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	Author's Note

	This book is a dark book featuring very, very dark themes. It's meant to be extreme, not a kink romance. If you are looking for romance, look for a different book.

	So why have I written a darker book today? Well, I've had a really shitty week and I just wanted to get my frustration out on paper. Look, I'm a married lifestyle dominatrix, but I know the difference between reality and fantasy. If I get in a bad mood, I do not do any BDSM with my husband. Instead, I want him to hug me. Never ever do BDSM if you are really angry, it's just a bad idea.

	Anyway, this book has drugs and more in it. I use the theme of drugs quite a bit in my books because they are, like it or not, often connected to sex. I used to use drugs quite a bit when I was younger, but these days, I don't because I'm in a position that doesn't allow me to. Still, I use them in other ways now, in fantasy. Poppers though, they do pay a role in my marriage, especially for my husband...[image: Image]

	By the way, if there are typos in my books, please drop me an email and tell me where (iuliagslater@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

	What do you really know about your partner? You may have been together your whole lives, but there was a point when you weren't with her, be it growing up, in college, or during a previous relationship, but there will have been a point when you simply didn't really know each other.

	In my case, it was when my wife was with her first husband. She said it was a time of her life which was really fucked up, a time she said she did a lot of drugs, a lot of different fucked up shit.

	I met Cathy shortly after she got out of rehab. She wasn't divorced yet but they'd been separated for some time and divorce was the next logical step. I too was going through my own divorce but that was nothing serious. Shelly and I had married young and just kind of gave up and went our separate ways, but Cathy and Eric, well, by all accounts, that was toxic to begin with.

	Of course, I knew sparse things. Apparently, Eric was bisexual, dressed up in drag, fucked around, and Cathy didn't care because she was high and drunk half the time. But after a serious accident where Cathy fell off a balcony, she said enough was enough, and got treatment.

	She'd been sober for six months when she and I met on a flight home from the [image: Image]UK. Seated next to me, we chatted about work, travel, life, and somehow, things just clicked between us. For me, Cathy was a dream woman, the one I always thought would be out of reach. Tall, slim, legs up to her armpits, long brown hair, sultry eyes, high cheekbones, and a smile that would make you erect in an instant. She was the picture-perfect representation of a supermodel, but there was a reason for that.

	Her breasts were augmented. She'd had B-cup breasts and had them enhanced to E-cup. On that tiny figure, they were almost comical, but she loved them. However, her tiny figure came at a price. When she was at her worst with the drink and drugs, she also developed body dysmorphia, so began vomiting and using laxatives. The clinic had helped her addiction to drink and drugs, but had done little to help with the bulimia. Nor did they help with her smoking, because she smoked a pack a day.

	On the other hand, I was not fat, not skinny. I used to be skinny, when I was twenty, but now approaching thirty, I was gaining here and there. On top of that, I was kind of a geek, even though I was making improvements to myself. After breaking up with Shelly, I had LASIK on my eyes, so the glasses went, and I began to change my wardrobe and hairstyle. On the whole, I was trying to modernise myself, and it worked, to an extent.

	Anyway, Cathy and I began dating. I convinced her to reduce the cigarettes, which she did, moving onto patches and gum. Then, I worked with her on the bulimia. I knew she needed professional help, so we found a therapist who helped somewhat, but in the end, it took me standing by her side and watching her, talking to her, and eventually, she got it under control.

	The moment her bulimia ended, things began to improve for her. Her hair became thick and luscious, her teeth began to improve, or rather, didn't get worse, and her skin became smoother. She didn't put on weight, at least, not huge amounts, but she looked healthier.[image: Image]

	Lots of people told me to walk away. They said she had too much baggage, that she was trouble, but I didn't want to hear it. Just because she was going through her own set of problems, didn't mean she didn't deserve to be loved.

	We dated for a year before we bought our own house together, only then talking about getting married. We talked about kids, but neither of us were in a hurry to make a decision there. I had been promoted at work, and she'd landed a job in a magazine, so instead, we focused on our careers.

	Two years after meeting, we were married in a small ceremony. It was the happiest day of my life, and nothing could change that. Everything was perfect, or...nearly perfect. You see, Cathy still smoked. There was no stopping that, but I learned to live with it, even though I hated it. Then there was the bigger issue. Her past.

	It wasn't that she had some sort of past, not one I thought I needed to worry about. More, I was kind of bitter that I didn't know anything about her past. She told me that she was embarrassed by it, that being an addict made her do things she regretted. I asked her for examples, but received little in return. Heck, I knew next to nothing about Eric, other than the fact that he would frequent gay bars dressed in pink dresses and then tell Cathy all about how he'd been gangbanged and filled with cum. In fact, I made sure to get us both tested when we started properly dating.

	Still, when I pushed about her past, she would move away from it. "Meeting you was the line in the sand. That's when my new life began. History doesn't matter." She told me. And she was right, it shouldn't matter, it didn't matter, but it did to me. I just felt like I was missing something.

	Life went on. We lived in our little cottage, and we were happy. Then, we finally had the talk about kids and decided that perhaps it was time to start trying. We made an agreement to slowly come off birth control and then try, and we would try as long as it took. We knew it wouldn't be immediate, but eventually, either it would work, or it wouldn't. We were not going to fret.

	Everything about living with Cathy was easy. We rarely argued, and if we did, then we made sure to resolve it that same day. We didn't feel the need to be away from each other, nor did we feel bad being apart. It all just worked. And yet, still, [image: Image]there was something bugging me, that nagging feeling that I didn't really know [image: Image]her.

	It was when Cathy was on a business trip for a few days that I decided to look at the attic to see whether or not it could be converted. The cottage was beautiful, old but renovated for the most part, however, it was small. Of the two bedrooms, one was ours and the other had become a storage room for old furniture. Yes, we needed to get rid of a lot of our old things. The attic, then would need converting into something usable, not just for storage, but potentially guests too. It was a huge space up there, to my knowledge, doing nothing.

	Imagine my surprise then, when I found boxes lying around. Moving boxes filled with old clothes and bedding; items from Cathy's old place. I didn't know these were up there, but here they were.

	Some of the bedding looked old-fashioned, and I reasoned that it probably old hand-me-down stuff from her family. However, as I raised the items from the box, I found things underneath. CDs and DVDs, a very old external hard disk, one of those powered from the wall ones, and a shoebox with photos. When I opened up the box, I found photos of Cathy, dressed in latex and leathers, laughing with other girls dress similarly, wielding whips, or wearing strap-on dildos. Men, dressed in pink, puffy dresses, kneeling, or sucking on the dildos. Then photos of the same men, getting fucked by men, sucking cocks, being used.

	It was all so bizarre, but it made me wonder what else she was hiding. Looking in the other boxes, I found lots of all clothes, latex all carefully packaged and powdered, leathers, PVC. Whips, yes, but no dildos, no strap-ons, no other toys, just lots [image: Image]of whips.

	So there was an item of my wife's past. She played with BDSM with her first husband, I supposed.

	Taking the hard-disk and the CDs and DVDs, I headed down to my PC, only to find that I didn't have a DVD drive anymore. In fact, did anyone anymore? So I

	put those aside and focused on the hard-disk. On that, I found more photos and some videos. In one of the videos, Cathy was laughing at some man in a pink dress getting absolutely railed by a huge black guy. "That's it you fucking slug, take my lover's cock like a good little sissy! You fucking faggot! I fucking knew I could turn you into a gay slut for cock!" She snarled, laughing. She was slurring though, a lot.

	She was high and drunk, that much was for certain.

	There were many, many, videos like that, and not just with who I knew to be her ex-husband, but other men too, which made me wonder, was this something she actively sought out? However, that wasn't all that was on that hard-disk. Right in front of me was a back-up file from a mail account. I knew this was a massive invasion of privacy, but I had to know, I had to find out more about my wife.

	The email address was one I hadn't seen before, but it was definitely her email. When I loaded it up, I discovered why this one was separate from her main one. She had dozens of people on the hook, all around the world, sending her money in exchange for her dominating them. My wife was a professional online findomme!

	She called herself Goddess Catminx. I used the name and tried Googling it, but generally, for the most part, came up blank. Nothing on Instagram, nothing on On[image: Image]lyfans, nothing anywhere. However, the internet has a long memory, and it didn't take long to find old references to other areas, forums, and eventually, Fetlife. And that was when I found an advert. It was from about a year before I met her, and it was talking about her services.

	Findomme Goddess Catminx - Professional homewrecker! I will be your keyholder, and your everything, but beware, reach out to me, pay my tribute, then be ready to be destroyed. I'll ruin you, your lives, your marriages. I'll turn you into a snivelling gay sissy. Yes, that's right, that's what I do; I reel you in, make you trust me, and when you least expect it, turn you into a common gay street whore, sucking cock and taking it up the ass. And you better be sure that you'll be a cumdump. Sissies only deserve cum, no protection. You are filth and I'll destroy you.

	"Jesus fucking Christ!" I gasped.[image: Image]

	The more I dug, the further back I went, the more evidence I found that she not only did this as a job, but she was serious about it too. Examples of where she outed men, ruined marriages, even showed a time where she took a boyfriend from before her marriage and converted him into a sissy.

	But, I'm not going to lie. There were moments, looking at the photos and videos of my wife dominating men, pegging them, beating them, even pissing on them, where I found my cock more erect than it had ever been in the past. I was completely blown away by how powerful she was, and of course, I came multiple times.

	The CDs and DVDs went back into the boxes, but the hard-disk stayed locked away in my cupboard. When Cathy finally came back from her trip, she was the lovely kissy-cuddly sweetheart she always was with me, but now, I saw her in a different light. I knew that her big nipples used to be pierced, as was her clit. I knew that she would take cock from multiple men whilst making her husband watch whilst getting railed by gay men. Most of all though, I knew she said on camera that she would never settle with a man, that turning men into gay sissies was the biggest turn-on in the world, and that as long as she lived, she would never stop.

	As we made love that night, with her working on getting pregnant with me, all I [image: Image]could see as I looked at her, was not my loving wife Cathy, but the strong, powerful, and evil dominant goddess, Catminx.[image: Image]



	



	One

	I was at work the week Cathy decided to look at the attic. We'd talked about converting the attic for some time, but I didn't let her know that I'd been up there during her trip. Cathy walked up the little steps and entered the large space, eyeing the boxes. She knew she needed to get rid of them, get rid of that old life, but she couldn't bring herself to do it. Her biggest fear at that time was of me finding out [image: Image]what was in them, but given I'd been around them for so long and hadn't said anything, she assumed I hadn't seen them.

	But, things needed to go, she reasoned, and out they went. She couldn't bring herself to get rid of the clothes and toys, but the DVDs and CDs, along with the photos, were a complete waste of time. She reasoned that having a kid was going to change her life, so she just needed to put her old life behind her. Besides, she wasn't even sure if she had a way to open the DVDs anymore.

	It was as she was sorting everything she wanted to throw out into one box that she realised something was missing. It was the huge old Siemens hard-disk that I had stored in my own cupboard. At first, she thought that perhaps it had fallen out in transport some time ago, but then she questioned why nothing else appeared to [image: Image]have fallen out.

	Finally, it clicked. I had the hard-disk, there was no other explanation. Walking downstairs, she made a beeline to my PC and began opening drawers, then my [image: Image]cupboard, where under a stack of papers, she found the hard-disk. Rather than take it though, she simply stared at it, and then backed away.

	When I arrived home that night, she said nothing about the disk or its contents. We talked about work, about our day, then about the attic and the plans for it, but when we did speak about the attic, I noticed her gaze, that one questioning look.

	She was checking me to see if I would say anything about the boxes.

	"l can see about getting a company in." I said. "To do the renovations." I had purposefully evaded the question.[image: Image]

	"Surely, we can do it ourselves. How hard can it be?" She asked.

	"I'm not skilled enough."

	Nodding, she sighed, then looked away. "l have boxes up there." She said, looking right at me.

	"l know." I replied, looking back at her.

	"l know you know."

	"Because you took the hard-disk out of one of them." And that was it, the cat was out of the bag. Now we had to talk about her past.

	I paused, waiting for her to say something, but she didn't, she just sat there not saying anything, analysing me. "Why didn't you tell me about the BDSM stuff you did?" I asked.

	"Because I didn't want to." She shrugged. "l put it together with a part of me where I drank and did drugs. I was out of control, as evidenced by what I'm sure you saw. I ruined men, I ruined families and marriages. Married men with kids, turned into simping sissies. I'm not proud of any of it."

	"Then why did you do it?"

	"Because it turned me on." She said immediately. "l felt powerful, in control, about the only time I felt in control of anything, was being in control of these men."

	"Do you enjoy being dominant to all men?"

	"Yes." She replied simply.

	"But not me."

	Finally, she broke, looking away. In her face, I saw fear, concern that the new world she'd built was going to come crashing down. "l am the way I am now," she began, speaking slowly, softly, her words measured, considered, "because I don't want to become the girl I was before. Do I wish I can be that girl again? Yes, but I [image: Image]can't be. It is connected to years of substance abuse, and I worry I will relapse if I enter that world once more. I want to be a wife, and I want to be a mother for your child."

	She was still looking off to the side, not daring to look at me, shame and guilt written all over her face. So I decided to drop it. It was too risky and first and foremost, I wanted her to be happy. "Then we'll talk no more about it." I smiled warmly. "I'm just glad to know more about your past, and I feel closer to you for finding out." Finally, she looked at me. "And honestly," I continued, "you were fucking hot in the latex."

	There was a nod and a shrug, but the tear down her face was what worried me more. Standing, I walked over and hugged her until she hugged me back. I loved her terribly, and quite honestly, I really didn't want to lose her to drink and drugs.

	That night, we made love but still, I saw her in the latex, I saw her all dominant, [image: Image]tough, nasty, and all that meant that I was hyper-horny, so...came in about ten seconds.

	Where possible, I worked from home, whereas Cathy only worked from home one or two days per week. This meant that the following day, when Cathy was at work, I was at home. I should've been working, but instead, I was continuing my research into my wife's history.

	There was a situation with a guy that she was blackmailing. I say blackmail, but these were men who paid and asked to be blackmailed. I know, in the eyes of the law, that's a really grey area, but still. In this case though, the wife of the guy found out and called the police. An investigation was launched whereby the police went over the kinky messages between the guy and Cathy, and in the end, no charges were brought. The police advised her to leave the guy alone, but she didn't. Instead, she ended up outing the guy to everyone. Heck, the woman worked for some big American company, and somehow, Cathy made sure everyone in the woman's company found out that her husband was a cocksucking sissy slut. It was so bizarre, but Cathy had no empathy for the woman, she was a machine.

	The vanilla male in me wanted to hate Cathy for her behaviour. It told me that what she did was horrible, was disgusting; but I couldn't help it, I found myself wishing that she was still the dominant bitch she once was. I don't know why, never had I shown an inkling of interest in this stuff, but seeing her like that woke something primal up inside me.

	When Cathy came home that night, I was cooking dinner whilst she went to change. What I didn't know until later was that she paused and looked over at the [image: Image]cupboard, walked over and checked to see the position of the hard-disk. Immediately, she saw it had moved and she knew, I'd been looking at it again. The following day, she saw it again and knew that I was obsessing.

	Whilst we fucked the following night, she tried something. "Fuck me harder, or I'll call one of my old lovers to do it for you." She snapped. I came, instantly. No build-up, no thought.

	Without a word, she stood and walked to the bathroom, shutting the door. I felt awful. This was a test, I knew it, and yet I blew it. When she came out, her eyes were puffy from crying. "I'm sorry." I said.

	"It's fine." She mumbled.

	"It really isn't. Really, I'm sorry." I told her.

	"Is that how you see me?" She asked, looking right at me. "Is that what you want? You want Goddess Catminx back? You think it's so sexy, right? Well let me tell you something; you wouldn't enjoy it. I didn't do any of that for the men's enjoyment, but my own. I did it to destroy men, to make them living porn for me to masturbate to. I fucking love watching gay men fuck formally straight men over and over until cum is coming out of their noses. But I can't live like that anymore.

	Every single part of my Goddess persona was destructive. I fucking sold a man. Did you know that?" She snapped, and my eye widened. "Yeah, I fucking sold a sissy, a married man with kids, I got him fucked on heroin, and he looked so good as a sissy, that I sold him to the Bulgarian mafia. I don't know where that guy is now." [image: Image]"Shit." I gasped, but bizarrely, my cock just got harder.

	Eventually, she calmed. "You'd think that giving up drink and drugs was the hardest thing I ever had to do, but it wasn't. Giving this up, it's so fucking hard. I loved it. I loved fucking big strong men in front of Eric. I loved turning Eric into Erica. I fucking loved when he begged me not to let the men fuck him that first time. I was married to him for a year before I began feminising him."

	"Why did you marry him?" I asked her.

	"Because I thought I could change. I did love him." She began crying. "But I hadn't given up drinking, and I think I was high. I ran into Devon, a guy I used to fuck, and somehow, I got him to come home with me, and that was it. Eric came home, found us like that, and rather than try to talk to him, I beat him up."

	I cock my head. "Wait. You beat him up?"

	"Yeah. I was horrible. I beat him senseless." She admitted, and I could see the pain in her eyes, the regret. "l was high, I didn't know what I was doing. Devon egged me on, but even after that, I used to abuse Eric until eventually, I forced him onto hormones, castrated him..."[image: Image]

	"You castrated him?"

	"Yeah. I did that sometimes." She shrugged.

	The hard-disk had told me only part of the story. That was just the tamer stuff for the outside world, but something told me the harder stuff was elsewhere. "The DVDs." I said.

	"Yeah. I got rid of them." She said, looking me firmly in the eyes. "They're gone, destroyed. There's stuff that would incriminate me there, I didn't want to risk it."

	That made sense, but still, it was a little scary, this woman, the woman I thought I knew, she had a very, very violent streak. Could I be sure it would never come back? "If we have a child, it can affect people. Hormones, stress. Will you be able to manage?" I asked her.

	"l think I'll manage better than if I don't have a kid. I worry that without the responsibility of having a child then I'll just get bored or lost." She told me.

	We lay there, looking up at the ceiling. I was still erect, still horny. I couldn't help myself, and she could see it. I felt her hand snake around my dick, rubbing it slowly.

	"l wish I could give you a little, at least, just to play." She said. "l wish I knew how to do things just a bit, but it never ends that way."

	"If the alcohol and the drugs weren't in the way, weren't an issue, what would you prefer to be? This Cathy, or Catminx?"

	The length of silence before she answered should've been all the answer I needed, but to hear it from her mouth made it that much worse...or better, depending on how I processed it. "Catminx, any day of the week."

	Like it or not, being Goddess Catminx was inside Cathy; it was who she was always meant to be, and really, I knew that it was only a matter of time before it came out. But at the same time, I reasoned that she was clean and sober now, which meant that how she reacted to such pleasures would change too. Perhaps she'd discover that it was possible to play, occasionally, as Catminx; perhaps it was the substance abuse which had driven her to such extremes.

	As we fell asleep, I reasoned that I needed to stop with my obsession over her previous life. I needed to go back to being doting husband, otherwise, I'd end up in a deeper pit than she could ever put me in; or so I thought.


Two

	Michael Dorsey. The Executive Vice President of Sales in my company. A snivelling arrogant skinny old cunt who decided to implement weekly commit calls and a maximum six-week rollover on opportunities. The fuckwit who stressed me no-end by trying to force me to sell software like I was selling a car. Screw that cunt. So why am I writing about him here?

	Imagine my surprise as I went through Cathy's old emails again, when I found an email from a Michael Dorsey asking for a dominant woman to take over his life, to [image: Image]ruin and out him at work, and to wreck his home. He'd filled out the form, paid the tribute, sent photos — younger, but definitely him. He worked for a different company at the time, and whilst Cathy engaged him in a series of chats, she ended up giving up on him. I wanted to find out why, but how could I do that without telling Cathy that I'd read her private mail backup?

	[image: Image]In the end, I decided to just be honest. When I was with Cathy next, I told her that it wasn't just photos and videos that I'd watched on the hard-disk, that I had retrieved the backup of her old mail account. Thankfully, she wasn't surprised and had assumed I had.

	"l thought we were done talking about this?" She asked though.

	"l am...we are. It's just...Michael Dorsey, the twat at work I told you about? My boss' boss?"

	"What about him?" She asked.

	"He was one of your, erm, clients, once."

	Cathy, who was chopping vegetables for a salad, stopped and turned to look at me. She had a questioning look on her face, before she began to smile, then laugh.

	"No! Tell me you're not!" She said.

	"Of course I'm not!" I laughed back. "I'd be fired too, at the very least. I just wanted to ask you why you didn't carry things on with him."

	"Um, I'm not sure I even remember him. You'll need to show me. But I didn't accept every man. I could tell most were timewasters, likely wouldn't give me the information I needed to trap them."

	"l have it open on the computer." I said.

	She wiped her hands dry on a towel. "Show me."

	We walked to my computer where she sat on my chair then looked at the list of emails that I'd imported. She looked at the ones I'd highlighted, then looked at the pictures of Dorsey, before nodding.

	"Yeah, I remember now." She said. "His wife is a lawyer, right? Some hotshot. It was too risky, so I gave up on him."

	"l see." I'm not sure what I expected her to say, or even what I'd do with the information.

	She sat there and clicked through the old emails. At one point, I saw her begin to smile, before suddenly, her left hand was on her pussy, rubbing herself through her panties. She found emails begging her not to really ruin men, and she read her replies, telling them that it was already in progress, that she wouldn't ever stop until they were fucked, literally.

	"l was so evil." She purred, rubbing herself. "It's so hot. Seeing them squirm."

	Her getting hot was getting me hot. In for a penny, I decided to pull my cock out and wank. A side-eyed glance by her followed by a smirk alerted me to the fact that she knew. I hoped I could bend her over, fuck her, but she wasn't in the mood to be fucked at that moment, she wasn't in the mood for my cock.

	"Lick me." She said with a firmness that I'd never heard from her. Without hesitating, I dropped to my knees, but before I could lick her, she rolled the chair to the cupboard and pulled out the hard-disk, connecting it up and clicking through the pictures and videos. Suddenly, I heard the sound of a man begging, crying, asking her not to make the men fuck him, to let him go back to his wife, but she wasn't having it. Then, I was licking her absolutely sopping pussy.

	For over an hour, she clicked through her old archive of debauchery, and during that time, I licked her to multiple orgasms. Finally, she rolled back the chair and grabbed me painfully by the hair. "You want me to be a bitch? Huh?" She smirked, "come on then you fucking cunt! Crawl, on your hands and knees, move it. To the bed." I did as she asked, and as I crawled, she kicked me hard. "Faster! Bitch!"

	Once I was on the bed, she spat on my face, before slapping me hard. "Useless piece of shit, aren't you? Wanna be my sissy, just like the rest of them. Should I do it? Fucker? Should I destroy you like the rest of them? Is that what you want? You want Goddess Catminx back?"

	"No." I whispered.

	"Huh? Louder you loser piece of shit!"

	"l said no!" I was physically shaking, scared shitless of my wife, but at the same time, my dick was the hardest it ever was.

	"Then stop obsessing over that hard-disk." She said softly. Was she testing me? Or was this her way of showing me, proving to me, that I didn't want what I

	thought I did. Either way, she proved her point. I didn't want Catminx, she was dan[image: Image]gerous, scary, violent. I wanted my wife.

	I apologised to her, but instead of replying, she simply took me in her arms and kissed me, holding me. Then, once we felt close again, she said, "I'd give anything to be able to go back to being Catminx, but it isn't possible and it isn't reasonable. I love you, and the good side of me doesn't want to hurt you. I want to be a good person, and I need to work really hard to be that person. On Monday, I'll make an appointment to see a therapist, and hopefully, I can put that life behind me forever."

	"What if you can't?" I asked her.

	She smiled and stroked my hair. "Baby, you'd better hope that I can. I doubt you want to be turned into a sissy, nor do you want to become gay."

	"No."

	"See? Trust me, it's for the best."

	But over the next few days, I began to notice a subtle change in Cathy. To me, she was nicer, kinder, more attentive, but it felt like she was hiding something. On top of that, I got the feeling that she was smoking more. Then, in bed, she was very needy, demanding; she demanded I lick her, to bring her off twice before we fuck, and even after I came, she was ready to go again. I put it down to her need for [image: Image]closeness, to force out the old Cathy, but still, it was a little concerning.

	Then at work, after a particularly annoying team call that Dorsey was on, I asked a colleague about our annoying boss, asking if he knew what he was like at the previous company. Initially, I got the spiel about how Dorsey apparently turned around sales there, was mega-successful, hence his arrogance, but then it was pointed out that Dorsey previously worked in a place that made hardware, not software, so essentially, the point that he was successful was moot. Selling hardware and enterprise software is very different.

	"Anyway, apparently he was nicer before." My colleague told me. "He's become bitter after the divorce."

	"He's divorced?" I asked.

	"Oh yeah. Four years ago. And his wife took him for everything he had at the time."

	When I got home that night, I slipped it into conversation with Cathy that Dorsey divorced the lawyer. I'm not sure why I did it, what I expected to happen, but I said it anyway and it didn't go unnoticed by Cathy. She stopped what she was doing and with hands on hips turned to look at me.

	"Kev, please tell me you are not asking me to dominate your boss for a promotion." She stated.

	"I'm not, honestly." I said, but even I heard through that lie. Frankly, I was at my wits-end with Dorsey, and whilst I was hitting my quota, I just knew he was about to stretch it again, to avoid paying my accelerators.

	Still, I decided not to push her, not to push the idea, and for the next three weeks, we tried to return to some semblance of normality. During that time, I helped her carry down the boxes with her latex clothes, which she organised and put into her wardrobes, suggesting she might wear some of it again in the future, but not promising. Then, with the attic finally clear, we called in a company and began the renovations.

	One new revelation came up during the clearing out of the attic, something she had kept from me. "l still own a small apartment in the city." She admitted. "It's empty now."

	"You own it?"

	"Yeah. I bought it with my, well, domination money. I'm sorry I didn't tell you, but I didn't know how to. On top of that, it's kind of furnished for my style of living back then. I didn't want you to see it."

	When I met Cathy, she was living in a rented apartment here in the town where we moved. It was not far from the clinic where she received addiction treatment, so[image: Image]

	I guess that was why she didn't return to her old place. "We should sell it." She said. "But I need your help."

	"Sure. How?"

	"l can't go back there. I need you to go there to clean it out for me. Throw everything you find there away, I don't care, just gut it and ready it for sale."

	Seeing how difficult this was for Cathy, I pulled her to me and held her. I would never truly understand the struggle she went through, but I knew it must have been awful. So, I agreed and took the keys from her, setting off to her old place in the city, a two-hour drive away.[image: Image]

	When I arrived, I found the apartment was in a nice neighbourhood, which had once been a bad one. She must've bought the place pretty cheap, but now I knew it would be worth a pretty penny.

	The apartment was not huge, just one bedroom, a living room and a small kitchenette, but in this economy, it would be worth enough to pay off a large part, if not all of our mortgage.

	She was right though. The apartment was a dump. Instead of curtains, she used sheets hung over the windows. The walls were painted black, and lying around I saw spoons and used syringes, all remnants of her addiction. On the side, there was [image: Image]a small baggie of brown powder, next to a larger open brick of white powder, and next to that, a huge carrier bag of grass.

	In the bedroom though, she'd tried to keep things a little more tasteful. An old [image: Image]tower PC sat gathering dust on the floor next to a gaming desk and pretty cool red and black gaming chair, one I'd seen in some of her webcam videos. I also recognised the black metal-framed bed, the red satin sheets, and the black duvet and pillows. Most of the cupboards and shelves were empty, save for some toys, dildos, strap-ons, clamps, an electrosex thing, and what were obviously a range of chastity devices, some still sealed in boxes. There were two other devices there too. One was next to a bag of small green elastic bands. It was metal and had little prongs coming out of it. The other device was like a big clamp. It clicked immediately what both were for and whilst I shuddered at the thought that my wife castrated men, I found myself becoming erect at the fact that my wife was quite an evil woman.

	Another package I found in the bedroom was a delivery box filled with small bottles of something called Rush. I wasn't stupid, I knew what poppers were, and knew what they were used for.

	Next to the poppers was a small brown jar with a dropper in it. Again, I wasn't stupid, it was LSD, and then next to that was another baggie of powder, white again. I assume it was more coke.

	Taking a moving box, I put all the toys and gadgets into one place. I know she said I needed to throw them away, but I couldn't bring myself to do it, it was too hard. So, they went into the boot of my car and I'd need to find a place to hide them.

	Then, I took the bedding and such, and put all of that in a plastic bin bag. There was no way I was taking those back with me, god knew what I'd find on them.

	Next, the kitchen. The fridge was off and everything had gone rotten. For the next hour, I scrubbed and bleached the whole kitchen, getting it clean and ready, before moving onto the living room. For me, that was the most hazardous part because I wasn't sure all those needles were hers, and I really didn't want to catch anything.

	Eventually, all of that was cleaned up. However, I couldn't bring myself to throw away the drugs and poppers. There was no way I was going to keep them near her, I didn't want to encourage or risk her relapsing, but at the same time, something made me keep it all. I should've at least thrown away the heroin, the bag of unused syringes, but I couldn't do it. I didn't do drugs myself, save for a spliff every so often, but I did know people who'd pay good money for the coke. Perhaps that was [image: Image]what was in the back of my mind, the monetary value. So, into the car it went.

	The place was clean but not ready for sale. Instead, I took pictures of the bed, the wardrobes and tables, the gaming chair, and the furniture in the living room, then packed the PC and monitor into the car before heading home. At home, I would put the pictures of the furniture online and offer it in a marketplace. The rest of the stuff I'd put in my car, I hid in the garage, a place I knew Cathy didn't bother going.


Three

	Having the drugs and poppers at home was a mistake. I knew it was a mistake, but it quickly became apparent that it was a mistake for me. One of the folders on Cathy's old hard-disk was named Hypno, and this was content she'd created to brainwash her clients to become gay sissies. Now, obviously, hypnosis is bullshit and has little scientific merit, but still, it was kinky.

	Whilst she was at work one day, I decided to take a look at the videos. She'd edited them really well, to be honest, and with her voice over many of the videos, most showing clips of trans, sissy and gay porn, it got me quite horny. It was something of a turn-on to hear my wife say, "You're a fucking fag, taking bareback cock [image: Image]in your ass, in your mouth. You fucking love it, because that's all you're meant to be. You fucking loser. Destroy yourself, want to be destroyed, become a whore for real men."

	All the videos had timed spots for sniffing poppers, so I thought I'd grab a bottle and have a go. Yeah, I ended up wanking half the day, sniffing poppers and watching my wife's homemade sissy hypnosis porn. No, I didn't have the urge to put on panties and suck cock, but I did have the urge to do anything Cathy said.

	Of course, not all of the videos required poppers...no, some were far darker. "Prepare a syringe of meth and get yourself high and horny." She laughed at the beginning of the video. "This is a two-hour brainwashing session and by the end, you'll give up your entire life to become a gay tranny whore."

	Then there were ones which required LSD. Those videos were fucked up, lots of colours and very fast flashing clips, designed to be ingrained in your mind.

	Then, very dark ones. "Lie on your side, make sure you have something behind your back to prevent you from rolling onto your back, then ready the video, and press down on the plunger. Feel that heroin enter your body for the first time, and [image: Image]realise, there is no going back for you now. Prepare to hear your future as you flutter into oblivion."

	"Fuck!" I gasped, realising just how depraved she used to be.[image: Image]

	Unfortunately, masturbating to the videos whilst sniffing poppers became a [image: Image]regular thing for me, whenever she was at work. Then finally, she needed to go on a business trip for four days, which left me at home to my own devices.

	The first night, masturbating to the videos seemed enough, just me, poppers and the videos. But then when I decided to call it a night and fall asleep, I found myself tossing and turning, wondering. I switched the light back on and walked over to her set of drawers, finding some silky ivory French knickers and pulling them onto my naked body. Of course, they felt amazing and I found myself erect, which, of course, made me want to wank again.

	It was midnight, but what was going around my head? Do I have a busy day tomorrow? Can I call in sick? I reasoned I could and so I found one of the darker videos, went to the garage and came back with the LSD. It was a mistake, I know, but I ended up lying there for six hours glued to the video, not daring to move, just staring.

	The next day, of course I felt guilty and stupid, so I took the bottle, walked to the bin outside and threw it in. I'd never touch the stuff again.

	Sure enough, half an hour later I was masturbating again, and in my height of horniness, I reasoned throwing away LSD was maybe not a good idea. I was naked now, so the sensible thing to do would be to just leave it out there, but no, I did the least sensible thing possible. I pulled on a frilly pink nightie my wife owned, ripping it slightly in the process, and ran out to the bin and pulled the bottle out. Someone from the building site across the road saw me and wolf-whistled, so I put my head down and ran back inside. However, instead of being embarrassed, I found myself smiling and wondering if he would come over, knock on my door. If I opened it, would he force his way inside? Force himself onto me? Rape me?

	My four days alone was a fucking nightmare. I hated myself for what I had done.

	Thankfully, I didn't do any hard drugs, but fuck, I came so close to doing it. The porn was addictive, and I found myself wearing her underwear the whole time, so clearly it was having some sort of impact on me.

	By the time she got home, I tried to have everything washed and cleaned. The one thing I had to get rid of was her pink nightie, something I'd never seen her wear anyway, because I'd ripped the side of it. Given that she had a lot of nighties and rarely wore most of them, I kind of hoped it would go unnoticed.

	There was another issue coming up, one I had completely forgotten about. The company summer picnic was this Saturday. Of course, Cathy had planned to attend from the beginning, and driving to the location that Saturday, it didn't occur to me that she would be running into Dorsey. It was only as we were approaching that I remembered.

	"Fuck! Michael Dorsey is going to be there." I said.

	"So?" She asked.

	"He's seen your face." I told her.

	She looked ahead and thought about it, then nodded. "It's too late to turn back now. Anyway, back then I had pink hair and piercings, so he likely won't recognise me. And if he does, I doubt he'll want to advertise that."

	For the most part, I had to believe that to be true, but inside, I hoped he recognised her, I hoped he feared that I knew his secret, and I hoped he would promote me to keep it from getting out, though my fear was that he would find a way to get rid of me instead.

	The event was called a picnic but in reality, it was a field with catering, drinks, and some fun activities, but generally, it was a party. For the first half-hour, we managed to avoid Dorsey, but as he was the head of department, of course, he had to make the rounds and shake hands with all employees and their wives. When he reached us, he was all smiles but visibly froze when he introduced himself to Cathy. It was obvious that he recognised her. Still, Dorsey managed to keep himself together and off he went to the next couple, briefly looking back at my wife.[image: Image]

	For the rest of the afternoon, the party continued, and once the alcohol was properly flowing, we each somehow got separated with me talking with some buddies, whilst she was over playing some game somewhere. As the evening wore on, I looked around for her and after a moment, found her in the distance, drinking an orange juice and smiling at Michael Dorsey, who was stood in front of her, chatting. The fact they were both smiling relaxed me somewhat, but the horny guy inside me wanted their conversation to be more.

	Around nine, I went over to Cathy, who was talking to some of the other WAGs and asked if she was ready to leave. She said she was enjoying herself and that I should go have fun. As she was the driver, I had to go along with what she said, but inside, I just wanted to find out what she and Dorsey were talking about.

	People began leaving around ten, and by then, I was ready to go too. However, I couldn't see Cathy anywhere. Assuming her to be in the toilets, I walked in that direction to look for her, when I saw a strange silhouette from behind the catering van. It was as if a man was kneeling down kissing a woman's extended foot. Gulping, a circled at a distance, trying to remain unseen, and sure enough, there was Dorsey, on his knees, kissing my wife's shoe. It was the most bizarre, yet amazing sights I'd ever seen in person. My boss' boss was on his knees in front of my wife. I decided to give them space and returned back to the other side of the field. Ten minutes later, Cathy was by my side and smiling. "Ready to go?" She asked.

	"Yep." I replied, trying to keep my cool.

	In the car, I was silent as we pulled away. I was about to ask if she had a good time, when she spoke first. "If I agree to dominate him, then I need your support."

	She said finally. "l need you to make sure that I don't do anything stupid."

	"F-fine." I replied, looking at her as she focused on the road.

	"l warned him that I don't do things half-measures, that he knows who I am and what I do. He said he understands." She explained, and I gulped. "l told him that you don't know my past, and I told him that if I ever find out that he had been talking to you about it, then I'll expose him to everyone at work sooner and he'll be left with nothing, not even me."

	"Sooner?"

	She turned and grinned at me. "Come now, Kev. You know what I do. I don't dominate men for the long-term, I rinse them and ruin them. Men like him don't come to me because they want to send me a little money every month, they come to me to lead them down a path of destruction. It's what gets me off, and it gets them off. In a few months, he'll be sucking cock to pay rent."

	"Jesus." I gasped, looking away, contemplating if this was a good idea. "Maybe we shouldn't do it." "Maybe." She replied. "But it's too late now."

	"It's not." I said.

	"It is. You've both woken it up in me, so I need it. I can lie and say I won't do it, but we both know I will. Better to do it with you watching over me, than to do it alone."

	"l don't want this to lead me to drink and drugs."

	She was right, of course. This was the safest course of action, but still, it scared me. She then went on to tell me what had happened. Apparently, the moment he could, Dorsey cornered her and said, "Hello Goddess Catminx." She tried to tell him that wasn't her anymore, but then he said that he tried to find any mistress as good as her, and failed miserably. Of course, his wife found out about him, after a string of messages to multiple findommes, it was hard to hide, and ultimately, they divorced, but it didn't stop him from longing to find a genuine ruin-mistress like she was.

	After following her around most of the day like a lost puppy, she finally spent some time talking to him and found herself finally agreeing under the circumstances she set out. Being honest with herself, she wanted it probably more than even he did, so it didn't take that much convincing.

	"l made him lick my shoes then drink my piss." She said, and my eye bolted wide at her.

	"Wait, you pissed on him? He saw your pussy?"

	"Yes. Do you have a problem with that?" Her question felt more like a threat so I quickly said no. Genuinely, I didn't have a problem with it. The only problem I had was that I was now very erect.

	The following day, things began. She setup and reopened her old email account, unfreezing her old domain, and immediately emailed Dorsey, demanding photos of him in all his sissywear. I wondered how much he had, but I needn't have. Within minutes, she began receiving photos of him in various lingerie, dresses, wigs, makeup, and such. All pink, all slutty. He was fully shaved but looked like a pudgy middle-aged man in women's underwear.

	Then she began demanding payment, hundreds of Euros, and he did so without hesitation, and for that payment, she allowed him to fuck himself with a dildo live on camera whilst she spoke dirty to him, humiliating him. I listened from next door as she told him I was out, then proceeded to call him a disgusting pig, making him oink and then telling him to piss himself for her pleasure. "I'm going fucking destroy you, you worthless piece of shit! How filthy! All that piss on that dirty floor!

	Lick it all up or I'll make you eat your fucking shit too!"

	A little vomit entered my mouth. I decided that whilst I enjoyed having a dominant wife, I needed to distance myself from it.

	An hour later though, she was still at it, ordering him to hurt himself for her. [image: Image]"Punch your balls. Harder! Harder!" She screamed. "Now, drink another shot of vodka. What is that now? Ten?" Holy shit!

	"Y-yesh Goddessh." He slurred.

	"l want you drinking every morning. Every lunch. Every dinner. I want you fucking drunk every single night. Every time you crave a drink, have one."

	"Yesh Goddessh."

	"Punch yourself again. Hard, make those balls purple! I want to see them burst!"

	Fuck! I couldn't believe her. This was more brutal than I ever imagined. It continued like that for another half-hour, then she ended and came out of the room. Without a word, she took my hand and led me to bed, where she sat her soaked pussy on my face. "Lick." She said firmly. And as I licked her, I felt her hand encircle my balls, gently rubbing them, before grabbing them hard and twisting. I cried out in pain but she didn't let up, twisting them harder and harder. I slapped my hand on

	the bed to stop her but she didn't listen, didn't care, until finally, she came and let go immediately.

	"I'm sorry." She said suddenly, her face covered with remorse. "l went too far. I'm sorry."

	"It's okay. I liked it." I laughed. "I'm not used to it, but I liked it."

	"Really?"

	"Really."

	"I'm still sorry." She told me. "What did you think of what you heard? Do you hate me?"

	In answer to her question, I rolled her onto her back and lined up my erection with her pussy. "I've been fucking hard like this the whole time!"

	She giggled. "l make you that hot huh?"

	"If fucking love how strict you are." "You wouldn't love it in real life."

	"l think I would."

	She became deadly serious. "Be careful what you wish for, Kev. You wouldn't want me to be like that to you."

	"Because it would be the end of the Kev that you know. The end of our marriage."

	I shook my head, but my cock got bigger. "No, you can't make someone do something they don't want to do."

	"Oh Kevin, Kevin, Kevin. Do you know how many straight men I've turned gay? They say it isn't possible, and they're right. You can't make straight men feel attracted to other men. But you can make them addicts to gay sex. I have a gift. I like gay sex. I like men fucking. I love gay porn. And if I wanted to turn you into a gay sissy, I could do it faster than a blink of an eye. If you say you want that, Kev, then

	I'll do it for you. Do you want that? Do you want me to turn you?"

	"Is that what you want?" I asked her, thrusting harder.

	"It's always what I want. I'm an addict. I'm asking you, Kev. Do you want me to be that person? Do you want me to change you? Ruin you? Destroy you?"

	I came...l came fucking hard. I rolled off her and looked at the ceiling, panting. She rolled onto her side, reached down to her pussy, and pulled out a glob of my cum. "Eat it." She said, putting it to my mouth. I shook my head, my libido gone. [image: Image]"l didn't ask." She said softly. "Open your mouth, or I will punch you in the face so hard, you'll sleep for a week."

	Gulping, I opened my mouth and accept the cum.

	"See?" She laughed. "You're so scared, you'll do anything I'll say."

	"Are you really going to do that to me?"

	She stared into my eyes, saying nothing for a long minute, then asked, "Were you going to tell me that you were wearing my frilly pink nightie?"

	I froze and panicked. How the fuck did she find out?


Four

	When Cathy arrived back from her trip and was unpacking her car, I hadn't realised that a certain builder had walked across the road to ask her about the skinny man in the frilly pink nightie. She wondered what skinny man, and he explained that he saw a cute guy in a lacey pink nightie come out of the house and take a brown medicine bottle from the bin. She sighed and told him to fuck off and mind his own business, then did nothing with the information...until now.

	I told her that whilst she was away, I'd been fiddling with her nightie, just to see what the fuss was about, but she didn't believe me. There was no way I would risk it to go outside in the nightie in the middle of the day, especially not to pull out a bottle from the bin.

	"The way he described it, it sounded like the old jar of LSD I had in the bedroom.

	Did you take it?" She asked firmly.

	"Yes."

	"l don't know."

	"Yes you do."

	I sighed, then told her the truth. I'd been sniffing poppers and watching her hypno, then decided to try LSD. Instead of getting upset or angry, she smiled and asked me what I thought of it, so I told her that I loved it.

	"Did you take any other drugs?" She asked, lying back and looking up at the ceiling.

	"No." I said.

	"l meant from the apartment."

	"Oh, erm..." Part of me wanted to lie, but I knew she'd find out. "Yes. All of them."

	"l don't know."

	"l can't be around it." She said. "If you take any, I can't be around. So be safe,

	"I'm not going to take any."[image: Image]

	"You already did." She faced me again. "l don't care. If you wanna do drugs, I don't care. Just promise me you'll be safe. I really don't mind you watching the hypnosis. I think it's hot. I love that you want to explore your submissive side, and if you want me to encourage it, I said, I'm happy to take you down that road. On the one hand, I'll be sad to be losing a husband again, but it's very hard for me to say no to doing it."[image: Image]

	"No, I don't want that. I don't want to lose you."

	"Fine." She sighed. "Fine."

	And that was it, over and done with. I asked if she wanted to talk about it further, but she said no, and that was it.

	That evening, she was online with Dorsey again, and she was telling him to download Grindr and set himself as available. "Find a man to blow." She ordered.

	"I've never done that for real, Goddessh." He slurred, clearly very drunk still.

	"l don't care. Make sure your webcam stays on and focused on the bed. I want to see you sucking him live. You have an hour, otherwise I expose you."

	It took him thirty minutes to find someone nearby who was willing to be sucked off by a pudgy man in drag, another fat man. As our webcam and microphone was off, Cathy told me to come watch with her. I said I didn't really want to watch my boss blow another guy but she wouldn't take no for an answer, stating that if she needed to watch, then I did too. I wanted to argue that she didn't need to watch, but I realised it was a losing argument.

	However, as I stood there with Cathy, she decided that she didn't want me to be stood there in sweatpants and a t-shirt, she wanted me naked, so stripped me down. Then, as I watched the disgusting scene in front of me, her hand snaked around my cock and slowly began wanking me.

	"Look at him, honey. Don't you wish that was you? Don't you wish you were sucking cock for me?" She asked me.

	"No." I said, my voice tremoring with fear.

	"Mmm, slurp, slurp, slurp. Maybe I'll make you suck your boss' cock. I'd like that. Fucking drinking that cum. You'd do it for me, wouldn't you baby? You'd love it, because I want you to love it. Just imagine it baby, all that cum draining down your throat."

	Before I could cum though, she let go and told me not to touch it. I moaned, whined, needing to cum, but she said that if I touched that cock then it would go in a cage.

	Eventually, the guy came in Dorsey's mouth and then left. She pushed me to the side and told me to be quiet, then activated her camera and microphone. "Good job slut." She said. "Tomorrow, you'll do the same thing again the moment you get home from work. And when one leaves, you'll find another. Bonus points if they fuck your little gay tushy."

	"I'm not gay." He said.

	"You are now!" She cackled with laughter. "Remember, three shots of vodka tomorrow for breakfast, and buy a packet of cigarettes and start smoking them. A packet a day."

	"Yesh Goddessh." He said, swaying from being so drunk.

	"Did you finish the bottle today?" "Yesh.. .Yesh."

	"And the wine I told you to drink?"

	"Yeah.. .Go-goddwessh."

	"Good sissy. More tomorrow, understood?"

	"Yeah..."

	"Now, I sent you some hypnosis files. Make sure you listen to them whilst you fall asleep."

	He said he would and then she ended the call. Turning to me, she smiled, then said, "Go clean your teeth and then go take one drop of the LSD."

	"l don't want to..." Her fist slammed into my balls.

	"Do it now."

	Gulping, I nodded and followed her instructions. By the time I came back, I was already a little out of it, but I was surprised to find a pale pink chiffon babydoll nightie on the bed with a matching pair of frilly little panties. Without hesitation, she put them on me, then picked up her camera and took several pictures.

	"Lie down." She said quietly. "Close your eyes." I felt her hand on my cock as the room began to swirl a little. "Does my hand feel good honey?"

	"Yes..."

	"Yes Goddess."

	"Yes Goddess."

	"But it's not my hand, sissy, it's a big strong man. You want a big strong man touching you, don't you sissy?"

	"Yes Goddess." I said, though it wasn't me saying it, it was my drug-fuelled brain running amok.

	"Don't you wish you had a big hard cock in your mouth now?" "Yes Goddess." "Of course you do. Because you're a sissy slut, aren't you?"

	"Yes Goddess." "Yes you are. A gay sissy slut. What are you?"

	"A gay sissy slut."

	"Mmm. Yes. I bet you wish you didn't have balls, right?"[image: Image]

	"Yes Goddess."

	"Beg me to castrate you."

	"Please! Please Goddess, remove my balls, destroy them. Castrate me, please!"

	[image: Image]"l will sweetie. I'll do that right now." I felt something cold touch my balls, then it clamped down. It hurt so much, I cried out in pain, but at the same time, I was so happy. "That's it honey. All gone now. Open your eyes and see."

	I opened my eyes, the room was...well...different. Odd. I looked down at my ball sack, but it was empty now, nothing there. I looked up at Cathy, but Cathy was bigger, taller, like some sort of ethereal goddess.

	"Close your eyes again." She said, and I did.

	For the next hour, she talked at me, telling me how good I looked in sissy clothes, in panties, in a bra. I felt her dressing me in all sorts of clothes, and the feeling was amazing. Then after that hour, I felt something enter my mouth, flesh, warm, soft. She told me it was a man she'd just found and he was fucking my mouth. I sucked and moaned.

	"That's it, suck it, make him cum baby. You never want to stop. You're gay. You love cock. You're gay. You love cock. You're gay. You love cock." She said it over and over for what felt like forever.

	Suddenly, pressure on my anus, something trying to enter me. She said it was another man, coming to fuck me. "Open up for him, honey. You need it. Why do you need it?"

	"Because I'm gay. I love cock." I replied.

	"Yes! Yes you are. Your cock won't even get hard for my pussy anymore, will it?

	But that's okay, because I can have lovers, can't l?"

	"Yes Goddess, of course you can."

	"Because I'm gay."

	The cock was now fucking my arse, and I was moaning, sucking on one cock, getting fucked by another. It was such an amazing experience, I could do it forever...

	When I awoke the next morning, it was gone ten. I was late starting work and had missed a call with my boss, but when I found Cathy, she said not to worry, that she had told Dorsey that we had fucked all night and you were staying in.

	Bits and pieces of the previous night returned, and suddenly I was freaking out. Where had she found the men to fuck me? What if I won't get it up for her anymore? What if she did permanent damage?[image: Image]

	She simply laughed it off. "You'll be fine. I wanted to give you an experience on LSD better than the stock video I made. I wanted to give you a more personal experience. As to the cocks, those were my fingers. The LSD made you think it was what I told you it was, but it wasn't." Then the thought of the castration came to me. I looked down under the nightie, and there in all their glory, were my balls. "Yeah, LSD fucks with your mind." She laughed. "l do like you in that nightie. You should wear them more often."

	After that bizarre night, my next couple of days were fairly normal. She kept her domination items with Dorsey to herself, and we actually tried to have normal evenings together.

	The weirdness returned and then some on Thursday when I had to go back to the office. In the morning, I found a brand new pair of light pink, almost peach satin panties, the top of which were lined with lace, lying on my side of the bed when I came out of the shower. "Those are for you. Wear them today." My wife told me.

	"I'm not sure l. .[image: Image]

	"I'm not asking." She said with a smile. "Put them on."

	I stared at her for a moment, then sighed and pulled them on, enjoying the tightness and feel of them cupping my meat and two veg. But as I stood there, a curious look appeared on my wife's face. "No, no good. Back in the shower and let's [image: Image]get that horrible hair off you."

	"Honey," I said, "l don't have time for this."

	"You seem to think you have a choice in this, but you really don't. I think it's clear that I'm the one who wears the pants around here, and you wear the panties. Whilst I am restraining myself and am trying to maintain a semi-healthy lifestyle for us, I think you can agree that we are a little past the point of traditional husband and wife, correct?"

	"Yes..."

	"Yes? Yes what?"

	"Yes Goddess." I replied, gulping.

	Again, that insipid smile. "Wonderful."

	So, ten minutes later, I was back out there in the panties, this time minus all my body hair. Clearly, something was happening with her, something had woken up, and really, I'm sure it was all my fault, but if I wasn't careful, then I felt sure things would get worse. As I drove to the office that morning, I went over what had happened to this point, and reasoned that I needed to be strong, I needed to tell her to [image: Image]stop, before it was too late.

	The weirdness of the day continued though. I was in my office, alone, working on a proposal, when I heard a knock on the door. After telling the knocker to enter, I found Michael Dorsey stood in front of me. He shuffled nervously, unable to look me in the eyes.[image: Image]

	"Your...your wife, um, our Goddess," He said quietly. Our Goddess? What had she said? "Says I need to suck your cock."

	"Michael, you don't need to..."

	"l do. And you need to record it, otherwise she'll out me."[image: Image]

	I couldn't believe that she would involve me in such a way, and with my boss at [image: Image]that. I tried calling her but she wouldn't pick up. Instead, I received two pictures, one of me stood in the pink nightie, and the other lying in it rubbing my cock. "Do as you are told or I will send this picture to Peter." She wrote back, threatening with outing me to my best friend. I couldn't believe she would do such a thing to me, but

	I had to admit, it was making me hard.

	"Lock the door." I said, rolling my chair back from the desk.

	Taking the camera, I pushed my trousers down to reveal my panties. I was about to push those to my ankles too when Michael said that I had to keep them on.

	Sighing, I nodded as he knelt down and pulled my erection out of my panties and began sucking whilst I recorded on my phone. I had to admit, he was good, he was making an effort, which I hadn't been expecting. However, it turned out he had a lot of practice these last couple of nights, as he was sucking numerous cocks.

	The excitement of the situation made me cum quickly, and honestly, a warm, moist mouth, was still a warm, moist mouth. I watched him swallow, then sent the video to my wife. Minutes after she received it, I received a message back from her. "Go smoke two cigarettes with him. Have him record you smoking the first. I don't want backchat."

	I hated cigarettes, with a passion, but she loved them. I don't know why, I don't see the attraction, but she did. The cigarettes she had him smoking were cheap IOOs, high tar, extra-long. At first, I wasn't inhaling correctly, so he showed me how and warned she'd notice if I didn't do it right.[image: Image]

	After finishing the first, I felt sick and dizzy, but he immediately handed me another. "Why are you doing this?" I asked him.

	"What do you mean?"

	"Why are you submitting to her? Letting her lead you down a path of destruction?"

	He looked out on the town, sucking on the cigarette, then said, "Because it's the ultimate high. The psychological torture is so sexually exciting for me, nothing can recreate it."

	"But once she ruins you, then you'll have lost everything."

	He shrugged. "l knew a guy who she ruined. Totally destroyed him. He's a junky now, working as a gay whore to pay for his fix. He said that he knows he's ruined his life, but knowing he did it for her, seeing her laugh in his face, it's the gift that keeps on giving. He said, she comes to see him, from time to time, to tell him that she's watching him, that she could always come back and hurt him more if he decides to try to fix his life. Seeing her so evil, so dangerous, like that, is what drives him. Drives me."

	I looked at him. Somehow, none of what he said seemed foreign to me. The moments that I saw evil appear on my wife did something to me too, drove me further in my own thoughts of depravity. "But I guess that's been a while. I mean, she's [image: Image]been sober a while now, and with me."

	"Sober maybe, but I know she still sees him." He said.

	"l went to see him the other day. After the event. He said she was there only the week before."

	"That's not possible. She said she was trying not to do it anymore."[image: Image]

	"Not what she said to me."

	"What did she say to you?"

	"When she saw me at the party, she pulled me aside and asked if it was true that I'd divorced the lawyer. I said yes. So she asked if I was now ready to submit and be ruined, and I said I was. That was how this began. I asked about you, and she said she hadn't decided on your role yet, but that you'd be part of it, maybe even alongside me."

	I gulped. If what he was saying was true, then it meant my wife had been lying to [image: Image]me. Or maybe this was a test, to see how I would react. A text arrived on my phone. "Smoke two more."

	 


Five

	When I arrived home that evening, I was shaking, though I wasn't sure whether it was anger, nerves, or excitement. I marched into the house, ready to confront my wife, but was shocked at what I found. There, on her back, on the bed, was my wife, getting pounded by a huge black man. She looked right at me with a grin, then clicked her fingers and pointed at the floor.

	"Get undressed down to your panties." She said.

	"Yes Goddess." I replied, and this time, her grin was downright evil.

	I knelt there, watching as he pounded her. She moaned and begged Devon to fuck her deeper and harder, and he happily obliged. So this was Devon. He was massive, muscular, smooth all over, scalp included. He looked like he could squash me like a fly, and would be happy to do so.

	When he came inside her, I knew where this was headed. I gave her look, begging her, but her blink told me I had little choice in the matter.

	I moved into position between her legs, seeing that white cream pushing its way out of her, then with my stomach in knots, I closed my eyes and licked. The chuckle from Devon was enough to know what he thought, but then he said, "l thought you wanted to make a go of this one?"

	"l still do, but I think I bit off more than I can chew giving up everything." Cathy replied. "l think he can still be my husband, for now. Just not on an equal footing.

	Thankfully, he doesn't want that either."

	As I licked and listened, I realised something. Devon had filled her pussy with his potent seed, and she wasn't on birth control. She could easily be pregnant with his baby.

	When I was finally released, he was already out the door and gone. I looked at her with sad eyes, but she simply rolled hers and told me to grow up. "You had fun too, admit it." She laughed, walking towards the bathroom to pee.

	"Look, if you want to fuck around, fine. But what was the deal with my boss today?" I asked.

	"One, watch how you speak to me. I'm your Goddess from now on. If you don't like it, then tell me now."

	"l don't like it." "Good, then I'll ruin you and we won't need to bother with a divorce."

	"No!" I cried out.

	"Then grow up. Listen Kev, I meant what I said to him. I don't want to start drinking and doing drugs again, but I guess I can't give this up. I can't stop being dominant. So, we can find a compromise. I won't ruin you, but you need to submit.

	That means, you will be the husband I need you to be."

	"And if I say no?"

	She gave me an exasperated gasped. "You literally just heard that I would destroy you."

	Shaking my head, I couldn't believe my marriage would turn so suddenly like this, but it really was my fault to begin with. If I'd let her be, maybe we wouldn't be in this position. Then I remembered the conversation with Dorsey and I realised that she hadn't been honest with me at all. "Dorsey told me about the guy you go see. The guy you ruined. He told me what really happened the other day at the event."

	"Then Dorsey will be punished most seriously." She said nonchalantly. "Someone [image: Image]is about to lose a testicle."

	"Is it true?"

	"Of course it's true. But it doesn't mean I was lying about my feelings for you, or the effort I was making to change." She said, but then she sighed and looked away.

	[image: Image]'Fine, you want me to be a normal housewife, then I will try, but I don't know if I [image: Image]can."

	"I'm not asking you to be a normal housewife, I'm just asking you to talk to me."

	"About what?" She screamed, getting to her feet. "l told you who I am. I told you what I am. This isn't about BDSM and consent, this about me being a sadist in the truest sense of the word. Yes, I'm not a nice person. Nothing I do is legal. I do not care. If someone dies, how is that my problem? It is who I am. If you don't like that, then leave. I will destroy the photos, I won't ruin your life. I will leave you the house in the divorce. That is how much I love you. You have my permission. Right here, right now, make a decision."

	It was my out. My chance to get out of what could end up being a horrendous experience, and yet, I couldn't do it, I looked at her and I couldn't move my feet. I said nothing, not moving, so she moved closer and held me, kissed me.

	"l own you now." She said. "l own what you do. I own what you wear. I own everything about it. But that turns you on, doesn't it?"

	"Yes." I admitted.

	"Good. Me too. Now, put on a nightie and come help me cook dinner."

	And so it had begun, the downward spiral that I had been fantasising about since the moment I found that damned hard-disk, and it was happening for real. Over dinner, she explained to me that she had expectations, that I was to wear panties and nighties from now on, no male underwear, that I was a smoker now, that I was [image: Image]never to question any decision she made. I asked if I could ask a question and she allowed it.

	"What if I feel you are descending into ruin territory? What if I feel you have de[image: Image]cided to destroy me?" I asked her.

	"Then that is my decision and it is final. You need to accept that it is a likely outcome."

	"Yes, likely."

	"Because it is what I want to do to you. The only thing holding me back is the reality of the fact that I cannot live my life like that forever. I have to try to achieve a semblance of normalcy."

	She stared at me, analysing me, before looking away. "Good question. I don't know. Or rather, I'm losing sight of why."

	That night, she made me smoke five cigarettes, go get the poppers and a strapon dildo from my hiding place. I did so, knowing I was about to be pegged. Dressed in the nightie, she pummelled me with the huge black dildo, whilst I sniffed poppers and watched sissy hypnosis. She did this for a good half-hour, until she said she was tired, so told me to fuck myself with it.

	The next day, I was in new panties again, light green ones this time, and in my office. The first thing that happened was that Michael was in the office and locking the door. I thought he was coming in to suck me off again, but apparently, there was more to it.[image: Image]

	"I'm very sorry for the things I said about Goddess yesterday." He said, stripping off his suit to reveal a pink lingerie set, complete with stockings, underneath. He handed me a fresh sealed hypodermic needle. "As punishment, I need you to push this into one of my testicles. I will record it for Goddess whilst you do it."

	"Are you kidding me?" I gasped.

	"No. Please, hurry." He begged. "l have five minutes to send it."

	Swallowing nervously, I took the packet. My hands trembled as I tried to open it, but eventually, I got the long needle out. Then, he placed a testicle on the edge of my desk, and I sighed as I placed the tip of the needle on the large ball. In for a penny, I pushed down hard, as he bit into his hand to prevent himself from screaming. The sharp needle pushed through the testicle and as I continued to push, it [image: Image]came out the other side.

	He ended the recording then sent it to my wife. A message came back. "Very good. Keep it there. Tell my husband that as punishment for bad mouthing and [image: Image]gossiping about me, he needs to suck your cock."[image: Image]

	I read the message. What the actual fuck? I never agreed to any of this...or had l? I didn't know what to do, I really didn't want to suck my boss' dick, but I couldn't fail her, I was too scared. Rather than complain, I dropped to my knees and did what was expected of me whilst he recorded it for her. I hated it, I hated myself, and I hated the fact that her forcing me to do this was making me erect.

	Dorsey took his time, savouring the feeling of me sucking his dick. I really didn't want to be in this position, mainly because I knew it wasn't a one and done. When he came though, I swallowed and returned to my seat, wondering what was wrong with me that I was allowing all this to happen.

	During that day, I was told to go smoke three cigarettes between every single meeting, and on the hour, every hour. On the busy day that I had, it meant that by four, I'd smoked a packet. Dorsey told me to be happy, that he was drinking a bottle of vodka and three bottles of wine a day now, and he was seriously scared for his liver. I asked him why she was doing that, and he said that forced intoxication was a major fetish of hers and his.

	As I was leaving work that evening, Dorsey stopped me and said see you tonight.

	I asked him if he knew something that I didn't, and he said, "Lots."

	When I arrived home, Cathy was dressed in latex. It was the first time that I'd seen her dressed as a dominatrix, but there she was encased in a black latex minidress. She handed me liquid shine and told me to shine her all over, which I did, then I was sent to shower.

	Waiting for me on the bed when I came out was a black lace lingerie set, and a hot-pink and black lace satin sissy dress, along with a blonde wig. I knew better than to hesitate or argue, so put on everything, and then sat down so that she [image: Image]could do my make-up.

	"It's going to be a very special night for you tonight." She told me. "Tonight, you will spend the night with Michael, and two very special friends of mine. Chris and Phil are both gay tops, and they are going to fully introduce you to the wonderful world of gay sex, when you are both very high."

	"I'm scared." I told her, feeling my body shake. "I'm scared of you."

	"You should be." She laughed. "You definitely should be." She pulled open the drawer and revealed the baggie of white powder, along with syringes. "You should learn to hide things better than the garage. Luckily, I saw it and said, meh, I don't want to do it. But! I do want to see you do it." She continued on my make-up. "After

	I'm done here, I will teach you how to inject yourself with meth."

	When we arrived at Dorsey's place, she already had a key and let herself in. I was horny as hell from the drugs, and quite glad to see that Chris and Phil were already there, fucking Michael. To my surprise though, Chris and Phil were not alone, with three other men there, two wanking and watching, and one recording on a video camera. The men who were watching stood. They were big, fat, one had a beard, both gruff. Without a word, they grabbed me, bent me over, fed a cock into my mouth, and one in my arse, not giving a damn about my comfort.

	"That's it boys," Cathy laughed. "Show them their lives from now on."

	Look, the sex was amazing. Being used and fucked for hours, felt absolutely fantastic. Heck, kissing Dorsey when I was high, felt right. Everything felt great, but it wasn't a fair test. I was high, I was under threat, so none of it was real. No matter how much she repeated to me that I was gay now, I knew I wasn't. But it didn't stop her. She was there, naked, masturbating this whole time, one orgasm after another.

	She was loving it.

	By the time we were done fucking, the sun was up again. I was wide awake and jittery from the drugs, as was Dorsey, but Cathy had a solution for that too. She made us lie down next to each other, facing each other, then placed pillows behind our backs. I looked at her with pleading eyes, but she simply smiled. I watched her prepare a syringe with the brown liquid, before tying off Dorsey's arm, then injecting him and releasing the band. His eyes rolled back as they fluttered closed and he let out a gasp and a moan. I felt his hand grab my cock, holding it as he continued to moan.

	"Your turn." She giggled.

	"Please Goddess. Why are you doing this?" I asked her.

	"Because I can." She said, as she took the same syringe as she used for Dorsey, then used it on me.

	The drug washed over me. My body tingled my dick swelled. His touch on my penis felt like heaven, everything felt like heaven. It was the greatest feeling in my life and it just kept getting better. Lips touched mine, a tip of a tongue holding against mine. His breath stunk of alcohol, he'd been drinking all night, wine, vodka.

	A warm liquid splashed over us, but I didn't care. It was my wife, pissing on us in [image: Image]that bed, but I didn't care. The last thing I remembered before passing out, was my wife saying, "l can't wait to ruin you both."



	



	Six

	My head pounded when I awoke for work on Monday morning. I turned to my side where I found my wife still in the arms of her lover, then I turned back and lit a ciga[image: Image]rette, eyeing the drugs still lying there, the needles. Part of me considered just taking a little, just to take the edge of the day off, but the little strength that remained inside of me prevented myself from doing that. Instead, I finished my cigarette, got up, showed, and then dressed up in a pink lingerie set, putting on my suit over it.

	The Friday night wasn't just Friday night. It was the whole weekend. The men came back at noon on Saturday, after we'd slept a bit. Cathy gave us meth to wake us up, then we were fucked some more. She gave us H to make us sleep, and they fucked us whilst we slept. It continued continuously until finally, she took me home, put me to bed, and then called her lover. As she Devon fucked her, she told me to [image: Image]shoot up and go to sleep, and I did so without hesitation.

	I'd given up trying to understand. I'd given up on everything. What was the point now? She was too lost in her addiction, and that wasn't the drink and drugs, no, she was over that. This was a far stronger draw for her. And for me too. I was beginning to want the ruin, crave it. My cock was almost constantly erect.

	When I arrived at work that day, I was shocked to see the whole place in disarray. It turned out that Dorsey had been fired. So, I called her and asked if it was her doing, and of course, it was. "Yes, he's run out of money. He's transferred everything to me, so he's done there. I outed him last night, whilst you were asleep. Don't worry, I still have plenty on him. Tonight, he will be meeting Chris who will show him where he'll work on the street."[image: Image]

	"You're turning him into a whore?" I asked incredulously.

	"Of course! What did you think would happen?" She laughed. "What do you think will happen to you?"

	"You're really going to do it?" I asked.

	"Sorry honey. I want to. But good news! I won't kick you out. I'll keep you as my husband, but yeah, you'll just be a slave and a whore." She laughed.

	I needed to think fast. There were so many open questions, but most of all, I needed to pull her back a bit. Finally, it clicked; money. "Honey, if you ruin me too, what about the mortgage? This house?"

	She burst out laughing. "Dorsey gave me enough money to pay off this house, and he, amongst others, will give me fifty percent of their earnings on the street.

	And I've decided to quit my job and go back to financial domination. I made more money back then, and I'm good at it."

	"But you love me." I said, trying to appeal to her baser instincts.

	For a moment, I thought I heard her in there, a momentary crack, but she said nothing.

	"l can end up being promoted." I said. "With Dorsey gone, Tom will be promoted into his space, and I can be promoted into Tom's. You can go back to being a findomme, heck, I'll be your biggest supporter, I'll be your slave, at home, I'll do whatever you tell me to do, dress how you want. Heck, you can beat me senseless. Just please, let me pretend to be your doting normal husband to my family, friends and work, and I promise, I'll dedicate my life to you."

	Again, Cathy was silent, but this time, I had a feeling that perhaps I'd reached her, that she was actually listening, I was reaching the part that loved me. Finally, she spoke.

	"You'll be my slave." She said. "You'll stop taking the drugs. You will dress as a woman, slutty, and you will come out to your family and friends as trans. I will keep you as mine, and we will try to have a life together. But, all final decisions are up to me. I went back on birth control about a week after I came off it because I couldn't do it. No kids."

	"Deal." I said quickly.

	She sighed, another pause in the conversation. "l guess this is for the best. I don't think I've really tried having a partner and doing this, but maybe it will be better."

	And so it was. Over the next few weeks, things settled into a rhythm. Cathy quit her job and actually quickly built up a stable of online slaves, some of whom she kept as regular payers, some she ruined and turned out. She preferred people who were close by for ruin, and those who were further away as paypigs.

	Her dress sense changed too, returning to latex, leather, PVC and other sexy outfits, whereas I was given fewer sissy dresses, and more slutty outfits to wear.

	At work, I was indeed promoted, and then after Tom found the stress of being a director too much, he quit and I was promoted into his position. It meant that I was [image: Image]earning a lot, which made Cathy very happy.

	Devon, Cathy's lover, became a regular fixture in our household. He had his own key and came and went as he liked, and if he was unlucky enough to miss Cathy, then I became the recipient of his cock. I didn't mind though. I was beginning to love cock.

	Coming off the drugs was harder, but Cathy really did help. She was by my side the whole time, and didn't threaten me or dominate me, she showed real compassion, even apologising for putting me on them in the first place.

	Then one day, we were walking in a department store together, me in my little red mini-skirt and matching crop-top, my pierced, toned belly on display, when she saw some cream trousers; women's trousers, with a side zip. "Those would look good on you." She said.

	"l thought you didn't want me wearing trousers?" I pointed out with a smile.

	"Outside of work."

	"Mmm, I'm thinking that maybe sometimes you could." She said, pulling me to her. "l love you."

	"l love you too."

	"No...l really love you." She said. "I'm sorry for how all this came back, but I'm so glad you showed me how things could be. I love you."

	We kissed, then I tried on the pants. They were nice, smooth, light. Sure, they were obviously women's, and sure, they were very see-through, but it was a step back to reality. I enjoyed being trans, and even had the support of my family, which was nice, but sometimes, I wanted to just wear trousers.

	Life was finally good. Different, sure. I hadn't expected to become a bisexual slut on the weekends for my wife's entertainment. I hadn't expected to have the word Cumdump to be tattooed on my backside in large letters. I hadn't expected that she would want to use my mouth as a toilet for her piss, permanently. I hadn't expected to be dropped off a truck parks some nights and told to make money, but still, I [image: Image]came home from those nights out and then she would talk to me about renovations to the house, or what to cook for dinner, or where she'd love to go for holiday. There was something missing from my life though. Shortly after we made the agreement that saved me from total ruin, she made it clear that we would no longer be having sex. She caged my cock, then sealed the broken key inside the lock and that was it, it was never coming off. She said that if she ever fucked me again, it would be the last time and after that, she'd castrate me, and I believed her.[image: Image]

	However, it was about a year into our new relationship, when Cathy decided she wanted to remove my cage. I began to panic, thinking that she wanted to castrate me. I began begging her not to do it.

	"Honey, I'm not going to castrate you." She said softly. "I've just realised what I have with you, and well, I thought, we're going to go on holiday in a couple of weeks and maybe we can start fucking again."

	"Are you sure?" I asked her, surprised that she wanted to do that with me. "Yes silly! You're my husband. Yes, my sissy husband, but you are my husband."

	There was a deeper reason, it turned out, as to why she had changed so suddenly. A lot had to do with her previous life as an addict. She hadn't ever had stability in her life. As I said at the beginning of this story, I knew next to nothing about Cathy when I met her, and up to this point.

	It was whilst we were on holiday in Greece that she told me more about her [image: Image]childhood. There was a lot she had hidden from herself, memories that the addictions had blotted out. The longer she remained sober, the more she began to remember, until finally, it all came back.

	She was abused as a child, beaten, hit, passed around. She had her first drink at the age of twelve, then watched as her father beat her mother to death. She was sent to live with a foster family, but that too ended up with violence, but this time, it was the wife beating the husband. At that time, she was already drinking pretty heavily and doing drugs, and having seen how her father behaved, it resonated with her that perhaps her foster mom beating her foster father was deserved.

	At school, she hung out with goth kids, getting into darker music, EBM and such, and then began going to BDSM parties. She found she loved hurting men, got off on it, but at the same time, she became a master manipulator. She manipulated everyone around her, and she got off on it.

	But she was highly intelligent, graduating high school top of her class, attending university, graduating early. To those around her, she could achieve anything.

	"Girls began to hate me." She said, and with good reason. Cathy got off on destroying relationships, stealing boyfriends and then turning them into simpering bitches who would do her bidding. "It was so easy, but then a girl reported me, said I was clinically insane. I was working on my master's when I was sent to see the university psychologist, who had me committed."

	"She said that I was a psychopath with no emotion. That I was calculating and dangerous and couldn't be trusted."

	That felt like a punch in the gut. If she really was a psychopath then was she living a lie? "But you were released." I noted.

	"Almost immediately. Of course, I'm not a psychopath. I feel, of course I do. I was high and blotting out my emotions, but she couldn't tell I was high."

	Our holiday was great. We connected in a completely different way than we had, not even like the beginning, because now, she was open about her past and it brought me closer to her. She gave me a choice of what to wear on the beach, the leopard print bikini, or men's swim shorts, telling me it was my holiday too and she wanted me to decide. I went with the bikini. Why? Because I now had long dyed blonde hair. I had smooth skin, and I enjoyed being trans. So, she helped me tuck, she helped me apply waterproof make-up, and she styled me to look like a very attractive girl. As far as I was concerned, we were not just husband and wife, but girlfriends.

	We fucked a lot on that holiday, but in my head, the fear I had was that this was some sort of game, one last hurrah before the big ruin when we got back. In fact, I was scared stiff to go home because I didn't know where things were going.

	To my surprise, when we got home, she made an announcement. She had ended things with Devon before the holiday and she had come off birth control. I listened but it didn't click, until she showed me the pregnancy test she held in her hand.

	"Yes, it is yours." She chuckled.


Seven

	I'm not going to lie and say we have had a normal marriage. I remained trans, and that was how everyone saw me. I remained bisexual, and when we had moments to ourselves, Cathy still required me to perform for her amusement, though she didn't need to threaten me to do it. For the first fifteen years after finding out she was pregnant, we tried to have as normal and carefree a life as possible.

	At work, I came out as transgender and still found myself promoted through the ranks. It hit a lot of buttons in terms of inclusivity, and I was good at my job. Cathy and I only had the one child, our daughter, Crystal, and whilst we would've liked to have a second, Cathy was lucky to have made it with Crys. It was a difficult birth.

	Cathy never did go back to normal work and remained a financial dominatrix. She did tone it down and reduced the ruin fetish stuff, mainly for fear she might be arrested and lose everything, but she loved her job too much to give it up completely. Instead, she added an Onlyfans and started some domination there too, making enough money to cover what she would otherwise be earning elsewhere.

	I said for the first fifteen years, because that was how long it took for Cathy to hold it together, before getting urges again. I still remember, Crystal was away on a week-long school trip, and the moment she was gone, Cathy was back in the bed[image: Image]room. "It's time for me to ruin you." She told me.

	"Why?" I asked her.

	"We have enough money now. I have enough money. You have nothing." She said, handing me my phone. I panicked, confused as to why she had it and not me.

	Opening it, I saw missed calls, messages, emails. Fired? Why?

	She had finally done it, pulled the trigger. Videos to my family from when I was younger, doing drugs and getting banged, begging for cock. Videos to my bosses of me and Dorsey. I owned nothing, it was all in her name. I had no money, I just had [image: Image]her and Crys, that was the way she wanted it.

	I begged, trying to reason with her, but she just smiled and shook her head. "It's for the best." She told me. "We're done now."

	Fifteen years of happiness. Fifteen years of everything going great. Why now? I didn't understand. I began to get angry. I jumped up from the bed, going red with anger, but she just smiled.

	"Devon?" She called out.

	The huge black man, the one I hadn't seen for years, walked in the room. He was older, sure, but he was even bigger than he was. "You're gonna calm the fuck down." The man snarl, slapping me hard around the face and sending me flying onto the bed.

	I lay there and began to cry. I had fooled myself into believing this marriage was secure, that she had left these dark desires behind.

	"You honestly think I gave up on the idea of ruining you?" She laughed. "It's my fetish. But I thought, how hot would it be to give you the perfect life, the perfect child, the perfect marriage, and take it all away when you least expected? Yeah, Devon's been fucking me all these years. Sorry!" She laughed. "Anywho..." She walked over to her wardrobe and pulled out a device I'd seen long ago. It was the clamp I'd found at her apartment, and I knew exactly what it was for.

	Knowing I'd wiggle around and make things difficult for me, she'd prepared a syringe of the brown drug. The one she'd fought so hard to get me off. In me it went and all fight left me. And so, as she threaded my balls into the burdizzo, I knew I couldn't stop her. In my drowsy drugged up voice, I begged her to stop, but the moment I heard the clink of metal and felt the extreme pain, I knew it was too late. She had castrated me, it was over.

	After putting several pills in my mouth which I found out were hormones, I was pushed to my side, and felt Devon's huge cock enter me.[image: Image]

	For the next several days, I was tied up, drugged, used, and fed hormones. The pain of the castration dissipated until one day, I was told that my balls were officially gone and it was time to get me ready for my new job.

	After being bundled in the car, I was driven by Devon and Cathy to the city, to her old apartment which we never ended up selling. There, I discovered all my [image: Image]clothes had already been moved.

	"Get changed into the red PVC mini-skirt and the matching bra. No panties." Cathy told me. "Matching thigh-high boots too."

	Then, once I was dressed and made up very slutty, I was driven to a nearby neighbourhood which looked very dangerous. There, transvestite prostitutes lined the streets, each of them looked high and worn out. Looking more closely at some, I recognised their faces as men she had previously ruined, until we stopped by an older, very gaunt and ill-looking hooker. It was Dorsey.

	"Get out." She told me. "Get what you can earn. Because you'll be living in my apartment, it all goes to me."

	I wondered just how busy a street full of tranny hookers could really be, after all, how much interest was there for so many hookers. As I stepped out in front of Dorsey though, he grinned at me. On his chest, under a lacy pink bra, I could see two wrinkled small mounds; clearly, he'd been on hormones too.[image: Image]

	"Huh." Dorsey chuckled. "She got you too. Took her sweet time." He said.

	"Yeah. I can't believe you're still here."

	"Where am I supposed to go?" He asked. "She sent the videos everywhere.

	Clients, competitors, family, friends, anyone connected to them. Anyone and everyone found out. Then she castrated me, put me here. I've got nowhere to go. I'm just glad she comes to collect money from me once a week, that she still pisses on me, still connects with me. l...can't live without her."

	It was so bizarre how Cathy was able to control and manipulate in such a way that he couldn't bear to give her up. And yet, I was there, advertising myself too, and I wasn't going to run. Why? Why couldn't I detach myself from her? She was clearly insane, but I loved it. Even after what she did to me, I felt like I deserved it all.

	"It gets busy here." He said. I couldn't see how, or why, but he explained that the [image: Image]city had quite a big closet gay community and using them was the easiest way to satisfy that urge.

	My first customer arrived minutes later. It would be the first of many. For the next four years, I worked that street. Dorsey passed away a year after I started there. With the amount of drugs he was taking, it was hardly a surprise, but I knew I wouldn't be doing much better. I was jacking up on meth and H a lot, so it was hardly a surprise.

	At one point, a person I thought was an old friend drove by and saw me. He was a married man with three kids, so I thought he was there to rescue me. "Kelly!" He shouted, calling me over.

	"Don, what are you doing here?" "What am I doing here? What are you doing here?"

	"l work here." I said. "I'm a whore."

	The pudgy man licked his lips and told me to get in. We drove around the corner, into an old parking lot we used to fuck. He pulled out some notes and handed them to me.

	"l guess you aren't here to help me?" I sighed.

	"No." He chuckled, pulling out his fat cock. "Get sucking, slut."

	I sucked him for a few minutes, before he told me to get out, then bent me over [image: Image]the car bonnet, ramming his cock into me. "Cumdump huh?" He said, reading the old tattoo. "Good job I'm on PrEP." He said, pounding me, before filling me with his cum.

	Every week, Cathy would stop by to pick up the money from me. If I hadn't made enough, she would punch me and beat me. I didn't have the physical strength to fight back. I always begged her to take me back, to restart, but she just laughed in my face. We were divorced and she was remarried, another sucker like I was.

	"Did you ever love me?" I asked her one time.

	"You have no idea, do you?" She asked. "Of course I love you. I love you, but that I love you and made you into this, turns me on so much that I masturbate almost hourly, knowing that there is no escape for you anymore. I have destroyed you, completely and totally, but god, I love you like that. I love you like this. It's so fucking hot for me."

	Eventually though, something changed. Police began to show up, along with ambulances and support people. In one single day, we were all rescued. On that day, a car pulled up and out of it jumped a tall, pretty girl. It was my daughter, Crystal. She was nearly nineteen now, and I hadn't seen her for so long, but I knew it was her. She ran to me, panic and worry on her face as a doctor spoke to me.[image: Image]

	"Daddy!" She cried, hugging me. "l found out what mom did. What she's been doing. I went to the police."

	"Why?" I asked her.

	"Because it's horrible! She's evil!" She said, wiping a tear away.[image: Image]

	"Honey, she's not evil. I agreed to this years ago. I caused all this."

	"Not...not all of it. But to me, I kickstarted it all. Nobody is here against their will."

	Crystal couldn't understand it, so she put it down to the drugs. Eventually, each of us was put through a program to get us off drugs, and whilst that happened, the police talked to each of us, asking about how this all came about. Prostitution wasn't illegal in our country, so there was no risk of legal action for what we were doing.

	The case would garner a lot of attention. It was the biggest and most bizarre [image: Image]case the press had seen, so of course, my picture, and that of Cathy, was plastered around the country. It was a case which would stretch on for weeks.

	 


Epilogue

	Two Years Later

	The car pulled up in front of me and Crys stepped out. It was great to see my [image: Image]daughter again, I always looked forward to her visits. She handed me a plastic container of brownies, knowing they were her own special recipe, and I would eat them later. I asked about university, her life, and she said it was fine, that her grades were good, the usual small talk, then she asked how I was doing.

	"Good." I smiled. "It's been busy. Six customers today and it's not even five pm." I laughed.

	[image: Image]I looked up and down the street, lined with the other tranny hookers, and smiled at how it had been cleaned up, made to look pretty. After the case was dismissed, the town tried to gentrify the place, force us to move elsewhere, but it hadn't worked.

	But why had the case been dismissed?

	Not one of us pressed charges or said we were there against our will. Cathy owned fifty hookers, and not one went against her. It wasn't that we were scared or worried she might do something to us; there was nothing else she could do. No, we were there because we wanted to be. We were all fucked-up submissive sissy sluts who wanted to be doing something so depraved.

	It took a while for Crystal to come to terms with the fact that I wanted to stay there, but eventually, after sitting down with me and her mother, we explained who we were and what we liked. We explained why we did what we did, and how amazing of an experience it was for us.[image: Image]

	There were no hard feelings from Cathy towards Crys. Instead, she spent time showing Crys what she did and why. And, eventually, Crys understood and asked her mother to teach her everything. Cathy was only too happy to pass the mantle to her daughter, and sure enough, Crys became a powerful findomme goddess too.

	"l put more in the brownies today." Crys told me. "Do not have more than one small piece or you will overdose." She had created the heroin brownies herself, mixing in a little speed into it too to really fuck me up. "How much have you made this week?" She asked.

	"Two thousand." I said, looking down, embarrassed.

	"That's less than last week. Why?"

	"I'm sorry, Mistress."

	Sighing, Crys looked over at Simon, her huge black bodyguard. "Simon, I need you." She said. As he came closer, I heard her whisper into his ear. "Take him over there behind the bins and punch him a couple of times."

	"Yes Mistress."

	Then looking back at me, she said, "Next time, it'll be worse, do you under[image: Image]stand?"

	"Yes Mistress." I grinned. "Thank you, Mistress."

	My daughter rolled her eyes and shook her head. She knew it was all very fucked up, but she was beginning to understand. She understood that whilst extreme, it was what I needed, what we all needed.

	As I was dragged away, I looked into the car and saw Cathy sat there watching. She looked on at her daughter, who moved on to another of the whores to collect money, watching a Crys began slapping the whore about, and I saw pride in her eyes. It was a fucked-up relationship, a fucked-up lifestyle, and psychiatrists stated that with more budget, each of us should have gone through treatment, but there wasn't any, and the public didn't care enough to fund it. So, we all lived our fucked up ruin realities.

	Later that day though, the large car returned, but this time, Cathy stepped out. I hadn't spoken to her in a while, but she seemed different, less trashy and more refined. As she strode over to me, I feared I was in some sort of trouble, and in fact, others began to move away, fearing that for the big boss to be there instead of Crys, meant that something serious must have been wrong.

	"How are you?" She asked softly, with a warm smile.

	"I'm fine, Goddess." I replied, though a little slurred as I was still very high. 

	"It's been a while. Devon's gone, by the way. I've been single for a while."

	I looked off in the distance where Candy was stood. Candy was Cathy's last husband but that wasn't ever a real marriage, I knew that. It was her high, her way of chasing the high she got from spending years building me up to ruin me in the worst way.

	"Listen, we're not getting any younger, you and l, so I was thinking, how about you leave this and come back?" She asked me.

	[image: Image]I stared at her. "So you can just get my hopes up and toss me out?"

	"No, permanently. I don't want to be alone, and really, you're the only person I ever loved romantically. Don't get me wrong, you'd be my sissy slave, you'd still only fuck men, you and I would never fuck. Well, you can't anyway. But you'll be with me."

	"What about work?" I asked.

	"You'd still work here. The daytime shift. Nothing changes."

	"And the drugs?"

	"You'll continue to take them."

	"The difference being, on top of that, I'll wash, cook, and clean for you?"

	"Yes, and you'll let me beat you on a regular basis. Like, seriously beat you."

	I licked my lips. I saw zero upside to going back to her. None at all. And yet, I [image: Image]couldn't help myself. I was a popular gay prostitute, making decent money, even if most went to her and Crys, and I had a good body, nice breasts, tiny little arse, tiny waist. I could quit hooking and go do anything, I still looked good for my age. And yet, this woman's insane offer gave me pause.

	"What's the benefit?" I asked.

	She grinned, not evilly, but in that sexy way I felt in love with once. "You'll sleep next to me, in my arms. We'll kiss. We'll watch movies together. We'll go on holiday together. Just like old times."

	Moving back in with my ex-wife was a no-brainer. I loved her more than life itself, and that was proven by how I'd given up my life for her. If she had gone to any of those slaves on the street, they would've jumped at the chance, she had that sort of hold on us.

	I moved back in, but I did so under one condition. I had a friend on that street, a tranny woman named Tiffany. She was originally a young programmer named Timothy, and whilst Timothy loved becoming Tiffany, she hated the life of a hooker and missed programming. Tiffany had been living with me for some time, and we'd kind of become lovers.

	"Tiffany moves in with us and she stops hooking." I said. "We all share a bed together."

	There was another thing about Tiffany. She still had her balls, and she had a [image: Image]huge dick. I loved her dick, and I was her bitch.

	"Why would she stop hooking?" Cathy asked.

	"Because she hates it. She is a good programmer, and she wants to go back to that work."

	She mulled it a bit, and then said, "Hooking three nights a week. My slaves work the streets, it's just how it works. And on top of that, I want some nights alone with you."

	I nodded. "Okay, let me ask her."

	"Why?" She asked, confused. "Why would she say no? And if she did say no, why would I not have her beaten for refusing such a gift from a Goddess?"

	"If I had said no to you just now, would you have beaten me?"

	Her laugh echoed down the street, then she calmed and stroked my face. "Oh no [image: Image]honey. I would've done something far, far worse."

	"Kill me?"

	"No! Worst than that, trust me. But you're a good sissy, and you're going to behave, aren't you?"

	"Y-yes Goddess."

	"Good girl. Get in the car."

	The woman was insane. She was clearly a psychopath, and I knew not to trust anything she said, that at some point, she'd get bored of me and would chase the next high, the next thrill to keep her going. What would that be? Would she become Dexter? She hadn't yet, in all those years, but it didn't mean she wouldn't.

	Cathy had taken female domination and BDSM to insane levels. She had weaponised it for her own amusement, but most of all, she had a unique talent that most people didn't have. She could sniff out the submissives who wanted this, who was as fucked up as she was. It wasn't that she did this to every man, because there were a lot of submissive men who she said no to. In fact, I remembered over the years just how many times she said no. Of all the men who asked for this, she turned down ninety-nine-point-nine percent.

	One day, someone would make a film or a Netflix show about her. Someone would make her out to be the insane maniac she was. But in her work, there was method to her madness. The way she strung the men along until they were teetering on the precipice of oblivion, and then finally released them, was an art form.

	As we drove home, I looked at the now hundred tranny hookers lining the street, each one working for my wife and daughter, and I realised just how good she was. [image: Image]Cathy was a genius; an evil genius, sure, but I wouldn't change a thing. If I could go back to the day I met her, I'd do it all again. Well, that's not true. I'd get a DVD drive.

	THE END
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