onto Tony’s thick muscular arm.  In response, he inserted another finger and began pumping both in and out of her.  Tony pulled her close and wrapped his left arm around her, pushing into the wench top to cup her braless boobs. “Oh fuck.”

The door to the bathroom opened, and Tracy stepped out to the sight in front of him.  His mouth dropped open, as his crotch suddenly became tight and hard.  “Fuck.” He whispered.  Fiona’s eyes, tears of excitement, joy, embarrassment, sadness, happiness, all rolled into one, looked up for a brief moment and caught Tracy’s.  “Stop.” She whispered.

“Are you sure?” Karen asked, brushing a strand of Fiona’s hair back.

Fiona said nothing for a moment, her orgasm too near.  Then something brought her back to reality.  She began nodding quickly.  Karen put a hand on Tony’s arm, and he retreated. 

They stood there, Fiona panting, leaning back against the wall.  “Can I get a moment?” She asked.

“Sure.” Karen told her.  “The bathroom’s over there.”

“Thanks.” Fiona said, walking towards the bathroom.  Then she stopped, looked back at all of them and said, “I-I’m, I’m sorry.”

After the door shut, Tony said, “I think we should skip lunch.  You guys go.  Let’s catch up later.  Let us know she is okay.”

Tracy nodded.  “Sure, will do.”



Of course, Fiona had changed back to normal clothes of jeans and a t-shirt.  She did wear the boots over the jeans though, which made Tracy happy.  When he asked why, she said that he had begged her to wear them out many times, and she never did until now for Tony, and if she could do it for Tony, then she could do it for him.

Nothing was said throughout lunch, which was a subdued pizza in the mall.  Then they quickly did a weekly shop, buying things which they could quickly throw together if needed.  It was as they were driving home that Fiona said, “I’m so sorry you saw that.  I don’t know…  I really don’t understand why…”

Tracy pulled the car over and turned off the ignition.  “Babe.  That was the hottest thing I have ever seen.”

“But why?” She asked.  “Really, why aren’t you pissed off with me?  I had another man’s fingers in my cunt!”

“Do you promise not to be angry with me?” Tracy asked.

“Huh?” She said, scrunching up her face.

“Last night, when you went to get changed, Tony ordered me to go and get beer from the fridge.”

Fiona chuckled briefly.  “And did you say Yes Sir?”

“I did.”

“Thought so.”

“But that’s not all.” Tracy didn’t look at her as he said the next part.  “He then asked if I want a beer too, and I said yes.  So he told me to beg for it.”

“Oh Tracy…” She tried to stifle a laugh.

“So I begged.  And he said, that…um…that it wasn’t good enough, and I should beg properly and then he spread his legs.”

Fiona gasped in shock and raised her hand to her mouth, a wide smile on her face.  “You didn’t.”

“So he made me nuzzle his cock under his jeans and beg.” Explained Tracy.  Fiona keeled over in laughter.  “Then he opened his pants, and I, erm, well, he ordered me to open his pants, and um…”

Once more, Fiona gasped.

“I sucked him off.”

She burst out into hysterical laughs.  “Oh my god!  That’s the funniest thing I have heard in my life.”

“Are you angry at me?” Tracy asked.

“Angry?  Honey, no, I’m not angry.  This is fucking unbelievable.  Here I was worried you would be angry with me that he had fingers in my pussy, and you already blew him.  Oh my fucking god, I can’t even.  This is so funny.  I wish I’d seen that.”

“He videoed it.”

“Oh fuck!  I need a copy of that video.  Did he cum?”

“Yes.” Tracy replied, barely about to look at his wife.

“And you swallowed!” She screamed in laughter.  “Oh this is too much.  Oh fuck.” She laughed for a good five minutes, and when she finally calmed, she said, “It’s pretty hot though.  Oh wow.  I need to see that video. Drive home, I’ll text Tony.”

“Karen has a copy.”

“Then I’ll text her first.”

Tracy nodded and put the car in drive and set off.  “So you are not going to get worked up about him fingering you?”

“Honey, when I get home, I’m going to get changed again, go back there, and let him finish.  Seeing as you blew him, I might as well too.  But honey, that’s it.  No sex.  And after this, we really need to draw a line and say it was a bit of fun, because if it gets into our lives, I don’t want any of us to do something we’ll regret.  Okay?”

It was too late for Tracy, he knew that, but he had to find a way to convince them to delete the video of him and Karen.   He had to.  Did he want to?  No.  He definitely did not, but he had to.

Once home, Tracy unpacked the shopping as Fiona quickly changed.  Karen had sent the video in the car, but Fiona had not opened it yet.  She was saving it for later.  Tracy was under the assumption that Fiona was going to get dressed up like before, however this time she dressed a little differently.

“I’m going to need your help.” She said, stepping out from the bedroom in a sheer pink with black lace trim chiffon babydoll nightie, the black stockings and suspender belt, and nothing else.  The nightie didn’t cover her pussy, and her breasts were perfectly visible.  “I obviously can’t go down like this.  So, I need you to go down and ask them to come up.”

A little confused, Tracy asked, “Can’t you just text them?”

Fiona grinned.  “I could, but I don’t want to.  What I want you to do, is go down and beg him to come up.  Just don’t let him cum this time.”

“Oh…”

“Make sure to tell him that I ordered you to beg him to come up.”

“Yes, okay.”

“I think Yes Ma’am is better at this stage, don’t you?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

With that, Tracy opened the door and headed downstairs.  Knocking he waited for the door to open, and when it did, he was confronted by Karen with a look of concern on her face. “Is everything okay?  We’ve been worried sick she’s upset with us.  And then she texted me asking for the video of you and Tony…”

“Everything is fine.  I promise you.  In fact, I have been tasked to ask you to come upstairs.  Um, in fact, I have been ordered to beg Tony, to come upstairs.  But not, um, you now?  Till the end.”

Karen’s frown turned into a smile, and then a light chuckle.  “Okay, come in.   Tony?  Tracy’s here.  Fiona has told him he needs to beg you to go upstairs, but you cannot cum.  I think she wants you hard for some reason.” She chuckled.

Tony was grinning when Tracy entered the room.  “Well you know what to do.” He said.

Tracy dropped to his knees and began nuzzling the cock through the jeans.  Then, unbuttoning them, he took it in his mouth and began bobbing up and down on it.

“Oh yes, I have to admit, this is very good.” Tony sighed.  “I’ve never had a man suck me off before you, but honestly, I never thought you’d be this good.  Anyone would think you are used to it.”

After a few minutes of sucking, Tony told him to stop.  Tony buttoned up and they headed upstairs, where they found Fiona, stood nervously in the living room, dressed exactly as Tracy had left her.

“My my.” Tony smiled.  “This is how I like my whores, and you are my whore, right?”

“Yes sir.” Fiona squeaked, innocently.

Tony grabbed the woman and pulled her into a kiss.  He grabbed a breast and squeezed it through the thin fabric, and then dropped his hand to her pussy.  “Mmm, I’m going to enjoy fucking this.”

“No.” Fiona said defiantly, “no sex.  I’ll suck you if you like, but no sex.”

“Okay.  Don’t worry.  I’ll not do anything you don’t want to do.” Tony replied.

However, in the background, Karen pulled Tracy to one side and said, “Are we in agreement about this video from this morning?”

“What do you mean?” Tracy asked.

“How much do you want to be submissive?  Is it something you really want?” She asked, and Tracy gave it some thought.  He could spend his life living in the knowledge that he never tried the thing which defined his personality, or he could embrace it and see where it led.  He didn’t have kids to worry about, and he was still young.  Would he be able to do this, whatever this was, when he was older?  Probably yes but with less enthusiasm.  He had to say yes.

“Yes, it is.”

“Then I want to use this video to control you.  Last time I’m going to ask.” She grabbed his hard cock and rubbed it.  “Is this what you really want?” He acceptance of his own fate in his mind released it from the shackles of nerves, and instead he was ready to go forward.  Her massaging his cock helped with the decision, true, but he knew this was what he wanted.

“Oh…yes!”

“Good.  No going back.  Go tell your wife you want her to fuck Tony.  Beg her.  If she doesn’t fuck him today, then I will show her the video, got it?”

“But she…” She had said it wasn’t going to happen. How easy would it be to convince her?

“No buts.  Just make it happen.”

Shaking, Tracy walked back into the room where Fiona was holding on to Tony as he fingered her.  Timidly, Tracy stepped forward, and Fiona looked up at him, her mouth open as she panted in pained exhilaration. 

“Please fuck him.” Tracy whispered, barely audible.  Fiona reached out a hand and grabbed his, holding it tight.  “Please.  Please fuck him.” He said a little louder.

Fiona squeezed his hand in a quick squeeze, then let go, looking away, and nodding.  “Thank you.” She breathed, and she let go of Tony, as he led her, fingers in cunt, into the master bedroom, shutting the door behind them.

“They’re gonna be a while.  Let’s go for a bike ride.” Tracy told him.

“Do you really want to go for a bike ride?” He asked her as she led him out of the door.

“No.  I’m going to get more collateral.” Karen smiled.


THREE

Karen rolled over the bed and opened up a side drawer, pulling out a packet of Marlboro Red and a lighter.  She lit the cigarette and took a long deep drag.  The walls and floors in the apartment block were pretty thick, and still they were able to hear the screams of passion coming from Fiona. 

“Since when do you smoke?” Tracy asked Karen.

“Every so often.  Not so much anymore.  You don’t smoke?” She asked.

“Never.”

“You should.”

He coughed out a laugh.  “Why?”

“It’s sexy.  I like bitches that smoke.  And I think after the whipping I just gave you, and the fact you just fucked me four times in a row, in front of multiple cameras, I’d say you are definitely my bitch.”

He thought about that, as he watched her smoke.  As she finished that one, she pulled out two more, lit them both, and handed one to him.  With a sigh, he took a drag into his mouth, and blew it out immediately.

“Not like that.  Watch.  Take it deep in, then inhale, hold it, and then breathe it.”  She explained.

Doing as she instructed, he found himself in a fit of coughing.  Eventually, after a few drags, he could do it, but by the end of the cigarette, he felt dizzy and a little sick. 

“One more.” She told him. 

He smoked another. 

“We should go back upstairs and see how they are getting on.” Karen told him.  “But, remember I control you now.  Which means I control Fiona too.  I expect the following from you this week.  One, buy two packets of cigarettes.  Smoke both packs by the end of the week.  Two, convince your wife to sleep with my husband again.  Three, try to find a way to get your wife to drive you deeper into submission and humiliation.  I’ll let you work out how you do it, but you must get your wife to tell me about it.  Is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good.  Let’s go upstairs.”



Upstairs, Fiona was panting, hanging halfway off the bed.  She had never been fucked like that before, and she had never had a man so dominant in bed.  They had fucked six times, and she wanted more.  He was an animal, and she loved it.

“Is Karen really okay with this?” Fiona asked him.

Tony burst out laughing.  “Are you kidding?  This was all her idea.  Look, Karen is more dominant than submissive.  She’s only really submissive to me, so having Tracy around to dominate really turns her on.  That means, it turns me on.”

“And Tracy blowing you?” She grinned.

“That was a spur of the moment thing.  It just kind of felt right at the time, and I’m glad I did it.  I’ve never been with a guy.”

“Never even thought of it?”

Smiling, he said, “I’d be a liar if I said no.  Of course, I’ve been curious, but never had the urge to act on it.  But all of this feels right.”

“It does, but at the same time, I need time to process all of this.  I’m not a swinger.  I dreamed of being a one-man gal.  I know I’m going to be racked with guilt tonight, and maybe most of this week.  This has to be a one-off.  We don’t wanna lose you as friends, but honestly, I think if we do this, it’ll consume every part of me, and I’m scared for Tracy.”

Tony nodded.  “Are you scared he will leave you, or what?”

She chewed on her lip. “Honestly?  I fall in love dead easily.  Like, really, really easily.  I am worried that I won’t wanna be with Tracy if I fall for you.  And how will Karen feel if I did?”

“Karen would think it’s hot.  She wants you too.”

“And there’s the thing.  I’ve never been with a woman before.  What happens if I fall for you both and leave Tracy for you?”

“Would that be such a bad thing?” Tony asked with a laugh.

She slapped his arm.  “Stop it.”

“I’m serious.  I could imagine myself with two hot ladies for the rest of my life.”

“And what about Tracy?”

“What about him?  Karen can keep him as a pet.”

Fiona chuckled.  “He might actually like that.” She mused.  “No, seriously.  I can’t.  I love Tracy and I don’t want that to change because of my crazy hormones.  First and last time we did this, okay?”

“Oh-kay.  I’ll respect whatever you want to do, okay?”

“Thanks.” She said, leaning over to kiss him.  They kissed for a long few minutes, and then once more she climbed onto his penis and lowered herself down.  “Oh my god, it’s so big.”  As she began to ride him, the door quietly opened, noticed only by Tony.  Karen and Tracy stood there watching as the couple fucked. 

Smiling, Tony whispered to Fiona.  “Maybe I want you to fall in love with me.  Could you?”

“Yessss.” Fiona hissed, with closed eyes.

“Tell me you love me then.”

“Oh I love you.” She whispered back, and she shuddered as she said it.  There was something dirty in saying this to a man who was not her husband, but it simply served to charge the passion coursing through her body.

Karen held onto Tracy, checking he was okay.   She could see the jealousy and conflict on his face, the pulse quickening, but also his crotch was tented.  “Drop your pants and slowly rub yourself.” Karen whispered.

“Again.” Tony told Fiona.  “Louder.”

“I love you Tony.”

“Again.”

“Oh!  I l-love you Tony.” She said, arching her back and leaning over.  Her eyes opened to see Tracy stood there with his pants around his ankles, furiously rubbing his cock.  Their eyes met and slight sinister smile curled onto Fiona’s lips.  She knew that things had changed forever for them, and she loved it.  Her eyes closed once more.  “I love you Tony.” She leaned over and the two kissed deeply.  “I love you Tony.” And just like that, something in her body clicked.  She loved this man.  She wanted more of him, she needed his cock, she needed to see where it might go with him.  Her eyes closed, she tried to imagine herself with Tracy but it didn’t happen.  Instead, she could just see Tony, holding her, kissing her, dominating her.

“Go forward.” Karen whispered. Tracy shuffled forward to the bed.  “Now encourage her.  Tell her.”

“Tell him again honey.” Tracy told his wife.

“I love you so much Tony.” Fiona gasped.  She didn’t need the encouragement but there was something freeing about knowing that her husband was allowing her to give up her love for him, to love another.

“Keep rubbing yourself.” Karen whispered.  “Tell her what you want to hear.  Say it.  You know what you want to hear from her.”

“Baby, tell him you love him more than me.” Tracy begged.

“I do.  I do!” Fiona panted. There was no denying it, she simply wanted Tony, not Tracy. “I love you Tony, so much more than Tracy.”

“I know you do.” Tony purred.  “Tracy is only good enough to be a cocksucker.”

“Yes he is.” Fiona smiled.  “He’s a cocksucker.  You’re a cocksucker Tracy.”

“Yes I am Mistress Fiona.  I’m not good enough for you.”

“No you’re not.”

“You shouldn’t let me fuck you anymore.”

“Is that what you want?  Should I only fuck Tony instead of you?”

“Is that what you want?”

“Yesssss.” She told herself in her head, over and over, I love Tony, I don’t want Tracy.

“Tell me you don’t want me anymore.”

“I don’t.” She had these strange hormones which made it so easy to fall in love, but she could just as quickly fall out of love.  She knew in her heart she hadn’t totally fallen out of love for Tracy, but it was fun to pretend.

“I mean it.” Tracy begged as he masturbated.  His orgasm growing close.  “I want you to tell me the truth.”

Fiona grinned.  If that’s what you really want… She thought, and for a few moments she trained her mind to say she didn’t love or want Tracy anymore; that he was just a weak sissy slave.  It took barely a minute for the hormones in her body to take over, and then she opened her eyes and looked at Tracy, and what she saw disgusted her.  How could I have ever married such a wimp?  She leaned over and kissed Tony deeply.  Then she opened her eyes and leaned across to Karen, kissing her deeply too.  “I want Tony and Karen to take me in, and I’ll abandon you, because you are a useless cocksucker, and that’s all you’ll ever be.  I mean it.  I don’t want your shitty little dick anywhere near my amazing pussy anymore.”

“Oh god, yes, I want that so much!”

“Really?” Fiona asked.  “Do you really want it?” Please say yes!  Please say yes!

“Yes I do!”

“Oh god, so do I!” Fiona cried out, holding on to Karen as she came hard on Tony’s cock.

“Fuck!” Tracy cried out, and came hard, his sperm flying and landing on Tony and Fiona.

That all caused Tony to cum too, going deep into Fiona’s pussy.  Fiona pulled off Tony’s cock and pulled on Tracy’s face, planting her wet pussy on it.  “Lick it you fucking cum eating cocksucker.” She growled, grabbing his hair hard.  “Lick it!  Lick me clean!” Once more, Fiona let out a roar of another orgasm, then pulled on Tracy’s hair towards the long line of cum on Tony’s belly.  “Lick Tony clean from your filthy cum.”

Tracy licked up the cum on Tony’s belly, and as he did so, Fiona guided his head to Tony’s cock.  “Clean him.” Fiona hissed.  “Suck him, cocksucker.  It’s all you are good for.  Do it.  You know you want his cock.  His amazing cock.” 

Fiona leaned over and kissed Tony as a Tracy sucked on the cock.  Karen watched before stripping naked and sliding in behind Fiona.  The two girls kissed as Tracy continued to suck.

“Tell your husband the truth Fiona.” Karen hissed.  “Tell him that his days as your husband are numbered.”

“They are.” Fiona purred, her eyes opened wide and she grinned sinisterly.  “You want this too.  You want it.  You want me to leave you for a better man, tell me.”

“I do.” Tracy said, before going back to sucking.

“I know.  I do.  I want it.  I really, really want it.”

Karen was fingering the woman, then she pulled her over, climbed up and lowered her pussy onto her mouth, whilst at the same time leaning over and putting her mouth onto Fiona’s pussy.  The room filled with moaning from all parties. 

“Ah yeah.” Tony moaned, spurting his cum into Tracy’s mouth.  “Fuck yeah.  Come on man, let’s give the girls some space.”

Tracy followed Tony out of the room, closing it behind them.  Tony, still naked, sat on the sofa and spread his legs.  “Come on slut, you know your place.” He growled.

“Yes sir.” Tracy replied, enthusiastically, lost in humiliation subspace.  He dropped to his knees, taking the huge cock and balls in his hands, and stared at them with sheer lust.  Then, with a watering mouth, he dropped onto the cock, moaning as it slid into his warm wet mouth, and down his throat.

“Good slut.  This is the place you want to be isn’t it?” Tony asked, running his right hand through Tracy’s light brown hair. 

“Mmmhmm.”

“But you are gonna need to work for it.  Fiona seems to think this is a one-time deal, but we both know that’s not what any of us want, right?”

“Mmmm.”

“We’re counting on you working her to make sure she becomes our slut too, got it?”

“Mmmmmmm.”

“You’ll convince her that leaving you to live with us is best for everyone, clear?

“Mmmmm.”

“Good slut.  You’ll be rewarded for good behavior like this.” Tony sighed, lying back on the sofa.  “Very nice and slow, that’s a good bitch.”


That night, neither Tracy nor Fiona slept well.  Tracy’s thoughts raced, his cock constantly going hard with the memory of the day’s events.  Then there was Fiona’s moaning, sniffling, crying, and on the occasion she thought Tracy was asleep, masturbating.  But that was not what kept Tracy awake.  Two things played on his mind.  One, the guilt he felt for having sex with Karen, along with the video evidence she held over his head; and two, the fact that he constantly thought about Tony’s cock.  It wasn’t that he fancied Tony or something, but god how he loved that cock.  To the point of Fiona leaving him, what played in his mind was that it was all just fantasy, just a game.  Not once did he really believe that any of it was true. 

The next morning, Fiona was quiet, very subdued.  To the question of what she wanted for breakfast, she simply said, “I dunno.  Not hungry.  I’ll make something myself.”  Her voice was clipped, clearly depressed and angry.  When she finally did sit down and Tracy could get a look at her, he saw that she had been crying.  Rather than press her on it, he decided to give her some breathing space, and let her come to him when she was ready.

Of course, he had to take Karen and Tony’s threats as simply part of the game, he was certainly not going to force his wife into doing anything which made her sad.  That being said, he had to find out what was really bothering her.The answer came at around lunchtime, when Fiona finally sat down and sighed.  “I feel awful.” She cried.  “I cheated on you.  I did exactly what I promised myself I never would.”

Tracy sat down and took her hand in his, “But why?  Why are you worried so much?  I had tonnes of fun.”

“Because, Tracy, I’m scared.  I’m scared of what I’ll become.  I’m scared of how submissive I’ll become.  Most of all, I’m scared of falling in love.  I fall in love dead easily and I become obsessed.  You know that.” She semi-pleaded.  “And it is so easy for me to fall out of love, and I’m scared I may have pushed myself too far.  I can’t stop thinking about Tony already.”

It dawned on Tracy that this was why they were so intent on professing their love for one another last night.  It was to play with her weakness.  “Babe, I really don’t mind.” He said, not believing for a second someone could just stop loving someone else immediately.

“You don’t mind if I fall in love with someone else?” She asked, her confusion clearly visible on her face.

“Well, so long as you don’t really fall out of love with me…” He mused.

“Yeah, and there’s the problem.  I don’t know if I can promise that.  It’s like a drug, my hormones are not geared that way, I don’t know why.  Look, we need to stop.  I think we should avoid Tony and Karen for a while.”

“Bit difficult when we are neighbors.”

“We need to try.” She sighed.  “If we see them; when we see them, we will need to be honest and say we need a break.”

“Whatever you need honey.”

“What I need is for you to fuck me.  I need you to make me want you again.”

“Sure babe.”

They headed to the bedroom, lying on the bed sheets covered with Tony’s cum, and began kissing.  He thought about the night before, and then began thinking about what they were talking about; about her falling in love.  Tracy pressed his rock hard cock inside her, and Fiona let out a moan. 

“What are you thinking about?” She whispered, as he hormones took over again.

“Why?”

“I can feel you getting bigger.” Please say Tony.  Please say you want me to leave you!  Please say you want all this!

“Nothing.”

“No, tell me.” Please!

“Babe…” Tracy wanted to say it, but he didn’t want to hurt her.

“Please, I need to hear it.  Tell me.”

He thought about it.  “I thinking about you and Tony together.”

“Is he fucking me?”

“Yes, hard.”

“Ohhh.”

“You are telling him you love him.”

“Mmmm.”

“But you mean it.  You are telling me you are leaving me.”

“I will if I fall in love.”

His cock got harder.  “But you are telling me I’m not allowed any other women anymore.”

“I’m making you gay?”

“Yes.”

“Ohhh…  Is that what you want?”

“Maybe.” He couldn’t stop thinking about Tony’s cock. 

“Tell me it is.”

“It is.”

“You want me to leave you?”

“No.  I love you.”

“Maybe I don’t care.  Maybe that is what you need.  Maybe I should do it.  Tell me you want it.” I want to leave you!  I want to become Tony’s whore!

“I want it.”

“I want it.”

“I want it.”

“I…Ohhh.” Fiona came hard.  After she did so, she grinned and said, “My little gay hubby.” She said, and pressed a finger in his asshole. 

“Fuuuuuck!” He cried out, coming deep inside her.

“Now lick me clean.”

Tracy climbed down and sucked his cum out of her.

“See,” she said, running her hands through his hair.  “We don’t need them.  We have our fantasies.  That should be enough.”

Tracy deflated in disappointment when she said that, really believing it was going to happen this time only to find out it was a fantasy.  What he didn’t know was that Fiona was waiting for him to protest.  All it would take would be one small protest and she would give in to her urges. 



“She won’t want to see us again.” Tony told his wife.  “She’s worried she will fall in love.”

Karen frowned and thought about what Tony had just said, but then she shook her head.  There was no way Fiona, or Tracy for that matter, would give up such excitement after trying it.  She was sure it was just a phase. 

“We need to give them some space.” Karen said.  “Tracy is home alone during the day, so we can work him.  Then we’ll see how this plays out.”

“Sure.”

Thinking further, an idea sprung to Karen’s mind.  “We can go one further and maybe we are the ones who take a step back.  That way we can keep them close.”

“Good idea.”

They decided to confront Fiona when they next saw her.  In the meantime, Karen began searching and highlighting links around dominating couples, bookmarking the ones she liked and then emailing the links to Tracy. 

“You know, the great thing about Tracy’s name,” Karen began, “Is that it works for a man or a woman.”

“So?” Tony asked.

She turned to look at him with a cheeky smile on her face.  “How would you like multiple women in your life?”

Tony grinned.  “I could picture Tracy as a shemale.  That could be pretty hot.”

“We could make her into a proper little whore.”

Standing, Tony strolled over to his wife and planted a long deep kiss on her mouth.  “I love that you are so kinky.  You are evil.”

Sighing, Karen stroked her husband’s stubble.  “Oh honey, you have no idea how evil I really am.”

“Try me.”

“I want to destroy them.  Is that horrible?”

“No,” Tony shrugged.  “It’s hot.”

“Right?” Her grin was terribly sinister.  Then she changed to a sulk.  “But with her constantly disappearing to work, it’s going to be hard to keep at her.  We’re gonna have to find a way to stay in their lives.”

Tony began massaging Karen’s shoulders.  “Babe, we shouldn’t do anything illegal though.  I mean, the idea of blackmail is hot, but let’s be honest, we shouldn’t force them if they don’t want it.”

She spun around on her chair.  “But that’s the thing though.” She gushed.  “She does want it.  So does he!  In fact, she probably wants it more than him.  The problem is that she is too hung up about her worries.  Once she realizes that how fun all this will be, she’ll be on board.”

“Let’s hope so.” He said.  “But are you really willing to share me?”

“Yes.  Don’t forget that I would get to play with her too.” She laughed.

At that moment, they heard the door slam upstairs.  Thinking it was Fiona and Tracy, Tony rushed to the door, opening it wide, only to find his colleague and upstairs neighbor, Jack Connor. 

“Oh hey Jack.” Tony said, holding out his hand.  “Grounded too?”

The tall blonde man with his muscular square jaw, strong muscles bulging through his dark grey t-shirt.  “Yeah man, sucks balls.” Jack replied, accepting the hand and squeezing it tight. 

“Hey Jackie!” Karen gushed, stepping forward and admiring the man’s biceps barely contained by the short sleeved t-shirt.

“Karen, always a pleasure to see you.” Jack laughed, leaning in and kissing her on the lips.  “Tone, when are you going to loan me this one?”

Karen turned to her husband. “Yeah Tony, when are you going to loan me to Jack?”

Tony shrugged.  “You wanna fuck Karen, I don’t mind.”

Thinking Tony was joking, Jack burst out laughing.  “Careful buddy, I might need to take you up on that.”

The sound of a door opening and closing upstairs, followed by footsteps, caught their attention.  Moments later they were face to face with a very embarrassed looking Fiona, and a nervous Tracy. 

“Oh, hi guys.” Tony said, “Do you know Jack from upstairs?  We fly for the same airline.”

“Yeah, sure.” Tracy replied.  “I think we’ve met once or twice.”

They all shook hands.

“Good to meet you.” Jack said, shaking Tracy’s hand firmly.  “And especially nice to meet you Fiona.”

“You too.” Fiona almost whispered.  She could feel her pussy throbbing the moment she laid eyes on the man, and she chastised herself for not having better self-control.

“Hey, I’m gonna head out.” Jack said.  “How ‘bout beers later on?”

“Sure.  Thanks, that sounds like fun.  I’ll stop by.” Tony replied.

“You’re welcome too Trace.”

“Thanks.  I think we have plans, but I’ll stop by if I can.”

“Sure.  See ya guys.”

They watched Jack walk down the stairs and out of the door, and then Tony turned to Fiona and Tracy. 

“Hey, can you guys spare five minutes, we’d like to have a chat?” He asked.

Fiona and Tracy shared a look, and then with a gulp, Fiona nodded.  They stepped inside and Tony shut the door.

Karen began.  “So yesterday was lots of fun, and we would be really happy to continue this.  But at the same time, I think this might be a little hard on you.  We were thinking that much as we want to take this forward, we don’t want to do it at the threat of losing you as friends.  I hope that’s okay with you?”

Relief was clearly visible on Fiona’s face.  A smile finally broke out on her face, and her shoulders dropped the tension.  “I’m so glad to hear that.  Yes, last night was fantastic.  God, I’d do it again and again; but, as I told Tony, I have a problem.  I fall in love too easily.  It takes a small connection, and I become obsessed.”

“Obsessed how?” Karen asked.

Once more, Fiona looked a little nervous.  She looked up at Tracy, then at the floor.  “Tracy doesn’t even know this story.  When I started college, I was dating a guy called Nicky.  We were dating since high school.  He was kinda geeky, but I loved him, and he loved me.”

“You told me about Nicky.” Tracy told her.

“Yeah, but I didn’t tell you how we broke up.” She took a deep breath.  “So, in college there was a guy called Jason. Big fella.  Footballer.  He was obsessed by me.  He was also in one of my classes and we were assigned to a project together.  Jason hung with me working in the evenings, even though I lived with Nicky and another girl called Paula.  Everything was fine, but Jason was a bit of a bully to Nicky, and Nicky seemed to just take it.  One day, Paula moved out, and Jason offered to take her place.  I didn’t even discuss it with Nicky, I just said yes.  Why?  Because I was enjoying being around Jason.

“Then I found myself loving being around Jason more and more, but given I was going to bed with Nicky every night, Jason found the move in didn’t really make him closer to me, but he found himself further away, I think emotionally.  He started to sort of see a girl.  Can’t remember her name, but I got massively jealous.  I started flirting like hell.  Walking around the apartment almost naked.  Anything to get him to notice me.

“Nicky didn’t challenge me, but I could tell he was scared and upset.  Eventually, Jason got the message and dropped the girl.  Then one night, we were all watching a movie; me sat between them, but my head on Jason’s shoulder.  Jason just whispered that we should go to his room, and I did, without a second thought.  From that point on, Jason and I were an item; constantly kissing and making out in front of Nicky.  I never even ended it with Nicky.  For all intents and purposes, he was still my boyfriend, and he was such a lovely guy, but I needed Jason.  Like, needed.”

Fiona shook her head.  “A month later Nicky moved out.  Dropped out of college and left.  I never even called him.  It wasn’t that I loved him and was sad.  I loved him, and then suddenly I didn’t.  I was relieved he was gone.  I loved Jason and I wanted him, and I felt really turned on that I had destroyed Nicky’s feeling for me.”

Finally, Fiona looked up at the others.  Karen was on the sofa, masturbating.  “Sorry,” Karen said, “Your story is hot.  What happened to Jason?”

“One of Jason’s friends moved in.” Fiona said.  “Kyle.”

Tracy raised his eyebrows.  “Oh yeah.  I remember Kyle.  He was moving out when I moved in.  Hell, didn’t you cheat on him with…oh.”

“See where I’m going with this?” Fiona asked.  “By the way, Kyle was the one into BDSM and cuckolding.”

“Yeah, so when you said Kyle had a jealousy problem, I was the person he was jealous of?”

“Yes, you were my bull.  Sorry.” She said impishly.

“But how come it ended with me?” Tracy asked.

“Few reasons.  You were good for me.  You cared more than anyone else, but you weren’t a total walkover; and I just always felt right with you.  But most of all, I just decided not to be that person anymore.  I got off not on sex, but I got off on emotions.  The emotion of being wanted by someone else, and the emotion of seeing hurt and pain in someone who loved me.  It’s evil.  It’s wrong.  And I don’t want to be that person anymore.  I need to fight it.” Though her mind was telling her that it was already a lost fight.  The more she stood around Tony, the more she wanted to rip his clothes off and fuck him right there and then.  Just say it, just give up and say you are done.

Before Tracy had the chance to tell her that he didn’t mind, or that she should not worry, Tony stepped in.  “We understand.” He assured her.  “Look, we get it.  As we said, we want to remain friends.  Can we do that?”

Fiona smiled.  “Sure.”


FOUR

They were glued to the television.  It was all over the news.  The Premier was making the announcement that everybody feared.  They would be closing all non-essential stores from the next day.  All gyms were closing, much to Fiona’s distress.  Restaurants would be closing, but take-out and home delivery would be allowed.  People were allowed out but only for essentials, and rarely; and only if they were wearing some form of face mask.  This was it.  The pandemic was upon them.  It was just the same as a few years ago, and there they were again.

“What are we going to do?” Tracy asked.  It was typical; Fiona was the go-to person for all things medically related, given that she was a bio-engineering scientist.

“As we already discussed.  We’re going to stay home.” She explained.  “We need to protect the health system, which means staying home.”

“Jesus.” Tracy sighed.  “We should get some food in.  I guess we’ll be cooking more often.”

“You’ll be cooking more often.” Fiona laughed.  “But yeah, let’s get some stuff, but no need to panic.”

It had been about four days since the event with Tony and Fiona, and things had been great…for Fiona.  Fiona and Karen had been chatty, drinking together, even went to the gym together that morning. Fiona got to leer lustfully at Karen’s body, which also led her to think about Tony.  Tracy, on the other hand, was having to deal with Tony and Karen interrupting his workday whilst Fiona was a work.  It was either a case of getting whipped by them both, or blowing Tony.  He also had to regularly smoke cigarettes in front of them, which he worried Fiona would notice.  And when he wasn’t doing that, he was procrastinating from work by reading cuckolding and sissification stories.

“Guys, did you see the news?” Karen gasped from the door, as they walked down the hallway.  “Where are you going?”

“Yes we did.” Fiona said.  “And we are going to get some long-life food from the shops.”

“Oh, good idea.  Wait there, we’ll join you.”

Of course, during those four days, Karen encouraged Tracy to look for ways to get Fiona interested in moving forward.  The suggestion was to leave websites open, or maybe make a list which she could accidentally find.  Tracy had hoped that upon hearing that Tony was joining them, that she would go get changed, but instead she simply stood there in her jeans waiting.  And if the look on Tony’s face was anything to go by, he felt the same disappointment. 

The car ride was spent listening to Karen’s panicked ramblings about the pandemic.  She worried far too much that she was going to get ill, or that her family might die.  Fiona tried calming her, but it was becoming difficult.  By the time they reached the supermarket, Fiona grabbed Karen’s face and kissed her deeply.  It was a kiss which lasted longer than a minute, but it certainly shut Karen up.

“This is insane.” Tracy gasped, looking at the mass of people flocking to the store.  “It’s going to be bedlam in there.”

“This isn’t healthy.  It can’t be.” Fiona admitted.  “Let’s just go home and order online.”

Tony nodded in agreement.  “It’s probably for the best.”

The climbed back into the car and set off towards home.  They were passing a fairly empty row of shops when Karen leaned forward.  “Oh, pull over please.  I want to get a few things from the tobacconists over there.”

“Sure.” Tracy agreed, pulling into the empty car park, allowing Karen to jump out and run into the small shop.  “It’s empty here.” Tracy mumbled to the others.

Fiona and Tony nodded.  They both were staring out of the windows, seemingly lost in their own thoughts.  Fiona seemed to be struggling with something, and Tracy had to assume it was the kiss.  Could it have been that such a simple act had reignited her feelings for Karen and Tony?  Or was she regretting her actions once again?  Then out of nowhere, she said, “See that sex shop over there?”

“Yeah?” Tracy replied, looking over at the large red hearts over the sign saying Erotic Palace.

“Think it is deemed essential goods?” Fiona mused.

Tony sighed.  “Unfortunately, I don’t think it will be.”

Unclipping her seatbelt, Fiona opened her door.  “Then I guess we should do some shopping before it shuts down tomorrow, huh?  Tony, go get Karen and meet us in there.”

“Sure.” He replied, unclipping the seatbelt.

As Tracy and Fiona headed into the very large erotic warehouse, Fiona asked, “Since when do you smoke?” There was no anger in her voice, it was perfectly calm and balanced, which somehow made it all the more sinister.

“Huh?” Tracy asked, his body tensing.

“Well I smelled it the day I fucked Tony.  Obviously, my mind was elsewhere that day.  Then I smelled it on your clothes a couple of days ago.  Now when I kissed Karen, I could taste her cigarettes on her tongue, and it reminded me of you.”

“Ah.”

“So, since when do you smoke?  I assume last Saturday?”

“Correct.”

“Karen made you do it when she was dominating you?”

“Yes.”

Fiona nodded as she browsed the shelves of whips, grabbing a cat of nine tails with a dildo handle and putting it into the trolley.  “She ordered you to do it this week too?”

“Erm, well, she told me to smoke two packs this week.”

“But you don’t have any cigarettes.  You didn’t buy any.” She said, not looking at him, instead feeling a red leather riding crop in her hand before placing it in the trolley

“No, I didn’t.”

She continued.  “So, you have seen Tony and Karen this week?”

“Well yes.”

She placed a flogger and a paddle in the trolley, before moving across to the clamps.  She selected some nipple clamps, some clamps for testicles, and a screw torture implement for cock and balls.

“Are you sure we’re going to use all this honey?” Tracy asked with a gulp.

Fiona stopped and looked at her husband with a smile.  “Oh don’t worry.  All of this will get used.  And much sooner than you think.” Then she turned, and continued forward, reaching the dildos and butt-plugs.  Behind them Tony and Karen stepped inside the store.  There was something very sinister about the level of calm in her tone.  “They are almost here.  Before they are, tell me, have they been trying to get you to get me back together with them?”

“Well, not as…”

“No no.  Just tell me.”

“They would like it.”

“Of course they would.  That’s not what I asked.”

He sighed.  “Yes.”

“And you went along with this?”

“Yes.”

“Willingly?”

“Yes.”

Okay.” And that was that.  She was done.  Tony and Karen caught up with them, and all of a sudden she was all smiles with them.

Into the basket went a Feeldoe dildo, and various types of butt-plug.  In front of them, they were confronted by a huge butt-plug from Doc Johnson. It was a massive red thing, which had to be ten centimeters in diameter. 

“Fucking hell.” Karen gasped.

“There’s no way anyone can get that thing in their ass.” Tracy told them.

With a sinister smile, Fiona picked up the butt-plug and placed it into the trolley, and then said to Tracy, “And yet you’re gonna try.”

“Wh-what?”

“Little bit, every day.  You can give it a go.”

“Y-yes, m-mistress.” This exchange led to a merry chuckle from the other two.

For the next few minutes, Fiona selected different forms of bondage gear, electro-sex equipment, and other items.  Then she turned to Tracy and said, “I need a few minutes alone to go select some lingerie and clothes.  Well, not alone.  I want to surprise you.”

“Okay.” Tracy replied, confused.

Fiona directed her eyes to a large sign above their heads.  It was a sign that said, “Sex Cinema and Cabins.” 

“Oh, okay.” Tracy said, heading towards the gate, pulling out his wallet. 

“No, no, Tracy.  You misunderstand.” Fiona said, stepping towards him.  Her mouth was smiling, when she slowly and quietly said, “I expect you to have your mouth open waiting at a glory hole.  And with any luck, a cock will slide nicely into it, and you will suck off a complete stranger.”

“But…”

“No buts.  Come out in twenty minutes, and I expect to see a mouthful of stranger cum, got it?”

“Yes mistress.” He moaned, paying the entry and heading inside. 

Of course, the town was in pandemic panic mode.  In the whole time they were in that sex shop, not a single person had entered.  Of course, there would not be anyone in the cabins; at least, that’s what Tracy told himself.  He was not in there one minute, when a cock entered his mouth.  It slid through the hole, and he did what he was told to do.  Five minutes later, he had a mouth full of cum.  It was the only cock in there.  When he came out fifteen minutes later, the others told him they saw a nervous young businessman leaving.  Nobody else. 

“Good boy.” Fiona told Tracy, kissing him on the cheek, before turning around and heading to the checkout. 

Confused, nervous and excited, Tracy looked over at the grinning couple of Tony and Karen, who simply shrugged and went to pay for their purchases.  Outside, they loaded up the car with the copious numbers of bags.  When Tracy headed out that day, he had thought the bags would be filled with groceries, not sex tools.  Not that he minded, he was obviously really excited about where his life was going, but at the same time, he was extremely confused by his wife’s desires and mood.

“Give me a minute.” Fiona told them, running towards the tobacconists.  The other three sat waiting for her in the car in silence.  Tracy desperately wanted to ask them if they knew what she had planned, but he did not want to spoil the surprise. 

A few minutes later, Fiona was opening the boot of the car, and Tracy heard the rattle of bottles.  He surmised that she was buying alcohol, given that it would probably not be easy to come by during quarantine. 

Arriving home, Tracy helped Fiona carry the bags upstairs, and they said their goodbyes to Tony and Karen, promising to catch-up later. 

“Go order the shopping from the delivery company whilst I clear this up.” Fiona ordered.

“Yes…Mmmmm.” Tracy paused and observed his wife, who showed no sign of emotion whatsoever.  “Mistress?” Fiona gave him the briefest of smiles, and nodded, heading into the bedroom and closing the door.

It took Tracy about ten minutes to order the shopping, but unfortunately, it seemed they were not the only ones who had that idea.  The next available delivery date for the shop was two days away, on Sunday.

“Babe, the earliest they can deliver is Sunday.” He called out.

“That’s fine.  We’ll order out.” Fiona called back.

Next, Tracy decided to unpack the two black bags of bottles on the counter.  He found several bottles of wine, a bottle of vodka, whiskey, gin, and a large two litre bottle of tonic water.  Along with that, he also found two cartons of Marlboro red 100s cigarettes, the long ones. Each carton contained a pack of twenty cigarettes.  Tracy stared at this, musing as to why his wife was buying cigarettes when she never smoked a single one in her life.

Before Tracy had too much time to contemplate this though, the door to the bedroom opened, and Fiona stepped out, wearing a shiny black latex mini-dress which proudly displayed her bosom in all its glory.  She was also wearing her so-called bedroom boots, and was carrying a black flogger.  Her dark hair was pulled up high into a short ponytail, and her make-up was a mix of blacks and reds.  She was the perfect dominatrix. 

“Open one of the cartons, and pull out a pack.” She said, in a calm voice.  He did just that.  “Go out on the balcony.”

Without a word, Tracy opened the balcony doors and stepped outside.  Fiona took the packet from his hands, unzipping the plastic and pulling it off.  She then pulled out the first cigarette and placed it in her mouth, lifting a lighter to it.   She took a long drag, pulling the smoke in through her teeth, and then blowing into Tracy’s face.  She pushed the cigarette down to Tracy’s lips, then grabbed onto his hair.  Her face turned into an angry snarl.  “So you fucking think you can go elsewhere for your domination fix?” She screamed, slapping his face. “You think Karen is going to be your mistress?  Well you are fucking mistaken!  From now on, you will not see Tony and Karen without me, got it?”

“Yes!” He gasped.

“YES WHAT?” She bellowed for all to hear.

“Yes M-mistress.”

“LOUDER!”

“YES MISTRESS!”

She appeared to calm down, as he smoked the cigarette with shaking hands.  “Good.” She said. “Smoke that entire packet.  Don’t come inside until you have finished the whole fucking thing.  Use the previous cigarette to light the new one.  You want to be a chain-smoking, cocksucking whore?  Then that’s what you will be.”  With that, she took the cigarette from him, had two long drags herself, and handed it back to him before heading back inside.  He didn’t know if this was just a part of the game or if she was genuinely angry, but something told him it was the latter.

About twenty minutes later, Tracy was on his eleventh cigarette, and was feeling decidedly sick.  He looked in through the double doors and saw Fiona on the phone with someone.  He sat there, staring at his sexy goddess of a wife, and realized how lucky he was to have her.  From the moment he met her, he adored her.  Even though she was seeing someone else at the time, he had to find a way to have her.  They had met in the faculty library, and those meets became a frequent occurrence.  Then it became dinner, drinks, movie nights, and eventually, sex.  Finally, she invited him to move in.

During that time, it never once occurred to him that she was in any way shape or form kinky or dominant.   He realized that her behavior, whilst kinky and dominant, was very much naturally her, and perhaps that was enough.

Eventually, Tracy finished the last cigarette, and he stumbled inside.  Fiona handed him a glass of fresh ginger lemonade. 

“Drink that.” She told him.  “It’ll help with the nausea.”

“Thank you Mistress.”

“How do you feel?”

He took a long gulp of the ginger drink, and had to admit, it helped.  “Weird.  Headachy.”

“It’s the nicotine.  Don’t expect to sleep well tonight.”

“How do you know about this?” He asked her.  “Did you smoke?”

“No, but I was part of a smoking study when I was at college.” She explained.  “I saw how it affected the brain.  And I have to admit, I sneaked a couple cigarettes back then.” She grinned.  “But I never took it up.  Disgusting habit.”

“So why do you want me to smoke?” He asked her.

“At first it was to teach you a lesson, but then the more I thought about it, the more I thought it was pretty kinky to make you do something so disgusting and harmful.  Then maybe, if I’m really evil, then I’ll force you to quit, once you are really addicted.”

Tracy stared at his wife, and then smiled.  “You really are evil, aren’t you?”

Fiona leaned over and grabbed his chin.  “Boy, you have no idea what is going on in my head.  Just be glad I have a handle on it all and am protecting you by not getting involved with Tony and Karen.  This’ll just be us two, and us two only.  Got it?”

“Yes Mistress.” He agreed.

“In an hour, open a new packet and smoke two more cigarettes.”

“Yes Mistress.  Can I ask who called you?”

For a moment, Fiona looked confused, and then she said, “Oh, that was Steve from 3C.” Steve was a flight steward from the third floor.  He was one of the campest, gayest people they knew, but a sweet guy.  A former short-haul steward until a year ago when his long-term boyfriend dumped him, and he decided to be single for a while, switching to long-haul after.  “He wanted my advice.  Apparently he did his last flight a few days ago before being grounded.  Then yesterday, he started feeling sick.”

“Oh, urgh.  Sick how?” Tracy asked, looking concerned.

“Relax.  It sounds like he just has a cold.  He doesn’t have the main symptoms of anything else.  I told him to watch himself, and that if he was scared he should call the helpline, but it really just sounds like a cold.”

“Wow, well I hope so.”

“What you need to worry about now, is the state of your back.” Fiona purred.

“Huh?” Tracy asked, confused.

Fiona smiled sinisterly, then raised the flogger, swishing the strands through the air.  “Bedroom.” She said, simply. 

With a gulp, Tracy stood and headed into the bedroom.  He heard the click, clack of her heels on the solid wood floor.  Then he heard the sound of the door closing with a slow click.

“Strip, darling, then climb onto the bed and get on all fours.” She said seductively.

“Um, y-yes M-mistress.” He stuttered in return.

As he prepared himself, Fiona opened one of the drawers and pulled out a set of leather straps.  Once Tracy was in position, Fiona walked over to his face, where she pushed a small dildo-like device into his mouth, before pulling leather straps behind his head and buckling them.  Then she took some more straps, and pulling his hands behind his back, and pushing his head down, she buckled his hands and arms together, before pulling some sort of leather sack around them.  Finally, she placed a leather blindfold over his eyes, and buckled that in place.

“This is going to hurt you a lot.” Fiona explained.  “But I need you to understand why I’m doing it.  Firstly, and most importantly, you went behind my back and continued to get dominated by Tony and Karen, even though we agreed not to.  Two, I need you to understand that I am in charge.  We are going to be home alone together, and we need to be able to function.  The best way to do that is if we agree that what I say goes.  Three, I need you to realise that this is not meant to be fun.  This is going to hurt because I want it to hurt.  I want you to cry, because if you want to be a real slave, then you need to accept that slaves need punishment, before reactive and preventative to get you trained.  Finally, it is going to hurt because the more I think about hurting you, sexually, the more excited I get.

“Get ready.” She warned.

The flogger landed on his naked backside in a gentle breeze of straps.  It tickled him.  She ran it up and down, and then pulled it off.  Tracy felt the bed move behind him as she climbed up and grabbed his ass with her hand.  Suddenly, she slapped it.  Not hard, but it lightly stung.  She slapped each cheek repeatedly, and he felt the heat rise. Then the bed shifted again, as Fiona climbed off.  He knew what was coming, but nothing could prepare him for the pain.  Sure, Karen and Tony had whipped him, but it was play whipping.  Neither wanted to leave marks.  Fiona cared less.

The first strike from the flogger resulted in a deep and long scream from Tracy’s mouth, albeit significantly muffled by the gag.  Fiona did not let up.  The first strike was one of many from the flogger.  Tracy lost count after thirty.  The flogger was replaced by the crop and the hits rained down.

“You want to a slave?” She hissed.  “Well now you will be for real.  Every single day that we are in quarantine, you will be beaten.  No stop words.  I’m sure you have read up on risk aware consensual kink?  Well that is what we will be practicing.”

Forty minutes later, after using a myriad of implements, a new experience.  After a shuffling, Fiona was back on the bed, and Tracy felt something pressing at his anus.  Moments later, the smallest butt-plug slipped in. 

“Keep this in for the rest of the day.” She explained, unstrapping the restraints.  “Don’t move, I need to put cream on your ass or you’ll scar.”

“Uff.” He said, as the gag came out of his mouth.  “Thank you Mistress.  Am I bleeding?”

“Yes, a lot, so don’t move.  I don’t want you ruining the sheets.” She said, then looked at the pool of cum underneath him.  “Well, any more than you have already.”  She rubbed the cream all over his backside, disinfecting the wounds.  “Go put on some underpants, and only underpants, smoke two cigarettes.”

“Yes Mistress.” His body shook in excitement, desperate for more from her. 



That evening, as Fiona had a bath, Tracy finished some outstanding tasks for a customer in Japan.  So far that day, he had smoked a total of thirty-two cigarettes which had honestly left a disgusting taste in his mouth, but he no longer felt sick when he smoked.  His next two were due in ten minutes.

Done with his work, he read some more cuckolding stories, coming up with a very extreme cuckolding and sissification story where the wife and boyfriend turned the husband into an actual gay whore, giving him hormones and breast implants.  Turned on by the story, he opened a new tab and Googling, How do I convince my wife that I want her to cuckold and sissify me?  Then in another tab, he searched, Stories about how dominant wife falls in love with another man.

On the first tab, he clicked on some links, not really checking them, and was about to start reading the first link, when the bathroom door opened, and Fiona stepped out, wearing her black satin robe; her hair soaking wet.  Tracy quickly pressed alt-TAB and switched over to his email.

“Isn’t it almost time for your next two cigarettes?” She asked him.

“Yes Mistress, it is.”

“How many do you have left?”

“Eight Mistress.”

“Hmmm.  It’s quite late.  Smoke four now then, and then four an hour after that.”

“Yes Mistress.”

Tracy grabbed the packet and lighter and headed outside to the balcony.  As he smoked the first one, Fiona flicked the windows on his computer and checked the pages he was looking at.  Frowning, she read through a few of the stories, feeling herself getting turned on by them.  She even liked the stories about wives falling in love with other men.  Then she checked the history and found he had been searching such stories for days.  She even found a search where he wrote, My wife is worried she might fall in love if she cheats, but I really want her to hurt and humiliate me like that!  And then another, I desperately need my wife to cheat on me.

Sighing, Fiona nodded, and then headed to the balcony, grabbing a brush along the way.  She opened the door to find him just putting out the second one. 

“I’ll do you a favour.” She said, sitting in the other seat, grabbing one of the cigarettes, and lighting it.  They sat quietly and smoked, as Fiona brushed her hair, and Tracy lit his next.  Fiona thought hard about how to broach the subject of what she had found on the computer.  Before she knew it, they were both done with their cigarettes, and she was lighting another.  “Have another.” She told him.  “So, you really want me to continue with Tony, huh?”

Feeling it was a trap, Tracy went rigid.  “No, I respect…”

“Stop.” Fiona said, holding up her hand, a cigarette trapped between her fingers.  “I’m not mad.  I saw what is on your computer.”

“Oh.” He said, looking down at the table in embarrassment.

Fiona frowned in sadness.  “You really think about this a lot huh?”

“Yeah.”

She nodded.  “Me too.  It’s so dangerous though.  What happens if I leave you?”

He shook with excitement and humiliation.  “I don’t know.”

“It’s a real risk.” She explained.  “I’m not joking now.  It is a likely outcome, and I’d be helpless to stop it.”

“But I would still live here.  I mean…”

“You mean, you would remain our slave, living here, whilst I lived with Tony and Karen?”

“Y-yes…”

She seemed to think about it, sucking on the cigarette then putting out the stub before pulling out another.  “It’s insane.” She mumbled. 

“It is.  But it’s so hot.”

“Babe, I’m sorry, but I don’t want to lose you.  I promised I wouldn’t do this anymore.  It’s a really fight, a struggle inside me, but I’m determined to win.” She chewed on her lip, shaking her head, smoking the cigarette.  She sat their silently, then said, “You might as well finish the pack, then come in.  When you get up tomorrow, immediately smoke two before you do anything else.  Make breakfast, then smoke two more.  Okay?”

“Yes Mistress.”

Later in bed, she climbed onto Tracy’s body and lowered herself into his cock.  “So you want to be a sissy, huh?” She asked.

“I…”

“Admit it.  You like the idea of being a sissy whore, don’t you?” Her eyes sparkled as she asked.

“Yes Mistress.”

She reached over to a bedside drawer and pulled out the pink babydoll she had once worn for Tony and handed it to Tracy.  “Put it on.”

With shaking hands, Tracy pulled it over his head.  Immediately, he knew this was where he belonged.  It was like he had found his purpose in life, and Tracy could see it.  In fact, the moment she saw him in the nightie, her pussy became hot with excitement; not because she found it attractive, but because she loved the feeling of control she had.

“Tomorrow, when you shower, I want you to shave off all your body hair using you electric razor.” She told him. “I will then help you to get rid of what is left using my epilator.  Once we are done with that, we will have a look online for some sissy clothes for you.”

“Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress.”

“Don’t thank me yet.  You have put a very solid idea in my head, and I want to fulfill it.  Our quarantine won’t be as fun for you as you think, okay?”

“Yes Mistress, I understand.”

She began riding on his cock.  “You will no longer be a man around me.  You won’t be a woman.  You’ll be a nobody, a sissy.”

“Yes Mistress.  That’s my place.”

“You’ll cook, clean, worship me.” She gasped, rocking on him.  Then her desires took over. “You really want me to have an affair, don’t you?”

“Yesssss…” He hissed, trying not to cum.

“I can feel you grow whenever we talk about it.” She told him.  “What happens if I fall in love?”

“I don’t mind.”

She smiled.  “I can tell. You grew again.  What happens if I leave you?  Divorce you?”

“I would understand.”

Her eyes went wide as he grew again.  “Why did you grow and twitch so much with that?  Does it honestly turn you on?”

“Everyone would know.  My family and friends, everyone, that I am a useless sissy and that you needed more.”

Her eyes went wider and her smile spread. It was so hot that she felt herself have a mini-orgasm right there and then. “Oh fuck, that’s true!  You want everyone to know.”

“I want you to ruin me.  I want everyone to laugh at me.”

“They will!”

“So you’ll do it?”

“You really want it?” She was close to breaking, she knew it.  It was hard to hold back.

“Yes!  Please tell me the truth.  Do you want it too?”

Her eyes closed as she approached orgasm.  “Yes I do.”

“No!” He said firmly, causing her to open her eyes in shock.  “No, I want the truth.  The real truth.”

“Did you tell me the god’s honest truth?”

“Yes.”

She grabbed his face hard and looked directly into his eyes.  “I have not lied to you once.  You are nothing compared to Tony, nothing.  I want him, not you.  I want him.  I’ve not lied to you once.  I didn’t lie to you when I was with him.  I have spent every single fucking day looking at you, wishing you were Tony, wishing that you weren’t here anymore!  Do you think I lied when I said I loved him and not you?  I fucking want him more than life itself!  I don’t want you anymore!”

“Then have him.” He told her, his cock barely able to contain the cum pushing up.

“I can’t have him!  Karen has him.” And with that, she stopped, climbed off her husband, and ran into the bathroom crying. 

Sighing, Tracy tried to work out if he should give her space or go after her; then he decided on the latter.  He slowly walked to the bathroom and tried the handle, finding it open.  Fiona was sat on the floor crying.

“I’m horrible.” She blubbered.  “I’m a horrible, horrible person.”

“You’re not.”

“I am!  I would gladly destroy our marriage, and theirs, if Tony said yes.  I love him.”

“More than me?” He asked, knowing he would get her honesty this time.

“Yes!”

“Why?”

She looked up at him.  “I don’t know. I just do.  I can’t help it.  I hoped getting away from them would help me switch back to you, but we cannot get away from them.  We should move.”

“I don’t want to move.”

“Why?”

Tracy shook his head and looked down at the floor. He realized the only thing he could do would be the one thing which would drive her away from him for sure. Push her. He reached under the nightie and grabbed his rock-hard cock.  “So you love him more than me?”

“Yes.” She sniffled, not realizing what he was doing.

“Tell me again.”

She looked up.  “I love him more than you.” She watched him masturbate.  “I want him Tracy.  I want Tony for my own.  I need him, get it?  You have served me fine as a husband till now, but I want him.  I want his babies.  I want him!  I need him.”

“Shall I go get him?”

“YES!”

“Shall I go dressed like this?”

“Yes!”

Tracy stood and walked out of the bathroom.  He walked to the door and was about to open it when Fiona ran over and slammed her hand against the door. 

“Stop.” She said, looking down.  “Much as I would love to spend the night with him, I do still love you.” She lied.  She was lying to him, but she was lying to herself too; trying to convince herself that it was true when she knew in her heart it wasn’t.  She’d tried this before, and it always failed.  “In fact, the fact that you were willing to bring him here, even after what I just told you, has probably made me love you even more than I did.  Come back to bed.  I’ll let you masturbate on me.” She was going to win.  She was going to be normal, whether she liked it or not.

Giving her a caring smile, Tracy nodded.  He really could not understand why, but he was terribly disappointed.


FIVE

The delivery guy was wearing a mask when he arrived.  Tracy was stood in the street waiting for him, smoking the cigarette.  He was smoking thirty per day regularly, as was ordered by Fiona, and for the first time, he was starting to get cravings.  Even though Fiona had told him to tell her when he got cravings, he had not yet.  Under his jeans, he was wearing a pair of Fiona’s old panties.  A pink full cut pair.  She had carefully sorted through the pairs she had not worn in a while and put them in Tracy’s underwear drawer, throwing out some of his old briefs in the process.  She had wanted him to start wearing stockings, but honestly, he was much taller than her, so it simply did not work.  Out went the bras too, as he did not have the boobs, and she really didn’t want to put socks or tissues in.  “It just isn’t hot.” She told him.  So for now, it was panties during the day, and nighties during the night.

Of course, she had kept her promise to regularly beat him, and for the past couple of nights, they had fantasized about Tony again.  Each night, she had told Tracy to go get Tony, only to stop him at the door.  The more he looked at her when she did this, the more he could see the internal struggle she was going through.  He knew she was losing the struggle.  He knew it was all just borrowed time.

All that being said, he had to admit that they were having fun, and she genuinely seemed happy.  Annoyingly to him, she occasionally smoked with him, in fact, she had been doing it more and more often.  The night before, he asked her why, and she simply said, “Tony likes women who smoke.” 

“Hey you.  Long time no see.” Karen said, stepping out into the sunlight.  “Smoking like a good boy I see?”

“I am, as ordered by Mistress Fiona.” He told her proudly.

Karen made a face of surprise and intrigue.  “Oh, did she now?  That’s a turn for the books.”

“Mmmm, not really.” And so Tracy filled Karen in on what was going on with the regular beating, even the sissy stuff.

“Show me.” She told him.

Tracy gently pushed his jeans down and pulled up the panties. 

“Nice.  Bit old fashioned, but it’s a start.” She told him.

“This is all she had.  We’ve ordered a ton from the internet, but god knows when it’ll arrive in all this.”

“Yeah, true.”

The delivery van arrived, and they each took their respective deliveries.  They walked inside the building and Karen asked how things were looking with getting Fiona back with Tony.

“Each night I get to the door, only for her to change her mind at the last second.” Tracy explained. 

With a look of confusion, Karen asked, “What’s the reason?”

“She’s struggling to deal with the fact that she’s fallen in love with Tony, and he has you.”

Karen’s eyes widened and a smile stretched across her face.  “Does she now?”

“Do not say anything!” Tracy panicked.

“Don’t worry.” Karen reassured her.  Then a thought occurred to her.  “What about Jack from upstairs?”

“What about him?”

“He’s mega into your wife.  He’s single, and he’s kind of kinky too.  What about setting them up?”

“Why would she go for him if she’s not willing to go to Tony?”

“Because of me.”

“Oh.”

Karen smiled once more.  “Let me see what I can do about this.  I think this might be really interesting.”

“Maybe, but I thought you wanted to have Fiona for yourself?”

She shrugged. “I guess second-best is good too. Anyway, I best go.  Speak later.”

With that, Karen headed inside the apartment where she began unpacking the shopping.  What Tracy had told her was intriguing.  If she could find a way to get Fiona with Jack, it would mean Tracy would be fair game to be her little slave bitch, which is what she wanted from the very beginning.  And if she was completely honest, the thought of breaking them up where they all still would be in the same building was pretty hot.  There was something hot about ruining a marriage.

Back when she was fresh out of high school, she began doing financial domination stuff online.  Then when she became a stewardess, she met one of the slaves she had been dominating online.  He was in his fifties and married, kids grown up.  He was some big executive, but his fantasy was to be ruined.  It was a hot fantasy which built over time, to the point he was begging her to destroy his marriage.  She promised she would but she was nervous about getting into legal troubles.  Then one day she had been masturbating, and decided to call the wife and tell her.  She continued to dominate him, even through the divorce, forcing him to hand over as much as possible to his soon to be ex-wife, to concede to extreme demands, even ones the wife didn’t ask for.  She actually even called the wife a few more times and the two ended up being friendly to each other.  In the end, the guy lost ninety percent of his estate to his wife, but boy did she enjoy herself.

“Hey.  Did everything arrive okay?” Tony asked, stepping into the kitchen.

“Looks like it.” She told him.  “I ran into Tracy outside.  Seems that Fiona is getting into the BDSM game quite nicely.  She’s even gotten him wearing panties now.”

“Nice!” Tony laughed.  “I’d like to see that.  Would be kinda funny to have him on his knees in front of us sucking my cock, wearing panties or a nightie.”

“It would.  And maybe it’s possible.” Karen said, putting away the last of the items and turning to her husband.  “So, it seems that your marathon sex session with Fiona had an effect on her.”

“How so?” He asked, grabbing one of the ice creams from the freezer, only to have his wrist slapped.  “Hey!”

“You’ll spoil your lunch.  Now listen.  It seems the whole falling in love too quick thing has knocked Fiona into a tizzy and she desperately wants you, but I am a problem for her.  I think she has a problem sharing longer term.”

Tony gave her a look of surprise and confusion, so she rolled her eyes.

“I was thinking.  If I’m her problem, then maybe we give her someone else to think about.  Someone single.” She explained.  “Who do we know who is single?”

Blowing out his cheeks, Tony gave that some thought.  “Not sure…” He mused.

Once again, she rolled her eyes.  “Jack!”

“Oh…” He said, nodding.  “But that means I won’t get to play with Fiona anymore.”

“Eventually, probably not, but you won’t anyway.  We’ll find someone else for you to play with.  Anyway, if things pan out, then Tracy will be our plaything.”

Tony frowned.  “A blowjob is good and all, but I’d like to fuck something too.”

“Why can’t you fuck Tracy?”

“Because…he’s a dude?”

“He’s a sissy.”

Tony weighed that, before shrugging.  “We’ll see.  I’ll call Jack and ask him if he’s interested.”



Fiona was busy reading porn stories on the net whilst Tracy put away the groceries.  She was becoming increasingly obsessed with stories where the husband descended into extreme humiliation and the wife became the sex slave to a big hot and hard man.  She believed the stories were a good way to sate her internal desires to ruin her husband, without realizing that she was actually adding fuel to the fire.

Putting the shopping away, Tracy tried to keep quiet and inconspicuous.  He was feeling guilty for saying anything to Karen, whilst at the same time really scared if what he agreed to regarding Jack was the right thing to do. At the end of the day, what he was suggesting was that his wife leave him for another man, which was a huge thing to do.

“I need you to lick me out.” Fiona purred.  “Now.”

“Yes Mistress.”

He immediately dropped to his knees in front of her, pushing up her skirt and pulling down her panties.  She was soaked.  He could tell she was mega horny the moment his tongue touched her pussy. 

“The lingerie is going to take too long to get here because of the shut-out.” Fiona moaned.  “So I found a local online retailer who can ship immediately, or we can pick-up from a drop box.”

Tracy knew better than to stop.  Instead, he continued to lick, knowing she hadn’t finished.

“I’ve already ordered you some panties, a few bras and bralettes, stockings, suspenders, nighties, even some skirts, some lovely blouses, dresses, a wig, even some stripper shoes.”

This time, Tracy stopped and looked up.  “Wait, how much did you spend on me?”

Fiona giggled.  “That’s the thing.  I didn’t spend that much.  Turns out the shop buys a load of cheap crap from China and sells it here on the cheap.  But now the shop has closed, they’ve had to quickly open an e-shop.  So in the end, I only spent four hundred or so, of your money.”

“My money?” Tracy asked.

“Yes, your…well, what’s yours is mine and what’s mine is none of your business.  Now get licking.”  And then she stopped him, pushing his head back.  “Actually, whilst you are down there, we can begin practicing with the huge plug.  Take your butt-plug out and go get the big one.” And then calling after him, “And lots of lube.  And change into the pink nightie.”

Minutes later, Tracy was back.  He placed the big red plug on the ground and poured lubricant all over it, before rubbing it on his own anus.  Then, carefully, he lowered himself onto the huge tip.  The plug at its base was nearly five inches.  There was no way he could get it in.

“Fuck.” He moaned.

“Lick and try hard to get it in.” She ordered. 

He did as she ordered, lifting himself up and down on the huge plug, but seemingly getting nowhere.  In the other hand, he was doing a great job of licking her, as usual.  Just as he was doing that, her phone pinged. 

“Oh look at that.  Your clothes will be in the drop box down the street tonight at six.  Good.  You can start dressing up immediately.”



Jack could hardly believe his ears, as he sat there listening to his friends explaining what they were suggesting.  Sure, Karen had suggested he was kinky, and to an everyday girl, he probably was; but to him this was some pretty extreme shit.  Hell, it was interesting, that was for sure, but was that the kind of girl he wanted? 

“So let me get this straight.” Jack began.  “Fiona from 2A has the hots for you Tony, because you boned her the other week.  She’s submissive and likes men who take charge.  At the same time, she’s dominant to wimpy guys, like Tracy.  Now, she has the hots for Tony, but she doesn’t wanna do anything, because of Karen, who she’s also slept with.  And your idea is to get her to sleep with me; get her excited about me, so that she’ll leave her husband, so that you can turn him into what?”

“A sissy slave.” Karen said, completely nonchalantly.

“And that’s what?” Jack asked, completely confused.

“It’s a guy who is transformed into a women’s clothes, who works as a slave.” Karen explained.

“So a tranny?”

“Not as such.” Karen told him.  “A transvestite, or transsexual, wants to be a woman, or dress as a woman.  A sissy wants to be forced to become not a woman, but rather a shemale who is completely under our foot.”

Jack nodded.  He had no idea why any man would want to become such a thing, but who was he to judge?  “And Fiona easily falls in and out of love because of some crazy hormones?”

“Right.”

“So essentially, if I get bored of her, I just need to find another guy for her?”

“Theoretically.”

“Can I think about it?” He asked.

“Sure.  Of course.”

They exchanged small talk for a few minutes and then Karen and Tony took their leave.  Jack then headed online where he read up about cheating wives, cuckolding, BDSM, and sissification.  The more he read, the more it interested him.  However, he was not sure he was happy about breaking up a marriage. Sure, the thought was hot, but he was not a bad guy.  He didn’t want to hurt Tracy, unless that was what he wanted himself. Thinking about how to approach this, he decided the best way to confront this was to speak to the man himself.  He opened his door and headed downstairs, taking a deep breath, before knocking on the door of 2A.

The door was opened by a fairly flustered looking Fiona.  Even flustered, he had to admit, she was truly gorgeous, in that goth way that she was. 

Upon sight of Jack and his muscular body, Fiona immediately grinned.  “Well hello Jack.  What can I do for you?”

“Hey Fiona.  I was just having some PC problems and I seem to remember your boy is a bit of a wiz with that stuff.”

“Oh, sure, but he’s a bit preoccupied right now.” She explained with a smile.  “Can he pop up in a bit?”

Jack grinned back at her.  “Sure, sure.  As and when.” He chuckled.  “I’m home all day, as everyone.” He started to leave and then stopped.  “I have to say Fiona, you look exceptionally fine today.” He said, looking at her long legs under the short beige skirt.  Why not get a head-start, just in case things did happen, he reasoned.

“Why thank you Jack.” Fiona beamed.  “You look good yourself.” She replied, admiring his six-pack clearly visible through the tight t-shirt. 

Considering if he should continue the flirting, Jack suddenly found himself overcome by nerves, so instead smiled and pointed upstairs, before clapping his hands.  “Well, I’ll catch you later.  Send Tracy up when you can.  Thanks.”  And with that, he was gone.

Closing the door, Fiona headed back inside to find her husband struggling to get the butt-plug even half-way in.  She rolled her eyes and considered how men would ever be able to manage child-birth.

“I think that’s all you are going to manage today.” She told him.  “Go smoke a cigarette on the balcony, and then get changed.  Jack needs help with his computer.”

Tracy’s eyes looked up at his wife.  “Um, should I not get changed out of the nightie first before going on the balcony?”

“You realise that from tomorrow you are no longer going to be wearing male clothes at all, right?” She explained, seriously.  “I think you can pretty much stop pretending you are an alpha male.  You are a sissy, and it is time everybody knew.”

With a gulp, Tracy nodded.  “Yes Mistress.”

The balconies were actually staggered, in other words, Tracy could see down to 1C from his balcony, 3A and 3C could see his balcony.  As Tracy sat there in the pink nightie, what he did not realise was at that very moment, Steve from 3C was getting some fresh air after spending a couple of days fighting off a cold.  He was on the mend, but not quite fully fit, however he was glad that he did not have the terrible virus which was the reason for the quarantine. 

Steve could smell the cigarette smoke from below, and decided to lean over to say hello to whoever was out.  What stopped him from saying a word, was the sight of his cute skinny neighbor Tracy in a pink chiffon nightie.  Instead of saying anything, he simply stood there and admired the man who was exactly his type, and considered why he was wearing a nightie. 

It was as Steve was thinking of saying something that Fiona stepped out and grabbed a cigarette from the pack, lighting it.  Steve stepped back so he couldn’t be seen, but listened to the conversation.

“You’ll need to put a mask on and drive to the drop box later to pick up your new clothes, sissy.” Fiona told Tracy.

“Yes Mistress, but I don’t have a mask.”

“I’ll make one for you out of my old panties.” She giggled.  “Don’t worry, they won’t look like panties.  Well, maybe they’ll originally look like panties.”

“Thank you Mistress.”

“Finish your cigarette and go get changed.”

Suddenly, Steve understood what was going on, or at least he thought he did.  “So they are playing a little BDSM huh?  Wonder how open they are to involving little old me?” He asked himself, before realizing this was probably just a private thing between the couple. “Then again, why did they go outside for the world to see?” He mused.  “Hmmm, probably because of the lockdown.”

As he headed inside, he decided he would need to somehow drop this into casual conversation, to see what was what.  But that was after he got better. 



With a little trepidation, Tracy knocked on Jack’s door.  In his gut, he could tell this was not going to be about a problem with his computer.  More likely Jack wanted to sound Tracy out about the situation, and Tracy needed to make a decision; destroy my marriage, or stay normal forever.

The door flew open to reveal Jack, stood there in his grey t-shirt and black sweatpants.  “Oh hey Tracy, thanks for stopping by at short notice.  I really appreciate it.” Jack told him, shaking his hand.  “Oh, we shouldn’t be doing that huh?”

“What?”

“Handshaking.  We’re meant to bump elbows or some shit.” Jack laughed, flicking a fallen strand of blonde hair to one side. 

Tracy smiled.  “Somehow I don’t think that will make much of a difference, at least not for us.”

Nodding, Jack said, “Right.  Straight to the point I see?”

“Well I guess I’m not here about your PC?” Tracy chuckled nervously.

“No, you’re not.  Want a beer?”

“Best not right now.  Thanks.”

“Sure.  So, I had a visit by Karen and Tony.  Karen did most of the talking.”

They both laughed.  “She usually does.” Tracy told him.  “And Tony is meant to be the dominant one.”

“Right?” Once more, Jack chuckled, before settling down.  “Help me out here bro.  What’s the deal here?  Are you just looking for someone to occasionally fuck your wife?  Are you looking to ditch your wife?  Are you getting your own on the side and are feeling guilty?  Are you gay?  Because if you are, Steve across the hall…” He began, pointing towards 3C.

Shaking his head, Tracy smiled and waved his hands.  “Nothing like that.  What I’m gonna say is hard to describe.  I’m submissive.  I didn’t realise how submissive until just recently.  I found some shit out about Karen and Tony, and then Fiona got involved too.  That was when I found out that my wife had a fetish for fucking up guys like me.  Except that, she didn’t want to do it, or rather she did or does, but is trying to stay normal. Then she fucked Tony and realized she was in love with him.  Apparently, this happens fairly easily for her.”

“So I heard.”

“Right.  But she has been holding back because she can’t be with a married man.  Some sort of internal struggle.”

“That’s why Karen suggested me.”

“Right.”

“But what do you get out of this?  Sounds pretty fucked up that I would be the source of a split in your marriage, leaving you abandoned.  Doesn’t sound like a long-term plan for you, because I can tell you, I’m after a relationship, not an occasional fuck.  I would expect her to live with me, and if we go down this BDSM route that I’ve been reading up on, then I’m pretty sure I’m gonna want her as my sex slave.  So yeah, how do you fit in?”

Tracy shrugged.  “It depends on you.  My plan would be that I would still live here, and still be a part of her life, but really, the fantasy is that I would become a slave for her and for Tony and Karen.”

“You’d be the house slave.” Jack noted with a chuckle.  “Does that mean I could use you for cooking and cleaning and stuff?”

“Yes that would be the plan.”

Jack sat there, staring at Tracy, trying to work him out.  The idea that a man could be so submissive to allow his life to be ruined for a sexual fantasy he didn’t know he had until recently, was beyond him.  That being said, this sort of thing in general was beyond anything he had ever imagined, and yet, it strangely appealed to him.  He had never wanted to settle down, always had been a player; which was why he became a pilot.  The long-haul flights meant that he could have a fling or two with the stewardesses.  However, he had lately had the urge to meet a woman, maybe have a kid or two, but he couldn’t stand the idea of being forced to have only one woman.  But if he had Fiona at home, and could keep his adventurous lifestyle…

“How open would Fiona be to me seeing more women?” Jack asked.

“Oh, she’s quite the jealous type.  She forbid me from seeing anyone else, and she had a problem with Karen and Tony being together.”

“But my understanding was that she had a problem with the fact they were married.  If she were my permanent partner, then would she care if I kept women on the side?”

Frowning, Tracy said he wasn’t sure.  To him, she was very dominant.  Tracy was unsure if she would behave that way with other men. 

“Find out for me somehow.” Jack ordered.  “Based on that, I’ll make my decision.  For now, I’m on the fence.”

Out of habit, Tracy replied, “Yes sir,” which made Jack grin.

“Yes sir.” Jack repeated.  “I like that.  I like respect.  Yes sir it is.” Once more, Jack paused, before saying, “I heard you suck Tony’s cock.  I’ve never had my cock sucked by a dude before.”

“Um, yes sir.”

“There’s a first time for everything I suppose.” Jack surmised, pulling down his sweatpants and boxer shorts, revealing a huge thick flaccid cock.

With a gulp, Tracy dropped to his knees and slowly picked up the heavy cut penis.  He awed at the size of it.  Tony was big, Jack was huge.  After rubbing it a little, he lowered his mouth and took it in, swallowing it whole and feeling it grow and stretch against his throat.  Jack’s growth to erection was speedy, but his stamina was fantastic.  Ten minutes in, Tracy had to stop and ask Jack if he was doing it okay.

“Hell yeah!” Jack replied.  “This is the best BJ I’ve ever had.  I’d struggling to hold on and make it last here.  Don’t stop!”

With renew vigor, Tracy continued, proud to have received such a compliment from such a hot man.  Even with slight lockjaw, Tracy was glad that Jack held out for so long, and after a further twelve minutes, Jack could hold it no longer, and came hard into Tracy’s throat and mouth.  He was not sure what Jack ate to make himself so fit, but whatever it was made him shoot enough cum to fill up a decent sized glass.

“Oh man.  Wow.” Jack said.  “It’s a shame you’re not a chick, then I’d have you here all the time.  Then again, I hear you might be soon, right?”

“Er, yes sir.  From tomorrow in fact.”

“You startin’ hormones tomorrow?” Jack asked in surprise, which also knocked Tracy for six a bit.  Nobody had discussed hormones with him.

“Um, no.  No hormones, but I’ll start dressing properly from tomorrow.  Right now it’s just panties.”

“Oh, show me.”

Tracy dropped his jeans to reveal the pink panties, and Jack frowned.

“Yeah, sexier than this, right?” Jack asked.

With a smile, Tracy pulled up the jeans.  “Yeah, these were old hand-me-downs from Fiona.  Comfort days or something.”

“Good.  If you’re gonna be the house whore, then you need to dress the part.”

“Erm, house slave.” Tracy corrected him.

With a wry smile, Jack said, “We’ll see about that.”

Tracy said he’d better get back.  Jack promised to think about the offer, but made Tracy promise to get a message about how Fiona felt about lovers.  Heading back to the apartment, Tracy considered how to broach the subject, without raising Fiona’s suspicions. 



At a little after six PM, Tracy arrived at the drop box to find a queue of about five people, each standing two meters apart, and each wearing a mask.  Tracy wondered how many still had old masks, probably unwashed, from the previous pandemic.  With a sigh, Tracy stepped out of the car and joined the back of the queue.  The lady in front of him turned around briefly to nod hello, and when she saw his home-made mask, turned back around again.

When Fiona handed him the mask, Tracy thought she was joking.  However, Fiona had made it perfectly clear that she was not.  The front was made out of white satin from a pair of old panties, formed over a sown-in part of a bra, which she had adjusted so that it closed over the bridge of his nose.  As trim around the nose area, she used the white lace from the panties.  The elastic which went around his ears to hold the mask in place, was also trimmed with thick white lace. 

But that was not the worst part of it.

She had taken hot pink rhinestones and glued them into the white panel of the panties, around the mouth, and made small kissing lips.  Around the top she had written, SISSY, in red rhinestones, and SLUT along the chin. 

When Tracy had put it on, Fiona was in hysterics.  Tracy went into a panic, claiming it would get him beaten up or worse, but Fiona told him to calm down. 

“One, nobody will be able to tell it is you; it’s a mask.  Two, hardly anybody is out, and you will not be going out that often, except to the shops.  So just relax.  Anyway, when you next go to the shops, you’ll be doing it dressed like a whore, in stripper heels, so the mask is the last thing you need to worry about.”

Tracy eventually reached the lockers, where he typed in the code on the screen, received a receipt, and watched as the long wide locker clicked open.  Inside he found ten large sealed bags.  He took them all out, and with a struggle, carried them back to the car, where he headed home.  Once parked, he decided that it was too difficult to carry all the bags upstairs in one go, so decided to make two trips.  Of course, on trip number two, he ran into Steve, who was just coming back from the pharmacy. 

“Nice facemask honey.” Steve joked, winking above his black mask.  “Very sexy.”

“Um, thanks.” Tracy replied, embarrassed.  “Hope you are feeling better?”

“Oh, much, thanks.” Steve replied ostentatiously, as if preparing to act in some sort of Broadway show.  “I’ll tell you, I was so nervous!  You couldn’t believe!  I really thought I was gonna die, but your lovely wife calmed me down.” He held up a box of probiotics.  “Taking these to improve my immune system.  Supposed to help.”

Nodding, Tracy asked, “And how are things on the boyfriend front?”

Steve bumped his shoulder into Tracy’s.  “Why?  Interested in filling that position?”

“Well, I erm, ah…” Tracy was suddenly very nervous.  It was fine messing around with a couple of heterosexual guys who knew it was all a game, but a gay guy wanting to be his boyfriend?  Then a thought came to him; it was a game, right up until he set the ball in motion to make all of this very real.  Suddenly, he realized that his marriage may soon be over.  Years of a relationship maybe about to go out of the window, and for what?  Because he was horny?

“Kidding!” Steve laughed, before getting serious.  “Unless you don’t want me to be.”

“I-I best get this shopping in.  I’ll see you around.  Get well soon.”

“Thanks honey.  See you soon I hope.” Steve said, before stopping.  “Maybe later you can wear another one of your sexy nighties for me on the balcony.” He gave a wink, and ran upstairs, as Tracy contemplated what he had just said. 

Shutting the door, Tracy found Fiona waiting, giddy like a school girl.  “Show me, show me, show me!” She said, jumping up and down.

Minutes later, Tracy was stood in the middle of the living room, wearing a red A-cup bralette which came part way down the top of his stomach with lace, a matching suspender belt, red stockings, and matching thong panties.  His skinny firm body looked almost womanly in the underwear.  Next, he slipped on a shiny black PVC zip-up micro-skirt, and a red satin off the shoulder wench top. 

Out of another bag, Fiona pulled out a number of sealed wigs.  One was with long straight red hair.  She opened that one, and brushed it out, before placing it on Tracy’s head.  Finally, she said, “now let’s do your make-up.”

Fiona sat him down in front of the mirror and worked on his make-up, making a point of saying that eventually, he would need to get his own.  She made sure to use lots of pinks, reds, and blacks, making his cheekbones standout and his eyes nice and slutty, using fake eyelashes to enhance the effect.  Finally, she used a dark crimson on his lips.

“Finger nails!” Fiona gasped.  “I have some fake glue-ons I never used.  Hold on.”

She scraped through a set of drawers, trying to find the glue on nails.  Eventually she found them and brought them over to Tracy. 

“These are old, so the glue maybe off, but if so, I have some superglue somewhere which will work.”

“But I won’t be able to remove superglue!” Tracy gasped.

“Duh!  Your nails will grow out and you cut them off as normal.” Fiona reminded him.

“Oh yeah.”

The glue on the back of the nails was not holding, so as promised, Fiona took superglue, and glued each one on, before painting them red.  The nails themselves stood out a full centimeter over his fingers.

“Run your nails through your hair, like this.” Fiona showed him how to do it, and Tracy copied her.  “Nice!  You look amazing Tracy.  Look in the mirror.”

Tracy had to admit that he looked less like a sissy, and more like a very hot woman.  In fact, he was shocked that he hardly recognized himself.  “I thought you wanted me to be a sissy, not a hot woman?” Tracy told her, admiring his tiny butt in the skirt.

“Right?” Fiona laughed.  “Oh my god, you look just like Analeigh Tipton.”

“Who?”

“She’s an actress.  She used to be on America’s Next Top Model.” Fiona explained; Tracy drew a blank.  “She was in Crazy, Stupid, Love?” Again, Tracy shrugged.  “She guest starred on The Big Bang Theory, but she had short hair.”

“Oh her!”

“Jesus Christ.  From now on, only chick-flicks, Cosmo, and really girlie music for you.  I wish there was some sort of hypnosis I could give you.  I might need to look that up.  Anyway.  Shoes.”

She had purchased a selection of shoes.  For this outfit, she went with black patent leather ankle boots, with a one inch platform on the sole, and a six-inch spiked heel. 

“Perfect!” Fiona gasped.  “You are so hot.”

For the next hour though, Tracy’s hardest test was being able to actually walk, without breaking his ankle, but eventually, he got it nicely, making sure to keep his back straight, and walk proud. 

“How do you think you should identify?” Fiona asked him.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, when you are dressed like this, do you feel like a woman?”

He gave that some thought, and realized that what was said before about sissies remained true.  He was not a woman, and he did not set out to be a woman.  He was enjoying being dressed up, but it was something which he would not have done of his own accord. 

“I’m still a man, underneath it all.  I don’t feel like a woman, and don’t identify as such.  I’m a sissy male, but still a male, so I think I should be identified as he/him.” Then Tracy added with a smile, “And honestly, it is more humiliating to be identified as a man in public, when I am dressed like this.”

Fiona agreed.  “But I still think I might occasionally call you she, or something girlie.  It might be fun.”

“True.” Tracy agreed with a smile.

Getting serious again, Fiona said, “Now a test.  Go downstairs and knock on Tony and Karen’s door, and offer your services to Tony.  See what he thinks.”

“Yes Mistress.” Tracy responded, giving a little curtsey. 

“Oh, do that often.  I like that.” Fiona gushed with a smile.

Downstairs, the door was opened by Tony holding a blank expression of confusion, as he wondered who this sexy woman was, and how she got inside the building.  “How may I help you ma’am?”

Tracy stretched out a long leg in front of him, and twisted his right finger in his hair.  “I came to offer my,” He paused a moment.  “Services to you sir.”

Gulping, Tony said, “I think you might have the wrong… Well, wait a second will you?”

Tracy gave him a warm, yet seductive smile.  “Sure.”

Pushing the door to, Tony shouted, “Karen?”

“Yes?” Karen shouted out.

“Did you order me a hooker?”

“What do you think?” Karen responded, and Tracy could hear her marching towards them.  “What hooker?”

The door swung open, and Karen gave Tracy a cross look.  She was just about to say something, when she stopped and smiled.  The game was up.  Tracy was recognized. 

However, Karen was quick to cotton on to what was happening.  She was also quick to realize that Tony genuinely did not recognize Tracy.  With a wink towards Tracy, she suddenly gasped.  “Oh, damn, yes, maybe I did!”

Tony was suddenly surprised.  “What do you mean maybe?  You either did or you didn’t.”

“I was looking at girls on that escort site, and was messing around, put our address in, and it seems I pressed book.”

“Well, that was…” Tony paused.  “Wait, you really wanted to order me a hooker?”

“I thought, why not?  After all, it might be fun to watch you with a hooker.  But then I got nervous.”

“Well, what should we do then?” Tony asked.

“She’s here now.  Might as well have some fun, no?  Do you not wanna fuck a hooker?”

Fuck? Tracy thought to himself, eyes widening in fright.

“Sure, that could be fun.” Tony agreed, grinning.  “Come in.”  Tracy stepped inside, wondering if he had not taken this too far.  “So,” Tony continued, “Do you kiss on the lips?”

“Erm, yes.” Tracy told him, seeing Karen behind him trying to stifle a laugh.

“What about girl on girl?  Are you bi?”

Tracy tipped his head from side to side.  “Umm, yeah, I think I’m probably bi.  Certainly been very curious of late.”

This time Karen couldn’t hold back and snorted out a laugh.  “Sorry, sneezed.” Karen said, recovering quickly.

“Well come on through to the bedroom.  Can we get you a drink?” Tony asked.

“No I’m good thanks.” Tracy responded. 

“Shouldn’t we settle payment now?” Karen asked.

Tracy looked at Karen, confused.  “Payment?” He asked.

Karen gave him a look which said, play along!  “Yes honey, you do want paying, of course?”

“Oh, right!  Yes.  Erm, five hundred.” She said.

“Five hundred?” Karen gasped.  “I thought your ad said one fifty.”  Once more, fixing him with a look.

“Oh, right, yes, today is, um, right, yes.  One fifty today, for the, erm, special.”

Karen smiled, sweetly.  “That’s right.  Tony, pay the girl.”

“Oh, I, erm, let me get it from the other room.” Tony said, running off.

This gave Karen opportunity to talk to Tracy.  In a hushed voice she said, “Oh my god Tracy, you look unbelievable.  Fuck, if it wasn’t for your flat chest, you could be a model.  Fuck, most models have flat chests anyway!  You look hotter than me!  Wow!”

Tracy turned the conversation around.  “What do you mean he gets to fuck me?” Tracy panicked.  “I’ve never been fucked, and he’ll tell it’s me when my panties come down.”

“Don’t worry.  He’ll be fine.  It’s just a bit of fun.  I’ll think of something.”

“But he’s gonna fuck me!”

Karen shrugged.  “Someone needs to be your first.  Might as well be Tony.”

Before Tracy had chance to react, Tony was back with a wad of cash.  Tracy accepted it and pushed it into his bra.  Tony then took him in his big arms and the two began to kiss.

“Er, honey.” Karen said, stepping forward.  Both Tony and Tracy, still locked in embrace, looked at her.  “The special, I ordered, was for something I’m not keen on.  Um, only in the ass and mouth today, no pussy.”

“Really?” Tony asked excitedly, looking between the two girls.  Tony quickly pulled away and dropped his pants, sitting down on the bed.  Tracy knew what to do, dropped down, and took him in his mouth.  After a few minutes of sucking, Tony told Tracy that he was ready to fuck.  “Do you have condoms and lube?”

Tracy shook his head, hoping that the lack of condoms would put him off.  Once more, Karen stepped in to save the day.  “She’s a virgin honey.  I picked her special.”

Tony looked down at Tracy suspiciously.  “Is that true, or just a sales gimmick?  I don’t wanna catch anything.”

With a sigh, Tracy said, “In my ass I’m a virgin, but I can assure you I’m clean.  This is my first job.”

“Really?  I’m your first client?” Tony asked.

“Yes.” Tracy’s sincerity was clear, as he was actually telling the truth. 

“Well, okay.  But if I catch anything…” Tony warned.

“Honey, you’re not going to, I promise.  The agency sent all the medical certificates in advance.” Karen explained.

Tony cheered up.  “Oh that’s good.”

Knowing there was no way out of this, Tracy knew he had to hand this carefully.  He bent over on the bed, pulling the thong aside to reveal his hole, but not his cock and balls, and said to Karen, “Miss, why don’t you put his cock in me?”

“Oh, that’s a good idea.” Karen agreed.  She climbed up onto the bed and grabbed hold of the large cock, then spat on the clean shaven asshole.  As she looked at it, an urge came over her, and she leaned down and slowly tickled the hole with her tongue, occasionally puncturing it with the tip.

“Fuck!” Tracy gasped.

“Holy shit, that’s hot.” Tony agreed.

“Mmmm.” Karen moaned, as she let go of Tony’s cock and pulled Tracy’s cheeks apart and really buried her face in his crack.  Much to Tracy’s annoyance, he was really getting hard from this, and was scared he might cum, or worse, be recognized.  Thankfully though, Karen stopped and pulled on Tony’s cock again, this time lining it up with the puckering hole.  “Slowly, yeah?  She’s a virgin.”

“Sure babe.” Tony grinned, pushing the tip inside and earning a hiss from Tracy.  “Oh fuck, yeah, she’s tight.”

Tracy felt Tony pause, allowing Tracy time to adjust to the pain.  Finally though, Tony continued, pressing himself forward, pulling back a bit, then pressing forward again.  Tracy let out a long moan of satisfaction.  He had to admit, it was an amazing feeling. 

“Fuck, I’m all the way in.” Tony told them.  “Babe, she is so tight.  Wow, that feels good.”

Karen grinned.  “Well if you are a good boy, maybe she can come more regularly.”

“You’re gonna need to negotiate a discount rate though.” Tony laughed, now pulling out and pushing in with increasing intensity.  “Cause I doubt I’ll last too long with her.”

“Just enjoy her honey.” Karen said, giving him a kiss on the cheek.  “You deserve it.”  She turned and winked at Tracy.

“Ah yeah.” Tony moaned, slamming in and out of that warm tight ass now. 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!  So good, ummm, so good!” Tracy gasped, panting with each thrust, getting faster and faster until…

“Ohhhh fuck!!!” Tony cried out, pumping his seed deep inside Tracy’s virgin asshole, before finally collapsing on their side, his cock still buried deep inside. 

They lay in silence for a moment, with Tony occasionally kissing Tracy’s neck.  Then he pulled out, and said that if Tracy wanted there was a bathroom next door. 

“No, I’m good thanks.” Tracy said, still in shock that he had been fucked by another man.  “I’ll best head, um, back.”

They followed Tracy to the door, and Tony thanked her with another long kiss.  Karen did the same and said, “We’ll be in touch.  Maybe we can make this a regular thing.”

“Sure,” Tracy smiled, “I’d like that very much.”

The door shut behind him, and Tracy slowly ascended the staircase.  Behind him he heard Tony say, “Hold on, if you didn’t know she was coming, why did the agency send health certificates?”

“Ummm…”

Rather than face the music, Tracy quickly ran upstairs and entered the apartment, slamming the door and panting on the other side of it.  He had just had his first experience of gay sex, and he loved every second of it.  The feeling of the penis filling him up.  The warmth of it.  The feeling that he was under the control of a big strong man.  Was he gay? He wondered. 

“You were gone a while.” Fiona said, frowning. 

Tracy breathed in and was about to say something, and then stopped, a smile creeping on his face.

Fiona’s lips curled into a small smile as she tilted her head to one side.  “What?”

Without saying a word, Tracy reached into his bra and pulled out the money, handing it to his wife.  Fiona flicked through the cash, and with an open mouth asked, “What did you do?”

“I think I just literally became a whore.”


SIX

That night, Tracy had too much on his mind to be able to discuss Jack’s question with Fiona.  Instead, Fiona wanted to fuck with Tracy dressed up in one of his new satin and lace pink nighties.  Given that Tracy had just been fucked by a real cock, Fiona also felt it was a good time to get out the Feeldoe, and fuck Tracy up the arse once more.

The next day, after Tracy showered and depilated his body of any and all small body hair, he slipped on a black satin and lace bra, a black waspie corset and stockings, and black satin bootie-cut panties.  He asked Fiona to tighten the corset, which took his already very thin waist, to something that he felt Tony or Jack could put their hands around. 

“I need to get some proper corsets though.” Tracy mused.

Fiona looked him up and down.  “You know you have a figure nearly all women would die for, right?”

“I know, but I’m so thin, that I don’t really have a visible figure.  A corset would give me a decent waist.”

Shrugging, Fiona said, “If you want corsets, we’ll get you corsets.  It’s fine by me, I think corsets are gorgeous.  In fact, I might order some for myself too.  What I will order you today though, are breast inserts.  I think you need some cleavage, even if it just a light bulge.”

“I looked.  Proper breast inserts are pretty expensive.  Unless you buy them from Wish, but they won’t arrive for months now.”

“I know.  I still have your sissy stuff on order from that Thai site don’t forget.  As for the inserts, I can get you those boob enhancers they have here.  They’re basically the same thing.  I’ll just snip them in half, and there you go, two new A-cup boobies.”

He nodded.  “Sounds good.”

“I’ll do that now.” She said.  “Let’s measure your waist size.” She wrapped a tape measure just above the belly button.  “Just under thirty inches, which for a guy is too little, but for a girl, yeah, I get it.  We’ll get you some corsets which will get you down to twenty-eight or so.”

“Thanks.”

“Go get dressed.”

Tracy slipped on a pink satin pencil skirt, and a black lace halter-neck crop top.  He then put on the wig from the day before and made an attempt to do his own make-up, using a Youtube video for assistance. 

“How do I look?” He asked his wife.

“Wow.” Fiona gasped.  “You managed by yourself and you actually did a great job.  How did you manage?”

“Youtube videos by trannies.  Very helpful.” He grinned.

“I’m impressed.  You even managed your eyebrows really nicely.  Great feminine shape.” And then she smiled, with a look of true respect.  “I have nothing more to teach you.”

With a skip in his step, Tracy returned to his closet and pulled out some high-heeled pink patent leather pumps, and slipped them on. 

“I need my ears piercing.” Tracy muttered, looking at himself in the mirror.

“I can do that for you.  I have some spare studs I can use.” Fiona told him.  Then leaning over the computer screen, she said, “You would look hot with a belly piercing.”

“So would you.”

“True.  Doesn’t look like we will be getting that done anytime soon.”

Tracy frowned.  “Can’t we do that ourselves?”

“Bit dangerous.  I can do your earlobes as I’ve done that before, but I’d be scared to do the belly.  I would need the equipment.”

“Hmm.” Agreed Tracy, disappointed.

A knock on the door ended their discussion, and Fiona went back to ordering the corsets and inserts, as Tracy answered the door, no longer concerned about how he looked, given he looked amazing.

“Well, hello whore!” Tony said, smiling. 

“Ah.” Replied Tracy, worried he was about to be punched.  “Sorry about that.”

“Can I come in?” Tony asked.

“Sure.”

Tony stepped inside.  “Hey Fiona.”

“Oh!  Tony!  Hey.” Fiona blushed, as Tony walked over and gave her a long deep kiss on the lips.

“Miss me?”  He asked, brushing his thumb on her cheek.

“God yes…” She gushed, before looking at Tracy with an apologetic face.

Quickly wanting to change the subject, Tony got back to Tracy.  “Don’t apologise Tracy.  Once I realized it was you, like ten minutes after you left, I found it pretty funny.  Hell, I won’t even ask for the cash back.  You earned it.”

Giggling, Tracy said, “Thanks.”

“That’s what I’m here about actually.  You up for a regular thing?  Like, I dunno, once a week?”

Surprised, Tracy asked, “Are you saying you want to continue to fuck me?”

Tony shrugged.  “If it’s okay with you guys?”

Tracy looked over at Fiona, who was nodding quickly.  Then he looked back at Tony.  “Wanna fuck now?”

“Well…” He grinned.  “I had hoped…”

“We should then.” Tracy grinned back, taking him by the hand and leading him towards the bedroom. 

“Tracy, why don’t you slip into something sexy and call us? We’ll be right in.” Fiona purred, taking Tony’s other hand and pulling him to her.

“Sure.” Tracy smiled.

Shutting the door, Tracy ran inside and took the skirt and blouse off, slipping on a lacy satin slip-like nightie, and black lace elbow gloves.  Opening the door, he found his wife, stark naked, sucking on Tony’s cock.  He slowly walked inside, watching them.  He sat down on the computer chair and watched.  Fiona pulled off the cock and climbed up, lowering herself onto the cock.  She looked over at Tracy with hungry eyes and waved her arm, telling him to come over.  Tracy stood up on the pink shoes and seductively strolled over to the couple, as they both stared at her, smiling sexily. 

“Kiss me.” Fiona breathed as she bounced on the cock.  The two kissed deeply.

“Now kiss me.” Tony told Tracy.  Tracy leaned over and pressed his lips against Tony’s. 

Fiona rode the cock for several minutes, riding herself to orgasm, before standing and saying, “Your turn.”

Tracy stood over Tony, who was grinning with delight.  Tracy lowered himself slowly, using his left hand to position Tony’s rock hard penis with the star of his anus and closing his eyes, pushed down, not stopping to deal with the pain of the head.  He wanted to brim and bear it.  He needed to feel the whole thing inside him as fast as possible.

“Oh fuuuuuck!” Tony cried out.

“Oh yeah!” Tracy grinned.

“Holy fuck, I never thought I’d see the day.” Fiona gasped.  “My husband being fucked by my lover.”

Tracy rode up and down on the huge cock for several minutes.  This time, without panties in the way, his cock waved about under the sexy nightie.  If Tracy was worried about what Tony thought about it, he needn’t have, as Tony wrapped the nightie around the small cock and rubbed it up and down in his fist.

“Oh god, Tony.” Tracy breathed. 

“Fuck him Tony.  Fuck him hard.” Fiona snarled.

Tony’s eyes locked on Fiona’s.  “You want me to proper fuck him?”

“Yeah!”

Tony pulled Fiona in for a long deep kiss.  “Tell me you love me and I will.”

“I love you Tony!”

“Tell me you love me more than Tracy, but I want you to mean it.” He was deadly serious.

“I do, Tony, I do love you more than Tracy.” She replied, with tears in her eyes.

They kissed once more, then Tony repositioned Tracy so that he was behind him, and then slammed his cock home hard and fast, earning an “Ummph!” From Tracy.  “Oh fuck me Tony; fuck your little whore!” Tracy cried out.

Tony slammed in and out of the sissy slut, hard and fast, over and over.  Fiona’s face lit up in evil delight as she encouraged him to do it harder, faster.  “Fucking take it!  Take his amazing cock!  Feel what it’s like to have a man who is superior to you in every way take you like the sissy that you are!”

Tracy screamed out loud as he came into the nightie, more and more cum being pumped out of him with each thrust.  Tony, satisfied Tracy was thoroughly fucked, pulled out and told Tracy to suck him clean.  The idea of ass-to-mouth was sickening to Tracy, but not wanting to disappoint, he did it anyway, doing what he could to control his gag reflex.

“Your turn again, lover.” Tony told Fiona.

“Oh yes, yes please!” Fiona begged, climbing on the sofa.

“No no, your ass babe.”

Tracy felt sure that Fiona would say no to that, given she hated anal sex, but he was wrong.  Fiona simply put her ass in the air and grinned at Tony.  “Fuck me daddy.” She purred. 

“Kinky little slut.”

As Tony slid inside her, Fiona hissed a little, then looked up at Tracy and said, “Leave me and my lover alone.  Go outside and smoke cigarettes.  Make sure to chain smoke them until I come and get you, no sooner.”

“Yes Mistress.” Tracy nodded.

He walked over to the double doors onto the balcony, opened them, and stepped outside, closing them behind him.  Behind him, he heard the buzz of the electric blinds lowering, as Fiona made sure he could not see in.

Tracy lit his first cigarette and wondered if this was it.  Was this the point where he lost his wife for good?  Was this the end of his old life and the beginning of his new one?  He felt sure that when he came back in, Fiona would announce she was moving in with Karen and Tony. 

As he considered this, and smoked his cigarette, he heard the sound of a wolf whistle.  He looked up and smiled as he saw Steve looking down at him.

“Very cute nightie darling.” Steve grinned.  He was smoking too, but from the smell of it, it was not a cigarette.

“Is that a joint?” Tracy asked.

“Yep.  Come up, I’ll roll another and we can share it.” Steve smiled, winking.

“Can’t.  I’m locked out.”

“How come?”

Tracy considered his response carefully, then said, “Gentleman caller.”

Steve raised an eyebrow.  “With your wife?”

Tracy nodded.  “Indeed.”

With a tut, tut, tut, Steve said, “Social distancing.  People should not be travelling to visit friends.”

“It’s someone from the building.”

All of a sudden this had taken a very interesting turn for Steve, and meant extra gossip.  “Well it can only be one of two people.”

“How so?”

“It can’t be me, for obvious reasons.”

“Right.”

“It’s not Sandra the trolley dolly in 4B, obviously.”

“Obviously.”

“That leaves only Tony and Jack, and given that Jack is single, I’m going to say Jack.”

“No comment.”

“So it is Jack?” He grinned.

“No comment.”

“Or is it Tony?  His wife is fairly kinky, she might even allow something like that.”

“No comment.” Tracy replied with a grin. 

Tracy took another cigarette and lit it with the stub of the old one.  “Careful, those things will kill you.” Steve said, reaching over the balcony with the joint.  Tracy stood and reached up to take it, smiling. 

“Thanks.” Tracy told him, taking a long drag of the joint, inhaling, and coughing furiously.  He took another toke, smaller this time, and handed it back.  “Fuck that’s strong stuff.”

Steve explained that he had a friend which grew his own and always kept him in good supply.  “I have some amazing coke too, if you’re into that.”  Tracy said that he wasn’t.  “So what’s the deal with you then, if your wife is getting fucked by Jack?”

“It’s not Jack.”

“So it’s Tony!”

“No comment.”

“Ha!”

Tracy smiled again.  “Who’s to say I’m not getting fucked too?” Tracy asked, his inhibitions significantly lowered by the joint.

“By whom?”

“Maybe the same person who’s fucking my wife?”

Steve twisted up his face in a way that suggested he smelled bullshit.  “No way!  Both Tony and Jack are straight as the day is long.  Trust me, I know.  Oh boy do I know.” He said wistfully.

Tracy simply smiled and puffed on his cigarette.  “I kid you not.  In fact, I was paid one-fifty for it last night.”

“Oh my god, you skank!  I love it!” Steve giggled.  “So he’s your lover and your wife’s lover?”

With a shake of the head, Tracy said, “Nah, nothing so simple as that.  Fiona and I have embarked on an extreme BDSM kinky adventure, which I am sure will end with me being separated from my wife.”

“Oh you pour soul.” Steve said, placing his fingers on his hairless chest.

“No, nothing like that.  It’s an outcome of the very risky game we are playing.  If things go the way I think they’ll go, then Fiona will become someone else’s sex slave, and I will be the…” He thought about it. “Well I guess I become the house sissy slave.” Tracy said with a smile.

That gave Steve pause for thought.  “This house?  I.e. the whole building?”

“Potentially.”

“Now that’s interesting.” Steve gushed.  “Very interesting indeed.  You really should come for a drink one day.  Now that I’m better, I’d love to chat properly about this with you.”

Tracy nodded and thought for a moment.  “Steve?”

“Yes?”

“You wanna fuck me, huh?”

Steve moved his hand into a flat fan type movement.  “Oh my, you come out there with it, huh?  Well baby, yes I do.  I’d like that very much.”

“Are you dominant?”

“Hehe, wanna see my chaps?  Of course I’m dominant.  I love sissy sluts like you.”

“Are you safe and clean?”

“Babe, I haven’t been with a man for a year, ever since Heath and I broke up.  I have been tested three times since then, and I’m clean as a whistle.”

Tracy nodded.  “Then Steve, I guess I am the house sissy slut.  I think I will come visit you one day.”

“Oh baby, I can promise you one thing.  Give me some time, and I can guarantee you that it won’t be your wife leaving you, it’ll be you leaving your wife; because once you’ve felt me inside you, you won’t ever wanna go back to a woman.” Steve grinned.

“Challenge accepted.  Let me discuss it with Fiona.”

“I’m looking forward to it.”



When the blinds finally opened, Tony was getting dressed, and Fiona was still naked.  Her eyes were red from crying, which Tracy assumed was as a result of the great sex; however, as she stepped outside and grabbed a cigarette, Tracy could tell this was something different.

“I don’t wanna talk about it.” She sniffled.  “Go inside and see off Tony.”

As he stepped inside, Fiona slammed the glass door behind her.

“What’s going on?” Tracy asked Tony.

“You can guess.” Tony frowned.  “She wants me to leave Karen.  She says that I can keep seeing Karen on the side, but that she wants to be married to me.”

“And you told her no.”

Tony gave a pained grin.  “I’m not gonna leave my wife.  I love her too much.”

“I get it.”

“Listen, I still think she’s better suited for Jack.  Did you speak to him?”

“I did.  I think you answered his concern just now.”

Tony tilted his head.  “Oh?”

“Yeah, Jack’s concerned that Fiona will want him to be a one woman man if they get together.”

Tony burst out laughing.  “There’s no way that’ll happen.  Anyway, Fiona told me I can have any woman I like, as much as I like.  She said that Karen could live with me as my wife, but that priority number one needed to be Fiona.  Fuck, Fiona loves Karen.  That isn’t the problem.  That’s not her kink.  Her kink is somewhere else.”

“I get it.  How come she told me I wasn’t allowed to sleep with another woman?”

“Because you’re her submissive.  Even when you weren’t, you were.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah, anyway, I best go.”

“That’s fine.  Let’s catch up again later.”

Tony stopped.  “Oh, Fiona mentioned something about you two wanting you belly buttons pierced.  Have you spoken to Sandra upstairs?  She’s an amateur piercer and tattoo artist in her spare time.  You should speak to her.”

Nodding, Tracy thanked him and promised he would.

“Hey Trace, don’t worry.  She’ll come around, one way or another.” Tony reassured him at the door.  The two then kissed, and Tony left. 

Tracy stepped back inside and sighed.  He had a feeling that Fiona would handle this like she did last time, and make some form of knee-jerk reaction, like stop everything.  Even so, it still felt a little odd for a man fucking him and his wife to reassure him that everything would be fine and eventually his wife would leave him, as if it was a good thing; which for some reason, it appeared to be. 

Still in the cum covered nightie, he headed back over to the balcony, where he found Fiona smoking a joint by herself.  She wasn’t crying anymore, which was a good sign.

As Tracy opened the door, Fiona looked up and smiled at him; the briefest of smiles.  “I’m sorry.” She said simply.  “I don’t know what’s wrong with me.  You don’t deserve this.”

“It’s fine Fiona.” Tracy reassured her.

“It’s not though, is it?” She said.  “Aren’t we being silly?  This whole thing where we are working towards some sort of end to our marriage.  Is that what we really want?”

Tracy took the joint from her and had a toke, then handed it back.  He breathed in through his teeth, held it, and then breathed out.  “Is that how you see it?  As the end of our marriage?”

“What do you mean by that?” She asked, taking another hit of the joint and then holding it out for Tracy.

“I mean, if we do, do this, and we do it right, then would you not see it as the next phase of our relationship.  For example, if you end up cuckolding me to the extreme with someone in this building, and moving in with that person, would that mean you would not want me in your life at all?”

Fiona stared at her husband, and then turned to look at the sun over the green park behind their apartment block.  She had not really thought that far ahead.  In her head, all that was happening was there was a deep yearning to be with Tony and be called Mrs. Wilder.  She never really considered how everyone else fit in with her life, or what her life would really look like after. 

Instead, she tried to picture herself with Tony, and then tried to imagine how Tracy fit in.  She wasn’t picturing her apartment, it was Tony’s.  Karen was not there, obviously, but Tracy definitely was.  She pictured Tracy in the apartment, dressed as a maid, cleaning.  She pictured Tracy in the bathroom, drying her and Tony off.  Tracy absolutely was part of her life.  She could see herself talking to him, and him looking down apologetically, but she could not hear any words.  In her head, he dropped to the ground, seemingly begging, and she spat on him.  Laughing in his face. 

Fiona felt herself becoming wet.

“Oh, you are part of my life.” She told him.  “I’m just not sure you want to experience what I am picturing.”

“I think you are wrong.”

Sighing, Fiona shook her head.  It was a trait which tended to annoy Tracy, as it was if she was telling him that he was wrong and he didn’t know what he was talking about.  “Anyway, it’s all conjecture anyway.” She told him, putting out the stub of the joint and picking up the packet of Marlboro, pointing it at Tracy, before taking one herself.  “Because Tony doesn’t want me.”

“He does.”

“No he doesn’t.  Not without Karen there.”

“Why does that matter?”

“Because I am nobody’s second place.  Let someone else be second place, but not me.”

“So if you had a guy, and he had other girlfriends, you wouldn’t mind?”

She scoffed.  “If I had a dominant guy, and he had other sluts, and I was his main slut, then not only would I not mind, I would encourage it.  Can you imagine if he brought me other sluts to play with?  That would be so hot.”

“Interesting.” Tracy said to himself.  “So I see you had a chat with Steve?”

Fiona gave him a smirk. “I heard you had a chat with Steve.  So apparently the whole building knows our shit now?”

“Apart from Sandra.”

“Which reminds me.  Tony said…”

Tracy held up a hand.  “He told me.  I’ll go talk to her later.”

“Thanks.  Maybe she can do your ears too if she has the equipment.” Fiona was quiet for a moment.  “So Steve has other drugs.”

“He mentioned.  Coke.” Tracy told her, giving her a look of slight concern.

“Amongst other stuff.” She reached to the ground and picked up a small yellow and red bottle marked, Rush.  “He said that as you are trying to get that butt-plug in, you should sniff this.  Apparently it’s perfectly legal.  Just don’t get it on your skin.”

“What is it?” Asked Tracy, looking at the bottle with slight concern, then ripping off the plastic and unscrewing the bottle.

“Poppers or something.” Fiona said, as she watched Tracy put it to his nostril and sniff.

“Urgh.” He said, sniffing again from the other nostril.  “Chemically.” He said, closing the bottle and suddenly feeling very warm.  “Oh…” He said, leaning back in his seat.  “Oh fuck, mmm.” He said, rubbing his legs, and then his cock.  “Oh, right, yeah, I see.”

Smiling, Fiona took the bottle and unscrewed it, inhaling into both nostrils hard.  “Oh, wow.  Fuck that feels nice.  Quick, let’s go fuck.  No, fuck it.  Fuck me here.”

“You sure?”

“Yes, quickly.” Fiona stood, holding onto the railing, her bare breasts hanging down.  Tracy’s cock was already getting hard from the poppers, so he raised the nightie a bit, gave it another rub, sniffed some more poppers, and then on the high, pushed inside her, handing her the bottle.  “Oh fuck yeah.” She moaned as she sniffed some more.

Tracy pile-drivered her, pushing in and out fast, knowing he would not last long, and he told her so.

“I don’t mind, just fuck me for as long as you can.” Fiona replied.

Above them, they felt someone watching.  Fiona turned her head and caught Steve watching, smoking a cigarette.  She didn’t care, and neither did Tracy.  In fact, having the voyeur just turned them on more.

“Sniff some more.” Fiona told her husband.

“Yeah sissy, sniff some more.” Steve chuckled.

Tracy paused and sniffed more, and then handed the bottle back to Fiona, who gave one last sniff, and came hard, leading Tracy to cum too.

“It was like watching two hot women fuck.” Steve laughed, as the couple sat back down.

“I thought you’re gay?” Fiona said.

“I am.  Have been ever since I was born.”

“So why does Tracy turn you on?”

Steve looked at Tracy and smiled, tilting his head.  “I don’t know.  That’s a good question.  I suppose the fact that he was a straight married boring business guy, and now he’s this sexy little submissive skank, it’s just so exciting.  And frankly, I can appreciate a good looking lady, but the genitalia don’t do it for me.” He gave a putrid look.  “But knowing that sexy lady has a cock and balls under that nightie does it for me.  I would probably even like it if he had titties.”

“But you want to fuck me, right?” Tracy asked him.

“I do.”

“So what do you need my cock and balls for?”

Steve grinned.  “To torture.”

“Oh.  Interesting.” Fiona said.  It gave her an idea.  “Maybe I’ll kick you in the balls later.”

“Can I help?” Steve asked.

“You should be resting!” Fiona told him.

Steve pulled his tongue out at her.  “Spoilsport.”

Turning to Fiona, Tracy said, “I’m going to get changed and see Sandra.  Catch up later.”

“Sure.  I ordered that stuff.  It should be in the drop box tomorrow morning.” Fiona told him. 

Standing Tracy said, “Is it safe to leave you two alone together?”

“Jeez!” Steve said, rolling his eyes and earning a giggle from Fiona.  “Hey Fiona, wanna do a couple of lines of coke with me?”

“Oh, yes please.” Fiona giggled excitedly.

With wide eyes, Tracy gasped, “Fiona!”

“What? It’s just cocaine.  I’ve done it before.”

“When?” Tracy asked, shocked to learn something else new about his wife. 

“I dunno.  College.  Company Christmas parties.”

“When you were with me?”

“Sure.  So what?”

Tracy was about to say something else, possibly something to do with the suddenly realization that he did not really know her at all, but instead, he walked inside and went to get changed.


SEVEN

As Tracy climbed the steps to the fourth floor, wearing his sexy pink skirt and black halter-neck top, his pink heels clicking on the floor, he wondered how his life would progress if everything he thought would happen, would happen.  The mortgage for the apartment was on his name, but there was only five years left on that.  The car had a year or so left on it, and Fiona’s was a company car.  Then there was his work.  He was a private contractor, so made his own hours, and chose his own contracts.  It also meant that all his work was handled online. 

“This could actually work.” He said to himself, reaching Sandra’s door and taking a deep breath, before knocking.

A few seconds later, a sprightly young girl with pink and blonde hair, a nose piercing, and a number of tattoos on her arm, opened the door with a smile, panting.  “Sorry, been working out.” She giggled.  Tracy could see.  She was wearing a pink leotard and grey tight shorts.  “How can I help you?”

“Oh, hey, I’m Tracy from the second floor.” Tracy said.

Sandra gave a sudden confused look.  “Isn’t Tracy from the second floor a man?”

Looking down at the floor for a moment, Tracy replied, “Um, yeah, he is.  I am.”

“Oh.” Sandra responded, and then realizing more definitely, she said, “Oh, wow.  Sorry, yes.  You look amazing!  Um, how can I help you?”

“Yeah, so Tony said that you do piercings.”

Smiling, Sandra perked up, realizing this could be a bit of side money for her.  “That’s right.”

“Well, I’d like some done.  Um, my ears.  Belly button.  Also my wife wants her belly button too.”

With a clap, Sandra bounced on her feet.  “Awesome.  Yeah, sure.  When?  Right now?”

“If you can?  We’ll gladly pay you the going rate.”

She frowned for a moment.  “Well, I’m not gonna lie. Being grounded and all is really putting a strain on my bank account.  Honestly, I’d do it for free normally, but times are hard.”

“Money isn’t an issue.” He told her.

She smiled.  “You guys don’t want tattoos do you?”

“Actually, ask my wife when you see her.  Let’s just say she’s the one in charge.”

Raising her hand to her mouth in surprise, she said, “Oh, it’s like that is it?  Cool!  Okay, let me freshen up and I’ll be right down with my kit, okay?”

“Thanks.  Sure.”

As the door shut, Tracy headed downstairs and knocked on Jack’s door.  It opened to a surprised Jack holding a towel over his wet body.  The moment he saw Tracy, he smiled seductively.

“Well hello, how may I help you?” He asked, looking Tracy up and down.

“Jesus Jack, give it up.” Tracy said, not wanting to spend too much time playing around.  “It’s me, Tracy.”

“Holy shit!  Dude!  Fuck me, you look awesome.” Jack gasped.  “Fuck, I’m feeling a lot of mixed emotions right now.”

“Yeah, so did Tony earlier.” Tracy told him.  “So he fucked me.  Listen, about Fiona, this is what she said.  She said that she doesn’t care if you have multiple lovers, and even would enjoy it if you brought some home for her to play with too.”

Jack raised his eyebrows and folded his arms.  “Really?”

“She has a caveat though.”

“And that is?”

“She needs to be number one.  Have the surname, be the one who is above all the others.  No-one else.”

Nodding, Jack looked around and then smiled.  “Yeah, that works for me.  Can she have kids?”

“Yes.”

“Why don’t you?”

Tracy shrugged.  “Dunno.  We kind of agreed not to.  Careers, and I dunno, I never really saw the point. There’s enough people on the planet.”

“And how does Fiona feel about that?”

“She agreed, and she wasn’t disappointed, but I think she’s not against the idea of having kids.”

“I’ll want kids.  Eventually.”

“Okay.” Tracy nodded.

“What about you?  How will you fit in?”

“I assume as we discussed.  I’ll be the house slave.”

“Will I get to fuck you too?”

Surprised, Tracy asked, “Do you want to fuck me?”

Jack reached out and ran a finger down Tracy’s face, smiling.  He then reached down to the skirt and grabbed hold of Tracy’s crotch.  “Honestly, looking like that, yeah, I’d do it now.”

Tracy leaned forced, putting his lips close to Jack’s face, and grabbing his dick through the towel, rubbing it to erection.  “And I’d love to take that huge throbbing tool in my ass, but…” He kissed him on the lips, and then stepped back.  “I need to go.  Sandra is coming to pierce me.”

“Nipples?” Jack asked.

“Belly.”

“Nice.  Get your nips done too.  Anyway, I’m in.  Count with me.  But honestly, think long and hard, because once this gets set in motion, there’s no going back.  You lose the woman you love forever, and that will be it.”

“I get it.  I have.  I’m in too.” He said, letting his cock do the speaking.

“Think about it.  I’ll speak to the Wilders about how we make this happen.”

“Thanks.”

With that, Tracy skipped downstairs and told Fiona that Sandra was on her way.  Fiona was sat there in a latex bra and panty set, watching the television. 

“Clean up then.” Fiona told her husband.  “I don’t want her to see a mess here.”

It wasn’t a mess, but it could stand a little reorganization.  He did that quickly, and as he suggested to Fiona that he get his nipples pierced. 

“If you want to, then do it.” She shrugged.  Then she stopped.  “What gave you that idea?”

“I ran into Jack on the landing.  He suggested it.”

“Oh.  Okay, then do it.”  Then she paused again.  “How is Jack?”

“He’s good.  Said we should join him for a drink one day.”

A knock on the door interrupted them.  “Keep cleaning.” Fiona told him, walking over to the door and opening it. 

“Oh, hello Fiona.  You’re looking, um, dominant.” Sandra said with a smile.

“Thank you Sandra.  You’re looking very cute yourself.” Fiona told her.

Sandra had changed into a tartan mini-skirt and a front tied crop white blouse, with white pop-socks and pink Mary-Jane shoes.  Sandra’s face flushed as she was told she was cute.  In fact, if Tracy did not know any better, he would’ve guessed she had deliberately dressed that way given the information from Tracy.

“So, shall we get started?” Sandra asked.  “I guess we’ll start with you Tracy?”

“Um, sure.”

Sandra took one of the barstools near the breakfast bar, and had Tracy sit down on it.  “We’ll start with your ears.  Now, I’m going to put studs in.  You should leave them in for six weeks.  Miss Fiona, would you suggest a diamond stud?  Or some form of pink stud?”

Miss Fiona? Tracy thought.

Fiona stepped forward to take a look at the set of studs and said, “The pink stones are nice.  I think similar for the sissy’s belly.  And I understand Jack has suggested he has his nipples piercing.  Some standard bars there.”

“Oh wonderful.” Sandra smiled, as she prepared the piercing gun.  “This will sting a bit.” She said as she marked his ear lobes, disinfected the area, and then prepared the gun on his left ear.  The gun made a click and that was it, done.  “Next ear.”

“Was that it?” Tracy asked.

Once more, Sandra smiled a sweet smile.  “I’m good.” She mouthed, before firing the gun again.

Next she prepared his belly.  “You should have a little more fat here.  You are seriously skinny.” Sandra told him. 

“You jealous?” He asked.

With a look at Fiona, she said, “Will you spank her later, or should I?”

“He’s the house sissy slave now, so you are more than welcome.” Fiona informed her

“Is he now?” Sandra gasped.  “You didn’t tell me that sissy.”

“Um, sorry.” Tracy said nervously.

Sandra drew a short line above his belly button, then disinfected the area.  Taking a long plastic covered needle, and a clamp, she clamped the skin from the top and bottom of the line, and then pushed the needle through, removing the metal part and leaving the plastic.  “This will hurt later.  You might want to take an ibuprofen.”  She threaded the metal stud through the plastic, leaving a large pink gem in his belly button, and a small pink gem above it.  “Very hot.  Take your top and bra off and we’ll do your nipples.”

Ten minutes later, those were done.  But Sandra was not done there.

“This next little one is on me.” Sandra said.  “And this is being ordered by me, as you are the house sissy.”

A few minutes later, Tracy had a tongue piercing.  Fiona’s belly piercing was over a done with a little later, and Sandra then had a proposition for Fiona. 

“I would like to submit to you, Ma’am.  If you’ll have me?” Sandra asked.

Fiona smiled at the girl and then kissed her.  “Of course darling.  I’d love that.”

“I was thinking.  If the sissy is the house sissy, can I tattoo her?” Sandra asked.

“Oh, you can do that, can’t you?” Fiona gushed.

“Yes, I can.”

“What were you thinking?”

“Well, maybe Property of and our names underneath.  And maybe whore, or sissy cunt above her clit?”

Fiona gave it some thought.  “Sounds good.  Put the Property of on his arm, his bicep.  Make it of me, you, Steve, Jack, Tony and Karen.  Then whore about her clit, and sissy slut on his lower back?”

“Wonderful.  I’ll get my tattoo equipment ready.  He’ll need to come upstairs though.”

“No problem.  Slut, go with the Miss Sandra.”

“Yes Mistress.” Tracy said, gulping.

As they climbed the stairs, Sandra told him not to worry, that she was just playing the game with them, and would do it in henna.  She explained that she was not going to ruin his life for a game.  Tracy stopped her for a moment and got serious.

“This is not a game.” Tracy told her.  “We have reached a point in our relationship with Fiona where we know what we want.  At the moment, I am actively trying to set her up with Jack, and if things go to plan, she will fall in love with him, and will leave me for him.”

“Why on Earth would you want that?” She asked.  “You’ll be left all alone.”

“I will and I won’t.  I will remain here, and instead of serving one, I’ll serve all.  Honestly, I think we are lucky that we have such kinky neighbors, otherwise this would not have happened.”

“Yes but they are not committed to you.” Sandra explained.  “Do you think I’m gonna live in my dinky little apartment for the rest of my life?  No, I’ll move, but you most likely won’t.  And I can tell you, I may not be able to find someone as kinky as me to replace me.”

With a shrug, Tracy looked down at the ground.  “It’s a risk, but I’m willing to take it.”

“What about your work?”

“What about it?”

“Aren’t you afraid you’ll lose your job if you adopt this lifestyle?  Hell, do you know the hassle I had with my tattoos and being an airline steward?”

“I work from home, rarely see my clients, and work for myself.  It’s not an issue.”

Sandra stared at sissy, and then nodded.  “Okay, your choice.  Real tattoo it is then.”

“Just one thing.  Don’t mention Jack to Fiona.  She is so obsessed by someone else…”

“Don’t worry.”

Nearly two hours later, and quite a bit of pain, all three tattoos were done.  Sandra seemed very happy with herself.  When Tracy checked, he had to admit that they looked nice, albeit there was a little amount of blood, however, she brushed that with a solution on a cotton ball, and the blood disappeared.

“They will take a couple of weeks to heal.” Sandra explained.  “You’ll notice them scab, then flake, which is normal.  Don’t scratch or anything like that.  If you want to sunbathe, you can, but cover up the tattoos with a large UV plaster.  Once they are healed, you will need lots of sun-crème to cover the tattoos, as they are more at risk than normal.”

“Thanks Miss Sandra.  I really appreciate this.” Tracy told her, honestly.

“Hey, and don’t get me wrong.  I think what you are doing is extremely hot, and I’m glad you invited me to be part of it.  But I also think it’s extremely brave and maybe even stupid, but hey, everyone has a right to be happy, and if this is what makes you happy, then who am I to judge?”

Tracy smiled and gave her a hug. 

“I’m going to take some pictures of the tattoos.  Not to humiliate you or anything.” Sandra explained.  “But in order to be considered an expert, I need a portfolio of work.  The more work I do, the more likely I am to get hired and also get a proper approval to do tattoos.”

“Sure, no problem.” Tracy agreed, watching her take pictures.  “Is that what you want to be?”

“Yep.  One day, I want to own my own studio.  I also want to be a Suicide Girl.” She said with a grin.

“What’s that?” Asked Tracy, rather confused by the name.

“Glamour modeling for more distinct girls.  Basically, they’re called Suicide Girls because they effectively commit social suicide by the way they dress, act, and look.  Look it up.  They’re pretty hot.

“I’m gonna cover the tattoos now with a plastic wrap.  You can take it off tomorrow, but cover them again for the night.” Sandra told him.  “Keep the wounds clean, okay?  Same with the new piercings.  Disinfect, disinfect, disinfect.  It may burn for a couple of days.”

“It’s fine.  I have betadine at home, and rubbing alcohol.”

“Good.  Betadine for the piercings, not the tattoos, right?”

“Right.” Tracy replied, with a wide smile.  “So how much do I owe you?”

She took a small book out from under her tattoo work area and flicked through the pages.  “I’m not an expert tattoo artist, so obviously it won’t be the normal rate you would get in a salon.  Ummm.” She read something from the book.  “So the two belly piercings for you and your wife in total is about a hundred.  That includes the materials mainly.  The nipple piercings are fifty total.  Ears thirty-four.  I won’t charge you for the tongue, that’s my gift.  Then the tattoos are a little harder to work out.  Give me a sec.” She took a calculator and worked them out.  “Yeah, so let’s called it all in an even five hundred.”

Tracy was a little surprised that it was even that much.  He actually had no idea how much tattoos cost.  Later, when he checked it out online, he realized he got a very good deal. 

“I don’t have that much in cash.  Can I send it to you by Circle Pay?” He asked. 

“Sure.  Give me your email address and I’ll send you a QR code.” She replied.

He did.  “Awesome, thanks.  Want to come back down and spend some time with Fiona?” He asked.

She gave him a wry grin.  “You sure?”

“I’m sure.”

“You know there’s a big possibility I might never leave.”

“Fine by me.”



Tracy was awoken by the sound of knocking.  He looked over at the two girls, their arms locked together as they slept.  Sandra had spent the night, which meant Tracy spent the night watching his wife engage in lesbian sex.  Fiona had bought a gram of coke from Steve, which hadn’t helped matters, and much to Tracy’s annoyance at the time, the girls made him take some too; which he had to admit was kind of hot.

Stumbling to his feet, Tracy called out that he’d be right there.  Checking the clock, he saw it was ten in the morning. 

“Wow, you look hot even without the wig and make-up.” Jack said, as Tracy opened the door.

Tracy had spent the night in the black lingerie, the stockings, panties and bra, and over that he put a very lacy black see-through chiffon nightie. 

“Thanks Jack.  What can I do for you?” Tracy replied, desperate for coffee.

“I just wanted to let you know that I’m having a little get together tonight.” Jack told him, giving him a grin and wink.  “Thought you and Fiona could drop by.  I’ve invited Tony and Karen, they’re coming, and Steve.  I thought I’d invite Sandra too, but she’s not home, and well, the rest of the flats are empty, so if it gets loud, then no-one to complain.”

“Um, well, sure.  We’re up for it.  And I can ask Sandra when she wakes up.” Tracy said with a wry smile.

Jack stood on his tiptoes trying to look down the corridor to the open bedroom.  He could see two sets of bare feet sticking out from under a duvet.  “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.  Do you know how long I’ve been trying to hit that, and she kept saying no.  So she’s a lesbian?”

“Not to my knowledge.” Tracy mused.  “Bisexual?  Yes.” Then with a grin.  “But aren’t we all?”

“Touché.” Jack grinned.  “By the way, what’s with all the plastic?”

Tracy raised the nightie to show in more detail.  “Tattoos.”

“Oh, nice.”

“Oh, and…” Tracy lowered the nightie and a bra cup to reveal the pierced nipple.  “Did as you ordered, sir.”

“That is hot.” Jack reached around Tracy and grabbed his ass, pulling him close.  “Up for a quickie right now?”

Tracy leaned in and placed his lips on Jack’s, and then pulled away.  “I would be I need to clean up first.  Later today?”

“Sure.  I’m home all day.”

“Cool.  I’ll not be long.” Tracy kissed him again.  “See you later then.”

“Looking forward to it.”

The door closed, Tracy headed back to the bedroom and stripped off, before heading into the shower.  He then spent some time disinfecting his new wounds, before putting on a pink bra and panty set, pink suspender belt, and pink stockings.  Over that, he put a hot pink dirndl skirt, and a white lace crop-top.  He made his face up with lots of pinks, trying to be as girlie as possible, and then opened a new wig, pulling out a long blonde wig, which he clipped in place to his head, before brushing.

“I like that one.” Sandra whispered.

“You’re awake.” Tracy noted.  “Sorry.”

“No, no.  The knocking woke me, but I couldn’t open my eyes.” The naked girl climbed out of bed.  Tracy admired her in the mirror; her pierced nipples, belly, even clitoris.  The different tattoos and outlines ready for coloring on her body, and her ski-sloped shaped barely b-cup breasts.  Everything fit her in a cutesy type way.

Sandra took hold of the brush from Tracy’s hand, and continued to brush Tracy’s wig for him.  “Last night was awesome.” Sandra gushed.  “I had such a good time.  It’s the first time I ever whipped anyone.  I’m looking forward to the next time.”

If Tracy had thought he was going to escape his regular punishment last night, he was mistaken.  This time, there were two girls doing it, but what was worse, Fiona made a point of highlighting that she gives a set amount, and anything Sandra gave was extra.  Of course, as Fiona made of point of explaining to Sandra that preventative punishment applied to all slaves, and given that Sandra wanted to take that position too, she needed to receive it. 

There was something sexy about seeing such a cute girl like Sandra, gagged and drooling, tears rolling down her face as a gorgeous creature that is Fiona, dressed in a latex corset and latex stockings, is beating her.  After a nearly half-hour domination session, came an all-night love-making marathon.  Fiona fucking Sandra, Sandra fucking Fiona, plenty of oral sex between them, and both girls trying their hand at fucking Tracy with the Feeldoe. 

At one point, Sandra made an interesting observation which Fiona had not considered.  “Have you thought about putting him in chastity?”

Of course, Fiona had not, albeit she had read about it in stories, but the thought that these devices existed never really entered her head.

“Forget the plastic ones.” Sandra explained.  “You can get some pretty nice metal ones which allow him to clean himself, without taking it off.  You can even get ones where you can use a Prince Albert piercing to keep him in place.”

“That would definitely be interesting to me, but for now, I still want to have sex with him.  Given the situation with Tony.” Ah yes, that was another conversation.  Fiona had told Sandra everything, which led to a look from Sandra to Tracy when it became clear to her why Tracy was involving Jack.

“Well, who knows?” Sandra grinned.  “Maybe all that will change.” Then after some thought, and maybe the flow of alcohol and drugs loosening her inhibitions, Sandra said, “What do you think of Jack?”

Fiona shrugged.  “Very good looking, but I don’t really know him that well.  Bit of a playboy?”

Nodding, Sandra said, “He was, but I hear he is looking for someone more permanent now.”

“Are you interested?” Fiona asked, giggling.

“No, not directly, no.  But I was thinking, what about him instead of Tony?”

Thinking about it, Fiona took a sip of wine and slowly began to smile.  “I could do worse, huh? He is superhot, but I doubt he’d be interested.  I’m married, and it’s a lot of baggage.”

“You never know.”

Tracy came back to the present and looked at what Sandra was doing with his new hair, creating two small pleats from the front, and pulling them both into a long ponytail at the back.  “Cute.” He said.

“You know, your normal hair is long enough that we can do extensions if you want?” Sandra told him.

“You can do that?” He asked her.

“Sure.  I told you, I want to own my own salon.  Tattoos, hair, piercings, make-overs.  I have a box of stuff that I bought for training with.  I can bleach your hair blonde, and then do extensions.  Once your normal hair grows out, we can style that.  I can also do your eyebrows if you want?”

“Awesome!  Later today?”

“Sure.”

“By the way, Jack is having a party for us all tonight.  You’re invited.”

Giggling, Sandra said, “I take it he found out I was here?”

“He did.”

“How did he react?”

“He was a little pissed you rejected him.”

“I didn’t reject him.  I was playing hard to get.”

Tracy snorted out a laugh.  “I think you played a little too hard.”

“Hmm.  Seems so.” Sandra finished the hair.  “There, all done.  By the way, we talked about you getting a sun-tan.  Do you own a bikini?”

“I can lend him one.” Fiona said, drowsily.  “Who was at the door earlier?”

“Jack.” Tracy told his wife.  “He wants to invite us to a party tonight.”

“Oh nice.  Cool.”

“He wants me to come round as soon as possible.”

“Why?”

“He wants to fuck me.”

Fiona fell back down on the bed laughing.  “You men are all the same.  So long as it’s a hot piece of ass, you’ll fuck it.  Go, have fun.  Sandra, come back to bed.  We can have our own fun.”

Tracy watched the young woman walk seductively over to Fiona, and climb on top of her.  The two women kissed passionately, and Tracy saw Sandra’s hand make its way underneath the covers, and into Fiona’s pussy.  Fiona’s eyes fluttered shut and her back arched slightly, as she let out a small moan.

Rather than sitting watching, Tracy stood and put on his pink shoes, grabbed a small pink handbag, putting in the hot pink lipstick she was wearing, some power, and her phone. 

“Don’t forget to go to the drop box later.  Take your mask.” Fiona called after him.

“Send me the code, and I will.”

“Urgh.” She moaned.  “Hold on Sandra, I need to…actually, keep licking, and I’ll text him this code.”

Tracy grabbed the sissy mouth mask and put it in his handbag, then headed upstairs to Jack’s.  As if Jack was waiting the whole time by the door, it opened on the first knock.

Once more, Jack was just wearing a towel.  The moment he had the door open however, he let it drop to the floor.  Tracy pounced on him, their lips mashing together in passion.  Jack picked up the light sissy and carried him to the bedroom, their lips locked and their tongues dancing the whole way.  Jack was hard already.  Rock hard.

“Put it in me already.” Tracy said, pulling down his panties.

“Shit, I don’t have lube.” Jack told him.

Panting, Tracy said, “Fuck, just spit on my asshole and push it in.”

“You sure?”

“Yes!  Please!  Fuck me!”

Jack did just that, drooling onto the star as he pushed Tracy’s legs back.  Then he carefully pressed his huge cock forward, feeling the tight right try to hold him back, but slowly open up.  The head slipped inside and Tracy let out a quick hiss.

“Are you okay?” Jack asked, concerned and pausing.

“Yes, yes!  Just keep pushing forward.” Jack leaned forward and pushed the remaining seven inches in, in one steady flow.   “Oh, yeah fuck yeah, that’s a pain which feels so good.”

“You’re so tight, I love it.” Jack moaned.

“I need you to fuck me hard.” Tracy explained.  “Remember, I’m just a sissy slut.  I’m a hole to be used.”

“A cum dumpster.” He moaned.

“Yes.”

They stared into each other’s eyes, as Jack held Tracy’s stocking covered legs and increased his pace.  He pummeled him hard, really getting into the feeling of fucking a potential shemale.  “Fuck, you are such a slut.  You fucking whore!  You need breasts!  I need something to grab hold of.”

“Yes Master! I’ll get breasts for you!”

“You’ll be a sissy shemale slut whore!”

“I am! I am!”

“Fuck, I can’t hold on!” Jack cried out, coming deep inside Tracy’s ass.  He collapsed on him and the two kissed.  “Jesus, I don’t think I have ever cum that fast in my life.  Honestly, I have never imagined I would fuck a dude in my life, but I’m so glad I did.  You are amazing.”

A thought came to Tracy and he chuckled.  “Are you still going to want Fiona after this?”

Jack also found the funny side.  “Are you kidding?  I think I want her more after this, because it means I’ll have unlimited access to you.” Lying back, Jack looked up at the ceiling, panting.  “Are you one hundred percent sure you want to do this?”

Tracy knew he was talking about him seducing Fiona.  He had adequate time to think about it all and he knew the risks, but he could not get over his feeling about it.  The fact that he was about to suffer the ultimate humiliation, was too huge to ignore.  There was no way to explain it to someone who wouldn’t understand, but once it really happened, once she would leave him officially, then everyone would know, and Fiona would make sure everyone knew the reasons.  That would include his parents, sisters, and friends.  Sure, it would also include her mother and sister, but she knew they would understand.  They were very open.

“I’m a thousand percent sure.” Tracy told him.  “It will be the ultimate humiliation.  Everyone will know that I am a failure with my wife, and I will be ruined to such an extent, that I will have no choice but to be the house whore.”

“You work for yourself, right?  So you wouldn’t be ruined.”

That was true.  He would not be ruined, and if he needed to, he could run.  “That’s true.” He said, frowning.

Jack looked at Tracy with a smile. “You sound disappointed?”

“Strangely, I am actually.  It’s hard to explain.”

Nodding, Jack said, “Let me speak to Karen.  She has some pretty kinky expectations for you.” Then a thought occurred to him. “You have a LinkedIn account?”

“Yes I do.”

Jack chuckled.  “Yeah, you need to give me control of your Social Media accounts then.  I’ll take some pictures of you and will create some blogs about your transition to the sissy whore lifestyle.  I promise you, no-one will want to work with you again.  But honestly, what will you do for work?”

“Um…true.  I guess I was hoping you guys would support me, in return for me being at your beck and call.”

“Sure, we can pay you something for cleaning and stuff, but Sandra, for example, won’t be able to do that.  Steve too.” He laughed again.  “We could just whore you out.”

Tracy laughed too, then seemed to go into deep thought.

Seriously now, Jack rubbed his hand on Tracy’s chest seductively.  “Is that what you want?” He asked.  “I mean, if it is something you agree to, you know it’s legal in our country.  There’s nothing wrong with you doing that.”

“Yes, I think I’d want that.”

“You’d need to get registered as a sex worker.”

Tracy shrugged.  “It’s not a problem.”

“Jesus, I can’t believe we are actually thinking about this.  Have you spoken to Fiona about this as a plan?”

“Hell, we just thought of it.”

“I think you should discuss it with her, see what she says.  But I’m game if you are.  I’ll be your pimp, gladly.”

Jack was hard again, so he turned Tracy on his side and re-entered him. 

“So this turns you on?  Knowing you are turning me into a real whore?  Knowing you will ruin my life and force me to sell my body for sex?” Tracy purred seductively.

“Yes!” Jack hissed, fucking him harder.  They got on their knees so that Jack could really fuck hard.  “Yes, I’m going to make it so you have no choice but to work as a whore.  We’ll advertise your services online and your apartment will be your brothel.  Is that what you want?  You wanna be a little gay whore for men?”

“Yes!  Yes!” Tracy gasped, his head spinning from the implications.

“No more women for you huh?  Only men from now on?”

“Yes! Yes! Please, make me gay!  Force me to be gay!”

“We will.  I’ll make Fiona leave you. Divorce you, then you will hand her to me at our wedding.”

“Yes please!  I want that!”

“And we’ll make sure you never fuck a woman again for the rest of your life, no matter how much you want it!”

“Oh goooooood!” Tracy let out a long deep moan, and came hard on the floor. 

Jack knew that after men came, their libido dropped, and dark fantasies usually disappeared for a time.  So he asked him again, “Is that what you want, slut?  Do you want me to steal your wife, ruin you, out you, force you to be gay, and make you work as a gay whore?”

“Yes Master!  Please, I beg you.” Tracy gasped.

Jack stopped fucking for a moment and leaned over, grabbing Tracy’s face.  “Look me in the eyes.  I mean it.  I want to do all that to you.  Commit to me now.  Is that what you want?”

“Yes Jack.  I want it all.”

“Then count with it happening.” He continued fucking.  “When you leave today, give me all your social media logins.  I won’t do anything until you speak to Fiona and until I have convinced Fiona to leave you for me.  But you will live in fear, because know this; now we have discussed it, I really want to do it.” Jack then reached for his phone and took pictures with it.  “Look at me sissy.” He said, and then snapped some shots.

Jack continued to fuck the sissy, reeling off what he was going to do to him, until he could hold back no longer, once more filling Tracy’s anus with his warm sperm.

“I’ll ask one more time to be sure.” Jack said, sitting up and holding Tracy’s hands.  “Are you absolutely sure?”

“Absolutely.”

“Fine.  Write down every login name.  Once you have done that, know that one day it will happen.  Maybe sooner than you think.”

“Even if Fiona says no?”

“Is that what you want?”

Tracy thought hard about it, and then nodded, slowly.  “Yes.  Yes I do.”

“Then yes.  Count with your life being over from now on, whether it happens today, or next month.”

With slightly shaking hands, Tracy did exactly that and handed over his social media details; and for good measure, also his email account details. 

“I need to go.” Tracy said after.  “I have to pick up some things from the drop box down the road.”

“Well I’ll come with you.” Jack said, “Keep you safe.”

With a smile, Tracy said thanks.


EIGHT

“Do I look okay?” Fiona asked, checking herself out in the mirror.  She was wearing black thigh-high latex boots, over lacy black self-holding stockings; above those she had a red latex mini-skirt, and a see-through lace crop-top, with no bra, or panties.  Her dark hair was styled to fall over part of her face, and her make-up was deliberately whorish.  “Is it not too much?”

“Did you not discuss this with Sandra and Karen earlier today?” Tracy asked. 

“What if they chicken out?”

“They won’t.  Everyone in this building right now knows about us.  In fact, the only man, in this building, who has not fucked me, is the only gay man in this building, Steve.  And he will be there, and as we agreed, he will fuck me tonight.”

“Okay, okay.” Fiona whined.

Tracy was actually ready before Fiona.  He was wearing red patent leather stiletto heeled boots, black fishnet stockings, a red and black corset with garter straps, and a black tutu.  On his hands, he wore the black lace elbow gloves he had on the other day. 

With the plastic off, the tattoos were nicely visible and there was no redness.  In fact, Tracy was very impressed.  He placed a plaster over the back tattoo, so as not to rub against the corset, and then had Fiona tight-lace him.  After measuring, he was at a nice twenty-seven inch waist.

The other major change on Tracy was thanks again to Sandra that afternoon.  She bleached Tracy’s hair to platinum blonde, then she spent ages gluing in strands of hair extensions using some sort of hot clamp.  Then, after, she plucked and shaped Tracy’s eyebrows and then styled them.

“Tomorrow, if you like, I can use apply permanent make-up.” Sandra explained.  “It takes a few days to heal, so I won’t do it now, but it’ll help with the pigmentation of your lips, and I can also eye-line you better to give your eyes a more feminine look.  And don’t worry, even permanent make-up is not permanent.  Lasts about five years.”

“Let me discuss that with Fiona, but why not?”

“I already did.  She’s fine with it.”

So there they were, ready to go; two girls dressed as whores.  Tracy loved her new hair, pulled high and back into a long pony tail, cascading down her back.  She even loved the fact that in the cups of the corset, she had placed the small breast form substitutes Fiona had ordered, which actually managed to give Tracy the effect of breasts.

“We’ll be early.” Fiona said.

“It’s already late.”

“You’re a woman now.  It’s early.  Let’s go smoke.”

They headed out on the balcony and both lit up.  “I’ve been thinking about me after you leave me.” Tracy said.

Fiona snorted.  “That’s not going to happen babe.  I love you, and Tony is not the one.  I’ve accepted that now.”

“I get that, but humor me.”

“Okay, go on.” Fiona said, smiling gently as she blew out a line of smoke.

“I think that after you leave me, I should register as a sex worker.” Tracy explained.  Fiona didn’t respond.  “I was thinking that you and your new lover, whoever he may be, could out me, maybe ruin me, and I could be forced to be a sex worker.”

With a little giggle, Fiona said, “I’m not sure I want you fucking around, even after we break up.”

“With women.”

“Hmm?” Fiona asked, confused.

“You don’t want me fucking around with women.”

“Oh I see.  You’d be a sissy sex worker.  A sissy whore for men?” Fiona contemplated it.  “Is that what you want?”

“It’s what I want you to want for me.”

A lopsided cheeky grin appeared on her face.  “I can tell you for sure that this came up in my fantasies when we began all this, but I thought it was too extreme even for you.  If you say you are okay with it, then absolutely.  I would expect nothing less.  But no women.”

“Ever again.” Tracy agreed.

“Ever again?  So let me get this straight, your ideal scenario is for me to keep you in my life as your pimp, still dominate you and beat you, as we agreed, but you would be forced to be gay.”

“Yes.”

Fiona reached up and kissed her husband.  “Baby, you and I think alike so often.  But alas, I’ll not do that to you as long as we remain together.  It’s too risky for me too, and I really don’t want you to start using condoms with me.”

“I understand.”

“But I like the way you are thinking.  Come on, finish the cigarettes and take them in your purse.  We should go.”

When they arrived at Jack’s apartment, Steve, Tony and Karen were already there.  Sandra arrived moments later.  Karen was dressed as promised, in purple spandex hot-pants, black stockings, high-heeled sandals, and a white see-through tube-top.  Sandra was dressed as agreed with the girls, in a pink 80s style fishnet off the shoulder crop-top, no bra, and a shiny pink micro-skirt which barely covered the fact she wasn’t wearing panties.  She also wore black lace pop-socks, and platform patent leather Mary-janes.

The agreement with everybody, except Fiona, was that Fiona and Jack would spend their time together.  It was an unsaid expectation that the party would descend into an orgy, and Tracy felt that Fiona would try to use the opportunity to have another go at Tony.  No-one would allow that to happen, so the moment they arrived, Jack swooped in and asked for Fiona’s help in the kitchen.

Jack was wearing long shorts which were a little tighter around the crotch area.  Underneath, he had foregone underwear, so that Fiona could see what he had.  His t-shirt was white and extremely tight, outlining his perfect chest and belly, and huge biceps.  Fiona would have to be blind to miss him.

After a little small talk, as Fiona poured herself wine, and then helped mix a sauce Jack had on the hob, Fiona found herself relaxing a bit.  She asked Jack what he thought about Tracy, and if he had a nice time that morning.

“Oh yeah.  Your husband is hot.” He admitted.  “Honestly, he was telling me about all the things you guys are into, and I was so jealous.  I mean, as a single guy, I like my freedom too, you know, be with who I like.  But I’d love to have what Tony has, you know?  An understanding submissive wife at home, who’s not afraid to be really kinky, maybe be a bit dominant herself.”

“Uh-huh?” Fiona said, a little surprised to hear that from Jack.  “I didn’t think you were the settle down type?”

“Oh I am and I’m not.  Could I be in a traditional marriage where I’m a one-woman guy?  No way.  But could I be in a marriage where my wife encourages me to fuck around, and maybe even takes part? Absolutely. And you know, one day I’d love to have kids, and for that, I need someone stable.  Someone who is not afraid to take the name, Mrs. Connor, you know?”

“Wow, I didn’t know that about you.” Fiona nodded. 

They continued to chat, with Jack asking Fiona if she ever wanted kids.  Fiona admitted that there were times she felt broody, but generally didn’t really feel the urge to do anything about it.  Her career was going well, and life in the apartment was fine without them.  “If it was to happen, then sure.” She explained.  “Like, if Tracy suddenly turned around and said he wanted kids, I wouldn’t say, no I don’t want kids.  I’m fine either way.”

He asked Fiona to chop some coriander.  As she did so, he saw an opportunity to make contact.  He wrapped his arms around her, and held the hand which held the knife.  “A little smaller.” He said to her, his lips close to her ear.  “Like this.” He held her as he guided her hand.

“Okay.” She breathed, shuddered as she felt a lightning bolt of attraction all of a sudden.

Jack kept his hands on her, and gently let his left hand slide down the side of her body.  He felt her shake, heard her breath quiver, and he knew he had her.  It would not take much more than this.  She pushed her ass back and could feel his cock, slowly hardening, and she let her eyes close.

Not wanting to over-play the moment, and mainly, wanting her to want him, he took a step back and said, “Just like that please, okay?”

“Erm, um-hmm, yes, yep, yep-yep.” She blurted out; her pussy tingling, and her legs threatening to give way.

“I’ll be right back.” He told her.

He stepped out and said loudly. “Anything to drink, or can you manage by yourselves?” Then quietly he said, “Phase one complete.  Tracy, I think your marriage is effectively over as of now.  No going back now I think.”

Tracy had a billion questions swimming around his head, but instead, he simply nodded.  Underneath his tutu, he felt his cock become rock solid. 

Back in the kitchen, Jack calmed things down for a moment by talking about work, and how he missed flying.  They talked about the quarantine, and then the conversation moved to Fiona’s work, where she explained about the research she was doing around CRISPR, clustered regularly interspaced short palindromic repeats.  She explained something around DNA sequencing, and about how she had the chance to eradicate some pretty damning birth defects. 

As she spoke, Jack worked on the guacamole.  As he chopped a tomato, he deliberately caused it to squeeze out, all over his white t-shirt.  “Oh damn.  That’s gonna stain.” He cursed the tomato.

“Give it to me, I’ll put it in to soak.” She said, grabbing a small plastic tub from the cupboard and filling it with warm water and a little washing powder. 

As she watched him pull off the t-shirt, everything seemed to slow down.  Once more, her pussy tingled and one side of her head throbbed a little.  “Fuck.” She breathed to herself, but also managing to catch Jack’s listening ear. 

He handed her the t-shirt. 

“Let me rinse it off and I’ll put it in here to soak.  Remind me to put it in the washer later.” She told him.

“Oh, that’s fine, I can do it myself.  Or hell, isn’t Tracy the house sissy now?  Can’t we use her?” He laughed.

“Yes, that’s true.  She can do that later.” She mumbled in a daze, staring at the tanned rippled chest.  “Don’t you want to go put something else on?”

“Nah, I’ll just mess it up.  You don’t mind do you?” He asked.

“No, no, I don’t mind at all.  I mean, I’m practically naked in this anyway.”

“Well, I wouldn’t dare compare myself to someone as gorgeous as you.” He said, stepping forward and staring longingly into her eyes. 

“I…I’m not gorgeous.”

“Please.” He chuckled.  “I’ve lusted after you from the moment I moved in.  You are one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever met.  That and the fact that I just love how kinky you are.”

“O…Oh.” She replied, looking up at him with a quivering lip.

“Can I kiss you?  I’ve always wanted to kiss you.” He asked, quietly.

“Y-yes.  I’d like that.” She replied.  Any and all dominance had melted away from her body. 

They put their lips together and kissed.  It was like electric sparks of sexual energy coursing through her body.  They wrapped their arms together and made out, passionately.  And then with a break, Jack pulled back to survey her face, eyes closed, lips almost begging for more.

“I’ve been thinking.” Jack whispered.  “I know tonight is kind of meant to be a party of everyone with everyone, but, would it be okay if you and I just don’t with them?  Like, I don’t know if I want to see you with Tony right now; I think it would break my heart.  Hell, it breaks my heart to know you are fucking Tracy, and even I fucked Tracy.”

“Do you want me to stop?”

“Stop?”

“Fucking Tracy?”

He seemed to think about it for a while.  “I’d like that, yes.”

“O-Okay.  I’ll do that for you.”

He grinned, know he had her. “I think it is time you address me as Sir or Master, don’t you?”

“Y-yes sir.”

“Good girl.  You want me don’t you?”

“Yes sir.” She almost begged. 

“You can have me all night.  But let’s get this party started first.”

They finished the food and began setting it out.  Over drinks, they each had a laugh and a joke, and it turned out to be a good night.  Then of course, the conversation descended into a discussion with Tracy about plans for hormones, breasts, and other things, especially given they were all his owner, according to the new tattoo on his bicep.  Tracy admitted that hormones and breasts were probably on the cards for some point, but he was not willing to get rid of his penis, which everyone agreed was for the best.

The subject of the chastity cage came up, and Steve brought the surprise of the night. “I have one!” He told them all.  “I bought one for my ex.  Well, he used to wear a plastic one for me, but it wasn’t very good, so I actually spent quite a bit of money on a more extreme model.”

“Extreme how?” Sandra asked.  “Does it support a piercing?”

“Well, yes actually, but that isn’t the most extreme thing about it.  It can be unlocked by a key, or it has these push in clips.  Once the clips are pushed in, they expand out into slots in the metal and they can’t be removed.  Well, not easily.  Then I have this gel called liquid metal, which you put over it, and it binds with the metal such that you can’t get them out at all.”

“Permanent chastity?” Fiona asked, lying in Jack’s arms as he rubbed hers.

“Yes.”

Fiona grinned.  “Go get it then.”

Steve ran off to find it.

“You want to put me in permanent chastity?” Tracy asked.

“I think it’s no longer up to me.  I think this needs to be a house vote, don’t you?” Fiona replied, addressing the others.  They all agreed it should.

Steve returned with the box and handed it to Fiona.  She found a metal cage with a series of shafts and clips at the back.  “Oh I see.” She said.  “You slide his cock in here and then you put the piercing through these little holes at the front.  You pull this back piece from the top and down, and each one slides into these holes, essentially wrapping around his cock and balls.  But how do you close it?”

Sandra took a look at it.  “Here.” She said, pulling out a strip of metal with hoop at the back and a hook at the front.  “You need to put the piercing through the inside of this hook and then you slide it around and lock the back in place, under his balls.  Essentially it is a double locking system.  So when we lock him in at the back, he cannot get access to the piercing either, so he will never be able to remove the piercing.”

“But he can still clean it?” Tony asked.

“Yes, absolutely, because from the side he can pour in disinfectant and also a cotton swap.”

“How ingenious?” Fiona said.  “How about we make this a chastity party?  You can pierce him Sandra.”

“Excellent.” Sandra grinned. 

“A vote then.  Tracy, you don’t get a vote.” Fiona said.  “All in favor of permanent chastity for Sissy Tracy?”

“AYE!”  It was a unanimous vote. 

“Come with me.” Sandra told Tracy.  “We’ll do the piercing at my place.”

“You might as well take the whole thing and lock him there.” Fiona told her.

“Can I come too?” Steve asked.

“Sure.” Sandra replied.

Tracy looked at his wife and asked, “Are you sure?  We will never be able to have sex after.”

Fiona stared at her husband with an almost evil smile, and pulled Jack’s arm around her and left it on her breast.  She cuddled closer to him and closed her eyes, still smiling.

“I think you have your answer, Sissy.” Jack replied, nastily, whilst at the same time giving a wink.  “I think you know your place, now fuck off.”

“Y-yes sir.” Tracy mumbled, holding back tears.

As they walked out of the apartment, Tracy saw his wife making out passionately with Jack, and his stomach went tight.  For the first time he realized what he was giving away, that he had sacrificed any hope of a normal life. He was feeling nervous about whether or not they were doing the right thing. Every part of his skin trembled with fear.  He was about to lose everything.  Was he not making a huge mistake?

“You know there is no way back now, right?” Sandra told him.  “This is it.  You’ve lost her now.”

“I know.”

“How do you feel?”

“Scared.  Sick.  Excited.  Horny.  I don’t know.  It feels so wrong, but also feels so perfect and right.”

“Do you like it when you hear it?” Steve asked. 

“Yes.” Tracy admitted.  “It’s humiliating.”

Steve smiled.  “It is humiliating.  You’ve just lost your wife and you are about to lose everything else too.  Jack told me earlier that you are going to have to register as a sex worker.  Is that true?”

“Really?” Sandra asked with wide eyes.

Tracy nodded.  “That’s the plan.  To be a gay whore in my apartment.”

With a grin, Sandra said, “And like, we’d be your pimps?  You’d need to cut us in for a share?”

Shrugging, Tracy said, “Well, we haven’t worked out the details, but I guess so.”

“Holy shit.  I could actually make some money to open my salon.” Sandra said, seeing the advantages for her.  “Maybe we can do porn stuff with you.  Set you up for some online stuff too.”

“That’s a great idea!” Steve admitted.  “I know people in the gay porn industry who would love to get involved.”

“Can you set that up then?” Sandra asked.

“Sure!”

“Let’s talk later!”

In Sandra’s apartment, they had him lie down on the bed whilst she prepared and disinfected his cock.  Unfortunately, he was erect, which did not help matters. 

“Can you like, blow him?” She said to Steve.

“No!  I’m a top, bitch.  He blows me.”

“Then fuck him, and he can masturbate.”

“That, I can do.” Steve said, stripping off immediately.  “Actually, what might be helpful is if we give him something to calm him down, especially given the piercing is gonna hurt.”

“Like what?” Tracy asked, suspicious of drugs.

“GHB.” Steve said, pulling out a small bottle and opening it.  “It’ll make you horny, but drowsy too.  You won’t feel anything.”  He opened the bottle and poured out in drips, into a little into the small lid seemingly very carefully.  “Here, drink this.”

Frowning, Tracy looked at the clear liquid.  “I don’t know…”

“Just drink the fucking drugs.” Snapped Sandra.  “If we tell you to take fucking drugs, you take them!  You don’t seem to get this.  You wanted to make this real.  You wanted to give up all control.  Well now you have convinced us, we want it for you too.  This is it.  It’s done.  We helped you get what you want, and now you have it.  Take the drugs.”

“Y…yes m-mistress.” Tracy stuttered, drinking the soapy tasting drugs down and handing the cap back.

Initially, Tracy felt nothing.  Everything felt the same.  Steve presented his thick uncut six-inch cock to Tracy’s mouth, and Tracy began sucking.  Sandra pulled the micro-skirt up and sat with her back to the headboard.  She ran her finger up and down her tight shaven pussy.

After a few minutes of sucking and kissing between Steve and Tracy, Tracy could feel heat approach his face.  Everything started to slow down.  He breathed in with his nose, taking the cock deeper in his mouth and moaning.  That cock suddenly tasted amazing.  It felt amazing.  He needed it in him, and he didn’t care how.  He just needed cock inside him.

“Oh, fuck me baby.” Tracy said, drowsily.  “I need your cock in me.” He grinned with closed eyes. “Please!  Quickly, get it in me.  I need your cock baby.”

“Gladly honey.” Steve told him. 

Sandra stared at the gay love making in front of her, and she realized it would be really hard to leave this BDSM lifestyle she had been introduced to, if she ever needed to.  Sandra picked up her phone and recorded the two fucking.

“Uhhhh…” Tracy moaned, as the very thick cock slid inside in one go.  “Oh fuck, that’s so good.”

“Are you gay honey?  Only cock for you now?” Steve asked.

“I’m gay.  I’m so gay.  I only want cock.”

“That’s right.”

“You want your wife to leave you because you are gay, don’t you?” Sandra asked.

“Yes!  Yes!  I’m gay.  I love cock and only cock!” Tracy replied, his head spinning with excitement.  Everything felt right.  He was so happy his plan was working out. 

The drug made him euphoric.  He felt a little drunk, but not sickly so, just things moved differently, felt differently.  His muscles were heavy, and if he want to fight Steve off, he wouldn’t be able to.  But given how extremely horny he felt, he definitely did not want to.  Instead, he wished he had fifty cocks around him to take him over and over.

“I’m so gay.” He murmured.

“Yes you are.  And your wife is going to leave you forever, and you’ll just be a gay whore.  A cum dump for men.” Steve told him.

“Yes!  I want to be a filthy whore.”

“You will be!  You are!” Steve told him.

“You definitely are a filthy whore.” Sandra laughed.

“Masturbate whore!” Steve ordered.

Tracy rubbed himself, causing something to occur to Sandra.  She quickly grabbed an empty glass from the counter and held it under his cock, and not a moment too soon, as Tracy came hard and long, with a very long loud moan.

“Drink it down.” Sandra snarled, putting the glass to his lips.  It didn’t go down too easily, so Sandra had a dirty idea, and placed it under her pussy, pissing into it, filling it almost to the brim.  “Drink.”

Tracy didn’t care.  It was all good.  He drank it all down with relish, which Sandra videoed.

“Oh, he’s so good.” Steve moaned.  “I can’t hold on…” He came deep inside Tracy, with a very long final thrust, and he seemed to cum over and over. 

“Oh, more, more.  Fill me with your cum baby.” Tracy moaned.

Eventually, Steve pulled out, much to Tracy’s disappointment.

“Turn around.” Sandra told Tracy.  “Time to lock your cock away forever.  You’ll be a permanent bottom bitch.” She grinned evilly. 

After cleaning and preparing the head of Tracy’s cut cock, she took a special curved needle, again wrapped in plastic.  She forced the needle into the base of the head and out of the urethra.  She pulled the needle out and threaded the ring in, pulling the plastic tube out.  She then took the cage and threaded it onto his penis.  Then she took the locking plate, hooked it around the metal tube, and placing the ring into the tiny holes in the metal piece and the locking plate in front.  She then pulled the plate down.

“Ready to make this permanent?” She asked with an evil grin, knowing that he would never say no given how high he was.

“Sure!” He laughed.

Sandra took the tube of liquid metal and told Steve she had an idea.  She took a cotton q-tip and placed some of the liquid metal on top.  She placed the liquid metal onto the locking mechanism of the ring on the piercing, wiping off the excess liquid metal.

“That will dry quickly, which means that piercing and the cage is not coming off anytime soon.” She explained.

Then she took the permanent clips in her hand, and closed the cage by pushing the metal into the tubes.  She took the two locking clips and pushed them into the two open spaces at the top and felt the clips come apart.  She saw the head of each clip sink and lock inside.  There was no way to grab or pull these out, and even if there was, the clips would not allow it.  She then took the liquid metal and filled both holes, creating a perfect seal.  She then did the same for the bottom tubes where the cage closed. 

She looked at the prince Albert piercing, and confirmed that with the metal plate pulled down, there was no way of getting at it.

“That’s it.” She smiled.  “His straight sex life is over.”

Steve sat with his mouth open.  “I never thought he’d go through with it, but wow.  This is so hot.”

“Fuck me again Steve.” Tracy moaned, trying to kiss his new gay lover.

“Let’s go downstairs say good night to everyone.” Steve told him.  “Then spend the night with me.”

“Okay.”

Tracy stood but immediately stumbled.  Steve and Sandra helped him downstairs, where they went back into Jack’s apartment.  Karen and Tony were naked and fucking on the sofa. 

“Did he do it?” Karen asked, climbing off her husband, much to his annoyance. 

“He did.” Sandra beamed.

“Let me see.” Karen crouched down and checked.  “Wow.  That metal is solid.  There is no way this is ever coming off.”

“Yep.  This is it.  He’s done.” Sandra told her.

They all looked at each other.  “We’re really doing this!” Tony gasped.  “I mean, the fantasy is, well, fantastic, but are we really all comfortable with this?  We’ve ruined his life.  He’s never going to be with a woman again; he’s going to lose his job.  Hell, while you were away, we changed his Facebook profile picture to him as a sissy.  People know now.  Are we really doing this?”

They contemplated what he had just said, and then they all nodded.  “I want to.” Steve said.

“I definitely want to.” Said Karen.

“I honestly think it is up to him.” Sandra said. “And he had plenty of opportunity to back out.  As for me, I find this awesome.  I love it.”

Tony nodded.  “I want to do it too.  I just wanted to make sure I was not in the minority.”

“Where’s Jack and Fiona?” Sandra asked.

“In the bedroom.  She’s done.” Tony said.  “I tested her, to see if she was still interested in me.  No way.  She was all over Jack.  Jack is hers, and she’s Jacks.”

“Awesome.” Tracy moaned with a grin.  “This is awesome.  I’m so happy you all did this for me.”

“What’s up with him?” Karen asked.

Steve grinned.  “I gave him some of this.  GHB.”

“Oh.” Karen said.  “Can I have some?”

“Sure.” Steve measured some out carefully in the special lid, and handed it to her.  She drank it down.

“How long does it take to hit?  What does it do?” Karen asked.

“Makes you euphoric, horny, weak.” Steve explained.  “Takes about ten minutes to hit.”

Karen smiled.  “Give some to Sandra too.  She’s coming home with us.”

“I am?” Sandra laughed.

“You are now honey.” Karen said, as Steve handed Sandra the cap.  Sandra downed it and followed Tony and Karen, as they headed downstairs.  “Have fun you two.” Karen called.

Steve led Tracy into his apartment, closing the door to Jack’s.  Once inside, Tracy removed the tutu and climbed into bed.  “Come get me tiger.” Tracy grinned.  Steve pounced on him, and the two mashed lips.  Tracy knew what was going on.  High as she was, she loved the weight of the metal on her cock, knowing it was never coming off.  However, what he needed most of all, was that amazing cock inside him.

“Fuck me Steve.” Tracy gasped.

“Yes honey, all night.”

Steve took a pillow and placed it under Tracy’s ass.  He then moved forward with his rock hard cock and pressed it into Tracy’s anus, listening to Tracy sigh with happiness.  Steve was not one to make love.  He did not have an attraction to Tracy in that way.  Instead, what he wanted to do is fuck him as hard as possible, for as long as possible.  He also knew that it would last.  Tracy was a straight married man, and now he was a gay sissy, on his way to becoming a whore.  He was a conquest, and eventually, he won’t be as interested in him anymore.  Sure, he had lied to Tracy about the fact that he hadn’t had sex for a while.  Fuck, before the lockdown he was in an orgy in a gay sauna.  In fact, suddenly, Steve had an urge to tell him.

“You know what sissy?” Steve said, as he pounded Tracy’s ass.

“What Master?” Tracy grinned, eyes closed, panting with each thrust.

“I lied to you about when I last had sex.”

“Oh?” Tracy said, facial expression unchanged.

“I fucked lots of men since me and my boyfriend broke up.  Lots.  And they are all gonna fuck you too.”

“Uh, nice.” Tracy gasped.  “F-fu-fuck m-me harder master.  Fuck me daddy, fuck me hard!”

“Yes honey, of course I will.”

By three in the morning, Tracy still felt the effects of the drugs, but was starting to come down.  Steve opened a drawer and took out a syringe, filling it from a vial, and injecting it into himself.  He then poured out another cap of GHB and gave it to Tracy, who drank it down.

“What did you take?” Tracy asked.

“Tina.” He said.  “Now I’m fucking horny.”  Steve’s cock was hard as a rock again, and once more he slammed his cock home into Tracy’s ass. 

Come seven in the morning, Tracy found himself getting tired, but still he didn’t want to stop.  He had sucked Steve dry multiple times.  He had buried his face in Steve’s ass and licked his anus over and over.  Steve had beaten him with a cat of nine tails over and over, for half the night, and the other half was spent being fucked.

“Can you continue?” Tracy asked.  Steve had taken a power break for half an hour.  He also took a little blue pill. 

“I’ll be ready in a bit, you hungry slut.” Steve growled, kissed his neck.  “You remember what we talked about last night?”

“About you fucking loads of guys?” Tracy asked.

“Yes.”

“Sure.” Tracy shrugged.

“Are you okay with it?”

“It is for master to decide what is best for me.” Tracy told him.

“Without the Master stuff.”

“It’s honestly too late to do anything about it, but I would’ve preferred you told me the truth.  Are you clean?”

“Should be.”

“Should be?”

“I’ve been tested.  I’m clean.” Steve smiled, grabbing his hard cock.  “I’m ready to go again.  Get ready.”

Tracy was struggling to keep his eyes open and he said so.

“Tough.  You are mine as long as you are here.” Steve said, walking over to the stand and picking up the syringe, filling it with more fluid, grabbing the elastic band and walking over to Tracy.  “This will wake you up.”

Immediately, Tracy became nervous.  “I really don’t think we should be sharing needles.”

“Your ass is red raw and bleeding.  I’ve cum pints inside you.  I really don’t think you need to be worried about sharing my needle.”

“No, please.  I don’t think this is a good idea.” Tracy said, trying to sit up. 

“Stop!” Steve said.  “Remember your place.”

“But…”

“Sissy, you are the house slave.  Remember your place.  If I want to give you heroin, then I can.”

“Yes Master.” Tracy said, starting the cry.

Steve wrapped the elastic band around Tracy’s arm and grabbed it by the wrist.

“No, I’ve changed my mind.  Stop, please.” Tracy said, trying to take the arm away; but Steve held it firm and spying the vein, pushed the needle in, pressing down the plunger, and undoing the elastic.  “Oh…fuck.” He moaned, suddenly feeling a surge of excitement and energy run through his body.  “Yeah, fuck me Steve.”

The penis slammed into his asshole harder than the needle, and once more, Tracy let out a moan of satisfaction.


NINE

Tracy could barely walk.  He carried his shoes and walked downstairs, nursing pains all over his body.  He stunk.  He needed a long bath, and then a long sleep.  It was only noon, but for the first time in his life, he had constant sex without a proper rest.He entered the apartment and dropped off his shoes, before walking into bedroom.  It was dark, with the blinds dropped, and Fiona was asleep on the bed, alone.

“Oh hey, you’re back.” Fiona said, drowsily.  “How was it?”

“Urgh.” He said, sticking out his tongue.  “Non-stop sex.  Like, constantly.  Steve drugged me with GHB twice, and injected me with speed once.  He took a Viagra to keep going.  On top of that, I found out he lied about not having sex for ages.  He’s been going to gay orgies and stuff.”

“Is he clean?” She asked with a look of disgust.

“Apparently he is.”

“Hmm.  Oh, by the way, did you go through with that crazy idea to permanently lock your cock up?” She laughed.  He dropped the tutu to the ground and showed her.  “Holy shit Tracy!  Like, seriously, this is not coming off.”

Tracy nodded.  “Yep. I know.”

“Babe, what are we going to do?  How are we going to have sex?”

Confused, Tracy sat on the edge of the bed and took Fiona’s hand in his. “Babe, how did things go with Jack?”

A cloud of sadness covered Fiona’s face.  It was clear that she was dealing with strong emotions, conflicting emotions.  Tracy sighed, concerned that he had rushed with the cage without checking on what Fiona wanted. 

“It was amazing.” Fiona said, sadly.  “It was the best sex I ever had.”

Shrugging, Tracy said, “So what’s the problem?”

“It’s happening again.  I’m falling for him.  He’s dominant, but kind.  He’s sexy.  He makes me feel like his slut, but at the same time, he worships me as if I’m the best thing to come into his life in forever.  Honestly, if I continue with him, then I’m worried this fantasy will become a reality.  It won’t take much.  And he wants me to spend today with him, well, tonight.”

Tracy needed to act.  He needed to get her to realize this was what she needed.  He slid down her body and began to lick her.

“Tracy…” She moaned.  “Tracy no…oh…go on then.”

Taking a momentary break, Tracy said, “Tell me you want Jack.” Then he continued licking.

“Oh…but…” Fiona moaned.  “Oh yes.  I want Jack.”

“Have you fallen in love with him already?”

“Oh god, yes.  Fuck Tony, I love Jack more.  I want him so much.”

“But you can have him.”

“Oh I can’t, I can’t.”

“You must.”

“Yes I must!  Oh fuck, really, do you really want this Tracy?”

“Yes, I want this.”

“Okay, okay.  I’ll do it.  I’ll go back to him.  Your life as you know it is over baby.  Over.” And then Fiona came hard.

They lay there, panting, staring at the ceiling.  Finally, Fiona spoke, “I meant it you know?  The game is over.  This is reality.  There’s no turning back from this.” She giggled.  “Hell, have you seen your Facebook wall?  People are going insane at your picture.”

“What picture?” Tracy asked.

“Babe.  I know you did all this.  You gave Jack your social media details.  You have been doing some groundwork on his behalf.  I think I was laying here trying to find a way out, but I realized some time ago that I don’t want to be with you anymore.  I want everything we discussed with Jack last night.  I want to be his wife.  I want to leave you, and I don’t know why, maybe because you want it, I want to watch you suffer.  I’ve been fighting it, but just now, you made me realize, this is it.  We’re over.”

Tracy nodded.  “We are.”

“Jack wants me to move in immediately.” Fiona said.  “I’m going to do it, but I’m keeping the key.  I’m going to also take the copies and give them to Steve, Karen, Jack and Sandra.  They have free access to you now.”

“I understand.”

Fiona stroked his face.  “No honey, I don’t think you do.” She said, softly.  “Go have a bath, and let’s get some sleep.  You can help me pack later.”



Tracy was not the only person to help Fiona pack.  All the others were there to do it too, even taking the television, which apparently was going in Jack’s spare room.  Apparently, Tracy was not allowed a television anymore.  Karen and Sandra spent the day making fun of Tracy, telling him that he was a useless nobody slave.

“How does it feel knowing your marriage is definitely over and your wife doesn’t love you?” Sandra asked with a sinister grin.

“I know she still loves me.” Tracy smiled, “She just loves Jack too.”

“Oh Tracy.” Fiona said.  “I don’t love you anymore.” She said very seriously.  “I haven’t loved you since I fell for Tony.  I can’t love two people at once.  I don’t even love Tony anymore.  I love Jack.” She said, pulling Jack to her.  “I mean it.  I don’t love you, but I like you.  However, I’m trying to change that too.  I need to change that, because if I don’t, I won’t be able to get into this role properly, I’ll always be holding back.”

A tear ran down Tracy’s face, and the others laughed.  Suddenly, Karen said, “So you want to hate him, huh?”

Tony stepped forward.  “Don’t do it Karen.” Tony warned. 

“It’ll be fine.” Karen assured him.

“Don’t do what?” Fiona asked.

Karen looked over at Tracy’s pleading eyes, his head shaking.  “Please don’t.” He begged.

“Do it Karen.” Jack said, pulling Fiona to him from behind and kissing her neck lovingly. 

Suddenly, Fiona caught on.  She knew what Karen had to be hiding.  She knew it was something bad, and there was only one thing it could be.  This was what she needed to tip herself over the edge to hate him enough to really destroy him.

Karen pressed play on the videos…all of them.  Fiona watched with interested eyes, and then she smiled at Tracy.  It was not a smile he wanted to see.  He genuinely saw the hatred, but it was not like the everyday stranger hate, this was hate with a mission.

Fiona gave Jack a long deep kiss and said, “I love you.”

“I love you too.” Jack said, smiling and looking deeply into her eyes.

Then Fiona strolled carefully over to Tracy and said.  “The big problem with that cage is that I can no longer kick you in the balls.” She said.  Then she pulled her arm back and punched him hard in the gut.  “Fucking scum sissy slut.  I was concerned I couldn’t do this to you, but no, I’m looking forward to ruining you.  Jack?  You have a go on Linkedin, and all the email addresses he gave you for his friends and family who are not on Facebook.  Please do it right now.  Ruin this bitch.  Ruin her completely.”

“Wait!” Tracy said.  “I can’t afford the payments on the mortgage and the car if you ruin me.”

Sandra stepped in.  “You can do what I did and freeze your mortgage and loan payments until after quarantine ends.  After that you can begin working as a whore.” She turned to Jack.  “I think you can ruin him without worry.”

Jack shrugged.  “I already warned him that I was looking forward to it.  I warned him there was no going back.  He’s done.”

Tracy broke down and collapsed on the floor crying.  The others all ignored him, except Fiona, who knelt down, held his face, and spat on it.  They then went back to packing, and they left.

When Tracy looked up at the apartment, he found a mattress where the bed used to be, an empty living room, no television, and only his computer was left.  He opened his drawer to find that all male clothes were completely gone.  He had nothing left but whorish female clothes.

Once more, he lay down and cried.  He was alone, with nobody.  “What have I done?” He said, before falling asleep.

Awaking an hour later, Tracy looked for his phone, and remembering his purse, found it, dead.  He connected it to the charger, and waited, wondering if he shouldn’t eat something, but he simply felt sick.  It wasn’t possible.  The phone vibrated, signaling it was awake again.  He entered the code and waited for it to connect to the network.  Once it did, he had a ton of missed calls, messages, Facebook messenger notifications, and Linkedin notifications.

He checked Facebook first and found a picture of himself, with cum on his face, eyes closed and mouth open, in a nightie, visibly being fucked.  As he scrolled down, there were tens of videos and photos of him being fucked, professing to be gay, or a gay whore.  His Facebook profile message had been changed to say, I am a gay submissive sissy.  I love cock and no longer love women.  My wife Fiona has left me so I can be happy servicing men.  Soon I will have my Sex Worker’s license, all and anyone male is welcome to fuck me.

Initially, people had asked if he had been hacked, or if someone had his password, but Jack had been answering as him, suggesting that he could not hide who he was anymore, and he was sorry he had disappointed so many people.  Then later, Fiona had gone online to confirm that she was indeed going to file for divorce, that Tracy must’ve always been gay, as he could never keep it up.  Tony and Karen also signed in and confirmed that everything was indeed true, and that Tracy was now a whore.

He checked Fiona’s profile.  She had changed her relationship status to say she was in a relationship with Jack Connor, and she had replaced her profile picture to show them both together.

Next, Tracy checked Linkedin.  The profile picture was the same as Facebook.  It was more of the same, except much later, after Fiona told Jack to do it. The messages were bad.  Clients were firing him left, right and centre.  Some were threatening litigation.  When he checked his connections, it had gone from five hundred plus, to thirty-two.

Once more, Tracy burst into tears. 

He then checked his messages, and saw a lot of insulting SMSes from people he had called friends.  There was a message from his parents, and another from his sisters, telling him to call them.

First he called his parents.  His dad picked up immediately.  “What the hell Tracy?” His dad screamed.  “You’ve embarrassed all of us!  Are you mental?  Are you sick?  What the hell is wrong with you?”

“I’m sorry dad.” Tracy replied, sniffing.

His dad calmed for a moment.  “Are you in trouble Tracy?  Is someone making you do this?”

In a passing thought, Tracy considered saying that they were, but he knew that the lie would be caught out easily.  Realizing that this was a make or break moment where he was about to lose his family, he sighed and said, “No dad.  I’m gay.  I’ve decided to live my life as a woman, and work in the sex industry.”

Tracy could almost hear his dad fuming.  However, his dad remained calm as he said, “Tracy, I’m going to give you one chance.  If you do this, then don’t ever call here again.  Your mother is on the verge of breaking down.  I am sick to my stomach.  If you live this life, then you are done with us.”

“I’m sorry dad.  No.  This is me now.” Tracy admitted.  The phone went dead. 

Next, Tracy called his sister, Marie.  Marie was the elder of two younger sisters.  “Hey Tracy.” Marie said with a sad voice.  “I spoke to Fiona, and she told me everything.”

“She told you that I wanted all this.”

“Yeah, she told me about the game, and how you pushed her to Jack.  I guess it was something you both wanted.  Pretty fucked up come out Tracy, but I understand.”

“You do?”

“I do.  Did you speak to Dad?”

“Just now.  He’s pretty mad.”

She laughed.  “Did you expect him to understand?”

“Not really.”

“Conservative mom and dad.  Try not to worry.  What are you going to do for money now?  Fiona told me they have ruined you.”

“Yes, they have.”

“They cut you off from the bank accounts too.”

“Really?”

“You didn’t know?  Apparently, you are completely ruined.  She told me they froze the mortgage, but not the car.  That will get repossessed eventually.”

“I don’t even have the keys anymore anyway.” He shrugged.  “Huh, they could easily have sold it and made a little cash on it.”

“I think if it gets repossessed then you lose your credit rating.”

“Oh.”

Marie was silent for a moment.  “What will you do for money?”

“I need to apply for my sex workers license.”

“They can’t legally work in quarantine.”

“Can still be registered.”

“True.  Well, once you are registered and you have the advert in place, send it to me.”

“Why?”

“You’re still my brother.  If you need work, maybe someone I know will be interested.  Can I tell you something?”

“Sure.”

“Fiona made me promise not to say anything, but she said that even though she hates you right now, there is a very small part of her which doesn’t want you to get killed or ill, or for you to hurt yourself.  She said that this is going to be hard on you until you settle in, and well, she asked me to check up on you.”

That was some comfort.  There was something in Fiona that cared still.  “Thanks Marie.”

She sighed.  “Look, you wanted this, enjoy it.  Try to have fun and just take it for what it is.”

“I will.”

Next, Tracy called his other sister, Tara, who picked up the phone in fits of laughter.  “Okay, so I know mom and dad were expecting a girl when they had you, and they gave you a girl’s name, but I never imagined you would turn out like this.  Hell, sis, I think you and I should go shopping after.  I fucking love the whore look.” Laughter once again.  “Seriously though, what on Earth were you thinking?”

“It’s me Tara.” He told her.  “This is all me.  It’s what I wanted.  It was game which escalated with Fiona, and some neighbors, and basically, it’s what we all wanted.”

“You sound like you are struggling with it now though.” She said softly.

“I am.  Fiona took everything except the mattress and moved in with Jack.”

“Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“It was.”

“So what’s the issue?  People making fun of you?  Mom and dad pissed off with you?  How often do you see mom and dad?  Fuck ‘em.  As to the people making fun of you, again, isn’t that what you wanted?  Grow a pair and own what you’ve done.  You’ve lost your job, and you’ve lost everything.  Now rebuild it in the way you want it rebuilt.”

“Thank you Tara.”

“And sis, honestly, you are hot.  Just own it.  I’ll support you.”

“Thanks.”

“Oh, and keep updating that Facebook profile.  Maybe I can give Derek some ideas.” She chuckled, sinisterly.  Derek was her husband.

Tracy chuckled.  “Think long and hard before you go down this route.”

“Oh I thought long and hard a couple of times today already.”

“Urgh, Tara!  I don’t wanna hear that.”

Tracy heard Tara laugh hysterically.  “Are you kidding?  I’ve just watched my transvestite brother get fucked up the ass over and over by some guy, and you are worried about knowing that I masturbate?  Yeah, you made the right decision to do this dude.”

Following further laughter, the call ended. 

Sighing, Tracy opened the computer to find that his rights had been changed, and that his every move was now monitored and emailed to the others.  The only application he had access to was Chrome, and even that he only had a limited set of pages he could access.  One was Hypnotube.com, some other sissy pages, sissy stories, gay porn sites, and then pages around escort and prostitution services in their country, including the site to register as a sex worker. 

With another sigh, he opened that site and filled in the online form.  Apart from the usual name, address, gender stuff, there was a series of questions about circumstances about why signing up; did anyone coerce him?  Is he working for himself, or for someone?  Is he taking drugs?  If so which drugs?  Any diseases?  Does he consent to a blood and medical test every month?

After he finished the form and pressed submit, he was told to upload a signed and dated scan of his ID card.  For that, he knew he would need to ask for help.  He walked over to the door and walked downstairs to Tony and Karen’s place.

“Oh hey.” Tony smiled.  “You look awful.”

“I feel awful.”

“It’s what you wanted.  Live with it.”

“I know.  Look, I need your help.  Jack and Fiona took my printer and scanner.  I need a signed scan of my ID card to register as a sex worker.”

“Okay, sure.  Come in.” Tony said, taking the ID card.

“Oh hey.” Karen said.  “You look terrible.” Then she laughed.  “Serves you right.  I still find this totally hilarious.  I would say come round later and Tony will fuck you, but given what I heard happened with Steve, I think we will wait till after your blood tests.”

Tony returned with the card and a print out.  “Here, sign and date that.” Tracy did.  “Good.  I’ll email it to you.”

“You hungry?” Karen asked.

“Yes, I am.”

“I just made rice.  Give me a second.”  A few minutes later, she was back with a bowl full of watery rice.  She put it down on the floor and told him to eat it.  Tracy lowered his face to the bowl and sniffed.  It smelled of what he thought was in it.  It smelled acrid, like chemicals and yesterday’s wine.  He licked at it, pulling up plain rice and piss, and was surprised to find that he didn’t wretch.  Maybe this really was all he deserved, he thought. 

He finished the bowl, licking it clean, much to the amusement of Karen, and then he did something very surprising even to her.  He asked for another bowl.

“Well, okay, but I think it will have to be Tony that gets you this one.” Karen explained.  “I’m all out of my special sauce.  I’m sure he has some.”

One bowl, and a blowjob for Tony later, Tracy was back in his apartment, and was downloading the file from his email.  He then uploaded the file to the government server, where it announced success and a tax ID and a form which he could download to his phone.  It announced that his certificate would be approved pending a medical.  It turned out that the health center for the medicals were still open under quarantine.  He made an appointment for the next morning.

Thinking he might be able to access Netflix, he found he could not.  So he accessed one of the only sites he could; Hypnotube.com.  He watched several hypnosis videos and wondered if any of them really worked on anyone.  Then, after a shower, he disinfected his piercings, and slipped on a long satin nightie, smoked a couple of cigarettes, and curled up on the mattress, falling asleep.

It was maybe two hours later that the door opened and Tracy was awoken by the feeling of movement on the bed.  He knew who it was, and quite honestly, he was not in the mood.  Unfortunately, the moment he felt the elastic band on his arm, he knew his mood would change. 

“I’m only doing this now because I imagine you are down in the dumps and going through some remorse.  It’ll be okay.” Steve explained, inserting the needle and pressing down.

Tracy felt the rush, his heart racing, then the euphoria kicking in.  Steve pulled him onto his back.  The two started kissing, and Tracy needed it.  He wrapped his arms around the man and pulled him close.  However, the moment it became too passionate, Steve pulled away, as Tracy knew he would.  Steve didn’t do passionate.

Pulling on his hair, Steve dragged Tracy’s head to his cock, and slammed in.  He pushed in all the way, holding his head tight.  “Fuck.” Steve growled.  “Swallow that cock.  Swallow it you filthy fucking whore.  Take it.”  He pulled out, allowing Tracy to cough and splutter, before he had cock in again.

After ten minutes of brutal mouth rape, Steve pulled his cock out and spun the sissy around, then slamming his cock home into the sissy’s sore anus. 

“Owww.” Tracy cried out.

“Fucking take it, you fucking slut!  You’ve got nobody now.  Only us.  And we’re not here to care for you, cunt!” He snarled, slamming in and out.  “But that’s what you wanted wasn’t it? This is what you wanted.”

“Yes master, yes master!  It’s all my fantasy come true!” Tracy admitted.  “Please!  Please make it harder for me.”

“Oh slut, this is just the beginning, trust me.” Steve told him.  “You’ll have a quota, and if you don’t meet that quota, we will take turns whipping you.”

Tracy focused on the cock going in and out of him, the pain of earlier gone, he just needed more cock and cum.  “I need it harder.”

“Oh, it’s gonna be a long night again baby.  Trust me.”



The medical center was a few blocks away.  Public transport was limited, but Tracy managed to find a bus.  He was wearing red thigh-high leatherette boots over black lace-top stockings, a red with black lace suspender belt, matching thong panties and bra, a red rubber mini-skirt, and a black long sleeve ultra-short wench top, revealing his belly piercing and tattoos.

Once at the medical center, he found it was completely empty, meaning he had the chance to go straight in after showing the QR code on the form he had downloaded.  Once in the room, a doctor talked about his sexual practices. 

“Are you homosexual?” He asked, not looking up from the computer in front of him.

“Yes doctor.” Tracy replied.

“Okay, the nurse is going to draw blood.  She’ll test for any sexually transmissible diseases.  We have your email address already, so once that is done, you’ll receive an email.  Um, looking at your chart, you are not transitioning.  Are you planning to?”

Tracy gave that some thought.  “I’d like to, yes.”

“Well, you need a psychological evaluation before you can get hormones, however, let me mark the blood work to check liver function, TSH, T4 and other things, then I’ll check your BP.” The doctor marked the punch card style checklist on the paper, and then he wrapped the blood pressure kit around his arm.  He pumped it up, then pressed the stethoscope under the belt to listen, releasing the air bit by bit.  “BP is very slightly elevated, but fine.  I’ll include some recommendations for hormone therapy and antiandrogens, by email.” The doctor looked at the needle marks on Tracy’s arm.  “Did you do any drugs last night?”

“Um, yes.  Does that influence anything?” Asked Tracy, getting a little nervous.

“What drugs?” The young doctor did not seem angry or worried.

“Um, something called Tina.”

“Okay, methamphetamine.  How often?”

“Erm, twice last night, twice the night before.”

The doctor nodded.  “That’ll explain the raised BP.  You’ll be fine.  If you are new to Tina, I would be careful with it.  It can be quite addictive and lead to some pretty bad problems including weight loss.  You are thin enough as it is, so just be careful.”

“Thank you doctor.”

The doctor gave Tracy a look.  “Cute mask.  Do me a favor, take it off.” Tracy did. “Okay, you look very feminine.  In fact, I would say it is impossible to tell you are male, just by looking at you; so I’m going to make a recommendation.  There’s a website online called greenpastures.org.  It’s safe.  Buy your hormones from there, rather than waiting.”

“Sure, thank you.”

The doctor nodded.  “Put your mask back on before you leave.  See you in a month.”

When Tracy returned, Fiona was waiting.  She handed Tracy a mop and cleaning supplies, and told him to clean every apartment, from top to bottom.  He started with Sandra’s apartment, diligently cleaning, vacuuming, washing clothes, polishing, under Sandra’s strict supervision. 

“When you are done, then come up to see me and we’ll start on the permanent make-up.” Sandra said, kindly.  Then she added, “I’ll just calculate what you owe me and mark it as a loan, okay?”

“Yes Mistress.” Tracy nodded, realizing that this was a good way of trapping him further.

Next was Jack and Fiona’s apartment.  As he was cleaning, Jack kept stepping out.  Whenever Jack came back though, he and Fiona kissed and cuddled like a couple freshly in love.  Observing them, Tracy could see Fiona’s eyes sparkle every single time she saw him, and he knew the love was genuine.  This was definitely not a game, and he realized there was definitely no going back.

When left alone with Fiona, she was brutal.  Slapping him with the crop whenever he did things differently to how she wanted.  Kicking him when he moved too slowly.  Spitting on him when he was in her sight too long.  Tracy wanted to cry, not from the humiliation itself, but from the fact that this all was turning him on.  He couldn’t understand it. 

Steve’s apartment was a mess.  The guy lived like a pig, and didn’t care.  Whilst Tracy was there, Steve smoked weed almost constantly, or snorted lines of coke.  It was really seeing him in this light that made Tracy realize that having Steve involved in this was probably toxic, and that he would need to find a way of bringing it up with the others. 

Of course, Steve thought it would be funny to constantly harass Tracy as he worked, and when Tracy complained too much, Steve struck him across the face, the aggression caused by the coke clearly visible.  Tracy sobbed as she tried to scrub the floor, only for Steve to come over and force his cock into his ass and rape him.

Moving down to Karen and Tony’s room, Tony also came and went as they worked.  Karen was kinder to Tracy than Fiona, but not by much. 

“So how are you enjoying slavery?” Karen asked with a giggle.  “Is it everything you dreamed of?”

“It’s hard.” Tracy admitted.  “I don’t know if I have done the right thing or not.”

“Too late to back out now.”

“Steve is making it harder for me.”

“How so?”

“He’s a drug addict.  He does too much coke, which is making him aggressive.  He raped me just now.”

“It’s not rape Tracy.  You consented to being a gay fuck slut whenever we want.”

It was true.  Tracy sighed and shook his head.  “It’s fine.  But I wish he wouldn’t force me to take drugs.”

“You need to get over it.  This isn’t your life anymore, it’s ours.  That’s tattooed on your arm.” Karen explained.  “If you continue to complain like this, I’ll need to talk to the others about what we do about you.”

“So I’m not allowed to complain about anything you all do to me?” Tracy asked, tears in her eyes.

“No.  That was the agreement we all made.” Karen told him.  “Have you ever heard of dehumanization?”

“No.”

“It’s the process of making you realize that you are not a normal person anymore.  You are less than a dog.  You’re a nothing.  Fiona discussed it with us and we all voted.  You get no rights anymore.  You are to be treated exactly as you fantasized about, and no get outs, no stop words.  We are not allowed to hurt you to an extent that you need to see a doctor, but you need to realize your new role in life for us.  You are a slave, and that is how you will be treated.  And you need to accept that.  The sooner you accept that, the sooner you stop fighting the care and the social view of who you are, the happier you will be.”

She was right.  He was fighting all of this because he was scared of what people would think of him.  But everybody already knew.  He asked for all of this.  He had the conversations with Fiona during sex where he begged her to make it as hard as possible for him, to really destroy him, heart and soul.  She said no, no, no, until she finally said, okay, okay, okay. 

As he knelt there, scrubbing the grout between the bathroom tiles with a toothbrush, he suddenly realized that he was fighting all this because he was afraid.  He was afraid of being alone, when the opposite was true; he had friends so close that they were helping him to be something totally crazy, and they were cool about it. 

When Tracy emerged from that bathroom, he seemed like a different person, and Karen noticed immediately, and rather than say anything about it, the two shared a look which said more than a million words.  Tony walked in and saw them, then checked Tracy’s face and saw the bruised cheek from where Steve had backhanded him.

“Did you do that?” He asked Karen, the color rising to his face. 

“No, Steve did.” Karen replied.

“Motherfucker!” Tony snarled, starting for the door.

“No, Tony, stop!” Karen said, running after, and grabbing him.  “Stop Tony.”

“Why? That’s too much.”

“Tony!  Stop!” Karen pleaded once more.  “You need to accept this for what it is.  Tracy deserved it.  There are going to be times when she needs to be punished.”

“Yeah, but there’s punishment, and there’s abuse.”

“And we will discuss those as a group, and if all agree, then we will tell Steve to stop.  For now, I don’t see a problem, because Tracy deserves this.”

Tony’s chest, which was heaving from anger, started to calm.  Then he turned to Tracy and said, “Do you feel that way?  Is this what you want Tracy?”

“Yes it is.” Tracy replied, eyes down.

“No!” Tony cried out.  “No.  Don’t give me that.  I want the truth.  When we said no limits, we meant within the confines of the law.  Domestic abuse is exactly that.  I won’t tolerate it.  We are doing stuff which we know, or at least thought, you want.  All of us.  If we are wrong, then you must tell us, because this could easily descend into more than erotic fun.  It could get dangerous, and none of us want that.”

Nodding, Tracy said, “So long as it does not happen often, then I am okay with a more serious beating.  In fact, I don’t know why, but it turns me on.  But it needs to be connected to something I have done.  The moment it starts to be random, or the moment I feel like my life is in danger, then I will let you know.” Tracy explained.

Tony stood down and nodded.  “Okay.  Let’s agree on that.  Is that all he did?”

“Well, I have some concerns about the drugs.”

Again, Tony nodded.  “I had similar concerns, but I was voted down.  Apparently it is what Fiona and Jack want for now.”

“Okay.  Is there a limit on which drug, or how?”

“No, none at all.  Apparently, there is a long-term goal which I don’t full get, but I need to respect it.”

“I understand.” Tracy replied.

There was a knock on the door, and Jack entered carrying a couple of sheets of paper.  “Hey Tracy, your medical results came in, and you are all clear.  The doctor also sent a list of drugs you need to begin transitioning?  But he said that medically, you are sound for the doses he set out.  I’ve been reading up though, and I think you need to undergo an extensive psych evaluation first, right?”

“I know.  The doctor gave me a site and told me to buy them online.” Tracy explained.

“What was the site?  I’ll place an order immediately.”

“Greenpastures.org.”

“Okay.  I’ll buy them, but consider the money a loan, with interest and repayments, okay?”

“Yes Master.”

“Good.  Same for all the equipment we had to buy and install in your apartment.  I will total that, and you will need to pay me back.  Interest is based on a standard payday loan repayment plan.”

“Thank you Master.” Tracy replied, cringing inside as payday loans had an APR of around 3000%.  “May I ask, what equipment?” He said, thinking back to the empty apartment with an old mattress on the floor, which looked more like a crack den.

Jack smiled.  “You’ll see.  This other print out is your certificate to show you are registered as a sex worker.  I’m going to frame it to put in the apartment.”

“Yes Master, thank you Master.” Tracy gushed.

Jack smiled and then left.  Suddenly, Tracy felt hands rubbing at his tiny ass in the rubber skirt.  “Well now we know you are healthy, I think it’s time my whore got some proper work in.”

“After she’s finished the apartment, Tony!” Karen reprimanded her husband.

“Sure.  Hurry up then!”

Tracy was done in twenty minutes, which meant that thirty seconds later, he was on his knees sucking on Tony’s cock.  He considered the position he was in, that he had all the sex he wanted, and did not really need to be worried about work, and realized, he did not have it bad at all.  Sure, there were people who were forced into this lifestyle, and that was definitely bad, but he was not.  He had set himself up for the lifestyle he wanted. 

“On all fours.” Tony growled.

Tracy saw the tube of lube on the sideboard and hoped that it was not for him.  He wanted to feel Tony skin to skin, and feel the pain of the huge cock entering him.  He needn’t have worried, as Tony lined up and pushed in, hard. 

Karen sat watching, masturbating, as Tony ploughed the sissy slut.  “I’d let you lick my pussy.” Karen said.  “But you are not allowed anywhere near a pussy anymore, so sorry.”

“Yes Mistress.  I understand.  I am gay now.”

“Yes you are.  A gay sissy whore.  And now, officially a whore!”

This was all too much for Tony, and he let out a roar, coming hard inside Tracy’s ass.  However, at the end of it, he turned to Karen and said, “Babe, remember one thing.  You are also submissive, to me.  You wanted me to be your owner, and you wanted me to be very dominant with you.  You maybe Tracy’s owner too, but if you don’t behave yourself around me, I will also make you go get your sex worker license, and you can use the other room in Tracy’s apartment.”

Karen looked down at her feet and said, “Yes Master.” However, far from being upset by this statement, instead she masturbated even harder, until she came. 

Standing to dress, Tony said, “I still have work in your apartment, Tracy.  You still have the staircase and hallways to clean.”

“Yes Master.” Tracy replied.

With that, Tony left the room, and Tracy put on his panties. 

“Tracy?” Karen said, softly.

“Yes Mistress?”

“Do you think you could help me fill out my sex worker application?”

Tracy smiled.  “Is this something you really want?”

“Yes it is.”

“Then tell Tony first.”

“Can you tell me, how do you feel?  Honestly?” Tracy knew he was seeing the real Karen for the first time in days, and he was very happy he could.

“Honestly?  It has been a hard twenty-four hours.  I am scared, lonely, and extremely sad that I have lost friends and family.  Would I change it?  No, absolutely not.  I feel so free, because I am not confined in caring about making decisions about my happiness.  I constantly felt like I was making sacrifices just to meet social norms.  I don’t want that.  I am free. 

“It is extremely scary.  It is extremely sexy, and I love every minute of it, once I get past the voices in the head which say it is wrong; because those are not my voices.”

Nodding, she said, “I want it too.”

“Talk to Tony.” Tracy said.  “It’s really important you communicate what you want, and how you want it.”

“True.  Thank you Tracy.” Karen smiled.  “You know, I’m actually jealous of you.  I’m a bored housewife.  Tony flying everywhere, so, well, it’s hard.”

“I get it.  Mistress, I must go work on the hall.  If Mistress Fiona sees it.”

Karen smiled, sweetly.  “Sure.  Thanks for the talk. I needed it.”

“Me too actually.  It brought me back down to earth.”

Outside the apartment, Tracy worked on mopping the stone stairs, all the way to the top floor, where he then knocked on Sandra’s door.  He stood there waiting, until she finally opened, wearing a black satin and lace crop-top, and lace shorts.

“Oh.  Make-up?” Sandra asked.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Great.”

The tattoo equipment for make-up was very different to a normal tattoo needle, given the depth was not a deep as a normal tattoo.  In fact, Sandra explained that Tracy could see fading in three years or so. 

She began with the eyebrows, tattooing a nice design and shape.  Then she outlined the eyes, making them more feminine-looking.  Then she moved on to the lips, adjusting the pigment to make them fuller, and more pink.  Finally, she contoured the cheekbones, adding a blush color to make them standout.

“There.” She said, happily.  “Same thing as tattoos.  It’ll swell a little, peel, that sort of thing.  But it’ll heal much faster.  Now, go lie down on the bed, as I want to do a few more tattoos.”

Sandra spent the next four hours tattooing Tracy.  On her buttocks in large fancy lettering, she wrote, FUCK and HERE, with arrows pointing to his anus.  On his back in large letters, she wrote CUMDUMP, and on his chest, she wrote GAY WHORE.  Finally, on the free bicep she wrote the following:

ORAL = 50

ANAL = 150

BDSM = 20 extra

FIST = 20 extra

PISS = 20

HANDJOB = 20

“There.  Perfect.” Sandra said, smiling at her work.

Tracy checked himself in the mirror, and then smiled at Sandra.  “Thank you Mistress.  I love them!”


TEN

To say that Tracy was shocked at the number of cameras in the apartment would be an understatement.  Cameras and microphones.  Everywhere, where Tracy went, he was being watched, including the bathroom.  The computer and his phone were gone. At least some furniture was back, albeit really pink, frilly and lacy.  The walls had been repainted and papered, in flowers and pinks.  In the bedroom, he now had a bed, which was pink, made from metal, and had fluffy cuffs attached to all four corners.  Mirrors had been fixed to the ceiling. In the cupboards, he found new dresses, including satin maid’s dresses, which he had to admit looked amazing.  He later found out that Sandra made them, along with a lot of lacy satin bloomers found in his underwear drawer.

The biggest surprise of all was the huge TV opposite the bed, something he had not expected to see.  However, when he looked at for the remote, he found none.  When he searched the TV for a switch, he found none, instead, he found what looked like a glued cover over the switches and buttons, meaning he couldn’t turn it on or off.  Looking behind, he found the plug socket had been removed and the TV had been hardwired to the wall.  Frowning, Tracy had a feeling nothing good would come from the TV.

As he contemplated this, Fiona, Jack, Tony, Karen and Sandra walked in.  “So you’ve seen our changes?” Fiona said.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Do you have anything to say to us?” She asked.

“Oh, thank you Mistress.”

“From now on, everything you do will be broadcast on an internet porn site.  We have already set up your profile, uploaded pictures and videos, and you have built up a fan-base already.” Fiona explained.  “Your first live broadcast will be of me, Sandra and Karen beating you.  After that, Steve, Jack and Tony will come in, in masks, and will fuck you over and over.  When you have nothing to do, you will fuck yourself with dildos or try to get the butt-plug in.   Master Steve has left you plenty of poppers, use them.  Then you shall go to bed, where you will be conditioned.  Steve has left you some other gifts too.  We’d like you to use them, regularly.  There are notes on how much and how often taped inside the drawer.” 

Tracy knelt and bowed his head.  “Thank you Mistress.”

“Go get ready.” Fiona told him.  “Wear the pink backless panties, pink stockings and suspenders, and a pink bra, then put the pink babydoll on.  Do your make-up nicely for the cameras, and brush your hair, make it girlie!”

“Yes Mistress.”

“We’ll be back in thirty minutes to punish you.”

With that, the guests left, and immediately, Tracy set to work.  Twenty minutes later, he was ready, and lying on the bed seductively.  Eventually, the girls walked in, each wearing a lace eye mask, each dressed in latex.  Fiona wore a black latex corset and micro-skirt, thigh-high black boots. Sandra wore a red thong body, covered with buckles, over jet black tights, and red boots.  And Karen wore a black under bust corset with chains around her breasts, and an open crotch.  Her boobs and clit had been pierced, which must have happened just that afternoon. 

Each held a different type of whip.  Fiona the crop, Sandra the flogger, and Karen a paddle.  Fiona also held a small leather bag, which she unzipped, pulling out a small blue box with cables and clips.  She affixed it to his testicles under the cage, then two more to his nipples. 

“You have not been good today have you?” Fiona asked. 

“No Mistress.” Tracy replied, trying to work out what he had done wrong.

“Correct.  You did not do a great job of the cleaning.  I’m very disappointed.” Fiona said.  “Get on all fours.” She said, turning a knob on the box, sending an electrical pulse through Tracy’s balls and nipples. 

“Ahh.” Tracy cried out, as pain shot through him.  Carefully, he got on all fours, where Sandra slipped the gag on him, buckling it around his head.  Then, walking over to the box, she turned the knob again.  Tracy screamed into the gag.  It was a constant scream.  He descended into tears, but he did not beg, he just screamed and cried.  Each girl then proceeded to beat him with their respective whip, insulting him, telling him how disgusting he was.  That he was nobody.  Fiona said she regretted even sharing a bed with him, and from the way she looked when she said it, he could tell she meant it.

The beating lasted an hour, on and off.  When they didn’t beat him, they ungagged him and made him drink their piss, so long as he never touched their pussies.

When the beating ended, they left, reminding him that he had some free time before his next visitor.  He knew what that meant, so stood carefully and walked to the top drawer, where he found boxes of poppers, some other vials which he knew was the Tina, syringes, and a large selection of dildos and butt-plugs. 

With a gulp, he took out an elastic band and wrapped it around his arm, then prepared a syringe of the Tina as per the instructions.  He slid the needle into the vein and pressed down, releasing the elastic, and immediately feeling the rush hit.  “Fuuuuck.” He said, immediately wanting cock.

He grabbed the thick twelve-inch pink dildo and a smaller eight-inch one.  Taking the eight-inch cock in his mouth, he held the larger on the bed and sat on it, lowered himself slowly, up, then down, until it was all inside.  He gasped at the fullness.

“Fuck I love cock.” He said out loud. 

As sucked and fucked himself, he changed positions many times, trying to get as much in as possible, or choking himself.  Eventually the three men arrived, each wearing masks to cover their identities, and each wearing leather shorts with their hard cocks exposed.  It was obvious that each had been fluffed, except Steve; he was visibly high.

The dildos were removed and in their place when Jack and Tony, with Steve stood watching.  Steve opened some poppers, as Tracy sucked on Tony’s hard cock.  The room was filled with moaning, and the words of each of them, as they called Tracy a fucking slut, a whore, a cumslut, filthy sissy slut and much more.  If this was what Tracy could expect daily, then bring it on, she thought.

Tony and Jack swapped over, allowing Tracy to suck Jack’s cock clean for a moment, and then he released him to allow Steve to receive some head. 

Jack ran his hands through Tracy’s long hair, then spat on his face.  “Fucking disgusting slut.” He told him.  Tony occasionally slapped Tracy’s arse, as Steve occasionally pulled out in order to slap Tracy’s face with his cock.

They each swapped and took turns fucking Tracy, until each filled Tracy’s arsehole with hot sticky cum.  Then when they were finished, Steve took a large butt-plug, and forced it inside Tracy’s ass.

“Sleep with our cum inside you.” Jack said.  “Like the filthy slut you are.”

Once they were gone, Tracy headed to the bathroom to clean his teeth and wash-up.  Heading back to bed, he turned in and tried to sleep.  However, as he lay there, slowly drifting off, he realized he had not eaten all day.  “Tomorrow.” He said, drowsily.  “I’ll definitely eat tomorrow.”

He must have been asleep no more than an hour, when the television came on, at full volume.  It was showing pictures at playing a really fast speed, of cocks, of shemales, of whores; with texts saying I am a whore, I love cock, I am gay, I love cock, I love anal, and more.  Voices spoke at the same time, saying the same things, “I love cock, I want to be a whore for men, I’ll take any man, I’ll suck any man’s cock, I’ll take any man’s cum, I am cumdump whore, I am a cumdump sissy, I love cock, I want bareback cock all the time, I’m a fuckslut…” At the same time, there was something else.  It was playing pictures of pussy, but when it did, it played a sound which instant made Tracy feel sick to his stomach.  With no food in his belly, it did not take much.

He watched for a while, but when it did not stop, he got up and tried to find a way to stop it. There was nothing.  No cable to pull out, no buttons, no off switch.  And it was so loud he couldn’t get away from it, his ears whistled from the volume.  It had to have been annoying to Steve, because it was that loud he had to hear it upstairs.  But nobody came.

Standing, Tracy ran to the front door of the apartment and tried to open it, but the handle had been change to a fixed one and it appeared to be on some sort of electronic lock.  He was trapped in his own apartment. 

“Go back to bed Tracy.” Fiona’s voice said, coming through the TV.

“It’s too loud.  Make it stop.” He pleaded.

“Go back to bed, or you will be severely punished.  This is your last warning.”

Sighing, tears rolling down his face, he walked back towards the bed.  As he was about to go in, Fiona spoke again.  “Open the top drawer and pull out a small black case.  Open it and you will find a square piece of paper.  Put it in your mouth.” Sighing, he put the paper in his mouth and swallowed it.  “Now, on the bed you will find cuffs.  Put your wrists in them, but don’t do anything with them.”

He did exactly that.  For the first time, he noticed the open and close mechanism was covered by a large black plastic box.  Once his wrists were in the cuffs, they closed around him, making a whining motor sound as they got tighter, but not so tight that they cut off all movement.  Tracy had to admit that they had gone into a lot of effort.

Once again, the video was playing at full blast.  Trying to keep his mind from blowing up, Tracy tried to do anything he could to focus elsewhere, therefore, he fiddled with the ankle cuffs, which were open at the bottom end of the bed.  Managing to wiggle his legs into them, they closed suddenly, in much the same way as the leg cuffs.

Suddenly, the front door opened and Sandra walked in wearing a burgundy satin and lace camisole and shorts.  She appeared to be holding some things.  Without a word, she placed a penis shaped dildo into his mouth.  The dildo had a motor attached to the back which when strapped in and turned on pulsed in his mouth, as if it was fucking his mouth.  She then reached down to the butt-plug in his ass and pressed the top of it.  It began to vibrate.  She held the top until the vibrations became extremely intense, and then took a small eye-drop bottle, opened it, and let it drip into his eyes, making things really blurry.  Finally, she took some straps and worked them around his head and chin, to the back of the bed, meaning all he could do was focus on the TV.

Then she was gone, and slowly things started to get weird. 

Tracy moaned into the pulsating gag, as the vibrating butt-plug overpowered him; but that was not the weird thing.  The images on the TV became bright.  The cocks seemed to come out of the TV, and the words flew at him.  Over and over, he was hit by the words, You are gay, Pussy is bad!  Or bareback cock is best, or cum makes you happy.  It did not stop, and the sound was no longer just loud, it was all over, inside of him, it was everywhere.  Suddenly, the hot men and their cocks, pounding shemales, was not only on TV, they were on the floor, they were all around him.  Cocks were flying around his head. 

As the hours progressed, it just continued to get more intense.  He did not sleep a wink, instead he was force-fed gay sissy hypnosis porn whilst on acid, all night, and most of the morning. 

At around 10am, it stopped, and finally Jack arrived to let him loose, without a word.  He was given a breakfast of bran flakes and a glass of Jack’s piss, and left to it.  At 10:30am, when finished, Fiona walked in, and ordered him to go to the toilet, do what he needed to do and go back to bed.  Tracy begged and pleaded with her to stop, but Fiona told him it was for his own good. 

Back in bed, he was cuffed and strapped in, in the same way, fed another tab of LSD, and gagged again.  It was more of the same, except this time, the video highlighted how much pussy and naked women made him feel sick.  For eight straight hours, he was subjected to mind-blowing brainwashing, whereby whenever he saw a naked woman, he would feel so physically sick, that he would actually vomit in his mouth.

Then came a dinner of rice mixed with piss, and a small piece of meat and some vegetables.  After that, he was beaten by the girls again, and fucked by the guys again, before being fed LSD and made to watch more videos, with different content.

This continued for the next five days, with the only differences being that once his hormones came, he was given them at scheduled times, and also he was made to smoke a pack of cigarettes after both meals.  The hypnosis was designed to reinforce his homosexuality, his desire to be a whore, his aversion to women sexually, and his need for cigarettes and drugs.  The lack of sleep made him feel dumb, and the hypnosis reinforced that, telling him that he was just a bimbo.

By the end of the five days, he was finally allowed to sleep.



Tony was fuming before hypnosis began.  He was constantly outvoted by the others, even his own wife.  He did not like this at all, as he was afraid it would destroy the poor man.  When they suggested hypnosis, he thought it was a joke, but the moment they started doing MK-Ultra style things to him, was the moment he tried to put his foot down. 

“This is insane!” He screamed.  “If it doesn’t fuck up his mind now, it’ll fuck him up later.  What if he tries to top himself after?  You people have gone too far!  This was meant to be about what he wanted, not what you wanted.”

Fiona remained calm, and nodded.  “I know what you mean Tony, I really do, but this is what he wanted.  He wanted me to completely break and ruin him.  He begged me to turn him into a wreck, so that all he could be was a gay whore.”

“That’s true,” Jack agreed.  “He said the same to me.”

“And me.” Karen told him.

“And me.” Sandra admitted.  “And honestly, I warned him that this could get really bad for him, and he needed to be completely sure.  He said he was.  I’m enjoying doing this to him, as much as he is enjoying the humiliation of it happening to him.  What’s the problem?”

Tony seethed.  “The problem is, it could kill him.”

“No it can’t.” Sandra said.  “Stop worrying.”

“Well, I’m not happy about this stuff about making him a cumdump.  If he is a whore, he will need to take cock with condoms.”

“That was Steve’s one veto.  He wanted that.” Jack pointed out.

“Well let’s vote to remove that one.” Tony suggested.

“Okay,” Fiona said, shrugging.  “All those in favor removing the hypnotic suggestion that he should accept bareback cock?”

Two hands went up, Jack and Tony.  Karen, Steve, Sandra and Fiona stayed down.  Tony frowned.  “Karen, you can’t think this is a good idea.” He pleaded with her.

“I’m sorry.  I do.  As part of his sex worker certificate he will automatically get access to PrEP, which should keep him a little safer.  As to other testing, by law in his case, he will need to go every ten days, and pay for the testing.” Karen explained.

“I already changed his status online.  I received the cycling prescription online.” Fiona explained.  “He is marked as high risk, which means he needs to undergo testing more often.”

Tony shook his head and stood to leave. 

“Tony, if you leave, then you don’t get a vote.” Sandra called after him.

“What does it matter?” He called back.

With that, Steve saw an opportunity to plant another idea.  “I think we should go one step further and program in an aversion to condoms altogether.  Get him to beg customers not to wear one.  What you think?”

“All in favor?” Fiona asked, raising her hand with Steve.  This time Sandra, Jack and a confused Karen, kept their hands down.  “Sorry Steve.”

Steve simply shrugged.  “Win some, you lose some.”



After five days of torturous brainwashing, Tracy was finally allowed to eat three normal meals, and drink normal drink.  A red light had been placed on the balcony, and turned on permanently, and more items had been placed in the room, such as creams, lubes, whips, dildos, nitrile gloves for fisting, etc.  Posters of sexy men in various states of undress adorned the walls, and the TV now played gay porn continuously, at a normal acceptable volume. 

In the evening, Fiona stepped into the apartment with papers for Tracy to sign. 

“What is this?” Tracy asked.

“The first is power of attorney over all our assets, and yours.  You have a bank account with a pension fund and savings, including the inheritance from your uncle.  I want to move that all to me.  I will pay off the mortgage, and you will transfer ownership of that, to Jack.

“The next one is a non-contestable divorce agreement, that I will try to get through.  I spoke to Tara and she is confident that it will work.” Tracy’s sister Tara was a lawyer, albeit not divorce law by trade.  As Tracy read through the document, he noticed penalties, and support, noting that he committed to paying alimony to Fiona at five thousand per month, for a period of ten years.  Even if he still worked, that would be difficult to do. 

“What’s this last one?” Tracy asked, with a gulp.

“It’s a criminal confession to say you repeatedly raped and beat me throughout the marriage, a number of times.  It also states you did the same to Karen and Sandra. You will notice a photo there of you on top of Karen.” The photo was taken when Tracy had spent the evening with Karen; when Tony was with Fiona.  It was a still frame from the camera which recorded them, and it was taken at the exact moment Karen was having an orgasm.  To him, he knew she was fine, but to anyone else, it looked like he was holding both her wrists back, and her face was contorted to such an extent, it look like she was trying to fight him off.  “We need you to sign this.”

“I don’t understand.  Why?” Tracy asked.

“For protection, for us.  If one day something happens, like you change your mind and you begin to hate me, or something, then instead of doing something stupid, you will think twice.”

“Yes, but you can also use it to blackmail me to do things I don’t feel comfortable doing.”

Fiona grinned.  “That’s right.  But that’s what you like, isn’t it?”

Dropping his blonde head, he nodded.  “Yes, it is.”

“Good.  Tara was kind enough to put all this together.  Her hourly rate is five hundred, as you know, and this took her a little over ten hours.  She said that if you fail to pay her in thirty days, then she will apply interest to the amount of eighty percent, per day.”

“Wow.” Tracy said sarcastically.  “My own sister huh?”

“Yep.  She was quite enthusiastic about getting involved.  The blackmail thing was her idea.  Of course, it is not dated.  We will date it only if it is ever needed.”

“Yes, Mistress.” He said.

“Are you going to sign?” She asked.

Tracy picked up the pen and signed each paper, not dating the confession.  “It’s actually a really good idea.” Tracy said, considering his next words carefully.  “There are times when I am scared and feel I need to challenge some of the more extreme things you are doing to me.  But I really want you to do them.  I don’t know, the more extreme the better.  Having this will push me over the edge, because of course, I don’t want to go to jail, and well, I want this lifestyle.”

Nodding, Fiona smiled.  It was the first time that she had let her dominant guard down.  “Could you do me a favor?  And this is not an order, it is a genuine request.  Can you repeat that to the others?”

“Well, you have it recorded don’t you?” He asked.

“No, the cameras are off for this as you could use them as evidence that you didn’t write the confession.”

“Oh, okay, um, sure.”

“Good.  I’ll go get them.  By the way, I need you to start sunbathing on the balcony every day.  Wear a bikini when you do, but you need to get some vitamin D, and the sun is the best way to do it.”

“Mistress, when will I be allowed to go outside again?” Tracy asked.

“We’ll discuss that after quarantine ends, okay?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“For sure, when Jack and I get married, you will be allowed to come to the wedding.”

“Has he proposed?”

“Not yet.  I think he is waiting for our divorce.”

“How long will it take?”

“Well, the courts are using Zoom for these sorts of cases.  We don’t have kids, and you are not contesting any of the property, so hopefully soon.  I want it over and done with fast so I can remove your name.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“I’ll be happy when it is done.” She said, smiling softly once more.  “I was thinking about our marriage.  It wasn’t good was it?”

“What do you mean?”

“We survived together for so many years.  We accepted each other’s mess, because neither of us had strength to fight anymore.  I think I married you because I wanted to change from who I was, I wanted a geeky nice guy who would take care of me.  But all of this has made me realize something, well, I actually realized it a few years ago.  Do you remember when we flew to Italy, and we got into that fight in Rome?  You got drunk.”

He sighed.  She thought he was staring at another woman, but he wasn’t; he was staring at the woman’s dress.  He loved the dress, lots of satin and lace, in hot pink.  Of course, back then, he did not know why he loved the dress so much.  It wasn’t the type of dress which would have suited Fiona, but inside himself, he just wanted to own the dress.  Thinking about it, he chuckled to himself.

“What?” Fiona asked.

“You got angry at me for staring at the girl.  I told you it was the dress, but you didn’t believe me.”

“Yeah, and?” She snapped, getting angry all over again.

“I was right, it was the dress.  I just didn’t know why I liked it so much.  Now I do.  I wanted it for me, I just didn’t realize.”

With a look of utter confusion, Fiona stared for a moment, looking into his faraway gaze and realizing that he was actually telling the truth.  Once more, her stern exterior broke, and she burst into laughter.  “Oh Jesus.  Can you imagine if you told me back then that you wanted to wear women’s clothes?  I think I would have freaked even more!”

“Right?” They laughed for a little longer, until it died down.  “Oh man.  Where did we go wrong?”

“We didn’t.  We weren’t right for each other at the beginning.  Not in the place we both were.  We tolerated each other, well, me because I wanted you to be right for me, and you because you thought you couldn’t get better than me.”

He nodded slowly.  “That’s true.”

“I never loved you.” She told him.  “I liked you, but I never loved you.  I realize that now.”

“Does this mean everything we are doing now is wrong?  Is this an extreme response to a bad marriage?”

“No, it’s not.  Because for the first time in my life, I don’t want you gone from my life.  I want to keep you, as you are now.  And I want you to want to keep me, and worship me, as I am now.  I don’t love you, and that’s a good thing.  I don’t even like you anymore.  And that’s a good thing.  Because now you are the toy I have always wanted.  But after hearing all that I have just said, can you accept me as your Mistress?  Can you accept someone who wants to physically hurt you?  Can you accept someone you thought who loved you for an entire marriage, actually despising you to such an extent that she wants to see you live in absolute ruin forever?”

“Why are you asking me this?”

“Because, you need to know the truth, and because there are laws.  Regardless of my feelings, I am not a criminal.  I want to do this, because you want it done to you.  The moment you don’t want it, then, honestly, it becomes redundant.  I can find anyone to beat and torture, but I don’t want anyone.  I want you.”

Tracy smiled.  “You know what you are describing sounds remarkably like love.  The distance and maybe the comparison of the emotion of love and hate are very similar.”

Fiona pressed her lips together and nodded. “Maybe you are right.  Maybe I have spent the last ten years not loving you so much, that I don’t recognize that maybe I do love you, in some fucked bizarre way.” She chuckled.  “But it doesn’t change the fact that this, what we have now, for you, may never end.  The drugs, the risky sex, the unknowns around the clients that will come for you, none of it bothers me.  We discussed this the other day, as a group, and I was shocked to find, I just did not care what happened to you.  And well, you should be scared, and yet you want to continue.  You are smoking forty cigarettes a day, and we will not allow you to stop.  All of this is going to affect your health.  You are essentially giving up your life for us.”

Tracy shook his head.  “No, I’m not.  You are giving up your lives, or the chances of a normal life, for me.  If the shit hits the fan, regardless of this document.” He said, pointing at the confession, “you are putting yourself in danger.  If I live a few years less, but die happy, then so be it.  I will just trust you that you won’t do anything that will see me die sooner.  In other words, if a client becomes too rough, then someone will step in.”

It was something that they had already thought about.  Tracy ending up dead would ruin everything.  They would protect him in that respect.

“As to you not loving me, well, I have my own view on that, but I love you and I worship you.  It is kind of hot that you hate me so much you want to see me like this.  But I need something from you.”

“What?”

“I need you to commit to this.  Don’t abandon me in six months, but really commit to this being for the rest of my life.”

“I can’t commit to that Tracy.  Jack wants to have kids.  Eventually, we will want to move somewhere else, and honestly, I don’t think I’ll care about you once I have kids.  In other words, that’ll be it.  What I can promise you is that as long as I am here, you will never experience a normal life.  I won’t allow it.  But eventually, I will not want to go away from you, but quite honestly, I don’t know what I will do with you.  I guess, we will decide with the others, and then either give you your freedom back, or sell you.”

“Then sell me.”

“We’ll see, okay?”

“Sure.”

She stood and collected the documents.  “I’ll let you know the moment you are needed for the divorce. Can I go get the others so you can tell them what you told me?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good.”

She walked over to the door and placed her hand on the handle.  The door clicked and opened.  Clearly, there was a fingerprint reader on that handle somewhere.  Tracy used the time to go smoke a cigarette on the balcony, and thought about what they had just discussed.  If he was not locked in chastity, he would have become erect, instead though he just felt the annoying stretch against the cage.

As the others filed into the room, Tracy stubbed out the cigarette and headed back inside.

“Fiona said you had something important to tell us.” Tony said.

“I do.” With a deep breath, Tracy continued.  “I told Mistress Fiona I like this confession paper idea.  I like that you can use it to force me to do more depraved things that I would not have wanted to do normally.”

“Tracy, that’s not the point of this paper.  This paper is to protect us, if there is a problem.” Tony explained.

“I know.  But I want it to be more than that.”

“Why?”

“I want you to push my limits.  As I said to Mistress, there are times when I feel scared and I don’t know, some of the more extreme things you are doing to me make me nervous, even though I really want you to do them.  This brainwashing thing, it had some really extreme ideas in there, which I would not have even thought of.  Probably, if you told me to do something like that, then I’d say no.  But, with this document, you can tell me to do it or else, and I really want you to mean it.”

Tony looked shocked.  “You honestly mean that?  I mean, this could get really bad.”

“No limits.” Tracy said.  “That’s what I said.  No limits.  Total fuck slut.  Totally destroyed and ruined, forever.”

“Forever.” Tony said, nodding. 

“And I don’t want this to be, if you don’t do this, then we might send it.  I need each of you to have your own copies.  Feel free to change the stories to reflect you individually, and I will sign it.  The moment, the very moment I say no to something, then I want you to send it. No three strikes, no warnings.  I want you all to commit that this is what you will do.”

“Why?” Sandra asked.

“Because that way, I will know, I cannot fuck this up, or else.  It will always make me say yes, to whatever you do to me.  No matter what.  No more votes.  No more vetoes.   If someone has an idea, then I must do it.”

“Agreed!” Said Steve straight away.

“Agreed.” Said Fiona.

“Agreed for sure.” Said Karen.

“Yeah, agreed.” Said Jack.

“I don’t know about this.” Said Tony.  “But if it is what you want, then sure.  Agreed.”

“No, see, Tony, that’s just it.  Don’t do that anymore.  You know that what I want, is to not make any more decisions, anymore, for the rest of my life.  And I don’t want you to stop it, just because for you it seems weird.”

“Okay, okay. I get it.” Tony said, arms raised.  “Deal.  I will not stop anyone, ever again.”

Sandra smiled.  “Deal, but you better write an iron-clad protection for me then.  I am not going to jail for you.”

“Please, individually create what you want and have me sign it.  Make it as brutal as you want, and I will sign the confession, that way you will all have something to hold over me.  I will go catch some sun, and when you come back, I’ll sign.”

The filed out of the room, and Tracy put on a bikini.  His nipples were starting to hurt a bit, as the hormones were kicking in.  He then rubbed sun-crème over the tattoos, and went outside to lie on the sunbed, where he lit a cigarette and smoked, closing his eyes.

After an hour of rest, and another packet of cigarettes gone, he headed back inside, just in time to see the others arrive.  He sat there in his pink bikini, hair up, reading the confessions.  They were mostly typical things, rape, theft, violent behavior.  In Steve’s case it claimed that he had sold drugs containing some sort of chemical which had resulted in the death of five people in another city some two years ago.

“That’s going to be hard to prove Steve.” Jack chuckled.  “Even with a confession.”

“Well, not exactly.  I searched the internet and found the city, and the date this happened, and then I remembered that Tracy was in that city on business that time.”

“That’s right.” Tracy admitted.  “You were serving on the plane that day.”

“Correct.  So everything correlates.  As to the drugs, you just say you found a dealer, got them, and then laced them with a chemical which you stole from Fiona’s lab.”

“Interesting.” Fiona said.  “There’s always stuff going missing, usually due to people putting it back in the wrong place.  Would be difficult to disprove.”

“Wow, but murder charges though?” Tony said.  “Anyone else think this is fucked up?”

“Tony!” They all shouted.

“You promised!” Karen said.

“All right, all right.  Your life Tracy.”

Tracy signed all of them.

“Now, I spoke to Tara,” Fiona began, “And she will hold copies of these in her personal safe.  If one of you changes your mind, well, you can’t. Do you all agree?”

“Yes.” They all said.

“Good.  Tracy, you may as well stay like that for your beating today.” Fiona informed him.



That night, things changed once again.  Once again, Tracy was strapped in for what he was told was to be five more days of brainwashing.  This time, Sandra handed Tracy a tablet from Steve.

“What is it?” Tracy asked, swallowing the tablet.

“Oxy.” She said.  “Together with the LSD, it’ll make you more receptive to this.” She then had a thought.  “I need to test you on something though.” With that, she raised her skirt to reveal her pantyless pussy.  Immediately, vomit went up Tracy’s throat.  “Excellent.” Sandra said with a smile.  “It works.”

With that, Tracy was given the LSD, and the vibrating butt-plug, before being gagged by the pulsating gag.  For the next few days, Tracy was conditioned to reject condoms and offer himself as a cum whore only. At the end of it, Steve tried to fuck him with a condom on, and whilst he did take it, it made him feel sick to the stomach, and he cried uncontrollably, although he was unsure why. 

“I need to think of what other depraved thing I can make him do.” Steve told Sandra and Fiona, earning a chuckle from them both.


ELEVEN

Two weeks later, the quarantine restrictions were reduced somewhat, allowing certain services to resume.  In the end, their city was not badly affected, given the stringent restrictions which were put in place.  Masks would need to continue, but slowly, life would return to normal.

For Tracy, normal was gone.  After a few weeks taking hormones, his breasts were starting to come through and his complexion was changing.  He found himself fluctuating in his emotions and even questioning himself.  At one point, he asked the others for a temporary reprieve on the request he made around the documents, as he was unsure how he would react based on his emotional state.  The request was immediately denied, and strangely enough, it was denied by Tony first and foremost.

The use of the meth had become so frequent that Tracy began having cravings.  In order to stave it off, Steve supplied him with a pipe to smoke it, rather than inject.  He asked Fiona if she planned to stop the drug now, in order to ween him off it, but she simply said she had zero plans to.  “If anything, I’m considering Steve’s idea to go harder.” She said, “But that is a very big and dangerous step.”

The moment the quarantine ended, Tracy’s phone began ringing, albeit in Fiona’s apartment.  The phone was now directly linked to a gay escort website, advertising Tracy’s services in the private brothels section, and people were definitely interested.  Usually, they were married men who could not get away from their wives and families during quarantine, now having more free time.  Immediately, Tracy’s diary began filling up.  Up to that point, the subscriptions for the online videos of Tracy were growing, and he had gained quite the fanbase.  At one point, someone questioned Tracy’s willingness to be part of such a fanatical transformation, so Tracy began speaking to the cameras more often, even doing YouTube vlogs about applying make-up.  As such, from porn alone, they were making a couple of thousand per week in subscriptions and downloads.

The first customer to arrive was shown in by Fiona.  He had paid one-fifty for full service oral and anal.  He was a fat man, in his forties, who worked as a truck driver.  As per the website, he was well aware that Tracy was a cumslut, and as such, that was how Tracy was treated.  The man was so overweight that at first, Tracy wondered where his penis was.  Finally, once erect and in his mouth, Tracy realized the fat made him seem smaller than he really was. 

Tracy’s first day as a whore began at ten in the morning, and ended a little after two in the morning the next day.  He served eight customers in total, with breaks for eating, his daily punishment, and to serve the guys and speak to his fans.  Over the course of the next three weeks, Tracy built up a solid customer base, and on the whole was seeing around ten customers per day.  Every ten days, he went for mandatory testing, and was glad to have dodged a bullet, however, the doctor reminded him to take the PrEP regularly, and put him also on one new antiviral treatment. 

“I’d also recommend an anti-microbial lubricant.” The doctor explained.  “It can help prevent transmission of fungal and bacterial based diseases.”

“Thank you doctor.” Tracy said. “It’s what I’m already using.”

“Good, good.”

The doctor took the time to check the progression of the hormones, and was happy that so far everything looked good.  “You’re growing at a good pace.  A lot of transwomen struggle to get much in the way of results from hormones, in terms of breast tissue, but you are coming along fine.  I think your sleight body is emphasizing your tissue growth.  I’d say you are approaching a B-cup already, which is very good.  Very good indeed.”

“Thank you doctor.  Do you know what I can expect in terms of growth?”

“It’s hard to say, but with this sort of progression, you should see it stop around the C-cup or so, small D maybe.”

“Thank you.”

Admittedly, Tracy had already become accustomed to having breasts, feeling them constantly. Body hair was becoming less of a problem, with Sandra purchasing a hair removal system for dark hair.  It was already showing some effect, albeit, it would take a while longer until the hair was gone for good. 

One day, as the quarantine restrictions loosened still, Tony and Jack were given notice to return to work soon, as flights would resume.  They began to make plans for next steps, with Jack slightly frustrated the divorce was taking longer than expected.As the news came through, Karen came to have a word with Tracy, when he was on a break.  The moment she sat down with Tracy, she burst into tears.

“I just want what you have!” She cried.  “I want Tony to want to do everything that we have done to you, to me!”

“Come on, surely you don’t want that?” Tracy said, feeling a little hypocritical to even think it.

“I do!  I’ve wanted it longer than you, but Tony has always been too scared.  Now he’s going to be away all the time, and he still won’t do it.  I’m losing my mind here with jealousy!”

“Of Tony?”

Karen’s face screwed up.  “No stupid!  Of you!  I want every little thing that has been done to you!  Everything; to happen to me!”

“Well, have you spoken to Tony about it?”

“I’ve tried to, but he doesn’t listen.  He’s too nervous and doesn’t realize that I’m getting increasingly unhappy.”

As they sat there, with Karen pouring her heart out, something occurred to Tracy.  Over the past weeks, whenever the cameras were recording, the little green on light, turned red.  It was difficult to see as it was at the back of the camera, but if you knew where to look, you could see the slight glow on the wall.  Right at that moment, the cameras were recording.  Whether or not they were broadcasting was a different question, but they did not need to be broadcasting, for them to record.

It occurred to Tracy that this was setup by Karen so that Tony and the others could see.  This was her way of getting it out there, and it was a last ditch attempt before he left.

“Why don’t you write something similar to what I signed?” Tracy asked.

“The confessions?”

“Yes.  Do the same and tell Tony to keep it.  Then sign up for the certificate.”

She almost whispered what she said next.  “I already did, and I already had my tests.  I am registered already, and yes, I have to go every ten days, like you, regardless if I work or not.  I just haven’t told Tony.  I’ve even created a profile on a hooker site, but have not clicked active yet.”

“Talk to Tony.”

She nodded. “I will.”

Of course, the moment she left that apartment and went back to her own, Tony sat down and they talked.  They talked for hours, all night.  She was talking so long with him, she missed the punishment time with Tracy.  By the time they stopped talking, they had agreed that they should split up, and that Tony should move out.  Tony could not bring himself to be part of his wife’s life when she was living that sort of lifestyle, and Karen could not continue to live a lie.  Both understood each other, and both agreed it was best for them both.

The very next day, Karen watched her husband pack his things, and move into the pilot’s quarters near the airport.  He told her he would come back for his bigger things later.  The moment he was gone, with Fiona and Tara’s help, she drew up divorce papers whereby she would not contest anything, but stated she would like to keep ownership of the apartment.  She emailed the draft to him, which he rejected outright, stating that he had put all the money into the apartment, it made sense to sell it and split the money.  He also stated that in no way shape or form was she allowed to run a brothel in the premises, whilst he was the owner. 

It came as quite a surprise the day after, when Fiona, Jack, Steve and Sandra came walking in with a tearful Karen, who explained everything to Tracy.  They sat there discussing what they thought Karen could do, with Steve and Sandra saying they would love to help, but were kind of relying on Tracy for living as it was.  It was Tracy who came up with the answer.

“Karen, we have a spare room here.  Take the spare room to live in and work, here with me, and leave the apartment to Tony.  If he doesn’t want it, then he can sell it, but in this market, he’ll struggle to find a buyer.  In time, maybe we will have enough built up, as a collective, to buy him out.” Tracy told her.

“You’d accept me here?” She asked.

“Mistress Karen, I’d love nothing more.”

“But without Tony, I have no Master.  I’d just be a plain old whore.” She cried.

“Er, Karen.” Fiona began.  “I don’t know about the others, but I’d love to make you my bitch.”

“Oh hell yeah!” Steve said.  “I won’t fuck you, but I will gladly fuck you up.”

“Honey, I’ve had the hots for you since we first made love.” Sandra purred.  “You can definitely call me Mistress, and I will take you whenever I want, however I want.” With that, Sandra leaned over and ripped off the flowery blouse Karen was wearing.  “And from now on, whores dress appropriately.”

Jack simply shrugged.  “I’m not Tony.  As far as I am concerned, I am more than happy to turn you into a whore, just like Tracy.”

Karen was once more reduced to tears, but this time, tears of gratitude.  “Thank you. Thank you so much.”

Fiona stepped in.  “In that case, if this is that we are in charge of everything you do from now on, then I am taking over your divorce proceedings.  I think our initial offer to Tony, rejected by him, is null and void.  Our new offer will take him for everything we can.  And if we get that apartment in the deal, even better.”

“I think it is time you pay me a visit in my makeshift salon.” Sandra said to Karen.  “I think it is time for some new piercings and tattoos, slut.”

“I’ll get started on drafting some confessions.” Steve chuckled.

There was one thing which was weighing on Jack’s mind though.  Something which nobody had considered until then.  “We have been living this life in isolation the past few weeks, and it’s been a lot of fun; but what’s going to happen when the tourists come back?  Or god help us, the owners of the apartments decide to move in long-term renters?”

Fiona shook her head.  “We just need to cross that bridge when we come to it.  There is no law that prevents us from opening a brothel in a private residence, if we are the owner.  If they have a problem with it, then they need to live with it, or leave.”



One week later, the door to the apartment opened, and Fiona escorted in two men.  One was fat and old, wearing ripped jeans stained by paint, the other young and slightly overweight, wearing an ill-fitting suit.  On the sofa sat Tracy, wearing a black crinkled PVC micro skirt, black fishnet stockings supported by black suspender straps, a black lace bralette, covered by a pink fishnet crop-top, whilst wearing black patent leather high-heeled riding boots.  Next to her, sat Karen, her hair dyed pink, her face done up by permanent make-up to be as whorish as possible, wearing a strappy red balcony bra with open cups, displaying her huge pierced breasts; a see-through top; a red lace waspie, connected to red fishnet stockings, and a metallic red mini-skirt, which was little more than a belt.  On her feet were red boots, similar to Tracy’s.

“Your next customers are here, girls.  Get to work.” Fiona told them, accepting payment from the men. 

“Yes Mistress Fiona.” The two chimed, with Karen walking over to the older man and with a smile, taking him by the hand and leading him into her bedroom.  The room was a mix of blacks and reds, with the walls and lights being red, and the furniture black. 

Tracy took her customer by the hand, smiling seductively, and walking with him into the bedroom.  “Your Mistress said you have something extra for me.  I paid her.” He said.

“Yes, she informed me earlier, sir.” He said, referring to the fact that he wanted to smoke meth with him.

During that first week for Karen, she had undergone the same five-day brainwashing induction as Tracy, albeit tailored to her, rather than him.  She had struggled through the drugs, but given that she had a weaker constitution than Tracy, she was already thoroughly addicted.  Then just the day before, Steve had an idea.  Turning up with Sandra, he sat down with Karen and handed her a pipe.

“We want you to smoke this.” Sandra told her.

“What is it?”

“It’s crack.” Steve told her.

“We think it’ll be better if you are a crack whore, rather than a meth one.  Let’s leave the meth to the gay guys, huh?” Sandra told her sweetly.

“I don’t know.  Isn’t crack really dangerous?” Karen asked.

Sandra’s look became stern.  “We are not here to discuss with you.  You agreed to the same terms at Tracy; one complaint and we will hand in your confessions.  Are you complaining now?” Sandra asked, her voice rising to a scream as she said it.

“N-no Mistress.” Karen replied, fear clear in her face as her pussy throbbed with excitement as this treatment.

Sandra grabbed the woman hard by the hair, pulling her to one said and slapping her face hard at almost full swing, three times over.  “Fucking do as I say and smoke it! You stupid fucking filthy whore!”

“Yes Mistress, yes!” And she grabbed the crack pipe, lighting it and taking it in.  “Ohhhh fuuuck!” She purred, slowly dropping to the bed, her eyes fluttering.

“That’s it sweetie.” Sandra grinned.  “Be our little crack whore from now on.”

Of course, Sandra would not have hit her like that, had Karen not defined that as one of her absolute fantasies, to have a dominant woman beat her and slap her about.

After the men left, both Tracy and Karen took a shower, cleaning up before their next customer.  It promised to be a very busy day.  Tracy had a little free time, as previously ordered, sat in front of a camera and played with himself with a dildo, as Karen sat on her bed and smoked some more crack. 



It was quite a strange and sobering day for Tracy.  In the morning, he was served with a repossession notice, as his car was raised onto a truck and driven away.  He also found notice of official bankruptcy by the bank, as they noted that his wife was not directly responsible for his assets as the court had agreed a freeze between the two pending the outcome of the divorce proceedings.

The day was sobering, because everything seemed to happen at once.  Morning was official bankruptcy, afternoon their court date. 

So as they stood there in front of the judge, very little needed to be said.  Fiona was dressed as the perfect pretty housewife, in a medium-length, under the knee black dress, whereas Tracy was stood there in a red plastic mini skirt and lace up bra, matching red thigh-high boots, black fishnet stockings and black fishnet gloves, chewing gum.

“I looked at this divorce request, for full custody of all assets including such a large alimony, even though you don’t have kids, and I thought it was a joke.” Judge Susan Reilly said.  She was a young woman with red hair, wearing the black cloak all judges there wore.  Fiona thought she was far too pretty to be a judge, and immediately began to picture her as another of her whores.  “But now I see you both here, I get it.” She paused, then smiled.  “But, I need you to confirm, for the court reporter, that this is not just a kinky sex game, but rather genuinely real problem which is unresolvable.”

They both said at the same time, “It is unresolvable.”

“Good.  Then I now pronounce you divorced, with the full request as outlined in the document confirmed.” Then with a smile she said, “And as my own present to you miss, I will file an incontestability clause in the result, which you will both need to sign in my presence.  Is that clear?”

“Yes Mistress, I mean, your honor.” Tracy said, cheeks reddening with embarrassment.

“That’s okay.  Both are fine.” The judge said, smiling deeply.  They stepped up to the table and signed the document, with the judge stamping and signing too.  “Have fun you two.” The judge whispered with a wink.

“Let me give you a card.” Fiona said, handing a card advertising her business as an arranger of erotic services, something which she had put together just days before. 

“Thank you.” The Judge chuckled.  “Maybe I’ll pay you a visit one day.”

On the car ride home, the two were fairly silent, until Fiona finally turned to him and said, “That’s it.  I’ve got what I want.  We’re divorced, and you are just a slave and whore.”

“Yes Mistress.” Tracy grinned.

“Are you happy?”

“Very, Mistress.  I’ve never been happier.”

“Me neither.” She agreed, smiling warmly, before scrunching up her face in pain.  “Ow.  I need to pull over.  Shit, shit, shit.” She pulled to a stop on the side of the road.

Tracy went into alert.  “What’s wrong?”

“I don’t know.  My head and my gut…ow!  Oh my god!  I dopologoflob.”

“What?” Tracy said, confused.

“Ifolobosiablob.” Fiona’s face seemed to be drooping. 

“Fuck!” Tracy screamed, undoing Fiona’s seatbelt, and then getting out of the car.

“Whaaaa  whaa!!!” Fiona screamed, tears rolling down her face, as Tracy tried to lift her out of the car. 

“I think you are having a stroke. I need to move you so I can drive.” He said, lifting and pushing her over to the passenger seat instead of out.  Tracy jumped in and started the car.  He put it in drive and shot off as fast as he could in the direction of the nearest hospital.  “Just hold on okay?  Hold on!”  As he drove, he dialed Jack on Fiona’s speakerphone.

“Hey honey, how did it go?” Jack said by way of answering.

“Jack!  It’s Tracy. Fiona is ill.  I think she’s having a stroke.  I’m driving her to the hospital right now.”

“What?  How?  But…   Why?” Jack said, panicked.

“Jack, I need you to calm down right now.  Get in your car, and come to the hospital.  She needs you.”

“Er, yes, yes of course!  Honey, you’re gonna be okay.  Tracy will look after you.”

The call ended just as Tracy screamed the car into the emergency bay of the hospital, screeching to a halt behind a half dozen ambulances, and a lot of panicked doctors and nurses.

“Someone!” Tracy screamed.  “My wife is having a stroke!  Please!”

A nurse ran over, looked into the window, and shouted, “I need a gurney here!  Stat!” Then turning to Tracy she said, “Ma’am, what happened and when?”

Tracy explained the whole thing to the nurse, who nodded and then relayed it to a doctor who was walking with Fiona on the gurney.

“Okay, ma’am, you need to park your car and come inside.  We need to test you too.”

“Why me?  I’m tested every ten days, I’m a sex worker.”

“That’s fine, but you won’t have been tested for this.  We need to test you for the disease which has been going around.”

“But I thought the quarantine…”

“Was lifted too early.  It’s mutating and it’s back worse than ever.  You need to come inside and get tested, right now.”

Nodding, Tracy parked the car and walked inside.  He was pulled into a bay where a swap was taken from his mouth and placed into a small container.  A nurse watched it and then wrote some notes.  Neg antibody, neg reactive 12.  Clean.  Tracy breathed a sigh of relief.  It could mean that Fiona was clear too.

“What about my wife?”

“Miss, she’s being seen by doctors right now, but as you can see, we are in chaos here.  Please, put your mask back on, and wait.  Once we know more, we’ll tell you.”

“Erm, wait, please.  My wife’s lover is on the way over.  He’ll need testing too.”

The nurse nodded, and he could tell she was smiling warmly under the mask.  “Once he arrives, tell me and I’ll test him.”

“Sure.”

Over the course of the next hour, Jack arrived, followed closely by Steve, Sandra, and Karen.  All were tested and all were negative.  They sat there, cuddling together, waiting to hear something, watching the chaos of more and more patients arrive, nurses and doctors crying, as they tried to deal with the pressure. 

Finally, after eight hours of waiting, a doctor arrived to talk to them.  “So Fiona has had a mixture of problems.  She tested positive for the virus, which means somehow she came into contact with someone who had it.  It could’ve been anywhere, at any time.  The problem here is that the virus appears to thicken blood.  Now, she should not have been clotting in the first place and as a healthy person, she would be fine, but the brain tumor she has exacerbated things.”

“Tumor, what tumor?” Tracy asked.  “She never told me about a tumor.”

“She’s had a benign tumor in a very central part of the brain since she was a child.  She had it monitored as she was growing up and from the charts it seems that she grew, but the tumor didn’t.  Unfortunately, it seems that at some point, that changed, and it grew again.  Did you notice any unusual behavior recently, or in the past few years?”

Tracy and Jack looked at each other, then Jack said, “Define unusual.”

The doctor shrugged.  “Emotional.  Memory loss.  Erm, lack of empathy.  That sort of thing.”

Jack sighed and rubbed his forehead, looking at the floor.  “So all this could have just been a tumor.” Jack said to Tracy.

“All of what?” The doctor asked.

“My wife left me.” Tracy said.  “For Jack here.  She said she doesn’t love me, or feel anything for me.  It was very sudden.  Then recently she said she never loved me.”

Tossing his head side-to-side, as if weighing how not to offend either one of them, the doctor said, “Could be the tumor, but doesn’t have to be.” He shrugged, offering a weak smile.  “There is something else though.”

“What?” Jack and Tracy asked.

“She’s pregnant.  About four weeks in.”

Jack’s eyes widened.  “I’m gonna be a dad?”

Tracy looked at the doctor, because he was not sure if Jack was going to be a dad. If Fiona died, then the baby would die too.  The doctor’s eyes flickered towards Tracy and then back to Jack, taking a deep breath.  “The next twenty-four hours are going to be crucial.  We have her on blood thinners and antivirals, but the drugs are not always effective.  If the antivirals work, we will need to remove the tumor.  We removed the clot, but we can’t guarantee others won’t form if we don’t.”

“Where is the tumor?” Tracy asked.

“There’s the problem.  The tumor is close to the choroid plexus, which will be difficult to operate, but not impossible with today’s technology.  We will know more tomorrow.  My advice is for you to go home and we will see tomorrow.”

“Yes doctor, thank you.” Tracy said. 

As Jack turned away, the doctor remained.  “May I have a word?” He said to Tracy.

“Um, yes, of course.”

“Tracy, I know you from your web casts.  My boyfriend and I watch.”

Tracy nervously smiled under the mask and nodded.  “Okay.”

“Well, a medically related question, of course, we are waiting on a blood panel to come back, but obviously, given what is going on here, it’s taking longer than we would like.  I just want to make sure if she is definitely clean of STDs.”

Nodding, Tracy said, “I’m tested every ten days, and Fiona and I have not had sex in a long time.  She’s good.”

“Great.  Thanks.  I love your show by the way.  Very sexy.”

“Well, let’s agree to this.  If you save her life, then you can have all the free sex with me you’d like.”

“I’ll take you up on that offer.” The doctor said.  “Just keep your fingers crossed.  It’s too early to tell, but I can tell she’s a fighter.”

“That she is.”



They arrived home shortly after.  Jack had wanted to stay, but given the level of chaos in the hospital, they told him he needed to go.  Instead, Steve logged on and marked Karen and Tracy as closed, and then brought down a bottle of whiskey and a lot of grass, and the five of them sat drinking, making out, and getting high.

However, it was Jack and Tracy who remained the closest, holding hands, or Jack stroking Tracy’s hair as he lay on Jack’s legs. 

“I don’t want to be alone tonight.” Jack said.

“Me neither.” Tracy replied, kissing him on the lips.

“Spend the night?”

“Sure.”

The next morning, Jack and Tracy were awoken by the phone ringing.  Jack bolted upright and picked it up, whilst Tracy sat there, analyzing his reactions.

“Hello?” Jack said.  “Yes.  Um hmm?  Oh thank god!  Oh thank god!  Yes, thank you, thank you so much.  Yes, I understand, but still, that is fantastic news.  Thank you. Yes I will.  Thank you, bye.” He ended the call and turned to Tracy.  “She’s awake and she can talk normally.  She’s confused and does not seem to remember anything, but she knows who she is.  The antivirals seem to be helping with her other organs too, so they will try to operate later today.”

“Oh, that’s awesome news.”

“Yes, but the hardest part will be the operation.  If that…”

Tracy grabbed him and held him tight.  “It’ll be fine Jack.”

“Oh, god I love her so much.” Jack began sobbing.  “I can’t lose her Tracy.”

“I understand.”

“No, I’ve never loved anyone like this.”

There was nothing more to say.  The words felt like a knife in his gut.  Tracy did not know how to overcome it, but that was not his concern anymore.  He was divorced, and that was final.

Tracy went back to his apartment after that, changed into a red satin and lace open ass teddy, and red self-holding lace top stockings, and matching lace top elbow gloves; slipped on some black high-heeled pumps, and headed up to Steve’s apartment. 

“Steve,” he said when Steve opened the door.  “Would you mind marking me as open?  I’d like to work.”

“Sure, no problem.  What about Karen?”

“You’ll need to ask her.  She wasn’t home.  I guess she’s with Sandra.”

“Okay.  Thanks.  I’ll mark you open now.  Um, I think Jack has the phone for your bookings though.”

“That’s fine.  Just mark people to come as they please.”

“Sure, okay.”

Tracy headed back to his apartment and realized the door opened and closed just by pushing.  Steve must have unlocked it for the time-being.

The first customer arrived an hour later, and by the time he left, Karen was also working. 

“Where were you?” Tracy asked.

“Spent the night with Sandra.” Karen’s words were slurred.  When Tracy looked at Karen’s arm, he saw a needle mark. 

“What did you do Karen?” He asked, angrily.

“It’s fine.  Sandra did it too.  We wanted to try it.”

“What Karen?”

“Heroin.”

“Oh for fuck’s sake!” Tracy screamed, and ran out of the door.  He began banging on Steve’s door.  He banged so loud that even Jack came out to see what the problem was.

“What?” Steve asked, throwing the door open.

Tracy grabbed him by the neck.  “You gave them fucking heroin!  At a time like this?  Are you fucking insane?”

“You need to back off!” Steve shouted pushing Tracy back, causing him to slam against a cupboard.  “I can do what I want with Karen.  If I want to fucking beat her ass to Timbuctoo, I can!  Same as I can do to you.  As to Sandra, she asked to do it!”

“What the fuck are you doing with heroin anyway?”

“Because I’m a fucking dealer, what did you think?”

“You’re a fucking asshole!” Tracy snarled, causing Steve to backhand him.

“Just remember who you are talking to!” Steve said, hitting him again.  “I should, after this outburst, fucking send your ass to jail, but I’m actually a nice guy.  I understand you are worried about Fiona.  So I’ll give you one free pass, but I want something in return.” With that, Steve laid into Tracy, punching his stomach and arms, and backhanding his face.  Tracy tried to get away.  He turned and tried to crawl away, his face bloodied, but he couldn’t. 

Steve, now with a hard cock, pulled his pants down and slammed his cock hard into Tracy’s anus, inciting a scream of pain as he cried.  Tracy looked up at the others, wondering why nobody was helping, but they just stood there and watched, not saying a word. 

“Please.” Tracy begged, as Steve punched and fucked him, banging his head on the floor as he slammed inside hard and fast.

Instead of helping, Jack stepped forward, lowered his pants and revealed a rock hard cock.  He was turned on!  He grabbed Tracy’s head and throat raped him, whilst the girls gathered round.  Karen masturbated, as Sandra stood back, then after some consideration, began kicking at him.

“You fucking wanted to be like this.” Sandra snarled.  “There is no getting out of it anymore.  This is what you are now.”

Tracy sobbed.  He had never endured such a terrible beating in his life.  Sandra just kept kicking, and Tracy could no longer prop himself up.  He collapsed on the floor, head twisted back as Jack just kept fucking his mouth as if it was a pussy, and Steve just slammed in like a hammer, over and over.  Tracy passed out.



When Tracy came too, he was strapped to the bed and gagged.  What he did not know was that about ten minutes prior, he had ingested LSD and was about to be subjected to more brainwashing videos, this time about being a dumb bimbo.  These videos continued, about how he was dumb, and how he did not know anything, and should only talk about pretty things, and not about anything serious.  The brainwashing continued for hours upon hours.  Whenever he started to fall asleep, either Steve, Sandra or Jack would walk in and inject him with speed to keep him going.

Eventually, Jack was simply not there, but in his place, Karen was coming in to help.  Over the next few days, Karen and Sandra began to look worse for wear.  He wanted to ask why, but couldn’t talk; however, when he noticed their arms, he realized they were using.  Steve had them addicted.

After a week, with very little sleep, and very little food, Tracy was released.  “Are you going to behave now?” Sandra asked him.

“Y-yes Mistress.” He replied.

“You realize, this is no longer a game, right?  This is it now.  This is your life, and there is no escaping it.  Understand?”

“Yes Mistress.” He said.  Then after a pause he started to say, “Mis…”

“Stop.” Sandra said sternly.  “There is no more talking anymore.  You will talk when we talk to you, and that is to say, yes or no.  There will not be anything else out of your mouth, except when it is to talk dirty to the camera, or the customers.  Is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Forever.  No more talking.  If you talk out of turn once, you will be beaten just like before.”

“Yes Mistress.”

With that, she left the apartment, leaving him with Karen.  Knowing the positions of the camera, he positioned himself so that he was able to talk to Karen, without the cameras seeing. 

“Karen.” He said in a hushed whisper.  She ignored him.  “Karen, is Fiona okay?”

“MISTRESS!” Karen cried out, jumping to her feet and running to the door. “Mistress!  He talked to me!  He talked to me!”

“Karen, what are you doing?” Tracy asked in horror.

Seconds later, Sandra was back, with Jack and Steve.  If Tracy thought the last beating was bad, this was much worse.  Once more, he was raped, beaten and tortured, with Sandra at one point even waterboarding him over and over. 

Over the next several weeks, Tracy worked, pretty much all hours, sleeping an hour here or there when he didn’t have a client.  His breast swere now huge, but he was skinnier than ever, as he was such a wreck that he couldn’t eat. No-one cared.  He went for the usual tests and the doctor saw the marks.  Steve accompanied him there, but as was the law, Steve was not allowed in. 

“Is someone hurting you?” The doctor asked.  “Is someone forcing you into this now?”

With a gulp, Tracy nodded.  “Yes. They are taking it too far now.  I’m scared.”

The doctor nodded.  “I understand.  Let me speak to someone.  Just a moment.” With that, the doctor left the room for a moment, then came back several minutes later.  “I’ve just spoken to someone. It should not be a concern anymore.”

“Thank you doctor.” Tracy said, a ray of hope in his heart.

As he headed out, Steve stood there waiting, an angry look on his face.  Tracy turned to the friendly doctor, who simply smiled.  “Go on now.  Go home.”

“But…”

The doctor leaned forward and said, “I trust this is the last time you will be a problem for your Master?”

With sad eyes, Tracy nodded, leaving with Steve, who beat him the moment he got home.

Eventually, Tracy began to notice more visitors than usual, not just to him or to Karen, but also to Sandra.  It eventually became clear to Tracy that Sandra was working as a whore too, and her idea of opening her own salon had gone, as both she and Karen continued their addiction.  It also became clear that Sandra was no longer a Mistress, as Tracy heard her say Yes Master, to Steve, and even saw Steve strike her when she misbehaved.

Jack was nowhere to be seen.  In fact, Tracy had not seen or heard from Jack in several weeks, since the last beating.  He had no idea if Fiona had survived or not.

It was customer number fourteen for that day, one after the other.  He hadn’t seen anyone friendly in weeks.  He hadn’t spoken a word in weeks.  He cursed himself for loving this, even though he hated it.


EPILOGUE

His eyes could barely focus on the woman with jet black hair in front of him, looking down.  The heroin had only just kicked in when she came to visit.  There was another woman behind her, looking across, saying something.  What?  Did he care?  How many men had fucked him that day?  Fuck, he’d been in a gangbang with Steve’s mates.  What a mess that was.

“Tara?” He murmured. 

The other woman stepped forward and she slowly came into focus.  “Stop talking.  You know you are not allowed to talk.” Marie said sternly. 

“We just came to see you.  We’re handling some legal stuff around the sale of Jack’s apartment to a lovely young couple upstairs.  Now Jack’s living with Fiona and their lovely new born child in the countryside.” Tara told him.

“Mum and dad don’t ask about you anymore.” Marie said.  “Of course, we have told them that you are like this, and they no longer care.  Nobody cares about you anymore.  That’s what you wanted wasn’t it?”

“You’ll see us from time to time,” Tara told him.  “But don’t ever expect any sympathy for you.  Because we know, this is the life you wanted.”

With that, they left. 

Tracy lay there, completely lost in the feeling running through him.  He didn’t care about anything.  He just wanted to feel this good, all the time. 

There was another knock on the door, and this time a tall red-head walked in, with a man in tow.  The man was tall, thin, a shape like Tracy used to be, and he was wearing pink panties and a pink wrap around satin and lace camisole.  He was gagged and on a leash.

“Look Mark.  Look at the sissy.” The woman said.  “You’ll be working here too from tomorrow.”

Tracy tried to focus on the woman.  He recognized her from somewhere.  Where was it? 

Karen walked in and collapsed to her knees.  She looked gaunt; sickly.  “Mistress Susan, thank you so much for the way you handled the divorce.  It was such a pleasure to see Tony crying like that.  Thank you.”

Oh yes, Tracy thought.  That was the judge.

“My pleasure, slut.  I love destroying men, especially ones like that.” The judge grinned.  “And now I control this building for the cartel, it will be a haven for sluts like you, Tracy here, and Mark to become the sluts they deserve to be.  Whether they like it or not.”

With that, Mark and the judge left.  Karen then knelt down next to Tracy.  He looked at her and she looked different.  It wasn’t just the drugs.  Her nose was crooked. 

“Tracy, I’m so sorry.  This has all been a mistake.  The power has gone to their heads.  Steve isn’t running the show anymore, some cartel is.  They’re moving people in here, and I’m getting really scared.” She cried.  “We need to find a way out.”

Tracy just stared at her, unable to speak.  Steve had been injecting him for five straight days, and he was just completely focused on his fix. 

“Tracy, please!  I’m scared we’ll die.  Sandra tried to escape and they almost killed her.  Look at me now!  They made Sandra do this to me.” Karen was covered in tattoos, all over her body, Slut, Whore, Dyke, Cumdump, Rapeslut, and worse.  Tracy knew it, because Sandra had done the same to him weeks ago.

Focusing as hard as possible, Tracy blinked and nodded.  He knew he had an amount of time between fixes when he had some strength, so long as he didn’t get too focused on the need for another.  It was a time when the clients came in, but these were no longer the same customers anymore.  He knew he could not count on them. 

Eventually though, he staggered up and walked over to the balcony for a cigarette.  Standing there in his pink and black satin nightie, stretched by his huge breasts; his pink stockings, and pink gloves, he smoked and thought.  Finally, a thought occurred to him.  Heading back inside, he changed into a pink skirt and white satin wench top, grabbed his handbag and did his make-up, then headed back to the balcony.  Without a word to anyone, he took off his heels, climbed over the side and lowered himself down to the first floor balcony.  In the window, he saw three sissified men, tied up watching the hypnosis videos.  With a gulp, he continued down to the ground, and ran. 



Three years later, and Tracy was stood in the kitchen of a large country house, breathing in the fresh air.  He was wearing a long pink petticoated skirt, and a white lace tank-top.  His blonde hair was done up into a short pretty pony-tail. 

At that moment, Tracy was stood in front of a stove, preparing a casserole, when she heard the sound of tires scratching to a halt in the gravel driveway.  His lips turned into a beam of happiness, as he knew that his loved one was home from work.  Soon after, he felt the kiss of soft lips on his neck.

“Hi honey, that smells lovely.” Kyle told him.

“Thank you baby.  How was work?” Tracy said, turning down the heat to a simmer and going to sit on his knees. 

“Tiring.  Phil is unhappy with the reports from last Tuesday, and he seems to think that by going through them again and again, things will improve.  Idiot.”

“Well, you know what I think about Phil.”

“I know, I know.” Kyle said, sighing.  “He disappeared at lunchtime.” He said, looking at Tracy with a raised eyebrow. 

Tracy grinned.  “He paid three hundred.”

“Three hundred?  What did he get for three hundred?”

“Come with me and you’ll see.”

With his hand held out, Kyle grabbed on and walked, coming to the door where Tracy worked.  He headed inside with him, seeing all the whips, chains, dildos, the cross, the horse and the bed.  “Strip honey.” Tracy told him, watching the hot muscular man strip down, then leading him to the horse and tying him to it.  He then placed a gag in Kyle’s mouth. 

“The stew is almost ready.  I’ll got turn it down and will be right back.” Tracy said cheerfully. 

When Tracy returned, she was no longer in his long skirt; instead, he was wearing pink fishnet stockings, a pink corset, and pink panties.  “Now it is time for you to get fucked sissy.”

“Uh-uh!  Uh-uh!” Kyle begged.

“Too late.  He’s here now.  Your boss!”

Moments later, the door opened and Phil, Kyle’s boss, walked in, wearing leather chaps.  Tracy and Phil kissed, before Phil stripped down and readied himself.  Tracy walked over to Kyle and removing the gag asked, “Are you ready to serve slut?”

“No, please no!” Kyle screamed.

It was a role play that Phil loved.  Of course, nobody at work knew that the two lived together, and certainly nobody knew that Tracy was a whore who they visited frequently. 

Phil pressed into Kyle’s ass, as Tracy dropped his panties and pushed his cock forward and into Kyle’s mouth.

It had been a while since a friendly man used a small grinder to remove the chastity cage.  Immediately, Tracy felt free, released.

The two spit-roasted Kyle, until Phil came in Kyle’s ass, and then it was Tracy’s turn to go over the horse, where he was fucked by Kyle, whilst sucking Phil.  For the three hundred Phil had paid, they had Tracy for two hours, and given how horny they were, that was a lot of sex, but Tracy didn’t mind.  He was his own boss, in his own lovely house. 

Eventually they left, and once again, Tracy was alone.  He changed into a long pink satin nightie and matching robe, then went to eat the stew in front of the TV. 

After Tracy escaped, police launched a man-hunt for him.  The confessions were sent in and he became a wanted person.  He knew that he had to run.  He knew he would not go to jail.  The police were bought and paid for.  It was not Steve managing things, it was his bosses; and not the ones at the airline.  Steve got his drugs from a major Latin American cartel; a cartel which also dealt in people trafficking and forced prostitution.  They had people in their pockets, police, lawyers, judges.

Then one day, Tracy was sat in a bar eating wings, he had his head down, his blonde hair dyed red, and looked different.  A man sat down opposite and placed a badge and card.  He was a Government Federal Enforcement Agent for the SFIS, the State Federal Investigation Service. 

“Hello Tracy.” The man said with a warm smile.  “Don’t panic.  We’ve been watching you for a while, making sure you are safe.  It’s fine.”

“What do you want?  I’m not going back.  I’m not…”

“We want you to testify against the cartel.  We know what happened and we know the confessions were false.  We know everything.  We can protect you, and we can finally bring all this to an end.”

Tracy sat in shock.  “This goes so far up…”

“We know.  We have a huge amount of evidence.  We just need someone to tie it all together.”

“Can I think about it?”

“Of course, but none of this will go away unless you help us.”

Tracy did help them.  In fact, it became a huge scandal, with the politicians, judges, police being arrested.  It became so big, that Tracy was receiving offers of cash for his story, but given the need for anonymity, he declined.  In fact, he didn’t need money, as the state paid him millions to settle out of court.

To his knowledge, by the time the SFIS raided the brothel, they had rescued fifteen prostitutes; mainly sissies, but a few women too.  Two women who survived were Karen and Sandra. 

He spoke to both, briefly. 

Karen made up with Tony as friends.  She checked herself into rehab, as Tracy eventually did herself.  She said that she would not go back to Tony, that she wanted to continue to be a submissive slut, just on her own terms.

Sandra went straight into rehab.  They spoke after that.  Sandra opened up her salon and met a woman with whom she fell in love, and eventually married.

They promised to stay in touch, but they didn’t.

The next day, Tracy received a house call request to a woman named Petra and her husband Tom.  He had been there before.  They were a lovely couple.  Petra was German and very kinky.  Tom liked to watch Tracy and Petra make-out, then as Tracy fucked Petra, Tom would fuck Tracy. They lived in a large house near a dense forest, and given the weather was nice, they asked Tracy if she would like to stay the weekend as they were having a barbecue with the neighbors the day after.  Tracy agreed he would.

The evening was long and sexy, with all three ending up pumped full of cum that whole night.  They told Tracy to sleep in, which he did until almost noon, before showering and preparing himself for the day.  He slipped on white stockings, a white corset, and matching thong panties.  Over that, he slipped on a light pink summer dress which came down to just above his knee, and revealed a moderate amount of cleavage.  On his feet, he put on some light pink leather pumps with three-inch heel and headed down to the kitchen.

“Hello sleepyhead.” The plump bespectacled German woman said, walking over and kissing Tracy on the mouth, slipping in a little tongue.

“Mmmm, morning Petra.” Tracy smiled.  “Where’s Tom?”

“Outside preparing the grill.  Are you hungry?”

“Absolutely starving, Petra.”

“Good.  I’ll cook something for you.  You need to eat, you are as thin as a rake.”

Tom came in part way through brunch, and Tracy took a moment to get down on his knees and give Tom a healthy good morning blowjob.  Then, as Petra worked on the meat, Tracy strolled over, raised the dress and Petra’s skirt. Pulled out his own cock, he pushed it into Petra’s pussy, fucking her bent over the work desk.

At around three pm, people started to arrive.  Tracy made small talk with a couple from down the road, when a slim brunette appeared, carrying a sleepy-looking little boy. 

“Excuse me a moment.” Tracy said to the woman he was talking to, before strolling over to the new arrival.  “Fiona?” He asked, completely uncertain.

“Oh my god!  Tracy!” Fiona gasped, reaching around and pulling Tracy in for a hug with one free hand.  “Oh my god!  What are you doing here?”

“I live down the road in the village.  What are you doing here?”

“I live just across the woods.  I have a small farm.  Oh my…” Fiona beamed with happiness.  “So many times I wanted to come and find you, but after I heard about the divorce and that you didn’t want to see me again.”

“Wait, what?  Why would I not want to see you again?  I loved you.  I wanted to see you so much, but I couldn’t leave.  What happened to you at the hospital?”

“I woke after surgery and for some reason Jack was there.  He kept telling me that I was engaged to him and that we were going to have a baby.  I didn’t believe him.  I kept asking for you, but he said that we were divorced.  Of course, I couldn’t believe it.  Then over a short amount of time things started coming back.  I remembered what I did to you, the things I said, and I broke down.  I loved you, not Jack.  I never wanted Jack. 

“Knowing I was pregnant with Jack’s boy, and well, knowing you didn’t want me anymore, I just couldn’t go back there.  I couldn’t see you.  I spent nearly a month in hospital, and during that time, Jack moved us out here.”

“You are still with him then?”

She smiled.  “No way.  I didn’t love him, and honestly, I couldn’t give him what he wanted anymore.  I’m a different person.  The doctors said I lacked empathy because of the cyst in my brain.  They said that was why I was falling out of love so easily, it was just an empathy issue.  Jack lasted about a month with me, before running off.”

“But who owns the house then?”

“I do.  I had more than enough money, and more kept on coming every month from you, via your sisters, until one day, it stopped.  I knew you got free, I just didn’t know where you went.  I would’ve looked, but you didn’t want to see me; at least, that’s what I was told.”

Tracy nodded sadly, then he smiled.  “Who’s this little chap then?”

The little boy scowled at him, the way grumpy tired kids do.  “This is Dillon.  He just woke up.”

“Awww.  Poor lad.  Want to get a drink?”

“Sure.” They walked.  “So how do you know Tom and Petra?”

Tracy smiled suspiciously.  “Umm, they’re clients of mine.” He chuckled.

Fiona laughed.  “Still working?”

“I do some cyber security stuff on the side.  But yeah, I still have some clients.  I enjoy it too much.”

“That’s good.  I’m glad you are happy.  Working for yourself, right?”

“Right.”

“Good.” She smiled, but it was tinged by sadness.  “So long as you are happy.”

“I am.”

“Are you keeping healthy?” She asked, head cocked to the side a little.

With a smirk, Tracy asked, “Is that a question of if I’m off the drugs?”

“Yes.  And cigarettes?”

“Believe it or not, the cigarettes are harder than the drugs.” He chuckled.  “I smoke less.  Like, a pack every two weeks, maybe three.  Funnily enough, without the encouragement, it means less to smoke.  On the drugs, when a client wants to do it, then I’ll do it, but that is very rare, almost none.  Again, without someone forcing me to do it, it makes little sense.”

They walked to the food where they helped themselves.  She put Dillon on the ground and he ran off to play with some other kids in some sand. 

“It’s a great place to raise a kid.” Tracy admitted.

“It is.  Safe.  Quiet.  I can’t imagine you have that much business here.”

“You’d be surprised.” He chuckled.  “But, admittedly, I was kind of joking when I said the Cyber Security stuff was a side job.  It’s the other way around.  But I get a customer or two per day.  It’s not bad.  Suits me fine.”

“And your cage?” She asked quietly, looking at the ground nervously.

“Gone.  Carefully removed.”

“Told you it wasn’t permanent.”

“Nothing ever is.” He told her, causing her smile to disappear. 

“I really am sorry for what I did.” She said, looking at him with tearful eyes. “I just…I can’t understand it.”

“Stop Fiona.  You have nothing to apologize for.  Up to the moment you got sick, I was having a lot of fun.  I actively encouraged you, because I wanted it.  The problem came from others.  Sandra let it go to her head way too fast, and I think she cared about the money she was suddenly making.  Jack had a mission and he really didn’t give a damn.  Steve was in so deep with the wrong people, that he did not know what was right and wrong.  He hoped that creating all this and offering it to the cartel would clear a lot of the debts he had with them, and for the most part, it did.  The fact that our judge was mixed in with the cartel was a complete coincidence.  The fact that my sister was representing the cartel as a lawyer, was a coincidence.”

“What about Karen and Tony?”

“I honestly feel sorry for them both.  Tony is a good guy and he wanted for nothing, and he left with nothing.  Karen was essentially just like me, except she didn’t have you.  She felt hollow.  Same as I felt after you were gone.  Hollow.”

“What is Tony doing these days?”

Tracy shrugged.  “I would guess still flying.  Not sure if he met anyone.”

Staring at Dillon, Fiona sighed.  “Did you really enjoy it all?”

“With you?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, of course I did.”

Chewing on her lip, Fiona said, “I masturbate, like, a lot, thinking about some of the things I did to you.  Then I cry a lot.”

“Don’t cry about it.  There’s nothing to cry about.”

“There’s plenty to cry about.  Not having you anymore is more than enough.”

“You live across the woods?  Near Ed’s farm?” He asked.

She laughed.  “If near means about ten miles away, then yeah.” The farms were big enough that they were pretty well spaced out.  Tracy regularly bought fresh produce from Ed, who was a lovely old man.  It was amazing that Fiona was actually the next neighbor along for all that time and they never met.

“I’m on the other side of the village.  Green Acres.”

“Dillon goes to kindergarten there.”

“It’s further down, but yeah, I know where.”

“Jesus Christ.  All this time.” Fiona sighed, shaking her head.

“Well now we know.”

“We do.” Fiona said, smiling up at him.  “You really look good by the way.  Like, amazingly hot.  I knew you would, but really, your body and everything is perfect.”

“Thanks.  I put on a little weight but it went to my hips, gave me quite a nice figure in the end, and I still work out a lot.”

They paused for a moment, their eyes never leaving each other.

“Fancy getting a coffee one day?” Tracy asked.

“I’d love to.  Really.  I’d like that a lot.” Fiona told him, and then considered her next sentence.  “Um, do you have cigarettes with you?”

“Yeah, I do.  Do you still smoke?”

“Oh, no, no.  Not since I came out of hospital.  But, I’d like to watch you smoke.”

“Are you ordering me to?”

“No!  Of course not…I, I…”

“No, Fiona.” Tracy held her arm and smiled.  “Are you ordering me to?”

Fiona took this in, reading his eyes, not daring to breathe.  Then she almost silently said, “Yes, I want you to smoke for me.  Do it now sissy.”

“Yes Mistress.” Tracy replied, pulling out the pack from his handbag.

Fiona’s lips curled up into a smile and her eyes watered.  She bit her bottom lip to try to stop the tears.  “Give me a minute please.  Once you’ve finished that one, smoke another.  I’ll be right back.” He watched her walk away, wiping away the tears and then walking to Petra.  She seemed to be asking Petra a question, pointed at Dillon, and Petra smiled and nodded.  They two chatted some more, and Petra gave a cheeky grin before looking over at Tracy.

Tracy finished his cigarette and chain-lit the next as Fiona returned. 

“Once you’ve finished that, come with me in the house.” She said.

“Why?”

“I want you to fuck me really hard.” Then suddenly she became uncertain.  “If-if you’ll want me that is?”

“Mistress, of course, it would be an honor.  Fiona, you never stopped being my Mistress, and I have never stopped loving you.  I know things can’t just continue from where they left off, but I think we can enter a new phase.  You didn’t hurt me.  I have no ill will towards you, and I have never stopped wanting you.”

“Oh Tracy, you always did know how to say the right things.  I love you so much.  I’ve missed you so much, the only thing which kept me alive was Dillon.”

Tracy stubbed out the cigarette and grabbed her hand.  “Come with me.” And they ran inside.

In one of the many bedrooms of the large house, Tracy and Fiona kissed passionately.  They stripped naked, and Fiona grabbed one of Tracy’s large breasts and latched on to his pierced nipple, sucking and nibbling on it.  Tracy noted that Fiona’s belly piercing was gone, as were her other body piercings. 

It took no time at all for Tracy get become erect, and the moment he was, he pushed inside of her.

“Oh.  This is definitely different now you have boobs.” Fiona giggled.

“Feel like a lesbian now?” Tracy quipped.

“Little bit. Your cock is still the lovely size it always was.”

They made love on that bed, enjoying each other for the first time in years.  It would be the first of many fucks, and a month later, Tracy moved in with Fiona; and everything felt right with the world.

“What should I do with the house?” Tracy asked.

“Well, I was thinking about that.” Fiona said.  “I don’t know if I want you to work here, where Dillon is.”

“But you still want me to work?” Tracy knew she meant as a prostitute.

“I think you should, right?” Fiona giggled.  “Unless you wanna use your safe word?” They had agreed a safe word for any time things started to get out of control. 

“No, no.  I was just checking.”

“Good.  Go smoke another cigarette.  I don’t think you’ve had enough today.”

Tracy was now back to a pack a day, which he did not mind about because it was what Fiona wanted, and that made him happy.  Four months later, and once again, they were getting married.  This time around, Fiona was in a tight black dress, whilst Tracy wore a lacy white wedding dress.  They had invited Karen but they never received a reply from her.  However, Fiona had managed to track down Tony and he gracefully accepted.

After the reception, Fiona informed Tracy that she had a surprise for him for their wedding night.  In the room, as Tracy stripped down to his sexy white lingerie, Fiona walked in wearing a lacy black corset, stockings, panties and gloves.   She strolled over to the door, where she said “are you ready for your surprise baby?”

“Sure.” Tracy grinned.

Fiona turned the handle and swung open the door to reveal Tony.  Without a word, he stepped inside and took Fiona in his arms, and the two kissed like long-lost lovers.  Tracy watched as Fiona stripped him down and pulled him towards the bed, taking him in her mouth.

“What are you waiting for baby?” Fiona called Tracy.  “He’s here for both of us.”

With a cheeky grin, Tracy climbed onto the bed and kissed Tony deeply.  “I hope you don’t have plans for tomorrow.” Tracy told him.  “Because that cock of yours is going to get so much use.”

Fiona leaned over and kissed her husband on his glossy lips.  “I’m so glad to have you back.”

THE END

Bonus – The Move Part One:

Part 1

I had spent years trying to change myself.  After the failure of my first marriage, I said to myself that I would never be that man again.  Three years into my second marriage and things were going great.  Sure, no kids so far, but Katerina’s career was going full swing, and sales were up for me, so I was bringing in lots of money.

After Theresa left me for Mike, I vowed to become a different person.  I focused on work and tried to turn my life around.  When I met Katerina, I knew that everything would be great.

Sure, Katerina knew I was going through a divorce, and she knew that Katerina had left me for another me.  She felt sad for me, and couldn’t really understand how someone could be so horrible as to leave such a lovely guy.  I had always showered Katerina with gifts, and I tried to be the person who made her feel like a princess, and she loved it.  Once I started properly earning, those gifts became shoes from Prada, handbags from Dior, and my scarves from Hermes. 

Of course, Katerina only knew the high-level truth, but not the detail.  The detail that I introduced Mike to Theresa.  The detail that I asked Theresa to sleep with him.  The detail that I would watch as they fucked.  The detail that I sucked his cock to get him ready for Theresa.  Or the detail that I would wear panties and sissy clothes as they did so.  She especially didn’t know that I told Theresa that it was my fantasy that she would leave me for another man in the most public way possible, which she did.  I also didn’t tell her that Theresa exposed me as a sissy to my sister, my friends and my parents. 

It took time to repair the mess that I made, and I promised myself, I would be normal from that point on. 

In the year following the break-up, Theresa made contact with me a few more times, sending me photos of her with Mike.  Eventually, these messages became more infrequent, until the last thing I heard was that they both married around the time that I married Katerina.

I actually met Katerina on a business trip in Germany.  She was working for a competitor at the booth next to mine at a tradeshow in Dusseldorf.  In the downtime when the show was slow, I made sure to go over and chat with her, and quite quickly, it turned into flirting. 

Quite honestly, I’m a skinny guy who runs a lot and tries to keep fit, but never really bulked up.  I always felt that I would never date hot women and maybe that is where my submission stems from.  However, Theresa was a gorgeous brunette who could’ve been a model, with a tight little arse, tall, firm pierced belly, and massive D-cup breasts.  Her green eyes pierced your soul, and I always used to say how gorgeously evil she looked.  If I had to compare her to someone, I would say she looked like Eva Green.

I thought I was just lucky.

Then I met Katerina.  The spitting image of Amanda Seyfried in the face, except with long very curly blondish-brown hair, which she occasionally liked to straighten.  She was just as tall as me, at 180cm, a tight firm body, with even bigger breasts than Theresa, which I later discovered were augmented.  “I always wanted big tits.” Katerina told me.  “I had A-cup, so going to DD was kind of an over-correction, I know, but I like them.”  Fair enough, I thought.

In terms of our sex life, it was good.  At the beginning it was very active, but yeah, it slowed off.  I struggled with maintaining an erection, and I put that down to the emotional turmoil created by my breakup.  But Katerina never seemed to mind, as I regularly went down on her, something men had refused her in the past.

We fucked at that tradeshow; or rather, in the hotel after the show.  After that, we flirted online, and I used every opportunity to go see her in Germany.  Eventually, she even came to see me in the UK, until finally, she moved over and in with me.  We married quite soon after that.

Three years on, and finally, we decided to move out from my apartment, out of London, to a house in Hertfordshire, back near my childhood home, back near Theresa.  Katerina knew the risk of running into her, but she liked the area and felt it would be a better place to raise a family, as and when that moment arrived. 

Here’s a bit of advice for all those of you keeping something from your partner for many years.  Either destroy the evidence; or at least remember you have it somewhere. 

I was away at work when Katerina found the key.  It was stupid really.  I had used the self-storage padlock rather than buy my own, so the key had the logo and locker number on it.  I could hardly hide it.  Katerina had taken the week off work to pack, whilst I worked, and on the last fucking day, she found that key.

Rather than ignore it, or call me, she headed to the address and found the storage unit.  It wasn’t a big one, just a cupboard really, but it wasn’t the size that mattered, it was the contents.

Four large boxes, two shoeboxes.  That was all.  That was more than enough.

She went for the shoeboxes at first and found all the CD-ROMs with my name on them.  Then she found the photos of me dressed up in sissy clothes.  The photos of me sucking cock.  The photos of Theresa with Mike.  The photos of Theresa fucking me with a strap-on.  She found the letters, the emails, my stories I had to write, describing the night I had just spent serving my Master and Mistress.  She found the printout of the BDSM checklist showing what I wanted and how much I wanted it. 

Next, she opened the large boxes.  The first contained all the toys.  Many buttplugs, strap-ons, whips, clamps, torture devices, gags, you name it, I had it.  The other three boxes were filled to the top with dresses, pinks, yellows, light blues, lots of satin and lace.  Nothing normal.  All sissy clothing.  Lingerie to the max.  Wigs, make-up.  Shoes and boots, more than she even owned.

With a sigh, Katerina shook her head and walked out, locking up behind her.  Of course, she grabbed a few CDs and then realized she didn’t have a CD player anymore, so put them back.  Then she headed to the reception of the building and asked how much the self-storage cost per month. 

“The small unit is…” The woman looked at the chart.  “Fourteen-ninety quid a week, or thirty-five a month.”

“Thank you.” Katerina said, and then headed home to continue packing.

Once I arrived home, Katerina was in a cheerful mood.  She had done most of the packing and we were ready for the weekend, when we would finally move.  On top of that, she had just received some good news.

“Work called.” She told me.  “The Conway deal closed.  Boom, fourteen million dollars over the next three years.” She said, swinging her sexy hips in those grey sweatpants in a victory dance. 

I had also bid on Conway for my company, but we were kicked out in the first round.  I was, of course, happy for her.  “Congratulations babe.  With the work you put into that deal, you deserved it.”

“And we have the best product.”

I laughed.  “Well, I wouldn’t go that far.”

She blew me a raspberry, and I told her I would go get changed to help her.  Instead though, she jumped onto me and gave me a big fat happy kiss.  “I’m almost done.  Just grab a beer and relax.”

“Come on, I wanna help.” I complained.

“I know you do, but you don’t need to.  It’s fine.”

“Okay, your choice.”

“Order us some food, if you want to help?” She called after me, as I headed into the bedroom.

“Sure.  That I can do.” I laughed, unbuttoning my shirt.

As I began to pull off the shirt, I spied the locker key on the sideboard.  I literally froze and I prayed she wouldn’t ask me what it was for.  I continued to undress, the whole time looking at that key, wondering if I should quickly hide it and hope she’d forget, but unfortunately, she walked in, panting after carrying something.

“Oh yeah, I found this key and your boxes.” She said, as if she had found something completely normal and benign.  “You’re paying a lot of money to store those.  I guess we’ll have more space in the new house, so you might as well pick them up and close the account.”

I nodded, my mouth open in shock.  “Or…or, I-I-I, could throw them out.  Old rubbish.  Don’t need it anymore.”

She smiled and tilted her head, looking confused.  “Why?  You have some toys in there we could play with.  Up to you, but, I don’t know, I guess when you feel comfortable about it, you’ll tell me more.  I won’t push.  Don’t worry though, if that’s the problem?”

Once more, my mouth opened further.  “I don’t know what to say.”

“Nothing. Don’t worry.  Just don’t waste money letting it go to rot there.  Go pick them up.”

“Um, okay. Tomorrow.” I told her.

“Sure.  No hurry.” She said, heading out of the room.  Then she stopped and turned back.  “Is Mike black?”

“Last time I checked.” I said.

“Huh.  I always pictured him as white.”

“Bit racist.” I noted.

“No, not like that.  Just, I don’t know, the way you described him I guess.”

“Well, he is.”

“So it was him on the photos?”

My face suddenly felt hot.  “Yes.”

She smiled warmly.  “Hm.  Okay.” She chirped cheerfully, turning to walk away.

“Why?” I asked, calling after her.

“No reason.  Just wondering.”

“Just wondering why I had a black cock in my mouth?” I said bitterly.

She walked towards me and stroked my face, and then bent over to kiss my forehead.  “I told you, when you are ready, I’m sure you’ll tell me all about it.  I’m not angry, or upset.  It’s clear it is something you are embarrassed about, but just know, there’s nothing to be embarrassed about with me.”

I sighed and then nodded.  “I wasn’t entirely honest about my relationship with Theresa.”

“Yeah, I kind of got that.”

I tapped the bed next to me and she sat down.  “Things were fairly normal when we started dating.  I had, erm, fetishes, but I kind of kept them to myself.”

“What sort of fetishes?”

“BDSM, femdom, erm, forced feminization, stuff like that.”

“Okay.” She shrugged.

“Anyway, we were at this party when we ran into this couple who were into it.  Like, the guy was in male clothes, but had lingerie on underneath, and kept calling his wife Mistress.  I did this whole, what did you think?  Weird huh? Thing with Theresa and she basically said it was hot.  So over time I started to introduce her to the idea of BDSM, and she admitted she liked the idea of cuckolding.”

“Fucking another guy?”

“Exactly.”

“But that was your fetish?”

“Yes.  She read it in one of the stories I wrote.”

“You still have the stories?”

“Erm, yeah, on the DVDs.”

“Oh, they were DVDs?  I thought CDs.  We don’t have a DVD player though.”

I smiled.  She was right.  Everything was in the cloud or on USB since then.  “I have one in a box somewhere.  I can hook it up.”

“I want to read them too.”

I took her hands.  “Katya, I messed up my first marriage by turning it into some fetish fantasy.  I vowed to be normal from now on.”

“They’re just stories.  I want to read them.” She told me.  “Relax.”

“I just don’t want things to get weird between us.”

“They won’t.” She slapped my leg.  “Going to work. Order the food!”

“Sure.”

Nothing more was said about it for the rest of the night.  We ate, watched a movie, then headed to bed where we made love.  However, to say it hadn’t affected us would have been wrong.  The sex was amazingly good for both of us.  I stayed hard, and Katerina actually almost came.  However, I did do something I hadn’t done for years, and that was go down on her after I’d cum inside her, something I used to do to Theresa regularly.  If Katerina found it weird, she didn’t say so.

The next day, the movers arrived, and they carried everything out.  Once they were done with that, we locked up and handed over the keys to my landlord and set off, me in my company Jaguar, and Katerina in her company Vauxhall, a car she hated with a passion, with her in tow.

We first stopped off at the self-store facility, where two of the boxes went in my car, and two in hers, and the small boxes in mine, and then we set off to the new house in Hertfordshire.

The house itself was a nice sized old, thatched house with four bedrooms and three bathrooms, and a wine cellar.  I had a nice down-payment saved up which covered twenty percent of the six-hundred and fifty thousand cost, with the rest going into a mortgage.  The bright white house was set on a four-acre garden, surrounded by a small wood.  Just down the road, about five miles, was the village of Chiphampton, a place I had grown up and lived in for many years.  And just past Chiphampton, was the hamlet of Norrington, home of Theresa and Mike.

“I fucking hope they didn’t break anything.” Katerina complained.  The movers had been a little sloppy.

“It’ll be fine.” I told her, as we began unpacking. 

“Tell you what,” She said, “You unpack the kitchen and I’ll get started on the bedroom.  We need someplace to sleep.”

For the next two hours, I worked on the kitchen.  Once complete, I called up to Katerina to say that I was heading into the village to go to the shops.

“We need bleach.” She called back.

“Sure.”

I jumped into my XF and drove the five miles to the village, and I parked up outside the small supermarket that I had visited so many times before, and then headed inside.  Taking a trolley, I stocked up on some basic items, and some ready meals I could throw together for the evening.

“Ready meals?” The posh sexy voice purred.  “You must be slipping.  It was always a wonder home-cooked meal for me.”

I turned to look at the sexy brunette smiling at me.  “Hello Theresa.  That was fast.”

“What was darling?” She asked.

“I only just moved back today.” I told her.  “I had hoped it would weeks before I had the misfortune of running into you.”

She looked hurt.  “I seem to remember I did everything you wanted of me.  I don’t understand where this hostility is coming from.  Can you imagine a woman loving you so much that she would gladly let her marriage fall apart just to satisfy a fetish?”

I looked down at my feet in shame.

“You’re being very unfair.” She continued.  “Anyway, you have moved back?”

“Yes, Katya and I decided to get out of London, start a family.  How about you?  Any kids?”

“One, yes.  He’s two now.  Mark.”

“Cool.  Congratulations.”

She smiled at me with a tilted head, a long earring dangling down.  “Thank you, Tom.  I appreciate that.” She said softly.  “You and Katya should come to dinner one day.  I’d love to meet her.”

“Maybe.” I said, not meaning it.

She looked at me, her green eyes piercing my soul.  “Does she know, Tom?”

“Yes.  She knows.”

“Did you tell her?”

“No.  She found out herself.”

“And?”

“And I told her I don’t want to be that person anymore.  I can’t.”

“It’s you though.” She reached out and rubbed my arm.  “You were always so hard on yourself over something so silly.  Anyway, I’m serious.  We’d love to see you again, and it would be nice to meet Katya.  I’m sure she’s lovely.  I’m sure anyone you choose is lovely.  You’ve got a kind heart.”

“Thank you, Theresa.”

She pointed at the food.  “Don’t eat too much of that crap. Not if you want to keep the lovely figure.” And with that, she pushed her trolley away.

When I arrived home, Katerina was already unpacking the living room.  I carried the bags into the kitchen and then walked back in the living room and gave her a kiss.

“All good?” I asked her.

“Yes, the bedroom is unpacked.” She said.  “I’ll unpack some things here, but we will need to watch TV in the bedroom.  I’m not fiddling here now.”

“No that’s fine honey.  Relax now.  I bought a bottle of red.  I was going to get some ready meals, but I decided to put them back and quickly knock up spaghetti aglio olio.”

She looked a little sad.  “Honey, you didn’t need to go through the trouble.  Ready meals would be fine.”

“Nah, only takes me a few minutes.” I told her.  “Erm, anyway, I erm, ran into Theresa.  She made me feel guilty.”

“Oh wow.  How did she look?” Typical.  Should’ve expected that.

“Erm…well, still the same.” Probably the wrong answer.  “But she’s had a kid.”

“Oh, that’s nice.  Was Mike there?”

“I didn’t see him.  She invited us for dinner one day.”

Katerina burst out laughing.  “Yeah, don’t see that happening anytime soon, do you?”

“Not really.”

“Anyway, she guilted me into eating right.  I realized she was probably right, that I used to cook a lot.”

“Aw baby.” Katya said, wrapping her arms around me.  “You didn’t need to, but it’s nice of you.”

I cooked the meal and we ate in the kitchen, drinking the cheap red wine from the little shop and missing London almost immediately.  Then I washed up, and Katerina suggested we watch Netflix upstairs.

“Can’t watch Netflix.” I told her.  “I need to activate the broadband.  I’ll do that tomorrow.”

“We can connect the TV to the phone and watch through there.”

“Ah, true.”

I headed upstairs with her and saw that cream-coloured satin covers of the bedding, and the neat and well-lit room, and I realized she had put in a ton of work. 

“I’m going to take a shower.” I called out to her, as she climbed the stairs.

“Sure.  I’ll jump in after you.”

I stripped down and through my clothes in the hamper, then stepped into the large walk-in shower.  The hot powerful rain-like experience was a welcome rest from the move and finally it made me feel at home.

I stepped out, wrapped in a thick towel, and went to clean my teeth, as my hot naked wife tiptoed into the bathroom, holding a black silk nightie which she hung next to the shower.

“I love heated floors!” She giggled, enjoying one of the perks of the renovation of the old house.

“Mmm-hmm.” I mumbled over the brush, myself glad to walk out of the shower onto hot tiled floors. 

Spitting, I finished cleaning my teeth, hung up my towel and walked into the bedroom.  Immediately, I froze in my tracks.  There on the bed was a nightie.  It was pink and black; pink chiffon, lined with thick black lace.  A baby-doll nightie.  It wasn’t one of Katerina’s.  One, Katya took one into the bathroom.  Two, I recognized this one.  I recognized it, because it had been purchased for me, by Mike when he was on a business trip in Vegas.  It was from Victoria’s Secret, I remembered that. 

I walked over to the chest of drawers on my side of the room and opened the top drawer.  It was filled with my boxers.  The next drawer?  My socks.  The drawer under that?  My panties.  All the panties which were in that box, were now in a drawer.  Below that?  Stockings, bras, and then under that, corsets, nighties, harnesses, and other such lingerie; all mine.

I walked over to the cupboard, and next to all my suits and shirts, were all my sissy dresses, neatly hung up as if ready to use.  Folded on the shelves, my sissy skirts and tops. 

Closing the cupboard, I turned to see my wife stood in the doorway, wearing her short black nightie, the lace trimming her huge breasts. 

“Wear it for me.” She said softly.

“Of course.” I told her.

“Thank you.”

I slipped on the nightie and climbed into bed with her.  She pulled me close and felt my body through the soft, thin material and then traced her hand to my hard cock, and then maneuvered it to her wet pussy.

The sex that night was the best we’d ever had it.  I was so turned on that I could do it three times in a row, and one of those times afforded Katerina with her first orgasm with me.  I ate her cum filled pussy every time, and she loved it. 

“Did you do that to Theresa?” She asked.  “After Mike fucked her?”

“Yes.” I admitted, shamefully.

“Did you like it?”

“Yes.”

“Would you like my pussy, if it was filled with someone else’s cum?”

“Of course.”

She grinned at me as she rode my cock.  “Maybe I’ll let you, one day.”

“Really?”

“Of course.” She grinned.  Moments later, she came.  “You know I’m joking right?  I could never be unfaithful to you.”

“You know that cuckolding isn’t about being unfaithful, right?”

“You know what I mean.” She laughed.

“I know.  But…”

“Do you want me to cuckold you?”

“I don’t know.  I really don’t want to be that person anymore.”

“I couldn’t do it Tom.  I couldn’t hurt you like that.  I know you might want it, but, it’s risky.  Look at you and Theresa.”

I nodded.  She switched off her lamp and she cuddled up to me. 

“Good night love.” She said, her hand on my nightie covered chest.

“Good night honey.”

We lay there quietly, our heartrates slowing as we tried to sleep, and then I said, “You know it was my fault she left me, right?”

“How do you mean?” Katya asked sleepily.

“I mean, it was one of my fetishes, to be ruined.  To be exposed to the world and lose everything.  And, even though she didn’t like it, she did it, for me.”

Katerina was quiet for a moment.  And then she said, “So Tracy and your parents know?”

“Yes.  Everyone knows.  They try to ignore it.”

“Interesting.  Let’s talk about this tomorrow.  I’m shattered.”

“Sure.  Good night.”

I was almost gone when I thought I heard her say, “If you want me to cuckold you, then I’d do it for you.  If you wanted it.”  At least, I think she said that, but I may have been dreaming already.

END OF PART ONE

Read PART TWO here!  - In The Move part two, we meet Mike, Tom’s former best friend and his ex-wife’s lover.  In need of help with the new house, Tom can only turn to Mike, who is only happy to help.  But Mike’s arrival only seems to serve to open new wounds, and that leads to Tom finally having to admit the truth to Katya.
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