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Signal

These COVID times had been difficult on everyone, but I had to admit, it was my hair which suffered most for me.  My beard had grown out, way too thick for my liking and my hair was getting long.  Unfortunately, with the barber shops closed and my beard trimmer broken, I had zero chance to get this fixed; and no, I was not going to let my wife, Carol, cut my hair…not again.  Not ever again.

Then one day, an interesting advert popped up on my Facebook feed.  Mobile Barber.  That was it!  My savior!  I immediately signed up to the page and booked a visit for the upcoming Saturday.  Shortly after, the email confirmation arrived, and bingo, I was going to get a haircut.

Carol was a little concerned about the fact that people would be coming to our house, but did admit that it would be good for me to get myself sorted out. 

“We aren’t going to be home though.” Carol explained.  “Remember?  I’m taking the kids to see my parents.  We got tested for that reason.”

“Yeah, yeah, I know, but I’m not going.” I reminded her.

“I know.  Just setting expectations.”

Saturday rolled on and a little after ten, a car pulled up at the house and two very beautiful young women stepped out, both dressed in leatherette pants and tight red crop-tops.  I couldn’t help but feel the neighbors stare, knowing they saw Carol and the kids leave, and now seeing these hot girls walking to my door.  I knew what they were thinking, and I let myself chuckle.

“Hey, I’m Denisa.” The blonde said on entry.  She was chewing gum and smiling at me.

“And I’m Gabriella, or just Gabi is fine.” The brunette told me.

“Phil.  Good to meet you.  Please, come in.” I told them, holding open the door.

I led them inside to the spare room where they could cut my hair and I could easily clean it up.  I offered them coffee which they accepted, and let them get setup.

As Denisa was working on my hair, I chatted with Gabi.  “I thought you’d both be cutting my hair for a moment.” I chuckled.

“Ha, no, I’m the driver and the support.  You know, safety reasons.” Gabi explained. “You never know.”

“True,” I agreed, better safe than sorry.

They turned out to be really nice girls who were doing quite well during COVID with these mobile trimmings.  They asked about me, my wife and so on, and we generally made chit-chat, as you do with hairdressers.  After about an hour, I looked human once again and I had to admit, Denisa did a fantastic job.

“Amazing!” I gushed.  “Really great job.”

“My pleasure.” Denisa grinned.  “Feels good to have a smooth face again, right?”

“Too right!” I said.  “Anything else I can get you, or do you need to run to another appointment?”

The girls looked at each other and then said, “No, we’re done for the day.  Another coffee would be nice.”

“So how long have you been married?” Gabi asked.

“Little over twelve years.”

“Happily?”

“Like any relationship, it has its ups and downs.  The lockdown has been tough on all of us, psychologically, obviously.”

“It’s tough on everyone, but you need to make it work.  We try to have a lot of fun when we can.”

“That’s good.  How?”

“We share a house with some others, which is in the middle of nowhere, so that means we party quite a bit without getting into trouble.  You should join us.  Our parties get pretty wild.”

The thought of being invited to a party by two extremely hot girls was definitely exciting, but the married husband in me made me come down to Earth.

“Yeah, sorry ladies, but I don’t think that would be the responsible thing, you know, being a married man.” I smiled.

“Where’s your wife now?” Denisa asked.

“Out for the weekend.”

“So,” She winked, “whilst the cats’ away…”

“Ha, nice, but I don’t think that would be a good idea.”

“Well, can’t blame a girl for trying.” Denisa purred.  “Hey Gabi, I’m getting hungry.  Let’s grab something to eat on the way home.”

“Sure.  We’d better flip anyway.  Phil, it’s been lovely to meet you.”

“You too.”

And that was that.  The girls left, and I had a decent haircut to boot.  It had been a good day, and the fact that I got to look at two gorgeous models with big boobs was a bonus. 

My day continued as normal, which given COVID meant doing next to nothing and given that I was alone, it meant gaming and masturbating.  One of the things I enjoyed masturbating to was sissy and cuckolding porn.  It was a dark pleasure of mine, and I have to admit, I had quite the collection of panties hidden away which I had ordered from Wish on the cheap.  In fact, given I was alone that day, I was wearing a nice pretty hot pink thong that day.

Around four in the afternoon, I was fiddling on my mobile, and went to check Signal.  As soon as I opened the application, a notification appeared.  Gabriella Samson is on Signal!  I began to wonder who Gabriella Samson was and why that notification was showing up, but then it clicked.  Gabriella was the girl from earlier and I had probably saved her number as the one to reach barber.  I searched the number and indeed, I had it saved.

Knowing her full name now, I decided to Google her to see if I could find any pictures.  She had a few on Linkedin, where I noted her main job was actually as an interpreter, which I thought was pretty cool.  Then I searched Facebook but couldn’t find her.

Putting the phone down, I made myself a cup of tea and put the TV back on.  It was as I was flicking through the channels that my phone pinged.

Checking me out on Linkedin huh? ;)

The message was from Gabi over Signal.

I saw your name on signal and decided to have a look.  Sorry!  I wrote back.

No worries. In need of an interpreter? 

Nope, sorry. 

In needed of anything else? ;) Oh this was getting into dangerous territory.  I knew I should have nipped it in the bud, but god, I was horny, and she was hot.

Not now I have this fantastic haircut from Denisa.  What else are you offering?

I watched her typing, expectantly wait for an answer, silently hoping that it was not something boringly normal.  I was not disappointed.  Many things, especially to a kinky guy like you.  Pink lacy panties.  Nice!  Thought we hadn’t noticed? ;)

Fuck!  They had seen I was wearing panties, but how?  I was wearing a long t-shirt and pants over it.  How?

The back of the chair. Your t-shirt rode up and your pants down.  It’s cool.  Don’t panic.

My cock was erect at the knowledge that these hot chicks knew about my kink, but at the same time, my heart raced, and my stomach did somersaults.  Before I had chance to think about it further though, another message arrived.

Send me a picture.  I wanna see what you look like in just the panties. ☺

Fuck!  I was sure that would be really bad idea.  I don’t think I should.

Don’t be a spoilsport. Nobody will know.

I really shouldn’t.  I don’t even know you.

Spoilsport. Come to the party then.  I promise, you’ll have fun.

I sighed.  Where is it?

She wrote the address.  And then she wrote, Come early, so we can have some alone time together.

Fuck.  I knew it was a mistake, but I was horny as hell.  After deciding to go and changing my mind about fifty times, I jumped into the car around seven, and headed to the address, which was about an hour away.  I parked up outside an old house in the middle of a large forest. They were right, it was very secluded. 

I sat in the car for a good few minutes before working up the courage to get out and knock on the door.  It was opened almost immediately by Gabi.

“Oh my god, you came!” She gasped, grabbing me and giving me a big hug.  “You’re not the pussy I thought you were after all.” She laughed.  “Come on, inside!”

I was pulled inside a large living room which I had to admit was huge.  On the sofa were three young men, all very muscular, in tight t-shirts, laughing as they played a racing game on a PS4. None of them bothered to look up.

“Ignore them.” Gabi said, pulling on my hand and leading me up some stairs. 

I was led through a door into a large dark bedroom, at the center of which was a huge metal bed.  In the corner was a make-up table, and sitting in front of it, naked bar a tiny pair of black lace panties, was Denisa.

“Look who came!” Gabi cried out.

“Oh wow!” Denisa said, jumping up and tottering over to me; her huge, pierced E-cup boobs bouncing in front of her.  She grabbed and pulled me in for a hug, and I couldn’t help but sigh in happiness at the feeling of the huge mounds pressing into me. 

“Come on, let’s get you undressed.” Gabi told me, pulling at my sweater.

“Hold on…” I started, but they weren’t interested.  Both girls pulled my sweater off, then pulled at my t-shirt, and then my pants.  They were gone in the blink of an eye, leaving me stark naked, apart from the pink thong and my socks. 

“Socks off.” Denisa said, and with a sigh, I pulled off the socks.

As I was doing that, Gabi was preparing her phone.  She took a number of pictures of me, and then fiddled on the phone. 

“Now, time for some fun to get the night started.” Gabi said, stripping down to her red lingerie.  Soon, both girls were climbing on top of me.  I kissed Gabi first, and then Denisa, as both stroked my cock through the panties.  Denisa presented a breast to my mouth and I immediately began sucking on that nipple, feeling the metal bar in my mouth.  Meanwhile, Gabi was sliding down my body to my cock, which she took into her mouth and sucked.  Fuck, it felt like her mouth was like velvet.  It was amazing.

Denisa slid down too, and sure enough, now they were both working my cock like experts.  I couldn’t believe my luck.  These two gorgeous women were into me.

“I wanna fuck him first.” Gabi said, climbing up over my cock.

“Sure.” Denisa smiled, then sat up and kissed her friend; a long deep French kiss.

“Oh fuck.” Gabi gasped, as she lowered her pussy onto my seven-inch cut cock.

“Oh wow Gabi.” I sighed.  “You’re so hot.”

“No, you are.” She told me, looking straight into my eyes, and then lowering her mouth to mine.  “So gorgeous.”

I looked over at Denisa, who was watching us and fingering herself.  “I want to lick you.” I told her.

With a grin, the blonde climbed up and lowered her pussy onto my mouth, as Gabi continued to ride me. 

“You like that?” Denisa asked. 

“Mmm-hmmm!” I mumbled.

“Oh, he’s good.” Denisa gasped, feeling my tongue work her.

Gabi rode me for a good five minutes, and had to fight hard not to cum, and thankfully, it worked.  Gabi left out a choked gasp and climaxed, before making room for Denisa, who quickly lowered her we cunt onto my erect dick. 

“Fuck, Denisa, I don’t know if I can last long.” I warned her.

“It’s okay.  If you cum, you cum.” She giggled.

I did what I could to hold on, but it didn’t help that Gabi was kissing me.  Luckily, I felt Denisa tremble and I knew she was close.  Just as she cried out an orgasm, mine hit too. 

“Wow!” I said, panting there with two gorgeous women in either arm, both completely out of my league. 

“I know.  You’re awesome.” Gabi noted.  “Tonight’s gonna be so much fun.”

The party was not huge, maybe thirty people in total, but it was quite wild, with lots of beer and people being very open about who they fucked and where.  Gabi grabbed me a few times during the night so that we could make love, as did Denisa, and every so often, they both did.  Then towards the morning, I was invited into the bedroom by Gabi, where I found Denisa in the arms of one of their roommates, Chris.  Gabi closed the door behind us, and then began kissing me.

“What’s going on?” I asked her.

“Come on.  I told you these parties can get wild.” She laughed.

“What are you expecting of me?”

“Whatever you feel like doing.”

I was stripped down to my panties, and pulled onto the bed, where Denisa pulled me into a kiss, as Chris kissed Gabi, then I felt Chris’ lips touch mine, and with a sigh, I allowed his tongue to enter my mouth.  We exchanged kisses for a few minutes, until Gabi pulled me to her, and directed my cock into her pussy.  As I fucked her, I heard the other two kiss, and then I saw Chris shuffle around.

“I wanna fuck you.” Chris told me.  “Is that okay?”

“Erm…” I was unsure.

“Just do it.” Gabi whispered.  “I promise, you’ll enjoy it.”

“Okay.  Erm, yes, sure.”

“Thanks Phil.” And with that, I felt a small amount of lubricant applied to my anus, and then a cock pressing for entrance.

Gabi reached around and spread my ass cheeks, allowing Chris more room.  Soon enough, he was inside me.

I hissed in pain. “Wow, that hurts.” I gasped.

“It’ll be fine.  Just relax.” Chris told me. 

“Okay, okay.  Just go slow, yeah?” I told him.

“Sure, yes I will.”

He inched into me slowly, until finally he held in position.  The pain dissipated and what I was left with was a dull pleasure which built, and continued to build until I was screaming out for him to fuck me harder. I fucked Gabi just as hard as I was being fucked, and the response from her was fantastic.  She thrashed on the bed, having multiple orgasms.  It was like nothing I had ever seen from anyone.

By ten in the morning, I had fucked and been fucked multiple times, and not just by Chris.  As the morning progressed, I was joined by Simon and Harry, the other flat mates, and all six of us has a huge orgy. 

Eventually though, I knew I had to leave.  Gabi walked me downstairs, and gave me a very long deep kiss; her arms wrapped around my neck.  “I really like you.  I…I don’t normally feel like this about anyone, but I really liked our chat today.  You’re a nice guy.”

“I’m also a married guy.” I warned her.

“I know, I know, but still, I want to see you some more.  This doesn’t need to end.  Please, tell me we’ll still see each other.”

“We will.  I promise.”

“Great.  Thank you Phil.  Drive safe, yeah?”

“I’ll try.”

“Oh, and before you go.” She handed me her used black panties. “For your collection.”

I looked at the damp panties, and smiled.  “Thanks.”

Over the course of the next two weeks, we Gabi and I chatted over Signal a lot.  At first it was once a day, but eventually, it was almost constantly, to the point that Carol asked me who I was chatting to, and I needed to make up an excuse.

Finally, new cases began to drop, and the government decided to open things up. At the first opportunity I had, I told Carol I was going to meet some friends for beers.  Of course, that wasn’t true at all.  Instead, I was meeting Gabi for beers in a pub not far from me. 

“I’m so glad you made it out.” She told me, kissing me as if I was some long lost boyfriend.  “I missed you.”

“I missed you too.” I told her.

“This COVID situation sucks.  I want to spend more time with you.  I wanna fuck you again.”

“I want that too.  But, you know, being married, it won’t be easy to do this.  You know that right?”

“I know, I know.” She sulked. “It’ll be hard, but I need to make it work.”

“Why?” I asked her.  “I’m nothing special, and you are much younger than me; really attractive…”

“It’s not about that.” She whined.  “I know I’m good looking.  I don’t mean that in a narcissistic way, but yeah, I’m proud of how I look.  I work hard to look like this, so I know all that.  But I also have needs.  I need a guy like you.”

“Why though?”

“I don’t know.  I just do.  I love that you wear panties.  I love that you let guys fuck you.  I love that I can share you with others.  Not many guys would go for that.  And as to how you look, I think you look amazing.”

I smiled.  “Well, when you put it like that…”

“I do put it like that…” She said, softly, leaning in for a kiss.  “But, yeah, you being married sucks.  However, it does have some advantages.”

“Like?”

“Makes you easier to manipulate.  Eventually, I’ll blackmail you to get what I want.” She said, jokingly.

I laughed at her joke.  “Good one.”

“No, I’m serious.  I love blackmail, it’s so sexy.”

“Come on Gabi, please tell me you’re joking.”

“No, I’m honestly not.  It’s a kink of mine.  I’ll make you do really dirty things for me, and there’ll be nothing you can do about it.” She reached and placed a hand on my hardening cock.  “Tell me that doesn’t make you hot.  Tell me the idea of a woman like me controlling you doesn’t turn you on, and I won’t do it.”

“Well,” I sighed.  “Of course, it turns me on.  But, you know…”

“I know, but have I let you down yet?”

“No.”

“Exactly.  And what’s the worst that can happen?”

“I would get found out and end up divorced.”

“And end up with me.” She pointed out.

“You wouldn’t want me.”

“Babe, I really, really would want you.  Anyway, come on, it’s all just fun.  We have one life.”

We chatted into the evening, and eventually, I headed to my car, where we fucked quickly in the dark of the car park.  Then I drove her home, where she invited me in.

“I should be getting home.” I told her.

“Come on.  Denisa and the guys are home.  One quickie with all of us.”

Of course, that quickie was two hours of bisexual romp, where I once again had my ass pounded by the three hunks, as I fucked those two gorgeous women.

“We’re having a few of Chris’ gay friends over on Saturday.” Gabi explained.  “Would be good if you could make it.”

“What is the plan?” I asked her, confused as to why I should care about Chris’ gay friends.

She giggled and wrapped her arms around me.  “The plan, would be to dress you up in something girlie and get you properly fucked.”

“Yeah, I don’t think so.”

“Oh come on, you know you love it.”

“We’ll see, okay?”

“Ummm, I could force you to do it.” She mused.

“Force me how?” I smiled.

“Do you want me to?”

“This involves blackmail, doesn’t it?”

“Yep.”

“And that really turns you on, huh?”

“It does.”

I sighed.  “Sure, go on then.”

“Okay.  If you don’t come over, then I will…ummm…put the pictures of your in panties up on my Facebook page.”

“Ha!  Got you!  You don’t have a Facebook page.  I checked.”

“Yes I do.” She said, and opened up her profile on her phone.  “Mistress Gabi Ruin.”

“Fuck…” I gasped, looking at the various pictures of her in latex and leather.  She had a ton of professional pictures of herself as a dominatrix, and a lot of posts about things she wanted from her money slaves.  “Yeah, people pay me money to blackmail them.  So yeah, don’t show up, and I’ll expose you here.”

“Wow.” I gasped.  Then I did something stupid.  I went to my Facebook profile and added her as a friend.

“Well that wasn’t very clever.” Gabi said, laughing out loud.  “You must really want me to control you.”

“If you are a dominatrix, why haven’t you tried to dominate me yet?” I asked her.

Once again, she pulled me in for a kiss.  “Because you aren’t my slave.  Not like that.  You’re my boyfriend.  I, um, I kind of, erm, well, love you.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah, erm, sorry.” She seemed really embarrassed.

“I think I love you too.”

“Really?” She gushed, excitedly.

“Really.”

Once again, she pounced on me, grabbing me for a huge kiss.  After a long five minute kiss, I pulled away.  “Gabi, I really need to go.”

“I know.  Fucking Carol!” She whined.

“Look, Gabi, if I didn’t have kids…”

“I know.”

“Baby, this isn’t about being patient.  I don’t think I’ll ever break apart my family.  You know that, right?”

“I know.” She sulked again.

“You still want to see me.”

“Yes.  Of course, I do.”

I kissed her again. “Good.  I’ll try to make it Saturday.”

“No Phil.” She said seriously.  “Make it or else, got it?”

“Yes Mistress.” I smiled.

“No Phil.” She seemed pissed off.  “I’m making a lot of sacrifices.  Make it on Saturday, or I’ll tell your wife everything.  I’m not joking.  I love you, and I won’t break you up, but you need to make an effort to make it to the events I want you at.”

“But what if I genuinely can’t.”

“Then you’d better have a damn good excuse.” She kissed me again.  “Make sure your ass is clean when you get here Saturday.  You’re gonna be fucked a lot from all sides.”

As I drove home, I felt both excited and scared.  It was a fantastic feeling to have a girl a young and beautiful as Gabi say they were in love with you, but at the same time, to know she had your life in her hands, was enough to make me want to vomit in fear.

Once home, I cleaned my teeth, checked in on my sleeping kids, and went to bed.  Carol was snoring away, which was good.  I looked at my phone and saw a message on Signal from Gabi.

I’m sorry.  I don’t want to scare you.  Just…try to make it, yeah?  I love you.  G.

I quickly wrote back that I loved her too, and fell asleep, dreaming of what Saturday might look like.

I needed an excuse to get out on Saturday, and I was running out of them already.  So I decided to turn to my friend Brian and confided in him what was going on, well, to an extent.  I told him I had met a hot girl, and told him I was having an affair with her.  I also said that things were getting tough and I needed his help in getting out.

“No worries mate.  Saturday night we can have a gaming night.  Playing network games all night.” He suggested.

“Good idea!”

“No worries.  You’d do the same for me.  What does she look like?”

“She is the exactly spitting image of a young Megan Fox.  She’s early twenties, with massive tits, like huge, but the tiniest little ass and waist.  Literally, I think I could connect my hands around her.”

“Hot!”

“Right?”

“So why the fuck is she interested in you?” He laughed.

“I asked her the same.  She’s kinky and she likes that I am too.”

“Since when?” Brian scoffed.

“Cunt.”

I let Carol know I was going to be out for the weekend with Brian, gaming, and she was cool about it.  Albeit, she stated that she wanted to go out too at some point.  Of course, I told her she should.

Since I began sleeping with Gabi, I found myself quite horny on days when I didn’t see her.  The one who definitely benefitted from this was Carol, as I found myself fucking her a lot more often than I did.  On Friday, I was telephoning with Gabi, something I did daily during working hours, and she asked me specifically about that. 

“Well, she’s my wife.” I explained.  “I kind of have to sleep with her.”

“Yeah, but, I don’t know if I feel comfortable knowing you are fucking someone else without me being there.”

“Well, what else can I do?”

“I’m going to need to put you in chastity.  Simple as that.” She said, matter-of-factly.

“You mean one of those metal cages?”

“Yep.  I will hold the key.”

“Babe, I can’t do that.  What is Carol sees?  What if she wants to fuck?”

“That’s something you’ll need to manage.” She paused.  “Honey, you are mine now.  I am tolerating you living with her, because of your kids, but I will not tolerate you fucking her.  I won’t allow it.  Is that understood?”

I sighed.  “Yes.”

“Yes Mistress Gabi.”

“Yes Mistress Gabi.”

“Good.  I’ll see you tomorrow.”

On Saturday, I slipped on a silky pair of pink panties, and then put on my usual clothes.  Around three pm, I headed over to Gabi’s place, where Gabi jumped into my arms upon arrival.  She immediately pulled me into her room, where we were joined by Denisa, and the three of us made love for the next hour. 

“We need to get your ready.” Gabi told me.  “We have the perfect dress for you.  It’s bright pink, with plenty of layers of satin and lace.”

“A sissy dress?” I asked her excitedly.

“Uh-huh!” She smiled.

“I’ve always wanted one of those.”

“Great.  This one is yours.  Let’s get you ready.”

The girls spent an hour shaving my body, doing my make-up, dressing me in white lingerie, and then the pink dress, which felt so amazing; really soft and lacy, puffy and big.  All through the stages, Gabi took photos of me, noting that she needed as much blackmail material as possible.

“Or do you want me to put it online already?” She giggled.

“I mean, you could, so long as you blur my face.”

“Oh, I could do that.  Sure.” So she uploaded my photos to her Facebook and Twitter accounts, making sure to blur my face, and noting that I was her new slave. 

“By the way, wasn’t that dress expensive?” I asked her.

“Not too bad, but yeah, it stretched the budget.  Why?”

“Well, do you want some money towards it?”

“Um, you could offer me money, or I could make you give me the money?”

“Would that turn you on?” I smiled.

“Uh-huh…” She grinned, naughtily.

“Go on then.”

She stepped forward.  “First show me your bank accounts.” I opened up my accounts on my mobile app and showed it to her.  “Wow, you’re rich.”

“I’m not rich.  I’m comfortable.”

“Uh-huh.  This is rich honey.  What’s this account?”

“It’s my comfort account. Basically, when I get bonuses and stuff, I put it in here.  I use it for buying gifts and stuff.”

“Can your wife see this account?” She asked.

“Nope.”

“Then transfer all of it to me.”

“Um, Gabi, there’s fifty-thousand dollars in here.”

“Fifty-thousand which your wife doesn’t know exists, right?”

“Well, right, yes.”

“Then it’s mine now.” Gabi said, then typed in my wife’s email address into her email and added all the photos of me.  “Or do I need to send this to her?”

“Shit, Gabi!  No, okay!  I’ll transfer it.”

“Good.” She gave me her account number, and I transferred it all across to her.  “What’s yours is mine, remember?”

“If Carol finds out about this…”

“She won’t.” She giggled, kissing me.  “Thank you, baby.  I promise, I won’t waste it.  How often do you get bonuses?”

“I don’t know.  Depends on performance.  Every couple months maybe.”

“Hmm.  I’m going to need access to that account.  In fact, I’m going to need access to all your accounts.  Can you arrange that?”

“Gabi, please!  Why are you doing this?” I begged.

She sighed, and then nodded.  “You’re right.  I’m going too fast.  I’m just getting carried away.  I’m sorry.  I’ll transfer the money back.”

I thought back to how she rinsed my account and realized it got me hard.  “No, don’t do that.  It’s your money, Mistress.  Just, please, let’s just slow down a little on the other stuff, okay?”

She smiled at me.  “Sure.  Thank you.  But…I did take too much.  I’m being silly.  I just got turned on.  I’ll transfer forty-nine back, okay?”

“Make it forty.  Keep ten thousand.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

After that, the girls fitted a blonde wig to my head, and then led me out to the gathering in the living room.

“And now the star attraction for the night boys.” Gabi announced. 

I looked over the balcony and realized there were about fifty guys in leather chaps and all sorts of leather kink gear, waiting with drinks in their hands.

“Wait…” I said.  “Is the plan for this to be an orgy for everyone, or are they going to line up to fuck me all night?”

“You are the star.” Gabi told me.  “I’m going to video it and Denisa is going to handle sound, but these guys are only going to fuck you, not each other.  No breaks.”

“Fuck Gabi…”

“There is no discussion on this one.  This is what I want.” She warned.

Then men fucked me over and over, hard, without let up, until seven in the morning.  I needed to piss a few times, to which Gabi simply said, “Go on the floor.”  I had never ever pissed with a cock in my ass before, and it was a weird experience.

That night, fifty men fucked me and filled me with cum.  Gabi assured me that they were all tested and clean, which relaxed me somewhat.  By the end of the night, my dress was filthy, covered in cum and piss.  I had swallowed so many cocks that I felt like I had lockjaw.  My anus felt like it was on fire and when I was finally able to go to the toilet, the amount of blood concerned me.  If I had the choice, I would still do it all over again.

For the first time in my life, I got to experience what it felt like to be a sissy, and I had to admit, it felt amazing.  Sex with men was something truly unexplainable, but it felt so good, I simply didn’t want it to end.  Their cum was salty and felt odd on the tongue, but I could drink it by the pint. 

“Thank you for making me do this.” I told Gabi.

“I knew you’d like it.” She cooed.  We were in bed together, with Denisa fast asleep next to me.  “You and I are identical.  I can feel it.  You fit together perfectly.  You should be with me, not Carol.”

“I know, I know, but…”

“One day Phil.  One day.”

“I don’t know Gabi.”

“I do.  One day, you will be mine, and you’ll be happy.”

Over the next two months, Gabi and I became closer.  As things opened up and people got vaccinated, it became easier for us to see each other.  Eventually, I managed to return to work, and we began hiring.  A position opened up in my department, and Gabi ordered me to hire her, which I did.  To my knowledge, Carol didn’t suspect a thing. 

A month in, Gabi bought me a chastity cage, and she kept the key, which she wore on a necklace.  I knew this was coming, and I had been preparing Carol by abstaining from sex.  I put it down to stress, which Carol accepted, and given she never initiated sex, it worked out well. 

Of course, our time in the office with Gabi was great.  She was actually fantastic at the job and she took it very seriously.  Her use of languages worked out well for us.  Eventually, that also meant business travel, and on our first trip to Denmark, she was fantastic with the customer. 

It was a four-day trip, and to keep up appearances in the office, we ordered two rooms, even though we only used one.  When we weren’t working, we were fucking, except for one evening, which we used to take a look around Copenhagen; walking hand in hand around the old streets, like boyfriend and girlfriend.

Four months into our relationship, and I got the feeling Carol was starting to suspect something.  She had become reserved and distant, well, more than usual.  She had also begun to go out more often, and when she did, if the kids were in bed, Gabi used the opportunity to come over and spend time with me. 

The videos of me being fucked by the guys as a sissy were all online, with my face in full view.  I had been against it, but Gabi wouldn’t accept anything else.  “Anyway, nobody will recognize you.” She explained.

“And if they do, what are they going to say?” Denisa continued. “That they were watching gay porn on Onlyfans?  Unlikely.”

“It’s not as if it is visible for everybody.  They need to be subscribed.”

In the end, I didn’t have a say in the matter. 

Things started to turn for the worse at the company Christmas party.  Usually, Carol never wanted to attend these things, but this time, she was looking forward to it.  Her excuse was the COVID situation made her want to party harder, but something told me that something else was afoot. 

I let Gabi know, and she simply shrugged.  “If she knows, it is not from me. I’d be disappointed if she did, because that would mean I have nothing to hold over your head.”

Of course, Gabi demanded I take her shopping for a new dress for the party, even though she had already rinsed my account for more than fifty thousand…yes, she had decided to take the rest of that money eventually, and demanded a personalized credit card, linked to my account.  So, there I was, buying her a dress in Dior, and shoes in Louboutin.  “You aren’t taking me to the party, so you need to make damn sure I’m happy.” Gabi explained.

“Who are you taking?” I asked her.

“Denisa.”

“Nice.  Everyone’s gonna drool.”

“I know.” She smirked.

The night of the party, I was extremely nervous.  Under my suit, I was wearing red full-cut satin panties which Gabi had bought me.  In fact, I only wore panties now, and given Carol did the washing, I had to come clean to her that I liked wearing panties. 

“I know honey.” Carol laughed.  “You think I never knew about your panty fetish?”

The car pulled up outside the huge hall where the party was being held, and the doorman opened our door, allowing Carol to step out.  I had to admit, Carol looked stunning with her red hair down, dressed in a long flowing green dress which barely covered her C-cup boobs.  I followed her out of the car and walked with her into the building.  The hall was abuzz with multi-colored lights, playing some cheap dance music on sad sounding speakers.  In the middle of huge room was a large bar, with a queue on all sides.  Thankfully, champagne was being handed out at the entrance, which we both helped ourselves to.

We made small talk with various people we knew from the company, and then ran into Bryce, the CEO.

“Phil!” He said cheerfully.  “There’s my superstar.  In the most difficult period of our firm’s history, this man broke all sales records.  You must be really proud.”

“Oh, I certainly am.” Carol replied.  Something about her response felt like a half-finished sentence, but I didn’t press.  “Excuse me, I think I see someone I need to speak to.”

I looked up and my heart sank.  There, attracting all the attention in the room, was my beautiful girlfriend, Gabi, and my other beautiful girlfriend, Denisa.  They both looked stunning, in their sexy silk dresses, Gabi’s silver, and Denisa’s black. 

“That’s not good buddy.” Bryce mumbled as Carol walked away.

“Huh?” I asked, confused.

“The wife talking to the girlfriend.  Never good.”

“How do you…”

“Dude, the whole office knows.  You’ve done a really shitty job at keeping it a secret.  The only reason I told HR not to do anything about it was because you are both mega awesome at what you do.”

“Oh fuck.  This isn’t good.” I said, and followed my wife towards Gabi.

As I arrived, I heard Carol say, “And just what is your plan for my husband?”

I had expected Gabi to become defensive, maybe even apologetic.  I never expected her to go on the offense.  “My plan?  My plan was to keep him as my lover, as my sex slave.  But now I know you know, I might just take him from you.”

“Oh, I’d like to see you try.” Carol smirked.  She looked down at Gabi’s huge chest, at the key hanging between those luscious mounds.  I watched my wife lift her hand and run it down my girlfriend’s chest where she eventually picked up the key and held it.  “You didn’t let my husband’s cock out for the night?  Poor him.”

“I can let it out when I want it, which is whenever we are together.”

“With your boyfriends.” Carol stated.  “I never thought I would see my husband going gay.”

“You’d be amazed at what your husband knows how to do.  Did you know that he makes me orgasm,” she leaned forward to my wife’s ears, and whispered, “every, single, time?”

Carol whispered back.  “I’m sure he does, but I’m not letting Phil go without a fight.  And you’re gonna pay back every single penny you stole from my account.”

“It isn’t your account.  It’s Phil’s.  Anyway, you know he’s cheating on you.  You know he’s a fucking bisexual sissy.  Why the fuck do you still want him?”

“Because I don’t want you to have him.  I will fight for him, and then we will work out our problems, and I’ll be pissed at him for some time, but then we’ll be okay.”

“Bring it on.” Gabi stated, strolling over to me and wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me in for a deep kiss.  Denisa then followed her lead and did the same.  And then surprisingly, Carol did the same.

“Why don’t you hate me?” I asked Carol.

Carol shrugged.  “I do and I don’t.  There’s two in a marriage, and I didn’t do enough.  But we have kids together, remember?  That means we need to make this work.” Then she paused and kissed me again, before turning to Gabi and pulling her close.  “But tonight… is young.”  I looked down and saw her squeeze Carol’s butt hard. 

With that, Carol waved to Queenie Marquez from payroll, a woman who had known Carol for years, and she walked off, leaving me with Gabi and Denisa.

“This is completely fucked up.” I told them.

“You’re telling me.” Denisa agreed.

“I have no idea what she’s thinking, but I’m shocked she just left you here with me.” Gabi replied, pulling me close and kissing me.  “Let’s go get a proper drink.”

The night was beyond insane.  I spent a half hour chatting with Gabi, Denisa and a few members of the team.  Then I was joined by Carol who was happy and smiling, seemingly enjoying the night.  Amazingly, she even engaged with Gabi in a conversation about make-up and creams.  Then, as the dancefloor started to fill, Carol suggested we all go dance, and with a confused shrug from the others, that’s what we did.

To say we were the center of attention on the dancefloor was an understatement.  I had three hot women grinding up against me, or grinding up against each other.  At around midnight, Carol suggested we leave.  I nodded and looked at Gabi and Denisa, frowning as I wished them good night.

“Why are you saying good night?” Carol asked.  “I suggested we leave.  All of us.”

“Oh.”

“Yes, I was thinking we go back to your place, rather than ours.”

“Why?” Gabi asked.

“Um, well, my parents are over at our place watching the kids, and two, I was hoping to meet your other roommates.   I mean, are they gay or…”

“Bi.” Denisa stated.

“Great!” Carol grinned.  “So we all can have some fun.  Come on girls.  To the limo!”

We watched her strut happily out the building, and I heard Gabi say, “What the fuck?”

Once we were in the limo and the driver had the address, bedlam broke loose.  My pants were down around my ankles as Carol told Gabi to unlock my cock.  With shaking hands, Gabi handed over the key and watched as my wife unlocked my cock.  Then, Carol engulfed my cock with her mouth for the first time ever. 

“Oh fuck.” I gasped. Minutes later, she lifted her mouth off my cock.

“Let me see you ride him.” Carol told Gabi.

Without a word, Gabi unzipped her dress and let it drop, revealing the fact she wasn’t wearing any underwear at all.  She quickly climbed up me and lowered herself onto my cock.              “This is insane.” Gabi whispered.

“Nothing has been sane for months.” I told her.

I looked to my left, and Carol had grabbed Denisa and was kissing her like a girl gone wild.  I watched as my wife raised the hem of the girl’s dress and literally rammed her fingers into the girl’s cunt. 

“Fuck!” Denisa cried out.  “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

The situation was getting to Gabi.  She began rocking on me much faster, her orgasm about to arrive faster than ever before.  To my side, Carol had flipped Denisa around so that she was seated next to me, and now my wife was buried between Denisa’s legs.  My straightlaced, boring wife, was licking pussy like and expert.  I had no idea where any of this had come from.

By the time we arrived at the house, I had fucked Gabi, and Denisa, and watched Carol make out with both girls.  We didn’t bother dressing as we ran from the car to the house.  We simply said good night to the really confused driver, and dived in. 

The guys were up watching a movie and to say they were shocked to see us in such a state of undress would be an understatement.  My wife kissed each of them by way of greeting and asked if there was any tequila or vodka about.  Denisa said she had a bottle of Russian Standard in the freezer, and went to grab it.  In the meantime, Carol began working on Chris’ pants, as Simon began working on Carol’s pussy. 

“What do you wanna do?” I asked Gabi.

“I want to see how free your wife really is.” She laughed, running to her room.  I knew what she was going for, and I really didn’t think it was a good idea.  Sure enough, moments later, she was back with a small vial of white powder.  Using a very small spoon, she placed the power under my nose.  “Sniff.”

“Gabi, I don’t think molly is a good idea right now.” I complained.

“I don’t remember asking, slave.  Do it.”

I sniffed the powder into my nose, followed by a small scoop up the other.  I watched Gabi do some too, and then watched her move over to Carol, who was now riding Chris’ cock.  Gabi scooped out the drugs and held it under Carol’s nose.  Carol looked at it a little apprehensively.

“Carol, you don’t need to do it.” I reassured her.

“Is this cocaine?” Carol asked.

“No, it’s molly.  MDMA.”

Without giving it another thought, Carol sniffed it down, and then took the next one Gabi dished out.  Just as she did so, Denisa returned with vodka bottle.

“I don’t think we need glasses, right?” She said, taking a swig and handing it to Carol.

Carol took a long swig of vodka before handing it to Gabi.  “Gabi, why don’t you take Phil and get him changed into that sissy dress.”

“Good idea.”

Once I was alone with Gabi, she grabbed me and kissed me like a mad woman.

“What do you think she’s up to?” She asked me.

“I was going to ask you the same.  I’ve never seen her like this.”

“Well this strange night is about to get stranger, but it doesn’t change a thing.  I obviously won’t ask you who you choose, and she hasn’t asked you either.  I think that is a highway to failure.  But I will fight for you.  I love you, and she’ll never change that.”

“I love you too, but Gabi, she has a point.  We have kids together.”

“Kids who are quite old now, who would understand.”

“It’s not that simple.”

“So you’re giving up?” Gabi asked me.

“I’m not saying that Gabi, but this is so hard for me.”

“And I know that baby, I really do.  I hate this, but yes, I want you.” She sighed.  “Let’s get you dressed.”

Ten minutes later, I was downstairs watching three men fucked my wife as Denisa sucked on Carol’s tits.  It was something like out of the most erotic dream ever, and it was only just beginning.  We all fucked until mid-morning, with Carol watching for the first time as I got spit-roasted by two of the guys.  The drugs and alcohol lightened the mood, and it was something truly wonderful to behold, watching my wife take Gabi’s face in her hands and kiss her passionately.

We passed out at ten am covered in cum and wrapped in each other’s arms.  We awoke at four pm, with Carol calling her parents to check on the kids.  It seemed that she had warned them that we would be away for the weekend, which was interesting, as I knew nothing about it.

When we awoke, I was sent to make dinner for everyone, whilst the girls and guys sat to chat.  I listened in, trying to gauge what Carol was thinking.  Unfortunately, she was not willing to discuss it.

“So what is the plan then?” Gabi asked.

“No, no.” Carol responded.  “I’m here to have fun with you all, just as my husband has.  We’re here to party and play, not to argue or discuss anything.  We will sort this next week.”

And so, I watched them make out and fuck, and once we had eaten, the orgy continued, with Chris even suggesting he invite friends around to fuck me.  By midnight, there were twenty or so guys there, and Carol found it hilarious to watch me being passed from one gay guy to another.  More alcohol and drugs were passed around, which Carol did without question.

On Sunday, once we had cleaned up, Carol said to Gabi, “We don’t have a way home, obviously, so I’d appreciate it if you could drive us.”

“Um, okay.” Gabi replied.

“And you might as well pack some clothes for the night.  We need to talk anyway, and it might get late.”

“Sure.  Thanks.”

The discussion was not as heated as I had expected.  Carol spent some time asking what Gabi saw in me, and Gabi explained how hard it was to find someone who was not only good looking and intelligent, but also just as kinky and free as her.  Carol admitted that she never had an attachment to sex as I was her first, and she knew very little about kink.  That being said, she admitted that she enjoyed everything about what they had done that weekend.

“Why do you think Philip should leave me and the kids, for you?  And do you think that by living with you, you are providing a safe environment for my children to visit?” Carol asked.

“Are you suggesting I wouldn’t prepare the environment for them?” Gabi asked, a little hurt by the question.

“No, not at all.  It is a genuine question.  If you say you can and you will, then I will believe you.”

“I’m not stupid.  The drugs and toys will be locked up.  They will be well protected.  As to why I think Phil should leave you, well, for one reason only, and that is, I can make him happy.”

“Are you suggesting I can’t?”

“No, I’m suggesting he hasn’t been happy for a while, and I fear forcing you to change who you are to try to fit in with his ideal will lead you to resent him eventually, or you will give up and he will not have you or me anymore, and he’ll be desperately sad.”

For the first time that night, Carol flinched.  In fact, for the first time, Gabi said something so truly profound, that I found myself questioning this whole situation, and wondering why I wasn’t walking out the door with her right then.  Then Carol gathered herself and answered back.

“You seem to be suggesting that your way of living is exactly what he wants.  So far, to my knowledge, you have given him a lot of sexual excitement, but little in the way of security.  What happens when he gets sick?  What would happen if he lost his job and all his money?  What would happen if you got sick and couldn’t provide the sexual gratitude which is keeping happy right now?  The fact of the matter is, I have provided him all of this.  He did lose his job once, and I supported him.  He did get extremely sick and I nursed him back to health.  The only thing I didn’t provide him was the sex, and to my knowledge, he wasn’t desperately unhappy, until he realized what he was missing.  He fiddled with his panties, sure, but to my knowledge, he wasn’t longing for anything.  Were you Phil?” She asked.

It was an interesting question.  I had pined for some BDSM, and I watched a lot of sissy porn.  Was I desperate for it?  I didn’t know.  All I knew was, I wanted it then.  “I…I needed some things.  I didn’t know enough about it to want it.”

“Then I’m sorry.” Carol replied.  “I’m sorry I ignored your needs.  Gabi, have you heard of the eight-twenty split?”

“When a man is eighty-percent satisfied, but is missing something from his life, which is maybe twenty-percent relevant.  He then leaves the eighty-percent for what is missing, only to find that he is eighty-percent unfulfilled.” Gabi sighed.

“Correct.”

“Except, you are assuming one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“You’re assuming I don’t love him.” For the second time that night, Carol flinched.  “You see, I fell in love with the man, not the sissy.  I love that he’s a sissy, yes, but I love his kindness.  I love how much he cares about me.  I love that he knows how to talk me out of my own stupidity.  He makes me feel like a woman, not just a piece of meat.  As to what I’d be willing to do for him, I thought about that.  He’s fifteen years older than me, and I asked myself, what can I expect?  Can I do the things you said?  I’ve already asked myself all that, and without a moment’s hesitation, I said yes.  This is not about any of that anymore.  This is about who can provide him with long-term happiness, and I’m sorry, it isn’t you Carol.  You deserve someone who can make you happy because they want to.  With Phil, you’re always going to be questioning whether or not he is truly happy.  Is that what you want?”

Nodding, Carol asked, “And blackmailing him into doing things, is that going to make him happy?”

“The blackmailing is the only way to get him to expand his own horizons.  It was the only way to make him trust who he really is.”

“And that is?”

“A bisexual sissy slut who needs cock as much as he needs pussy.  A slut who if he would lose his job, would gladly dress up in his finest sissy clothes and walk the street to get fucked in order to make money to keep me in expensive clothes.  And do you know why?  Because he wants to.  He craves that humiliation.  Because it is all he deserves.” For the first time, it looked like Gabi became frustrated, as if she didn’t like this situation and didn’t like to be questioned. 

Carol smiled and looked at me.  She felt that Gabi’s emotional outburst was a sign that she was getting to her, but I knew the truth.  Gabi’s speech was a sales pitch.  It was aimed at me because she knew it would get me horny.  Carol’s tactic was to convince Gabi that I was better off staying put.  Gabi was trying to convince me that I was better off with her. 

“I think we should take a break here.” Carol said.  “I’m getting hungry and could do with a drink.”

We ordered a pizza and drank a bottle of white wine.  Of course, the break also meant we all ended in bed together making love.  It was such a bizarre situation to be in, but never one to look a gift horse in the mouth, I took joy in the fact that my wife seemed comfortable sucking on my girlfriend’s tits, whilst Gabi rode my cock.

Break over, and still stark naked and lying in each other’s arms, the girls discussed well into the night.  It reached a point where they decided they couldn’t decide, and declared that it would be done to me to decide.  By one am, they were locked in a 69 licking each other’s pussies, and that was it.  Done.  Conversation over.

When I arrived home from work on Monday night, I arrived to find my kids were away for the week at Carol’s parents.  Carol had gone all out and purchased an very sexy red latex body, covered with buckles and straps, with matching latex thigh-high boots.  Her lips were made up professionally, and in her hand, she held a red crop.

“Go up to the spare room and take a look.” She ordered.

I walked upstairs to the spare room in the attic and found a bright pink lacy room, dressed up in satins and lace all over, with a pink dresser, cupboard and drawers.  Opening them up, I found all my panties, and more, bras, stockings, suspenders, and in the cupboard, dresses and whore’s wear of all different types. 

“Get changed into the hot pink spandex micro skirt, and the matching top.  Then make sure you have the pink fishnets on. Then call me.” She ordered, and walked away, locking the door behind her.

In shock that she could do all this so quickly, I got dressed as fast as possible, and called her.  She arrived in the room and told me to sit at the dresser.  She made up my face using lots of pinks and purples, and in the end, I found myself looing extremely slutty.  Onto my head, she clipped a long blonde wig, and then handed me a pair of bright pink strappy shoes, with a five-inch heel. 

“You already know how to walk in heels.” She stated.  “I saw it on a video.” She then handed me a little pink handbag and told me to open it.  I did.  “You have a small burner phone with my number in it.  You can call me or the emergency services, and that’s it.  I’ve also given you a packet of cigarettes to smoke, and ten condoms.”

“Can I ask what the plan is?” I said.

“The plan is, you need to make the money back that you gave to your little whore.” She stated.  “And I can think of no better way of doing it, than being a whore yourself.  This will be your nights for the foreseeable future.”

“You plan to force me into prostitution?”

“Yes, I do.  Given that Gabi has locked up your cock and has the key, I guess you’ll only be on the receiving end.”

“Why the cigarettes?  Since when do either of us smoke?”

“Since you are a whore.  Stop fucking questioning me!” Carol screamed, slapping my face.  “Fucking cunt!  You are a whore now.  That is what you will do.  You will take cock for me.  And what will I be doing?  I will be fucking your colleague, Greg.  He is coming over tonight.  Now.  Get out to the car, I’ll drive you to the red-light district in the gay part of town.”

That night, I walked the streets and for the first time in my life, I worked as a transvestite prostitute.  It was actually funny that Carol had taken the threat that Gabi used to turn me on, and turned it into reality before Gabi could.  I was so fucking horny all night, and it was something special to be taken for money for the first time.

“So how many men fucked you in the end?” Gabi asked when I told her at work.

“Six.”

“Fuck.  I can’t believe she stole my idea.” Gabi complained.

“Right?”

“Well, that backfired on her.”

“How so?”

“Because you know it was my idea.  And you know I would never do it to punish you or put you in danger.  I would do it because it is fun for you.  My reasoning is different to hers.”

She had a point.  “I did enjoy it thought.”

She burst out laughing.  “Of course, you did!  You’re a horn dog like me honey.”

“So will you pick me up tonight?”

“Oh no, I’m sorry honey.  You need to work this week.  I guess I won’t see you till the weekend.  Um, didn’t Carol say you needed to smoke the whole packet before you get home?”

“Yes.”

“Well?  Go on then.  Smoke break.”

“You never made me smoke.  Even though you do.”

“Because I didn’t want her to smell it on you, but now this is different.”

I grabbed the packet of Marlboro red and stood.  “Why does everyone want me to smoke all of a sudden?”

“Because it’s sexy, and dirty.”

Every night that week was spent getting fucked by strangers for money.  Every evening I ran into Greg, who found the whole thing hilarious.  The whole situation was beyond insane, but I didn’t want any of it to end. 

Saturday would be my time with Gabi, Carol knew that.  So on Friday night, as I was preparing to go out on the streets, and Carol was getting buttfucked on my new sissy bed behind me, Carol was talking to me, reminding me of what I would be missing if I left.

“Wouldn’t it feel great, knowing that for the rest of your life you would be living with the woman you have loved all these years, who bore your children, knowing that she would never let your cock anywhere near her again?  Knowing you would only be her little gay sissy whore?  Knowing that Greg and maybe other men would be fucking me right in front of you, every single night?  Greg is going to be coming here a lot honey.  He’s so much better than you.  I know you want to be a cuckold, but to be a gay whore at the same time, every single night.  Two jobs?  Corporate whore and street whore.  That is your life with me from now on.  I promise it.”

Fuck, she was making this hard.  She was dressed in this sexy babydoll and Greg was really giving it to her.  And I knew I would need to clean his dick and her ass before she drove me anywhere.

I managed to get some sleep, before driving to Gabi’s on Saturday.  I was wondering what Gabi had planned for me and reasoned she would go the polar opposite to Carol and show me how much of a loving person she could be.  So imagine my surprise to find three large heavyset black men waiting for me, and imagine my bigger surprise when she said, “there.  Rape him all day.  I’m going out to spend his money.”

It was brutal.  She had instructed them to treat me as rough as possible, that if I didn’t cooperate at any time, they were to hit me.  Their cocks were huge, like beer cans.  The sex was amazing, don’t get me wrong, but they treated me like a ragdoll. 

When she arrived back, Gabi had spent nearly ten thousand, and looked amazing.  The black guys were pounding me at high-speed front and back, over and over, and my body was shaking all over.  Finally though, they let me loose and by six, headed out, leaving me alone with Gabi and Denisa. 

“So, let’s look at the video.” Gabi said, and showed me the recording of me being brutally fucked all day.  “If you leave me, then I will send this video to your friends, your parents and everyone at work.  I will ruin every single element of your life, and then you will come crawling back to me on your knees.  And do you know what I’ll do?”

I shook my head.

“I will take you back with open arms.” She told me softly.

“So this is your plan?  To threaten me?” I asked her.

“Oh, I don’t think I’m threatening you honey.  I think I’m giving you exactly what you want.  Look at me baby.” I stared into her eyes as she held my face.  “I love you so much, that I would rather destroy every element of your life to keep you.  And boy, does it make me wet to imagine you on your knees crying as your family and friends disown you.”

“Oh fuck.” I said, and came in my panties.  She simply grinned.

“Tomorrow, you will go home and tell your wife you are leaving her, then you will come here and live your life as my street whore.”

That night, all three of us made love, a reminder of the fact that these two girls were in a relationship too, and that I would be sleeping with both every single night.

Of course, Carol wasn’t having it.  The moment I let her know I had no choice, she gave me the same ultimatum.  “Don’t forget, I have photos and video of you too, and if you leave me, then I’ll destroy you too.”

I was at an impasse and I needed to let Gabi know.  I gave her a call and she agreed to come over.  She arrived, together with Denisa and immediately ended up in a screaming match with Carol.  Denisa and I watched as the went at each other, pointing and screaming, until Gabi said that Carol could never satisfy me, because she never had once.  That ended up with a slap around Gabi’s face, which turned into hair-pulling and a roll on the ground.  It may have been a cliché, but by the time Denisa and I made it to them to separate them both, the two girls with kissing and making out.  This bullshit was going nowhere.

“I should just run off with you.” I told Denisa, who giggled.

Finally, the girls broke the kiss and Gabi said, “Fine, play it that way, but if you won’t let him loose, then I’m moving in here with Denisa.”

“Fine!  Do that.” Carol screamed.

“I will!” Gabi screamed back.

“Bitch!”

“Whore!”

“Cunt!”

“Slut!”

And then they were kissing again, and minutes later, were licking each other. 

Over the course of the week, I was back out on the streets again, working every night.  If I thought that Gabi living with us would give me a reprieve, then I was mistaken.  Instead of the girls going at their throats, they were all going at each other, literally.  Greg was coming around every night as he did the previous week, however, instead of just fucking Carol, he got to experience all three girls, whilst I worked until one in the morning every night.  When I arrived home, I arrived to an empty bed, as all three women and Greg, were in the master bed together, fast asleep in each other’s arms.

Saturday became the day we travelled to Gabi and Denisa’s house so that we could spend time with the guys.  Whenever Carol could find a sitter, then she travelled with us, and took part in the ceremony of me getting fucked by groups of guys.

After a month of this, I was finally sat down by Gabi and Carol, and asked if I had made a decision.

I allowed myself a moment’s contemplation to gather my thoughts, and then said, “Yes, I have.”

The girls leaned forward.  “Go on.”

“I want to stay here, in this house, with you Carol…” I began.  Carol began grinning and Gabi looked sad; so I continued.  “And you Gabi.  And you Denisa.  And Greg eventually.  I think what we have here is going great.  You two never fight.” I told Gabi and Carol.  “In fact, you spend more time laughing and joking together like old friends, that I find it hard to imagine at all that you hate each other.  I think you are both really happy, and that makes me happy.  But, at the end of the day, I don’t think it is me making this decision.”

Gabi and Carol looked at each other in shock.  They had never once considered the idea that we would all stay together.  Before Carol could say anything though, Gabi leaned forward and said she had a couple of points.

“One, what about the guys?  Excluding them would be hard, and yet having them move in here would be a mistake, for the sake of the kids.  Two, what about living arrangements?  Whilst I enjoy the time we spend together Carol, I do want time to be alone with Phil.  Would you be okay with that?  And finally, three, what about the blackmail situation?  I am a dominant, and I need control.  If I don’t have control, then I have a problem.”

Carol sneered.  “I thought you had enough blackmail material on him?”

Gabi didn’t even blink.  “I wasn’t talking about him.  I was talking about you.”

Carol did blink.  In fact, her lips parted and for a moment, I believed she let out a small moan of excitement.  “Y-you want to dominate me?”

“I think I should be the head of the household, don’t you?  That includes making you my bitch.”

For a moment, I thought Carol would get up and hit Gabi across the face; however, instead, she turned to me and said, “I agree.  I agree to it all.  Gabi, um, Mistress Gabi, I think we need to find a way where we can all be close, and I agree, it would not be fair on the guys to leave them out.  However, I don’t think we need to take responsibility for their happiness.  My suggestion is that we talk to them and ask them what they would prefer.”

“That’s a good idea.” Gabi smiled.

“As to your second point, um, well, I don’t think I really have a say in that.  Point three invalidates point two.  I am to be your slave, and you are to blackmail me into submission, so therefore, I really have no say in the matter.”

Once again, Gabi smiled, but it was a smile I had seen before.  She was a highly intelligent girl, and knew full well that for polygamy to work, it needed constant communication and acceptance.

“Carol, I would love nothing more to be a ruling queen who decided everything, but that is not how it works.  There may be times when you simply don’t feel comfortable with the situation, and I really don’t want you to hate me for that.  We must be able to communicate and say what is on our minds.  Consent is everything, and whilst I will be blackmailing you to do things, it is only with the consent in mind.  Please remember that.”

Carol looked over at me and said, “I can see why you love her.  It’s hard not to, isn’t it?”

“Very.” I agreed, taking Gabi’s hand.

“In that case, Gabi, let’s see how it goes, but I will have Greg here quite often.  I’m actually quite smitten by him, if I can be honest, and the fact he loves this arrangement makes it tremendously easy.”

Again, Gabi smiled, but quickly became serious.  “Actually, I have just thought of something, well, two things, which could throw a spanner in the works.”

“And they are?” Carol asked.

“Well, um, I had wanted to marry Phil, one day, and I can’t do that if he stays married to you.”

“Okay.  And the other?”

“Both Denisa and I wanted to have kids.  I love Denisa just as much as Phil, and she is my submissive too, albeit differently than Phil.  Denisa wants a child born from Phil, as do I.”

Carol nodded and frowned.  “The first point, well, can we just play that one by ear?  If things play out the way I am hoping, then,” she sighed, “maybe we can do it such that Phil and I divorce, and I marry Greg, and you marry Phil.  But what about Denisa?”

For the first time, Denisa spoke up.  “Oh, I don’t care about marriage. I know I’ll always be with Gabi.”

“Okay.” Carol nodded.  “To your second point, well, I love kids and I miss when my kids were babies.  If it was up to me, we would have had more kids.  I think you need to address your question to Phil, not me.”

The women turned to face me and I found myself in the spotlight.  Yes, I had said two kids and done with Carol, but the moment I knew I faced a relationship with a young girl like Gabi, I knew that the question of kids would eventually come up.  Admittedly, that I would need to impregnate Denisa was a new one, but hell, in for a penny….

“You are all doing everything you can to make me happy.” I said.  “This whole situation has been about my happiness.  Gabi claims she can make me happy by embracing our shared fetishes, and Carol, you didn’t abandon me when you found out I cheated.  Not once have you asked anything of me until now.  It would be hypocritical and down-right horrible to say no to your request.”

“But you shouldn’t have kids if you don’t want them.” Denisa pointed out.

“On the contrary, I never said I don’t want kids with you.  The idea of having kids with you is, well, it’s a good feeling.  I feels like it confirms everything.” Gabi stroked my face with her thumb. 

“What about Greg?” Carol asked.  “What if he wants kids?”

“I think that is a question for you and Greg.” I told her.

“You wouldn’t mind?”

“My wife being impregnated by man?” I chuckled, “call me weird, but that’s pretty hot.”

“You are weird.” Carol laughed.

“Hmm, think Greg would want to get us pregnant too?” Gabi asked.

“You would need to ask him, but I wouldn’t be against it.” Carol giggled.

For a moment, we sat in quiet contemplation.  “Are we really doing this?” Gabi asked.

“I think so.” Carol replied, stepping over to Gabi.  Gabi stood and the two held each other’s hands.  “I have to admit, these past few weeks have been the most exciting, fun and relaxing of my life.  I finally feel happy.”

“Right?” Gabi chuckled. “It’s really fun and whilst I can’t promise we won’t have bad days, at least we will all be here to support each other.”

Carol waved for us all to stand and pulled Denisa and I into a hug with Gabi.

“I love you all.” Carol told us.

“I love you all too.” I told them.

“Me too.” Denisa agreed.

“I can’t remember ever feeling as much love as I do.  It’s like my heart will explode. I love you all so very very much.” Gabi explained, a tear in her eye.  “Phil, you have given me more than I ever imagined, and Carol, you have given me faith in the good of people.  Thank you.  I love you all.”

We hugged and we kissed, and then we realized we had a harder topic to handle.  “We’re going to need to talk to the kids.  This must be hard enough to understand for them.  We need to explain the situation.” Carol stated.

“Yes, true.” I agreed.

That evening, we sat down with the kids and had the conversation.  We explained that love can come from the strangest of places, and that it is never static but fluid.  We explained that whilst they knew Gabi and Denisa, and Greg, they didn’t really know what the dynamic was.  I explained that I had fallen in love with Gabi and Denisa, and Carol admitted she felt the same way.

“So we felt it would be best that instead of hiding this from you, we would let you know how we feel.” Carol told them. 

“Gabi and Denisa will be living with us from now on.  They will be part of the family.” I said.

They had a ton of questions.  Our kids were not stupid by any stretch and they knew there was more to this than just falling in love, but in the end, the most important question of all stood out for both.  “Does this mean we get more presents for Christmas and birthdays?” They asked.

Gabi grinned, and stroked their heads.  “It certainly does.” She told them, and they both grinned.

“Not that we want you to become spoiled brats!” I laughed.

“We won’t.” The smiled.

Carol smiled at them.  “Just think of this as a whole lot more love to go round.”

“Sure.”

After they left to go play, Denisa said, “That was a lot easier than I expected it to be.”

“They’re smart kids.  We always brought them up with the idea that love was just love, not matter who they are with.” Carol explained. “The last thing I ever wanted was for them to discover they are gay and not have the ability to discuss it with us.”

“True.”

The next conversation was with Greg.  The girls decided I didn’t need to work that night.  In fact, Carol felt that I had paid my debt to her, and that if I didn’t want to work as a hooker anymore, I didn’t need to.

“You do realise that if I didn’t want to do it, I wouldn’t have, right?” I told her, laughing.

“I know.” Carol chuckled.  “I just wanted to be certain.”

Greg found the whole thing exciting, and as a single guy, he was more than open to such a fun lifestyle.  However, Carol felt the need to explain to him that this wasn’t just about a bit of fun anymore.

“Greg, I’m actually talking about you entering into a serious committed relationship with me.” Carol began.  “And with Phil, and Gabi, and Denisa.  I’m talking about you potentially moving in.”

Greg blew his cheeks out and sighed. “Are you suggesting a polygamous relationship?”  Greg was a young man, in his late twenties, and given how muscular and good looking he was, he could have any girl he wanted.  In fact, in the office, everyone loved him.  However, he was also a really nice guy.  In the time he had been messing around with us, he never once let our secret out at work.

“Yes, we are.” Carol told him.

Once more, he blew his cheeks out and then nodded.  “It’s a tough call.  I had wanted to settle down and have kids one day.”

“Um, well, so do we.” Carol admitted.

“All three of us.” Denisa told him.

“Wait.  Are you suggesting I get all three of you pregnant?” He asked.

“Well, you and Phil, yes.”

“I always wanted lots of kids.” He grinned.  “And well, huh, why not?  I mean…” He looked at me, in the pink sissy dress I was in, and smiled.  “Fuck, yeah, why not?”  He immediately pounced on my wife for a kiss.

That night, we all slept together in one bed.  I write slept but there wasn’t much sleeping going on.  With me in a sexy pink chiffon nightie, Greg decided it was time I got to experience sex with him.  I was not disappointed.  Greg’s cock was long and thick, but that wasn’t the perfect thing about it.  It twisted up just a tad at the tip, so when it went in, it immediately stimulated my prostate.  Honestly, within seconds of him entering me, I melted into this slobbering mess on the bed who groaned with every shove.  It was the most amazing sex I had ever experienced, and I desperately wanted it to continue.

Of course, I got to watch Greg satisfy my three girls, before I suddenly realized, I was to become one of Greg’s four girls.  For some reason, that turned me on even more.

The next big task was to talk to Chris and the boys.  As it turned out, it was not such a big task, as the others were actually entering into serious relationships and only Chris wanted to continue to play.  So, we sat down and discussed what to do with him.

“I can’t leave him to cover our rent.” Gabi frowned.  “That wouldn’t be fair.”

Carol had a suggestion.  “Phil, you had wanted to convert the basement into a mancave.  What if we turned that into an apartment of sorts?”

“There’s plenty of room.” Phil agreed.  The house actually had a huge basement, divided into multiple rooms.  One was a laundry room, which we used frequently, but the rest were just storage spaces which could easily be cleaned up.

“Show me.” Gabi asked.  We walked down the stairs into the basement, and Gabi was impressed by the space.  “Let’s be honest, Chris doesn’t need all this space.”

“What do you suggest?” Carol asked.

“This big room is what?  Forty square metres?”

“Give or take.” I said.

“We could turn this into a playroom.  Lockable, of course, to protect the kids.  BDSM equipment, beds and a sex swing maybe.” Gabi noted.

Carol nodded.  “It’s a good idea.  We could paint it red.”

“Definitely.  That’s the dream.” Gabi grinned.

That evening, we called Chris and told him our plan.  He was definitely excited but asked to see the room first.  Something about telling someone that they could live in the basement next to a sex dungeon doesn’t always put you in the right frame of mind.  We agreed that he should stop by Saturday, as the kids were away anyway.

Thursday evening, I was back out on the street working again.  The reason was that Gabi felt that if I stopped going frequently, then I would stop going altogether, and she didn’t want that.  It was a nice evening out, and there were not many girls like me working.  I arrived at six pm, dressed in a black PVC mini-skirt, a lacy pink halter-neck crop-top, pink lace stockings, pink suspenders, which were clearly visible, and pink arm-length lace gloves. 

Given how nice it was out, it was very busy, so for the first time, I actually had an extremely busy night. 

My first client arrived literally a minute after I arrived.  A fat German man in a black BMW 7 series wanted a blowjob.  He lasted five minutes.  A well-earned twenty for five minutes work.  The moment I was dropped off, another car pulled up.  He wanted to fuck, so we drove to a nearby carpark by an old, abandoned factory, where us girls usually went, and there he fucked me.  By nine in the evening, I had been fucked by twenty guys, and the night was still young.  By one in the morning, I broke a century.  The girls on the street even admitted that they had never seen it this busy, where punters were queuing up. 

“Are you staying on?” A tranny called Candy asked me.

“I should be getting home.” I said.

“Babe, there’s so much money to be made tonight.  Look at it out there.  This is crazy!”

I took out my phone and called Carol, letting her know that I would be staying the night.  She laughed about it, but said sure and to be safe.

It was actually gone seven when I arrived home, and I could no longer walk.  My ass was on fire, and my muscles had turned to jelly.

“I’m taking today off work.” I told Gabi.  “If anyone is asking for me, then tell them I’m sick.”

Gabi smiled at my predicament, but decided that it would be too easy for me to just give up like that.  “I’m sorry honey, but you need to work.  Either you go to the office, or you go back on the street.” She explained.

“I agree.” Denisa said.  “I think you need to go back on the street.”

“I made thousands last night.” I told them, handing over the money.  Immediately, the girls divided it by three and took it.

“I think he needs to go back out there.” Carol noted, nodding.  “Don’t you have anything which could wake him up a bit?”

Gabi thought about that.  “Mmmm… Maybe.  Hold on.” She pulled out her phone and dialed a number, walking into another room.  Then moments later, she was back with a smile on her face.  A friend will be over in twenty minutes with just the thing he needs. 

Twenty minutes later, a guy I recognized as Evan arrived. Evan was a gay friend of Simon’s and he had fucked me a few times before.

He handed over a prepared syringe to Gabi, who then prepared my arm.  She put a belt around my bicep and pulled it tight, and then she found a vein. 

“That better not be heroin.” I warned.

“It’s not.” She mumbled.  “This time.” She grinned.  “It’s just a little speed.”

She pushed the needle into my arm and squeezed the plunger.  As she released the belt, I gasped as the drug hit almost instantly.  I felt a sudden burning rush to my face, and then I felt brutally horny.

“That was so hot.” Carol stated.  “Fucking drugging him like that, that was hot.”

“Right?” Gabi grinned.  “Go on honey.  Back to work.  No coming home until we come for you.”

Carol actually showed up at around lunchtime to bring me a sandwich and a drink.  She asked me how I was and I let her know that I was actually fine, but it was not as busy as the night time.  “I’ve had three customers since I arrived.”

“Let’s give it till five, and if it is still slow, then you can come home.” She told me.

At four, Gabi called me to ask how things were going.  I explained that things were picking up and since two I had maybe four customers.  She asked if I was getting tired again, which I definitely was.  A half hour later, Denisa showed up with Simon, and the two gave me another shot of drugs. 

At eight, Gabi, Greg and Carol stopped off to bring me more food, which I ate with gusto.  “Simon and Evan will stop by at ten to give you another shot.” Carol explained.  “That should keep you going till morning.  It looks quite busy again.”

“It is.  I’ve been non-stop since six.” I told them.

“Are you enjoying this?” Gabi asked.

“Yes, definitely.”

“Good.  Um, let’s just agree no sex for a bit though until we can get you tested.  I know your customers are wearing condoms, but you never know.”

“I know.  In fact, for a moment earlier, I thought a condom had broken, but it hadn’t.  It was just the lube.”

“Yeah, and that’s another thing.  Spoofing.  Some people take the condom off for the fun of it without saying.  So just be careful.”

“I will.”

“If I knew you would be safe, I would tell you to do it without a condom, but we can’t risk it.”

“I’d also prefer to go bareback, but I wouldn’t want to harm you all.” I told them.

Carol shrugged.  “You aren’t sleeping with me anymore, so if you want to, you can, but the risk is with Gabi and Denisa.”

Gabi shook her head.  “I still want to sleep with him for now.  Eventually, maybe, we can agree something.  Maybe by then medicine will be further.”

One of the other hookers overheard our conversation.  “You do know he can go on PrEP right?  That would protect him if he took it every day.”

“Really?” Gabi asked.

“Yep.”

“We’ll look into that.”

That night was just as busy as the last, and when I finally made it home.  When I arrived, there was a nice hot bath waiting for me, a warm drink, and the girls made sure to pamper me.  I was given a lovely meal, and then they let me curl up in bed and sleep. 

It was gone five in the afternoon when I awoke.  Still dressed in me pink satin and lace puffy nightie, and with a matching robe thrown over, I headed downstairs to the living room, where I found all three girls, Greg, and Chris, all bunched together on our huge sofa.  The fire was on, as it was dark and pouring with rain outside.

“Hey baby.” Gabi purred.  “How are you?  We’ve ordered pizza, and we’re gonna watch a movie.”

“That actually sounds fantastic.” I smiled.

“Come here and get under the blanket with us.” Greg said, pulling the brown blanket back.

“I’ll make you a hot cocoa.” Carol said, jumping up.

“Do me a favour.” I said.  “Throw some rum in.”

“Good idea.” She grinned.

I gave all my girls a big, long kiss and sat on the sofa.  “Where’s ours?” Greg complained.

“I didn’t think you wanted one from me.” I laughed.

“You’re my lover too remember.” Greg noted, pulling at my satin robe gently.  I leaned over and joined him in a passionate embrace, and as I did so, Chris leaned in and snuggled with us both, before joining us for a kiss.  I found my cock stretching against my cage.  Greg also began to get horny, and I found him pulling me over his cock.

“You should wear a condom.” I whispered.  “The girls want me to get tested first.”

“That could take weeks.” He complained.

“Just fuck him.” Carol called out.

“Yeah, fuck him.  He’ll be fine.” Gabi agreed. 

With that encouragement, I was allowed to drop onto his erect shaft.  “Ow!” I said, hissing at the burning pain.

“Are you okay?” Greg asked.

“Yeah, I’ll be okay.  Just sore from last night.  Chris, let me suck your cock.”

The boys took turns fucking me, until both came deep inside me.  I then headed off to the bathroom to apply a lot of preparation H to my anus. 

“So, what did you decide?” I asked Chris when I returned.  “About the room.”

“Oh, I’m definitely taking it.  I’ll live here with you guys.  I’ll come by this week and begin the renovations.”

“We can all help I think.” I said, and the others agreed.

During that week, I didn’t need to work the streets until Friday, which gave me a few days to get fit.  The girls all agreed that I could take off my cage and I was allowed to fuck them all, even Carol.  When I wasn’t in the office, I was in the basement painting with Chris and the others.  By the weekend, Chris had a cool little apartment, and we had the basis of what would be our playroom.

One of the things I did regularly since working as a hooker, was smoke.  I had been actively encouraged to smoke by my wife, a non-smoker, at first, and later by Gabi, a smoker.  At that point, I was smoking a pack a day, which was a little more than Gabi.  On Wednesday though, for the first time ever, I was joined on the terrace by Carol, who lit a cigarette from her own packet next to me.

“Since when do you smoke?” I asked her.

“Since Mistress Gabi told me to.” Carol replied.

“I thought you said you would never touch a cigarette, no matter what.”

“She has pictures of me dressed as a hooker, taking black cock and licking Denisa’s pussy, with lines of MDMA next to me.  And she has my parent’s email address.” She grinned.

“How did she get all that?” I laughed.

“I let her.”

“Sucker.” I told her.  “So when did you start?”

“Last week, but not often.  Gabi said that I need to up the dose.”

“Hmm.  Good luck.  It still makes me feel a little sick.”

“It makes me feel very sick.  But I like that she’s forcing me to do things now.  Have you seen my underwear drawer lately?”

“I noticed you were wearing my risqué things.”

“I had to throw out anything boring.  She punished me once.”

“Why?  How?”

“She wanted me to drink her piss and I refused…at first.”

“And what did she do?”

“She whipped me.  A hundred strikes from a crop.  Hurt like a son of a bitch.  Hot as hell though.” She said, finishing her cigarette and using the butt to light another.  I did the same.

That became our regular time together.  Carol and I alone together with cigarettes, chatting away like we used to.  There was something relaxing about knowing I could still talk to my wife as if we were good friends.  Over time, I would come to realise that this was why I still loved her.  Carol and I basically worked together, as a couple.  We were a match, psychologically.

“I don’t know if I want to divorce you.” I would say to her one day.  “I think that would be a mistake.”

Carol simply smiled and shook her head.  “No, you’re wrong.  Everything we are doing is right.  It’s perfect.  And yes, I want to divorce you, because I want to marry Greg.  I love him, more than I love you.  I love what you were, and are, don’t get me wrong, and I want you to be here, part of my life, our lives, but honestly, I really love Greg.  And besides, you know it turns you on, knowing you can’t have me anymore.  Knowing you’ve lost me.  Knowing I love a real man, not a sissy.”

With a tear in my eye, I nodded.  “I know.”

“And you know that in time, Gabi will stop sleeping with you too.  She told me that.  She knows that there will come a time when you’ll just be a cuckold slave.”

“Did she?” I asked, not really that surprised.

“Yes.  It’s what we all want, we decided.  Greg suggested it.  He suggested he has all of us, and leaves you for Chris, and the girls agreed that it makes sense.”

But I’m getting ahead of myself.  Back to that week, smoking had become a regular thing.  However, as I prepared myself to hit the streets on Friday, I was altogether surprised to see all three girls walk in with the drugs they had been injecting me with the previous week.

“I thought that was a one-time thing?” I asked, slightly concerned that meth was a highly addictive drug.

“We all decided that if you will work the streets, then you should do this too.” Gabi explained.

“Aren’t you worried I’ll become addicted?”

“Actually, that’s kind of the point.” Carol said.  “That’s what turns us on.”

“You see, check my Facebook profile and you’ll understand.” Gabi noted.

It had been a long time since I had checked it.  I logged on and found that Gabi was documenting my transformation into a sissy slave, this time without the blurred face.  She noted that it was her goal to ultimately ruin me to the point that I relied on her.  It was her fantasy.  There was something drastically exciting about that. 

“What does that mean for us though?” I asked her.

“Nothing babe.  It’s just fun.  You’ll be fine.” Gabi told me, leaning down to kiss me.

Moments later, I felt the drugs run through me, and once again, I was out on the streets working.

The following week, nobody pushed me to work the streets, and I didn’t bring it up until Friday again.  I was the one who decided to go work, and the moment I did, they made sure I took the drugs before heading out.  Interestingly, the following week was the same, except by Wednesday, I was wondering why they hadn’t asked me to work, so I said I was going to work, and as such, I was given the drugs. 

On the Friday I normally headed out, it was now second nature to say I was working the streets that night, so I was given the drugs again. 

By Monday, I was craving the drugs, so I asked for them, and they said no, as I was not working. 

“Okay, then I’ll go work then.” I said, to which they agreed to give me the drugs.  I suddenly realized what they were playing at, and decided to just go out and work every night, including weekends. 

It was on the Wednesday evening before heading to work that I had the conversation about my future with Carol, which led me inside to talk to Gabi.  She sat me down and looked at me with sad eyes.

“I’m sorry Phil, but I can’t marry you.” She admitted.  “I’ve fallen in love with Greg and Carol and I want to only be with them.  I…I don’t think it would be a good idea for us to fuck anymore, or even sleep together.  Denisa feels the same way.”

“But I gave up my whole way of life for you.  I thought we were going to have kids together.”

“Greg will do that now.  I’m sorry Phil.  I really am.  But I’ve decided to keep you as my slave.”

On the one hand, I felt completely deflated, but on the other, the whole scenario was a turn on.  I told her that I accepted her decision. 

Over the next three weeks, I worked every single night as a hooker, which in turn meant my work began to suffer.  It wasn’t long until Gabi was promoted over me, and the first thing she did was fire me.  And how did she manage to get me instantly dismissed?  She sent me for a mandatory drug screening.

Obviously, we had a big house, and whilst the mortgage was mostly paid off, we still had heavy expenses.  Gabi’s new pay covered most of it, as did the money I brought in from the street, when combined with Greg’s wages as well as Chris’ and Denisa’s, I knew we would be fine.  However, Gabi went one step further.  She convinced Carol to join the company as her personal assistant.  What did it all mean for me?  Well, given that I was home alone all day, I was better off working on the street.  So, from then on, my start on the street was midday until three am.

It was about two months after that, that I was handed prepared divorce papers.  In there, I agreed to hand over absolutely everything to my wife, with zero rights to anything.  Of course, I signed it all.  Days after that, Gabi announced she was pregnant with Greg’s baby, and then days later, it was Denisa who announced she was pregnant.

“Honey, we have moved you down to the basement, and Chris has moved to the attic.” Gabi explained.  “We think that would be better, so you can come and go without the kids seeing you.”

It was a day after I had returned from a long shift on the street, and I arrived to find that what was a nicely done up room for Chris, has been transformed into a dull grey room, with a basic metal frame bed, a basic set of drawers, a basic cupboard, and a make-up table and mirror.  The TV was gone and there was nothing in there except grey.  The doorway to the house was barred and locked, and the only way in was through the back basement door.

When I opened the drawers and cupboards, I found that all my male attire was gone, and all that was left was whore’s clothes.  In another drawer were the drugs I had been taking, packs of cigarettes, and pills; lots of pills.  I found out that these were hormones and antiandrogens, and other pills which I wasn’t sure of. 

“Can I ask whose idea this was?” I asked Gabi.

“Well, it was Carol’s, but I agree with it.” Gabi explained.

“And if I don’t do it?”

“I’m afraid you don’t have any choice.  You have no job, no money of your own, no prospects, and your only safety net are your parents, and if you don’t do it, then we will expose you to them.”

I nodded and then I sighed.  “And all of this was Carol’s idea?”

“Well, yes.”

It all suddenly fell into place for me.  Everything.  I took my first pills and turned to Gabi and said, “We used to finish each other’s sentences.” I told her.  “Everyone said we were weird because we knew exactly what the other was thinking.  Carol knew about us, without even being told, because she knew what I was thinking.”

Gabi’s mouth dropped open.  She sank to the bed. “So she…”

“Knew what I was going to propose.  She knew I would propose that you move in.  She got you to fall for her, and she knew the fun we were having was too great to give up.”

“Are you suggesting her goal was to ruin you all along?” Gabi asked.

“Yes, I think so.”

“No…It can’t be, because I wanted to…”

“You wanted to marry me, but I was working all the time, and she said it was fine for you to be with Greg.”

“Yes but…”

“And now you are pregnant with Greg’s baby, and you don’t want me anymore.  And once I’m gone, which eventually, I will be…”

“I will be next.  A single mother.  But I have the job.”

“The job you just hired Carol to support you with.  Carol who is still on the pill?  The job I hired you for originally.”

Gabi’s mouth barely moved.  And then she said, “That bitch!  Well, two can play at that game!  I’ll have it aborted!  I still love you.  We’ll do what we suggested in the first place and move in together, and have our own kids.”

“Yeah, about that.”

“What?” I was googling the pills I had just taken.

“One of the pills I just took is a really strong chemical castration medicine.  I won’t be having kids anytime soon.”

“FUCK!”

Gabi bolted out the door and up into the house.  I followed her and then listened to her scream at Carol.  I arrived to see Carol sitting on the sofa, laughing, and then say, “What the fuck did you expect, you stupid bitch?  You stole my husband!  You broke up my family!  Did you think I would forgive you all?  Now you have nothing.  Your life is ruined.  Both pregnant, with a sissy who can’t get you pregnant.  Good luck with that life!”

“We will leave.” Gabi snarled.  “I still love Phil.  I’d love him as a sissy or whatever he was, and honestly, even if I have to give birth to this baby and raise him as our own, then I will.  And I’ll sue you and Greg for child support!”

“You’ll sue poor Greg for child support.  Poor Greg who once tried to rape me at one of the company parties.  Poor Greg who I also said I would ruin.  You have nothing!  But I’m not without a heart.  Phil can stay, he can work for me as a hooker, and life will go on.  You and Denisa can leave.  Chris can stay with me, and Greg can fuck off.”

“I won’t let you do this to Gabi and Denisa.” I said, stepping forward.  “I won’t let you ruin them like this.  If they leave, then I go too.”

“Good, then I’ll out you to your parents.  In fact…” Carol tapped something on her phone.  “Done.  Fuck off too!  Now you have no-one.”

I sighed, and shook my head.  “Fine.  Gabi, Denisa, let’s go stay in a hotel.”

I packed a few things, and took all the pills, and we headed out.  The girls with me.  We drove to a hotel where I asked Gabi to pay for the room.

“The money will run out.” Gabi said.  “I mean, if I end up getting fired because of her.”

“You will.  She has a plan, I can feel it.”

Gabi burst into tears.  “I’m so sorry Phil.  I can’t believe she manipulated me.”

“She’s a bitter woman, but please, don’t worry.  Money isn’t an issue.”

“Babe, I know you are a good hooker, but we need more than that.”

I grinned at Gabi.  “Do you remember when you found the fifty thou in my private saving account and took it?”

“Yes?”

“That was just one account.  I was married once before, to an absolutely tyrant, and after we divorced, I vowed to do everything I could to protect my money, just in case that happened again.  As such, I opened up an offshore account which Carol didn’t know about and pumped cash in there.  On top of that, my parents built up a maturity fund for me, which I set to mature into the offshore account.  I never really needed to work Gabi.  My parents are stinking rich.”

“Yes, but she told your parents everything.”

“And my parents will be disappointed in me, and that’s it.  They won’t give up their son because I did something stupid.  And they certainly won’t let me live on the streets.  All I need to do is transfer some funds from the offshore account to mine, and we’ll be fine.”

“How much?” Denisa asked.

“A hundred K to begin with.” I told her.  “I have five million there.”

“Oh my god!” The girls gasped, and both wrapped their arms around me.  “I’m so sorry for what we did to you.”

I laughed.  “I’m not.  Now, I need to get ready.”

“What for?  Why?” Gabi asked.

“I need to go to work.” I smiled.

Gabi grinned and opened up my case.  She found one of the prepared syringes and gave me a dark evil grin.  “Time for you to get fucked up.”

“Mmmm…yes Mistress.” I laughed.

One Year Later

Gabi’s old house in the woods was still available to rent at the time we were in the hotel, but we didn’t want to rent anymore.  The house was huge, in a beautiful location, and closer to the red-light district for my work.  Instead of rent, we decided to buy, and thankfully, the owners accepted.

When Chris found out what Carol had done, he left her and moved back in with us.  Greg also dumped her sorry ass and moved in with us, stating he would always stay close to his kids.  We agreed that it made sense for Greg to spend time with Denisa rather than Gabi, so they ended up sharing their own room.  For Gabi and I, it was a time to get closer together again.

What it all meant was, Carol was left alone with the kids, in the big house, with just the kids.  I had hoped to be able to still see the kids, but unfortunately, the divorce agreement, together with evidence of my substance abuse, meant that there was no chance of that.  For a time, it made me incredibly depressed, but thankfully, I had a great support group around me to get me through it.

I continued to work the streets and still do today.  It’s something I truly enjoy, and now that I have e-cup boobs which match Gabi’s, I enjoy it even more.

The drugs were a continuous part of my life for about six months, until Gabi decided that it made sense for me to wind it down.  “You’ve lost a ton of weight and are really thin.  I’m worried you might get ill if you continue to do it.” She explained.  “So, I will be taking away the drugs.  It’s going to be hell, but you’ll get through it.  But don’t worry.  In a couple of years, I’ll put you back on them again, just for the hell of it.” She grinned sadistically.

Eventually, Gabi gave birth to a baby girl.  Leyla.  Greg couldn’t have been prouder.  Then Denisa gave birth a week later, also to a girl, Naomi. 

I married Gabi shortly after that.  Both of us wore bridal dresses.  It was a double wedding, as Greg married Denisa, and Denisa couldn’t have been happier.

There is a new addition to the street with me.  Denisa gave up the hairdressing to work as a hooker.  Only two nights a week, but it was a requirement of her new master.  Greg really fell headfirst into the dominant master role, just as Denisa liked.

In the end, Gabi didn’t get fired from the company.  For one, given that she was pregnant, HR decided it would be problematic; and for two, she showed the CEO the pictures of Carol with the drugs, so he decided it would be hypocritical to fire her based on the same thing.  In the end, Gabi and Carol still work together, but given that Gabi is on maternity leave, they won’t need to see each other for a few more weeks. 

On the day, Gabi was meant to return to work, she turned to me and she said, “I see your ex-wife today.”

“Uh-huh.” I said, pretending to be uninterested.

“She sent me a Signal text.”

That got my attention.  She turned the phone to show me.  Dress sexy, if you still can after having a baby, stockings, suspenders, and no panties.  I’m going to make you fall in love with me all over again…

“Baby?” She called.

“Yes?”

Gabi grinned and opened her legs, pulling the skirt back to reveal the stockings, suspenders and no panties.  “I’m so looking forward to her tongue.  Should I do it?”

“You know what a manipulator she is.  What if she convinces you to ruin me again?”

“I know right?  And now that I know about all that money…” She grinned sinisterly.

“I know.”

“So should I wear the panties or not?” She asked.

“Oh definitely not.”

She sighed with happiness and bent down to kiss me.  “I think I’ll start you on the drugs again today.  Yes, go get them ready.”

Work was slow that day, but the drugs were so good.  I missed them terribly.  When I arrived home at one AM, I found Gabi in bed with Carol.  I looked at them, and then climbed in with them. 

“Hello you.” Carol said sleepily.

“Where are the kids?”

“With mum.” She looked at me with sad eyes, with tears, and she said, “I’m so sorry.  I’ve been stupid.”

I gave her a long deep kiss and said, “It’s fine.  I’ve long since forgiven you.  I started all this.”

“Will you take me back?  All of you?”

“Of course.”

Over time, we slowly got back together, and eventually, Carol became pregnant with Greg’s baby.  We all moved back in together, as one big happy, yet crazy family.

The End

BONUS STORY: The Interceptor

The technology of GPS position was not ideal for phone tracking.  It got you close to where you needed to be, but the update was too slow to properly track.  My technology combined multiple tracking points together with GPS, including unsigned Wi-Fi, cell towers, and 5G tech, to be able to track phones to the millimetre, in real-time.  This would be the security revolution of the century.

Unfortunately, nobody wanted it. 

In order to demonstrate the value of my tech, I built a phone game based on the old game show, The Interceptor.  Basically, an intense game of hide and seek.  Downloads were slow, and eventually, I pretty much forgot about it.

About a year later, I remembered the application, and signed into my old email to see if anyone had sent anything.  Imagine my surprise when I found a ton of emails saying how fantastic the app was.  I also had an email from a newspaper asking for an interview with me about the controversy around the app.

I spent some time googling and found an investigative article about a tracking game which had been turned into an app for sexual predators.  My eyes went wide as I read that people were using it for tracking people for dark purposes. 

I resolved to remove the game from the app store, but first I went back to my emails.  Eventually, I found a message from one woman who noted something interesting about the article.

“The article is wrong.  It is suggesting that predators are using the app in order to hunt and rape women, but that is not the full story.  There is a closed group who have been using the app for rape-play games, all fully consensual.  What we really need is to link this app to Consentify, the sexual consent app.  If we can have people sign in and offer consent, then there’s no issue.  Can you please develop this into the app? Thanks, Sara”

I gave that some thought and realized that it made sense.  If people could give consent, then it would be fine.  However, it was not so simple.  In order to give consent, one also needed to easily remove consent.  There also needed to be a user audit trail with real names. 

I decided to ask Sara for help.  “Hi Sara.  Thanks for your email and I’m sorry I haven’t replied sooner.  I’ll be happy to help, but it’s not so simple.  Consentify requires full names and such like, and it also requires the easy ability to withdraw consent.  I can develop something, but I really need help to scope this as I don’t fully have the knowledge of the need.  Let me know.  Vince.”

Surprisingly, Sara replied in minutes.  “Hi Vince!  Better late than never!  Sure, I’d love to help.  Wanna get together and go through it?  Do you know the Cross bar downtown?  We can meet there. Let me know, or text me on 555-177536 and let me know.  I’m going there tonight. Sara.”

I had nothing going on, so I texted her that I would meet her at seven and she confirmed.  With any luck she would be hot.  I needed a girlfriend.

I arrived at the dark gothic bar with my laptop and looked around.  It was quite busy with a lot of young people.  I decided to call the number and see who picked up.  In the back of the room, in a booth in a corner, a tall skinny girl with long blonde hair picked up.  I raised my hand, and she raised hers. 

“Hey, I’m…” I stopped and stared at her.  Sara was a transvestite.  A good-looking transvestite, I admit, but she was clearly a dude.  “I’m Vince.”

She grinned at me.  “Weren’t expecting a tranny, huh?”

I let out a nervous chuckle.  “Yeah, but it’s cool.”

“It better be buster.  Sit.” Her voice was soft, feminine.

I sat next to her as it would be easier to see the screen that way.  “Thanks for reaching out to me.  Honestly, I didn’t even know how my app was being used.  It was built to demonstrate the tech.”

“That’s cool, but we use it to fuck.  What we need is turn it into a proper app for this sort of thing, with all the settings needed.”

“And that’s where I need your help.  What sort of settings do we need then?”

I opened up the laptop and began to make notes.

“So, first of all, what are we, male, female, transvestite male, transvestite female.  Then, Top, Bottom or Versatile.  Then, hard play, BDSM, piss, you know, kinks?  Oh, safe or not.”

That confused me. “Sorry, why wouldn’t everyone not want it to be with a condom?”

She grinned.  “Trust me, once you try a bare cock up your ass, then you’ll know.”

“Yeah, sorry, straight.”

“Well, that’s a shame.” She purred.  “Anyway, you’ll also need a big activate button, so a person can show as ready to be hunted or not.”

“Um, I’m guessing there should be a way to track which places are safe to play, such as anywhere near schools, police stations and so on.”

She looked surprised.  “Good idea.  In fact, maybe people can rate play areas.”

“Good idea.”

“Oh, another option, home or hotel visits.  Door open and stuff.”

“This could get dangerous.”

“They need to opt in, come on.”

“Okay.”

We spent a while going through it, and I then quickly drew up a workflow.  Then I quickly coded a mock-up questionnaire.

“Wow, you’re fast!” She said.

“It’s just a sign-in screen.  Building a database to securely store the names and addresses, and some form of verification that they are who they say they are, is going to be hardest.”

“Wow.  Okay.  How long will that take you to develop?”

“Dunno.  I’ll start work on it tonight.”

“Want company?” She asked me.

I looked at her, her dark smoky eyes, little nose, dark lips.  She was wearing a tiny red velvet halter-neck crop-top, had a flat and firm pierced belly button.  Her skirt was jet black, shiny, some sort of PVC.  Her boots were thigh-high tied up to the top, with a metal spiked heal.

“I’m really straight, yeah?” I reminded her.

“And?  I’ve got nothing else to do, and I thought you could use the company.”

“Then, sure.”

“We can grab a bottle of vodka on the way home.”

“I have vodka.”

“Even better.”

We headed over to my apartment, where I began coding and she began drinking.  I did a couple of shots with her, but wanted to keep a clear head.

“Nice place.” She said.  “Love the exposed brickwork.”

“I like it.  Where do you live?”

“Two blocks from here.  No girlfriend then?”

“Nope.  Too focused on my work.”

“Shame.  Good looking guy like you.”

“Yeah, well, I don’t think that’s how girls see me.”

“I see you that way.”

I was about to say something about her not being a girl, but instead I said, “Well, thanks.”

We made small talk as I worked, and eventually she sat down on my sofa and put on some show on Netflix.  It was getting late, so I said to her, “Look, I’m not going to get this done tonight.  If you want, you can go home.”

“Yeah, probably a good idea.  I’ve got work tomorrow.”

She kissed my cheek and headed out, closing my thick metal door behind her.

I managed to get the database built and secured by morning, but there was still plenty of work left to do.  I fiddled with it whilst I was at work, whenever I could.  Then when I arrived home, I worked on the verification model.  The easiest way would be credit card, but the risk was of the use of stolen card data.  I decide to use a facial recognition app and ID scan.  In other words, the app would securely scan ID, then would use the camera to live scan the face and AI could verify facial elements. 

At around six, my doorbell rang.  I opened the door to find Sara stood there in a little black leatherette mini-dress and high-heeled sandals.  She was holding a large pizza and carrying a bag.

“I brought pizza and beers.” She said, giving me yay! smile. 

“Hey Sara, come in.”

“How are you getting on?” She asked, opening the pizza box.

“Good.  The sign-in form is available on the sandbox app, so you can play with that on my phone if you want.  I have a way to handle the verification.”

“Oh, how?”

“I detailed it.”

“Wait, you’re gonna code AI to do this?  Sounds like a lot of work.”

“Couple of days.  It’s not full AI, just spot point verification.  I can then save that as a token ID.”

“Okay.  Wow.” She sat down at the table and ate pizza as she played with the phone.  “The form is awesome.  I love what you’ve done.”

“I downloaded a ton of kinks from a BDSM questionnaire.”

“Love it.” She put the phone down.  “So what do, like, do for sex?”

“Huh?”

“I mean, when did you last fuck?”

“Bit personal.” I noted, working on the code.

“We’re working on a sex app.”

“Wasn’t originally a sex app.”

“Don’t change the subject.”

I sighed.  “A while ago.”

“While?”

“Eight months ago.”

“Wow.  I think I’d shoot myself.”

“It’s just sex.”

“How can you say that?  Fuck!  Sex is, like, everything.”

“You say like a lot.  How old are you?”

“Twenty-three.”

“Jesus.”

“You?”

“Thirty.”

“Thirty, single and not getting laid.  Fuck.”

“Yeah, well, geeks like me don’t get hot chicks.”

She gasped in faux horror.  “Am I…” Fake sob.  “Not hot??”

“Come on Sara, that’s not fair.” I whined.  “You are absolutely gorgeous, but, I’m not gay.”

She laughed.  “I’m messing with ya.”

Once again, she switched on her program on Netflix, and I continued to work.  We occasionally exchanged small talk, until suddenly she was quiet.  I looked over at her and saw that she was fast asleep.  There was a blanket folded on the side of the sofa. I picked it up and draped it over her, and continued to work. 

As I worked, I watched her toss and turn uncomfortably on my sofa.  It really wasn’t for sleeping on.  Looking at the clock, I realized it was midnight, so I walked over to her and tapped her on the shoulder.

“That sofa is really uncomfortable.” I whispered.  “Come on.  You can have my bed.”

“Where are you going to sleep?”

“I’m going to work for a bit.”

“And after that?”

“I’ll work it out.”

“Can I borrow a t-shirt?”

“Sure.” I handed her a large white t-shirt and started to walk out.

“Can you unzip me?”

“Oh, sure.” I walked over and pulled down the zip on the back of the dress, and then watched it drop to the floor, revealing her lacy black bra, the tiny lacy thong, garter belt, and stockings.  She then pulled on the t-shirt.

“Got a spare toothbrush?” She asked.

“Yes.” I walked into the bathroom, and she followed me.  I had a new toothbrush under the sink, which I handed her.

“Thanks.” She said, kissing me on the cheek.

As I continued to work, I heard her brush and spit, and then use the toilet before heading to bed.

“There’s plenty of room here,” she called out, “so promise me you won’t sleep on that horrible sofa.”

“Sure.  Don’t worry.”

I ended up working for another two more hours, until I realized I really needed sleep.  I quietly tiptoed around, cleaning my teeth and getting ready for bed, and then looked at the bed.  Sara’s blonde hair was spread out over the cushion and her mouth was open in a sexy little pout.  Part of me wished she didn’t have a cock instead of a pussy.  That and the fact that there were moments when she looked a little masculine. 

With a sigh, I climbed into bed.  She shuffled up to me and put a cold leg over mine.  “Cold.” She whispered without opening her eyes. I could feel her mound touching me and for a moment, I was a little weirded out, but eventually, I passed out asleep.

When I awoke the next morning, Sara was gone.  On her sofa was a note, which read, Had to go get ready for work.  Thanks for letting me sleep in the bed.  See you tonight! S.

I had to smile at the note, and I was kind of glad she’d be coming over again.

It took four more nights for the code to be complete.  Sara came over every single night and fell asleep on that damn sofa.  On Friday morning, I said to her, “Sara, if you are planning on coming over tonight, then bring something to sleep in and you know, whatever you need.”

“Sure.  I’ll bring some beers.”

That night, she stayed up gaming on my Xbox as we chatted.  We talked about everything, from politics, to religion, and of course, sex, which led us back to the app.

“So, what’s the turn on of rape-play?” I asked her.

“It’s the idea of control.  For me, knowing the person underneath me is going to scream, fight me, and I have to gain control over them.”

“Oh…so you do the…”

“Raping, yes, I’m a vers.  Surprised ya, huh?” She clicked her mouth and winked.

“Definitely.  I thought you were a bottom.”

“Just ‘cause I wear women’s clothes doesn’t make me a sissy.”

“Oh, sissy.  I came across that in the fetish list.  What is that?”

“Erm, it’s where a man dresses up in really girlie clothes, like pink lace and shit.  It’s a humiliation thing, powerplay.  I like it.  It essentially turns men into bitches.”

“What’s the difference?”

“Between them and me?  Well, I’m transgendered.  I feel like a woman in a man’s body.  A sissy doesn’t; they just want to feel humiliated, and controlled.”

“Okay, so I put in a whole thing around kidnap fetish in the selection list.  So theoretically, it could be someone is kidnapped and forced into these sissy clothes?”

“Oh yeah, definitely.  That’s hot.”

“Hmm… I guess I should include a time-limit, right?  Like, does a person want to be kidnapped for an hour, a day, a weekend?”

“Good idea.”

“I’ll change that.”

At four, we were done for the night and both decided to head to bed.  She changed into a black chiffon and lace baby-doll nightie, and matching panties, then headed to bed.  We lay on the bed facing each other.  She smiled at me.

“How uncomfortable is this for you?” She asked.

“It’s not really.” I told her.

“But…”

“No buts.  I’ve liked the time you spent with me, and, well, I’m glad I’ve made a new friend.”

“Ouch.” She hissed.

“Did you think you would flip me?”

She grinned.  “I’d hoped.”

“Honestly, I’m too much of a pussy to venture over to the wild side.  I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine.  I get it.” She stared at me for a few moments and then leaned forward and placed her lips on mine.  Under her make-up I could feel the bristles, even though she had shaved close, the hair was there.  I let her kiss me for a moment, feeling her tongue enter my mouth briefly, and then she pulled back.  “Allow me that one.”

“Sure.” I smiled.

Then she leaned forward again, “Just one more.” And she kissed my again, panting in my mouth.  Then I felt the bed shaking.  I looked down and saw her hand on her cock.  She was masturbating.  “I’m close.” She whispered as she kissed me.  “Oh…O…Oh fuck.” I looked down again and saw her cock squirt on the lace of her nightie.  “Um, sorry.” She jumped out of bed and ran to the bathroom, where I heard her clean-up.  Moments later, she was back, skipping into bed and cuddling up to me.  “Thank you.  Good night.”

“Erm, good night.”

When I awoke the next day, I felt the prod of her morning wood in my side.  I looked down at it and felt a little sad that her cock was slightly bigger and fatter than mine, at around seven inches, but I brushed it off. 

I slid out of bed and went to the kitchen to make breakfast.  It was as I was finishing the French toast that she arrived, still dressed in the see-through lingerie, stained by dried cum. 

“Hey, morning.” I said.  “Coffee?”

She smiled, sheepishly.  “Yeah, thanks.  Um, I wanted to apologise for last night.  That wasn’t right of me, and, well, I hope it doesn’t hurt our friendship.”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“I was just drunk, and well, horny.  I’m sorry.”

“Really,” I said, putting the coffee cup down in front of her and pulling her in for a hug. “Don’t worry.  It was honestly fine, and,” I chuckled, “I actually found it quite flattering.”
She gave me a smirk. “Oh really?  How so?”

“I don’t know.” I gushed.  “I suppose it’s nice to be liked.”

“Oh trust me, there’s a lot to like.”

I gave her a smile in response and handed her the French toast.

“Can I eat this in bed?  It’s a little cold and, well, I really don’t feel like getting up.”

“Yeah, of course.  Spend the day in bed for all I care.”

“Really?”

“Really.  There’s a TV in there, and that bed is super comfy.  Just enjoy it.  You got anywhere to go?”

“Nope.”

“So? I’m just gonna code all day.”

She blushed.  “You’re awesome Vince.”

“You too Sara.  Now scoot.” I said, spanking her ass.  “Get to bed young lady.”

She gave a whoop at the spanking and then looked back at me as if to say, “Naughty.”  Instead, she said, “Don’t work all day.  Spend some time with me too.”

“Sure.”

I continued to code, and by mid-day, I was done with the majority of the work.  I ran the code through the compiler, and then pushed it to my phone for the test version. 

“Hey, what phone do you have?” I called out.

“S9+.”

“Okay.  I’m going to send you a link.  Download the app from there.  I need you to test it.”

I sent the link and then walked into the bedroom.  I climbed into bed and watched her fiddle with the download.  Then she signed up in the test area and filled in her main details and age.  Immediately, she was asked for ID.

“This won’t work.” She said.  “My ID had my male form, with beard, which can you believe, I had for about a month?”

“Try it.” I told her.

She dug around her handbag, and pulled out her ID.  She held it in front of the phone camera and it was recognized and saved.  “Okay, now face verification.” She mumbled, as the phone auto-switched to front camera.  Immediately, the camera started to draw lines across her face, highlighting certain select features.  The same lines were drawn on a small picture of the ID in the corner.  Then the screen said Verified.  “Fuck!  It works.  How the hell?”

“The AI takes many factors.  It recognizes changes such as hair, beards and so on, and well, I trained it to take into account transgenderism.  I fed it with data from the internet on people who have gone through gender dysphoria, and made it learn.”

“Holy shit, you’re a genius.”

“Okay, okay.  We need to test the app.  Now, sign up for Consentify and link your accounts.” She did.  Then she went back to the app and went through the kink form and such like.  Next she pressed, activate and went to the search screen.  “Okay,” I said, “this is where you’ll search those which are within your category and are open to being, erm, well, raped.  They have to have consented to your criteria, such as age, gender identity, and so on.  They don’t see your picture, obviously.  If you don’t fit their criteria, you won’t be able to see them, but they can see you as looking.  They can click your icon and approve you individually.”

“Yeah, but if they can see me, then they will know where I am.”

I smiled.  “No, they can only see you are in the area, and not where you are.”

“Oh!  Clever.” She looked and saw one person less than a metre away looking to be raped.  “Oh, this guy is kinky.  Wants a transgender woman to…” She paused, “Oh nice, break into his apartment, 3B, nice, kidnap him for the weekend, sissify him, and rape him over and over.  Hmmmm…. And he’s already preconsented and is online.  Nice.  Does he really want this?”

“It’s just a test version.” I laughed.

“But you are registered in Consentify, right?” She said, rubbing my chest.

“Ye-es, for test purposes.”

“Mmm, let’s make a deal.”

“What deal?”

“You got me hard again.  So, I won’t rape you, but, let me wank again.”

“You can wank all you like.  Why are you worried about that?”

“Seriously?  You aren’t grossed out?”

“Um, I wank too you know?”

“Wanna wank now?”

“No, but you go ahead.”

She lay back and threw back the covers, pulling her hard cock out of the panties.  I watched her eyes shut as she rubbed her cock slowly.  “Kiss me please.”

I leaned over and kissed her lips.  Her tongue snaked out and I let her open my mouth with it.  We kissed softly, and then I pulled back. 

“I want to stop.” She whispered, still rubbing.

“Why?”

“I wanna stay horny.”

“Why?”

She gulped.  “I wanna do you.  I wanna grab you and rape you.  But you don’t really want that, and, well, I wanna still imagine it.  I want to torture myself and I want you to torture me like you are doing.”

“How am I doing that?”

“This app.  You had to know that setting your profile up like that would get me going.”

“I really didn’t.” I said, which was one hundred percent true.  “It’s just a test.”

“Can I stop?  Should I stop?” She asked, whispering.  “If I cum, then I won’t be so horny. There’ll be no tension.”

“You realise the tension is on your side, right?”

“I know…at least…I don’t know.”

“Stop if you like.  If it turns you on so much, then, enjoy it.”

“Okay.  Okay I’ll stop.” Her eyes bolted open and her teeth with gritted together.  Immediately, she rolled over and climbed onto my chest.  She grabbed my hands and pushed them above my head, panting.  We stared into each other’s eyes.  My heart was thudding in fear.  Finally, she rolled off again.  “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t apologise.” I told her.  “I’m going to put the app online.”

“How long will that take?”

“Two hours to publish, and then it will need to get picked up.”

“Let me know when it’s live and I’ll post it to the group.”

I continued to work on my PC.  Every so often, she got out of bed and paced.  I looked over and saw her cock rigid hard.  I almost felt sorry for her, because this was torturing her.  At one point, I got up to make another coffee and I felt her come up behind me.  Her right hand pushed on my right shoulder, as her left hand grabbed my hip.  I felt her cock pressing against my boxers, and I could hear her snarling, panting.  “Oh fuck fuck fuck.  What are you doing to me?” She whispered, and then let go and walked away.

I shut my eyes and breathed out.

“It’s done.” I said a couple of hours later.  “It’s online.  Go ahead and post.  You’ll need to sign in again from scratch.”

“Okay.” She said and she went online and wrote a post on her group site on 4chan.  Next, she signed in again.  “Hey,” she called out.  “Are all the users on here live users now, or test users?”

I was busy washing some dishes when I called back to the bedroom.  “There are no test users on the live database.”

She was quiet, which concerned me.  Then I felt her.  I felt her coming closer behind me, and I realized the mistake I had made.  I had linked the admin to my user, so when I wiped the database, I kept mine there, and I kept it active.  I had mistakenly told her that I didn’t have any test users. 

“Sara…” I said.

“Shut up.” She said, picking up a knife.  It was one of the fetishes I had randomly selected.  To be kidnapped and raped at knifepoint.  I felt the knife at my neck and the cock at my ass.  The knife lowered and cut away my boxers.  “You won’t be wearing these types soon anyway, sissy.”

I felt her spit land on my ass and travel down my crack.  “Sara, it’s a mistake.”

“Shhh, no mistakes honey.  Not anymore.”

Her cock pressed in, in one hard push, all the way to the hilt.  “Argh!” I screamed, as she gave no concern for me.  She was in her zone.  “No, please, stop, please!”

“No, you signed to the terms and conditions.  You know what you are getting.”

She pushed me to the floor and pounded my ass hard.

“Fuck yeah, I’ve been waiting for this all week!  You horny little bitch.  Straight my ass!” She snarled.

“Please stop!  Please Sara!”

“Yeah baby, yeah.  You know how to play the role.”

“I accidentally copied over my admin user from the, ungh, the, oh fuck…” It was beginning to feel so good!  “Oh my…um, test database!”

She stopped and immediately pulled out.  “OH FUCK!  OH FUCK!  I’m sorry!  Please forgive me.  I thought you really wanted this!”

“No, it’s my fault.” I told her, sitting back and suddenly regretting that I told her to stop.

“No, I’m stupid.  I should go.” She cried. 

“No Sara, please don’t go.”

“Why?”

“Because I like having you here.  Please stay.”

“No, you’re just saying that.” She said, jumping up to grab her clothes.

I ran after her and grabbed her, pulling her tight.  “Sara. Stop!” She stared at me.  I grabbed my phone and opened the app.  I showed her the screen as I went to my profile.  I went to activate and clicked it over to deactivate.  The spinny sign showed and then it showed me as no available.

“So?” She asked. 

“Wait.”  I then pressed activate, and then watched as my profile went active again.  I threw the phone down and then climbed into bed and pretended to sleep.

“What are you doing?” She asked.

“I’m going to sleep.  With my profile now officially active.  I don’t know what you’re doing.”

She was still for a long time.  I kept my eyes closed as I lay on my side.  Then I heard the tip tap of foot steps into the kitchen, and the scraping sound of a utensil being lifted from the unit.  Moments later, I felt the cold steel of the knife at my neck as the cock entered me again. 

“Now you are really mine, sissy!” She snarled, as brutally fucked me.

“No please!  Stop please!” I begged.  “No, I’m not gay!”

“You are now bitch!” She snarled.  She raped my ass for ten whole minutes, until finally I felt her cock spurt inside me.

She lay on my back, both of us panting.

“What did you think?” She whispered.  “How was your first time?”

“Amazing.  Really amazing.  I think I understand about bareback.”

“Right.  I never wear condoms.  It’s too good without.”

“Never?”

“Never.” She rolled off me and we stared at each other, before she leaned forward and kissed me.  “Why did you change your mind?”

“It felt…” I sighed.  “It felt right.  It felt good and well, fuck, I just imagined you, raping me, in that sexy lingerie, with that sexy body, and well, it just all felt right.”

“You’re a good looking guy.  It was hard for me to keep my hands off you.”

I was about to say something, when my phone beeped.  I picked it up, and a message from my app stated.  A predator is close and is tracking you.  “Oh fuck.”

“You put your apartment number in.” She said.  Then she watched me unlock the phone.  “Don’t.”

“What?”

“Don’t deactivate.”

“But someone could be close.  They might be in the building.”

“Your door is a solid metal safety door, right?”

“True, but I shouldn’t waste their time.”

“Yes, you shouldn’t.” She said, grinning and standing.  She took the phone from my hands and locked it, placing it down on the night table.  Still grinning, she walked over to my door and opened it, living it resting on the lock.  Then she slowly tiptoed to my bedroom cupboard, and stepped inside, leaving a slit open to watch.

My heart pounded like crazy.  What was I doing?  The phone pinged again.  It was the final warning.  It meant the predator was very close and I had one more chance to opt out.  I check the message.  The profile said the man was fifty-six, was 175cm tall, and weighed 101kg.  He was into BDSM, kidnap play, sissification, and more.  I thought I should at least switch my profile to safe sex only, but as I went into the app, I heard Sara whisper.  “Don’t do it.  Leave the settings as they are.”

Just as she finished saying that, I heard the door open and close, locking.  The footsteps on the floor came close. I pretended to be asleep, mainly because I couldn’t bear to look at my attacker. 

“Mmmmm…” He said, rubbing my body.  His breathing was heavy.  He was horny.  I heard him strip down.  “Turn over bitch.” He said softly, with his deep voice.  A small bald fat man stood in front of me.  He grabbed my hair and pulled my head to his hardening cock.  “Open your mouth or I’ll cut you.”

I opened my mouth and took his cock in my mouth. 

“Suck it.”

I could hear his heavy breathing as I sucked him to erection.  As I did that, he reached down and squeezed my cock a few times, before reaching further and pushing a finger into my anus.  He pulled out his finger and looked at it.

“Recently fucked I see.  Another predator?” He asked. 

“Mmmhmm.” I said. 

“Still here?”

My eyes darted to the cupboard, which slid open. 

“Oh, a tranny predator.  Nice.”

“He’s the app designer.” Sara said, stepping forward and rubbing her cock.

“He’s a genius.” The man said, pulling his cock out of my mouth and moving to my ass.  “You take his mouth.  I wanna take his ass.”

They pulled me across the bed and Sara slammed her cock deep into my throat.  She skull fucked me and choked me, as the fat man slammed his cock into my used asshole.  Just like Sara, this was what it was supposed to be, a rape.  He fucked me hard and fast.

“I fucking love that he put so many options.” The man said.  “A fucking safe sex off mode? Yes!”

The fucking seemed to go on forever.  And to spare me from any reprieve, my phone beeped again.  Sara looked at it.  “Another predator.”

“Go open the door.” The man said.

The third man arrived to find me being ass fucked and he immediate stripped down.  He was rough, skinny, a skinhead, with a ton of tattoos, some visibly prison tats.  “You a predator?” He asked Sara.

“And prey.  I’m vers.”

“Good.” The man grabbed Sara by the arm and threw her down face first on the bed next to me.  I stared at her face as her eyes went wide and a broad smile appeared on her face.

“Ahhhh.” She breathed, as the cock slammed into her.  “Do you like it?” She whispered to me.

“Yes.”

“I love it. Thank you.”

“Thank you.”

“Will you keep doing it?”

“I…I’ll see.”

“Just promise me one thing.”

“What?”

“Don’t change the setting.”

“Which setting?”

“I don’t want you to use condoms.  I want you to be a cumdump.  Okay?”

“Isn’t that dangerous?”

“I asked you are question.  Promise me you will be a cumdump.”

“Okay.  I promise.”

She grinned at me.  “Thanks.”

The men took turns on both of us.  The skinhead was big, and brutal.  He was out to hurt someone, and that he did.  But there was no denying that the sex was awesome.

After they left, Sara switched both our phones to deactivated, and we finally made love as lovers.  In the morning, she said good bye, and left.  I asked her when I would see her again, and she said, “Soon.  I promise.”

For the next week, I emailed her, and texted, and didn’t get a single response.  I didn’t use the app, but I did check on the sign up and found it was hugely popular.  I tried calling her the next Saturday night but she didn’t pick up.  So instead, with some trepidation, I opened up the app and activated it, marking my flat number again.  I then headed to the door and unlocked it, before heading to bed.  Within minutes, my phone began to ping, one after another.  Seven predators were tracking me.

I had fallen asleep when the first notification arrived.  I awoke when I felt the cock enter me, bareback.  I turned to look and saw a really skinny man with short hair and acne covered face fucking me.  Behind him another man was arriving.  The other man, a dumpy fat man, placed his cock in my face and fucked my mouth.

I didn’t sleep a wink that night.  One after another, predators arrived, and I didn’t dare switch off the app.  She had to turn up at some point.

The next morning though, after the last predator left, I switch off the app and did something I promised I wouldn’t do.  I used a backdoor access to access the secure database and I tracked the key which I knew was Sara.

-          Predator hits – 57, Prey hits – 89. 

She had been using the app every night since I started it.  At the end of the day, it was the app that she wanted, and I felt silly.  I had probably exposed myself and others to disease to a transvestite who was addicted to the game. 

I resolved myself to going to a clinic the next day to get myself checked out.  I was tired, and needed to sleep, so I headed to bed.  However, as I lay there, I felt myself imagining the night I just had all over again.  I walked over to the cupboard and in there I found her black nightie.  The one she had been wearing, still stained by her cum.  I’m not sure why I did it, but I licked at that cum stain, desperate to taste her.

I slipped it over my head, and then felt around the cupboard to see if she had left the panties.  She had.  I slipped them on and headed back to bed.  There, I enabled the app again, and fell asleep to the sound of pinging.

By Monday, I was a wreck.  I hadn’t slept a wink since Saturday.  Every time sleep found me, I was awakened by a dick taking me.  I did a half day at work, until my boss said I looked like hell and sent me home.  However, as I walked home, I decided to detour, entering the woods near my block and turning on the app.  I hung around until I received the notification that I was being tracked, and then started walking.  I was knocked to the ground moments later.  It was the skinhead from the first night, together with another skinhead, dressed in camogear.  I suddenly realized a flaw in the app.  It didn’t track if the person had a friend with him.

The men spared me nothing.  Brutally raping my ass and mouth over and over until they were done.  I just didn’t want them to be so fast.  I wanted more.

I needed to feel the humiliation that Sara had mentioned.  I detoured to a clothes store where I bought panties and nighties, even some tops which could easily have been sissywear.  I bought skirts, stockings.  I needed to try it all.  I even bought make-up.

I got home and dressed up.  I put on make-up and enabled the app. 

By six o’clock, my make-up was ruined, and my new sissy clothes were ripped.  I had been spanked and beaten, just like I had requested in my profile.  I stunk of piss, and I had cum all over me. 

I could barely move as a soft hand picked up my phone and disabled the app.  “Come on.  Let’s take a bath.” Sara said.

She held me in the bath as she washed me.  “I have been with so many men.” I told her.

“Me too.  Every night.  It’s fantastic.”

“I need to go get tested.”

“Shhh…. Baby, you’re with me now. It’ll be okay. I promise.”

I began to cry, as I realized how stupid I had been.  I was a monster, who created a tool of terrible destruction, and all I could think about was switching it back on.

“We should switch it back on.” I said.

“Mmmm. That’s a good sissy.  You know your place now.”

We got out of the bath and dried ourselves off.  Sara picked out some pink lingerie for me to wear, as well as a pink satin skater skirt I had purchased earlier, and a white satin cami-top. 

“Put that on, and then pass me your phone.”

As I dressed, I watched her change my profile.  Long-term kidnap, torture, brainwashing, then blackmail, forced prostitution.  She selected activate.  Then she turned to her handbag and pulled out some leather cuffs.

“Get on the bed on your knees and put your hands behind your back.” She said, sternly.  I did as she told me and felt her cuff my arms behind my back.  She then used a belt to tie up my legs, linking them to the cuffs so I was effectively hogtied.  Then she crouched down and looked into my eyes.  “I’m sorry I used you.  This really is the best for you though.  In time, you’ll forgive me.”

I began to cry.  I accepted my fate and accepted the fact that she was just not a settling down person.  As the phone beeped, Sara gave me one last look, and then left.  I would not see her for three months, when my captors finally put me to work on the street.  There she was, standing opposite me on the road, trying to attract customers.

The End

cover.jpeg
-
SIGNAL

An extreme femdom
JULIA G. SLATER






