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	Author's Note

	This book gets pretty dark. It has themes including suicide. If anyone needs help, always reach out to people to help you.

	There is always a reason to live, so find it.

	Whilst this book is not particularly long, it is quite deep. I hope you enjoy it. I actually wrote it a longer time ago, just did a quick update on a few things. I struggled with whether or not to release it, but as they say, every product has their customer. I like the themes, and as a sadist myself, I love the fantasy, but please, people, it’s just fantasy! Do not do stupid things that could get you hurt or worse. The world doesn't work in a way that allows you to dress up and work as a gay whore safely without worry, I wish it did.

	Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, review if you can, and follow me. I don't have a mailing list, but I did recently start an Instagram account, though I'm not really a social media person. I just can't get into it. Still, follow me if you want,

	I sometimes put a picture of myself...

	Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


Synopsis

	Kristy and Don looked forward to the day they could start a family. They both desperately wanted to have kids, but health issues prevented them from having them. Although they had an idyllic life up to that point, without a reason to do it, their sex life suffered, leading Don into a spiralling porn addiction that ended the marriage.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]With nowhere else to go, Don buys a rundown New York apartment with the intention of renovating, which is where he meets neighbour, Mila. But before he can start any sort of romantic engagement with Mila, Kristy decides to delay the divorce proceedings, and maybe take a look at Don's obsession with femdom, sissification, and cuckolding. When Mila finds out about his little addiction, she decides she wants in on it too.

	What starts as a porn obsession, could end up being the beginning of Don's downfall, and the beginning of a very dark and disturbing nightmare of sexual addiction. But will this lead Don to happiness, or is this all just some desperate cry for help?

	This book is a 15,000 word novella, which contains very dark themes, including forced bisexuality, prostitution, intoxication, feminisation, and more. It should not be read by anyone sensitive to darker themes, or looking for a lighter erotic read.


Prologue

	My eyes scanned across the apartment and sighed at the huge amount of dust, the peeling paint. It wasn't that it was a bad apartment for the location; a converted factory turned into lofts tended to go for a lot of money, especially in such an up-and-coming district of New York. I was lucky to get one so cheap; but it really needed some TLC, and not just cleaning. But still there was plenty of space, two bedrooms, and a decent sized bathroom, so I shouldn't have been complaining. The problem was, I was lazy and not really handy with this stuff, so what I really saw when I walked in was work, work, work.

	Dropping the suitcases, I walked around, my feet tapping on the hardwood floors. They would need a polish, for sure. The doors were solid wood, but someone had painted them green, and that green was now flaking. Was that lead-based paint? I sighed again, and headed back down to the car, where I picked up the rest of my stuff, thankfully having the forethought to buy a bucket and a mop. Today was about cleaning the place. Tomorrow I would set about fixing it up.

	So why was a thirty-two year old married man buying a loft apartment in downtown New York, you might ask? Well, simple. I wouldn't be married for much longer.

	Kristy and I had the dream marriage. Living in the suburbs, we purchased a wonderful home with the money I had earned on Wall Street, and were living the dream. Nice car, nice neighbours, nice garden, nice home. My brunette wife was the picture of beauty, with long slender legs which she liked to show off, sparkling green eyes, and a wide, cheeky smile which warmed the room.

	We had met at a rooftop party. She was a reporter for a style magazine, and I was an investment banker. We fell for each other immediately. I remember, spying her across that expansive high-rise rooftop, holding a champagne flute, in a long gold silk dress which hugged her slim body. Her B cup breasts, braless underneath the thin silk, like two ski-jumps pointing through the material. When we spoke, everything else simply disappeared.

	We stayed up all night, that night. We talked for so long that we watched the sun rise over Central Park, and ate breakfast together, her still in that dress, and me in my suit. When we finally decided to go home, we both ended up at her place, where we simply slept, falling asleep in each other's arms, but too scared to ruin the moment with intercourse.

	Sex did come, of course, but later. It wasn't so important. The intimacy of our time together was what defined us, and I would do anything to go back to that moment.

	Dating separated us from our friends. Not because we fell out with them, but we simply didn't have time for them. At times, I was scared that maybe I was suffocating Kristy, but when I discussed it, she wouldn't even hear of it. We loved every single second together. In fact, we built up such a love for each other that we felt nothing could damage it.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Sure, we fought occasionally, but we never let it divide us. Arguments were one night only deals, resolved that same night, and that was it; next day, back to normal. And it was such a relief to be able to feel that way, knowing that she was always honest and open with me about how she felt. Never did she challenge me to try to guess what she was feeling. If she was feeling down, then she would tell me. If I had upset her, she would tell me.

	"Why waste time with expectations that you should always understand what I personally am feeling inside?" She had explained. "l would much rather have it out in the open so we can deal with it."

	Eventually, after three years of dating, we married. It was a large wedding out on Long Island. Her dress was handmade in Paris and shipped over to us. The day was perfect. A perfect day, for a perfect marriage. After the wedding, we bought a house in Long Island and moved there. It was almost like a movie; blue skies, cutting the lawn, waving to neighbours. We had grown so accustomed to perfection, that we had completely forgotten that life is not perfect. Challenges get thrown in the way, and sometimes, those challenges hit you for six.

	When I was ten years old, I was out horseback riding with my family when my horse bucked, throwing me to the ground. I landed in such a way that seemed funny at first, falling into a small brook, crotch first, landing on a fallen log. Sure, it was painful, and I cried; a lot; but it was the perfect fall. What I did not know until many years later, was that I had damaged my testicles to such an extent, that I would never produce live sperm again. I was sterile. Of course, had I known that I would have told Kristy before we married, but I didn't know that.

	Kristy desperately wanted kids of her own. I suggested adoption, but that didn't go down well. I suggested a donor, but she had a hard time with that too. For the first time in our marriage, Kristy did her best to hide her feelings, but I knew she was hurting.

	I want you to imagine that you spend your life preparing for the major leagues. Your whole life, you spend training, knowing that at some point you will get your moment. Now imagine you find out an injury means you will never play a major league game in your life. How do you feel after that? What do you do? You stop playing catch, that's what you do.

	You don't even wanna look at a game again.

	Kristy and I stopped playing catch. Sex without an end game seemed meaningless to her, so we just stopped having it.

	Obviously, she became withdrawn, and so did l. I felt useless. I'd disappointed her. I had failed as a man.

	After a year without sex, a man gets urges. I didn't want to have an affair, that just wasn't me, so my route was masturbation. That's fine, you say; all natural. I was fine with it too, but I needed an incentive.

	Kristy had let herself go a little; not put on weight as such, but she had not toned up in a while, and it showed on her. Which didn't matter, because she dressed down a whole lot as well. It's fair to say she had given up, which meant the attraction was not what it used to be. I loved her to bits, sure, but it is hard to get excited about a girl, when she is not excited about herself.

	I turned to porn. Initially it was the standard stuff. Girl on girl, threesomes, orgies, that sort of shit. Then somehow I [image: Image]found stuff about cuckolding. I think it was through the threesomes stuff; but however it was, something about it turned me on. I think it was the way the wife spoke to the husband; like she loved him, but didn't care about his well-being. At first, I was freaked out. I found myself getting erect by the thought of this, and it totally weirded me out.

	I took some downtime from it, but in the end, I came back to it, and with a vengeance. All of a sudden I was looking up femdom porn; I was reading stories about black men knocking up white broads; and eventually, I was even looking up humiliated husbands and sissification. Fuck, what was wrong with me?

	Over the space of six months, I had gone from watching hot lesbian action, to standing in our bedroom, holding a pair of Kristy's pink panties, full cut, satin and lace, ready to put them on. I slipped them up my legs and shuddered at the sensation. I rubbed my cock in them and found it couldn't be contained. I came...fast.

	Of course, things like this can't be kept a secret. Not forever.

	I was not at home when Kristy found out. I was at a financial securities conference in Vegas when she opened our home PC and tried to use Edge, only to find it was crashing when she wanted to access her internet banking. She had tried to download Chrome, only for the system to tell her it was already installed.

	Now I thought I had been clever. I didn't want to use incognito mode because I had a ton of bookmarks to my favourite stories and sites; so what I did was download Chrome, and then delete all the icons. Now you could only open it from the [image: Image]directory. Clever plan, right?

	My wife is not stupid. She found the directory and created the desktop icon herself. Then she opened it and found my recent pages, and all my bookmarks.

	In an ideal world, in an ideal situation between us, she might have brushed it off, or even found the funny side of it; but [image: Image]we were not in either an ideal world, nor situation. Kristy took this as an insult. She did not even wait for me to get home; [image: Image]instead, she screamed at me down the phone about what a disgusting pervert I was.

	Of course, we did not break up immediately. We had a one-month non-stop argument; after which I suggested counselling, which she declined. I don't exactly know why but she had her reasons, I guess. The lack of children was really the conduit here, because after that, it was all just an excuse, a ticking timebomb waiting to go off. The timebomb had gone off. After that we had one month of complete distance and silence, to the point where one day she said she wanted a divorce.

	It made sense for me to move out; and given my financial background, I decided purchasing a place would be better for me. We were very amicable about the situation.

	"Look Don," Kristy began. "l have some money saved up. You have some money saved up. The house is paid off. Buy what you need and then let's reassess what we have after. I'm not looking to take anything from you."

	I nodded. "That's very kind of you."

	Once I moved out, she told me she would sort out the divorce. "I'll send the papers to you when they're done. Read them and then sign, I guess."[image: Image]

	"Sure. Thanks." I told her, gulping to hold back the tears.

	Looking back, I'm not sure I'd say I put up much of a fight. I loved her, sure, and yes, I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her, but sometimes you just feel it in your gut, that trying to make it work when she doesn't want it, well that's just unfair on her. If you love someone, set them free...

	Which leads me to where I am now. Washing floors, cupboards and windows, and trying to make the apartment look at least clean. Of course, with the amount I cried, I almost didn't need water. The tears would continue for some time, because heartbreak doesn't get solved overnight. Hell, I'm not even sure heartbreak is ever solved.


One

	"No, I want to keep the windows as they are." I explained to the worker. "They just need repainting black."

	The renovations of the apartment were going slower than I would have liked, but finally things were coming along. One more week and the apartment would be ready for furnishings. Once the painting was done, they could start on the floors; which I admitted was what I was looking forward to the most. I had decided to get contractors in rather than do things myself. You have to play to your strengths, and home improvement was not one of mine. Sure, in New York I was paying over the odds, especially for a rush job, but I wasn't sure on cash.

	I had not heard anything from Kristy, other than replies to messages I had sent her. My messages were short, and to the [image: Image]point. I miss you. Are you okay? Let me know if you need anything... Her answers were clear. Stop. Yes. Sure.

	After nearly three months, I had expected to have received the divorce papers, but nada. Nothing. She had not sent them, and I had not pushed her. Part of me wanted to believe it was because she was having second thoughts, but the realist inside me told me that it was probably just the admin. I just had to hope that with the amount of money I was putting into this apartment that nobody was filling her head with thoughts of turning this divorce messy.[image: Image]

	It took two months for me to work up the balls to go out and enjoy life, at least a bit. You can only drink alone for so long before you realise that you have a problem, and in this case, it wasn't an alcohol problem, rather a loneliness one. Two months after the breakup, I went out for the first time with some work buddies, ones who themselves found themselves without partners. We drank and complained about women, but the truth was, we were all regretting our mistakes, and our loneliness.

	It was my best friend Kevin who got me out of the doldrums. He took me out and said one thing which hit home with me. "Really Don, you need to understand that neither of you did anything wrong." He explained. "Kristy is a great girl, and I'm sure she knows that is the truth. She set expectations which, like it or not, you could not fulfil because of your injury, which is not your fault, and deep down, she knows that. It happens. Is it a reason for divorce? Probably not, but it all depends on what you expect out of life. You looking at porn was a catalyst for her to move forward with her emotions. She had given up, and if anything, you gave her the shove she needed to climb back out from the shell she had put herself in. Do not blame her. Do not blame yourself."

	He was right. There were days when I hated her for what she did; then there were days when I hated myself. There was no logical way out of this, only a truth which we needed to accept.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Kevin, being a married man, could not stay out late; but he helped me rise up from the pits of hate I had buried myself in. I had a renewed focus on the apartment after that; a renewed focus on work; and I was ready to begin at least seeing if anyone was interested in me. Surprisingly, it was a lot easier to get back into the dating game than I had imagined it to be.

	One week after the renovations were completed, I decided to throw a housewarming party. Invited were my closest [image: Image]friends, the residents of my building, and, a little foolishly, Kristy. I was under no impression that Kristy would show up, it was just habit.

	By 10pm, the party was in full flow, and about thirty people stood drinking wines, beers, and self-mixed cocktails. I had sparked up a very nice conversation with Mila, a Lithuanian girl who had lived in New York since she turned eight, twenty years previously. Mila actually lived two floors below me. I would say she was a similar height to Kristy, and a similar body to how Kristy used to be; but Mila's features were visibly Eastern European; sharp wide eyes, high-cheekbones, fuller lips. She had dyed her hair platinum blonde, and she admitted to me that the boobs which were straining the satin tank-top she had on, were fake.

	"l grew up with A-cup breasts, and I got bullied a lot." She explained. "l said, the moment I could afford it, I'll get my boobs done; so I did. Now I am the proud owner of these puppies. D-cup all the way baby." She giggled.

	At first, I thought, this girl is dumb. She is flaunting her "assets" thinking that is the way to get a man. Every time she spoke, I felt like I wanted to get away. She was gorgeous, but there was zero connection. And then she surprised me. "So, okay, my story and the way I am acting seems to be pushing you away from me, rather than attracting you to me, right?" I blinked. "Ye-es. Why? How?"

	"I'm a behavioural psychologist." She explained. “I hate men who are after me for my looks only, so I test people." She put her hands up. "Horrible, I know. Shoot me. When you have had your fair share of shitty relationships, then you'll understand."

	My eyes dropped down to the drink in my hand. It was a Scotch, neat.

	"Oh shit." Mila said. "I'm sorry. I take it the shitty relationship was the last one?"

	"Wasn't shitty. It just ended. We..." I paused. “I couldn't have kids. Caused our marriage to fall apart. She blamed my porn choices..."

	"Well that's bullshit." She interrupted. "l mean, even if you were watching gay porn, you can still forgive it."

	"The porn was an excuse. The kid thing was the problem."

	"Adoption?"

	I shook my head. "Nothing else worked. She wasn't interested in adoption."

	We were quiet for a moment, before Mila asked with a wry grin. "You gonna tell me what porn?"

	I looked at my drink, downed it in one go, and said, "Cuckold porn, BDSM, that sort of stuff." She grinned even wider. "Oh, kinky. So you wanted her to go off and fuck another guy?"[image: Image]

	"l don't know if I wanted it, as such, but it turned me on." I told her, but I felt I needed to explain myself. "After we found out we couldn't have kids, our sex life nosedived. The porn was, I dunno, an addiction I suppose. It grew into this kink." Chuckling, Mila said, "Well none of that is anything I would say is weird or a divorceable offence. In fact, I think it's cool. I'd love it if my boyfriend gave me the freedom to fuck whoever I want. Unfortunately..." She sighed.

	"You have a boyfriend?" I asked, suddenly feeling that maybe I was wasting my time.

	"No, I was going to say, unfortunately, I don't have a boyfriend." She winked at me.

	Suddenly, my heart began racing at the idea that I had a chance, and I was going to give a witty comeback, but at that very moment, the front door opened, and Kristy walked in. Mila's eyes followed mine and looked at her.

	"The ex?" She asked.

	"The ex." I agreed, frowning.

	"Wanna make her jealous?" She said, grinning at me naughtily.

	Right at that moment, part of me did, but the little angel on my left shoulder was stronger. "Nah, I don't think she deserves it. There are two people in a couple."

	Mila gave me a look which essentially said, aww. "Then go talk to her." She said. “I’ll be over here when you are ready."

	It would be unreasonable to say that Kristy didn't see me talking to Mila, but if she did, she did not mention it. As I approached her, she gave me a soft, warm smile, but at the same time, it felt just a little condescending, like I had to be suffering without her. Still, there was no ignoring the feelings I had for her, and like it or not, she was still my wife.

	"You came?" I asked her, trying to control my emotions.

	"l did." Kristy replied. She had put on a long black dress which revealed her arms and it was clear that she had not been exercising. In fact, she still looked the same as she did when I left. "I won't stay long. I promised to meet up with Selena later. Here." She said, handing over a paper bag. "A little housewarming gift." She giggled, but then became serious and placed a hand on mine. "Just don't open it here."

	"Um, okay. Sure." I said, accepting the bag. "Thanks." I wanted to play it cool, she was just one of the guests, so I decided to force myself not to dominate her time there. "Feel free to mingle, grab a drink. I think you know one or two people here."

	"Thanks."

	Kristy disappeared into the group to mingle, and straight over to some of my friends who knew her too, and catching up. Whilst backing up towards my bedroom with the bag, I gave her one last stare and felt her eyes meet mine as she talked, so I quickly broke away and stepped through into my room. Before I had chance to close the door, Mila stepped inside, closing the door behind her.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"What did she get you?" She asked, excitedly.

	"Bit nosey aren't you?" I laughed.

	"Yes, I am. C'mon. Show me!"

	I opened the bag, and pulled out a small box. "CB-6000?" I mumbled.

	Mila smiled. "It's a chastity cage. Little presumptive given that you are divorced." She said, grabbing the box from my hand and looking it over. “I mean, she could've gotten it for you sooner."

	"We're not divorced yet." I mumbled.

	Choosing to ignore what I had just said, she asked, "Is that it?"[image: Image]

	"No, there's something else." I said, pulling out a short see through baby doll nightdress, baby pink chiffon trimmed with white lace, and a pair of knee length matching frilly bloomers. "Wow." I gasped, knowing full well that this was pure sissy gear.[image: Image]

	"l guess your wife has developed a kinky side after all." Mila chuckled, and then sighed. "Shame."

	"Because it means your wife is coming around to the idea of your kinks." She sighed. "Which means I am out of the picture." There was a forced sadness to her voice.

	I frowned. I wasn't sure what I wanted, and Mila, nice as she was, was coming on a little strong. She was guilting me into telling my wife to fuck off. Still, I needed to maintain my nerves. "Well, I wouldn't go that far. I guess I need to find [image: Image]out what is going on. You can't just kick out your husband and then suddenly say I've changed my mind."

	"You can." Mila said. "But she hasn't."

	"True."

	I decided the best thing to do was ask her; after all, we always agreed to be honest and direct with each other, and this was anything but. However, once I got outside the room, she was nowhere to be found.

	"Guess I get to hold on to the key for now then?" Mila grinned.

	"Key?" I asked, confused.

	"From the padlock of the..." She pointed in the direction of my crotch.

	"Oh..." I laughed it off, after all, much I liked her, I didn't know her that well.

	The party kind of lost its steam for me, so I spent most of the night chit chatting with Mila who followed me around like a lapdog. Part of me put it down to her visible desire for me, but I also recognised that I was the only person she knew at that party. Still, she was extremely interesting, and on any other day I would have jumped at the chance to be with her, but

	I was so confused by the gift from Kristy that I didn't know what to do.

	Mila though, was not stupid. She knew how to turn the situation around. By the time everyone had left, she stayed behind and helped me clean up. Done with that, she pinned me up against the kitchen worktop and looked right at me, a very serious look on her face. Her lips leaned close to mine but never quite touched, and then finally, she pulled back a bit and pushed on my head, forcing me to my knees. The little beige mini-skirt was shuffled up to reveal a clean shaved pussy.

	"l took my panties off earlier." She whispered with a forcefulness that turned me on. "Lick me."

	I dived right into her pussy, my tongue seeking out the nub of the clitoris and gently licking around it. I licked her intensely for five long minutes, until she came hard in my mouth.

	"l want that key." She told me between breaths. “I want to own your cock."[image: Image]

	"What if..." My voice trembled, torn between giving myself up to this tall, sexy babe, or sticking with the lame belief that maybe Kristy had changed her mind.

	"l don't care. I want it. I want you to be my bitch." She purred, her teeth clenched in mock anger. Her Slavic features made her look that much more dominant, really activating my desires for real, rather than from porn, for the first time.[image: Image]

	I found myself enjoying the feeling. "Let's go put it on, along with the nightie and panties, okay?" She then told me softly.

	"Yes...Mistress."

	She grinned at me. "Good boy."

	That night was fun and interesting. It was the first time anyone had seen me in lingerie, and certainly the first time I had been dominated. Mila admitted that she had a submissive lover once before, and that they had spent six wonderful months together, in fact, it was him who got her started on it, and she found that once she learned more about it, that it became something that she desperately missed.

	That night, I must have licked Mila's pussy six times, but the next day, Mila had plans with her parents which she couldn't call off. l, on the other hand, fiddled with the chastity device to see if it was possible to take off in an emergency. It was only plastic, so worst case, it could be broken. I also realized that in our rush to put it on, we had used the wrong ring, and if I wanted to, I could pull it off without difficulty. But I didn't want to take it off; for some reason I wanted to [image: Image]keep it on. If anything, that this device was some flimsy toy, rather than something proper, left me feeling rather deflated.

	Perhaps I really was submissive, and this was my destiny to begin with.

	Or perhaps I was an addict and I needed mental help. I had yet to reach a formal conclusion.


Two

	During the day, I held my phone in my hand, trying to decide whether to call Kristy or not. The cage served as two reminders for me. One, the key was with Mila, a stunning girl who could easily be a supermodel, the perfect person to have on my arm as someone in the banking sector, and a girl who was not only intelligent, but fun too. Two, that the cage came [image: Image]from my wife, Kristy, who had been my soulmate, the woman who made my heart flutter whenever I thought of her; the [image: Image]woman who also broke my heart and abandoned me. Finally, after nearly three hours of to-ing and fro-ing, I placed the call to my wife.

	"Hey." She answered after one ring. "How was the party?"

	"Good." I replied. "Quite mellow."

	"Sorry I couldn't stay long." She said softly. There was a nervousness to her voice, but I couldn't place why, if it was because she had expectations of me, or because she didn't want to talk to me.[image: Image]

	"No problem." I said. "Hey, so, tell me about these gifts."

	Kristy chuckled. "Well, so, I was reading some of your stories, and watching some of your porno, and well, I'm not gonna say it didn't make me hot."

	I must have blinked fifty times before I shook my head to clear it and said, "Yeah, but, you wanted a divorce; you know, because of exactly my stories."

	She sighed. "Look, it's not easy you know? But yeah, maybe I was a little hard on you."

	"So you don't want a divorce now?"

	"I'm not sure." She said softly. It was this kind of indecision that I felt was almost abusive. I felt that she had to know what this was doing to me, how much she was hurting me.

	This time it was my turn to sigh. "Do you know what you have done?"

	Kristy laughed once again. "You met a girl at the party and she put the stuff on you?"

	Again, I blinked. "H...how did you know that?"

	"One, I saw her, and two, I expected as much." She giggled again.

	"And you're not angry?"

	"A girl has locked your cock up so you can't have sex, and I'm supposed to be angry?" She laughed. "Chill out. Let's see what happens, okay?" She added softly.

	"Okay."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Her soft, sexy purr made my cock hard, doubling the issue with the fact that the ring wasn't the right size, and essentially allowing me to become fully erect. Kristy was quiet for a moment, dead air on the phone line which made me wonder if she expected me to speak, but when really I guess she was contemplating whether or not to say the next words from her [image: Image]mouth. "What I want you to do next, is ask your new girlfriend to take you shopping for panties. If you want to make our marriage work, then you need to prepare, and maybe I'll take you back."

	This was fairly evil of her. One, Mila was a nice girl, so it would be very unfair of me to lead her on, but two I could end up with nothing, especially if Kristy really decided this wasn't for her. "Okay. Yes, I promise." I said, hating myself for saying it.

	"Good slave." She said, happily. "And you are not to tell her why."

	 That was too far. "But…"[image: Image]

	"I'm serious." She snapped, making me flinch at her sudden anger.[image: Image]

	"Say it." She snarled angrily, causing my penis to new become painful in the cage.

	"Yes Mistress."

	"Good." Once more she paused, before chuckling almost sadistically. "By the way, I got so well fucked last night. I'm looking forward to having my little cuckold sissy at home with me, all trained up, serving me whilst I get fucked by real men."

	With that, she ended the call, leaving me feeling shocked, scared, and horny. In my heart, I was angry. Angry that she was using me, manipulating me, even though she knew what sort of hold she had on my heart. But my dick and brain were saying something else completely, reminding me that she was still my wife, and that she was fulfilling my fantasies.

	An hour later, Mila came home, looking very chipper after her visit with her parents. By that time, I had made a conscious decision to tell her the truth about the chastity cage. If I was going to do this, I wanted to do it right, no half measures.

	"l need to be honest." I told her, and I felt sure her face went pale.

	"What?" She asked, panic in her voice.

	"The chastity cage. I think we used the wrong ring. It's too loose, and I think I can pull it off." I said, curious to her reaction.

	"Oh!" She sighed, a look of relief on her face.

	"What did you think?"

	"Nothing. I thought you were going to, er, dump me."

	"Erm, no, definitely not."

	"Well, I don't have the key right now, but I'll get it tomorrow and we will change the ring."

	It was slightly disturbing to hear that she didn't have the key. "Where is it?"

	"l left it in my old bedroom at my parent's house. I'll get it tomorrow. Don't worry." She giggled.

	"But what if there's an emergency?"[image: Image]

	Mila burst out laughing, rolling her eyes. "It's plastic Don. Worst case we break it."

	Suddenly I felt a little dumb. I nodded. "Okay. Fine. I have a request."

	"Sure."

	"Panties..." I said slowly.

	Mila grinned. "Panties?"

	"Yes," I cleared my throat. “I think that if I am to be your sissy slave, then we should begin with panties. I'm thinking we replace my male underwear with sissy panties."

	Her eyes widened and that sexy smile spread across her face. “Oh my god, yes!" She gasped. "Let's go now. We can still make it to Victoria's Secret."

	"Really?" I said with a higher voice than I thought.

	"Sure, let's go!"

	A couple of hours later, we were home. Suddenly I had twenty pairs of panties of various colours and styles; red with black lace cheeky; red open backside lacy, black satin and lace thongs, and so many more. But Mila decided I needed more than just panties. All of a sudden, I had many different nighties to sleep in; a corset, bodies and teddies, suspender belts, stockings, and an assortment of bras and bralettes.

	Of course, that was not enough for her. We spotted a pop-up store stocking a British brand called Missguided. Mila bought some clothes for herself, but it was me she was most interested in dressing. Suddenly, I was trying on a crop-top with shoulder tie straps, from their Milkmaid collection. Mila decided the style suited me, so suddenly I was the owner of five different tops from that collection, including a sexy green rouched crop top. Joining those tops were more teddies and sleepwear items. And of course, none of it would be complete without skirts; lots and lots of skirts. All mini or micro; loose and tight; satin, checked, faux leather, and one shiny black PVC.

	I was honest with her. "I'm actually so looking forward to wearing some of this!" I said.

	"Mmm, you're gonna be my sexy li'l whore." She told me. "And this is just the beginning. By the time I'm done with you, you'll be a whimpering little sissy who will be begging to wash my underwear with your tongue."

	Well, if she asked me to do that right at that moment, I would have said, yes please. It troubled me just a little bit that all of this was coming so easy to her; especially considering this had been just something I had been reading about. Either way, from then on, I would be wearing a lot of women's clothing.

	 


Three

	In the two weeks which followed, Mila had me dressing every single evening the moment I arrived home from work. She was with me every single night, so we were effectively living together. Added to the mix were a selection of wigs, make-up, and shoes; high heels, boots, pumps, etc. She was transforming me, but I won't say I didn't enjoy it. Obviously, her dominance played a huge role, and being dressed as a sissy whilst licking her feet or massaging her was a huge turn-on, though the punishments for hesitation or lack of obedience were an acquired taste.

	Aside from serving Mistress Mila, I also had Mistress Kristy calling me daily to check on progress. She demanded photos, but at the same time, not once did she offer me the comfort of commitment, constantly in two minds about the divorce; she was dragging me along. Every time I asked whether or not she wanted me back, she told me she was still not sure. Two weeks later, on a Saturday, I received a phone call from Kristy, saying that she wanted to visit the city and needed a place to stay. "Can I crash at your place?" She asked.

	"Erm, sure, I guess." I told her.

	Of course, I had to tell Mila, who simply smiled and said, "Cool. Does she know that I am here?"

	"Yes, she does."

	"Then no problem, no?"

	"Sure. No problem." I replied, completely confused as to how things would be. I stood there in my pink satin crop-top, my black lacy skirt, and my seamed stockings, with a long blonde wig on my head, and my face heavily made up, and not for the first time did I curse my dick for ruling my mind.

	Not that I needed to worry about my dick. After fiddling with the CB-6000, Mila decided that the plastic cage was just too flimsy. Together, we researched which would be better, with Mila selecting a metal nano-cage designed to completely eliminate my cock from the picture. Mila and I didn't fuck, but she did use my tongue regularly.[image: Image]

	"I'm going out to geta few things to eat." Mila told me. "Wouldn't want her to think you are not eating properly."

	"l could stand to lose a few pounds." I said with a chuckle.

	"Really? Have you looked at yourself in the mirror? That is not large you have on you know? Women's sizes. Just make [image: Image]sure you have this place cleaned up tidy by the time I get home, otherwise I'll get the crop out."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]With that, she was gone. The crop was just one of many whips Mila owned. She also owned buckles and cuffs which she had no hesitation of using on me. Another item I found in her apartment was a strap-on dildo, which she assured me would not be going inside me. "That dildo is for use on girlfriends, not on asses." She had told me. I took her at her word, so when she arrived home with the shopping, I was more than a little surprised to find a brand new black strap-on dildo in the mix.

	"l thought you weren't going to use a dildo on me?" I asked her.

	"No, I said the dildo I have, is not for you. I use it on women. This one is just for you."

	"Fuck." I cringed.[image: Image]

	"You will be." She grinned. "Tonight, in front of your wife."

	What the fuck? No way I was going to let my lover fuck me in front of the woman I wanted back. "l can't do that."

	"You can, and you will. Down on your knees, now." Mila ordered. I dropped to my knees, as she opened the box and pulled out the latex cock. "Mouth open." I did as order, something that seemed to come easy to me. She slowly pushed the cock in and out of my mouth. "Don't ever expect us to fuck, Donna. We won't. You are a sissy bitch, and that is all you are. However, I will gladly penetrate you, and I will do it daily. I do not care who is here. You will take my cock any time I want to fuck you with it, is that understood?"

	She was now face fucking my mouth with the cock. I tried to say yes, but instead it was a garbled mess of sound and spittle.

	"Good." She said, seemingly understanding me.

	Kristy turned up a little after 11pm, and she seemed a little on the tipsy side. After introductions with Mila, she pulled me in for a long hug. She had lost weight and had firmed up, clearly a regime of hard exercise. In fact, she looked amazing. "l love your outfit." Kristy told me. "The perfect little sissy, aren't you? I bet you are horny too huh?" She chuckled, looking at Mila and winking, not that I noticed.

	"Yes Mistress." I said.

	"You arrived just in time actually." Mila began. "l was going to take your husband's anal virginity. Would you like to [image: Image]watch?"

	"Oh absolutely!" Kristy giggled, a completely different type of person to the one who had left me months earlier.

	"Great, there's wine in the fridge. I'll be right back."

	Kristy went over to the fridge and helped herself to some chardonnay. "Well, I have to say, I have been reading so much about all this, and the more I read, the more excited I become. But most of all, I love the sex I've been getting lately." She paused, and shook her head in a I'm being silly way. "Oh, but you'll know what that is like in a minute." She swayed over to me. "You'll understand the feeling of a cock up you, filling you, making you wanton. Mila will show you what a good hard fucking is like; and soon you'll be begging for it!"

	Before I had the chance to respond, Mila stepped out wearing a leatherette underbust bra, and the strap-on, of which part went inside her. She was also wearing suspenders and stockings, and high-heeled sandals. The cock jutted and bounced as she walked, and I had to admit, it put the fear of god in me. I knew there was no getting out of this. I was in trouble.

	In Mila's right hand was something I was indeed happy to see, and that was lubricant, and lots of it. "Knees." She snapped, and I dropped to my knees.

	Kristy sat on a bar stool and sipped on her wine, as she watched the action. Moments after dropping to my knees, the cock was at my mouth and I was opening to take it in. Mila had instructed me to make sure it looked like I loved the cock, [image: Image]so I made sure to slather it all over, sucking hard and bobbing up and down, moaning as I did. I hated to admit it, but the act of humiliation was turning me on, especially given that my wife was there to watch.

	"Good little sissy, suck my cock." Mila hissed. "Suck it sissy."

	Kristy jumped down from the stool and strolled around us, staring down at me. "How does it feel sissy?" Kristy asked. "How does it feel knowing you are a cuckold? That almost every night for the last few weeks I've been getting properly fucked?"

	"Mmmm." I moaned.

	"We're still married, for now," Kristy laughed. "Which means you are a cuckold."

	Mila leaned down. "Get on all fours." She whispered. The sexual tension in the room had peaked. As I got into position, I watched Kristy remove her panties and pull up her long blue skirt. She collapsed on the sofa and slowly rubbed at her clit.

	I felt the cool texture of the lubricant being rubbed in and around my anus, and the occasional finger being pushed inside. This was replaced by the feeling of what could only be described as a baseball bat pressing against my anus. Finally, my anus opened up and the head literally slipped in, eliciting a hiss of stinging pain from me.

	"Ahhhh!" I cried out. "Wait, wait, wait." I hissed. "Fuck, that stings." The sudden stretch was what hurt the most, but after waiting for a moment, it calmed a bit. “Okay, go on." I said, and Mila pushed in bit by bit. After a slow push in, she finally made it. “Oh, fuck, that actually feels good."

	"Told you it would." Mila chuckled.

	I looked over at Kristy, who was rubbing herself manically. "Fuck him. Fuck him hard." Kristy hissed, her orgasm close.

	Suddenly, the cock retreated, only to be shoved inside. Mila wasn't holding back; I knew she had strong leg muscles, but this was crazy. I was moaning, begging for more, harder; then all of a sudden, cum poured from my cock and cage. She had milked me, but she didn't stop there. Mila was getting off on fucking me. The cock was also inside her and was rubbing on her clit. She was loving every second of this. "Fuck, this is awesome!" Mila gasped, before crying out in orgasm.

	"Fuuuccckkk!"[image: Image]

	[image: Image]That night, both girls took turns fucking me with the strap-on, before Mila went to our room and came out wearing her pink strap-on. I knew what that meant; she intended to fuck Kristy. As Kristy fucked me, she paused momentarily for Mila to detach the small cock which fit inside Kristy. With that removed, Mila positioned herself to fuck Kristy, as Kristy fucked

	When we awoke the next morning, I was wearing a pink satin and lace body and was sleeping on the floor. Kristy and Mila were curled up together in bed. Kristy left a little before lunch, but not before leaving me some instructions whilst [image: Image]Mila was in the shower.

	"l want you to get pierced and tattooed." Kristy explained. "You are shaving your body now anyway; well, I expect you to get Sissy tattooed above your cock, and Cumslut above your ass."

	"Yes Mistress." 

	"Next. Ears, nipples, belly, perineum. All pierced, got that?"

	"Yes Mistress." "Finally, as a bonus, I expect you to convince Mila to get a tattoo which says Kristy's Bitch."[image: Image]

	"l could never..."

	"l said, it's a bonus. If you can do that, then I definitely won't divorce you."

	When Mila finally got out of the shower, I decided to be honest with her. I told her nearly everything that Kristy said, apart from the divorce part. Mila thought it was all a great idea, though she said she was not sure about the tattoo for her. "l don't think I am ready to be Kristy's Bitch just yet." She giggled. "Although, the thought it is tempting."

	That afternoon then, Mila and I headed out to the tattoo parlour to get the work done which was requested of me. They were able to do the piercings too, which meant that I left with studs in both ears, bars in my nipples, a bar in my toned flat belly, and a silver ring in my perineum. Mila decided a small stud in my left nostril would look nice too, so they did that. With some trepidation, I agreed to the tattoos. Sissy was etched in large letters in the groin area above my cock, and Cumslut was etched on my lower back. Not wanting to leave without her own ideas being put into place, FUCK was etched into my left butt cheek, and HERE on my right cheek. Then on my right bicep, she put, Kristy and Mila's Sissy Cum Whore and Cuckold Bitch.

	Honestly, I didn't get all the references to cum all the time, given that I hadn't done anything with cum, but I assumed it was to do with eating men's cum from hot-wife pussy.

	I had expected the tattoos to be painful, and I'm not going to lie, there were moments I hissed in pain, but on the whole, it was no different to a hard scratch. I think perhaps that was why I had held back on tattoos for so long, the fear of pain.

	"l bet this is the weirdest thing you're seen huh?" I asked the woman.

	"You'd be surprised, but no, this is definitely not." She chuckled. “In fact, this is definitely not weird. I think it's kinda cool. So who's Kristy?"

	"My wife." I told her. "Ex-wife. Dunno, we're not sure what she is."

	Once more, the girl chuckled. "Kinky." 

	"Yeah, well she wants Mila to get a tattoo too."

	The girl's eyes lit up. "Nice! What?"

	"Kristy's Bitch."

	"So let's do it." The girl shrugged. Why not?

	Now it was my turn to laugh. "Good luck with that."

	She shrugged and then leaned in close to whisper. "Mila's been hittin' the vodka pretty hard. Couple more shots, let's see."

	Of course, she was right. Two more shots and Mila was all for it. "What the hell, let's do it." The tattoo was not what she imagined though, and when she sobered up, she was beginning to question her judgement. The tattoo was in large gothic lettering, curved across her chest. Everyone would see it.

	When Kristy heard, she was crying with laughter. She demanded to see a picture, which I sent.

	Whilst Mila was pissed off and did what she could to cover it up, eventually something changed in her. A week later, Mila was wearing low cut tops and was showing off the tattoo. In fact, Mila began to dress a little less appropriately, returning to mini-skirts, crop-tops, stockings, and so on.

	I was still being fucked by the strap-on daily, and I had come to look forward to it. However, this night would be a new challenge. When I arrived home, Kristy was waiting, Mila was on her knees, naked, with her arms cuffed behind her back, and looking at the floor. I looked between her legs, and saw cum running from her cunt.

	"What's going on?" I asked.

	"Get changed into your sissy clothes." Kristy ordered. "Stockings, bra, panties, a sexy nightie. Do your make-up and put on a wig."

	"Yes Mistress."

	I stepped into the bedroom to find a large bald black man lying on my bed. He chuckled when he saw me step in and get undressed to my panties and stockings. I tried to ignore him as I threw on a matching black bralette, and over that a black satin and lace puffy baby-doll, but his constant stare as well as him slowly stroking his huge cock had me feeling intimidated.

	I put on my pink neon wig, and then sat down to do my make-up, but it was as I was putting the final touches to my make-up, that I felt the hands touch me. Hard, firm hands rubbing my shoulders. Then lips touched my neck.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Come." The deep male voice said, and a hand was offered, which I accepted with a gulp.[image: Image]

	I was pulled towards the bed, where his hand dragged down my body, rubbing the satin and lace, reaching my cock, [image: Image]which he gently cupped, feeling the plastic cage. He then took my left hand and placed it on his naked cock. It was huge; semi-hard, but hardening. I rubbed it for a moment, feeling the warmth and girth increase. By this point, I knew what was expected of me, and the tattoos had become clear. I leaned forward and let the smooth tip rub across my lips, then slowly, I opened my mouth and let it enter, sucking, licking and savouring the male phallus.

	When I was at the peak of my porn addiction, sissified males forced to become gay had become staple viewing. In the stories I had bookmarked, many were of husbands forced to go gay, so it really should have come as no surprise that Kristy had seen all of that, and put it into action, after all, she'd done the rest.

	"Mmmm." The man purred, as I slobbered over the huge black cock. I spent five minutes lovingly sucking that cock, even attempting to deep throat it by swallowing as it hit my neck, but given its length, that was almost impossible for me.

	"Lie on your back baby." The man said.

	I did as I was told, and he raised my legs, pushing them back slightly. I watched as he spit on my anus, rubbing it in with his rock-hard tool, before he applied pressure, leaning into me.[image: Image]

	"Ohhh." I cried out, trying not to let the pain get to me. I closed my eyes and felt as the head of his cock entered me, splitting me in two. He paused after the head entered, before pressing on. It felt like his cock just went on and on. I felt it reach its limit, but he simply continued pushing. Finally, stretched out completely, he was done and ready to start fucking me. I felt his lips on mine; our tongues mingling, as his cock slowly went out and then in. As the passion increased, so did his pace. "Oh, please fuck me."

	"You want my cock?" He asked.

	"Yes! Please! Give me more! Fuck me harder!"

	"You love my cock?"

	"Yes! Yes! Dammit! I fucking love it!" I screamed, as he pounded me harder.

	I looked across the room as panted with the pounding I was receiving. Kristy was smiling, recording everything on her mobile, as Mila licked at her cunt. Frankly, I didn't care. I cared about the warm hard cock filling my ass, making me feel like a taken bitch.

	"I'm gonna cum." He breathed. [image: Image]

	"Yes, cum baby. Cum in me."[image: Image]

	His cock swelled inside me, and then the warm liquid literally sprayed me inside, and it kept on coming. It felt so good that my cock literally spat out cum into my cage, and still the man kept coming inside me. Finally though, spent, he pulled out of me, before climbing up and offering his cock to my mouth.

	I had absolutely no intention of sucking his cock after it had been in my ass, but his hand was strong and firm, and I had no choice. Seconds later, I was sucking on his cock once more, until he was happy he was clean, then he jumped up and headed to the bathroom.

	"Welcome to your new life." Kristy said, grinning.


Four

	Damon spent the night with us that night. I watched him fuck both Mila and my wife, and he even had the strength to fuck me again, which I hate to admit, but I actually enjoyed. Was I gay? I don't know. I had never really given it much thought. I didn't find him attractive in that way, but my god, that cock was fantastic.[image: Image]

	"l love the tattoos." Kristy said to Mila and l. "l want to see more of them. Don, I expect you to get some more like Slave to Cock, Gay Whore, Cocksucker, Cumdump. Mila, I expect you to get Pussylicker, Slut, Whore, and any other you can think of which would please me."

	"Yes Mistress." We both said.

	"By the way Don, I am not on the pill, and Damon came inside me." Kristy chuckled. "Who knows? I could be pregnant already, in which case, I really won't need you anymore."

	We did get the tattoos as ordered. Mila went a bit further and got a tattoo which said that she was Kristy's whore for use by anyone and everyone.

	During the week that followed, I was ordered to begin taking tablets called PreP. After some research, I realised these were tablets which would prevent me from getting infected when having sex. It was a week later when we would both get dressed up and head out. It would be the first time I would be out as a woman, and frankly, in the little pink bralette and black PVC micro-skirt, I was very self-conscious, especially with all the tattoos advertising me as being a gay whore and a cocksucker, clearly visible on my legs and chest.

	Mila led me to a gay cruise bar where she told me to go inside. "Your instructions are to go along with anything that [image: Image]anybody wants. You are not to say no. If someone offers to pay you, then you will take it." She explained. "You are not to leave until I pick you up."

	"Where are you going to be?" I asked her.

	"Doing the same in an adult bookstore not far from here." Mila had also been taking the tablets.

	I paid the entrance fee and headed inside the metal door, which led down some steps to an area filled with lockers, as well as a small bar. I ordered a shot of vodka. "First time?" The man behind the bar asked.

	"In general." He grinned.

	"Second time in general."

	[image: Image]"Let me guess; a dominatrix is making you do this?"

	I gave him a weak smile. "Yes and no. It's a bit more complicated."

	"We're all good here my friend." He said, reaching across to a box on the shelf and pulling down a small bottle marked Jungle Juice. "My advice, sniff this before you do anything."

	"What is it?"

	"Poppers. They'll get rid of the nerves. Put your bag in the lockers. Just remember the code. They're free of charge." Thanking the man, I put the handbag in a locker, then I unwrapped the plastic from the lid of the poppers and headed towards the main darkroom area when the barman stopped me.

	"Here, put this on your wrist." He said, handing me an orange rubber wristband.

	"What does this mean?"

	"Anything goes."

	"Oh." I said, putting the band on, and walking into the dark corridor.

	The dark room was actually a labyrinth of dark corridors, leading to different rooms. Most of the rooms were actually video cabins with gloryholes; whilst other were beds, BDSM areas, or pitch-black rooms. As I walked, I found the wristband glowed orange in the dark.

	It did not take long for a hand to land on my ass, rubbing it under the skirt. I stopped walking to allow the man to [image: Image]feel me up. He did so, before moving up to my arm and pulling me towards a room with a bed. There, I was pushed to my knees as the older man dropped his jeans and underpants. I leaned forward and took the hardening cut cock into my mouth, sucking it down. As I felt it harden in my mouth, hands grabbed my hips, pulling me onto my knees. My skirt was pushed up and my panties down. Suddenly, a mouth was licking at my anus.

	I pulled the poppers to my nose and sniffed them. Within seconds my head throbbed and became hot. Everything felt light, and all of sudden, I felt mega-horny. I began slobbering over the cock in front of me, licking and sucking fast and hard. Behind me, the man stopped licking my anus and began pushing a cock inside me.

	"Ohhhh..." I moaned, feeling my anus stretch around the cock. "Fuck me." I hissed.

	For the next five minutes, I was spit-roast by two horny older men. Whilst that was happening, we became surrounded by a large group of men rubbing their cocks, some in chaps, leathers, harnesses. I felt the first cock cum in my ass, quickly followed by the one in my mouth. Before I had chance to catch my breath, both cocks were quickly replaced. In fact, this was how things continued. The crowd around me seemed to get thicker, with hands all over me. Some who could not wait a turn on me, decided that I needed to be sprayed by their cum, masturbating over me.

	At some point during the night, someone decided I needed to be fisted. The heavily lubricated rubber-gloved hand tried to push inside me, reaching the knuckles but refusing to go further. I cried out in pain around the cock in my mouth.

	Hands held me tight as the fist tried to make an entrance once more, and then suddenly with a burst of pain, the hand slid inside. The man made a fist inside me and then began to make punching movements inside me. He would slide the fist back, before pushing forward once more, earning a groan of pain and relief from me at the same time. The cock in my mouth came once more, and I swallowed it all down, loving the salty taste of the man's cum.

	I had lost track of time, and I also did not realise that the cruise bar was open twenty-four hours, which meant I had been fucking all night, and honestly, I was quite sore. Unfortunately, nobody gave me chance to let up, and the sex just went on and on. And quite honestly, the fact I couldn't get away made it that much hotter. Finally though, someone came through to give me a reprieve.

	"Let the man get a drink." Someone said, pulling me to my feet.

	I stumbled towards the bar, where I sat on a stool and ordered a beer. "What time is it?" I asked.

	"Three in the morning." The man responded. "You're doin' well in there. By the way, I had a go too. Tight ass."

	"Yeah, well, someone stuck a fist in it, so it might not be so tight anymore." I groaned. He chuckled. "You'll be fine. I'd be more worried about the amount of cum you took."

	"I'm on Prep." 

	[image: Image]"Good! You'll be fine then, but still get yourself checked out, okay?"

	"l will. Thanks."

	"You going back in?" He asked me.

	"Has a girl been in asking for me?"

	"Nope."

	"Then yes. I have to."

	"Good for you." He told me, then reached under the desk and pulled out a card. "Give this card to your girl. A buddy of mine runs a gay escort agency. You'd be surprised, but there's quite a demand for girls like you. You could make a buck or too."

	"Thanks." I told him, accepting the card and frowning that I was soon to become a prostitute, rather than an investment banker. Admitted though, I had more than enough money to keep me happy for a long time. My investments were making me more money than I needed.

	I downed my beer. The sitting and talking had made me excruciatingly horny, and I really wanted more cock. Also, a man had just walked in who was hot! Shit, did I just think that? I looked at the guy who sat a few stools away from me. He had rugged good looks, kind of like Hugh Jackman. The man looked over at me and gave me a wink. Fuck, he was so hot.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Now that was a guy I could see myself being with.

	I began to make my way to the dark rooms, but as I passed the guy, he grabbed my wrist.

	"You're gorgeous." He told me.

	"Oh my god, look at you though! You're so sexy." I gushed.

	He grinned at me, then pulled me for a long deep kiss. "I'm Mike."

	"Don-na. Donna." I told him.

	"Sit down Donna. Let's chat."

	We ended up talking for nearly an hour. Mike was a married architect living in the Upper East Side. He admitted that he was bisexual to his wife about a year ago, and she was generally fine with it, so long as she didn't need to see it.

	"So I'm allowed to find a lover if I want." He told me. "In fact, she would prefer I find a lover, rather than swap and change people, because of the risk."

	"Interesting." I mused. "Am I lover material?"

	"l think so." He smiled, rubbing me stocking covered leg. "So what's your story? Why all the kinky tattoos?" He asked

	"It's a long story..." I began, then filled him in on what had happened.

	"Wow." He gasped. At first, I thought I had scared him off, but then I saw his crotch. Placing a hand on it, I found him rock hard. "Yeah, it's hot." He laughed. "Fuck, I'd love to be the one dominating you too. And fuck, to whore you out? Oh my god, that's hot. So, if you are meant to be in there getting fucked right now, why aren't you?"

	I smiled at him. "l was. Then I saw you and, well, got sidetracked."

	He rubbed my leg again, going up under my skirt. "How did I sidetrack you?"

	"Fuck." I sighed. “Oh my god, because you're so hot. I have never found a man attractive before, but you are amazing." "Come on. Let's go get you fucked." He told me, offering his hand.

	I wasn't surprised when Mike wore a condom to fuck me. After all, he was married and wanted to stay clean. I needed to get him on Prep like me, because I wanted his cum. He watched me get gang fucked for another hour, before giving me a kiss and leaving.

	I had hoped that Mila would come for me by morning, but I was still getting fucked by 8am. The club had emptied leaving four or five men who took turns on me. Eventually, the barman came back to fuck me again.

	"Has my friend shown up?" I asked him.

	"No-one yet."

	Over time, the club filled once more. I was fucked non-stop, only occasionally taking breaks from sucking to drink water which the barman brought me and to use the bathroom.

	Around 3pm, Mila showed up. The barman let her into the darkroom, where she stood watching the multiple men fuck me. Then she asked me a simple question. "Wanna stay longer?"

	I was wasted, tired, dizzy, and hungry, and I let her know that.

	"The manager says that I can bring you some food, and as to the fatigue, he has something he can give you." Mila explained. "Or I can force you..."

	"Then why don't you?" I asked her.

	She stared at me, chewing at her bottom lip. "One more night. I'll pick you up at ten tomorrow morning."

	"Yes Mistress." I sighed.

	An hour later, I was eating a McDonald's burger in the bar, whilst the barman was preparing a syringe of something. When I finished the food, I was invited back to a small room, where I was injected with amphetamines. The result left me feeling alert and horny.

	The barman offered me his cock, which I sucked on until he came, and then I was sent back to the darkrooms where I was grabbed and thrown onto the bed.


Five

	The come down from the tina, along with the lack of sleep, made me jittery and aggressive. I'd been injected so many times that I'd lost count, and the manager had let me take small naps to keep going. I'd missed work, so of course, my boss was worried about me; thankfully, Mila had told him that I was extremely sick and couldn't come in. In investment banking terms though, that meant I'd lost my job. Thankfully, my portfolio, was mine, so the physical job wasn't important.

	"You promised me you'd be back for me at 10am." I told Mila, seething.[image: Image]

	Mila grinned at me. Kristy was stood next to her, trying not to laugh. "l was back at 10am."

	"Yes, but four days later!" I cried out. "Do you know how much pain I'm in?"

	Not happy with how I was speaking to Mila, Kristy stepped in. She slapped me hard around the face. Then she backhanded me. "You will not speak to your Mistress in such a way." Kristy seethed. "If we decide to leave you there permanently, then we will. You are a cumdump, and that is all. Do you understand that?"

	"Yes Mistress." I sniffed.

	"We brought you food every day. We brought you your pills to take. And we paid the manager for all the drugs he gave you."

	"l...l'm sorry Mistress." I replied, looking down.

	"You don't need to worry about work. You lost that job."

	My eyes widened in horror, but all I could say was, "Yes Mistress. Thank you, Mistress."

	"l was going to let you rest till the end of the week, but after this behaviour, I think you need a lesson." She said. "The manager gave me a card for a friend of his who owns a whorehouse. I'm going to call him and send you to work tonight." I sighed. "Yes Mistress, I understand."

	"l want you wearing your most whorish clothes and underwear for him. But first, go get some sleep. We will wake you when you need to get ready."

	The guy looked rough. Probably some sort of Latin American descent; he had a scar across his face from someone who [image: Image]had visibly cut him. When I arrived there in my black fishnet stockings, suspenders showing, a red rubber micro-skirt, and black lace crop-top. My pumps were on five-inch heels. The man called Miguel manhandled me, grabbing my arm and spinning me around.

	"Would be better if the hair was hers." He complained.

	"It's growing." Kristy told him. "Couple more weeks and she'll be there."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"What about boobs? You gonna give her hormones?"

	"It's kinda hard." Said Kristy, as if she had been researching this stuff. "Can't seem to get them without having him go to the doctor."

	"l can get them for you."

	Kristy looked at Mila, who shrugged and nodded. "Sure. Let's do that."

	Miguel looked me over once more. "She's a good-looking slut. I can get some money for her. I assume you will be accepting her earnings?"

	"Of course."

	"Good. I pay twenty percent."

	"Deal." Kristy told him and they shook hands.

	"Mark my words though. If she don't behave, then we punish her, got that?"

	"Perfectly fine." Kristy agreed. "She may need something to wake her up."

	He laughed. "Yeah, don't worry about that. I'll sort that out." And with that, he clicked his fingers at one of his goons who brought over a small glass pipe. He put that into my mouth and lit it. "Suck on it."

	I did. Immediately, I felt a sudden euphoria. I felt great, like I could conquer the world. I was ready to do this job, and I wanted to do it. "Oh man..." I sighed.

	"Go get her set up." Miguel told the men. "Make sure she gets a customer early."

	I was dragged down a corridor and thrown into a small room with a bed. It was clean, nothing dirty, and I was glad of that. Minutes later, my first customer entered the room. He was an overweight Asian man, who didn't want to make small talk. I was pushed to my knees and forced to suck on his little dick. Once he was hard, he spun me around and forced his cock up my asshole.[image: Image]

	The agreement with Miguel was that I didn't ask for condoms. If a customer wanted to use one, fine, but other than that, I was a cumdump, which earned more. This was my life now, this was my job, all because I had a stupid porn addiction.

	Within the next few weeks, this was my daily routine, and I found Kristy had effectively moved in with me and Mila. It seemed a little strange to me that Mila was essentially serving Kristy without hesitation, that they had bonded so quickly and so well, but my brain was so fogged by the drugs that I was no addicted to, that I didn't care very much.

	I was walking home from work one morning when a car pulled up next to me. A window rolled down and revealed Mike sat next to a concerned-looking prim woman in glasses. She looked short, but pretty, although she looked like some sort of

	Christian, bible-bashing person.

	"Donna?" Mike asked, concern washed over his face. "Sorry, Donna, you look terrible."[image: Image]

	"Ah man, nah, I'm all good. Just a little high." I giggled.

	"Donna, get in the car. I'm taking you to see someone."

	I shrugged, what did I care? My body didn't matter, if something happened to me, who would honestly care? Customers regularly beat me, I came home bruised and battered, and the girls didn't seem to care, so why should I?

	As Mike drove, his wife turned to me and asked why I was like this. I explained everything, from the beginning. The woman listened intently, before giggling and shaking her head. She turned back to Mike and said, "If this is what she wants, who are we to stop her?" She was referring to me as a woman, did I look like one? I mean, perhaps the hormones had done something...

	"Oh, I'm not going to stop her." Mike chuckled. "Remember Ramone?"

	"Oh yeah." His wife smiled. "He'd pay good money for a whore like this."

	They were going to sell me? No! I refused, this was all going too far. In my drug-fuelled brain, I opened the door to the car and jumped out into traffic, hit by another car where I fell unconscious. In my head, everything that happened over the last few months began flashing before my eyes in reverse.

	Eventually, my eyes opened and I found myself in a hospital ward. Blinking, I heard the sound of a heart monitor. To my right, Kristy sat in a chair, a coat over her like a blanket, her eyes closed, asleep. Blinking, I tried to think about where I was, how I got there. The last thing I remembered was the pain of the car hitting me, but...

	I looked down at the cannula coming out of my life arm, the tape holding it there pulling at the hair on my arms. Hair? Wait...my arms were clean, the tattoos that covered it were gone. I pulled the sheet up and saw all my body hair, not one single tattoo. What the fuck was going on?

	"Don?" Kristy gasped, her eyes focused on me, alert. She looked thin, gaunt, as if she'd gone through horrid stress. Suddenly the coat was thrown to the ground as she bolted for the door. "Nurse!" She called before running back to me. "Are you okay? Oh my god! Don, please tell me you're okay!" "What happened? Where are my tattoos?" I asked her.

	"What?" She asked, visibly confused.

	The door burst open and Mila entered, wearing a green nurse's outfit. Why was she wearing such an outfit? I didn't understand it. "Mila?" I asked.

	"Mr Kirkland, please don't move, the doctor will be here in a moment." Mila said. "You might be experiencing some weakness, that's normal given the length of time you've been in a coma."[image: Image]

	"A coma?" What the hell? "Mila, what's going on?"

	[image: Image][image: Image]The woman blinked at me. "Mr Kirkland, I'm sorry, how do you know my name is Mila? I'm your nurse, I've been looking after you these past few months."

	Again, I blinked, then turned to look at my confused, scared, and yet relieved looking wife. I tried to process what they were telling me, but everything about the accident and the brothel, the drugs, that had happened just moments ago. What was going on?

	Perhaps the doctor could explain it, but as the door opened, Mike walked in wearing a white doctor's coat. Behind him was his wife, the prudish looking woman who was anything but, wearing an ivory blouse and blue pant-suit.

	"Ah, Mr Kirkland! Finally with us I see!" Mike announced.

	I knew better by now than to call him Mike, so I swallowed and asked, "Doctor, what's going on?"

	Mike looked over at Kristy, who stepped forward and took my hands. "You moved into your new apartment, after we," she paused, sniffing away tears, "after I left you. You electrocuted yourself." She said, sobbing. "I'm sorry, l..."

	"Wait? What?" I asked, confused. "No, I had a company..."

	"You ran a bath and you dropped a toaster in. You tried to kill yourself!"

	"No l..." I began, then paused, remembering how I felt when I saw that apartment I'd purchased blind, realising I had set myself for work. I searched for contractors, calling around and hearing how no-one had time for me, the ones that did wanted three-times the going rate. I remembered crying, how I was living in a hovel, how I'd thrown away everything for nothing...because of my addiction. I remembered unpacking, finding that toaster, running a bath; that horrible dirty bath. I remembered looking at the ancient fuses, definitely not code, not legal, and thinking, this will work. "Fuck." I sighed. I had tried to kill myself.

	My eyes teared up as I looked up at Kristy. She continued. "The fuses didn't work but you knocked out the power to the building. The building manager broke in and found you like that and called the police. The hospital called me."

	I turned to look at Mila and Mike. "But your name is Mila, right?" I said, pointing at the nurse.

	"Ye-es..." She said slowly, then looking at the doctor.

	"And your name is Mike, right?" I asked the doctor, who then chuckled.

	"Your brain was working fine whilst you were in the coma. You must have been creating experiences during that time, based on things you heard. It's completely normal, and just goes to prove that we still don't know enough about the human brain."

	The doctor then checked my vitals and deemed me well, albeit it weak from lack of movement. After a number of tests, blood work and more, I was finally left alone with my wife, or the person I assumed was still my wife.

	"I'm still your wife." Kristy smiled. "You've been out over six months, but I've been here every free moment."

	"I'm so sorry." I told her.

	"It's perfectly fine." She smiled, squeezing my hand. "If anything, I'm sorry. I'm sorry for lashing out at you for your desires. I'm sorry for shaming you. I'm sorry for abandoning you because of the baby issue. Of course, there are things we can do."

	"Does that mean you'll give me another shot?" I asked her.

	"Of course it does, silly. If you'll have me?"

	"Yes please!"

	She leaned over and kissed me, then sat back. "So what did you dream about whilst you were in the coma?"

	For a moment, I considered lying to her, telling her it was nothing, but then I realised that if we had both learned anything, it was that communication was key. I told her the whole story, in great detail, and whilst she laughed and giggled through the most part, she frowned towards the end.

	"l would never be so horrible to you." She told me. “I'd never do that to you."

	"l know." I smiled. "l think it was my subconscious trying to deal with the trauma of it all. Anyway, I think I'm done with all that now. I think it's time to grow up and be the husband I was supposed to be."

	Kristy bit her lip and blushed. "Oh, I don't know about that." She giggled. "I've just spent the last six months learning about your kinks, reading about it, preparing to be a dominant hot-wife, and well..." She blushed again.

	"What?" I smiled, curiosity written all over me.

	"l think I like it." She giggled naughtily.


Epilogue

	Kristy held my hand as we took a walk through the newly renovated apartment. It had taken nearly a year to get to this point, but the formerly disgusting loft apartment was now a luxurious studio which would be any bachelor's dream pad. I knew that in New York, I would be able to rent it out for a huge amount of money, creating a nice passive income to pad out my current portfolio. Given that I'd quit my job, it meant that I could keep my savings working for me, and live off the rent from the apartment.

	"It really looks amazing." Kristy said, waddling with that huge swollen belly to the nearest sofa.

	"You'd better hope your water doesn't break on that damned sofa. Not what we paid for it." I laughed.

	"Don't worry. Couple more weeks yet." She told me. "Anyway, can't let this little miss come out of me until Devon gets back from his business trip."

	I nodded with a smile, then turned to check the windows, frowning at the fact they couldn't save the original black ones. I stepped closer to one of them, the click of my heels on the hardwood floor. Walking in five-inch stilettos had taken time, and one trip to the emergency room, but now I had it down perfectly, though I still had the habit of tugging at my miniskirt, and hissing as my bra rubbed against my swollen nipples and A-cup breasts.

	"Stop that." Kristy snapped.

	"Sorry Mistress." I sighed.

	"l got it that short for a reason." She told me, looking at the tattoos on top of the back of my thighs, just above the lace of the fishnet stockings. Cum Dump. "Are you working tonight?" She asked me.

	"No, not tonight." I smiled. The brothel was nothing like the one in my coma-dream. It was run by a pretty transsexual and was all very clean and tidy, with great security. Drugs were a huge no-no, and testing, PrEP and safety were mandatory.

	After I returned home from the hospital, Kristy asked me to write the whole dream down, and highlight the parts I found the most erotic. She did the same and we found ourselves on exactly the same page. But that wasn't the simplest part of it. We needed to come up with ground rules, points to make us both feel safe and loved.

	Rule 1.• I was to become a full-time sissy.

	Rule 2.• Kristy was to find a lover who would make her pregnant.

	Rule 3.• Kristy was Mistress, and what she said, goes.

	Rule 4.• At least one day awake would be couple's day. A day just for us to love.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Rule 5.• Intercourse with me was off the table forever, and I was to be caged.

	Rule 6.• Pegging would become part of our routine.[image: Image]

	Rule 7.•After bloodwork, I would begin a hormone routine to begin my transition.

	Rule 8.• I was to quit my job.

	Rule 9.• I was to work as a gay whore somewhere safe on a part-time basis.

	Rule 10.• We would never leave each other, no matter what.

	Master Rule: If either of us say let's take a break, then we stop the game and go back to normal without question.

	We have never used the master rule.

	Devon was not someone new to us. The tall, good-looking black man was our neighbour back in the suburbs, and was a nice polite guy. He was once married, but unfortunately he lost his wife in a bus crash, so he never ended up having kids.

	Before Kristy and I broke up, I found myself becoming good friends with him, but he was there, and I wasn't.

	Of course, when I tried to kill myself, Devon found out and was there for Kristy. They became quite close and once, even made love, which Kristy instantly regretted. It wasn't until after I woke up and we'd had time to sort things out, that she admitted to me that she and Devon had had a brief affair. Rather than get upset, I simply smiled and asked why she stopped, to which she replied with a grin, "Perhaps I shouldn't have."

	We ended up explaining everything to Devon, why I'd left, what I was into, what had happened. Rather than run away screaming, he spent hours talking about my fetishes, asking about why I had them, what I felt with them, and why. Devon was an intelligent straight black guy, but he was also someone with a caring nature.

	Of course, nothing happened between the two of them for a couple of months, but he was a regular visitor. As Kristy sissified me, he became a participant, playing along during our game nights by bossing me around playfully, making me play maid, until it stopped being just a game and it became second nature.

	Then one evening, as we had just finished playing some boardgame together, he sat chatting to Kristy about something and their hands touched. Both stopped talking and stared into each other's eyes, before finally, they kissed. I stood watching, standing there in my pink satin sissy dress, my now long bleached blonde hair cascading over my shoulders, and I smiled, a warmth filling my heart.

	When they broke the kiss apart, they continued to hold each other's hand, and Devon looked up at me and smiled. "That didn't feel as weird as I thought it would." He said. “I hope it didn't for you two?"

	"Not for me." I said, laughing.

	Kristy looked at him with longing eyes. "To me it felt perfect. Now take me to bed Devon."

	As the couple stood and walked towards the staircase, Devon looked over at me. "Are you coming, sissy?" He asked.

	"Really?"

	"You're family, aren't you?"

	I knelt on the floor but Devon told me not to be silly and to sit on the bed and watch. I climbed on and watched the couple undress and kiss. Devon's cock was thick, very fat, and an inch or so longer than mine, not that I saw much or mine in its metal confines. I watched them make love. There was no raw energy, just long, slow, passionate lovemaking.

	When Devon came in her pussy, I moved to lick her clean but she held me back, raising her legs and letting the cum flow further towards her uterus. "Do you mind if he cleans you instead?" She asked Devon.

	Devon looked at me for a few moments, trying to reconcile what was happening in his head, but then without a word, he pointed his cock at my mouth. I opened and licked, cleaning the cum from his dick. As time went on, he appeared to relax, until suddenly we both realised that what was supposed to be a quick clean-up session had turned into his hand on my head and me sucking his erect dick.

	"That's better than I thought it would be." He told my wife, who was grinning at both of us as she watched me blow her lover. "In fact, I wonder what else I've been missing." He chuckled.

	"You know you can if you want?" She told him softly, rubbing his leg. "It'll be our secret, and if you don't like it, we won't judge you. He's a sissy now, not a man."

	Gulping, Devon nodded and pushed me backwards, grabbing my legs and aiming for my hole. Kristy sprang to action, grabbing lubricant from her drawer and pouring it on his dick, just as he pushed in.[image: Image]

	My first time being penetrated by a real cock was all in a dream, but the reality didn't feel much different, it was as good as I remembered, better actually. Devon's eyes locked on me as he panted, thrusting back and forth in my tight hole. The more he realise how much he enjoyed it, the more he relaxed, and the more fun it became for both of us.

	"Yeah, take my cock, sissy bitch." He snarled at me.

	"Mmm," Kristy said, pinching my nipples through the satin of my bra. "You love being a gay whore, don't you?" She whispered in my ear. "Say it, say you'll be my gay whore."

	"I'll be your gay whore." I said. 

	"Say you'll work for me as a gay whore."

	"I'll work for you as a gay whore."

	"Fucking slutty bitch." She spat, slapping my face, before grinning and winking.

	[image: Image][image: Image]After that night, Devon became a regular fixture in our house, in fact, he came and went as he pleased. If Kristy wasn't there to fuck, then I was, and I took it with gusto. Then one day, Kristy told her friend Erica about our kinks, to which Erica revealed that her ex-boyfriend, who came out as gay, worked in some sort of kink-friendly high-class transsexual escort agency, and that maybe she might know someone to help with the final part of our fantasy.

	Eventually, we were introduced to Tamara who ran the tranny brothel that promised safety and the ability to choose the customer, rather than the customer choosing the hooker. We told her that for us this was more of a kink game, rather than a career choice, to which she said, "Honey, most of our workers here are because of a kinky game, so don't worry, we get it."[image: Image]

	Not long after I started work as a hooker, I also began hormone therapy. Yes, it took that long to get all the approvals from the doctor. Funnily enough, it was at the clinic in the hospital, that I bumped into Mila, the nurse. We chatted about [image: Image]life, caught up, and she told me how amazing it was that I was transitioning.

	"By the way, you seemed to look at me like I was your girlfriend or something, when you woke up. What was that?" She asked.

	"Ah...just a dream."

	"No, tell me." She smiled.

	I laughed. "You wouldn't understand."

	She grinned naughtily. "Try me."

	In for a penny, I told her everything, to the minute detail. She listened intently, grinning all the way through, and then smiling, before looking from side to side to see if anyone was watching. Then she pulled down the waist of the uniform trousers, to reveal a tattoo that said, Kristy's Bitch.

	"My girlfriend, her name is Kristy." She explained. "Like your wife. And yeah, she's dominant."

	“Oh wow. But how would I know you have that there?" I asked, confused.

	She looked just as confused, but laughed as she said, "Do you believe in fate?"

	"l didn't."

	We exchanged phone numbers. She said that she and her girlfriend were looking for others to play with, including a naughty sissy, and if we were interested, to call her. However, when I told Kristy about my visit with Mila, whilst she found it funny and interesting, she placed a hand on mine and said she'd prefer to leave it.

	"Okay, but why?" I asked her.

	"Because maybe fate has a way of preventing things too. In your dream, Mila and I enabled each other. We were so right for each other, that we were wrong for you. I loved your dream. I read your dream and I masturbate, pretending I really did [image: Image]all those horrible things. But then I return to reality and realise that I'm better off with skirting it, just enjoying what we [image: Image]have. If we involve Mila, who's to say what I'll do to you...but I know whatever I'll do, I'll love it so much, I won't be able to stop, and you don't want that."

	For a moment, my addiction to this lifestyle took over. I even begged her to do it to me, to meet with Mila. I begged her to give me the reality of the story, to make me a drug-addicted dirty ruined whore. But she didn't give in. And then I found out why.

	"I'm pregnant."

	So here we were. The real estate agent came by to the newly renovated apartment, and we signed the management [image: Image]agreement, handing over the keys. After leaving, the place, we jumped into a cab, where I was about to tell the driver to head to our address, but Kristy stopped me, placing a hand on my leg. She gave a different address, one I didn't know, but [image: Image]a half-hour later, we were pulling up outside a twenty-four-hour gay cruise bar.

	"I've paid the owner for him to look after you. Four days, you are to take everything he gives you, and you are to do everything. No limits." She said with a smile. "l will pick you up in four days, just like the story."

	I grinned at her. "Are you sure about this?"[image: Image]

	"[image: Image]Yes, I am. No stop words. I've told the owner that he is allowed to hit you if you don't play ball. But, this is one and done. Tell me right now if you don't want this." She asked. I said nothing. "Go, and do not think about disobeying him. He's a big guy and I told him he can do whatever he wants to keep you there. I've paid for the drugs, and I will help you after to get off them."

	My four days in that club were almost identical to my dream. It was a filthy festival of debauchery, filled with cum, piss and drugs, and I loved every second of it.

	By the end of day four, I was expecting to find Kristy waiting for me, but was surprised to find a smiling nurse Mila there. "Kristy asked me to pick you up. She paid for me to run a panel on you to make sure you are good to go. Yes, you're on PrEP but I need to get you on antibiotics and other drugs to confirm you are clean of everything else."

	"The benefits of knowing a nurse." I laughed, still slurring from the drugs.

	"A kinky nurse." She giggled. "By the way," She grinned darkly. "Your wife and I have been having an affair for the last eight months."

	I counted back. It was about the time I told her. Kristy hadn't wanted to make the story happen because she was scared where it would lead, she was scared Mila would enable her. But as Mila whispered into my ear that she was going to make all my dreams and nightmares come true, I realised, I was exactly where I was meant to be.

	THE END
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