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Prologue

Tamara and I had been watching the news with horror.  I never trusted Russia, and certainly not Putin, and now we were in a situation where being nearly neighbouring country to Ukraine, we wondered if we were at risk too.  We also knew that there would be millions of refugees, and if we didn’t do something, then things could descend into chaos.

“We’ll need to do something to help.” I told my wife.

“Definitely.” She agreed. “This is awful.”

We are a youngish couple, in our late thirties, with two kids, in a big house.  We had the room to take in people if needed.

As things progressed, the situation in Ukraine became increasingly dire.  We sent out a notice that we had room to take in women and children if a room was needed.  The issue was that we were not direct neighbours to Ukraine, so the refugees would travel there first.

Of course, the war was influencing my family too.  We were increasingly depressed and worried about how things would turn out, and the announcement about the raised nuclear weapons state in Russia didn’t help things.  We decided that the best thing we could do was to prepare, at least something.  We began to purchase bottled water, and food stuffs which would last long enough to make it through the worst of the nuclear war.

After a week of fighting, we still had not had word regarding refugees. 

On the whole, my wife and I liked to enjoy life, travelling and such, but COVID had put a damper on all of that, and now this, things were royally fucked up.  I had quite the sexual imagination, enjoyed BDSM, was submissive.  Tamara was naturally dominant as a person, which is what first attracted me to her, apart from her sexy eastern European looks, and amazing body.  However, I later discovered that being dominant as a person, did not always equate to enjoying being dominant in the bedroom.  She essentially didn’t care for BDSM and did not have the sex drive that I had.

She knew about my fantasies; I never hid them. She knew I enjoyed sissification, and tolerated me wearing panties every so often, but never really indulged it.  She also knew that I’d been with men before, but again, she didn’t really want to know about it. 

As such, I lived with my fantasies, and that was that. 

About ten days into the war, we received an email from my daughter’s school, that their partner school in Kyiv was evacuating teachers and families and were looking for volunteers to take them in.  We immediately wrote back, telling them we had open space.  They replied instantly, stating that they would add our names to the list and would come back as soon as possible.

For the next week or so, we continued our lives as best we could.  I travelled to Sweden on a business trip, came home. Nothing new.  We rarely had sex. I had had stress issues leading to blood pressure spikes, so was on Zoloft to keep me calm, and that impacted my sex drive.  I was still getting horny, just not getting hard.  My wife didn’t really mind, as she was dealing with her own stress.  On the whole, we led a pretty boring life at that time.

Finally, we received word that there was a person looking for a place to stay.  The email said the following:

Irina, 24, is a former student at the school, who now works for us part-time as a school counsellor and diversity leader.  She does not have any children, and would be on her own.  Irina is at particular risk as she is transgender woman, and is an active member of the LGBTQIA community in Kyiv.  Whilst it will take time for her to find exit from Ukraine, as under Ukrainian law, she still is classed as male, we want to make sure she has accommodation available for as and when she makes it to your country.  Can we confirm you are able to support?

I immediately wrote back that we would, and then went to inform Tamara.

Tamara was not over the moon about it.  She said that she would much rather take in a family, with kids, but I pointed out that we still could, this was one person who needed help.  With a sigh, she agreed and said she would prepare a room for her.

“It’ll take ages, and that’s if she even makes it out.” I explained.  “She will need to sneak out somehow.”

“I mean, if she’s genetically a man, why can’t she stay and fight with the rest?” She asked, and I frowned at how stupid that question was.

I shrugged.  “You don’t know the circumstances.  And besides, can you imagine the persecution she will get if the Russians capture her?”

“Hmmm…” She didn’t seem convinced.

For the next week, we waited for any information about her arrival, but received none.  I wrote to the school and asked if we could get some sort of contact details or anything, and they sent her name, stating that at last check she could not access any mobile networks, but the moment she made it to the western part, she would be able to make contact again.  Otherwise, her name was Irina Popova. 

I tried Googling her and came up with a phonebook of people. Too many to count.  Clearly, that was a popular name.  Instead, I added Linkedin.com and the name of the partner school to the mix and finally, I found who I was looking for, noting her role as School Counsellor and Diversity Leader.

Clicking the link, I saw her face, and immediately realised why it was unreasonable to expect her to stay behind and “fight like a man.”  She was extremely pretty.  There was no telling that she was born a man, with dark brown hair, hazelnut eyes, high-cheekbones, soft skin; she could’ve been a supermodel.  In fact, looking in her profile, she had actually won the Miss TransEurope competition just four years previously. 

Now that I knew how she looked, I began searching Facebook, scrolling through the Irina Popova’s.  I eventually found her, but her profile was mainly locked, apart from some anti-Russia stuff in the period of the early stages of the war. 

I was going to search some more, when Tamara arrived home.  I told her what was going on and then showed her the Linkedin profile.  She frowned a little bit.

“She’s very pretty.” She frowned again, then said, “and she’s definitely transgender?”

“Yep.”

“Well…  Interesting.” And that was all she said, but I could tell there was a little bit of annoyance of the fact that this trans-woman was drop-dead gorgeous. 

The next day, I finally received a text message from a Ukrainian number. 

“Hello Michael. I am sorry I have not written sooner, but I only now have a signal. I am near the border with Slovakia and of course, I am not allowed to cross.  I am looking for a way over through the woods, and if I can, then I will take a train to you.  You can reach me on this number, and I hope to see you soon.  And thank you!!!  Irina.”

I wrote back.  “Irina, good to hear from you. Good luck getting across, and if I can do anything to help, please call me, day or night. Michael.”

Over the next twenty-four hours, we received updates from her, until finally, she had found a way to get across without getting into trouble.  A farmer drove her to Kosice, and from there, she bought a train-ticket.

“Okay, so she’s about seven or eight-hours away.” I told Tamara.

“She’ll be hungry.” Tamara said.  “I’ll go to the shops to get some things.”

“Thanks babe.  We’re doing a good thing.”

“I know.” She smiled.

Whilst she was out, I opened my laptop and did some more research.  I had managed to find a playlist Irina created on Spotify. She liked some great music, from some Manchester bands to things like Portishead, and Massive Attack, even some techno from the likes of Jeff Mills.  I could see that I would get on with her.

Using her Linkedin profile photo, I managed to do a reverse image search on Google, and it pointed me to an Instagram account.  However, this one was not in her name, but rather carried a different one.  DominoDarknessTV97.

I clicked the profile and saw that it was locked, and the profile picture was different, but it was definitely her.  She was smiling seductively, her lips painted black, and her eyes looking down at something. 

The profile said, TV Superior who enjoys owning and ruining sissies. Check out my links.

I clicked the links button and found that she had a Twitter feed, and an OnlyFans link.  I didn’t have an OnlyFans account, and I really didn’t want to start one, but I did click on Twitter.  I had to click past a warning regarding adult content, before I scrolled through the anti-Russian and anti-war stuff she had been posting, and found her original content.

“Holy shit.” I gasped, looking at a picture of her in lingerie, and another with her erect cock, which was huge!  She posted things about findom, and blackmail, and ruining submissive sissy men, husbands, and such.  I had invited a transvestite dominatrix into my home.  I found a picture of her naked, and realised that she had implants, meaning she had breasts.  Not huge, but big enough.

Suddenly, I had a dilemma.  If Tamara found out that I knew about this and didn’t tell her, then it would be a problem.  If she found out at all, it would be a problem.  However, if I told her, then Irina would not have a place to stay, and we needed to give her a place.

I decided that the best thing I could do was keep quiet, and just be a good husband.  After all, it’s not as if I would suddenly become her slave or something.  I just needed to make sure she did not do anything silly in the house, especially when the kids were home.

Tamara arrived home and I helped her unpack the shopping, before heading out to pick up the kids from school. 

As I drove, I considered the possibilities of having a dominatrix at home, even a transgender one, and realised that it was a submissive male’s dream come true, but at the same time, it gave me a knot in my stomach.  It was a great way to destroy my marriage too.  On top of that, she wrote that her fetish was one of ruin, but admittedly, I knew that findoms generally wrote that, but most, thankfully, would never do it.

There’s one thing that I’ve been leaving out from this story.  Several years ago, I chatted to a dominatrix who I met on Second Life.  We ended up emailing, and I admitted that whilst the blackmail fetish turned me on, I simply couldn’t do it.  I never gave her my name, and used what I thought was an anonymous email, but after some time, whilst I was on a business trip, she ended up emailing me with my details, name, where I was, phone number, everything.  She had managed to find out everything about me and she wanted money from me. I was so scared, that the first thing I did was call Tamara and tell her the truth.  Tamara was pissed, obviously, but the first thing she told me to do was to tell the woman to fuck right off.  I did, so the dominatrix came back and threatened to out me to my work.

Now, my problem with all this was one major point.  A real dominatrix will not do anything without consent.  Consent is central to everything in BDSM, and whilst I had had several conversations with this woman, I had never consented to anything that she was doing.  As such, I pointed out that what she was doing was not only immoral, but even illegal.

Of course, she made a few more threats, but I simply stopped replying, and she disappeared.  It took a lot of work to fix my marriage, but Tamara appreciated me coming clean.

I was not about to make the same mistake again.  I was going to be clean as a whistle, and that was that.

Irina texted me the moment she crossed the border into our country, and then as she approached our city.  I jumped in the car, and set off on the thirty minute drive to the station, whilst Tamara stayed home, as the kids had already gone to bed.

After parking in the station car park, I hopped over and found the train from Kosice on the board, and then headed to the meeting point, texting her where I was.  I noticed there were a lot of people waiting, and I kicked myself for not preparing a sign, hoping that I would recognise her.

I needn’t have worried.

The moment the train arrived, and people began filling the arrival hall, I received a phone call from her.  Her voice was deep but not too deep.  It sounded feminine, with a tinge of an accent, but otherwise, she sounded American.

“Hey Michael, I just got out and I’m headed towards you.  I’m wearing a long black winter coat with a belt across my waist.  It has a hood with black fur around the edges.” She told me.

“Okay, how far are you from the hall?”

“Erm, just coming down a corridor, oh, now entering the hall.”

I could see her.  I put my hand in the air. “I just put my hand up.”

“I see you!” She squeaked excitedly, and ended the call, running over, pulling a suitcase behind her.  My god, she was more beautiful than in the photo.  So tall, so thin, but with that long flowing hair and high cheekbones, she looked like a goddess.

She ran over and grabbed me, pulling me into a hug.  “Thank you, thank you!” She gushed, and as she pulled back, I could see tears run down her face.  “I really appreciate this.  I was so scared.”

“It’s okay Irina.  We’re so happy we could help.” I told her.

“Where is your wife?”

“She’s at home with the kids.”

“Oh, I didn’t know you have children.” She smiled.  “I love kids.  Great!”

“Here, let me take that.” I said, taking the case and then leading her out to my car.

“I’m so glad to be here.  It was horrible.  The bombing, the screams, the shelters.  I cried all the time.” She told me once we set off. 

“I can’t even begin to imagine.” Although that wasn’t entirely true.  I had once spent three weeks in Israel on business when the Palestinians and others decided to fire rockets at us.  I spent a lot of time running to shelters.  That was not fun, but at least the Iron Dome protected us; no such luxury in Kyiv.

“I’m just so happy the school put me in touch with you.” Said Irina.

“So what exactly do you do there?  Or rather, shit, did you do there…” I asked, feeling guilty for putting my foot in my mouth.

She smiled, ignoring the faux pas.  “Well, it was a part time job helping kids.  I studied psychology and helped the kids with their stress and such.  At the same time, I promoted diversity, tried to fight discrimination, and helped the kids understand why they needed to learn tolerance.”

“Only part time?” I asked.

“Well, I don’t really have enough experience to be an official therapist, and well, I didn’t really have many opportunities in Ukraine.  I love my country, but the influence of the former Soviet Union still lives on.  They are an intolerant people to minorities. That’s an Eastern European problem.”

“It is.” I agreed.  This was something which frustrated me no end.  As a Brit, living in Central Europe, I had to hear a lot of bullshit from people about their voices of the LGBT community.  The further east you went, the worse it got.  But I still believed that with the generations changing, intelligence improved, and people improved.  “It’ll take time.”

“Yes.  A few generations.” She said, seeming to read my mind.

“Well, we’ll get you setup here.  Register you, help you find work.  You don’t need to feel rushed or anything like that.  Our home is yours as long as you need it.”

“Thank you, Michael.  I’ll try to stay as invisible as possible.  I don’t want to disrupt your family life.”

“Mike, please.” I told her.

“Mike.” She repeated.

“And no need to stay invisible.  As long as you are with us, then you are part of the family.”

“Thank you.” Again, a tear rolled down her cheek.

We talked about the city, how beautiful it was, especially at night, and she mentioned she had been a few times.  We finally left the city and arrived in my village, and parked up outside the house.

“It’s big.” She gasped.

“Not that big, but not all of it is finished.  We’re renovating, so don’t be surprised to see some things not entirely done.”

“Don’t worry.  I’m sure it’ll be fine.”

As we walked up the house, Tamara opened the door and welcomed Irina.  Irina immediately gave her a hug and suddenly the whole experience and weight of the escape came to a head.  Irina began sobbing frantically in Tamara’s arms, thanking her over and over, and when I looked in Tamara’s face, I saw tears and relief. 

“Come inside,” Tamara said.  “We’ve got the fire on, and we have food waiting for you.”

“Thank you, Tamara.” Irina sniffed, trying to hold back more sobs.  “I’m sorry.”

“No, don’t apologise.  You’ve suffered enough.  Come on.”

As Irina got settled, I offered her a glass of Scotch, which she accepted gratefully.  We chatted about the war, and how it had essentially changed the world, before showing her to her room so she could rest.

As Tamara and I prepared for bed, Tamara said, “She’s really nice.  I feel a little guilty for what I said before.”

“We all live and learn.” I smiled, kissing her.  “We’re doing the right thing.”

“Do you think she’s gone all the way?” Tamara whispered.  “You know?  Had the op?”

“Um, I really don’t know.” I lied, remembering that massive cock hanging from her legs in the picture, and then feeling my own cock swell.


ONE

On the first day, Irina offered to go and register immediately, so that she could find work as fast as possible and get somewhere to live and be out of our hair.  We told her not to be ridiculous and to take some time to relax and adjust, letting her know there was no hurry at all. 

Irina met the kids, Katie and Jack, who immediately loved her, and she offered to go with Tamara to drop the kids at school.

Whilst they were away, I used the opportunity to clean up the kitchen a bit, then open my laptop to work.  But once again, I was drawn to the Twitter feed, where I scrolled through more pictures of her, until I found short videos.  Videos of her fucking herself with a dildo, or videos of her talking to sissies about how useless they are, and how they should learn to suck cock.  Videos of her telling heterosexual men that she would turn them gay, turn them into whores for her amusement.  I even found videos of her fucking men, or being fucked by men. 

Knowing I had time, I pulled my cock out and wanked off to the videos, imagining she was fucking me.  After I came, I suddenly felt guilty and disgusting.  After all, this woman came to us for help, and here I was dreaming about doing sexual things with her.  What kind of man am I? I thought.

I cleaned myself up, chastising myself, and went back down to work.

During the day, Irina sat in the living room with me, either doing something on her phone, or watching Netflix.  She offered to cook and clean, but we wouldn’t have it.  Sure, we expected her to pitch in eventually, but not that day.  What we wanted was for her to relax and try to put the harrowing experience she had out of her mind.  After all, she couldn’t even look at the news without bursting into tears.

That evening, when the kids came home and after they did their homework, Irina played Monopoly with them.  Jack wanted to play Risk, but I didn’t think Irina would be too interested in a war game. 

As I watched her with the kids, I appreciated her obvious enjoyment at being around the kids. I immediately felt guilty again for the thoughts I’d had about her earlier. 

Over the next days, we did what we could to help her get registered.  The influx of Ukrainian citizens meant the state offices were under a heavy backlog, so whilst we could hand in the forms and get everything done, they warned us it could take a month or longer to get a response.  Irina felt sad that she would not be able to provide financially during that time.

“Maybe I can find a job for cash.” She told me in the car. “Waitressing or something.”

“Don’t be silly.  We have money.  Just don’t worry.  So it’ll take some time, so what.  Take a break for a while.  Play games, enjoy our sauna.”

“You have a sauna?” She asked.

“Er, yeah?  I thought you saw it?” I told her.

“No, where?”

“The back garden.”

“Oh wow, yes, great.” And then she was silent for a moment.  “Erm, I guess I should go alone though.” She mumbled.

“Why?” I asked.

“Because I am, erm, different.”

“I really wouldn’t worry.” I laughed.  “Sure, if it will make you more comfortable, then go alone, but if you want company, then I’m sure Tamara will go with you.”

“She wouldn’t mind?”

“I don’t think so.  If she does, then I’ll go with you.” I laughed.  “Although she might mind that.”

She chuckled too.  “Why?”

“Really?  Me being naked, alone, with a hot girl?”

“Ummm, I don’t think I’m your type though, right?”

“Look at you!” I laughed again.  “I think you’re everyone’s type.”

“No, I meant my penis.” She told me.

“Oh right…yeah…” Then paused.  “I have one of those too.” I said, smiling at her.  I’m not sure what came over me, but for some reason, as I drove home, I felt I needed to be honest.  “Anyway, I need to tell you something, honestly.”

She looked at me inquisitively.  “Yes?”

“I kind of did my research on you, before you came. You know?  Kids at home, making sure we’d fit, and so on.”

“Right.” She nodded, understanding.

“Anyway, I, erm, found your Twitter feed.”

“I don’t have a…” And then she stopped, a look of recognition on her face.  “Oh, that Twitter feed.  Oh, I…” She turned beetroot red in embarrassment and her eyes teared up.  “I’m sorry about that.  I…”

“Don’t apologise.  Why are you apologising?  I told you I saw it before you came.”

“And you don’t mind?”

“No.  It’s your private life, and none of my business.  I don’t judge.  But, just don’t mention it to Tamara.”

She looked at me again, confused.  “She hasn’t seen it?”

“Oh, no she hasn’t.” I sang.  “And it had best stay that way. She’s a little more conservative than I am.”

“I see.” She was silent for a long few minutes, before saying, “So you saw everything huh?” She grinned, blushing again.

“Er, yeah.”

“Absolutely everything.” She mumbled.  “You must have been pretty freaked out, huh?”

I couldn’t help but wonder if this was a leading question, but I decided not to press, instead, I shrugged and said, “No, not really.  Surprised?  Sure.  Freaked out?  No.”

“Hmmm…surprising.” She mused.

“Why?”

“Most people I know who find out about this are disgusted.”

“Well, I’m not most people, as I’m sure you’ll discover.”

Again, she was silent, but the blushing had gone, replaced by a look of quiet look of contemplation and admiration.  “I’m thinking that if you want to join me in the sauna, you can.” She said, softly.

My cock swelled but good judgment got the better of me.  “I don’t think that would be a good idea.”

“Probably not.” She chuckled.

When we arrived home, we arrived back to find the house empty.  I called Tamara and she told me she had gone for a coffee with a friend and would pick up the kids on the way home.  I used the time to do some work, whilst Irina shut the door to her room and did something there. 

Something occurred to me.  I went to Twitter and checked on her profile and found a new post, stating that she was safe and back online, and that she was staying with a slave.  I stared at that for a moment, and wondered why she had posted that, but then realised it was most likely that was just a marketing ploy, a story. 

Along with the post, was a picture of herself in her room, in a sexy black lace nightie, with her cock showing.  A few minutes later, there was another post, with another picture of her, in the bed, with cum on her pierced belly, with text saying the video of her masturbating was on OnlyFans.

I clicked the link to OnlyFans and found her profile, but it was locked to subscribers, at $15 per month, $40 for three months, or $98 for twelve months.  I didn’t have a profile, so I couldn’t do any of that, and I really didn’t want to sign up to OnlyFans, I had long promised myself that I wouldn’t fall down that trap of wasting money.

Instead, I closed both OnlyFans and Twitter, and switched back to work.  The door to her room opened and she ran across the hallway to the downstairs bathroom.  I caught a pick of her running in a black satin and lace mini-robe, before the door shut and locked, followed soon by the shower running.

I sighed.  I needed to remain strong, fight this desire inside me, but it was clear that I would struggle.

Thankfully, Tamara arrived home with the kids.  We talked about the delay at the registration, and the fact we might need to wait a month or more.

“Yeah, but that’s fine, right?” Tamara asked.

“Yes, of course, but she won’t be able to legally work until then.”

“Sucks for her, but we’ll manage.  Money isn’t an issue.”

“That’s what I told her.” I shrugged.  “She’ll be fine.  By the way, she didn’t know we have a sauna.”

“Oh, cool.  We didn’t really show her around the house, did we?  She hasn’t seen the gym and pole room either.”

“True.”

“Where is she?”

I pointed at the bathroom.  “Having a shower.”

“I’ll show her after.” She turned to the kids. “Homework! Now!”

“How was their day?”

“Fine.  They just didn’t shut up in the car.  Blah, blah, blah!” She rolled her eyes.  Yeah, I knew that.  When I drove them to school, they were quiet as mice, but after school they were always full of energy.

Irina ran out of the shower, to her room, and then moments later, she emerged, dressed in grey sweatpants and a white tank-top, and went back to the bathroom to dry and style her hair.  A few minutes later, she was out.

“Hey Tamara.  Did Mike tell you about what happened?” Asked Irina.

“Yes, he filled me in.  I hope you’re not worried.  Money isn’t an issue.”

“Thanks Tamara.  But I will be able to bring in some money too.  I have a little side-business online.” Said Irina, glancing in my direction.

“Oh, doing what?”

“Kind of online therapy sessions.  Just something to keep me going until I’m able to practice legally.”

“Great!  Sounds good, but use it for your own spending money if you go out partying or something.” Tamara laughed.

Irina placed a hand on her arm.  “I hope that if I go out partying, it’ll be with you!”

“We should this weekend!”

“Definitely.  I need it!  Locked down for so long and then kicked out.”

The girls laughed, and then Tamara said she needed to check on the kids and their homework, and she left, running upstairs.  Irina turned and grabbed an apple, taking a bite from it as she sat by the dining table.

“Staying with a slave?” I asked with a wry smile and in a hushed voice, my heart beating rapidly.

She stared at the apple and smirked, confirming what she had thought I would do by checking on Twitter.  “Just something for the fans.” She explained.

“Thought so.”

She raised an eyebrow, as if suggesting otherwise, but did not say more. 

“By the way, if you want to exercise, then we have a gym downstairs.” I told her.

Once again, she gave me a smirk.  “Are you suggesting I’m fat?”

“Definitely not!” I gasped, not wanting to even begin to suggest that, especially given the fact that she had a six-pack for a belly.

“I was joking.” She told me with a giggle, swinging her hips.  “Show me.”

“Sure.”

I led her down into the basement and opened the door to my man-cave, which was painted in red.  She burst out laughing.  “I saw the walls and thought you had a red room.  Mr. Grey will see you now.” She chuckled.

“Urgh!” I rolled my eyes.  “That fucking book.”

“Not a fan huh?”

“Anybody who knows anything about the psychology of BDSM, knows that book is bullshit.”

“I agree by the way.  It’s shit.  But what movie do you like, within the same sphere, of course?” She asked.

I gave it some thought.  “Most recently, Love and Leashes on Netflix.  Korean movie.”

“Not seen it.”

“The Secretary is good.”

“Agreed, but I don’t like the nod to the idea that BDSM could be associated with psychological disorders.”

“True.  I never really thought of it like that.  There is one other movie I like.  It’s a little silly but still good.  Preaching to the Perverted.”

“I’ve heard of it!” She gushed.  “Never seen it though.”

“I’ve got it on DVD.” I told her.  “Anyway, the gym.”

We walked through the room and into the large gym, which I had kitted out with kettle bells, barbells, dumbbells, a TRX, boxing bag, and for Tamara, a pole, as she did pole fitness. On the side, I had a rowing machine.

“This is fantastic.” Irina told me, walking around, and looking at it.  “I’ll work out later today.  Maybe sauna after.”

“Well, if it’s okay with you, I’ll work out with you.” I told her, glad to have someone to exercise with, because Tamara only really used the pole, nothing else.

“Absolutely.” She said, “I love working out with someone.  It motivates me.”

“Great!”

I led her outside and showed her the sauna, the cool-down tub, and the rest area.  She nodded, saying it was lovely and private too. 

We went back inside, and I let her go watch some telly, as I went upstairs to see how the kids were doing.  We chatted about school, listening to the gossip of a tween and a pre-pubescent boy, before going to see Tamara, who was folding clothes in the bedroom.

“I showed Irina the gym and the sauna.” I told her.  “We said we would work out together later.”

“Cool.  You’re glad, right?” She knew that I hated training alone. 

“Definitely.  I’m sure she will do pole with you too.”

“Great.  Finally, someone to do it with me.  So, what about the sauna?”

“I mean, she wants to go to the sauna after training, but there is a question.”

“Which is?”

“Are you okay taking a sauna with her, looking at her cock?”

Her eyes went wide.  She’d forgotten that she was transgender.  “I mean, how do we know she’s not post-op?  She’s got breasts.”

“She’s got a cock.” I told her.

“How do you know?” She asked, confused how I could possibly know that.

“Because I mentioned the sauna, and she asked if you would be comfortable, given she’s not completely female.”

“Ah.” She thought about it.  “I mean, I don’t mind, but maybe it’s better if you go in with her first?”

“You don’t mind?”

“No, why?”

“I mean, she’s a woman.”

“Yeah, but…”

“It’s because she has a cock?”

She shrugged.  Sometimes Tamara could be so old-fashioned; I knew it was because she was raised that way, and I knew she tried hard to be a better person, but sometimes these comments crept back in. 

“Okay, well, fine then.” I replied. 

I changed into my shorts and t-shirt and walked back downstairs and sat back on the sofa near Irina. 

“Are we training now?” She asked.

“No, I was upstairs so got changed.  I have a couple of things to do for work.  In half an hour?”

“Sure.”

She jumped up and skipped to the bedroom, shutting the door behind her.  I worked on finalising the proposal I had been working on, and then sent it off to my CEO for review.  By the time I was done, Irina was walking in, her long brown hair pulled up into a ponytail, wearing a black sports bra and loose black shorts.

“Ready?” She asked.

“Yep.” We walked down to the gym. “I need to run to the sauna and warm it up.” I told her.

“I’ll do some stretching.”

I ran out of the door and up the steps to the sauna and set the temperature and time on, prepared the towels and sheets, made sure the door was shut, before heading down to the gym, where I found Irina on the ground with her legs spread, stretching.

“Ouch.” I said as she breathed out.

“It’s good for you.” She told me. 

She showed me a few moves which helped me stretch my glutes, which hurt me most.  We then did some frog stretches, and I complained about the pain it caused me, but she simply told me to suck it up. 

“Now, throw your leg forward and put your knee and leg back, then push your crotch forward.” She told me.

I tried to do it, but toppled over.  I tried again and held, blowing out my cheeks and tensing my abdomen, and this time, I held.  It was good.  I felt it.  I looked over at her, doing the same opposite me.  My eyes trailed down her body and landed on her shorts.  Poking out of one side was her cock.  The fat, circumcised cock.

We switched legs and stretched, and once more my eyes pinned on her crotch, and once again, her cock slid out.  She hadn’t noticed, but as she caught my eyes, she followed them down to her crotch, saw what I was looking at, and then looked back up.  She reached down and tucked herself in.

“Sorry.” I mumbled.

“It’s fine.” She replied.  “Just trying to be careful in case the kids come in here.”

“Oh, the kids don’t come in here.” I told her.

“No?”

I let out a brief laugh.  “They’re too scared I’ll make them exercise.”

We did some kettlebell swings, press-ups, TRX-rows, and deadlifts, before doing some yoga.  Of course, I struggled with some of the moves, so she helped me.  It was a one of those moments you see in movies.  Her, behind me, leaning into me, and pushing me into the stretch, her crotch on my backside. 

I couldn’t help it.  I got hard. 

She pulled away and then started talking about another move, but I quickly pointed out that I should check on the sauna and ran out, doing my best to hide my erection.

The sauna was at eighty, which was good enough to start, but I took a moment to let my cock go down, then I went down to the gym to let her know. 

“There are robes here.” I said, opening a cupboard by the door.  “Shower here.” I said, opening a glass door. “I’m going to check on Tamara and the kids.”

I ran upstairs, covered in sweat to find the kids watching telly and Tamara eating a sandwich.  “How was it?” She asked.

“Good.  I need to stretch more.” I told her.

“I’ve been telling you that for years.” She laughed.

“True.  Anyway, we’re going in the sauna.” I leaned close to her.  “Are you sure you are okay with it?”

“Yes, I said yes.” She shrugged.  “It’s not a problem.  I trust you.”

I kissed her cheek but couldn’t help but think this was the beginning of something bad.  It was a mistake.  I was sure it was a mistake.  And yet…


TWO

When I walked into the gym, I found that she was in the shower.  I quickly stripped down and changed into my robe and waited facing the other way from the shower door, completely forgetting that there was a mirror opposite.  The shower door opened and I saw her step out, stark naked, her pierced nipples and belly button visible, as was her long, fat cock, which was probably five inches soft.  Our eyes made contact in the mirror.

“You realise you’re going to see me naked in the sauna, right?” She pointed out.

“Oh.  True.” I said turning around. 

“And you have been watching me on Twitter.” She pointed out again, still not reaching for the robe, letting it all hang out.

I nodded, staring at her. Still not taking her eyes off me, she grabbed the terry-cloth robe and slipped it on, before tying it at the front. 

“Your turn to shower.” She told me, walking over to the bench, and sitting down. 

With a gulp, I slid off the towel and stepped into the shower.  Of course, I had a slight erection, but I was managing to keep myself together to an extent.  I showered and washed the sweat off, and then with a deep breath, I opened the door to find her staring at me, with a knowing smile.  I grabbed the robe, and slipped it on.

“Spoilsport.” She almost mouthed, and part whispered.

“You’re going to see me naked in the sauna.” I said, repeating her words.

“True.” She stood.  “Come on.”

She took my hand and led me out of the house and to the sauna.  I opened the door and turned the light on, then we both stripped off our robes, hanging them and then laying down on opposite ends of the bench on the sheets.

“This is nice.” She sighed.  “I guess I hit the jackpot, huh?”

“It’s good you are looking at this positively.”

“I feel guilty.  There are so many worse off, and yes, many need homes.  The school helped me, so yes, I know I’m lucky.  But honestly, I am also grateful.  You and Tamara are so nice to me, and your kids are such little darlings.  I feel, I don’t know, blessed.”

That was heart-warming to hear, and I was glad I was able to make her put the memory of what happened behind her. 

“But, I am also a victim of the thing I studied.  Psychology.  I pick up things fast, and sometimes I let it get to my head.” She pointed out.

“Things?” I asked.

“You became erect when we did the yoga.”

“You saw that.”

“I’d be blind not to.” She laughed.

“Shit.  Sorry.”

“Why?  I’m not. Then the Twitter spying.  You like me.”

I gulped.  “I do.”

She nodded.  “But it’s a really bad idea, Mike.  You know that, right?”

“I know.”

“I don’t mean it’s a bad idea to do something together, that is obvious.  I mean, it’s a bad idea for you to like me, like that.”

“Why?”

“Because, I like being liked.” She smiled seductively, and then opened her legs, showing me her cock which was erect.  “It’s big, isn’t it?”

“It’s huge.” I told her.

She closed her legs.  “Why have you not signed up to my OnlyFans?  I have better videos and pictures there.”

“I promised myself that I wouldn’t.”

“Porn addiction?” She asked, laughing.

“Something like that.” Don’t tell her.

“So, what was it?”

“It was something stupid I did once, and it almost cost me my marriage.” Stop!  Don’t tell her!

“What did you do?”

STOP!  “I flirted with a dominatrix online, and she ended up trying to blackmail me.”

She smiled at me.  “And how did you get out of it?”

“I told Tamara.”

“Well, that was silly.  Why did you do that?”

“Because, it wasn’t consensual.  I didn’t ask to be blackmailed.”

She frowned and tilted her head.  “Let me get this straight.  You spent time flirting with a woman online, a woman you knew was a dominatrix.  Did you know she did blackmail play?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, so you knew she did that, but you didn’t consent?”

“Correct.  I told her that I didn’t want to do that.”

“What did you want to do?”

“I don’t know.” I shrugged.  “I wanted to chat.  I wanted to flirt.”

She stared at me, reading my eyes.  Once again, she opened her legs and showed me her cock.  “Show me yours.” She ordered.  I opened my legs and showed her my erection.  She closed her legs again. “How long have you been into BDSM?”

“How long is a piece of string?” I asked, but I realised the idiom was lost on her.  “All my life.”

“Tamara doesn’t want to do it?”

“No.”

“That’s sad.  Have you talked about it with her?”

“Many times.  It’s not happening.”

Once again, she sighed and lay back, rubbing sweat over her breasts.  I stared at her, admiring her beauty, whilst at the same time wondering if it was even safe for her to be in the sauna with fake breasts.  Shit, they were probably designed to withstand the heat.  But they were very nice breasts, even if they were fake. Perfect C-cup ski-slopes of soft skin, reaching a tip of nipple.

“How long did it take to remove the hair?” I asked her.

“A lot of sessions.  A lot of painful sessions.” She told me.  “Worth it though.”

“I can imagine.”

“I had it done in Thailand.  Everything.  They offered me SRS but I like having a cock.  This isn’t about that for me.”

I could understand that.  There was a supermodel beauty about her, but these days, there were a lot of beautiful women in the world; she had something extra, a huge dick, and rather than make her unattractive, it made her more beautiful; at least it did for me.

“When did you find out you were bisexual?” She asked me, shocking me with the question.

“I don’t know.” I replied.  “I’ve never really found men attractive, but I have enjoyed being with men.”

“I see.  So basically, you like the submission?”

“I guess so.”

Again, I had not really given it much thought.  The very first time I slept with a man, it was after a break-up and I felt lost.  Some may say he took advantage of me because I was drunk and sad, but honestly, he made me feel wanted when I felt alone.  The sex was good.  I enjoyed it and I wanted to understand why I enjoyed it.

We did three sessions of fifteen minutes in the sauna, dunking in the cold bath in between.  Towards the end of the last session, she came back to my story about the online dominatrix.

“Do you know what I think?” She asked.

“Tell me.” I said.

“I think that you wanted to be blackmailed and controlled by her, but you weren’t ready and she made the leap too fast.  I think you chatted to her, allowing her to find titbits of information about you, in the hope that she would eventually trap you.  However, her mistake was jumping from friend mode to domina mode.  It was too much in one go.”

It made sense.  “How would you do it?” I asked, feeling my cock swell.

“I would have continued to be your friend, but I would slowly slip in suggestions, ideas.  I would start out simple, but make them harder as we went along.  At first, you probably wouldn’t even realise what I was doing, and by the time you did, it would be too late for you to back out.”

“And you would blackmail me into paying you money.” I stated, not asking.

A moment of clarity and realisation appeared on her face. “Oh I see, the money side of it is the problem.  You don’t associate money with BDSM, hence the whole problem you have with OnlyFans and findom.  Got you.  So, your thing is blackmail into submission.  Maybe doing things outside your comfort zone?  Well, that makes sense.”

I sighed.  Really, I didn’t know why I was even having this conversation.  It was not going to lead anywhere, well, nowhere good anyway.  Rather than try to progress this further, I decided to head it off before it could escalate.

“It’s all conjecture anyway.” I told her.  “It was a mistake back then, and I wouldn’t want to do it again.”

She nodded, “Yes, you have a lovely family.  It would be a shame to ruin that.” We stared at each other’s eyes for a moment, and I wondered if she was referring to herself, or me.  “Hypothetically though,” she began, looking down at my crotch.  “What is your ultimate darkest fantasy?”

I actually laughed out loud.  “My darkest fantasy?  Oh, I’m not telling you that.  I’m not telling anyone that.”

“I’m not saying you should do it, I just would like to understand you.”

“Nope.  That’s mine.  I shall take it to the grave.”

With a cheeky grin, she said, “We’ll see.”

Over the next few days, we trained again, spending time in the sauna.  Eventually, even Tamara joined us.  Of course, after, once we were alone, Tamara had her own comments.

“That thing is huge!” She gasped.

“I know.”

“It’s way bigger than yours.”

“Thanks.” I replied.

“Well it is!  Do you want me to lie?”

“No, of course not.  It is huge.”

“We’re going out tomorrow night.  I’m taking her to a bar and maybe a club after.” She told me.  “I’m just worried what will happen if a guy tries to chat her up.”

I laughed at her comment.  “Maybe you should worry about if a guy tries to chat you up.”

“Ha! Like that’s going to happen!” She scowled.  “Look at me.  I’m old.”

“You’re not old!  You look great!”

“Anyway, I’m married.”

“Like they will care.”

“Well, maybe we’ll both pull some nice guys and I’ll finally get laid again.”

With a gulp, I said, “Feel free.” She didn’t reply to that.

The next morning, for the first time since Irina’s arrival, I put panties on.  They were pink full cut with a thick white lace trim.  Ordered from Wish a year previously, they were designed specifically for sissies. 

During the day, Tamara was out at her office, with the kids at school, so it was just Irina and I for the day.  Usually, Irina wore sweatpants around the house, but not today.  Today she was in a black PVC mini-skirt, stockings, and a white spaghetti strapped crop-top, with no bra underneath.  She walked around me as if it was just another day, but I could not keep my eyes off her. 

“Hey Mike, could you help me with something?” She asked, standing in the doorway to the living room.

“Um, sure.  What’s up?”

“The bedside light flickers, and I’m not sure why.”

“Oh, okay.” I jumped up and followed her into the bedroom, where I saw a huge dildo lying on the bed, alongside a pink chiffon nightie.  I gulped and took a look at the light.  The moment I flicked the switch, I saw the problem.  I followed the cable down the back of the bedside cabinet to the plug socket.  “I see the issue.  The plug socket is old and sometimes the cable comes loose.  I can fix it.  Hold on.”

I walked to the fuse cabinet and flicked off the one to her room.  Then I grabbed a small flat-head screwdriver and went back to her room.  Pulling the cabinet aside, I crouched down and took the socket apart, finding the loose cable and pushing it fully into the hole, tightening the fastening screw.

“Nice panties.” Irina chuckled.

My hand flew to my lower back, where my jeans had ridden down, exposing the sissy panties.  “Shit.” I sighed, pulling up my jeans and closing the socket. 

Without another word, I went back to the fuse and turned it back on, walking back to the room.  The light was fixed.

She thanked me, and as I was turning to leave, she said, “Show me.”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea.” I replied.

“They’re just panties.  I want to see.  Show me.”

With another sigh, I unbuttoned my jeans and dropped them.  She leaned closer to look at them, and then felt the fabric by rubbing the front of the satin over my cock.

“Nice.  Sissy panties.  I approve.” She told me.  “You can put your jeans back on.”

And with that, I left the room with a swelling cock, as she shut the door behind me.

I went back to my PC, and almost immediately went to Twitter.  There were a few new posts by her, done over the past few days, but nothing today.  I waited, and then did refresh.  There it was.

“I’m posting a very special video on my OnlyFans right now.  Real sissies, in their sissy panties, will sign up like good little girls and take a look.”

With a gulp, I clicked the link and then taking a deep breath, signed up to OnlyFans.  I’m not sure what I was thinking, but I used my real name, and then went to Irina’s profile and clicked purchase for twelve months, paying the amount.  Immediately, I received a direct message, but upon reading it, I realised it was some sort of automated message.

I clicked on her profile and immediately noticed that she was live.  Clicking on it, I saw her in her pink nightie, rubbing her cock, talking to the camera.

“Maybe you secretly want me to know all your dirty little secrets, sissy.  Maybe you want me to control your life, to be my cock slave.  I think that you do.  I think you want to serve me.” She picked up the dildo, sticking it in her mouth and sucking it, before pulling out.  “I think you want my big thick dick up your asshole.” She told the camera, before lifting her backside, lining up the dildo, and then dropping down on it.  “Well?  What are you waiting for sissy?  Come tell me your dirty little secret.  Come suck on my meaty suck-stick.  You know you want to.”

Fuck! Was she talking to me, or was this just a show for everyone? 

I watched her masturbating, bouncing up and down on that rubber dick and furiously rubbing her own.  “You need to be quick sissy. I’m going to cum soon. If you want it in your mouth, you need to be quick!”

She had to be talking to me.  I wondered if I should go in but no, I held still.  I couldn’t do it.

With a moan loud enough for me to hear it through the door, she came.  She was not trying to be quiet this time.  “Well, you can come clean me up if you want?” She told the camera, before waving and blowing the camera a kiss.  The show ended.

The door to her room stayed closed, and I paced around wondering what to do.  Eventually, the door opened, and she stepped out, still in the nightie and the cum still visible on her, as well as still gathering on the tip of her cock.  She looked at me with a knowing smile and said, “Thanks for signing up.” She didn’t move for a moment, and a drop of cum dripped on the floor.  She didn’t clean it up.  Instead, she walked into the bathroom and shut the door, before stepping into the shower. 

Taking the opportunity, I walked over to the cum and stared at it, before dropping to my knees and licking it up.  I swallowed the salty fluid and then tip-toed back to the living room and picked up my laptop. 

Moments later, I heard the bathroom door open and soft footsteps walk a few paces and then stop.  Then they turned and moved closer.  Irina stood in the doorway of the room, naked, cock hanging out, still a little damp from the shower.

“Did you like the video?” She asked.

I didn’t answer yes or no.  I simply asked, “Was it aimed at me?”

She grinned. “It was just a fantasy video, nothing more.”

“I thought so.”

She walked over to me, slowly, seductively swaying her hips and in turn swaying that huge dick, then she bent over, her cock and balls making contact with the back of my hand, and kissed me on the cheek.

“I’m really grateful to you for everything you have done for me.” She told me.

It suddenly occurred to me that she may be thinking that this whole scenario of her living here was conditional on some sort of sexual relationship, and for a moment, I was horrified.  “Irina, you know that there are no conditions for you being here, right?  We just want to help.”

She began giggling.  “Don’t worry Mike, I know that.  Are you scared that I think you are using me?”

“Yes.”

She dropped down to the sofa next to me, and pulled me tight.  “Oh Mike.  It’s not like that at all.  Don’t worry.  I’m sorry, I’m not used to such kindness, and well, I feel sorry for you because you clearly don’t have the fantasy life you’d like.  I’m just playing, and well, these fantasies pay.  If you have a look at my OnlyFans profile, you’ll see the tips I get for these videos.”

I opened the profile again and saw that she was already at $300.  “Wow!”

“Yeah.  I do pretty well on this.”

“Why do you want to work?”

“Because I want to be a psychologist.”

“Ah, true.”

“Anyway, I do well, and you fuel this, so really, it’s great.  Anyway, I’ll return the money you spent on signing up.”

“No, don’t.” I told her.  “I’m a customer.” I smiled.

She cuddled up closer.  “Are there any videos you like?”

“I haven’t really looked closely.”

We scrolled through the photos and videos, and I found one from a year ago, with a sissy in a pink dress, being fucked bareback by her after being whipped.  Then another transgender woman walked into shot, dressed in leather and wearing a hat, and placed her cock into the sissy’s mouth.  We watched as the sissy was spit-roast.

“I like this one.” I told her.

“That was fun.  That is my friend Natalia.  She’s still stuck there, as far as I know.” She replied, sadly.  “You’d like her.  She’s crazy like me.”

“Can you not find a way to get a message to her?”

“She’s not been responding.  I hope she’s okay, but I fear the worst.”

“I’m sorry.”

I put the computer aside and pulled her in for a hug.  We held each other like that, and below I felt her become hard again.  “Can you do me one favour?”

“Um, maybe.” I replied, wondering what favour that might be.

“If I do another video for OnlyFans, would you be my camera operator?” She asked.  “I need someone to zoom on my ass and face and so on.  With the static camera it’s not as good.”

Taking a deep breath, I nodded.  “Now?”

“Yes please.  Do you mind?”

“No.  I don’t mind.”


THREE

I lay there with the phone in my hand, masturbating for the third time, watching the video I had recorded for her account.  Irina was out with Tamara, and the kids were fast asleep.  Recording the video was probably the hardest thing I had to do in my life, and that was because it took all my self-control not to do something more stupid than I was already doing.

“Come on sissy, suck me whilst I fuck myself.” She said to the camera.  Except she wasn’t looking at the camera, she was looking at me.  “Come on, you know you want to do it.  Show me those sissy panties again, and suck my dick.”

My cock was rock hard in my pants the whole time.  She saw it, she even mentioned it on camera.

“Do you want me to open those pants for you?  Let him out?” She asked, leaning forward and unbuckling my jeans, dropping them down to expose my cock stretching the pink satin.  “That’s better, huh?”  Thankfully, I was not on camera. 

I zoomed and moved, as she fucked herself, played with her nipples, and masturbated, until she suddenly tilted her cock towards me, and came.  Her cum sprayed into the air and landed on my bare leg, jets of it.  I didn’t dare move.  I didn’t want my voice or the chance of being recognised, to be on that video.

Finally, she nodded and smiled, and I shut off the camera, ending the recording. 

“Sorry about that.” She told me, reaching for tissues. “Got carried away.”

“That’s all right.” I replied, looking at the tissues in her hand, and then at the cum on my leg.  With a gulp, I reached down, wiped up the cum with my fingers, and then put my fingers in my mouth.

“You licked it up off the floor before, didn’t you?” She smiled.

“Yes.”

“Do you like it?” She asked me.  I nodded.  “You really are a good person, Mike.”

With that, she rolled off the bed and I left the room.

As I masturbated watching the video that night, I did so not reviewing what she was doing, but rather remembering the tension in the room.  Had she said that I should have cleaned her cock too, I would have done it, but she hadn’t. 

I finally stopped wanking and went downstairs to watch the new series of Ozark on Netflix, when the girls arrived home.  They both seemed rather merry.

“You’re home early.” I told them.

“It was kind of weak out.  We went to a bar, and then thought about a club, but there’s nothing good on, and we still need to wear a mask, so we thought we’d call it a night.” Tamara explained.  “But we had a great time. Irina’s great fun to be out with.”

“You are!” Irina laughed, hugging Tamara.

“I’m going to take a shower and go to bed.  Irina’s not tired and wanted to watch some Korean movie you recommended.” Tamara told me.

“Oh, yeah.  Sure, we can watch it if you want?” I told Irina.

“Great!” Irina gushed.  “I’ll go get changed.”

As Irina left the room, Tamara came over and kissed my cheek.  I asked her if she really had a nice time and she said that she did, and that she was glad we managed to help Irina.  It seemed that Irina had not shared any details with Tamara which could have caused a problem, so I relaxed somewhat. 

Tamara left the room to shower and go to bed, and Irina entered the living room wearing a long grey terry-cloth robe.  I fetched two beers from the fridge and handed one to her, and then pressed play on Love and Leashes, a great Korean Netflix movie about a mix-up between two colleagues, leading to a D/s relationship between a submissive male and a Dominant woman.

We watched and drank in silence, eventually hearing the sounds of Tamara closing the door and going to bed.  After a few moments, Irina asked, “Do you think she’s asleep?”

“No, she’ll be checking her mobile then she’ll go to the toilet one more time.” I told her.  Like clockwork, the door opened and we heard her walk to the upstairs toilet, and then back to the room and the door closed.  “Now she’ll go to sleep.”

With that, Irina stood, opened her robe and dropped it to the sofa, revealing a red satin with black lace trim short baby doll nightie, garters, and stockings, with no panties.  My mouth dropped open in shock.  “I wanted to wear something nice for you.” She told me. 

“Holy shit.” I told her.

“I take it you like it?” She giggled.

“I love it.”

“Good.  If you want to take your jeans off, you can.”

I sat there with her, watching the movie for a few minutes, and then made a decision and took the jeans off, revealing the panties.  I then sat back down and she cuddled up to me, and I wrapped my arm around her. We watched the movie in silence, before I felt her hand on my cock through the satin of the panties. 

“Irina…” I whispered, but she didn’t respond.  She simply took my cock out of my panties, and rubbed it, before lowering her head down and taking it in her mouth.  “Oh, Irina…” I moaned quietly, as she gave me the best blowjob I had ever had in my life. 

I didn’t last long.  How could I with such a perfect combination of suction, movement, tongue and moisture?  And when I came, she swallowed it all down without hesitation.

“Oh, we shouldn’t have done that.” I whispered.

“Don’t be silly.” She whispered with a smile.  “It’s just a blowjob, and I’ve been wanting to do that for a while now.”

She put my cock away in its satin pouch and cuddled up to me again, watching the movie.  My stomach burned with desire, desperate to push her back and take her cock in my mouth, but my nerves just weren’t there. I couldn’t do it. 

The movie ended and I put my jeans back on, telling her that I was going to bed.  Before I could walk away though, she grabbed me and planted her lips on mine, prising them apart with her tongue, before breaking away.

“You really are a good guy, Mike.  You deserve happiness.”

“Thank you, Irina.”

Over the weekend, we spent time playing with the kids, and doing work around the house, as we usually did most weekends.  Then during the week, it was the usual situation of work, but I had to travel to Sweden on Tuesday, returning Thursday.

“Hey, I’m taking the kids to my mum’s on Friday for the weekend.” Tamara reminded me.

“Oh yeah.  Should I go with you?” I asked.

“Actually no.  My sister is coming over, and I think we’re having a girl’s night in on Saturday night, so you’ll be bored.” She told me.  “Take Irina out somewhere.  She likes the same music as you, so maybe you can take her to a technoparty.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

Tamara and the kids left at four in the afternoon, and the moment they did, Irina asked if I would train with her.  I switched on the sauna and then we hit the gym doing the usual stretches and workout, and then the yoga moves, with her helping me again by pressing against me.  However, this time, as she pressed her crotch into me, I felt her growing erection.  Rather than pull away, I pushed back against her, inducing a small moan. 

She pulled away quickly.  “Let’s hit the shower and sauna.”

I watched her strip down and sat on the bench.

“Come on.” She told me.

“What?”

“Shower.”

“You go first.”

“Let’s go together.  Save water.”

I gulped and stripped down, and stepped in the shower with her.  She soaped up her hands and began washing me, rubbing me all over, including my cock and balls.  Then she handed the soap to me and told me to do her.  I soaped her body, beginning at the top, soaping her breasts, and moving down, before grabbing her cock and balls and gently cleaning them.  We stared into each other’s eyes as I soaped her cock, and soon, instead of cleaning her cock, I was giving her a handjob.  She held onto the wall as I jacked her dick, and as her breathing quickened, I dropped to my knees, allowing her cum to shoot directly into my mouth.  Then, in one quick moment, I placed my mouth over her cock and sucked and licked it clean.  Rising to my feet, she grabbed my face in both her hands and we kissed. 

“Thank you.” She gasped.

In the sauna, she went back to my darkest fantasy, constantly pushing me to tell her.  “Look, you said it correctly, BDSM is all about consent.  I’m just asking you to tell me a story, nothing more.” She explained.

“You’ll think I’m weird.”

“I promise, I won’t.”

“Okay.” I sighed.  “My darkest fantasy is to be slowly drawn into submission, trapped to the point I can’t possibly tell Tamara or anyone else, then forced to take addictive drugs, ideally injected, and made to work as a gay sissy whore.”

“Okay.” She shrugged.  “Nothing weird about that.  I’ve heard similar before. There is a problem with that fantasy though.”

“Well, I can think of a dozen, but go on.”

“You wouldn’t want Tamara to find out, but you are putting her at terrible risk by doing that.  One, if you were forced to take heroin, for example, then eventually you’ll become addicted, so she would notice a change in you.  Two, if you are working as a gay sissy whore, then you run the risk of infecting her with something, which I’m sure you wouldn’t want.  Essentially, what it comes down to is that she would have to find out one way or another.”

I frowned.  “Well, yes, that’s kind of the point.  That eventually I would be ruined.”

“That’s different.  It’s hot though.” She was quiet for a moment.  “Sure, you don’t want to do it?” She grinned.

“I’m sure.”

“Shame.  Let me know if you change your mind.” She closed her eyes, enjoying the heat, but after hearing the story, she was erect.  “Mike?”

“Yes?”

“Suck my cock.”

With another gulp, I shuffled over to her, and then lowered my mouth to her cock, taking it into my mouth and throat, and giving her the best blowjob I could give.  She moaned, holding onto my head gently, and allowing me to slowly bob up and down on her.  Eventually, her breathing became laboured, and finally she let out her breath and her cock unloaded into my mouth.  I swallowed it all down.

“Thanks.” She smiled, as if I had helped her carry a bag or something benign like that.

We went into the cold bath and then lay down on the benches, enjoying the stars in the sky.

“You’re quite a nervous person, aren’t you Mike?” She asked.

“By nature?  Very.  My biggest fear is disappointment, disappointing Tamara, or my parents, and so on.”

“I get that, but you need to get over it, otherwise you will be constantly either looking over your shoulder, or skipping over happiness.”

“Yes, but there is no guarantee of happiness if I was to really fulfil that fantasy.”

“Correct.  There is a risk that everything could fall apart.  There is also a risk that you spend your life serving me as a whore, being fucked every single day, by multiple men, for the rest of your life.  Being pleasured, for the rest of your life.  No more worries or concerns about life, just that.”

“But I have kids.” I told her.

She nodded.  “That is the reality, and the problem.  It’s a shame really because I don’t think the consent thing was the problem.  I think you were disappointed that you had a way out.  I think you wanted it all to happen, but she made the mistake of moving too fast, and on top of that, I think she didn’t really have anything to blackmail you with, correct?”

She was right.  She had one photo, which could have been anything.  “Correct.  She didn’t have anything except one blurred picture.”

“I’m usually right about this.  You don’t want the choice of consent, do you?”

This was going into dark territory, and essentially what she was asking for was for consent to understand that I give up consent.  She was playing mind-games, and I was not going to fall for it.  I decided not to answer.

“Your silence is deafening.” She laughed, pulling me back into the sauna.

After the sauna, she changed into a sexy black silk and lace nightie, and opened a bottle of wine.  She asked me if I had a nightie of my own, and I said I had, so I went to put it on.  It was a short pink chiffon baby doll from Victoria’s Secret trimmed with black lace, and matching panties.

“I need you to help me with a video for my fans.” Irina told me. 

“Sure.”

I followed her into the bedroom and watched as she prepared everything.  “Here, put this on.” She handed me a pink leather gimp mask.

“Why?” I asked.

“Just in case you end up on camera.” She explained.  “I don’t want any mistakes.”

“Oh, good idea.”

I put the mask over my head and zipped it down the back of my head.  Then I picked up the camera and watched Irina as I filmed.

“Hello sluts. My sissy slut is filming me again.  I bet you wish you were in his position, huh?  He sucked my cock today, drank my cum.  I found out he wants to be a gay whore, but he doesn’t have the guts to do it.  What do you all think?  Should I force him to do it?  Hmmm, that would be nice, I’d love to fulfil his fantasy.  It’s my fantasy too, to do it, but he’s married, so I guess I shouldn’t right?  He’s a good sissy though. He’s looking after me, and I feel like a queen.  Still, for now, what I want you to do is donate to me, and if you donate enough, I might whip him on camera.  So, tip, tip, tip little piggies.” She moved around and pulled her cock out.  “This is what you want to see, isn’t it?” She stroked herself.  “But I don’t want to masturbate.  Hmmm…what should I do?  Sissy, what do you think I should do?  I want to fuck something.  Should I fuck you?” My eyes went wide and I shook my head.  “Put the camera on the table, sissy, and I’ll fuck you.”

I began shaking with nerves, but I couldn’t say no. I placed the camera down on the table, pointing it at the bed.  I didn’t have any marks which would make me visible, and I was wearing a mask, but still.

She pulled me onto the bed and directed my face to her cock.  I sucked.

“Mmmm, good sissy.  Today you lose your anal virginity.” Well, I’d already lost it, but she was playing to the cameras.

She pulled me up onto all fours, and got up to pick up the camera, and a tube of lubricant.  She applied it to her cock and a little to my arse, and then lined up.  “Ready slut?” She asked, pressing in.  I moaned, feeling my anus struggle to accommodate her massive cock.  Still though, she pressed on.  “Mmm, you’re so tight, sissy.”

I moaned, as I felt her cock sliding into me.  The stinging pain was starting to subside, being replaced by pleasure.  I had never been fucked bareback, I was always too scared of it, and had I not been on camera, I might have said something about a condom, but I was too scared of my voice being recognised.

Eventually, I felt her body make contact with mine, and she held.  “Like that sissy?  You’re mine now. I own you.” She pulled back and slammed forward.  “I own this ass.  I own your body.  No more pussy for you, only cock, my cock.”

She fucked me hard, so hard I fell forward.  I moaned and panted as the cock jackhammered in and out of me, and god I loved it.  It was so huge that I could feel every millimetre of it.  I felt her hand travel up my back, to my neck, and she began to unzip the mask.  I panicked as she fucked me and unzipped me. 

“Shall I expose the slut?” She mused.  Fuck, I was so hard.  I was so turned on.  I was so scared.  “I’m going to expose you, sissy slut, and the world is going to know who you are.  It’ll be your downfall.  They will Google you, find you, expose you, ruin you.  You want that, don’t you? You want to be a ruined sissy slut!”

I came all over the bed, just as she came in my arse.  She pulled out and zoomed the camera on my anus. 

“Push the cum out.” She ordered, and I did, feeling the hot cum leave my body and dribble down me.  She turned the camera on herself.  “That’s it sluts!  Don’t forget, send, send, send.” And she ended it, putting the camera down and then ripping off the mask, pushing me onto my back, and kissing me.  “That was amazing.”

“Fuck, you were unbelievable.  I can’t believe you did that.” I told her.  “Would you really have exposed me?”

She laughed hysterically.  “Really?  Do you honestly think I would?  Honey, I rely on you, and you have been amazing to me.  I wouldn’t dare ruin that.  It was just a game.” She pulled me to her.  “You’ll spend the night with me though, yeah?”

“Of course.” I smiled.  We’d already fucked, it made no sense to suddenly panic and run now.  We kissed and I slid down her body, kissing all the way, stopping only to suck on her pierced nipples.  “Did that hurt?”

“Nooo. Do you want pierced nipples?”

“I would, yeah, but Tamara wouldn’t like it.”

“It’s your body.”

“I know, but you know?”

“You need to do things to make you happy.”

“I am.” I smiled, sucking on the nipple again, and then licking down her body to her cock, and sucking it back to erection.  I then climbed up onto her, and then lowered my anus onto her shaft.  “Oh, there it is.”

“You’re a cock hungry whore, aren’t you?” She laughed.

“I am.”

As I rode her, she reached over for her mobile phone and took pictures of me. 

“What are you doing?” I asked, shocked, but still riding her.

“Don’t worry.  This is for my personal masturbation collection.”

“Oh, okay.”

I leaned over and kissed her, enjoying the affection of the passionate kiss with the raw sexuality of the dick shoving in and out of me.  Every movement sent electricity through me.

“I’m going to cum.” She gasped into my ear.

“Cum baby.  Cum.”

“Oh…” Her shaft shoved into me and held there, letting her semen splash inside me.  “Oh fuck, amazing.”

I rolled off her and lay by her side, panting.  She then climbed on me, and using the semen escaping my anus, lubricated hers, and lowered herself on me.  Whilst my dick was nowhere near as big as hers, she still seemed to enjoy it, riding me whilst biting her bottom lip, with her eyes closed.  It was slow movements, up and down, until I couldn’t take anymore, and shot inside her.

We lay there, relaxing, neither of us saying a thing, and then she got up to get a drink. She came back, carrying two glasses and handed me one, which I drank down.  Then we put the glasses down, she picked up her mobile phone and aimed the camera at me. 

“So tell me sissy, how do you like being my whore?” She asked me with a kinky grin.

“I love it Mistress.  You’re amazing.  Your cock is amazing.” I purred at her.

She climbed on the bed.  “Well maybe you should suck it again.”

“Mmmm, gladly.” I replied, getting onto my hands and knees and taking her softened shaft in my mouth.

“Yes Mike.  Michael, suck me.  My sissy Michael.” She said, but I wasn’t paying attention.  I only cared about the cock in my mouth. “Sissy Michael Connor.  Such a good sissy, aren’t you?”

“Yes Mistress.”

She pushed me on my back, still recording, as she pushed my legs up and entered me.  She held the camera over me, staring into my eyes as she fucked me fast.  “Do you like that Mike?  Say how much you like it?”

“I love it Mistress.”

“You love it because you love cock, don’t you Michael?”

“Yes!  Yes!” I said, my eyes fluttering closed.

“Say, my name is Michael Connor, and I love cock.”

“My name is Michael Connor, and I love cock.”

“Because I’m secretly gay.”

“Because I’m secretly gay.”

“Now say it altogether.”

“My name is Michael Connor, and I love cock, because I’m secretly gay.”

She was fucking me so fast that I wondered how she could keep going.  “And I want to be a ruined gay sissy whore.” My eyes bolted open in fright.  “Say it.”

“I….”

“Say it!”

“But…”

“Quickly, say it, I’m going to cum.”

“Because I want to be a ruined gay sissy whore.”

“Yes, addicted to heroin.”

“Addicted to heroin.”

“Say the whole thing from beginning.”

“My name is Michael Connor, and I love cock because I’m secretly gay, and I want to be a ruined gay sissy whore, addicted to heroin.”

“Oh, I’m gonna cum soon.  Say you want to be blackmailed.”

“I can’t.”

“Say it!” She screamed.

“I want to be blackmailed.”

“Say I give permission to you Mistress Irina Popova to blackmail me and ruin my life.”

“I give permission to you Mistress Irina Popova to blackmail me and ruin my life.”

“Oh god, this is so good.”

I was so excited and yet I felt sick.

“Beg me to do it.”

“Please Mistress, do it.”

“Really?  You really, really, want me to do it?”

“Yes.” I hissed.

“Then I will. I will baby, I’ll make your fantasy come true.”

“Really?”

“Yes!  Yes baby!  I promise!” And she came hard, and then ended the video.

She collapsed and then kissed me.  “I promise, I won’t.  It was just a fantasy.”

“Really?”

“Really.  It’s just for my spank collection.  I wouldn’t ruin this.” But then she noticed my rock-hard cock, and grabbed it, rubbing it.  “Unless you want me to, that is?” She grinned.

“Oh god…” I moaned.

“Tell me you want it.” She hissed, rubbing me faster.

“I want it.”

“No, tell me the truth.  Tell me what is going through your dirty little mind.”

“I really want you to do it.  I want you to drug me, inject me with heroin, force me to take bare cock after bare cock, work the streets as a filthy gay sissy whore, I want my wife and parents to look at me disgusted, I want to be humiliated, completely destroyed.”

“I’ll do it.  I’ll do it now. I’ll ruin you now.”

“Yes!  Yes! Yes!” And I came all over her hand.

Her mouth was smiling from ear to ear.  “Should I really do it?” She whispered.  “Say the word…”

“No.  Please.”

“Good.  I don’t want to have to look for a new place to live.” She laughed.  “But I told you, to play with, the fantasy is great, isn’t it?”

“As a fantasy, yeah, it’s amazing.”

I was about to say something else, but my phone rang.  It was Tamara.  I picked it up and listened to her tell me about her evening, and how the kids were enjoying themselves, and I told her that Irina and I worked out, watched a movie and that I was now in bed.  As I did that, Irina slid down my body and licked up my cum and then sucked on my cock and balls, staring into my eyes naughtily. 

Once the call ended, I pulled her up for a kiss.  “This is going to be a long weekend, isn’t it?” I asked with a grin.

“It is.  I’m gonna fuck you until you’re raw.”

“Bring it on.”


FOUR

Tamara and the kids returned on Sunday afternoon.  She asked how the weekend was, and I told her that we didn’t end up going clubbing because there was nothing on, so I told her we went for a walk around Prague, got something to eat, but just spent the time watching telly and relaxing, which was sort of true.

That Friday night, we didn’t get any sleep.  We fucked and sucked all night, even managing to do another video for her OnlyFans.  Oh, that first video? That made over a thousand dollars.  Yes, a thousand!  Of course, my fantasy was the subject of our entire weekend.  On Saturday, she used her whips on me, being careful not to leave marks.  It was the most sexual weekend of my life, and she was, of course, right; by Sunday, I needed to use cream on my anus, it was that raw.

On Tuesday, Tamara went to the office, when meant that for most of the day, I was Irina’s slave, and was doing videos with her on OnlyFans.  I was in a lot of her videos now, with the mask of course, but on Tuesday, that changed. 

“Put this on.” She ordered, throwing me a simple eye mask which didn’t cover my whole face.

“Isn’t this a little risky.” I asked.

“You’ll be fine.”

“I’m not sure.” I mused.

She looked at me, assessing, and seemingly trying to decide something, and then she said, “I could make you do it.” She suggested, testing how I might react.

“Um…” My cock swelled.  “Make me how?” Knowing the answer.

“Well, I have the photos and videos.  Obviously, I won’t, but I could…”

“You could, of course…” I nodded.

“I could.” She said again, slowly.  And then coming to a conclusion, she said, “Wear the mask, Mike.”

I put the mask on, feeling my body shake in the pink sissy maid dress.  It was a dress I had bought from AliExpress in the past, and was really good quality.

She fucked me on camera, my face mostly visible, except for the mask which covered the area around my eyes, leaving my lips and chin exposed.  It was a first step towards real submission, and whilst it scared me, I trusted her that she was just playing. 

Two days later, we trained again.  As we were training, she gave me some feedback from her fans. 

“They don’t like your body hair.” She explained.  “It needs to go.”

“I can’t shave my body hair.” I told her.

“Lots of men shave their body hair.  It’s not an issue.” She replied, dismissively.

“But what would Tamara say?”

“I would suggest, you find a way to get around it.” She smiled.

“Yeah, I don’t think so.”

“Um, Mike?” She began. “I’m not asking.”

I stared at her, my cock swelling.  “You’re not serious, are you?”

Her arms wrapped around me, pulling me in for a hug.  “Mike, I’m sure you will manage.  It doesn’t need to be today, but I want you to do it.  I’ll be disappointed if you don’t, and I don’t want to be disappointed.”

“I just can’t do it.”

“Okay.” She shrugged.

Later, we were in the sauna, together with Tamara.  As we sat there, chatting about this and that, Irina suddenly said, “Oh, by the way Tamara, I noticed that Mike wears women’s panties, did you know that?”

I gulped, eyes wide.  Tamara knew I wore panties, she tolerated it, but I didn’t know how she would feel about this.

Tamara looked at me and frowned.  “Well, yes, he enjoys it.  We try to make sure the kids don’t find out.”

“Oh, don’t worry, this was at the weekend.  I think he wears nighties to sleep in.” Irina explained. 

“Well, so long as I’m not here when he does it.” Tamara replied, but frowned at me again. 

“I don’t mind.  I’m the last person to comment, that would be hypocritical of me, wouldn’t it?” The girls laughed.  “It’s just that, if he is going to wear that stuff, then it looks really silly with hairy legs.  Just my point of view.”

Again, Tamara looked at me strangely, but then she shrugged.  “If he wants to shave his legs, then he can.  I don’t care.  It’s just hair.”

Irina changed the subject and they started talking about make-up and other girlie things, but my heart was racing.  It was completely on the edge for me.

Later, as Tamara and I were preparing for bed, we were chatting about plans for Friday, when she changed the subject suddenly.  “Hey, what was that all about?” She asked.

“Erm, what all about?” I asked, playing dumb,

“Irina talking about your sissy stuff.  I thought you keep that secret?” She asked.  It didn’t sound like she was angry, but at the same time, it was hard to tell sometimes.  Sometimes, a normal conversation turned into an argument fairly quickly.  I needed to tread carefully.

“Oh, well, I was sleeping in my sissy stuff, and I remembered I needed something from the kitchen.  I thought she was asleep, and I ran downstairs, but she saw me.”

“Oh.  She wasn’t upset with you?”

“I wasn’t naked.”

“No, but…” She shrugged.  “Well, she is transgender herself, and she’s seen you naked in the sauna, so it doesn’t matter I suppose.”

I sighed in relief.  “Yes, she wasn’t offended or anything.”

“Good.” And then she chuckled.  “No wonder she complained about your hairy legs though, given how good she looks.”

“Yes, probably an insult to her.” I said, realising that Irina had given me my chance to shave, but boy, was I worried.

Friday, we were all home except the kids, so I couldn’t help Irina.  In the evening, I had a bath and shaved myself.  It was frustratingly difficult, and I really hoped I wouldn’t need to do it often, but I did it all the same. 

On Saturday, Irina pulled me aside and said, “my fans are requesting you.”

“Well, I can’t, obviously.”

“Not right now.  Tonight.  I want to fuck you tonight, in lingerie.  Your sissy lingerie, the pink satin stuff.”

“How?” I asked her.

“You need to work that out, but now you know I am serious, you need to do it.  I have a lot of videos of you, Mike.  If I can’t get a new video of you tonight, I might need to use what I have.”

“Irina, you promised you wouldn’t blackmail me.”

“Baby, I’m not.  I’m just being realistic.  I won’t show the video to Tamara, but I need to give my fans what they want.  You understand that, surely?” Her voice was soft like butter, but there was a hidden sinisterness to it.  Then she leaned in and whispered.  “I know you are loving this.  I am too.  But if you want me to stop playing with you, I will.  Just say so now, and we’ll go back to just being friends, no more sex.”

I swallowed and looked away.  I couldn’t.  I couldn’t bring myself to stop. 

“I thought so.” She grinned.  “Make sure you are dressed and ready tonight, or else I upload a different video, understood?”

“Yes Mistress.”

During the day, Tamara went to the shop to grab some items, and the kids were upstairs playing on their computers.  I saw my opportunity, so ran to my sissy drawer, grabbed some lingerie, and ran downstairs, putting it in Irina’s room.

That evening, I put a movie on.  It was an action flick which I knew Tamara wouldn’t enjoy, so about twenty minutes in, she went to bed.  The moment I knew we were safe, I ran to Irina’s room and got changed, putting on the eye mask.

“You look much better shaved.” Irina noted.

“Mistress, I don’t know if I can continue down this route.” I told her.  “I’m scared.  I don’t want to lose my family.”

“Then don’t.” She shrugged.  “Can I ask you, are you enjoying this?  I know it’s stressful, but does it turn you on?”

“Yes.” I admitted.

“Then look me in the eyes and tell me you want to stop.” She told me.  Again, I couldn’t.  “I know we said we weren’t going to go down this road, and I’m not asking you for money, but I have decided you deserve to have at least a feeling of your fantasy.  As I said, I’m in this with you, so if something was to go wrong, it would impact me too, and you know I don’t want that.  We’re just have a little fun.”

I relaxed and nodded. “Okay, you’re right.”

“But I do have the videos and photos, Mike.  That’s a fact.  I don’t want to leave here, at least, not until I physically can, so I’m going to be completely one hundred percent honest with you.  I have decided that if something happens which threatens me with being homeless, then I will promise you that you will get your fantasy to the full extent that is possible.  Understood?”

“Yes Mistress.” I was okay with that, because I didn’t want her to leave, and I didn’t want Tamara to get rid of her.  Additionally, if I was caught, I’d be out anyway.

We made the video, with her climaxing in my arse as usual, and then I got changed, leaving the lingerie in her room. 

“Sleep with the cum in you.” She ordered.

“Yes Mistress.” I replied.

She kissed me good night, and I went to bed.  When I lay down, Tamara was fast asleep and snoring, and I was glad for it.  This was getting risky and potentially out of hand. The tasks I was being given were getting harder and harder, and yet, I had to admit that so far, they were all achievable. 

Over the next few days, things continued in the same vein.  Irina would assign me a task under the threat of exposure, and I did it.  Be it finding a moment to give her a blowjob whilst Tamara was in the house, right down to convincing me to wear stockings under my jeans, which of course, Tamara noticed but said nothing about; after all, it was not the first time I did that.

Then one day, Irina received an SMS from the Home Office. 

“Your application for asylum was received and accepted for processing.  A work permit is contingent on a transfer address.  Asylum housing assignment can take up to four weeks.”

Irina looked at the SMS and sighed.  “So it looks like I’ll be moving out soon.  Maybe less than a month.” She told us.

“Well, you know you are welcome to visit whenever you like?” Tamara told her.  “We’re your friends now, I hope?”

“You are!” Irina smiled.  “Definitely are.”

The next day though, whilst Tamara was at the office, Irina had a slightly different thought.  I’d be lying if I said I had not been imagining the same thing, but that was in my head, not being said out loud.

“So,” she began, “I will eventually have my own place.  An apartment in Prague.” She told me.  “Eventually, I’ll need to leave here, and I’m wondering if it isn’t time we start thinking about dialling up the temperature a little bit.”

“What are you thinking about?” I asked.

“There are some options, I need to think about it, but I’m thinking we go out this weekend, you and I, and we find a gay cruise club.”

“Okay.” That didn’t sound too bad.

“And I want you to suck off men all night through glory holes.” Ah…

“Right…um…”

“Just to set the right expectation, you don’t have a choice in it.”

“I got that.”

The next day, I made up a story about this amazing DJ I wanted to see in Roxy.  Well, it wasn’t entirely made up; the DJ was playing but I didn’t want to see him.  Anyway, Tamara bought it, and Saturday night, Irina and I headed out to the gay cinemas.  It was a cruise bar, with a bar downstairs, and a set of darkrooms in the basement.  She had taken a backpack with her, and in it, she had put my sissy dress and a wig, along with make-up.  I had pink lingerie under my normal clothes.

I changed in the toilets of the bar, and she then helped me with my make-up.

“I’m scared.” I told her.

“Don’t be.”

“It’s busy out there.” It was.  The place was packed.

“Stop whining.” She replied, still applying the make-up.

Eventually, I was led downstairs to the wolf-whistles of some admirers.  The corridors were lit by a dull red light.  Men walked up and down the corridors, occasionally checking a booth.  Irina pulled me to an empty booth and shut the door, locking it.  There were two fairly large square holes on either side, bigger than I had expected.

Within seconds, the first cock slid through one of the holes.

“You know what to do.” She said, pushing on my head.

I leaned forward, kneeling on the dirty floor, and took the cock in my mouth.  I sucked on it for several minutes until I heard the soft moans of the man on the other side, and then he came in my mouth. 

Part of me wanted to spit, but I knew that wasn’t what Irina wanted.  Instead, I swallowed it all down. 

Behind another cock was waiting, wiggling to get my attention.  I turned and began sucking.

“Be right back.” Irina told me, unlocking the door and stepping out. 

As I was sucking the guy, someone pushed open the unlocked door and watched me sucking the guy.  He stepped inside and reached down, feeling me through the dress.  He was old, maybe fifties or sixties, but smartly dressed.  I felt his hand trail down to my arse and slip inside my panties, fingering my crack.

I pulled my mouth of the cock.  “No thank you.” I told him.  He shrugged, pulled away and walked off.

Literally, as he walked out, Irina came back.  She didn’t question who the guy was, instead she was carrying a small gold bottle.  Unscrewing the lid, she held the bottle under my right nostril, blocking the left.

“Sniff hard.” She told me.  I did, and then she repeated with the other nostril.

I was hit by a sudden hot rush, my head felt light, but at the same time, I felt incredibly horny.  I began to slobber over the cock in my mouth, moaning as I sucked him, and it seemed to work for him, because he came quickly.

The cocks kept on coming.  My knees were beginning to hurt a bit so I adjusted my position, stretching forward.  That essentially meant my arse was pushing back on the other hole.

The hit from the bottle didn’t last long, so Irina gave me another.  Again, I felt that rush and I slobbered over the cock.  As I did that, I realised someone was playing with my panties, pulling on them.  I thought it was Irina, and given that I had that rush, I didn’t resist.  I felt damp fingers playing with my hole and moaned as Irina played with me.  Then the fingers were removed, and replaced by the warm head of Irina’s cock.

Except Irina was stood next to me.  Before I had chance to react, the cock was inside me, pushing forward.  I moaned out and tried to let Irina know.  She finally realised what I was trying to say and turned to bang on the wall.

“Hey, no.” She told the person, but either they didn’t understand or didn’t care, because now they were fucking me hard.  “Stand up.” I stood, pulling off the cock and the guy pulled his cock away, and we heard the door open as he ran.  “Do you wanna go?” She asked me.

“No, it’s okay.  I was just surprised.  If he wore a condom, then sure.”

“I think it was the old guy who was in here before.”

I went back to sucking the cock and made him cum, and then moved over to the next guy.  This went on for about half an hour, before Irina told me to take a break and come get a drink. 

“How’s your jaw?” She asked.

“Still okay.”

“Good.  I want you to suck a lot more cock.” She smiled as we drank our beers.

“What is that stuff you make me sniff?” I asked her.

“Poppers.  They’re give you a quick rush.”

“Yeah, I liked it.”

“If you want that rush but longer, then you need Tina or GHB.  Tina will give you that rush times a million, and GHB will make you more relaxed but you’ll get that horny feeling.”

“But we don’t have that, right?” I said.  “Besides, probably for the best.  The poppers didn’t even make me question the cock entering me, until the rush wore off.  Until then, I was like, yeah, I’m all for this.”

“So you wanted to get fucked?” She asked.

“Well, no, or, yes, but it was the poppers.”

“Interesting.” She smiled, looking at me inquisitively.

“Why is it interesting?” I asked.

“Hmm, no reason.” She put the beer down.  “I need to go use the bathroom.  I’ll be right back.”

“Sure.”

I looked around at the pumping bar, at the gay guys dancing away, kissing, chatting, and wondered which, if any, I’d blown.  Whilst I was there, I felt a tap on my shoulder.  I turned to see the old man from before.

“I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to do something you didn’t want.” He told me.

“My friend banged on the wall.” I replied.

“Pardon?” He turned and I saw his hearing aid.  He hadn’t heard Irina. 

I smiled at him.  “It’s okay.  You are clean, and well, safe, right?”

“Yes!” His eyes were wide.  “Of course!  I would never…”

“It’s okay.  Thanks.  Thank you for apologising.  Maybe I overreacted.” I told him, trying to be friendly.

“Can I buy you a drink?” He asked me.

“I still have half a beer here, but thanks.”

“Okay.  You are very pretty.  I love sissies.  I love the extravagant dress.”

“Thanks.” I smiled.

“Erm, may I feel you, in your panties?”

“Go on then.” I laughed, and I felt him reach down and grab my arse, feeling the pink satin and the softness of the lace.  His hand snaked around the front and cupped my cock and balls. 

“Lovely.”

“Maybe I’ll see you later.” I told him.

“Maybe.  I promise I will not surprise you like that again.”

“It’s okay.  I overreacted.  You’re a nice guy.”

“Thank you, Miss.”

I waited a little longer, wondering where Irina had disappeared to, before I felt a presence behind me.  I turned to find her picking up her beer. 

“You took your time.” I told her. 

“Hold your beer in front of you.” She replied.

“Huh?”

“Your beer.  Hold it in front of you so it is blocked from view.”

“Why?” I laughed.

“Just trust me and do it.”

I did and then watched as she pulled out a small bottle which she unscrewed to reveal a dripper.  She then dripped four drops into the last dregs of my beer, and told me to drink it without questioning her.

I drank it down, tasting a strange chemical taste. 

“Come on.” She told me.  “Back downstairs.”

Once again, I was in a booth and soon after, I was sucking cock again.  She watched, rubbing her cock slowly as I sucked on the cock.  About five minutes in, I began to feel a little odd, drowsy, whilst at the same time a little shivery.  The cock came in my mouth and I swallowed it down, and turned to find another waiting, but Irina stopped me.

“Come, let’s explore.” She said, unlocking the door and leading me into the dark corridor.  We walked past the booths and found a strange room with long metal urinals.  At first, I thought it was a toilet, but then I realised it was for pissing fetishes. 

Once again, a drowsiness hit, followed by a sudden feeling of euphoria.

“I love you, Irina.” I told her.

“I love you too Mike.” She smiled, holding my hand as we continued to walk into the increasingly dark area.  Now we appeared to be in a wider space with benches, and lots of people, but it was so dark, I couldn’t really see any faces.  The sound of sex filled the area, and I became so incredibly horny, I tried to see if I could see any cocks to suck.

I needn’t have worried.  A cock was presented to me, and I dropped to my knees, sucking on it with gusto.  Fuck, I felt so good, so horny.  I just wished I had a cock in my arse too.

Irina bent over and pulled on my panties, sliding them down my legs and off.  Moments later, I felt spittle drip over my anus, and a cock push into me.  It wasn’t Irina.

“Have fun.” She whispered in my ear, kissing my cheek, before walking off.

I was so horny that I didn’t care that she was gone.  The guys just kept on coming, a mix of safe and raw, fucking me constantly, over and over.  I drank cum by the pint-load. 

By the time I began to feel the effects of the drug Irina had given me wear off, I broke free and walked off to find Irina.  I checked the bar, which was getting quieter, and then saw a clock.  Two in the morning.  I had been fucking for nearly four hours.  I began to panic.  There was no sign of Irina, she had my backpack with my clothes.

I pulled the phone out of my purse.  There was a text there.  “Hope you had fun.  Good luck getting home.  See ya!  Irina.”  Fuuuuck!  Think, Mike, think.  I realised the only way to get home was by Uber.  I just hoped that Tamara was sound asleep.

The Uber driver picked me up and didn’t say a word about my outfit.  When I arrived home, I found the backpack outside by the door. I opened it and quickly changed, before quietly going inside and into the downstairs bathroom and removing all my make-up. 

“Got home safe then.” Irina whispered.

“I can’t believe you left me there.” I frowned.

“It was a thrill, right?”

I sighed, and then nodded.  “Yes, it was.”

“How many guys fucked you?”

“I don’t know.  A lot.”

“My advice, don’t fuck your wife anymore.”

“Why not?”

“On Monday I’ll take you to a clinic and get you a rapid test. Then do another in a few weeks.  I think you’ll be fine, but just in case.”

I nodded.  “This was really stupid.” I told her, feeling incredibly guilty.  I knew that if I was not on Zoloft, I’d probably be having a panic attack.

“You’ll be fine.  Just relax.” She told me, before stepping forward and kissing me.  “Did you have fun?”

“It was amazing.”

“See.” She stepped away, and I watched her sashay away in the red nightie.  “Good night slut.”

“Good night, Mistress.”
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The first test came back negative, as did the STD panel for other things.  I appeared to be incredibly lucky.  The clinic gave me an injection which was a post-exposure drug, just in case, and they told me to come back in two weeks for another test.  They also gave me a prescription for something called PrEP, which they said I should take daily.

That evening, after working out with Irina, Tamara said she would join us for the sauna.  Usually, when we went in the sauna as the three of us, then Tamara and I would share the lower bench and Irina would be on the top bench, but this time Irina had other plans.

“I want you to be on the top bench with me today.  No excuses.” She ordered. 

Tamara didn’t mention me being with Irina on the top, after all, she arrived later than us.  We chatted about this and that, but every so often when Tamara wasn’t looking, Irina would rest her foot on my cock and rubbed it.

“I’m going to miss this when I move out.” Irina sighed. 

“Well, I’m sure you’ll visit.” Tamara told her.

“I’m sure I will.” Irina rubbed my cock until I was erect, then took her foot away.  “Oh, Mike.” She giggled.  “I think the heat is getting to you today.”

Tamara looked up at me and saw my erection.  “Mike!” She tutted.

“I can’t help it!  It happens sometimes.”

“Learn to control yourself!” Tamara scolded me, then she lay back down and closed her eyes.  Irina immediately began masturbating, causing her huge cock to stand to full mast.

“Oh, Mike, now you’ve gone and made me hard.” Irina moaned.

As if automatically, Tamara opened her eyes and looked at Irina’s huge cock.  “Holy shit.” Tamara mumbled, her eyes fixed on it.

“Sorry.” Irina told her.

“No…it’s, erm, not your fault.”

Tamara lay back down but didn’t close her eyes.  Instead, she placed a hand over her pussy, as if trying to prevent it from leaking.  She was horny.

“By the way Irina, how’s the online therapy thing going?” Tamara asked.

“Oh Tamara, I need to come clean about that.  It isn’t an online therapy thing.  I have an OnlyFans account and I dominate men on there.” Irina told her.  “I’m sorry I lied, but I was scared to say something.”

Tamara was silent for a moment.  “Right,” she then said.

I gave Irina a look to ask what the hell she was playing at, but she simply smirked. 

Later that night, in bed, Tamara asked if I knew about the OnlyFans thing.  I lied through my teeth and said no.  She then asked if I thought she was doing the videos in the house, and I told her I didn’t know, but I doubted it. 

“I’m not happy about it, but she’s leaving soon.” Tamara said, firmly.  “I’m disappointed though.  I thought she could’ve told us this before.”

“Hmmm…true.” I lied.

“Not sure if I want to stay friends with someone who lies to me.”

I felt the need to defend Irina.  I pointed out that maybe she was just scared.  After all, she’d been through a traumatic time.

“Maybe.” Tamara noted, and then she sighed.  “I’ll need to find a way to take a look at that site, to make sure she’s not been using our house.”

My eyes went wide with horror.  “Oh, let me do that.  I don’t think you want OnlyFans showing up on your work computer.”

“Hmm, true.  But let me know once you do it, I want to have a look.”

Fuck!  “Sure.”

The next day, Tamara went to the office, leaving Irina and I alone.  I immediately chastised Irina for telling Tamara about the site, that she wanted to check it now.  Irina found the whole thing funny and stated that I would need to work hard to find a way to stop her from finding it. 

Because I was whining, Irina decided she needed to punish me.  On camera on her show, with the eye mask on, she spent an hour beating me, whipping me, kicking and punching my balls, and then fucking me.  By the time she was done, my back and arse was red raw, and there was no way the marks would fade.  However, knowing complaining would make it worse, I did what I could to hide my body from Tamara. 

In my heart, I knew where all this was going, and I began to feel a mixture of excitement and nausea.

“Did you find the site?” Tamara asked that evening.

“Oh, sorry, I was so busy today.  I’ll look tomorrow.” I lied.

This went on for a couple of days, then I needed a new excuse.  That excuse was that I couldn’t find it.  I knew Tamara would not know how to look for her in the way I had, so I hoped that would settle it.  Instead, she told me to ask Irina for it.

The following week, Tamara followed-up again, but I told her Irina didn’t want to tell me because she embarrassed.  She told me to find out or she would find a way, and that she did not want the house on porn.

On Wednesday, Irina received an email with the address of the state assigned apartment.  She would receive the keys at the weekend, and could move next week.  This was a relief for Tamara, and thankfully, she didn’t seem to bother me about the OnlyFans site.

Thursday, I was alone with Irina again.  The moment Tamara was out of the door, Irina asked me if I had any meetings that day.  I said that I didn’t, so she told me to tell them that I was sick.  Then she made me change into my sluttiest outfit, so I changed into a black PVC mini-maid’s dress.  She then did my make-up and put the wig on me.

She then told me to lie on the bed and give me my right arm.  I did that, confused, and then watched as she pulled out a belt, which she tightened around my arm. 

“What are you doing?” I asked her, my stomach churning in fear.

“Your fantasy…” She purred, opening a drawer and pulling out a syringe with brown liquid in it.  “Is not a fantasy anymore.  But you knew that already, right?”

“I’m scared.” I told her, beginning to cry.

“Don’t be.  Soon it will all be over and you’ll have the life you really want.”

I watched her press the needle into a vein and press down on the plunger, undoing the belt.  Immediately, I felt a rush of euphoria.  I groaned, feeling the most amazing part of an orgasm, seeming to just go on and on and on.  Fuck, it was the best thing I ever felt. 

As I writhed on the bed, moaning, Irina smiled and walked to her camera and computer, enabling OnlyFans and going live.

“Hello sluts, this is my sissy.  He has been looking after me over the past few weeks, haven’t you Mike?”

“Hmmm.” I moaned.  I didn’t care.  I just wanted to feel like this forever.

“And this is his face, no mask.  Mike has a very naughty ruin fantasy, and the moment he told it to me, I made a promise to myself to make sure I fulfilled it for him.  This time next week, he will be living with me, working as a gay sissy whore. He is a little out of it right now, because he asked for something a little extra, and I gave him his first dose today.  Now, I’m going to fuck him.”

She raised my legs, pulled down my panties, and spat on my anus, pushing her cock inside me.  There was no pain, just euphoria; constant and perfect euphoria.

During the day, she fucked me, then let me sleep, then came back and fucked me again, then let me sleep.  OnlyFans went wild, loving what she had done to me, and how lucky I was.

By the time Tamara and the kids came home, I was awake and sober, just feeling a little jittery.  The next day, Tamara was in the office again, so again, Irina drugged me.

Over the weekend, Irina picked up the keys and went to visit the apartment.  I went with her.  “What do you think of your new home?” She asked me.

“I prefer my house, Mistress.” I told her.  The flat was in an ex-communist tower block, in a fairly rough neighbourhood. 

“I prefer your house too, but unfortunately, I doubt Tamara will be willing to give that up in the divorce.”

“Yes Mistress.” I sulked.

She made a sad face and came to hug me.  “Awww, poor baby.  Do you want to stop?”

“Would you let me?”

“No.”

“So why ask?”

“Because I’m cruel.” She laughed.

On Sunday, the day before the move, Tamara asked Irina directly for the link to her OnlyFans. 

“Sure, of course.” Irina shrugged and Tamara immediate shot me a look of anger. 

Tamara signed in and added a credit card.  She opened the profile and immediately saw me there.  With horror, she went through it all, hearing what Irina was doing to me, and what I had done.  Tamara was speechless for a moment, and then she exploded like a volcano.  I was done.  She wanted a divorce, and she wanted me and Irina out.  Irina was already packed and ready to go, but I was not. 

I began to pack my clothes, but Tamara put a stop to it.  For every male item of clothing I tried to pack, she pulled it out and cut it up.  For some reason, I didn’t argue with her, or try to stop her.  In the end, I realised that I would not be allowed any male clothing, just sissy clothing.

“Get changed into a dress and leave these clothes.” Tamara hissed.  “And do not say goodbye to the kids.  I will explain it to them.”

“I’m sorry.” I told her.

She stared at me with her arms folded but then her hard exterior broke and she began crying.  “Why didn’t you tell me you were so unhappy?” She asked.

“I did.  I tried but you weren’t interested.”

“Is this something which will really make you happy?”

I shrugged.  “The fantasy does.  I’m happy so far.  Am I happy about this?  No, of course not, I love you and the kids, but I don’t know, it plays in my head all the time.”

“The reality doesn’t have to be the same as the fantasy.” She warned.

“I know.  I don’t know how I’ll end up.”

She nodded.  “Please, Mike, be safe.  Stay safe.  Just don’t get yourself killed, okay?”

“Thank you, Tamara.”

Tamara pulled me in for a hug, holding me tight.  “Have fun and enjoy it.” She told me, surprising me.

She watched me leave with Irina.

I was in tears as we travelled to the new apartment.  Every ounce of common sense told me that I was destroying my life, ruining everything.  How would I explain this to work?  My parents?  My friends?  Or what would she do next? 

“Irina?” I began.

“Mistress…” She told me.

“Mistress?  What do you have planned for me?”

“I told you, I’m giving you your fantasy.” She explained.

“So, my work and family…?”

“We will deal with that later today.”

We arrived at the new apartment, and I helped carry everything upstairs.  The place was a dump, in desperate need of renovation, but it was a roof over our heads at least. The bed was an old metal one, double at least, but it looked donated; most likely was. 

“On the bed.” Irina told me, as she unpacked and found the heroin and the equipment.  My heart began to race in excitement.  The withdrawal from not having any in a while was beginning to make me feel sick.  After she shot me up, she left me on the bed, whilst she disappeared to the shop. 

I’m not sure how long she was gone, I spent the time on the bed in a semi-comatose state, enjoying the relaxing rush of the drug, however, when she came back, she shot me up again, and then pressed a medium-sized butt-plug in my anus.  She said nothing, instead shutting the door to the bedroom and disappearing again.

Sometime later, the door opened and she walked in carrying a bowl of soup and some water.  She fed me and then told me to use the toilet and come back again.  Once I was back in bed, she shot me up one more time, and left.

This went on for several days, to the point where I wondered why I hadn’t heard from my boss about my absence.  Finally, when I had the chance to think coherently, I asked what was happening with my work.  She smiled and threw me my phone, before walking out of the room and locking the door.

I realised why I hadn’t heard anything.

She had changed my Facebook, LinkedIn, Instagram, anywhere possible, to show me as a transvestite, gay, sissy whore.  She had emailed my friends and family, my boss, every contact on my phone.  I was ruined, and all I could wonder, was how long it was until my next fix.

An hour later, she opened the door and told me to go shower and come back.  I did, and found black fishnet stockings, a metallic red spandex micro-skirt, matching crop-top, red satin panties, and a red satin suspender-belt waiting for me.

“Put that on.” She told me. 

I put it all on, and then let her shape my eyebrows before doing my make-up.  And then she placed a blonde wig on my head, handed me some black patent-leather high-heeled boots, and a handbag.  In the handbag was a packet of cigarettes, and some lipstick. 

“About two blocks from here is a red-light area.” She explained.  “You know what to do?”

I gulped and nodded.  “Can I get a hit before I go?”

“No.  If you are successful, then I’ll give you a hit when you get back.  Go out and make me money.”

“I don’t have any condoms.” I told her.

“I know.” She grinned, sadistically.

She gave me the directions, and told me not to come back until I had made serious money.  With a promise I would, I headed out, walking carefully to the street where whores hung out, and found it.  The top half of the street was occupied by cis-gendered females, whereas the bottom half was occupied by trannies and rent-boys. 

I found a spot, opened my purse and pulled out a cigarette.  It would be my first ever cigarette, but I got the point; whores smoke.

“First time?” A soft but deep voice asked me.  I turned to see a black transvestite with a long blonde wig, red fishnet stockings, a latex mini-skirt, and a red satin corset stood there, smoking.

“Yes it is.” I nodded.  “How did you know?”

“Well, it could be the nervous way you are stood there, wondering what might happen next, or it maybe because I’ve never seen you here before.” She smiled, warmly.  “I’m Cindy.” She said, holding out her hand.

“I…” I realised I never came up with a feminine name.  “Misha.” I replied.

“Nice to meet you Misha.  Try not to worry.  I’ve worked here nearly three years, and nothing has ever happened to me.  We are lucky to live in a safe country.”

“That’s good to hear.” I nodded.  “Why do you do it?”

She burst out laughing.  “Oh honey, that’s a long story.  The short part of it is, I needed money.  My wife got me into it.  She works down the other end of the street.”

“Oh, wow.  That’s a new one.”

“You?”

I shrugged.  “Ruin fantasy with a transgender dominatrix.” I told her, stifling a chuckle.

“We’ve had a couple of those here before.  They don’t usually last long.   Let me guess, you’ve left your wife?”

“Kicked me out.”

“Drugs?”

“Yep.”

“Yes, that sounds like quite a common fantasy.  Enjoy it whilst it lasts, because eventually, the sun comes out and you realise you’re not smelling like roses.”

I was about to reply, when an old BMW 3 pulled up.  A fat man in a leather jacket rolled down the window.  “You, white girl.  How much?” He asked me.

Again, I hadn’t considered my rates.  After not replying for a few seconds, Cindy answered for me.  “Seven hundred oral, thousand five anal.” She told him.

He pulled out a two thousand note and waved it at me.  Cindy gave me a gentle push forward, and I stumbled over to the car, climbing inside nervously.  The man handed me the cash and drove off, parking in a nearby dark carpark, and unzipping his pants.  I leaned over and took his soft fat cock into my mouth and sucked it down, sucking him until he was hard, and then he pushed me off and moved his seat back, allowing me to climb on and ride his cock.  I enjoyed the feeling of a new bareback cock in my arse, finding all the right places.

The man took his time with me, eventually taking me outside and fucking me over the bonnet of his car. I moaned loudly as the repetitive slapping of skin on skin gained pace, until finally with a long groan, I felt his cock swell and pop inside me, feeling me with hot cream.

He drove me back and dropped me off next to Cindy.

“How was it?” She asked with a grin.

“Actually really hot.” I chuckled.

“It is.  I remember when I started, I was so nervous, but my wife just told me to relax and enjoy the feeling of being a slut.  She’d been a whore for nearly ten years and I never even knew it.  Said she had been working nights, but it turned out she was working the streets.  Anyway, the first time I felt a cock inside me, it was like something had been woken up inside me, and getting paid for it?  Hell yeah.  I never looked back.” Cindy laughed.

I shook my head with a smile.  “There’s a story there.”

“I told you, a long one.”

“I have time.”

“True.” She agreed. “Well, it began when I met Shelly.  A young, tall, hot blonde chick, and me, an American ex-pat over here working for a big consultancy firm.  It was a company party, and Shelly had shown up with one of the bosses.  We ended up chatting and exchanging phone numbers, then we started dating.  When I asked her what she did, she said that she was a nurse, working nights at a local hospital.  Never doubted her.  We married, tried for kids, didn’t work out.”

“So how did you find out?”

“Yeah, well, as I said, I was dumb for nearly ten years, and then I woke up sick; like, brutally sick.  I tried to call Shelly, but she wasn’t picking up, so I called an ambulance.  Took me to the hospital that my wife worked at, ‘cept they didn’t know no Shelly there.  Eventually, Shelly got my messages and showed up to the hospital, dressed in her hooker clothes.  That’s when the truth came out.

“We ended up arguing, I told her to stop and she refused.  I left, but I couldn’t live without her.  We talked and tried to find a solution, and the best she could come up with was, why don’t you try it with me?  I asked her if she wanted me to become a gigolo, and she said no, that she couldn’t live with me fucking other women.  She wanted me to become a gay whore.  Well, I’m not homophobe, but back then, I was not interested in men.  But she kept going on and on about it, so I tried it.  Once.” She chuckled, shaking her head.  “Once was enough to know there was no going back.  After that, I said, what else am I missing out on? The moment I tried on panties for the first time, I knew what I was, and now here I am.”

“And your marriage?”

“Better than ever.”

“And I assume you quit your job?”

“Sure did.  Best decision I ever made.  I fuck, get fucked, get paid, dress how the hell I want, and spend my days with my sexy wife, making porn on the internet.  Get paid a shit load more than I did back then.”

For some reason, it was a heart-warming story, and if anything, it made me miss Tamara.  Part of me wished Tamara could be more sexual, more open.  Sure, there are extremes, and I was definitely in one of them, but I wished Tamara could have been more open to it.

As I thought about that, two cars pulled up.  Both Cindy and I had work to do.
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In the three months since leaving Tamara, I had to admit that Irina treated me really well.  The drugs continued for a month, and then she spent time getting me off them.  Her reasoning?  I had experienced that part of the fantasy, but she didn’t want to kill me or get me sick.  I continued working the streets, even though our income on Onlyfans was way more than I ever earned in my job.  One, Irina demanded I continue, and two, even if she hadn’t demanded it, I would have done it anyway.  I was enjoying it far too much.

Cindy and Shelly became our friends.  We hung out together when we had free time, and I had to admit, Shelly was a riot.

One of the things Irina and I did in our downtime was exercise.  Couple that with our diet, and I managed to slim down to the same body type as Irina, which was a sexy slim, which meant we could share panties and dresses.

“Have you given any thoughts to getting boobs?” She asked me.

“Do you want me to have boobs?” I asked.

“Of course.”

“Then I will.  Should I go on hormones too?”

“If you want to, but I think you should get implants.  You have the frame for it.  D-cups.”

“I’d love big boobs.  Not stupid huge, but big.” I held out my hands to show her and she nodded with a smile.  There was something odd about those huge fake breasts, but big ones were nice.

Irina changed the subject.  “Have you heard from Tamara?”

“No.  Nothing.”

“You know she still follows me on Onlyfans, right?”

That was news to me.  “Really?”

“Yep.  Even likes and comments sometimes.  Wanna see?”

She opened the laptop and turned it to me.  I was not allowed to go on computers or phones without Irina’s permission.  I scrolled and read.

Tamara: Love what you’ve done to the slut.

Tamara: Yeah! Fuck that bitch’s ass!

Tamara: Should’ve turned him into a whore years ago.

And to a video where I was gang-fucked over and over by multiple men whilst high… Tamara: That’s so hot.  I think I just came like 50 times!  Wish I was in Mike’s place!

“Want to message her?” She asked me.

I thought about it, and then said, “Why don’t you message her?  Ask her if she is ready to be your whore yet?”

“Um, Misha, I’m not into women, remember?” She mused.

“No, I mean an actual whore. Like me.”

A smile began to form on her lips.  She took the computer back and wrote. 

Irina: Hi Tamara, glad you love the videos, and I’m so happy I ruined your husband.  Hope the kids don’t miss him too much?  What did you tell them? 

Tamara’s icon turned green and she began replying.  Tamara: Hey Irina!  Honestly, seeing what Mike’s become and his life, I have to say, I’m a little jealous, but I understand why he did what he did.  I told the kids that Mike had to go find himself, and explained that that might mean he has decided to become a woman.  We’ve raised them to be accepting of all genders and sexualities, so they understood.  They miss him, of course, and we’d all love to see him again, once he’s ready.

Irina: You’re jealous?  So you want to be a sex whore too?

Tamara: Well…the fantasy is there, right?

Irina: Mike had a fantasy too…once… Come over to our apartment and we can begin your training…

Tamara: I don’t know…

Irina: It wasn’t a request.  Find a babysitter and come over.  I will find you something sexy to wear.

Tamara: Tomorrow?

Irina: Now!

Tamara didn’t reply.  I told Irina that I think she scared her off, but Irina told me she that Tamara would be there within the hour.  Forty minutes later, we heard the knock on our door, and there was Tamara, heavily made up, in a black latex mini-dress I had once bought her.  She stood there, nervously holding her little black handbag.

“Come in, slut.” Irina told her, as I knelt on the floor, looking down.  I felt Tamara’s eyes burning on me as she surveyed me in my little pink satin dress, my long hair now bleached platinum blonde; my pink painted nails, the high-heeled pink shoes, padlocked on my feet. “Onto the bed.” She said, pointing to our bed. Nodding, my wife took a deep breath and lay down. “You want the full experience, then you get the full experience.” Irina said, grinning.

I felt my cock swelling in my cage, knowing what Irina was about to do. There was something sexy about watching my wife being injected with the brown liquid, seeing her eyes glaze over as she felt the drug hit her system, the sharp intake of breath, followed by the smile and the sigh of euphoria.

As Tamara lay there, unable to move from the drug, Irina pulled out her cock and pressed it into Tamara’s pussy. I watched as my wife barely moved, groaning as Irina slammed in and out of her hard.

“Imagine it, Tamara, from tonight, you’ll walk the streets, servicing any man for next to nothing. A filthy, dirty whore. That’s all you’ll be.” Irina told her.

“Yes! Yes!” Tamara groaned.

The next nights, Tamara was sent out in a red rubber micro-skirt, a black lace bralette, fishnet stockings and heels. She sucked off anyone for a tenner, and took bareback cock for a twenty. She was kept high, and encouraged to inject herself, which Irina filmed. In fact, every part of Tamara’s life was filmed.

After a month of this, Irina and I moved back home. Irina had news for Tamara. “We’re going to live here. The apartment is now yours to use as a brothel, a private place to fuck. You’ll advertise your services online, and that’s where you’ll work from now on. We will stay home and look after the kids.”

“And if I say no?” Tamara asked.

“Then I show all the videos of you to child protective services, and you’ll lose custody of your kids when the sissy divorces you.”

Tamara’s eyes widened in fear. She begged us not to do that. Eventually, she backed down and went to work in the apartment.

“How long do you want to keep her doing that?” I asked Irina.

“A couple more weeks until she realises that being a bitch isn’t good for you.”

“What about me?” I asked her.

“What about you?”

For a moment, I thought about my life, who I was, what I was supposed to be, and I realised, I wanted to continue to be a gay whore. I liked the experience, I liked being that person. Thankfully, Irina felt the same way.

“You and Tamara will both continue to be whores, but in a safe and fun way.” Irina told me softly. “I love you, and in a way, I love Tamara. But whores you will be, and porn stars, and my lovers.”

Thankfully, Irina was clever enough so that my kids were never exposed to anything negative. She wasn’t evil; but she was really dirty, and the best thing to ever come into our lives.

THE END
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