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About Cum Quick Shorts

Cum Quick Short books are a new line of less than 10,000 word short stories designed to make you cum quick. Short of time, need a quick femdom or feminisation fix? Accept no substitute.

Cum Quick Shorts:

	Ruby Ruin 

	Sexuality Swap 

	Taken Sissy 




One

I hated business trips. Still do. The idea of being away from my family for so long always pisses me off, and for what?  Some shitty job which doesn’t pay enough as it is.  As a married man with two kids, and entering my forties, I’d already had enough of the damned trips; week in, week out.  It sucked.  My wife was used to it; heck, we’d met on a flight when I was travelling on a business trip, but still, I hated it.

And it was about to get worse.

Three weeks in the US, so not only a different time zone, but seven hours difference!  But that wasn’t the problem.  The problem was my neighbour in the hotel.

The hotel itself was huge.  A massive convention centre style place, with nice large rooms.  There were a number of bars, restaurants and so on.  When I landed and checked in, it was already quite late, but I knew I needed to exhaust myself properly to avoid jetlag, so after grabbing a bite to eat, I sat down in the sports bar where I ordered a beer and sat alone watching three men on a television argue about some American football player and his particular set of skills.

“Hi there.” Said a tall, muscular bearded man in a checked shirt, as he took a seat at the small high-table next to me.

“Hello.” I said, hoping to be left alone.  The man looked like he drove lorries or something; maybe in his fifties, gruff.  Whereas I’m tall but slim, less muscular, more geek, with a smooth shaved face, and neatly combed hair.

“Here for the carnival this weekend?” He asked me.

“Um, no.” I replied, not knowing anything about a carnival.  “Here on business.”

“Oh, okay.  What you do bud?”

“I’m a consultant.  I basically come in to help companies find ways to cut costs.”

The man made a look of recognition, then scowled a little.  “So these companies who need to shave costs here and there fly you in, I assume for no small fee, and you decide who to fire?”

I wanted to roll my eyes, but was trained well enough to know that would only inflame a situation.  Instead, I calmly took a sip of beer and then explained.  “Actually, no.  I’m flown into look at ways not to fire people.  You see, these companies are usually burning money for no reason.  It is unreasonable to think that firing people is the easiest option, because most often, it isn’t.  Wastage is.  Many of these companies have grown so fast that they don’t have proper procedures in place to deal with the expansion, then they are shocked when they can’t turn a profit.  Letting people go is always a last resort.  We’re all humans; nobody wants anyone to lose their jobs.”

The man grunted, and I hoped that my answer satisfied him, but I assumed it hadn’t.  It rarely did.  It’s like trying to explain to people that self-checkouts are not meant to replace humans, but rather give people the option to get through their day faster.  They don’t want to hear it, and usually because the retailers don’t understand it themselves.

“What carnival?” I asked the man, hoping the change of subject would lead away from my work.

“Oh, gay pride.” He told me.  “Well, kind of like a gay and fetish thing.  It’s pretty cool.”

“Ah, right, well, not my thing anyway.” I told him.

“Straight?” He asked, giving me a look of surprise.

“Yep.  As an arrow.  Married with kids.”

“Huh.  Guess my gaydar’s a little off today.  Pretty boy like you, would’ve had you pegged for a sub bottom.”

“Err, right, no.”

“Shame.  Was hoping to get some action tonight.” This man’s forward attitude was beginning to grate me a little, but I didn’t want to come across as a homophobe, as that might exacerbate matters.

“Sorry.  But if there’s an event happening soon, surely there’ll be others here?”

“Nah, booked this shitty hotel because it was last minute.  I had an Airbnb booked, but the assholes cancelled last minute. This was the last one available.”

“Ah, well, I didn’t book this.  The company did.”

“Right.” He nodded. 

As my beer was depleted, I signalled to the waitress for the bill.  I put it on my room and left a sizeable tip, cursing the US tipping culture in my mind, and then stood.  “Pleasure to have met you.” I told him, even though it really wasn’t.

“Hold up.” He said, “I’m done too.” He had already paid at the bar, so jumped up and followed me to the elevator.  I wasn’t too happy about this rather pushy guy following me up, and in the lift, he didn’t get any better.  “You sure you don’t take cock?” He asked.

I gulped.  “Honestly, I’m happily married.  Never even thought about it.” I think if I was bigger, tougher, maybe I would have been more aggressive in my response, but I was never a fighter.

The man was grinning at me, and then I saw he was massaging his crotch through his blue jeans.  “Such a pretty boy.  You’re just my type.”

“Er…thanks, I think.”

The elevator arrived at my floor and it was then I realised that he had never pressed a number.  My heart raced as I wondered if this man was deliberately following me.  As I walked down my corridor, I could hear his footsteps right behind me.  I tried to ignore him, but as I reached my door, I spun around, only to see him press his keycard on the door next to mine.

“Well, goodnight I guess.” He said, pushing open the door; but once again he squeezed his crotch at me, and nodded his head into his room.

“Goodnight.” I replied, entering my own room and pushing the door closed behind me.

The nerve of the man really pissed me off.  I’d told him multiple times that I wasn’t interested, why couldn’t he get the message?  For a moment, I realised this was what women went through regularly, and I felt sick thinking about how horrible it must be for them.

After showering and cleaning up for bed, I switched the light off and tried to put the evening out of my mind.  That the man was in the room next door somehow made me uncomfortable, but I knew I was overthinking it; after-all, what could happen?

Well, that was answered for me some five minutes later, when I heard the click and creak of a door, then I saw a sliver of light from the dividing door.  I felt sure that door was locked, but in that moment, as I saw the man’s giant frame enter the room, I knew I was wrong.

“I told you I’m not interested.” I said, sitting up.  But the man was quickly next to me and pushing me back down to the bed.

“Pretty boy like you just needs a little introduction to cock, and you’ll soon understand what you are.” He said, rubbing at my chest as he breathed heavily.  “With that sexy Brit accent. I’m gonna take that sexy boi-pussy, ain’t nothing you gonna do about it.”

“No!  Please!” I begged, trying to get away. 

“I love it when they beg.  Now you gonna suck on my dick now honey, but you better not bite it.  If you do, I’ll beat you within an inch of your life, and maybe then some, you got that?” He snarled. I didn’t respond, so he slapped my face.  “I said, you got that?”

“Y-yes.”

“Yes what, pussy?”

“Yes sir.”

He leaned forward and presented his huge, heavy, semi-hard cock to my mouth.  With a hesitant hand, I lifted it up and took it in my mouth, sucking on it the best I could in order to make him cum faster.  Rather my mouth than my arse, I reasoned.

“Good boy.” He said, grabbing a handful of my hair.  “Such a pretty boy.  By the time the sun rises, you gonna be begging for my dick.”

Tears streamed down my face as he raped my mouth, forcing the huge fat dong down my throat and choking me, making me want to throw up.  Finally, he pulled out of me and told me to turn over. 

“Please don’t.” I sobbed, but he just slapped me again and told me to get a move on and do as he said. 

I got on all fours and felt his tongue make contact with my anus.  If I wasn’t shivering from fear and anxiety, I probably would have enjoyed the feeling, but right at that moment, I was scared shitless of what was about to happen to me.  What if he damaged me?  What if he killed me?  What if I got a disease?

When his tongue disconnected from me, I knew what was about to come.  Suddenly, I felt a warm squishing cushion of skin pressing against my virgin arsehole.  “Push back, or this is gonna real hurt.” He growled.  Not wanting to inflict more pain on myself, I accepted the inevitable and followed his instructions.  With a sudden movement, he pushed forward and I felt the head of his cock press into me.  Then, it slid inside and I cried out in pain.  “That’s your cherry gone, sweetheart.” He told me, holding still.  “Head’s in.  In a moment, you’re gonna be begging me for more.”

After a moment, the pain died down and he pushed forward.  He heard me crying below and told me how he loved it when sexy boys like me cried from their first cocks.  “I promise you this.” He said, “I’m just gonna rape ya, not kill ya or harm ya.  No use getting yourself all worked up.  I ain’t no killer.  You might as well just enjoy it.” He told me.

There was no way that was going to happen, I reasoned.  Instead, I just let go, zoned out, telling myself it’ll all be over soon.  It was like I was viewing myself from the top down, on that bed, my head pressed to the covers by his hand, my arse in the air, as he pounded it.  I just let him do it; I didn’t have the strength to fight him. 

When he eventually came in me, I felt him pull out of me and spin me over.  He was saying something, but I had tuned out.  I was essentially just a ragdoll for his amusement.  Once again, his cock was in my mouth and I was sucking. Tasting my putrid taste and his cum in my mouth, but again, my brain had switched off.  He used my mouth, his softened cock cleaned by my tongue, then he made me clean his huge hairy balls, before the cock went back in.  I don’t know how he did it, but once again, he was hard and back inside my sore anus, this time, with me on my back and my legs in the air.

It was four in the morning when he was done with me.  I heard him leave the room, but I said nothing, and he said nothing in return.  After a half-hour, I finally came to my senses somewhat, and walked into the shower, which I turned on and let run hot as I slumped down against the wall, letting the water cascade over me.  At that point, I began to cry. 

After the long shower, I tried to use the toilet.  I found that I was bleeding, but not significantly, just some spotting.  I wasn’t sure if I was relieved or not, but I guess I was glad I wasn’t going to die of blood loss. 

As I left the bathroom and started walking to the bed, with the smell of sex and cum in the air, I stopped by the dividing door and looked at the catch.  It was turned to locked.  I blinked a few times, wondering what the hell had happened. Part of me wanted to try the door, but I worried that it might make him thinking I was up for more.  Instead, I just walked back to bed and passed out.

I was awakened by the feeling of the cock entering me again.  “Wha…?” I said, dozily.

“Morning sleepyhead.” He said, his weight pressing down on me as he forced himself on me again.  “I woke up with a hard-on, so I figured you’d be best to take care of it.”

“Ungh.” I groaned as the cock slid inside me, my teeth gritted together.  I was no longer switched off like I was earlier, and this time, I could feel everything.  To my annoyance, it felt good inside, and involuntarily, I found myself moaning with each thrust.

“That’s the spirit.” He laughed, his deep voice spluttering into a cough.  It sounded like a smoker’s cough. 

As he built up momentum, I found myself fighting internally with my desire to become vocal, to beg for more, harder.  I couldn’t understand why but my cock was now rock hard and I found myself squeezing my anus on his cock.  My rapist, the man whose name I didn’t know, was now turning me on, and I was powerless to stop it.

Before feeling his hot, sticky seed flood my bowels, I felt my penis spray all by itself, creating a puddle beneath me.  Once he came, he collapsed on my back and gently kissed my neck and cheek, before pulling my face slightly and pushing his tongue inside my mouth.  I’m not sure why, but I kissed back, my tongue mingling with his, before he finally pulled out of me, spanked my buttocks, then left the room.

I’m not sure why, but I simply got up, showered, dressed, and left the room as if nothing had happened.  At that moment, the rational thing to do would have been to call the police, but I was so confused by what was going on.

When I reached the breakfast hall, I grabbed a cup and helped myself to coffee, then took a tray and start loading up food.  As I walked around, looking for a table, I saw the man sat alone, eating and reading on his phone.  I don’t know why, but I walked over and sat down opposite without a word.  If he was surprised by my behaviour, he didn’t show it, instead just moving his things out of the way for me.

“When do you finish work today?” He asked me.

“I think at five.” I replied, but I wasn’t sure why.

“I have an easy week.  If I ain’t here at five, come find me in the spa.  I guess I’ll be in the sauna.”

“Okay.” I replied.  I wouldn’t.  I definitely wouldn’t.  Why would I?

“Your ass man, fuck me, tightest I ever fucked.  Gotta get me more of that.  Gonna make you my bitch come weekend.  Gonna walk you on a leash down that parade.”

“Yes sir.” I mumbled, but again, I wasn’t sure why.

He sat back and folded his arms; an annoying, arrogant smirk on his face.  “How long you been married?”

“Sixteen years.” I told him.

“How olds your kids?”

“Fifteen and Thirteen.”

He nodded, grinning.  “You love your family?”

“Yes!  Of course, I do!”

“How long you say you gonna be here?”

I didn’t.  “Three weeks.”

“Mmmhmmm.” He leaned forward.  “I’m gonna tell you this boy.  By the time your trip is up, you’ll have cancelled your flight home and told your family how you wanna be a cocksucker for the rest of your life.  You gonna come live with me and you’re gonna take care of me and my friends back home.”

“That’s not going to happen.”

“I guarantee it.” He said, grinning.  “Why didn’t you call the cops?”

“I still might.” I mumbled.

“No you ain’t.  You fuckin’ realised just how good cock is.  You ain’t gonna do jackshit, ‘cause I already got you hooked.”

“Not true.”

“Bullshit!  You could’ve called the cops last night, but you didn’t.  And I bet you don’t even change rooms.  Broken fucking lock on the dividing door and you still won’t even report it.  Pussy bitch.  Should put you in panties and doll you up. Turn you into the pussy-ass-bitch you really are.”

I remained silent.

The man appeared to calm a little, then nodded. “On your way back from work, stop by at a Victoria’s Secret; buy yourself something pretty; something I’d wanna use you in.”

With that, the man picked his huge frame up and walked off, leaving me feeling like a complete wimp. Before setting off for work, I phoned my wife, lying about how I went to bed early and nothing happened.  I don’t know why, but I was too embarrassed to say anything.  How the hell do you tell your wife that you let yourself get raped multiple times in the night, then again in the morning?

Throughout the day, I tried my best to do my job, but my mind was elsewhere.  I told myself I wouldn’t stop by the lingerie store; that I would be firm and tell him to stop, this time.  I knew it was possible to get away with being a little dozy on the first day; hell, I’d just flown in, right?  But I knew that couldn’t continue.

Come five in the afternoon, I was out of the door and walking to my rental car.  The day hadn’t been as much as a bust as I thought it would be, and I actually identified a huge problem with the way the company handled cloud services costs.  In fact, in one swoop, I saved them in the region of five million dollars per annum.  A drop in the ocean in the bigger scheme of things, but five million dollars saved some fifty jobs.

Of course, as I was driving back to my hotel, I saw the huge mall on my way, and with shaking hands, I pulled into the parking lot and made my way inside, making a beeline straight to the huge Victoria’s Secret store, then sitting on a bench outside, contemplating just what the fuck I was doing.


Two

When buying lingerie for your partner, as a gift, as a man, you tend to buy based on your own desires and needs, what you want to see your partner in.  Buying for yourself is a little different, because you buy for comfort.  Now, I was buying for me, but not for comfort, but what a strange, perverse butch man would want to see me in.  He kept saying I looked girlie, so I guessed pinks, a nightie perhaps?

“Can I help in some way?” A cute black salesgirl asked. She had short, straight black hair, shining under the LED lights, and a sparkling little gem in her left nostril.

“Er, yeah, I’m looking for a nightie of some sort.  Erm, pink I suppose.  Something, erm, sexy?” I told her nervously.

“Oh, I just love that accent!” She gushed.  “You British?”

“Yes, erm, South London.”

“Oh my god!  I just wanna visit Europe someday!  Okay, so, this for a girlfriend, wife…or…” And she left the or hanging, leaving me an open door to tell the truth.

“Erm, girlfriend?” I said, not bringing myself to tell the truth.

“Do you happen to know her size?” She asked.

Fuck, this was why she needed to know if it was for me. “Erm, well, erm, my size?” I practically squeaked.

She smiled knowingly, a warm caring smile, which suggested my secret was safe with her.  “Sure, come with me.  I think I know just the thing.” She led me to a shelf at the back of the store and picked up a little pink chiffon babydoll.  It had thick pink ribbon straps, and thick black lace lined the top and bottom.  It came with a matching pair of knickers.  “I just love this set.” She said. “And it’s on sale now.  It’s stretchy, so even if the size is not perfect, it will fit.”

“Oh, that’s good.” I said.  “So, erm, she could wear it without trying it on here.”

“Exactly.” She said, smiling warmly.  Then she looked me up and down, before looking back into my eyes and saying, “and I just know I would love to see such a girl in something like this.”

I gulped.  Was she coming on to me, or just trying to make the sale?  “Erm, that’s, erm, very kind of you.  I’ll take it.”

“Great! Anything else today?”

“No, I think that’s fine.”

“Okay, let’s ring you up.” As I approached the bank of tills, I saw a rack with self-holding stockings.  I grabbed the large size pink fishnets and took that too.  “Good choice. Very slutty.” She winked as she scanned it all.  Then she bagged it as I paid. 

As she printed the receipt, she then turned it over and took a pen.  She wrote her name, and the times and days she worked that week.  “If you need any help at all, then come find me, and I’ve got your back, okay?” She said in a hushed voice.

“That’s, erm, really good of you.”

“Listen, it’s all cool.  All the girls are cool, so you have nothing to worry about.  But what gives you away is the wedding ring.  Clearly you’re married; you’re nervous, and it looks like you are not a Brit who lives here but is here on business?”

“Yeah.” I sighed.

“So no girlfriend.  A chance to dress-up in your hotel room.  You aren’t the first.  Don’t worry about it.  I’m happy to help.”

“Thank you.” I looked down at the name, “Charlene, I appreciate that.”

“Anytime.”

Once I made it back to the car, I flopped down in my seat and threw the bag onto the passenger seat.  “What the fuck am I doing?” I asked myself. 

As I drove back to the hotel, I found myself shaking with nerves.  I knew what was waiting for me, I knew I was straight.  I knew this man belonged in a jail; and yet, I still drove on, not driving to a police station.  Why?  What was wrong with me?

I arrived in my hotel room to find it cleaned, tidied, bed folded, as you expected to find in a hotel.  Nothing seemed out of the ordinary.  I tried the dividing door and found the lock still broken.  Opening up the other side, there was no-one to be found, but the bed had been laid on, so he had been back since the cleaner had been.  Then I remembered what he had said; he’d be in the spa.

Rather than go up to the spa, I decided to take a shower and clean-up after my day.  Weirdly, as I showered, I looked at my hairy body, which wasn’t massively hairy in comparison to others, and wondered how I would look in the lingerie.  I reasoned that I would look ridiculous, because of my hair.  So, picking up the hotel razor packet, I opened it, lathered myself up, and began shaving all over.  It was trickier than I thought, and just when I began to wonder how I would do my back and arse, the door to the bathroom opened, and the man stepped in, taking off the robe he wore to the spa.

“Good boy.” He murmured, stepping into the shower and taking the razor from my hand.  I didn’t say a word, just let him shave the places I couldn’t reach. 

He put the razor down and then stood. I felt his flaccid cock between my cheeks as he kissed my neck, his hands roaming across the front of my body.  “I knew you’d do as you were told.  You already need this dick.” He told me, nibbling my ear.  “Get on your knees and blow me.”

I turned, ready to drop to my knees, but he stopped me and pulled my head to his.  We kissed, our tongues dancing together as my erection banged into his.  “Oh…” I moaned into his mouth, a sexually charged reflex moan, girlish, wanton.  I dropped down and slid his cock in my mouth, sucking on it, moaning as I did as my body shook.  My prostate was tingling, buzzing, excited; my cock strained upwards.  Fuck, I was powerless.  My body wanted this, all of it, but why?  I didn’t find him attractive!  I didn’t find men attractive in the slightest, but here I was, that huge, fat, warm, tasty cock in my mouth, and it felt just so right, so perfect.

His breathing became heavy as the water cascade over us, and I felt him grow inside me.  I knew what was coming, but I didn’t retreat; I was too lost in this sexual rush that had come over me.  With one last moan from me, I felt him begin pumping the salty load inside me.  For a man who had fucked me a lot last night, he sure had a lot of semen, but rather than be disgusted by it, I found myself sucking him down further, trying to extract more of that taste. 

He tapped my shoulder, pulling me up.  I gulped down the last of his cum as I stared into his deep brown eyes, then I leaned forward, closing my eyes as I placed my lips on his, desperate for his tongue in my mouth.  I wrapped my arms around his huge body, squeezing him as we kissed, before we broke and I rested my head on his hairy chest and he comforted me. 

“That’s a good boy.” He said softly.  “You love daddy’s cock, don’t ya boy?”

“Yes daddy.” I breathed, and my body shuddered, as my steel-hard cock bounced.  “Yes daddy, so much.” I admitted.  Fuck.

The shower turned off as he continued to hold me, then he led me out of the booth and grabbed a towel.  He dried off my shivering body, slowly, carefully, with almost loving attention.  Then he handed me the same towel and I did the same for him. 

“Come show me what you got.” He said, and we walked into the bedroom, where I took out the items.  I slid on the stockings, then the nightie. “Very nice!  Perfect.  Forget the panties, you won’t be needin’ ‘em.” He almost growled, taking me in his arms once again.  “I hope you ain’t hungry, because I’m gonna be doin’ that hole all night long.”

He was hard again.  When he let go of me, he took a step back and I knew what he wanted.  I climbed onto the bed, and got on all fours, before resting my head and arms down on the bed.  “Fuck me, daddy.” I breathed, and I realised it was just what I wanted, I wanted to get fucked.

“So fast.” He chuckled.  “I knew I was right about you.”

“Oh!” I gasped as his dick began pressing inside me.  “Oh god!  Yes, you were right. I’ve been thinking about you all day long.”

“Me too.  You’re so sexy, baby.  I knew I had to have you when I saw you.”

“You’re so sexy. I never thought I’d find a man sexy, but you are perfect.  You’re…oh…” I moaned as he began pulling back and thrusting.  “Oh so perfect, daddy.”

“I’m telling you, by the end of this week, you gonna beg me not to leave.  You’re gonna beg me to move in here with you.”

“You’re right.  Oh my god, I think you’re right.” I admitted, loving that feeling of fullness as he trust in and out, rubbing that huge dong against my prostate.  “Oh, fuck the end of the week, just do it.  Just stay with me.”

“Is that what you want?”

“Yes!  Yes!  I don’t want this to end!” I didn’t.  I really didn’t.

“Good boy.  Very good boy.” He said, leaning down to kiss my back. 

Something had switched inside me.  I’m not sure what exactly, but I knew that I didn’t want this to end, I didn’t want this feeling to stop.  I didn’t want to lose this tough, dominant man who had this control over me.  I just wanted it to be forever.

The sex, the feeling of being taken, it was like nothing I’d ever experienced.  Knowing that he would take me whenever, however, and I was powerless to say no, just made it all that much better.  But why?  I never in my life considered the possibility of being with a man, but here I was, begging him to take me over and over, begging for more, harder, deeper; begging for his cum, to turn me into his bitch. 

We lay there after he came in me, his dick still inside me, although softer now.  He held me from behind, a large hairy arm around my chest, and one cradling my head, which he occasionally kissed as he brushed my hair lovingly.

“Tell me about your job.” He said.  “Do you work for a company, or are you freelance?”

“Freelance.  I have this three weeks, then I need to find the next one.”

“So, theoretically, after this job, if you didn’t need to work, you could just quit?”

“That’s right.”

“Interesting.  What’s your financial situation at home?  Debts and such?”

“Nothing in particular.  We have a nest-egg.  Savings.  No debts.  The house was inherited, so no mortgage.”

“And your wife works?”

“Yes.  She earns more than me, if you can believe that?”

“What does she do?”

“PR for some government people.”

“Okay.  Interesting.”

“Why?” I asked, knowing the answer already.

He sighed, but it was one of contentment, as he pulled me tighter and kissed my hair.  I could feel his cock coming back to life again inside me, and I too let out a small moan, as I kissed his arm.  “Because we’ll see how these three weeks pan out, but if it goes the way I think it’s going, then I’ll want you to come back home with me.”

“My wife won’t let me go without a fight.” I warned him.

“I ain’t worried about her.  The problem might be INS.”

“Who?”

“Immigration.  They ain’t gonna like you stayin’ here after you were due to go home.  Won’t mean jackshit cause I live in the middle of nowhere on a farm of the grid, so ain’t a hope in hell you’ll be found, but if one day you are, then it could cause you problems.”

I was happy to live this experience with him for three weeks, but this fantasy of me moving in with him was just that.  I loved my wife, and I could never give up my kids.  It was all just fantasy, but he seemed to be thinking through the details.  I decided I needed to temper his ideas a bit. “Look, I get your fantasy, I do, but I have kids.  I can’t just abandon them.”

He actually burst out laughing.  “Oh honey, you ain’t got a choice in the matter.  If I want you back with me, I’m takin’ you back with me.  I fuckin’ raped you, you think I have a problem with kidnapping you?  I, and I alone, will decide how I feel at the end of this three weeks.  The way I feel right now, you comin’ home with me, and ain’t no fuckin’ way out of it.”

“Well, there’s always a way out of it.”

“Oh honey, you think this is my first rodeo?” He laughed, now moving his hips back and forth as he began to fuck me again.  “Let me tell you how this is gonna go down.  I take you back to my ranch, introduce you to my buddies down there, and the other sissies we have.  Just like the other boys, we getting you hooked up to a little heroin, get you all nice and dozy, and that’s how you stay.  Then we use you, and you don’t wanna go anywhere else, because you stay just happy, just right, in your li’l world.”

I moaned into his arm as his cock became fatter as he told me how he kidnapped and kept men like me. 

“See these tats on my arm boy?  Them’s prison tats.  Nine years in the state penitentiary. On the sex offender’s registry. I ain’t got no problem takin’ what I want.  And right now, I want you.”

“Fuck…” I moaned, as he kept the slow pace, sliding in and out of me.  “Yes…yes, kidnap me.  Ruin me.” I moaned, fuck, where was that coming from.

“Oh boy, you have no idea what’s comin’.” He chuckled, placing gentle kisses on my neck.  “But, at the same time, I feel like I don’t want just another slave.  I already got a few of those.  I want a wife.  Someone to share a bed with at night.  You seem like you’d make the perfect housewife.”

“Oh yes, yes!  Yes daddy, make me your wife.”

Again, he chuckled.  “Maybe this’ll be faster than three weeks.  Let’s see.”

The next day, I struggled to my car.  It wasn’t the lack of sleep per se, and it was a serious lack of sleep.  In fact, I hadn’t slept at all.  We literally fucked all night.  No, it was the fact that I was well-and-truly fucked.  He’d taken me so much that I could barely walk straight, I kid you not. 

Under my work clothes, he’d told me to wear the panties from the set, and told me to buy more on the way back.  “If you are gonna be my wife, we’re gonna need to start dressing you in the part.  Panties, hose, bras.  Get them all.”

My performance at the office was sub-par, but I hoped they didn’t notice.  I spent the day interviewing department heads, trying to understand their spend, but I spent most of my time day-dreaming about getting my arse fucked.  There were some men I interviewed where instead of listening, I was mentally undressing them, wondering what they looked like naked; wondering how their dicks tasted.

On the way back to the hotel, I stopped off at the mall again, and found Charlene.  I immediately told her what I needed, and as before, she was more than happy to help.  I ended up leaving with enough panties and lingerie to last me three weeks, along with some more nighties, corsets, and other items.

When I arrived back to my room, the man was already there on my bed, naked and waiting for me.  I walked over to him nervously, as I was still very nervous and uncertain about everything I was doing, but the moment he pulled me to his arms and we kissed, all that nervousness went away.

“I missed you.” He said, and I replied that I couldn’t stop thinking about him the whole day.

I slid down his body and took his dick in my mouth without any prompting.  I wanted this; I wanted to make him happy.  Above me, I heard the sound of him tapping a phone, then the sound of photos being taken.  “My buddies back home wanna see what you look like.” He said when I looked up at him.

After he climaxed in my mouth, he told me to go shower and model some of the stuff I got.  I did exactly that, and he made sure to take a picture of me in each outfit.  Of course, prancing around in sexy lingerie got him horny again, and whilst I was there in my new shiny metallic purple corset and stockings, he pulled me to him and slammed his cock hard inside me, earning a scream of pleasure and pain from me.

“Oh, fuck me daddy, fuck me daddy!” I panted, as he slammed in and out of me hard and fast; wanton lust oozing from us, desperate to take and be taken.  “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” I said over and over, as he increased the pace.  He snarled and roared, his excitement becoming too much for him.  He pulled me tight, my head jutting forward and back as he took me like a rabid dog, squeezing my gut as he bit into my shoulder.

“FUCK!” He roared, and unleashed inside me, spraying my bowels with his hot, sticky seed.

“Oh god, yes daddy!” I panted; “Fill me!  Breed me!”

“Yes baby, yes!” He panted back, kissing my back as I reached behind, running my fingers through his hair.

We collapsed on the bed, me still in his arms.  Last night had taken its toll on both of us, and within seconds, we were falling asleep.  Just as my eyes allowed me to drift off, I heard him say, “I think I love you.”

“I think I love you too.” I told him, and sighed in contentment, allowing myself to be pulled tighter.  “I love you.”

Three

That night, we went down to the restaurant for dinner.  We slept until about eight PM, before waking up to hunger.  I was going to change out of the corset and such, but he told me to just throw on some pants and a t-shirt.  I was nervous because the dark, heavily boned corset was clearly visible beneath the white t-shirt he had selected for me, but for some reason, I dared not question his judgment. 

“By the way, I don’t know your name.” I told him as I ate the salad he had ordered for me, whilst he had the burger.

“That’s right.” He nodded, but didn’t expand further.

“Don’t you think I should?”

“Nope.  To you, I’m daddy.”

“Yes, erm, daddy.” I nodded.  “But you didn’t ask my name?”

“I know your name.  I already went through your things.  I did that the first night before we even met.” He admitted.  “I broke into your room, broke the lock, went through your things when you headed down to the bar.” I gulped and he saw my questioning look.  “I saw you at check-in, I was behind you.  When you went up, I told the receptionist we were together and to give me the room next to you.”

“So you had this all planned?”

“Kinda.  I saw you and found you so hot.  You are the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen, and that accent is just heaven.  I knew I had to have you, no matter what. But as I already said, this ain’t my first rodeo.  I’ve taken boys like you before.  Most need a lot more convincing than you did though.”

“Convincing how?” I asked, fearing for the answer.

“Oh, a beatin’ usually does it.  I’m pretty good with a knife, so if it comes to that, I know where to cut to keep them looking pretty but get them understanding the situation.  Still, I learned my lesson after I got busted the first time.  First and last!”

“Learned how?”

“Well, let’s just say I have my ways of leaving without being found.”

“How many men like me do you have back home?”

He smiled at me. “None like you sweetheart.  That’s why I’m so smitten by you.” He said, reaching across and stroking my face.  “But slave boys, sissies, about twenty or so.  Not all mine.  Most belong to my buddies.  We do videos, sell ‘em online, make our cash that way.”

“How long have you been doing this?”

With a look of thought, he murmured, “Well, I got released about fifteen years ago.  So yeah, ‘bout fifteen years.  Only had the ranch about eight though.”

“And these men are gay?”

Again, a booming laugh. “Well they are now!  But no, they all start out like you, straight, or they think they’ll turn out straight.  But we show them the light.  I’ll tell you this now for certain; we could take those boys off the smack and give them the chance to run, and I promise you that not one of them would; for anything.”

I nodded.  Strangely, I understood.  My stomach churned at the thought that I would need to go home to my family; I knew I had to, because that was what was right, but I weirdly didn’t want to.  I wanted to give up everything to stay with him.  Why?  What had changed inside me to want all of this? 

Everybody at some point during puberty questions themselves.  I had maybe a week where I wondered if I could be gay, or bi.  I watched gay porn and found myself not getting erect at all.  I turned off straight porn if I felt I saw too much of the man.  It wasn’t that I was homophobic or anything; just that it didn’t turn me on.  And yet now I found myself dreaming of cock.  I saw daddy’s cock and my own dick would just instantly get hard; why?

“I don’t understand any of this.” I admitted.  “I don’t understand what changed.”

This time, he didn’t laugh, he just nodded.  “Pleasure is more than just sex.  It is the atmosphere around it, the tension. By taking you by force, I took away your inhibition, because it wasn’t your choice to make.  Sure, at first, you blanked, and that’s normal, but after a rest, after your emotions had the chance to calm and we did it again, you realised that it actually felt good, and you began to wonder what else you might feel.  Now, dressing you up, turning you out, setting the scene and telling you what is in front of you, it’s charging you up.  You are immersing yourself in sex, rather than just experiencing it.  And you know that this sort of pleasure, what you are feeling right now, it doesn’t need to be ten minutes a couple of nights a week.  It can be day-in, day-out, constant.  Twenty-four, seven.  That’s how it’s gonna be for you from now on.  You’ll come home with me, and you’ll be dressed, whored, fucked, drugged, taken, and that will be your life, forever more.  Constant sex.  So it ain’t with a woman, so what? You know that you will experience sexual bliss with no consequence.

“Your family will get over it.  Families separate, dads disappear on kids.  If you had debts and shit, and your kids would suffer, I would probably let you go.  But you’re well off.  They’ll be fine.”

I nodded.  It was clear he had this all planned out.  “It seems you’ve already made a decision.”

“I have. You’ll be coming home with me, like it or not.”

“Then why wait?”

“Because, I want you to get ready for it.  I want to build this up inside you.  I want to give you hope and then take it away.  I want to see your face when I out you to your wife.  This is the pleasure for me.  Seeing your life change, seeing everything you had being taken away.  You cannot begin to understand just how it feels to see a boy’s face when his wife finds out the truth.  For me, it’s unbeatable.” He inhaled suddenly.  “Eat up.  I wanna fuck that boy-pussy some more.” And with that, he leaned over the table, and in front of everyone, he kissed me passionately. 

The next morning, I was once again shattered and fucked.  We hadn’t slept a wink again, just fucked all night, and in the morning, I was extremely dozy.  It turned out that he was sleeping during the day so that he could fuck all night, which was how he wanted me, dozy.  When he told me to put on a bra with the panties and stockings, I didn’t question him, even though I knew the outline would be visible under my shirt.  I just hoped it would look like an undershirt. 

Again, my performance was well below expectations, and this time, I felt sure it was beginning to get noticed, as I was receiving emails asking me for reports.  That generally happened when C-level people wanted to know if they were getting their money’s worth, which they definitely were not.

After work, I had another task; to find a Sephora or Ulta and buy make-up.  I was clueless as to how to buy make-up, but the staff were on-hand to help.  This time, instead of trying to hide what I was doing, I simply told the truth and admitted that it was for me.  Thankfully, the staff were more than helpful, and they actually had a non-binary employee come over to help me. 

“So, what is it are you going for?  Simple dress-up, or the pride parade this weekend?” They asked.

“Erm, well, I’ve never done this before.  I’m actually, well, was straight, but I met a man, and he’s pretty dominant.”

“Oh, lovely.” They gushed.  “And they’ve opened up your horizons?”

“Something like that.”

They looked down at me and saw the outline of the bra.  Looking around, they asked, “May I?” And I nodded.  They pulled open the shirt a little to get a look at the lacy pink bra.  “Very cute honey.  Okay.  I think I know what we’re going for here.”

I ended up leaving the store with three-hundred dollars-worth of make-up, as well as clear instructions on how to apply each, and a link to a Youtube channel for crossdressers on make-up application step-by-step.

Daddy was waiting for me again when I arrived back, and immediately he had me strip and suck his cock, before he took my anus again.  Once more, we fell asleep for a while.

“I want you to put some make-up on before we go for dinner.” He told me.  I was going to argue that I couldn’t when I reasoned there was no point; I’d still end up doing it, and if non-binary people could do it, so could I.  As such, I loaded up the Youtube channel and followed the instructions to a T, ending up looking more like a drag queen.  I’d put it on way too heavy and obvious, whereas I should have gone for lighter and subtle. 

I was going to change it and start again when daddy told me that I was perfect.  “Put on black lace teddy and some jeans, that’s it.”

“Shouldn’t I put a t-shirt on?”

“No.”

“But…” He gave me a look which told me not to argue or else.  I gulped.  If we were in a cold place, I would’ve at least asked for a coat, but it was hot and humid.

It had been my impression that we would be going for dinner in the hotel again, but daddy had other plans. As we rode the elevator down to zero, an elderly couple got on and gave me a look of disgust, before looking away.  The teddy was satin panelled but trimmed with lots of lace.  It looked like what it was, lingerie.  We got off the elevator, and I was about to turn towards the restaurant, when he grabbed my arm and pulled me towards the car park, out past reception, and over to an old F-150 pickup. 

“We’ll do some shoppin’ for you.  Something pretty to wear out instead of jeans and suits.” He told me, driving to the mall.  “We’ll grab summat to eat there.”

He drove me to a different mall than the one I stopped off at.  This one looked a little cheaper, older.  People stared as he walked me into different girl’s clothing stores, making me try on crop-tops, skirts, dresses.  Everything as girly as could be.  He did select some pants and blouses for me, each clearly for women.  “Eventually, you’ll wear these to the office, until you’re ready to transition completely.” He explained.

I was made to carry all the bags, he carried nothing.  Eventually, we sat down in a Chili’s, where he ordered for us both.  “A side salad and water for him…” He told the waitress.  I asked him why I wasn’t allowed anything bigger, to which he said, “I like my boys extra-skinny.”

When we left the mall, I thought we would be driving back to the hotel, however, he had other plans.  We drove for a few miles, pulling off into a run-down strip-mall area.  He parked up in front of an adult store, then reached over to one of the shopping bags and pulled out a little black PVC micro-skirt he got me.  “Take off the jeans and put this on.” As I did that, he pulled out a switchblade knife and told me to show him my arse.  I did so, and he pulled at the fabric of the teddy, carefully cutting a hole.

We walked into the store which was remarkably busy, and walked directly over to the cash desk where a little fat woman with purple hair sat.  She didn’t bat an eye at me as daddy paid for entry to the video booths.  I was led through a door into a large dark room, divided up by black cubicles.  In each room, porn was playing.  The whole place was busy, with men milling around.  I noticed I wasn’t the only crossdresser there, but the other one didn’t really acknowledge me, if anything, she seemed to look frustrated to see me there, as I was going to draw attention away from her.

I thought he was going to take me into a booth, but instead, we walked around for a bit.  Every so often, a random man would reach out and touch me as a passed them, and daddy made sure to give them a smile and a nod to show he was okay with it.

“Is this safe?” I whispered to daddy.

“How do you mean?”

“Well, I assume you’re gonna let these guys fuck me, right?”

“Yep.”

“Well, what if they don’t wanna wear protection?”

Daddy chuckled a little then shook his head.  “That ain’t a worry for you no more.”  He replied, cryptically. 

Finally, we stopped in a larger room with several sofas, in front of a large screen playing gay porn.  Several men were making out with each other, and I was led over to a busier sofa where daddy told me to sit.  Immediately, I felt hands on me as a scruffy old man next to me began feeling my nylon-covered legs.  He waved his cock at me and daddy told me to suck it.  Without hesitation, I bent over and took it in my mouth.

Behind me, others were now squeezing my arse, pulling at the cut teddy, fingering me.  Then I felt the first man press in me.  For the next three hours, I was fucked, and I sucked.  Daddy also took time to fuck some guys there, and I even saw him take a cock at one point, but it was from another very manly-man.

Before heading out of the store, he bought two small bottles of something called Rush from the woman, then asked if she had anything stronger.  She looked around, as if checking for cops, then said, “Looking to party?”

“Yeah.” He replied.

“I got some stuff.” She told him a number, and he handed over the cash, whilst she slid over a baggie of white powder, that I assumed was cocaine. 

“Got anything to slam this?” He asked her.

“Sure.” She said, pulling out some pull-off insulin needles.  Again, he paid her, then we left.

“What is that?” I asked in the car.

“Meth.” He replied.  “It’ll make you super horny, and make you go all night long.”

“I’m already fucked during the day.  I reckon I’ll be fired long before the three weeks is up.”

“All the better for me.” He mumbled.

The rush of the drugs indeed made me super horny, and super compliant.  For the first time, daddy pissed in my mouth, and I took it without question. In fact, I savoured every moment of it. 

At around three in the morning, he gave me another shot, then asked me what the time was back home.  I told him it was nine in the morning.  “Kids at school?” He asked, and I said yes.  “Wife?”

“Working from home.” I told him.

“I could make you call her.  I could make you video call her.” He told me as he fucked my arse again.  “I could ruin you.”

“I know.” I told him.  I didn’t care.  I was too high to care.

“But I won’t.  I don’t want you high when I do it.  I wanna see the look in your eyes when you see your life being ruined.”

“Ruin me daddy!” I begged.  “Ruin me completely.”

“I will honey, don’t you worry babygirl, I will.”

The next day at work, I was jittery and looked like shit.  On top of that, I was wearing what were clearly women’s pants and a woman’s blouse.  The lacy bralette was clearly visible underneath.  Of course, I was called into the CFO’s office and asked to explain myself.

Thankfully, I was able to think quickly.  “Part of my test of the company is how well corporate guidelines are followed.  I find that companies that don’t follow their values, often are not well placed to manage cost areas.”

“Oh please!  We pride ourselves on this shit.  Hell, we’re even sponsoring the pride event this weekend.” The CFO argued.

“And yet every single executive in this company is male.  Only one is black.” I pointed out, and the CFO was silenced.  “Results are not immediate.  I need time.  I think I covered my fee in what I saved you already.”

The old man sighed, and then nodded.  “Okay, but I have to say this is mighty strange.  That said, I won’t argue with results, but you need to start getting me some.  That five mil is good, but you know that ain’t gonna change shit if we can’t shore up our bottom-line.”

I left the office and sighed with relief.  I’d somehow made it possible to crossdress as a consultant in the office.  Now I needed to actually get some fucking work done!


Four

By the day of the parade, I had somehow managed to keep my job, keep my wife in the dark about what I was doing, whilst at the same time descend further into depravity. Each evening I was in the dark rooms getting fucked by random strangers, drinking cum by the pint, and then on Friday evening, I was driven to a truck stop dressed in a tiny red lace bralette, red open-crotch panties, red self-holding stockings, the lace-tops of which stuck out over the shiny black PVC thigh-high, high-heeled boots I had on.  In my handbag, I had just some cigarettes and a lighter.  I was told to stand there and smoke, and when I wasn’t smoking, I damned sure better be with a customer.

I sucked off men all night long.  I wasn’t alone.  Daddy sat in his truck watching me the whole time.  When I ran out of smokes, I went back to him and he gave me some more.  I’d never smoked in my life, so the filthy things made me feel sick.

The truck drivers didn’t care I was a tranny.  If anything, most seemed to get off on it.  For ten dollars, I sucked them off.  For twenty, I took them in my arse.  By the end of the night, daddy seemed pretty happy with my take.

I was allowed to sleep when we got back to the hotel but by noon I needed to be up and preparing for the parade.  Daddy would be wearing leathers, whereas I would be in a pink tulle mini-dress, stockings and heels.  One thing daddy hadn’t provided for me was a wig, but he did say he would love to see me as a blonde. 

On the way to the event, we stopped off in the gay district where he took me to a salon. “Bleach his hair blonde.” He told the stylist.  “I know it’s short still, but please style it as feminine as you can.” Then he remembered something. “Oh, do you do piercings?”

“Yeah.  Ears?” The effeminate man asked.

“Yeah.  Something girly, pink studs.”

“Sure.”

I left that place not only with my hair bleached and styled, but with my ears pierced, and my nails painted pink hardened gel with glitter, making sure I couldn’t just remove it with remover.

“I want you to start speaking like that guy did.” Daddy told me.

“How do you mean?  I’m British.”

“No, you idiot.” He chuckled.  “I meant camp.  I want you to only speak camp from now on.”

“Oh, I see.” I said, in a camp voice.  “Yes daddy, of course daddy.”

“Nice.  I like that.  But I don’t wanna ever hear your normal voice again.  Get used to this.”

“But I still speak to my wife over the phone.”

“Yeah, I know.” He grinned.  “Get her ready for your coming out.”

It still hadn’t hit home with me that he was serious about ruining my marriage and taking me away.  I still had that feeling that everything was going to be okay, and that I would fly home and live a normal family life.  I wanted to believe that to be true.  And yet, I also hoped he was telling the truth.

The parade was really fun.  Sure, there were arseholes who thought it was okay to shout homophobic comments at us, but on the whole, it was like one big party, which was fine by me.  I had told my wife that the pride parade was happening, and being the open family that we were, she thought it was cool when I said I would go.  So imagine my surprise when my phone buzzed, she was Facetiming me. 

I cancelled the call hurriedly and wrote to her.  “I’m at the pride parade.”

“I wanna see how you dressed up.” I had told her I might be supportive and go get something to wear. 

“Call her back.  Show her.” Daddy ordered. “Just remember what I said.”

With a sigh, I called her back.  The moment she answered and saw me, she screeched with laughter.  “Oh my god, I didn’t think you would go all out!  Show me all.” I allowed the phone to scan me up and down and again, she giggled.  “Oh my god!  You look unbelievable!”

“Thanks!” I said, effeminately.

“It looks busy.”

“It is, loads of people here.”

“Oh, putting on the voice too.  Just don’t piss anyone off.”

“I won’t honey.” Just then, I felt daddy grab my arse-cheek.  “Okay, I’d better go. Don’t have much data.”

“Okay babe! Enjoy!” She replied, and just as she did, daddy moved into shot next to me and began licking my face and sucking on my neck.  My wife gave me a very queer look before I hurriedly ended the call.  Moments later, she texted, “Who was that?”

“Just some guy who was trying to be funny.” I wrote back.

“Boundaries!” She wrote back. 

“Write back that you liked it.  That you encouraged it.” Daddy told me.

“I…I can’t.”

“You can.”

With a gulp, I wrote, “Actually, I kind of liked it, and let him keep doing it…do you mind?”

She wrote back. “I hope you are joking…”

“Tell her you aren’t. Tell her you might be bi.” Daddy said.

“I’m not.  I think I might be bi.” I wrote.

For a long moment, there was silence, no response.  Then she replied. “And yet you are still married…I’m bi, but I don’t go off fucking other women.”

“He just kissed me. We’re not fucking.”

“Whatever…”

And that was it, done. She didn’t reply, but that one word made it clear what she thought.  I decided not to let it bring me down, instead, I chose to enjoy the parade.  After the parade ended, we were invited to a PnP event.  I wasn’t sure what that was until we arrived to find a group of men and trannies in a large room fucking, and injecting meth. 

He took a syringe from somebody and prepared another batch.  “Hold out your arm.” He said.

“I don’t think I should be sharing that.” I replied.

“I told you, that ain’t a concern for you no more.  I already sorted you there.”

Finally, it dawned on me what he was saying, and I felt sick to my stomach.  There was no way I could go home to my family now.  I watched him inject me as I shivered with fear.  Once the drug hit though, my worries disappeared. 

We fucked all night. I remember somebody actually got a camera out and started recording, stating we would be on Pornhub, but I didn’t care.  I got it in both holes, all the time, which was fine by me.

We actually made it back to the hotel room at around ten on Sunday, but that was only because daddy had to check out.  He moved into my room, and once he was done, he took me to bed and we made love, slowly, passionately.  “I’m so looking forward to you being my wife.” He told me. 

“Me too.” I said.  The concerns of the previous day were gone.  He promised everything would be okay, and for some reason, I believed him.

As we lay in bed, enjoying each other’s company, me in my make-up, in my white lingerie, stockings, garter-belt, bra, open-anal panties, and matching satin and lace robe.  He then kissed me once more and reached over for his phone.  “It’s time.” He said.

“For?” I asked.

“To end your marriage.” I watched as he opened his phone and created a new message, to my shock selecting my wife’s number. “I got it out of your phone when you were high.” He explained. Then he began attaching photos and videos of me in various states.

“Please don’t.” I cried.

“Sorry, but I warned ya.” He told me, pressing send.  “Facetime your wife and introduce me.”

“I don’t know your name.”

“You know I’m daddy though, right?”

With a gulp, I picked up my phone and calling my wife.  It was late there but I knew she’d be awake.  The moment she saw me in bed with daddy, she nodded. It was clear that she’d been crying. “You want him, you have him.” She said, and then ended the call before I could say anything. 

“Just to make sure, I’m gonna send your photos to a few more places, like your mom and pop.” He said, but I just nodded.

“Sure.”

“Aw, now don’t be like that.  This is just the beginnin’.  Just think about all the fun we gonna have back on the ranch.  You’re gonna be a proper li’l fuckdoll for me and my buddies.  Just you see.”

After outing me to almost every contact I had in my phone, he then took me once more.  Seeing me broken and ruined had turned him on more than any previous occasion. I finally recognised that there was no going back from this now, nor did I want to anymore. 

“Take me daddy.” I said, still sobbing.

“I’ve already taken you. You’re mine.”

As he fucked me, my phone pinged again.  It was my boss.  He was writing to say my services were no longer required and that my contract was terminated, not only that, he wrote that he had phoned the hotel to say that they would not be covering my hotel room from the following day. 

“Looks like you’re coming home with me sooner rather than later.” Daddy noted.  “Don’t worry.  We’ll make use of tonight.”

Once he had cum inside me, he made me change into a pink PVC crop-top and matching miniskirt, then had me gather up all my male clothes into one bag and female clothes into another.  We then headed out to his pickup truck where he took the bags and threw them inside.

“Take your rental.  We’ll return it to the airport so we don’t need to do it later.  I’ll pick you up there.  I need to go score some heroin for you.” He said.

“Yes daddy.” I said with my effeminate lisp.

As I drove, my phone rang.  It was my wife.  “So, is that it?” She asked.  “I see he even texted my parents.  They obviously want nothing to do with you anymore.”

“I’m sorry.” I told her.

“How did this happen?” She was calm, but I could hear she was seething inside.  I began to tell her the whole story, from beginning to end.  I told her that I wouldn’t be able to sleep with her again anyway, to which she sighed.  “I can’t believe you would throw everything away like this.  I don’t expect you to contest the divorce.  Of course, I will be applying for sole custody with zero visitation rights, is that understood?”

“Yes.” I practically whispered.

“I hope you enjoy your new life, you fucking disgrace.  You make me sick.” And with that, the call ended.

I dropped the car off, then sat in the place he told me to wait.  Whilst there, I wrote a long SMS with all my passwords and account details, and sent them to my wife.  I then deleted all banking apps from my phone.

When he finally arrived to pick me up, he said nothing.  We drove in silence until we ended up at the adult store once again.  “I couldn’t score any good smack, so got you some meth again.  Ain’t a problem.  Meth is good enough and will make you nice and skinny.”  He shot me up whilst we were in the truck, then led me into the store, and straight into the darkrooms.  Instantly, I was so horny that the first man I saw I began grinding up against.  Without hesitation, the fat ugly man grinned and pulled out his short, fat cock.  I dropped to my knees and slobbered over it, moaning as I sucked on it. 

Behind me, I was being pulled by the hips, encouraged to make my arse available.  I did, allowing someone to press up into me.  “Oh yeah.” I moaned, feeling the stranger take my arsehole. 

“How’s it feel?” Daddy asked.  “Knowing I turned you in less than a week?” And with that, I watched him walk away. 

I never saw him after that.  I supposed there was no ranch.  But I couldn’t turn back anymore.  He had my phone, he had my wallet, my ID.  He had everything.  All I had was my mouth, my ass, and a bag of whore clothes which he’d taken inside and left by my side. 

I left that store, bag over shoulder, and headed back to the hotel.  I didn’t have money, but one of the guys from the store offered to drive me.  When I got there, the staff looked me up and down, and when I told them who I was, they didn’t believe me.  “It doesn’t matter anyway.” They said, “That gentleman checked out earlier.”

With no money, no ID, nothing, I did the one thing I could do.  I walked to the local truck-stop and went to work, knowing my first money wouldn’t go to food or shelter, but to buying cigarettes and meth. But as I approached the truck stop, there he was, sitting in the truck smoking, looking right at me. He knew where I’d go, he just wanted to see if I would do it.

“I thought you’d abandoned me.” I said.

“My sexy little slut? No way, I just wanted to make sure you were capable of being a dirty li’l whore if I wanted you to be. Get in. You’re gonna love living with me. You gonna be fucked day and night.”

I grinned, pulling on the seatbelt. “Thank you daddy!”

This was it, my last business trip, my last time working in the corporate world, and my new life as a gay sissy slut whore. I couldn’t be happier that daddy claimed me how he did.

THE END
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