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Author’s Note

This is one of those books which gets a little darker, but I find kinky. A little secret, I have, once or twice, just for the fun of it, accepted cash to get fucked. Once it was a misunderstanding, but took it anyway, and a couple of times after, I went to a bar whilst on a business trip and pretended to be a whore – which I guess, makes me a whore. Anyway, I loved it, it turned me on, which is why I have a bit of a prostitution fetish.

Look, I know prostitution is dangerous, and the girls really should be treated well, that’s why I believe it should be legalised and controlled, and the girls should never be victimised or treated less. They work hard, and it is their body. But at the same time, if people want to do it, then that is their choice.

Now listen up, subbies. I want you to remember one thing. As long as you are living in my fantasies, then behave as such. If you want me to be a bitch, I can be a bitch, which means make sure you follow me on Instagram, make sure you email me asking for forgiveness for being such wimpy sissy sluts, and then make sure to wank that little cock as hard as you can, whilst saying my name.

Yeah, enjoy the book, sluts.

By the way, if there are typos in my books, please drop me an email and tell me where (juliagslater@writeme.com). I don’t really proofread my stuff because when it comes to smut-books like mine, you’re kind of on a deadline otherwise you lose your place in Amazon. So I usually write, publish, and go back and fix later. I try not to have too many glaring errors, but you never know. Thanks.

As mentioned before, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people seeing you liked a kink fetish book, then worry not, people can’t see what you are rating. Same as if you leave a review, you can change the reviewer’s name! So, you know, please do. Oh, once I work out how to do it, I might even do a mailing list, so please subscribe to that, as and when.

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I recently started an Instagram account (@juliagwenslater), though I’m not really a social media person. I just can’t get into it, but feel free to add me and once in a while I try to post a picture of myself.

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.
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Prologue

Mary practically danced into the bedroom, as if she was walking on a bed of air. Her shoulder-length curly hair was a mess, her blouse was ripped and she had blotches on her breasts, love-bites. I knew she’d walked home like that, for the world to see, in daylight on a Saturday, through the high-street. Everyone will have seen her, the slut in the high-heels, with her bra on full view, in a leather miniskirt and fishnet stockings. God, what a fucking mess.

“It was amazing!” She sang, sitting on the bed in front of my face, looking up dreamily. “I honestly can’t believe sex can make me feel this way, but it does.”

My eyes remained glued on her, anger boiling through them. She stunk of sweat and stale cum. It made my stomach lurch. When the fuck was this going to end? Why was she doing this to me?

“I’ll tell you John, I never thought I’d become such a free woman at this age, but I want to thank you for being such an understanding husband. I don’t think other men would allow their wives to do this, but you’re…wow…you’re just the best.”

How was it possible that my wife of over twenty-two years, couldn’t see the fire directed at her from my eyes? How is it that she was not able to hear the complaints or the words I’d been screaming at her? And how is it that I let everything happen, even though I had ample opportunity to stop it?

Mary was my one true love. Met in high-school, fell in love, lost our virginity to each other, married, had kids, sent the two off to college and retired early at the age of fifty with plenty of investment money in the bank. We’d talked about travelling, seeing the world, exploring whilst we still could, and somehow, we’d ended up being sex slaves to a small group of drug dealers. What the fuck?

Okay, so Mary was a very attractive woman, always was. She didn’t look a day over thirty-five, but given the amount of product she used on her skin, and the daily exercise rituals, and constant fresh food she ate, that was hardly a surprise. And of course, that rubbed off on me, and had to admit, I looked young and slim for my age, but Mary…wow. Tall, blonde curly hair, a waist you could put your hands around, the perkiest of rumps, and huge, surgically enhanced boobs – although, that was necessary after her cancer scare.

Our lives were standard. By the time the kids pushed off to college, Mary and I were more like best friends. Our time together was less intimate, more about comfort, but hell, we weren’t spring chickens. Sex was less important for us, especially not her, who never initiated sex and really didn’t care for it.

Then something…changed.

So there I was, seeing my wife dreamily remembering the last three hours, and then watching her move her right leg over my head, pulling her skirt up, to reveal her swollen pussy and the mound of cum trying to get out.

“Now,” she began in her sweet voice. “I’ll remove the gag, but remember the rules. I don’t want a peep out of you. You will do what you were told to do. Is that clear?”

The venom in my eyes had to have been obvious, but I knew what would happen if I ignored the rules. I remembered very well how Adam had treated me. I blinked once.

She reached down and unbuckled the gag, pulling out the long dildo which had been down my throat. “Good job you don’t have a full nose.” She laughed. I didn’t find it funny, but I knew better than to comment. Instead, I stretched my neck forward, encouraging her to come closer. If I shuffled forward, hogtied as I would, then the dildo on the fucking machine would fall out of me.

“That’s it.” She purred. “Lick all the cummies out of mommy.” She said sweetly. “Just six men today. Doesn’t that taste nice? Mmm…” She purred, reaching down and spreading any which got on my face. “Such a good little bitch. So naughty, just like mommy.”

I hated her in that moment, at least, I thought I did, I mean, I had to, right? Cum and piss, two new additions to my diet, a fucking former business executive, a man about town, people all over the world knew me, and now I was reduced to this, a cuckold slave to a nymphomaniac wife who couldn’t get enough rough sex. A woman who ventured out at night to find the lowest form of men to fuck her. A woman who walked out of bed, in her nightie, to walk to a sex cinema halfway across town, just so she could lie down there and let everybody take her.

My wife. The love of my life, who was now taking prophylactic drugs to prevent diseases, because she couldn’t stop with the risky sex. If the kids found out, they’d disown her, heck, they’d disown me. It was a fucking nightmare, and yet, whenever I was alone, I couldn’t stop masturbating picturing it. I couldn’t stop getting erect whenever I licked her dirty pussy, or when I watched multiple men take her.

And the worst of it? This was just the beginning. According to her, our life was about to change forever. None of it made sense.

It had been one month. One month for her to become this raging sex addict, and now she was making purchases. Initially it was a strap-on dildo so she could peg me, an act I discovered was a lot more fun than I had expected; but then she decided she needed me to be connected to her, to feel what she felt when she was getting fucked; so she bought a fucking machine and bondage rope. Suddenly, it fucked me, whilst gangs fucked her.

The worst though, was Adam. The big black guy, the head of one gang, who basically made sure there was a constant stream of men for Mary. The one time I tried to put a stop to it, to get her to see a psychiatrist, she called him and he came over. He could’ve punched me, but he didn’t, and in a way, I wish he had, because what he did was so degrading, I’d never forget it.

Adam pulled me over his bare knees, my underpants and jeans around my ankles, and then he spanked me hard, over and over, one after another like a spoiled child. I’d never been so embarrassed in all my life, but that wasn’t the worst. The worst was when I came on his legs whilst he spanked me and he made me lick it up. I was humiliated, and Mary had the whole thing on video, a fact of which she constantly reminded me.

I was so confused. Everything about this new life confused me, but nothing confused me as much as how we got here, as it all seemed to happen overnight. There was nothing from my memory that brought it on, I felt sure of it.

So, I had gone from rich, retired husband, enjoying the prime of his life, to submissive cuckold to an oversexed wife, a woman who had barely ever exhibited the slightest inclining that sex was important to her. A woman who didn’t give blowjobs because they were icky. A woman who didn’t even like porn, was now starring in low-rent porn. How did that happen?

As I slobbered down the loads of cum from her used pussy, my mind drifted, trying to go back, to remember how I’d gotten into this position.


One

Three months prior…

It was the bed shaking that woke me. I didn’t live in an earthquake prone area, not that it was impossible for a light earthquake to hit, but rather this felt more like someone intensely scratching an itch, or even masturbating, something Mary didn’t do. However, when I sat up in the dark to try to see what was going on, Mary seemed quite still, and yet, the bed shook.

Rather than wake her, I grabbed my phone, turning on the flashlight and scanning around the room, until I settled back on the bed. There, shaking repeatedly, Mary’s duvet, moving rhythmically. And yet, every sound from her made me believe her to be asleep.

I stood and moved around the bed, until I looked under the duvet and sure enough, her foot was moving up and down, trembling and shaking, her leg spasming. This seemed very odd, so I moved up and gently rocked her awake.

“Huh? What?” She gasped, her eyes trying to adjust to the semi darkness as I aimed the torch away from her eyes.

“Honey, are you okay?” I asked.

“What? Yeah, why?” She seemed very confused, however, as she asked why, she reached down to the leg which had been shaking and scratched it.

“Your leg,” I said, “It was shaking the whole bed.”

“Oh.” She looked down at the leg which had been shaking. “It’s really itchy. Feels like something’s crawling on it.”

“Is that normal?” I asked.

“Maybe just slept on it or something.” She mumbled, flipping over. “Let’s see.”

I climbed back into bed and kissed her good night, focusing on trying to get to sleep again myself. I hadn’t ever seen her like that before, but given our age, any new sign of a health problem always worried me. We’d had too many cases of friends and relatives getting cancer or other serious issues, so we were constantly on the lookout. Mary had a problem with a serious intestinal infection last year which scared me tremendously, worried she might have Crohn’s but in the end, it was some weird food poisoning.

Still, the shaking had stopped so perhaps it really was how she slept, and eventually, I drifted off to sleep.

The next morning though, she admitted she hadn’t slept well after that, that her leg was itchy and weird the whole night.

“Well how is it now?” I asked her.

“I don’t know. I kind of get this weird twitch in the muscle, but it’s not itching at least.” She said.

“Could it be allergies? Maybe did you change fabric softener?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes and then nodded. “Actually, you’re right! I did! I ran out and got a generic one. Yes! Must be that. Thanks!”

I sighed, more relieved than I perhaps should have been, but mild hypochondria can do that to you, but the relief of playing doctor-detective and believing to have solved an illness is fantastic.

Unfortunately, even with the sheets and covers changed it seemed to make no difference. If anything, Mary’s leg shakes were worse, and now, I was beginning to seriously worry about her.

After several nights of this, and on-going complaints about tingling when she was sat down, I finally convinced Mary to go see the doctor. Initially, the GP wrote it off as probably a trapped nerve, told her to go get a massage, which she did, but that made zero difference. A follow-up with the doctor and he maintained that it was likely a pinched nerve, but sent her off for some tests at the local hospital.

The local neurologist seemed to be more concerned about Mary than our GP, expanding the tests, ordering not only an MRI, but also a head CT, complete blood panel, and numerous other tests of liver function and thyroid.

Over the coming weeks, Mary underwent a tonne of tests, only to come back with what I thought was a fairly simple diagnosis.

“You have restless leg syndrome.” The doctor said.

“Is that like irritable bowel syndrome? Sounds like a cop-out when you don’t know what’s wrong.” I said.

The doctor smiled and nodded. “You’d think that, but I assure you, RLS is quite serious. It can be connected to chronic kidney failure or even Parkinson’s.”

My stomach tightened, as if I had caused her problem to get worse. The doctor must have seen the blood drain from our faces, because he raised his hands.

“Mary, your kidneys are fine.” He smiled. “As to Parkinson’s, we don’t see any of the markers to suggest that’s what this is, instead, we are seeing fluctuations in how you are producing dopamine, which means that this is all manageable.”

“Okay…so what does that mean?” Mary asked, leaning forward.

“I’m writing you a prescription for rasinteral. It’s a strong dopamine agonist, so should get your dopamine under control.”

Mary and I shared a look and then sighed. If this was all it was, then we were in the clear.

The following days, she took her dose and sure enough, the leg shaking ended and things appeared normal again. Everything was back to normal and if one little pill per day could take care of that, then so be it.

The drugs did cause her to feel a little sick sometimes, but eventually the body appeared to adjust and she was fine on them. Then I began to notice weird things happen, which I’ll admit, I didn’t really connect to the drugs, but rather made me chuckle. For example, at the supermarket as we were unpacking the trolley, instead of just dumping the items on the belt as we usually did, she ordered them, fit them exactly to the belt like Tetris, filling all gaps.

The other thing I didn’t really notice were her monologues about random crap, usually because she would often talk about rubbish and I’d only half-listen. This time though, she was talking about some TV reality show, Vanderhump or some rubbish, and I really didn’t care. I was busy trying to find the scissors which I needed quite urgently, so I interrupted her. That was a mistake.

“Why do you do that?” She snapped. “Why? What’s wrong with you? Are you fucking normal?”

“What?” I said, blinking.

“You always do that! Nothing I say interests you! Nothing! I FUCKING HATE IT!” Her outrage was irrational.

“Honey, are you okay?”

“DON’T FUCKING HONEY ME!” She screamed, raising her hand to slap me but then screaming again and stomping off.

Okay, that I immediately put down to the meds, but again, I had to assume that there would be a period of flux. My mother, god rest her, had to take radioactive iodine against her hyperactive thyroid. I remember how that messed her up, and it took several months for the new hormones to settle.

These were the negatives, but there were some good things too. When she was younger, Mary used to love needlepoint and crafts, but as the burden of family and work took over, they fell by the wayside. Now, she seemed to return to it with gusto, even knitting her own sweaters or sewing her own lingerie, which she appeared to have a great talent for. The problem was, she began collecting more and more of it, far more than she needed, and when I suggested she might consider moving on to other things, she snapped again, getting very angry and telling me to mind my own business.

It was after a particularly bad argument that Mary called her friend Joan and asked to go for a drink. Now, I didn’t like Joan because she was a horrible, horrible person. Joan was the type of busybody who liked to cause drama just to feed her need for something interesting in her life. She was the worst kind of emotional vampire. And…she was a gambler.

Of course, the two ended up drinking in a casino, where Mary began playing blackjack. Mary won, a lot. I wasn’t aware of that, of course, she didn’t tell me until far later, but soon enough, Mary was gambling with Joan on a regular basis, and eventually, even the professional casinos weren’t enough for her. Suddenly, Mary was going out by herself and found herself playing poker with some very dangerous characters. She continued to win, and win big.

Eventually, it was Joan who reached out to me to say she was concerned about Mary. If Joan was concerned for her friend, it wasn’t because she was scared something would happen to Mary, but because she wanted me to know about it and cause a scene.

When I confronted Mary about her gambling, she had no hesitation in admitting that she was gambling, but then she told me how much she’d won. Now I’ll admit, we had done well for ourselves because of our investments, and the money she’d won represented a fairly small amount compared, but still, it was a lot. I really didn’t know where she was gambling, I assumed it was all reputable and above board, not realising that she was out there with gangs. I’m ashamed to say it, but I encouraged her gambling because all the other negative behaviour appeared to have stopped.

And that was when things went wrong.

It was a Saturday afternoon. I’d just finished a great round of golf and lunch with some friends, when I arrived home to find a blacked-out Mercedes E-class parked in the drive. Confused as to whose it was, I opened the door and called out Mary’s name, and not getting a response.

After dropping my golf bag in the sports room, I walked around the downstairs, before making my way up. It was only when I was halfway up the stairs that I heard the sound of my wife moaning. My gut tightened, I wasn’t stupid, I knew what this was, she was having an affair.

When I arrived at our master bedroom, the door was already partially open. Mary was on her back, her head always leaning off the edge of the large bed as a huge bearded black man pounded her pussy. Mary mewled and moaned, panting. “Yeah, yeah, deeper, harder.” She panted, and then as her eyes rolled back, she found me stood there, confused, hurt and angry. She just smiled. “Oh hey honey, this is Adam.”

“Hey man.” The guy said, then continued to fuck my wife.

“What the fuck Mary?” I cried out. “You’re having an affair?”

She burst out laughing. “Oh please! Not having an affair! We’re just fucking, come on, get that little dick out and put it in my mouth.”

“What? Are you insane?”

“Babe, stop worrying! I love you. It’s just sex! Now come on, put it in your mouth, spit-roast me, I know you want to!”

My mind was racing. I felt so hurt, but at the same time, she didn’t seem to see a problem, and that genuinely confused me. We’d been married for so long that I knew she wouldn’t just throw that away over nothing, and neither would I.

I stepped forward and she leaned back, reaching for my trousers and unzipping them. I was on autopilot, still in shock as I felt my hardening cock enter her mouth. She moaned around my dick as if it was the best thing since sliced bread. Never had she shown any interest in sucking cock, but here she was, lapping on it.

Never one to look a gift horse in the mouth, I decided to just go with it, well, that and the amazing pleasure of her sucking me. She only stopped sucking for her orgasms, of which there were many, and eventually, the man fucking her let out a roar, slammed home one last time, and came.

“Thanks guys.” He said, as if we’d just done him some sort of service. “Mary, see you at the table.”

“Sure! And thanks for fucking me, that was great.” She replied.

“Anytime.” He said, getting dressed.

As Adam left, she grinned up at me. “Wanna fuck me now?”

I looked across at her pussy, swollen and covered in another man’s cum. I should’ve screamed at her, told her to get out, but I was so confused, and admittedly horny, that I just nodded, walked around the bed, and stuck my cock in all that warm slippery cum. Her pussy wasn’t tight, and with the cum inside her, it felt unnatural, but still, it did something to me, woke something up inside me. I’m ashamed to say it, but in that moment, something clicked and I said something I will continue to regret.

“That was so hot! Promise me you’ll keep fucking him!” I cried out.

“Yes baby, yes! I’ll fuck him and all the other boys I’ve been fucking.” She said.

“How many?” I asked, panting as my orgasm approached.

“All of them! Ten, twenty, who knows. We gamble and in the breaks, they fuck me.”

“Oh, that’s so hot!” I said, and came in her pussy as she giggled.

The moment I came though, I felt sick. What if she’d caught something? What if she got hurt? What if she left me?

As she went to clean up, leaving me there on the bed, panting, I found my head filled with the darkest thoughts. For a good few minutes, I listened to her singing in the shower, wondering if this was worth an argument or not. I knew it was, but for some reason, he blatant disregard or lack of fear that she was hurting me made me wonder if I was overthinking something.

It was this confused state that blinded me to the real problem here and that was, this wasn’t my wife, not the one I knew. She had become a different person, but that hadn’t clicked. The RLS, the drug, that had left my mind, replaced by the thought of the big man pounding her, neither troubled by the husband who had walked in the room.

The more I relaxed after the orgasm and thought back to the past half-hour, the more my anxiety settled too, and sure enough, my cock began to get hard again. Then as Mary stepped out of the bathroom and saw my dick, she giggled and ran to jump on it, kissing me and telling me how wonderful it was we could fuck so soon at our age. She was right, I should’ve been proud to go two-for-two at my age, and all the negativity left me at that moment. This wasn’t a woman who was about to leave me, this was a woman who wanted a bit of fun, and why not? We were in our early fifties, what did it matter?

As we fucked, she began to go on one of her monologues, but this time I didn’t interrupt, I just listened. “Then Jason bent me over the poker table, pissed he’d lost ten K to me, and just ripped my knickers off and stuck his dick in my arse. I screamed of course, but only because I hadn’t expected it there. So Paul didn’t like that, no, no screaming in the club, so he put his dick in my mouth. Cheryl, Markie’s girlfriend, she got all hot. She’s a pretty girl, long braided hair, beautiful Asian eyes, but the skin of an African princess. Love it. I licked her pussy after, but before then, she masturbated, told Markie to make sure he did me. Oh boy! Did he! Wow, what a cock! You should’ve seen it honey, like a beer can. And wow, I still managed to swallow it. But I thought I’d die! So big baby! Anyway, then after that, the others decided, well, if this white woman can come in here and play us, then we’ll play her, so they passed me around the room, one after the other, filling me up. Anyway, I was a little out of it, of course, so Adam drove me home and fucked me here. Well, today he texted, said he was in the neighbourhood and I told him, come over and fill me up. Oh, I’m so glad you met him, he’s a lovely boy. Had a bad start to life, but his business is doing well now. Quite known in the illegal gambling world. He said the funniest thing though, asked if you were one of those rich white-boy cucks who likes to watch black men fuck their wives. I liked the sound of that, so I said you were, that’s okay, isn’t it honey? It’s all good fun. Don’t worry, I’ll bring plenty more over to fuck me in front of you, because he said you submissive men like that. He even said you like to be spanked, is that true? I’ll spank you if you want. That sounds fun...”

The rambling continued, but it was so out-there, so sexy, I just listened and listened, listening to the sound her describing my eventual descent.

That Saturday was the start of my bizarre life. We fucked like we were twenty-year-olds, and by the evening, when I said no more, that I was spent, she shrugged, texted someone, and dressed up in a little red dress and said, “Don’t wait up.”

“Wait! Where are you going?” I asked.

“Oh, I texted Cheryl and Markie. They’re taking me shopping for new clothes, and then I’m going home with them to fuck. Maybe a few others will come. Why? Wanna join?”

“What? No!” I cried out. “After all that, are you still horny?”

“Oh my! Hornier! You made me so horny baby! I just need it, need cock right now! But baby, try not to worry, I’ll be home by morning, I’m sure. You have a nice time here, have a nice hot bath, maybe play you computer games, have a wank. Oh, maybe call Joan. She said she is struggling to find someone to fuck her. I know she seems boring, but she’s really quite fun in the sack. And she has a nice clean, shaved pussy. I know,” she giggled, “I ate it the other day.”

When my wife left the house, I just lay there in the bed, looking up at the ceiling. The huge room felt so small all of a sudden. Nothing about any of this made any sense, but worst of all, my cock just wouldn’t go down. Perhaps she was right, perhaps this was just a bit of fun in the latter stages of our lives. People swung right? And she was offering me the chance to fuck Joan, which I wasn’t going to do, not because I wasn’t open to fucking another woman, but I’d rather fuck the exhaust pipe of a 1980s Austin Allegro, than fuck that fucking soul-sucking harpy she called a friend.

So, I wanked thinking about my wife getting laid, then slept, awoke to find the bed still empty, wanked, then slept. This because the routine for the night, until around five in the morning, when my wife walked into the room looking rough. She’d been drinking, she stunk of grass, and she was carrying a lot of bags. But that wasn’t the main thing I noticed about her. She was in a red latex micro-skirt, lace-topped self-holding stockings, on full view, and a black lace transparent top, with no bra, he nipples clearly pierced, and a huge tattoo on her right breast in the shape of a Spades sign, with a Q in the middle. The queen of spades.

My cock swelled up and she giggled. “You can fuck me, but the boys said you needed to do something else first.” And with that, she climbed over my face and lowered her cum-soaked pussy to my first. I cried out, my complaints turned into muffles as she rubbed her cunt all over me. “Now now, subbie, that’s not how cuckold husbands behave. Eat all that juicy cum, that’s your job now, and if you don’t behave, I’ll need to tell Adam.”

Still, I managed to reach up and push her off, jumping off the bed, my erect cock bouncing in front of me painfully hard, harder than it had ever been. And yet I couldn’t get any of this out of my head, it was too much, my masculinity wouldn’t allow it.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” I screamed, panting there.

“Now you’ve done it.” She grinned sadistically, reaching for her phone and dialling a number. “Yeah, hi baby, he refused to do it and pushed me off his face. Uh-huh. Yep. Really? Now? Wonderful.” She ended the call and simply grinned at me, a knowing, dark grin.

Jumping to her feet, she walked confidently to the door and waited. Ten minutes later, a car arrived, tyres crunching on the gravel in the early morning mist. She opened the door and the big black man stomped in, grabbing me hard by the neck and telling me to shut the fuck up or else, as he forced me back up the stairs to the bedroom. He then stripped naked and pulled me over his knees and began spanking me, hard, over and over.

I cried out in pain, begging him to stop, that I’d behave, but he just continued, not letting up, whilst my wife explained. “You’re a cuckold now, which means you do what I say. I am your Mistress, and I decide what is best for this relationship, is that clear?”

“Yes! Yes!” I cried, desperate for this spanking to end.

“Yes what?” She snapped, slapping my face hard.

“Yes Mistress! Please!”

“You will eat the cum I bring you and you will thank me for it. You will not complain, try to leave, try to divorce me, or my friends will hurt you, is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress!” I panted as the spanking continued. The pain was different now, my cock was hard again, harder than before.

“You will do whatever I tell you. If I tell you to crawl for me, you’ll crawl. I will fuck whoever I want, whenever I want, is that clear?”

“Yes Mistress, please…”

“Please what?” She grinned.

“Please fuck Adam. Please fuck him.”

“Oh I will, and then you’ll clean me, right?”

“Yes Mistress,” I gasped, and then out of nowhere, my cock began spewing cum all over Adam’s legs and crotch.

Adam pushed me off but didn’t seem disgusted by what I’d done, instead, he smiled and said, “Now clean that up.”

“Um, yeah, sorry…” I muttered, getting to my feet to get a towel.

“No bitch! With your tongue.”

I leaned forward, licking the cum from his hairy legs, but then he waved his cum-covered erection in my direction and my stomach lurched. He didn’t seriously expect me to lick his cock did he? But he did. I was forced to lick all his cock and balls clean, the one saving grace being he didn’t expect me to suck his cock.

He pushed me away, and pulled my yelping, laughing wife to the bed and proceeded to fuck her. I just knelt there watching as she made noises I’d never heard her make when I fucked her. She was begging him, spurring him on, telling him she’d do absolutely anything for his cock. Her orgasms rolled in, thick and fast, and not once did she lose that sadistic look in her eyes, driven by lust and the desire to be taken over and over.

When Adam unloaded in her, she made sure I understood what she expected of me, without a single word. One look, one challenge, just try to say no. With trepidation, I moved between her legs and licked, gathering as much of the cum as I could, avoiding a repeat spanking which still stung. To my side stood Adam, watching, cum dripping onto the expensive rub below him.

After I licked her to another orgasm, she kicked me away and told me to sleep in the spare room. I wasn’t about to argue with her, what was the point. Instead, I walked away dazed and confused, my face wet and slick with a mixture of her cum, Adam’s cum, and all the cum from before. My erect cock betrayed me, desperately turned on by this sudden change in my wife, no matter how much it scared me.

Adam climbed into bed with a chuckle from Mary, followed by the glug of her sucking him. I couldn’t believe that gone six in the morning, sleep deprived, she was still horny; this wife who had never cared for sex, all of a sudden needed it so much she was willing sacrifice the sleep she had so desperately craved after having kids.

In the spare room, I did the one thing I could, I reached for my cock and wanked. However, if I had a hope of finding sleep after that, it was soon lost to the sound of my wife and Adam together, followed my her arrival in my room to clean her up. One thing was for certain, nothing about my life was ever going to be the same again.


Two

In the weeks that followed, I was never spanked again, but the threat remained strong, so strong that I didn’t dare complain when I was ordered to serve drinks at a sex party where I watched groups of men take my wife. I didn’t dare complain when I was ordered to clean her after each man. I didn’t dare complain when she wanted to learn Shibari bondage on me. I didn’t even complain after the night she left me for hours to go gamble and get laid, but chose to leave me hogtied, even though if something happened, I’d have no means to escape.

Even though my cock was almost constantly erect, and she used it as often as she could without complaint, I did what I could to communicate my anger with her through stares and gestures, as I believed that to be the safest route; but not once did she acknowledge them.

The oddest thing in the world though, were the brief moments we were supposed to be a normal husband and wife. Moments when we went grocery shopping together, or happened to watch a movie, albeit she could never make it more than an hour before finding herself horny and in need of cock. Still, she spoke to me as if nothing was happening, reminiscing about times with the kids, or talking about a fun conversation she had with our eldest daughter on the phone, or what to eat for dinner. I wondered if she was bipolar, if there was something wrong with her brain.

It was in one of these moments that I remembered everything. It was the briefest moment of clarity, but there it was; rasinteral. Rather than question the doctor and open up to what was happening, I decided to Google the drug. I began to wish I hadn’t.

A list of links appeared, articles about gambling addiction, hypersexuality, one article claiming the drug caused, deviant sexual behaviour. I had my answer, the drug was the problem.

I sat there staring at the articles and I began to think about outcomes. Whilst I loved my wife too much to let her continue down this route, taking her off the drug also worried me a bit. Ignoring the deviance for now, Mary and I were having sex together five or six times per day, where previously, we were maybe doing that per annum. Did I really want to give all that up?

Logic and reason won out, I just had to hope she would see it the same way. So, that Sunday, when we had a moment to ourselves, after sex when she was a little calmer, I showed her the articles. Immediately, she began to sob, realising that she was not in control of her own body.

For the rest of the day, she locked her phone, put it on silent, and asked me to watch her to make sure she didn’t do anything stupid. I promised I would, and that on Monday first thing we’d see the doctor.

Of course, when she got horny, controlling her was impossible. She snapped, slapping me, telling me to stop being a whiny bitch, demanding her phone back. I held firm and she ended up breaking down, sobbing on the phone, begging me to give it back or fuck her. I did fuck her, but it wasn’t enough, it was never enough. In the end, I couldn’t stop her from running out of the house, running to her new friends. I just had to hope she’d return able to go to the doctor.

She did return, and in a moment of lucidity, still full of cum and a mess after being fucked all night, dressed like a common whore, I drove her to the doctor’s office, calling ahead to let him know it was critical.

An injection of Haldol calmed her. It countered the drug she’d been taking, and he gave her a new type which didn’t have the counterindications the Rasinteral had. Within the next two days, my wife was back to normal.

Of course, we talked about what she did, she was fully conscious of it, even said she enjoyed it, enjoyed the memory of it, but admitted she’d gone way too far. She was too kind of a person to just end things without telling the men she slept with, so she called each of them and explained herself. To my surprise, each wished her well and left it at that.

For the following two weeks, things just felt normal, like they were before. But there was a sadness in her eyes, a sadness that something was missing. I asked what and she kept saying there was nothing wrong, but I knew there was, I felt it too. I missed the sex, and whilst we did have sex again, and definitely more often than before the pills, it just didn’t feel the same. She wasn’t climaxing, she wasn’t vocal, and generally, if felt sad and dull.

“If you want to go back to sleeping with Adam, then you can.” I told her one day.

“What? No! Don’t be silly!” She sighed. “I think that wouldn’t be the same either. You don’t want that.”

“I don’t mind it. I…it turned me on.”

“You’re just saying that.” She said softly.

“I’m not. I liked how powerful and assertive you were.”

“I didn’t. Just drop it, John, please. It wouldn’t end well, you know that.”

Life just felt dull after. I found myself indulging in cuckold porn, masturbating to that, even reading cuckolding books. It became central to my life, and frankly, I didn’t know how I could do with out it. I felt stupid, of course. Stupid for getting off on my wife like that, stupid for allowing it to happen, stupid for convincing her to stop the pills.

In the bathroom, I saw the long supply of the old tablets in the cupboard. I was so desperate at one point that I considered switching out her medicine, getting her back on it, but I wasn’t so evil.

Eventually, I calmed down, resigned to leaving that old part of my life behind me, though in reality, it was ingrained in my psyche now, as well as in my reading habits, as I found cuckolding porn central to everything I read.

Christmas descended on the household and my two girls came home to spend time with us. It was the standard family affair, with me taking our eldest daughter’s fiancé out for a beer on Christmas Eve down the local pub. Martin was a nice guy, German, doing well at work, and very much the type of gent that every father would be happy to see with his daughter. We talked his work, sports, all the usual stuff, before heading home just as a dusting of snow began to fall, promising the first white Christmas in years.

When we arrived home, we found the girls sat drinking mulled wine in front of the fire. They looked like they’d been discussing something serious, but changed the subject the moment we were home. It got me thinking, but I decided not to press. However, as Mary and I retired to bed, she let me in on the fact that she’d told the girls everything, about what the drug had made her do.

“What did they say?” I asked.

“Well, they checked I was okay, then asked if I felt violated, which I didn’t. I was honest, I said it was the best time of my life, but I was destroying our marriage.”

I sighed, “Baby, if it was the best time of your life, then why did you stop?”

Like previous times, she rolled her eyes. “Please! It was crazy, that’s why. The things going around my head. The things I was going to do to you! Do you remember how I was sewing all the time, the lingerie?”

“Yes.”

“Well, once I started sleeping with all those men, doing that…stuff…to you, I began changing what I sewed.” She stood and opened a long drawer, revealing large pink satin panties, ruffles and white lace, black lace, all sorts. Heck, some were even big bras, flat, no cups per se. “I sewed these for you. The men told me to make you a sissy, this submissive male who dresses as a maid, in frilly underwear and dresses, to humiliate you. It turned me on, so I began making it, planning to force you to wear it.”

I felt my cock grow. “I…I’ve read about it.”

“Where?” She asked, confused.

“I’ve been reading about it. I’ve been reading books…cuckold stuff.”

She sighed and looked away. “I just can’t do that. I can’t ruin you like that. You’re the love of my life. I can’t just lose control like that, I just so wanted to do things to you that you can’t possibly imagine. Such dark thoughts turned me on. God, you just can’t believe what got me hot.”

My dick throbbed at what my wife was saying to me, her dark thoughts fuelling my wanton desires lately. The change from sex-crazed wife to plain housewife was too fast, too sudden. She’d ignited a fire which was burning stronger inside me every day, and frankly, I wasn’t sure I could keep it under control.

“Do you…do you want me to try on the underwear you made me?” I asked her.

There! There was a sparkle in her eyes, she did want it, but her moral compass was holding her back, scared of what it might mean to us as a couple. “You don’t need to, I’ll just throw them out.”

“No… You made them for me. The least I could do is try them.”

She gulped, but her chest began to heave. “Then sure, erm, try them.”

I stood and walked to the drawer, pulling out a pair of panties. They were little shorts, light purple satin wrapped around the edges with three layers of soft pink satin ruffles. I pulled them up my legs, the softness of the fabric making it feel like a whisper of air was tracing my skin. Then they sat, comfortable around the crotch, not too tight, just tight enough to lightly cup my cock and balls. I hated to admit it, but they felt amazing.

“I actually like them.” I told her.

“Really?” She asked, excitement unmasked in her voice.

“Yes. They’re super comfortable.”

“And cute.” She giggled. “But the hair needs to go. It’s not cute.”

“I don’t have a problem with that, but I’m not shaving it. That’ll be a nightmare.”

“Just go to a salon and have it lasered.”

“Good idea.” I said, and then smiled. “Are we really doing this?”

She giggled once again. “They’re just panties.”

“True.” I nodded, then reached in and grabbed one of the matching bras she made, pulling it over my head.

Her chest rose and dropped faster as she stared at me, and then she gasped and told me to fuck her. My cock was tenting the panties already, so I slid it out of the top and pushed inside of her.

“You miss those big black cocks, don’t you?” I whispered, scared the girls might hear us.

“Yes, damn it! Yes!” She gasped. “Fuck, no matter how I feel about myself now, there’s no denying they were amazing.”

“You should do it, see them again. Screw the tablets if you are scared, just see them again.”

She didn’t answer, just held me, touched the satin on my skin as we fucked in the missionary position. I didn’t last long, there was no way I could hold off after getting so riled up. She hadn’t cum but she said it didn’t matter, but to me it did, so I did something I hadn’t done for some time. I slid down her body and ate her cum-filled pussy.

Mary giggled as I licked. “I still can’t believe you ate other men’s cum from my pussy. You’re such a sissy cuckold, aren’t you honey?”

“Yes.” I said, licking away with gusto, wishing it wasn’t my cum flowing into my mouth.

“I miss it.” She whispered, the smile gone now. “I miss the way I felt on the tablets. I miss the freedom. I miss seeing you eating cum.”

Fuck, she was making me hard again. Her words carried a darkness, a venom which made me realise my wife was now trapped in reality. The tablets hadn’t made her crazy, they’d removed fear and inhibition.

“If you had nothing to fear, would you be that person again?” I asked.

“Of course. In a heartbeat.” She replied instantly. “But thinking about doing it all again, makes me anxious, makes me think about all the things that could go wrong. How I wish I could be her again, to be such a slut. I loved it, John, you can’t begin to imagine how it felt. Seeing you scared, seeing you beg me, lost in your own lust, it turned me on so much. But if I imagine doing that to you now, it scares me because I know I risk losing you.”

“You don’t.” I said between licks.

“You say that but you don’t know…” She trailed off, her legs trembling as her climax hit.

I sucked on her clit and held it as she calmed, then detached and moved up the bed. She held me, tracing a finger on the lingerie. We kissed again, then she pulled back and said, “Will you wear it for me? From now on?”

“You want that? You want me to be a sissy?” I smiled.

“So long as you get rid of the hair asap.” She chuckled, then sighed. “Yes, I want you to be my sissy. If only as a reminder of what once was for a few weeks. I think we can still have fun. Safe fun.”

“Sure.”

Our sexy time over, I put the telly on, whilst she picked up her phone. However, as she read from her Kindle app, I began to have thoughts. One, what was she reading these days? And two, what did the girls say when she told them, after all, they were in their twenties now?

“Babe?” I began, slowly.

“Mmm?”

“What did the girls say when you told them?”

She put her phone down which allowed me to see what she was reading. The book was called Turning Him by Ann Michelle. So she was reading sissy novels, interesting. I’d read a few by Ann, but it was good to see that Mary was interested in that stuff too.

“They were surprised that drugs could make a person behave like that,” She said, “but thought it was pretty hot. When I said I wished I could continue to be that person, they said I should do what makes me happy.”

“They’re right.”

“I know they’re right, but it doesn’t mean I should risk your happiness for my own.” She said, and then picked up her phone again. “And now can we drop it please? I think the decision is made, okay?”

“Yes,” I said, then after a pause, “Mistress.”

There was no response for a moment, then she said, “Good sissy.”


Three

Things never returned to a routine, not after that. Sex returned to our lives in a far bigger way. I had had my body hair removed, and was now wearing the sissy lingerie that she had made me. No, she wasn’t dominating me or bossing me around, but I was wearing it under my clothes and it did allow us to instigate sex more frequently. And with that sex came roleplay, including cuckolding.

I began asking her to make me more lingerie because she was good at it, and then I got an idea. We were retired but I was still making money through our stocks. Our plan was to travel, but outside of the occasional Euro-weekend, we never really went anywhere. I needed something to do, and it just so happened that her kinky lingerie gave me an idea.

“What if we were to open a webshop for sissy lingerie?” I asked her, expecting her to dismiss the idea.

“That’s a great idea!” She gasped excitedly. “I’d love that! Do you know how to setup a webshop?”

“No.” I admitted, but then I said, “But I know who does.”

That afternoon, I called Michelle, my eldest, and asked her if she and Martin could help us get a webshop made. She said she could and that she would come by at the weekend to help. “In the meantime, send me some ideas and I can get to work on the design.” She said.

“Ideas?” I asked.

“Yeah, colours, name, branding, oh and, duh, what you’re going to sell.” She laughed.

“Um, well, your mother is sewing her own line of lingerie.” I noted slowly.

“Oh cool. I’d buy that. Why didn’t she tell me?”

I gulped. “It’s not really for you. It’s, erm, for men.”

“Oh, boxer shorts and stuff?” She asked, still not getting it.

“No, not really.” I said.

There was a long silent pause as it was finally dawning on her what I meant. Then I began to hear a giggle. “Dad, is mom sissifying you?” She asked.

“Um….”

“Jesus Christ. Yeah, dad, no worries. Have mom send me some photos of what she’s created and based on that, I’ll come up with some designs. Martin can code the store. Fuck, didn’t have this on my bingo card, but hell, why not?”

I let Mary know, relaying the whole conversation, then she blushed and checked her phone. Sure enough, there was a message from Michelle. ‘Nice one mom.’

So, Mary began work on various designs, taking inspiration from not only the net but also how she saw the men in the books she read. She made for my size, with the idea that she would make to order to begin with to gauge demand.

If there was one thing about Mary it was that she was skilled. She was able to put together a pair of satin shorties for me in mere minutes, something I couldn’t grasp. It all seemed so complicated, but once she had the design and the templates, it was ultra-fast.

Soon, I had too many panties and bras, so she moved onto suspender-belts and nighties, making my short puffy baby-dolls and tight fancy pink satin nighties, complete with ultra-large lacy ruffles. I found myself literally surrounded by satin and lace, heck, when I said you can’t have suspender-belts without stockings, she realised that whilst she couldn’t make me normal stockings, she could make satin sock-stockings. Sure enough, I had satin stockings, which were indeed unique. After that, bonnets, gloves, even a mask with lace around the mouth and eyes, which I felt was a tad extreme.

When Michelle and Martin came over, I got the feeling that Martin was a tad uncomfortable with the subject matter, whereas Michelle seemed more than happy to work with us on such a sensitive topic. She didn’t even blink when she saw the pink satin lockable hood, taking professional pictures of each and then editing them in Photoshop.

By the following weekend, the webshop was good to go live, with Michelle stating that she would work on some promotion to get it going. As they were leaving though, I heard Michelle talk to Mary. “These are Martin’s sizes, and here is a list of what I want. Is that okay?”

“Of course, honey. I didn’t know you and Martin were into all this.” Mary replied.

“We’ve been playing for a while.” She admitted.

“I’ll have it all ready by next weekend.”

Michelle thanked her mother, but then stopped. “Erm, one more thing. No hurry, but do you think you can make a dress too? Something really out there. Something, erm, kinky, for him. Lots of satin, lots of lace, short, maybe a petticoat.” Again, Michelle paused, “Something his boyfriend might enjoy seeing him in?”

“Boyfriend?” Giggled Mary.

“Yes, well, you see, I have a man who looks after me, and well, Martin is locked. His…”

“I know darling, his cock.”

“Yes. Well, we don’t have sex anymore, because my lover takes care of me. To be honest, I’ve been doing this longer than you, mom. Anyway, so Martin doesn’t get bored, we found him a boyfriend.”

“My my. That is, erm…” Mary sighed. “Fuck, I’m jealous.”

My daughter giggled as I pulled myself tighter against the wall so I wouldn’t be seen. “Yeah, it is. Anyway, so the dress.”

“I’ll think of something. Maybe some of the panties should be crotchless?” Mary suggested.

“Around the backside? Yes, please.”

“Wonderful. I’ll get right to it. You lucky girl.”

“You should get back into it one day too.”

“I will. Just need to get comfortable again.”

“Are you going back on the pills?” Michelle asked.

“Oh no! I couldn’t do that.”

“Why not? Hell, if you don’t want them, I’ll take them.”

“Michelle Reilly, you’ll do no such thing.” Mary snapped, then calmed. “I might, okay? I’m…thinking about it. But if I do, then you cannot blame me for what happens.”

“Vanessa and I talked about it. Neither of us would, no matter what.”

“Good. You’re good girls.”

So Mary was thinking about going back on the pills, to returning to slut mode. That was news to me, but certainly welcome news. I had to assume that she would discuss it with me first, but for sure, I’d encourage it, hell, why wouldn’t I?

After Michelle was gone, I decided to play dumb and just wait for my wife to tell me everything, however, she was not dumb. She collared me and told me she saw me in the mirror and that I should stop embarrassing myself.

“Sorry.” I said. “So you’re thinking about going back on the tablets?”

“I’m always thinking about it, but it doesn’t mean I will.” She said, but she looked upset, busying around the kitchen, cleaning up, before stopping and turning to me. “You really pissed me off, spying like that.”

“I’m sorry.”

“No!” She shouted. “Pants down, bend over, grab the table.”

“What?” I asked, only to be slapped hard around the face.

“Pants down, bend over, hands on the table. Actually, put them flat on the table, don’t move them.”

“Y-yes Mistress.” I said, shaking with excitement.

From the drawer, she pulled a wooden spoon, then waited whilst I followed her orders. The silky bloomers I had on stayed up as she laid into me, one thwack after another, no pauses. I cried out, gritting my teeth, not daring to move my hands until she was done, and then after she stopped, she told me to stay like that and not to move a millimetre.

For the next ten minutes, she said nothing, just moved around the kitchen cleaning up, until she returned to me and said, “Ready for ten more?”

“Yes Mistress.” I replied, biting down again as she hit my backside.

After she was done, she told me to remove my male clothes and put a nightie on over my lingerie. I did exactly that, returning downstairs to find the cleaning products waiting. “Wash the kitchen floor and all the bathrooms. I expect to see them spotless, is that understood, sissy?”

“Yes Mistress.”

Whilst I cleaned, she disappeared upstairs, only to return a half-hour later wearing clothes I hadn’t seen her wear since she was on the pills. A metallic red mini-skirt, black fishnet stockings, a black lace-trim crop-top, a black fishnet shoulder top, and knee-high stiletto heeled boots.

“I’m meeting Adam.” She said firmly, though there was a quiver in her voice. “I want to get fucked properly, and y-your little cock isn’t d-doing it for me.” She said. I wondered if she was roleplaying or telling the truth, but when I heard the crunch of tyres on the gravel outside, I realised she was telling the truth. This was a test, not of me, of herself, to see if she could really cuckold me, really push herself to cheat, when she wasn’t on drugs which took away her inhibitions.

“Yes Mistress.” I smiled. “Have fun, Mistress.”

“I will.” She said, trying to smile but failing as her nerves got to her.

With one last challenging look at me, she left, walking out the door and into Adam’s car. The sound of the engine revving away was the signal that I was once again alone, waiting for my wife to come back to me from an evening of sex, except this time, I knew she was more nervous than me.

It was hard not to masturbate whilst she was away, but I succeeded. I cleaned the bathrooms and kitchen, even found time to vacuum, anything to keep myself busy. This time, I didn’t need to wait too long, as she was home just two hours after she left.

“D-do you want to lick me?” She asked immediately.

“Please, ask me again.”

She gulped, then nodded, trying to straighten her back poignantly. “I want you to lick Adam’s cum from my pussy. Clean this fucking creampie!”

“Yes Mistress.” I gushed with a grin, pushing her onto the sofa and diving between her legs as she giggled. She was full, packed with cum, which surprised me, but she began to explain.

“He knew why I was there, knew about the pills, and he was there with Markie and Cheryl. All three told me to take the pills again, Adam ordered it, but I told them I couldn’t that this would need to do. Anyway, both men fucked me and I licked Cheryl.”

“How was it without the pills?”

She sighed. “It was good, amazing! But I was constantly thinking about you, constantly worried. I worried about everything.”

I stood and pulled my cock out of my panties, pushing it into her as she told me about how they used her, fucked her hard, had her screaming with ecstasy, and of course, I came in about five thrusts.

“Lick it clean.” She said once more, this time with more confidence than previously.

Later, she inspected the house, checking my work with precision, the wooden spoon an ominous weapon in her hand, a symbol of what might come for shoddy workmanship. However, she admitted that I’d done a good job.

That night in bed, I asked her if she would see Adam again. She took some time to answer, thinking about it long and hard, but in the end, she admitted she would. “You are allowing me to experiment with other men, and Adam is actually not just a good lay, but he’s a nice guy. Sure, he’s involved in a pretty shady business, but on this, he’s very understanding, not pushy. I think that’s nice and is a good start for me to get back into this.”

“How do you mean back into it?” I asked her.

“Well, I think I want to train myself to be like I was on the pills, just without them. I want to see if I can be comfortable enough to go to orgies, like I did, without the risk of losing our money gambling. Maybe I can be the person I want to be, without the drugs.”

“Maybe…” I said, quite surprised she reached this conclusion. “And if you can’t?”

She made a sharp inhale of breath and said, “Then I’ll go back on the pills.” She admitted.

“So, one way or another, the plan is to become a slut, dominate me, sissify me?” I asked.

She turned to look right at me, ensuring I fully understood the implications of what I was asking, and what she was telling me. “I think the time when you were in control of this relationship has long ended. I think we both know that you don’t want the normal life any more than I do. You are a sissy already, honey, just accept that. Now is the time for you to also accept that I don’t view you as my traditional husband anymore, you don’t want that, I don’t want that. So, unless you turn to me and say, it all needs to stop, then we continue down this path.”

I nodded. “I want it.”

Her hand reached out, grabbing my wrist. “John, listen, if you do change your mind, decide you don’t want to do this, now is the time to do that. If I go back on those pills, then you won’t have that option anymore. There’s no going back.”

“I know.” I admitted, feeling my cock engorge at the thought of being trapped in this lifestyle forever. “But that’s what makes it hotter, doesn’t it?”

For a moment, her gaze held my own, but then her lips curled up into a smile. “It does.”

The following morning, as I cleaned my teeth, I watched her walk into the bathroom. She stared at the pills she was meant to take, then her eyes drifted to the boxes of Rasinteral. She stared, just holding her normal pills in her hand, tapping them on her other hand, and then reaching a conclusion, she threw the pills she had in her hand into the bin, grabbed the Rasinteral and took one. “No going back.” She said to herself, before turning to me. “Get in the bath.”

Naked, I climbed into the tub, and then she stood over me, astride my face, and then after a moment, a long steady stream of golden piss dropped onto my face. She moved and aimed it towards my open mouth, and I began swallowing. Her nervous face softened, then formed into the naughty grin. “I want this.” She said. “I want to go back to who I was. I couldn’t sleep last night, the sex with Adam, it was too good to ignore. I can’t pretend to be someone I’m not, I just have to stop worrying. The tablets help that. I’m sorry, I’m sorry that I might end up hurting you, but this is the way it needs to be.”

I swallowed the last of her urine and then nodded. “Mistress, I’ll give anything to be the slave you need me to be. My only regret was stopping you in the first place.”

“No, it needed to happen. We needed to discover that we needed it.”

It would take time for the pills to take effect, I knew that, but I also knew what was coming. Three days later, she began being far more systematic about how she sewed the lingerie, and she started to have the weird monologues. I knew it was beginning. By that evening, she was gone again, and I knew exactly where.

At two in the morning, she returned home with Adam. I was already in bed, in a nightie, and she looked dishevelled and fucked. Adam watched as she made me suck on her used pussy, laughing at me as she forced it all into my mouth, but I didn’t expect her to do what she did next so soon.

Mary looked up and nodded at Adam, who stepped forward. She then got off me and grabbed my hand from both sides, turning it to the side and holding firm. “Your new job, honey.” She laughed sadistically, as Adam pushed his cock into my mouth. “Now suck sissy, suck the way you’re meant to suck.”

Look, I’d read the books and I knew that on the pills, she lacked inhibitions. When I encouraged her to go back on the pills, after hearing about Martin, I assumed this was coming. I’m not gay, but frankly, her forcing me was turning me on.  So I sucked, I made sure to give him the best head I could, just as I would like it, and to my delight, Mary let go of my head and cooed as she watched me, telling me how proud she was, how I was a good little sissy slut. Even Adam encouraged me, telling me how great I was doing.

Adam didn’t use my mouth to the end, this time. Instead, Mary climbed over me and I got to watch from below as he fucked her. Occasionally, he would pull out and use my mouth, otherwise I just lay there watching his heavy balls as they swung in front of my eyes. As he did that, I felt Mary’s mouth on my vastly smaller cock, sucking on it with enthusiasm.

Eventually, Adam came, filling her pussy, then pulling out, the cum dripping onto my face, and pushing his cock into my mouth as the remain spurts drizzled onto my tongue. I sucked and licked him clean, feeling the cum on my nose and cheeks dribbling down, before Mary sat on my mouth.

“Good sissy.” Adam said, reaching to grab my cock and give it a squeeze. “You’ll be a lot of use for me and my boys.”


Four

It was embarrassing to open the door in the dress for Adam and his friends. It was even more embarrassing to open it for the delivery guy, who was more than a little shocked. It was triple-embarrassing for our neighbour to see me in the hot pink satin dress as I cut the grass. But nothing was as embarrassing as the moment I had to open the door for my daughter Michelle and her fiancé Martin in the dress.

Michelle just stood there for a moment, taking it all in. The thick hot pink satin, the very large amount of white lace, trim and ruffles, front and back; the corseted waist, the matching lace-topped stockings. It was a lot to take in, especially considering the clownish attempt to do my own make-up, given Mary refused to teach me herself.

Of course, Michelle burst out laughing. She bent over laughing, just completely lost in laughter. “You look ridiculous.” Was all she said, shaking her head.

“Yes Madam.” I replied, earning another smirk and a raised eyebrow from my eldest daughter. I obviously didn’t plan to call her that, but Mary made it very clear that I was to be respectful to all the ladies of the household. Then I turned to Martin, “Sissy Martin, the dress and lingerie is waiting for you in Mistress Michelle’s room. Mistress Mary has instructed me to tell you to get changed into it immediately, as no submissive male maybe present in male clothing.”

Shocked, Martin spun around to look at his wife to be in shock. She simply shrugged and told him that it was Mary’s home, after all. Then she turned back to me. “Sissy, where’s mother?”

“She’s entertaining in the Master bedroom right now, and so if you want to go up with Sissy Martin or wait her, she doesn’t mind.” I told her.

Once again, she snorted a short laugh and then said, “She’s on the tablets again, huh?”

“Yes, Madam.” I said, trying to stop myself from throwing up in embarrassment.

“Okay. Who is she up there with?”

“Masters Adam, Wayne, and Logan, Ma’am.”

Another smirk but this time one in thought. “Very good.” She said, walking past me and handing me her long leather coat, revealing a black leather mini-skirt, and a black lace-up leather corset crop-top. Her long black hair shimmered down her back as she walked gracefully up the stairs. I wonder what she was up to, if she was on her way to her fiancé, but then with wide eyes, I realised what she was really doing.

“Wait, Michelle!” I said, running to her.

She halted in her tracks and turned to me, a furious red face showing that she was taking her new role in the house seriously. “Dad! You’ve been given very strict instructions on how you may address me, correct?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I said, looking down in embarrassment.

She stepped closer and slapped me hard around my face. “Clearly mother is taking this seriously, so I think I should too. Behave yourself. I’m no longer a child, so you do not get to boss me around. You know my role with Martin, and now I know your role with mother. Behave accordingly, is that clear, sissy?”

“Yes Mistress!” I said, glowing red with embarrassment.

With that, she gave me one last stern look, and then climbed the stairs, walking to the master bedroom. I couldn’t believe that she was going to do something so brazen.

As I stood there, listening to the muffled sounds of Mary talking to Michelle, then the sound of male voices, before new moans, female moans which I knew were not Mary’s. Martin stepped out in the new sissy dress, bright baby pink, lashings of pink lace, except his panties had an open space in the shape of a heart on the backside, lace lined it. “This is so embarrassing.” He said, looking at the door.

“I thought this was your idea?” I said. “Like, the relationship.”

“Oh it is.” He replied, “but I never expected you and Mary to get involved. You’re going to be my in-laws. It’s very embarrassing.”

I sighed, nodding, but felt my cock twitch in the little satin pouch they were wrapped in. This was a new gadget Mary had sewn together, a pouch which wrapped around my cock and balls, two rivet-holes at the top to lock it in place, and a small elasticated hole for the tip of the head to get into, to allow me to pee, but nothing else. Honestly, it was really ingenious, a great little chastity device without the need of an actual cage.

“It’s embarrassing, yes, but it’s making me hot.” I said.

Martin blushed, looking away. “Yeah…” He admitted.

We stood there, listening to the ladies begging for cock, and I should have felt guilty, but instead, I just sighed and walked off. “Come on. Mistress expects us to prepare dinner.”

As we worked, Martin asked if I wasn’t worried about Vanessa finding out. I told him that I assumed she knew everything, but given her college schedule, she didn’t often visit.

“Can I ask you something?” I said slowly, nervous about asking him the question I was about to ask.

“Sure.”

“You sleep with men, right?”

Again, he blushed, and then nodded. “I do.”

“Do you like it?”

“Very much. But I am bisexual, always have been.”

“What’s it like? What does it feel like?”

“It’ll hurt at first. Your muscle there is quite stiff, erm, hard. Over time, it will relax somewhat. But don’t let that scare you. Once the penis is inside you, it is very pleasurable,” the German man explained. “You know this feeling when you have an orgasm? That buzz you feel through your body?”

“Yes.”

“That is the feeling with every thrust inside you.” He explained. “It’s amazing!”

It was something that Mary warned was coming, that she wasn’t going to force me if I came to the decision myself, but if I didn’t, then she would tie me up and let men have their way with me. I told him that I was scared, that I wasn’t gay, but I loved that she was pushing me.

“Erm…” Martin shuffled a bit, looking away nervously. “Erm…I’m vers. I go top and bottom.” He said.

“Okay…” I said, not really understanding.

He looked at me, then walked behind me as I stood at the counter. “Relax.” He said softly, pushing me forward a little. “I am smaller, it will feel better for the first time.”

“Martin! Are you sure?”

“Yes, relax. It’s okay.” He said, reaching for coconut oil and grabbing some, rubbing it on the erection he’d pulled out of his panties.

“I’m not sure about this,” I mumbled, but I still pushed the panties down a bit, exposing my rectum.

“It’s weird, yes, but everything going on is weird, so…I’d rather you were not hurt.” He said, and then he moved closer, lining up with my hole. After a couple of fingers in my rectum, he pulled out and pushed forward with his cock. “It’s coming, I promise you’ll love it.”

I closed my eyes, feeling the pressure of his dick pushing against me. He said he was small, but it didn’t look small to me, far bigger than mine. The harder he pressed, the tighter I scrunched my eyes, until with a harder push, the head slid in. Immediately, my rectum burned and I hissed.

“Ow! It hurts!” I cried, hissing.

“Relax, I’ll hold, just relax.” He said, not moving.

Eventually, the burn dissipated, then a throb remained. “Okay.” I breathed.

He continued to push and the burn returned a little but not enough to bother me. It felt like he was pushing a metre inside me, pushing against my bowel, and I wondered how much more there was to go when I felt his skin touch my rump. “I’m all in.” He panted. “You’re so tight, so sexy.”

“You think I’m sexy?” I asked.

“Hell, yeah!” He said, moving out of me slowly, then pushing back inside.

A buzz ran through me. He did it again, and again, and each time the buzz grew. Soon enough, I was moaning, begging for his cock. It was ecstasy, it was so life-changing, I needed this! The more he moved, the better it became.

“Oh Martin! Yes, god, yes! Fuck! Yes fuck me!” I gasped.

“You’re so tight, such a sexy sissy!”

“Yes! Yes! I’m a sexy sissy! Fuck my gay hole!” I told my future son-in-law.

The rhythmic slap of skin on skin was music to my ears. I fucking loved this, I loved the feeling in my body. I needed it. If this was what gay sex was like, I was all for it.

A sound of movement came from the right and when I turned my head, I saw Mary and Michelle stood there in silk robes, the three lovers stood behind, naked. The ladies watched in delight, happy to see the most unexpected sight in front of them. I just stared at them, panting, accepting the feeling of a man banging me.

“I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna cum.” Martin said.

“Yes, breed me!” I cried, still looking in my wife’s eyes, her dark sadistic eyes.

Hot fluid spat inside me. It was so real, so unexpected, but I wanted this.

I sighed as the cock slid out of me, completely lost without the feeling of someone inside me. I needn’t have worried, because the black men who had fucked my wife and daughter, were ready to show me what a real cock felt like. Adam walked over, his hand rubbing his cock to life, before pushing inside me using the Martin’s cum as lubricant. I cried out in pain, the huge difference in size was definitely noticeable, but once he got going, fuck! What a difference! I was putty in his hands, crying and begging for more.

To my right, Martin was bent over on his knees, a cock in his mouth and one in his arse. The sight was never anything I expected to see, but from the looks on Mary and Michelle’s face, they loved it almost as much as I did. One thing was for sure, this was going to be one fucking bizarre weekend.

That evening, once the men left, the girls sat down to eat whilst Martin and I had to stand nearby and watch. Mary was off on one of her monologues again but for some reason, Michelle seemed invested in it, listening. Then to my surprise, Mary said, “Oh, Michelle, that reminds me, when you said you wanted to take my pills, well, I think you should start taking them too. See if they have the same reaction.”

“Really?” Michelle asked with a smile.

“Yes! I think it would be lovely.”

At this point, I felt I needed to step in and be the voice of reason. “Is that such a good idea, Mistress?” I asked.

“Shut the fuck up!” Mary screamed, jumping to her feet and slapping me hard around the face.

Still, I really felt strongly about this. “But Mistress…”

This time Michelle stood and she slapped me hard. “Your Mistress told you to shut the fuck up, so what should you do, cunt?”

“Shut the fuck up.” I mumbled.

Again, another slap around the face.

Mary giggled. “Do want to see something funny?” She asked my daughter. “I have him in chastity, but fabric chastity, so I can do this without hurting myself.” Before I could prepare myself, Mary kneed me hard in the testicles, making me keel over in pain as the women laughed.

“That’s hilarious. Martin likes cock and ball torture too.” Michelle said.

“Stand up, sissy!” Mary said to me. Then once I was stood, she turned to Michelle and said, “You try!”

“Really? Oh, thanks mom, you’re so sweet!” And then instantly, she swung her foot, kicking me square in the balls.

Both women erupted in fits of laughter, before Mary took Michelle’s hand and dragged her to the bathroom, where she gave her a box of the Rasinteral. “Here, take your first.”

“Love to!”

That my wife was involving my daughter filled me with regret. I knew that Michelle was a grown woman but Mary was clearly out of control and Michelle wasn’t seeing the real damage happening here. I wanted to sit down and talk about it with Mary, but that wasn’t possible, because once again, I was pushed to the side whilst Mary and Michelle prepared for a night out. My only route was via Martin.

“Please talk to her.” I told him.

“I’ll try but what you don’t realise about Michelle is once she starts something, she wants to see it through.” The German frowned. “There are times I regret telling her my fantasies in the first place. When we lived in Berlin, she was much worse. What she did at Kit-Kat club, I don’t remember seeing any woman behave that way. But…it is my fault. I never stopped it because I like seeing her like that, out of control.”

On a lot of levels, I understood. There was something erotic about seeing Mary without inhibitions, so free, so capable, and yet, so very dangerous. But Martin promised to talk to Michelle, and he knew she would listen at least.

I had read about the drug online. It shouldn’t work on most as fast as it did on Mary, with most who had the hypersexuality experiencing it many months later. Clearly, Mary had some sort of prior dopamine issue and the drug sent it into overdrive. I just had to hope that Michelle didn’t have a similar genetic disposition.


Five

Michelle and Martin became regular fixtures in our household after that, something which didn’t sit right for me. I tried to raise it with Mary, explaining we should have kept this life separate, but she didn’t want to hear it and often punished me for speaking out of turn; or asked Adam or one of the boys to do it.

And then that was the next problem. Our house perpetually now stunk of grass and cigarette smoke because Mary’s friends were constantly in our place. They each had keys now so came and went as they pleased, and given that Mary had turned me into a sissy bottom bitch, meant that I found myself not only running around in my sissy dresses fetching them drinks, but also on my knees sucking cock, or taking it up my arse. That I honestly didn’t mind so much. Once I accepted my new role in life, the pleasure came easily.

Mary, who never smoked in her life and hated cigarettes, almost constantly had a cigarette in her mouth now, and worst of all, she found it funny to blow smoke in my face, telling me that I was a pussy for not joining them. To my utter displeasure, I found her threats to force me to smoke a turn-on, but bundled away in the pouch as I was, and under layers of lacy petticoats, she was unaware of how erect it made me.

Honestly, her utter disregard for her health should have scared me, but she was constantly laughing, smiling or climaxing, how could I take that away from her?

In my case, I couldn’t remember the last time I dressed as a male. Of course, my neighbours asked what was going on, they had seen the extravagant party dresses and given the relationship we’d had for so many years, they wanted to know. This wasn’t some cheap neighbourhood, it was a gated community. So, I explained that Mary had had some health issues, and that she was on a type of pill which unlocked some desires, and I had to learn to live with them for her sake; which was all very much a lie, but the moment health becomes a concern, then they all become very understanding.

“And these dresses…?” My neighbour Tom asked.

“Sissy dresses. I’m her submissive.” Tom was someone who understood the value of listening to the wife’s health issues. His wife passed away ten years ago from cancer, and even though he was a little younger than me, he hadn’t bothered finding a new wife, just the occasional woman he brought home or met online.

“I know sissy stuff.” He smiled. “And the men she brings home…are they cuckolding you?”

“Yes.” I nodded, turning red as a beetroot with embarrassment.

Tom shuffled a little, a small knowing smile on his face. “Do…do you play with them?” He asked softly.

I looked at the man, the professional blue shirt, a tuft of greying black hair barely visible at the open collar, his salt and pepper stubble, the way he licked his lips. I had never realised it before, but my neighbour was obviously bisexual. “Y-yes.” I said, my throat tight with nerves as we stood at the gate dividing our back yards.

He reached out a hand, rubbed the satin which sat tight against my waist. “You like when others take control?” He whispered.

“Yes.” I whispered back. Suddenly, I was pulled to him and his tongue was in my mouth.

The problem here was, I wasn’t gay. Yes, I’d gone gay for the relationship with my wife, but I wasn’t attracted to men, and certainly didn’t want to fuck my neighbour. However, as I tried to wangle my way out of his clasp, it just seemed to turn him on more. Suddenly, he was dragging me to his backyard, to a soft sunbed.

“Sexy little fucker.” He growled, pushing down his shorts and pulling off his t-shirt. His dick was not overtly long, but it was the fattest I’d ever seen, it made my eyes burst.

“I think you have the wrong idea.” I said, though lately given anytime I spoke out I was punished, I found it hard to protest strongly to anything, and it seemed that gave him license to do what he wanted.

Before I could protest further, he grabbed my head and forced his cock in, growling loudly as he fucked my mouth and throat. “Yeah, yeah, suck it you fucking sissy fucking cunt! Suck it and taking it like a good little bitch!”

He only did that for a few minutes, before pulling out and pushing me onto my face and lifting up my petticoat. Lately, most of my panties had anal access, a requirement of the men frequenting the house, which meant when the skirts went up, Tom was pleased to find the panties didn’t need to come down. “Oh yeah!” He said, pushing his cock forward against my protests.

Soon, he filled me as I begged him to please stop, but it seemed they were empty words, because he just told me to shut the fuck up and take it. I guess he thought my protests were part of the game, but they were anything but. I was a former executive, a rich man, a family man, and now I was flat on my stomach in a pink satin dress with my neighbour’s cock buried deep in my arse. Nothing could prepare me for this!

“Gonna use you every opportunity I have.” He snarled, slamming in and out of me so hard that the sunbed scraped on the tiles with each thrust.

By the time he was done with me, I found myself hobbling back to my house. As I sat alone for the first time in days, I fell to the floor and sobbed. I wasn’t quite sure what I was crying about, but I just cried.

Mary found me like that when she arrived home and I think for the first time, my emotions actually made it past whatever had control over her, and she looked at me with sadness in her eyes. She then lid down to the floor and pulled me to her.

“I’m sorry.” She said softly.

“It’s fine. I asked for this.”

“Yes, but maybe we’ve gone just a little too far, too fast.” She told me. “Tell you what, why don’t we take a holiday? Just you and me?”

“Really?”

“Yes. We can hit a beach, go somewhere nice. We promised to travel, so let’s do that.”

“Will you be able to manage? On the tablets?” I asked her, scared she might not be able to satisfy her urges.

She chuckled. “Oh honey, the tablets stopped having that affect on me weeks ago. I’m like this because I love the lifestyle, but I can stop anytime.”

“Really?” I asked, surprised. “So, seeing me get fucked by the guys, you pissing on me the other day in the spare bed?”

“Is all me, baby. I’m your dominant Mistress now.”

“And the cigarettes?”

She shrugged. “I like them. I wish you smoked too.”

“Urgh.” I said.

“Wanna tell me what happened?”

I told her all about Tom, what he did, and how I really didn’t want to be gay. She held me, kissed my head and asked if she should go talk to Tom, but I told her she should only talk to Tom if she felt he did something wrong, because throughout the story, she didn’t seem to worry about the fact that he’d essentially raped me.

“Honey, it wasn’t rape.” She laughed. “Babe, I already told you, and you agreed, you are a slut now, like me, which means you don’t have the right to say no. I told you that, and you agreed at the time.”

“I know!” I cried. “But I thought that was just in the house.”

“No, John, any man. But, you’re my husband first and foremost, so if you think I’ve gone too far, say so.”

My cock throbbed at the thought my wife had made me into a rapeslut, a toy to be used by anyone. Much as I wanted to say I wanted her to stop it, I couldn’t bring myself to say it.

“Okay, so don’t sit here crying like a fucking pussy,” she said. “I want you to go over to Tom and apologise for being a bitch, and tell him he can use you whenever he likes. Make sure to tell him that anyone can use you, however they like.”

“However?” I asked, a little scared to hear that.

“Yes honey. However. You’re a no limits slut now, it’s what I want, is that clear. None at all. Drink, drugs, cum, piss, I honestly don’t care, do you know why?”

“Because you don’t love me anymore?”

“No, because I do love you and I know that right now, that little cock of yours is hard because he loves the fact that I can turn you into this. Otherwise, why would I do it? What would be the point? I get laid, I don’t need to do anything to you, you can just live your life. But I want you to feel the happiness I feel, and for that to happen, you need to learn what I have learnt.”

“What’s that?”

She smiled and kissed the tip of my nose. “Life is far better, when you just let go.”

It was true, I knew that if I let go of my preconceived ideas of sex, then I would enjoy it more, but unlike her, I was unable to forget the risk of such things. I was scared of getting ill, for example, and I told her that.

“Okay, I get it.” She nodded. “But all the men I play with at the club, who come here, are tested. Martin is tested. Okay, Tom was a risk, but he’s a doctor, they’re tested regularly. As to what I said, okay, maybe not any man, but any man I tell you to, deal?”

“Deal.” I smiled.

She kissed me again. “Go see Tom, and whilst you do that, I’ll check a few websites for holidays.” I began to walk out of the room when she stopped me. “By the way, the tablets have started to work on Michelle.” She grinned. “She’s more out of control than I was.” She giggled.

Of course, when I went to see Tom, he was horny again. He really didn’t care what I had to say, instead I was dragged into the house, spanked, and then fucked. This time though, I didn’t feel the say angst I felt early, and knowing that I was a simple slut for any cock made it fee different. This time, I was begging for more, deeper, and the pain of earlier became the pleasure of now. I was just a fucking dirty gay slut, and that was all I was meant to be.

When I returned to the house, Mary showed me a number of options for a holiday, all quiet beach locations. However, after the conversation and my sudden clarity moment, I decided perhaps there was an alternative.

I’d once read about a paradise resort on a private island in the Caribbean, which was similar to other swingers’ resorts but a lot more upmarket, less open to anyone. After a little searching online, I found the name of the resort but there was no way to gain access to it.

“Are you sure?” She asked. “I’m happy to go to any swingers’ resort, if you want that?”

“I do, but I want this one.” I said. “Let me speak to Kelly Prescott. She can help.” Kelly Prescott was my concierge for my private bank. Whatever I needed, she could sort, so I felt sure she could help with this.

As usually, Kelly answered within two rings, her perky voice professional and courteous. I’d never seen her, but somehow, I had the feeling that this was a very attractive woman.

“How may I help you, John?” She asked.

“Well, Kelly, this is a strange one. Mary and I want to go on holiday.” I began.

“Okay…where to?”

“Have you heard of the Avalon Dove Community?”

There was a short pause and then when Kelly replied, her voice had taken a different tone. “Yes, John, indeed I have. It’s a very exclusive resort, for very exclusive tastes. Are we talking about the same place?”

The Avalon Dove Community was not just a swingers’ resort. The article I’d read was on a closed subscription-based lifestyle site, aimed at executives. It was touted as a BDSM retreat with thematic parties. Of course, the article talked about a party which was similar to something out of Eyes Wide Shut, but if memory served, they did a female domination event, two weeks long, with the theme of cuckolding.

“Yes we are.” I said.

“You are aware that the type of stay varies based on the type of play you expect, correct?” She asked.

“Correct.”

“And may I ask which type you wish to engage in, in order to ensure availability?”

I gulped. I was about to tell this woman that I was a sissy cuckold. “I’m interested in the female domination fortnight. The one for cuckolding?”

“I am aware of that. I believe it is the called the Kudu Event.” She said, maintaining professionalism the whole time. Kudu – named after the type of antelope.

“Perfect. Tell me, and this is a little sensitive. Are you aware if sissy husbands are allowed at that event?”

“Yes John, they are. And if you like, I can even ensure you have the adequate and fitting clothing requirements for the climate ready for you?”

“That would be helpful, yes. Erm, would you like something on design or style?”

“That won’t be necessary, I think I know what you need.” She paused for a moment. “Will there be anything else, John?” She asked, leaving the question hanging, slightly more firmness to her voice.

“Erm, I don’t think so.”

“Very good. I’ll check the availability and come back to you later today.”

Whilst we waited for Kelly to get back to me, Mary very kindly unlocked my cock from its satin prison, stating she thought I deserved a reward. For a moment, I thought I would be lucky enough for a hand-job, but I was surprised when she directed my cock to her pussy, something to happen for the first time in weeks.

As she rode me, I tried to focus on her, but in the end, I came back to thinking about the men fucking her, and in my head, I imagined her telling me I could never fuck her ever again, that only real men could fuck her. Around me, men and women were laughing at me, telling me that I should never get hard for a woman, that it was an insult for a sissy to become erect for a woman, that I should get hard for cock. Then I imagined my wife asking me why I couldn’t stay hard for her…except…

“You’ve gone soft! Why? Are you gay?” Mary was asking me with a smirk on her face. “Gosh, John, you can’t even stay hard for me! You must be gay! Admit it! Go on, say you’re gay, say it!”

“I’m gay.” I muttered, and annoyingly, the moment I said it, I began to get hard again.

“Say it again, gayboy, say it!”

“I’m gay.” Harder again. Fuck! Fuck! Why? I didn’t find men attractive.

“Say you wished you had cock in you, that you wish you didn’t have to fuck disgusting pussy.”

I said it and I became hard as a rock. She rode me, laughing at my predicament, but the more she laughed at me, the harder I became.

“You love cock, don’t you?” She asked.

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I love cock. I love cock! Fuck, YES, I love fucking cock!” I gasped.

Just as I said that, my phone rang, it was Kelly calling me back. She’d need to wait, but unfortunately, Mary had other ideas. Before I could react, she grabbed the phone and pressed answer, putting it on speakerphone.

“Sorry Kelly, it’s Mary. I’m afraid I have my husband otherwise preoccupied, but he is listening.” Mary said.

Kelly’s professional mask dropped a little as she giggled a little, before calming herself. “I see. Well, it appears you’re both in luck. The resort has a female domination and cuckolding event in three weeks. There are still a few spaces available, so I’ve tentatively blocked two, unless you plan for others to attend?”

“No, thank you, just us two. My lovers will stay here.”

“Good, then that’s fine. Should I go ahead and finalise the booking and arrange flights?”

“Yes please, Kelly, you’re a darling. Business class of course.”

“Of course.”

“Wonderful! Thank you so very much.”

“Anytime. Enjoy, erm, whatever it is you’re doing.”

“Oh, well, Kelly, I thought I’d give my husband a treat and let him fuck me, but it seems he can’t stay hard unless he’s thinking about cock. I guess given he’s in sissy dresses all the time, it’s made him a tad gay.”

Again, Kelly giggled and followed up with, “I’ve heard that can happen, Mary. If you like, I have access to some professional escorts services for men, if you need someone more suitable for him?”

“Lovely of you to offer, darling, but my lovers and the neighbour take care of that for us. I think he gets more than enough cock these days.”

“Best thing for them, Mary.” Giggled Kelly. “Well, have a lovely rest of the day.”

When the called finally ended, I was biting my lip, completely red-faced. I’d cum hard during that encounter, much to my dismay.

“If it makes you feel any better…” Mary began, softly. “I don’t think you’re gay, but a glutton for humiliation.” Then she began chuckling, and I joined her.


Six

If shopping at the local grocery store or walking around town, dressed in a sissy dress felt humiliating, it was nothing compare to going through security at an airport, or sitting on a full transcontinental jet. I begged Mary to let me travel in less obvious clothes, but no, I was to wear sissy clothes, and that was it.

Men and women stared, giggled, or scowled in disgust; some bloke called me a fag, another told me I should be locked up. It wasn’t that I was in something which showed off a lot of flesh either, it was a long dress, hot pink, black lace, tight, down to my ankles, but it was visibly a fetish dress, so tight around the ankles that it made me hobble in the towering high-heels.

The air-hostess in business class tried very hard to remain professional, but even she broke when Mary constantly ordered for me and called me the sissy. Then the lady serving asked, “Would the sissy like anything else?” Or, “Is he going to be allowed dessert today or are you watching his diet?” Oh yes, Mary made sure I identified as he/him.

But that wasn’t the biggest surprise of the start of the trip. No, not at all. Imagine my surprise to see a gorgeous Japanese woman with sharp features and long hair stood waiting for us at the airport. “As you are such a prime customer of ours, I have decided to accompany you on this trip, to make sure you have the full benefit of my, I mean, our service.” Said Kelly with a wry smile.

“In a leather skirt and a corset?” I asked.

She turned to look at me, smiling, but a smile that carried the weight of warning in it. “Yes, sissy, in a leather skirt and a corset.” Said Kelly. “I discussed it with Mistress Mary, and we thought it would be beneficial for me to make sure you were well, serviced, whilst Mistress Mary entertained.”

When I rolled my eyes at the incredulity of the situation, both women chuckled but said nothing further.

It took nearly twenty hours to get to the private island, but as the seaplane circled to land, I looked down on the paradise that awaited us. I was also pleased to find I was not the only sissy on the plane, but I was the only one not collared, something Kelly promised would be corrected once she could get to her luggage.

On the trip over, we had the chance to properly get to know Kelly. It turned out that she was born in Japan, but raised in Singapore, before she moved to London to study. It was in London that she made money modelling for a latex fashion brand on the side, and had the chance to attend fetish and BDSM parties. She fell in love with the scene, but especially enjoyed female domination. However, she eventually moved once again, married and quickly divorced after six months, stating that the normal quiet life didn’t suit her.

Since then, she became very active in the BDSM community and even ran her own OnlyFans account for financial domination. Essentially, she fit into our little group perfectly, even though I was over twenty years her senior.

She was being a little cheeky by coming with us. Essentially, no singles were allowed at the resort but she desperately wanted to attend. So she called Mary separately and asked if she could be a third. Given we had a large suite, it made sense for Kelly to join us, under a few rules. She was not allowed to fuck me, except to peg me; she was to join Mary when men and women came over to fuck, and she was to look after me as her own slave too. None of this was a problem for the young woman.

It all felt a little strange upon arrival at the resort. Hotel workers lined up to greet us, but instead of the traditional garbs most hotel chains gave their staff, these people were ready for the main event. Women were in harnesses, lighter leathers or PVCs, given the heat, bras, crops etc, whereas men were oiled and in tight little underwear, or one was in a sissy bra, and a sissy skirt and ballet heels.

The other thing was there was no expectation of assistance with luggage unless the Mistress asked for it. In my case, I was told to manage by myself, even if that meant two trips, which it would. To make matters worse, after signing wavers upon arrival, dominant hotel staff slapped my backside with a crop as I walked with the cases, screaming mush, or move it you piece of shit!

As this was a femdom cuckold event, not all men were sissies. All were deemed to be subservient, but not all were sexually submissive. In other words, all men would serve, but in bed, with permission, some were more than happy to take charge. Those who were available for sex wore specific bands on their wrists, depending on consent and so forth. Of course, everyone had to have been tested multiple times in the lead up to the trip.

On my wrist, I wore a special band. Pink stripped with black and blue. What did that mean? It meant that I was a sissy, open to gay sex, no consent required. I didn’t even pick that, neither did Mary; that was selected by Kelly.

Kelly had no issue walking around naked in front of us, and for that I was glad. The girl was a supermodel, with pierced nipples, belly and clit, smooth skin, and a sexy tight body, she would be any man’s dream woman. She stood naked in front of me as she stripped me from the dress, changing me into a hot pink and black lace bikini, and matching pink self-holding fishnet stockings. I knew that in the sun, I’d have a ridiculous tan, but I guess that was the point.

“Who’d have thought it?” Said Kelly quietly when we were alone, “That when I started being your concierge that you’d be my little bitch?”

I blushed, but felt my cock twitch. “Yes Mistress.” I muttered.

“Thank you.” She whispered, leaning close to my ear.

“You’re welcome.” I whispered back.

She kissed my cheek, then slapped the other, before taking the leash which was linked to my new pink leather collar. “Come on bitch, follow.”

My heels tapped on the floor as I followed her out to the pool where Mary should’ve been waiting for us. Instead, we were greeted by the sight of Mary sucking off a huge black man sitting on the edge of the pool, as a tattooed white man pounded her from behind in the pool. That wasn’t the only debauchery going on in the pool. In fact, the whole place was already one big fuck fest, which when you really thought about it, was pretty gross, even though I knew they filtered and cleaned the pool regularly.

Suddenly, I felt a hand on my backside and a mewling sound. I turned to find a slender gay man in a pink swim thong stood behind me. “Very sexy.” The man said, and then he noticed my band and smirked. “And all mine.” He sighed, pushing me down to my knees and pulling his cock out.

Kelly whooped as she watched, a man fingering her as she did. I glugged on the giant cock swelling up in my throat, as cheap EDM played around the private resort. Other than the sound of music and the occasional splash of water from the pools, voices interspersed by moaning and slapping skin was the order of the day.  I knew going into this that it was one of the more active sex resorts, where it was allowed anywhere and everywhere, except in the dining areas. And the bizarre thing, even the staff were allowed to join in! Heck, the guy now fucking me was a waiter!

I didn’t care. It was all too fun to ignore. Two weeks of madness in the sun seemed fine by me.

Of course, I soon found out that sex was not the only fun to be had. Apart from the BDSM mini-dungeon in each suite, there was a full-sized public dungeon too, and given that I was one of those will full consent waived, people were free to use me. There was one safe word for everyone, in order to prevent anyone from getting too extreme, and that was painted on every wall – Rumblefish.

As Kelly and another woman I didn’t know took turns whipping me, as I hung as an X by chains hanging from the ceiling, I found that I didn’t need to use the safe word. Sure, the stranger was visibly cautious, holding back, but Kelly was not. Given how used to beatings I now was, I seemed to relish the pain, enjoying the way Kelly would grin and laugh in my face as she called me a fucking fairy, a piece of shit not worthy of her piss.

And with all the action of the day, still I found myself in bed with Kelly and Mary, that evening, all three too jetlagged to party all night, after all, it had only been one day.

“I would like to discuss financial domination.” Kelly told Mary. “I am aware that you are the Mistress, and it is your money, but taking money from sissies like John turns me on. So, I wanted to see how open you are to it?”

Mary turned and looked at the pretty girl. “Okay, well, I see no reason why John cannot keep you in good stead, buy you nice things, and provide you with a weekly stipend. In return for that, though, I do want to see more of you at our house.”

That was all Kelly needed to hear. She faced my wife and kissed her, taking her cheeks in her hands. “Yes.” She gasped. “Yes please!”

“Is ten thousand a week okay?” Mary asked.

My eyes widened but I didn’t say anything, still, Mary saw it.

“Oh please!” Mary gasped. “You earn that every hour on the market.”

“Whilst there is a market. AI is going to burst soon, then watch.” I told her

“Yes, and still we have more than a billion in the bank. I think we’ll be okay.” Mary stated with a laugh.

“Fine.” Kelly said with a smile, turning to look at me. “Ten thousand a week, full service when I am over, and I won’t out you to all the executive friends in the industry.” She said sinisterly.

“Oh my!” Giggled Mary. “That’s hot.”

I gulped as I stared at the gorgeous Asian, but my cock became hard as a rock. “Perfect, Mistress.” I said, my throat dry.

“Good. Now lick my pussy, you disgusting pig.” Said Kelly, before spitting right in the middle of my face.

Licking the pussy of the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen didn’t seem like much of a chore, and I felt sure that when she winked at me, she knew that. And yet, Mary didn’t seem to mind, as she latched her mouth on Kelly’s boob.

It was moments like these that I was thankful for the lifestyle Mary had gotten us into. Sure, I’d never planned to the receptacle for men’s cum, but even that was an unexpected delight. The feeling of men using me and abusing me, like a common whore, should have been degrading and made me depressed, but in the end, I still came out of it smiling. But this, licking Kelly’s pussy, seeing her kissing and fingering my wife, it just made it all spectacular.

The next morning, I awoke earlier than the girls, and rather than wake them, I dressed in a sissy bikini and went for a swim. The resort was peaceful, no sex going on, it was too early, just staff preparing for the day.

A pretty woman walked past carrying towels and asked if I needed one. I said I was fine, but still, she stopped and dropped one near the pool, before putting the others down on a sunbed. “Want company?” She asked.

“Sure.” I shrugged.

She seemed young, early twenties, blonde, very attractive, but a little outside my usual age range. And yet, I had expected her to just stand or sit and chat, but instead, she pulled off her little shorts and jumped in with me.

“You don’t look like the dominant staff here.” I joked.

She smiled as she swam up next to me. “I’m switch.” She replied. “I do like sissies though.” She giggled, threading a hand under water and into my pink thong, tickling my backside.

“Oh, well, I’m not allowed to play with women.” I told her.

She smirked at me then leaned close. “Good job I’m not then.” She whispered, before kissing me. As she did, she grabbed my hand and placed it on her massive cock. “I’m going to fuck you now, and there’s nothing you can do about it.” She hissed, biting my earlobe a little as she manoeuvred my panties down, and pushed her dick against my hole. “Tell me, is there anything you can do about it?”

“No.” I panted, wanting this hot transsexual to just take me already.

“You want my cock to rape you, don’t you?”

“Yes! Fucking do me!”

I felt that mammoth thing slide inside, but it was so big, for the first time in a while, I hissed in pain; it was like being a virgin again. Fuck, I didn’t know who this woman was, but she was fucking amazing.

And yet, in the water, it was hard to fuck me, so after a few minutes, she moved me over to a sunbed and had me get on my hands and knees. A poolboy saw us and walked over, feeding his cock into my mouth. Soon, others began gathering, with men saying they wanted a go on me too. I didn’t care anymore, let them all have a go.

But as is life, things get in the way. The girl, Candy, came in my arsehole, but then told the others to get back to work. She was the boss of the poolboys, it seemed, so apart from the one who came in my mouth, the others didn’t get a chance.

“You come find me later if you want more, sissy.” Candy stated, slapping my backside.

I would be back later. I would be back for everyone’s cock later. Why? Because I’d decided something; gay, straight, bisexual, pansexual, I didn’t care. I just fucking loved cock!


Seven

You know that moment when you get back from holiday and you realise the holiday is over? Well, for us, that moment came the moment we touched down at home. We turned on our phones to find missed calls from Michelle. It seemed our youngest daughter, Vanessa, had been arrested for public indecency.

We drove over to see her, finding Michelle had already gotten her out.

“Why would you do such a thing?” I asked her.

The answer was right in front of my face. Michelle had been giving her the drugs, the same pills Mary was on. For a while, it didn’t do anything for her, but then out of nowhere, Vanessa found herself getting out of bed at night, just a nightie, and walking to truck stops to get fucked. It seemed the nightie was ripped off her, leaving her stark naked and she was arrested whilst walking home.

“What’s going to happen?” Mary asked.

“Well, a friend wrote a doctor’s note stating she was on prescription drugs for RLS, and hypersexuality is a side-effect, so the police let her go with a warning.”

I sighed in relief. She wouldn’t have a record, but this was getting dangerous. “I think you all should stop taking the pills.” I told them, and all three women shot me an angry look.

“Oh, you’d like that, wouldn’t you, sissy?” Michelle snapped.

“Fuck off!” Mary told me.

“Not stopping.” Replied Vanessa simply. It seemed there was nothing I could do to stop them, but it was clear this was my fault. I should have remained strong, firm, and never pushed my wife down this path.

But I remained firm, stating I wanted them to stop, and that I would no longer be encouraging them.

I could see my wife’s anger change into concern. She had said the pills no longer affected her, but I wasn’t so sure. Either way, I was going to stop this. When it was just Mary and I, it was fine, but not my daughters, that really wasn’t okay.

Rather than poke the snake further, I let them come to terms with the fact that I didn’t want them taking the pills and went to the toilet to talk. When I came out, they looked glum but all agreed to stop, that it was probably for the best. Honestly, I couldn’t believe that worked, but good, I was glad.

Over the following week, things got back to semi-normal. I say semi, because my wife was home with me every night and it appeared she no longer visited her lovers. She was cooking again, and generally seemed okay with the change. I asked how she was handling it so well, and she gave me quite a positive response saying that at the end of the day, life was about compromise.

The semi came in the form of Kelly. She came by to visit us and ended up making love to my wife in front of me. When they did it, it was agreed that I should be dressed in my sissy outfits; I took it to be the compromise my wife had been talking about, and quite honestly, I was fine with it.

Over the next three or four weeks, this continued, with Kelly’s visits becoming more frequent. In fact, Kelly was over so often, I really began to look forward to her visits, because they really made me horny. I was able to watch and masturbate multiple times, and whilst I wasn’t allowed to fuck them, rubbing myself in the satin fabric, whilst rubbing my cock, was enough.

Then one day, Kelly brought me a present. “It’s a chastity device,” she explained, “but it leaves the head uncovered.”

“What’s the point of that?” I asked her.

“You’ll see.” She smirked, fitting the cage to me. Essentially, the device hooked around my balls, but then pulled the shaft tight against my balls. This forced my cock to bend around the sheath, leaving my cock-head hanging down. She then pulled my silky satin panties up. “Use two fingers and rub the head like a clitoris.” She told me.

I did as she said and felt a buzz. The smooth fabric allowed my fingers to glide over the head, and each rub made me pant in excitement. “Oh wow!” I gasped.

“Now you can masturbate like a girl whilst you watch us.” She giggled.

After she left that night, I thought she’d remove the device, but instead, she left, taking the keys with her. To my annoyance, that meant no sex with Mary, but it also meant a lot of masturbation like a girl.

The annoying part of it was that it just didn’t feel good in male underwear or naked, so in the end, I found myself wearing the panties on a daily basis again, and that meant one thing; I was persistently horny.

It reached a point where I was rubbing myself constantly. Working at the computer, I rubbed myself. Going for a walk, I’d stop somewhere to rub myself. It reached a point where I never felt satisfied.

It was one day when my wife was out at a spa day, that I realised there was only one way to satisfy my urges. So, I found one of the dildos, lubricated it, and began fucking myself whilst I rubbed. The best underwear for that was the backless sissy ones, but they did work well.

Over the next week, I tried to hide the fact that I was fucking myself with the dildo, but my need to cum became too much to simply hide it. It was during another fuck session between Kelly and Mary that I just couldn’t take it anymore and got the dildo out. Rather than laugh or joke about it, the girls told me how hot it was, so I decided not to hide it further.

And still, as time progressed, even the dildo wasn’t doing it for me.

Then, one night, when my wife was asleep, I dressed up in my sissy clothes, put on my wig and did my make-up, and quiet snuck out to a local gay bar, where I walked down to the dark rooms. There, I literally made myself available to anyone and everyone.

The moment a cock entered me, I began to realise what I’d been missing. That must have been it, I went cold-turkey on gay sex, but at the end of the day, I missed it, I needed it. So, as the men lined up to use me, I found myself gasping and panting, shoving cocks in my mouth, in my arse, begging men to do me. I couldn’t get enough of it.

That night, I promised myself I’d be there an hour and head home… It was light when I left, and I did so by force, with the club kicking everyone out.

When I arrived home, Mary was sat waiting for me. She had a self-satisfied smirk on her face, as if she knew exactly where I was, and why I was doing it. However, rather than say anything, she told me to go shower and have a rest.

That afternoon, I was up again and really, I should have just put on male clothes and been done with it, but seeing the cum-stained sissy dress lying there made me want to wear similar again. I now had a wardrobe full of sissy dresses, so I selected a new one, did my make-up and went downstairs, where I found the house empty.

I didn’t think about where Mary might be, but she did leave me some lunch, which I wolfed down, and then hopped into my car and drove to find an open gay sauna, or gay cinema. It was a little further afield, but sure enough, I found a place. Unfortunately, aside from me and a couple of other bottoms, I was alone there.

After buying some poppers, I sat and watched gay porn, rubbing myself through my panties, sniffing poppers. Eventually, people began to arrive and sure enough, I found myself moving to the cabins to suck cock.

The problem was, I really didn’t want anonymous sex. I wanted people to see me, to see me getting fucked, to want it too. So, I returned to the main room, which was quite well-lit by the televisions, and waited on my hands and knees on a plastic covered mattress. Sure enough, someone came and stuck his cock in my mouth, and once he did that, others walked over to watch.

Hands roamed my body, fingers entered my hole, and soon, a cock pushed in too. After that, pandemonium broke out. The cinema began to fill and I was the centre of attention. People masturbated, making sure to aim their cum at me. People fucked my mouth, demanded my hands, used other’s cum to lubricate my hole. It was one after another, and I needed more.

Some climbed under me and sucked on the head of my cock, licking at it like he was licking a pussy. I came in his mouth but where I would previously feel guilt and remorse, now I just needed more.

A hand grabbed at my chest, at my bra, and I hissed and moaned as I felt a shot of sensitivity in my nipples. Hands spanked me, grabbed at me, but my nipples were like generators of pain and pleasure. My whole chest was sensitive.

That cinema closed at midnight. I considered heading to the gay club I was at the night before to continue the party, but in the end, I forced myself to drive home, though it was hard to do. I was so god-damned horny!

When I arrived home, I found Mary in bed with two large black men, using her like a spit-roast. I should’ve been angry based on our previous agreement, but one, that would’ve been very hypocritical, and two, watching them made me horny.

Of course, whilst I knelt there watching, the men also decide to use my mouth, with Mary encouraging me. “You’re a good gay sissy, aren’t you?” She asked.

“Yes Mistress!” I gasped happily.

“So you don’t mind me going back on those pills, do you?”

“No Mistress!” I smiled, and at that moment, I really didn’t.

“Then honey, why are you wasting your time here? Go to the gay bar and get fucked!”

“Yes!  Oh yes Mistress!”

And so, that became my routine for the next days and nights. The only times I was really home was to eat food, and then I’d be on my way again. I hardly saw Mary after that, because she was almost constantly out getting laid herself.

During those weeks and months, I found myself beginning to feel rather odd. I had hot flushes, sudden mood swings, and then at one point, all the horniness left me. Suddenly, things began to make sense.

I stood, naked, looking at my pierced nipples. They seemed bigger, but that wasn’t the only thing bigger. The chest on which the nipples sat were now mounds, two A-cup sized mounds. I could’ve put that down to weight, but given I was eating a lot less, and almost no carbs, not drinking alcohol, and getting a lot of sex, I’d lost a lot of weight as it was. My stomach was flat, but my hips had padded out a bit.

“I’m on hormones.” I said to myself. Everything added up.

Since the Vanessa’s arrest, things had changed at home. Mary had begun cooking all my meals, saying she was watching my diet. However, it was a little after that that my horniness kicked off, an uncontrollable urge which grew and grew.

It was clear, finally, what had happened. My wife was drugging me. She was mixing in hormones to my food, but not only that, she was also giving me her RLS medication. I doubted she ever stopped.

Rather than confront her, I dressed up in another sissy dress, and then drove to Vanessa’s town, to her college. I didn’t go inside, rather I called and asked to speak to someone about whether my last donation went through. When the clerk told me she was sorry that my daughter dropped out, I knew full well what had happened.

I drove around the town, checking every sex spot, dogging spot, and coming up empty. I knew she needed to be somewhere, but also, I knew she would need money. So, I drove to the main red-light district, and sure enough, there she stood, red lace bra, black PVC micro-skirt, red fishnet stockings, smoking a cigarette and waiting for a customer.

She wasn’t waiting long. A car pulled up and she walked over. A few seconds later and she was getting in.

I sighed. She was not a kid anymore, old enough to make her own decisions, but I had my answer. She hadn’t given up the tablets, which meant none of them had.

Just as I was about to start the car and drive home, I heard a knock on my window. I turned and came face to face with my other daughter, Michelle.

“What are you doing here?” I asked her, looking at her in the little black see-through bra, the black mini-skirt, and the stockings.

“Working. What are you doing here?” She asked.

“Spying.” I said.

She grinned. “Your outfit is a give-away. Are you coming to join us? Plenty of punters interested in sissies.”

I should have said no. I should have put a stop to it, but instead, I grabbed my handbag and joined her. As we walked, she said that she was constantly horny and that there were enough men looking for hookers to make it worthwhile to get fucked and get paid for it. “Besides, if mom can do it…” She added.

“You mom’s a hooker?” I asked, shocked.

“Yeah. You know who her pimp is?” She laughed.

“No.”

“Your friend Kelly. And she’s a tough bitch at that. Beats mom if she comes in short. Like, really beats her.”

“Holy shit!” I gasped.

“I know.” She said, lighting a cigarette and handing it to me. “Hot, right?”

“Since when do you smoke.”

“I’m a hooker, dad. Hookers smoke.” She said, lighting another so that I could keep the first. “Make sure you smoke too.”

It was as I was halfway through the cigarette that a car pulled up. “You, sissy.” Said a fat bearded man. “How much?”

I turned to Michelle. “How much?” I asked softly.

“Tenner for a blowie, twenty for anal.”

“Isn’t that cheap?” I asked.

“We’re the lowest scum, daddy.” She grinned.


Epilogue

The hormones had worked well, so I should’ve considered myself lucky. It turned out that Mary didn’t know about the hormones at first, just the RLS drug. It was actually Kelly who had started me on hormones, telling Mary that she needed to mix in a multi-vitamin because the RLS drug caused vitamin malabsorption in men. The multi-vitamin was a mix of hormones and anti-androgens. I never stood a chance.

It had been a year. A year of working for Kelly, who now owned our house, and all our money, property, possessions. She owned, everything and we had nothing. She was our pimp and our owner. In that year, Michelle and Vanessa moved back in, and now all of us worked for Kelly. Hell, our house was a brothel now, a very cheap one, which meant we were always busy.

Kelly wasn’t nice in any way shape or form. That pleasant girl who came with us on the holiday had been replaced by a mean bitch with a vicious streak. She kept us on the RLS drug, even modifying it to make it more potent via a friend, which meant we were in no fit state to say no to anything. We were constantly horny.

People didn’t really question why we had disappeared. With me now a feminine sissy slut, and my wife a skinny old whore, they wouldn’t have recognised us anyway.

I think deep in the back of my mind, there was still a voice saying that what we were doing was wrong, was bad, but that voice was so weak and silent, there was no way it would ever find its way back.

Once I suggested to Michelle that it was too much, but she just smiled and dreamily told me that it was never enough.

We worked eighteen hours a day. We barely ate, just fucked and sucked. Kelly gave us impossible targets, which when we missed, meant we were whipped and tortured by her. Her sadism knew no bounds, much like our masochism.

And then one day, something happened. A person taking the RLS medication suffered a similar fate, but this time, her husband brought it to public attention. Suddenly, the news made an investigation and found other cases, and eventually, somehow, they found Mary.

Overnight, we became the centre of public attention. Police opened an investigation into Kelly, into everything she had done. The whorehouse was shut down, each of us put into protective custody, under a psychiatric hold.

The drugs were cleared from our system, with only the hormones continuing on me, as per my request, and even that required a thorough examination.

Eventually, the court found Kelly guilty of extortion, human trafficking and more. Our property was returned to us, and life sort of just…stopped. Even though I was no longer a man, I found myself missing who I was. Vanessa went back to university, but that didn’t last more than a month before she was home.

In the month of our freedom, we realised just how dull real life was. If we wanted to go back on that RLS medication, we couldn’t. The producer had changed the formula so that we would never get it back again.

Of course, we missed Kelly. None of us pressed charges, but we didn’t need to. There was more than enough evidence without us, so the judge sentenced her to five years imprisonment. We visited her, and thankfully, she harboured no hard feelings towards us.

“We’re just so depressed.” I told her.

“Yeah, we can’t get the pills.” Michelle said.

Kelly smirked and leaned forward. “Air vent in your bedroom.” Was all she said.

It turned out that Kelly had asked her friend to breakdown the original pills and change the formula to make them extra potent. As such, hiding in our air vent were bags full of pills, hundreds of them. Instead of taking them one per day, one per week was enough, which meant, these pills would last us years.

All four of us began taking them immediately, and then we turned the light in the window back on, and put the ad back on the internet. We were back in business once again.

It was only after Kelly was released on good-behaviour that we discovered the truth about those pills. It turned out that not only had her friend been a useless chemist who didn’t change any pills, but he also destroyed the old ones. It turned out that the pills we were taking were glucose pills.

“But we were so horny on them! All of us!” Mary gasped.

“Yeah…that was all you.” Kelly laughed.

It turned out, we were horny the whole time, we just needed something to blame it on.

“So…gonna still be my whores?” Kelly asked.

“So long as you treat us the way you always treated us.” Vanessa said.

“Of course, bitch!” Snarled Kelly, slapping my daughter’s face. “Now get to work. I’ve lowered your prices, so now you should have queues of customers.”

And so, we were whores for the rest of our lives, and never once wanted to go back.

THE END
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