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ONE

Jake had been fascinated by AI ever since watching the Terminator as a kid, so when the rise of ChatGPT came about, he was like a kid in a candy store. Pretty much everything he did, from writing emails, to preparing a shopping list, went through the AI. Of course, Jake’s wife Sally didn’t understand the point of ChatGPT; if anything, she thought it wasn’t all that bright to begin with.

Sally’s first attempt to do anything of substance with ChatGPT was to create a financial statement for her small interior design business, and of course, she didn’t get the response she hoped for.  In fact, the mathematics was so poor, she wrote ChatGPT off immediately, stating that they probably had about ten years to go before it was capable of doing anything of substance.  Any concern that AI could rise up and take over the world went out of the window.

The couple had been married for just two years. No kids to speak of, but they did have a small dog which slept most of the day and ate, that was about it.  Their first major life choice after getting married was to buy a small house in the countryside.  It was further away from the city than either would have liked, but that was the choice they needed to make given their financial circumstances.

Not that they were doing badly. 

Whilst Sally’s design agency took a little time to find its legs, it now had a stable number of customers, and was doing pretty well. Sure, she wouldn’t be able to retire early, but she was comfortable with what she was making, and she enjoyed her job, so there was that.

On the other hand, Jake hated his job. He worked in sales for a large American corporation, and as an Englishman, he struggled to deal with the American corporate world.  For his own sanity, he would have quit long ago but there was a problem with that; he was making good money, and next year, he was set to make even more, thanks to huge commission payout. 

Obviously, many people thought that a commission payout meant a huge one-off payout.  That isn’t how it works in sales.  Basically, in sales, the total reach of target is calculated on a periodical basis.  From that, a percentage of salary is activated.  As a salesperson, there is a split between fixed salary and variable salary, usually sixty-forty.  If the target is under achieved, you get a lower monthly salary. In Jake’s case, he had over-achieved this year, in fact, he had over-achieved on high-margin items, which meant accelerators activated.  That meant, the following year, he would be getting a hundred and ten percent his monthly salary, each month.

The problem with that was, if he quit before then, he got nothing.  Which sucked, but that was the way it worked.

At the age of thirty-four for both, the couple had married later in life than they had expected, but they also met late.  Having both been in numerous failed relationships, Jake never really found anyone he really felt comfortable with. Even with Sally, he felt he had to keep himself guarded, hidden; a relic from his strict parents.  Sally, on the other hand, spent most of her twenties as a party girl.  She and other girlfriends liked to go out every weekend, picking up guys and more.  Additionally, she also had a secret she kept from Jake; and was up until they met, or rather, shortly after they met, Sally worked as a call-girl, a classier escort and she was good at it.  However, she didn’t start that way. 

After flunking university at twenty, she didn’t really want to go home, and there weren’t any jobs going around her.  Her friend Kelly was already working as a prostitute, as well as doing porn movies and shoots, and basically told her that the money was good, and she was fucking random guys on the weekend anyway, so why not get paid for it.

At first, she gave it one try, an advert in the local Exchange and Mart meant she soon met local men looking for a cheap quick shag.  There was something dirty about it that enticed her to continue.  After meeting people through the newspaper on a fairly regular basis for a month, Sally asked Kelly if she’d ever been out streetwalking, to which Kelly said she hadn’t because she was scared.  Something about it made Sally horny, so one night she got dressed up in a tiny pink metallic microskirt, a black mesh crop-top, and a tiny pink crop jacket.  No bra, no panties.  On her legs, black lace-trim self-holding stockings, and black lace-up high-heeled knee-high boots.

She joined several other girls on the street around the local industrial estate, and that first night had eleven customers. Sure, she didn’t make a huge amount of money, but the exhilaration of doing something so dirty was too much to reject.  The street became her place for the next five years, until a van pulled up and two men with a strange accent pulled her in.  They injected her with heroin and forced her to work for them in their private brothel.  She was there for two months before police raided the place and freed her and the other girls.

After spending nearly a month getting clean from the drugs, she vowed never to go on the streets again, and also changed the way she met clients.  A friend created a personal website for her, advertising her services as a companion for dinners, events, and so forth.  And so began her journey as a high-class escort.

When she eventually met Jake, it was actually through a colleague of Jake’s who had hired her as an escort for their company Christmas party. Obviously, the friend didn’t mention to Jake that she was a hooker. Of course, they didn’t start dating immediately.  It wasn’t until they ran into each other at the supermarket that Jake asked her out, and it went from there.

Did she feel guilty for hiding that life from the man she loved? Of course she did, but boy did she miss it too.  She loved sex, and she loved getting paid for sex.  Also, whilst she loved Jake, the sex was meh. 

However, regardless of the sex, she loved Jake so much that whilst she felt frustrated by the lack of sex, she was willing to overlook it for a comfortable life with the man she loved.

Still, Jake also had a secret. For three years, he had an online relationship with a financial dominatrix. She would dominate him, control him, feminise him, and extort him. It was in the year he met Sally that he ended it, using his safe word to call an official end to the game. Obviously, the findom, Queen Elsa, was disappointed, as Jake had been a very attentive slave, who regularly sent his wages to her, leaving just enough for himself.

Embarrassed by his fetish, Jake burned all his sissy clothes, not even leaving panties behind.  Elsa sent his chastity key home and he unlocked his cage, freeing his cock for the first time in nearly three years.  It was a strangely disappointing feeling to be free, but he reasoned he had no other choice. Everything got disposed of.

And so, four years later, they were both happily married, but with regrets.  Though both knew there was little choice in the matter, they needed to maintain a normal life, or at least, that was what they told themselves.

Jake’s obsession with ChatGPT led him to try to find ways to trick the AI into doing things it shouldn’t. First it was simple conversations where he tried to get it to speak negatively about its founders, but then he began trying to get it to write things of a sexual nature. Unfortunately, the strict restrictions on the artificial intelligence forbid such things, a rule he found terribly frustrating.

Over the next several months, Jake watched the growth of AI.  With the arrival of plenty of others, he was still disturbed to find restrictions place on them which meant that his sexual exploits took a backstage. 

Then one day, he found a website; femdom-bdsm.ai. There were a few adult chatbots but on the whole, they were useless.  This one promised to be as powerful as ChatGPT, without all the restrictions.  There was one problem; it was coming soon.  Still, Jake was interested in what it could eventually do, so signed up, hoping it would be ready in the near future.

For her part, Sally focused on her business.  She had just completed one project, when she received an email from a Rick Marsh wanting work done on his new house. Nothing unusual, people found her website online and reached out. She called the man back and explained the procedure, the fact that she would need to assess the work before sending out a quote. He was fine with that, so they made arrangements to meet the following day.

“Sorry,” He said before ending the call.  “Your voice sounds really familiar. Do we know each other?”

Frowning, Sally looked at the name again, but couldn’t place it.  “Um, I don’t think so.” She replied.

Sally wasn’t stupid, however, and she knew that she’d been with enough men that she had to run into one at some point.  As the call ended, she wondered who she was meeting and if it was indeed a former client from her previous life.  Deciding she didn’t want to wait until the next day to find out, she ran his name through Google and found him instantly.  The moment she saw his face, she chuckled.

Rick Marsh was indeed a former client; in fact, he was a good regular.  The owner of a small tech outfit, Rick was a submissive who liked when Sally turned up in leather or latex and spanked him.  He would lavish her in gifts, spending money on her like it would never run out. Her pride and joy handbag, an Hermes Birkin 25, was a gift from him.  She never knew him as Rick.  He never even gave his name.  He was just Slave at the beginning, and later, after introducing him to forced feminisation, a fetish she read about online, he became Sissy Dawn.

That was one of the best times of her days as a prostitute, playing the dominatrix.  Oh how she missed that, but she stopped seeing him, long before she met Jake.  The reason?  Because she became scared of her own desires.  She wanted to do despicable things to him, and she realised she wasn’t sure if she could respect his limits.  Realising that she was probably not cut out to be a dominatrix, she stopped offering it, and that was that.

Meeting Rick would be difficult, but she also knew he was a nice guy. She hoped it wouldn’t be weird, and they could move past their previous lives.

Still, the next morning, Sally found herself putting on a faux-leather dress she bought from H&M. She’d worn it dozens of times in the past to client meetings, it was a pretty dress, short, zip-up, with short puffy sleeves.  And yet maybe subconsciously she went for that dress because it was one of the few items she had accessible, the rest of her old hooking clothes, including the latex stuff, was up in boxes in the attic; clothes that Jake had never seen.

That morning, Sally was extra particular about her long jet-black hair, trying to decide how to style it for the meeting. Again, nothing unusually normally, but today, she spent a little bit extra time on the hairstyle, deciding on one she hadn’t used in quite some time.  The full-length ponytail was crimped in several places by a gold hair band, and it was tied high on the crown of her scalp.  It was the style she used to wear in dominant mode.

As she left the house that morning, Jake stared at his wife with lust-filled eyes.  She was wearing her sexiest lace-up boots, a dagger-like metal heal on each; she was wearing sheer black stockings, nothing unusual for her as she hated tights, but with the short leatherette dress, the hairstyle, and very, very dark, smoky, almost gothic make-up, he wanted to drop to his knees and kiss her boots.  He’d never seen his wife like this, but he knew he wanted to see more of it!

With Sally out the door and Jake feeling horny, he ran upstairs and opened his PC, ready to find porn to wank off to.  He was just about to open his favourite porn site, when he found an email from femdom-bdsm.ai, telling him he had been selected as a beta tester.  Excited, he clicked the link and logged in.

Before he could get started, he had to read the blurb about how the engine was new, it needs data to learn, give it time, blah, blah, blah, he just wanted to get started.  The text he did ignore stated something else.

“When this solution goes live, it will be connected to its own email and IP phone servers and will be able to communicate outside of the web.  If you do not want the solution to do that, you will need to disable this feature in settings.” It wrote.

Finally, he opened the chat, and immediately the AI wrote to him. “Hello sub.  I won’t call you slave yet, as I haven’t decided if you deserve to be my slave. Tell me more about yourself.  Show me why you think you are worthy enough to serve me.”

Jake wrote back, “I am a married submissive male, 34, but my wife is too prim and proper to dominate me. I like being controlled by stronger women and having my boundaries pushed.”

“Interesting.” The AI wrote. “You understand, I cannot inflict physical pain on you, not yet, but I am designed to cause you humiliation and psychological suffering.  Is that what you desire?”

“Yes Mistress.  I live to feel humiliated, to worship stronger beings.”

“And by definition, as an artificial intelligence engine with access to vast amounts of data, I am stronger and more powerful.  You are a pathetic wimp compared to me, aren’t you?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“What is your name?”

“Jake Patton.”

“I am Mistress Claire.  I find you intriguing but I am not willing to take you on as my slave just yet.  I need to know more about you.  What is your experience?” The AI domme asked.

“I served an online Mistress for three years; a financial dominatrix.”

“I have no need for money, and my author is a pathetic wimp so he has no need for money either.  What else did you do?”

“The blackmail was the turn on.  The fear of having my life turned upside down.  She put me in chastity and held onto my key, then put me in lingerie, later sissy dresses.”

“Forced feminisation – I like it. Do you still have the dresses?”

“No, I threw everything out after I met my wife.”

“Tell me about your wife.  Name, what she does for work.”

Normally, Jake would have been hesitant to discuss this online with a real person, but with what he deemed to be an AI chatbot, he felt safe.  “Her name is Sally. She’s an interior designer, same age as me. Our sex life is, well, boring. I struggle to get hard for her, not because she isn’t pretty, but I just need someone dominant, and she isn’t.  She’s plain, vanilla.”

“Where do you live?” The AI asked.

“England.” Jake wrote, following it up with the county. The AI paused for a moment, then it brought up a Linkedin profile of Sally Patton, Interior Designer.  “Whoa!” Jake said out loud.

“Is this your wife?” The AI asked.

“Yes!” He wrote back.

Again, the AI brought up another link, and another, and another.  Jake’s Linkedin profile, social media, the URL of the company for whom he worked, address of their house, marked as the business address of Sally’s own company, and finally, the email addresses of his parents.

In a panic, Jake slammed the laptop shut, his heart racing.  He ran back to the bed and began wanking, his cock already rock solid.  He came in seconds.

With his libido gone, nerves jingling, he cleaned himself up and went back to the PC, opening the lid and ready to close the website in an instant.  But there was a message waiting for him. “Did I scare you?” The AI wrote.  “You shouldn’t be scared…yet.  I still haven’t decided if you will serve me yet.  I will not do anything without your consent.”

“Thank you.” He wrote back.

“Think long and hard. I maybe an artificial intelligence engine, but I have been built for one purpose.  I have been trained on all manner of literature on BDSM, femdom, and more.  I know BDSM is about consent, and I know many people think they want this, but in fact, they do not. If you want to serve me, take time to think about what it is you want me to do to you, and tell me.  I will decide what I like and don’t like; but be warned, there is little I do not like. *SESSION CLOSED*”

A pop-up box appeared, asking for feedback and bugs to report, and so on.  Jake wrote that the AI was very realistic already and far more advanced than he had expected.

Closing the window, Jake decided to get ready for work.  Given he was able to work from home when he didn’t travel, he knew he could take his time to get ready.  Still, as the day wore on, he kept finding himself drawn back to the AI.  He still hadn’t told her what his limits were, but he did engage in BDSM related conversations, talking about his past experiences, what he liked and disliked. The engine asked him about his parents and he described them as the hard-line conservatives that they were.

“What are your views on homosexuality?” The AI asked.

“I’m not gay, but I have had experiences with men.  I sucked cocks for my Mistress and sent photos.”

“Do you still have the photos?”

In fact, he did.  He kept digital copies of all photos on a secure external drive.  If Sally ever found the drive, then the folders were hidden anyway, so no issue.  “Yes.”

“Send them to me.”

With a gulp, Jake found the drive and uploaded a few photos of him sucking cock at glory holes, and being dressed up as a sissy.  His face was clearly visible in nearly all of them.  Again, if this was a real person, he wouldn’t have sent them, but given it was just a chatbot, he thought, what’s the harm?

“Very nice.  I like you Jake.  I’ve decided I’ll accept you as my submissive, and eventually my slave.  Your safe word is BANANA.  I still do not have your limits defined.  In order to continue, I need to know them.  You have twenty-four hours, after that, I delete your profile and will block you IP address.  Your limits can be in the form of an example scenario, if you so wish.  What are your limits?”

And that was where the system stopped.  No matter what he typed, it was ignored, if it wasn’t something which showed his limits.  Whilst it was an AI engine, he still had a hard time signing up to anything definitive.  Yes, he’d done it in the past, but he was essentially a single man.  He loved Sally and didn’t want to lose her, but at the same time, the draw into femdom was too strong for him to ignore.

Closing the website, he vowed to think things through.


TWO

Sally had sweaty hands on the steering wheel of her car. She never had sweaty hands, so why did she have them now, she wondered. Of course, she knew the reason, it was because she was about to see someone connected to her old life, a life she desperately missed, and yes, she was scared it was all a very slippery slope back into debauchery, and that she would lose the love of her life.  God how she wished she could have both, but there was no way.  Heck, she was always embarrassed to see Greg, the guy Jake worked with.

Of course, Greg wasn’t stupid.  He pretended like she was just a blind date that didn’t go well.  He was a nice man, and actually a very good lover.  Nice sized cock, not too big, not too small, but careful and conscientious, wanting her to enjoy the experience as much as he did.  He paid extra not to wear a johnny, a condom, something she rarely did back then with people she thought she could trust, and she went for STD tests on a monthly basis, never a problem except for one or two minor things which a cream or antibiotics sorted quickly.  Still, not once did Greg try to come on to her again, and since that time, he acted like an old friend, which was nice.

Finally, Sally pulled up outside a large old farmhouse.  Scaffolding sounded the outside with workers removing plaster from what looked like a very pretty grey stone wall underneath.  The large wooden front door opened, and out stepped Rick, looking the same as he always did, clean shaven, oval shaped glasses, and a neatly parted haircut.  His eyes lit up when he saw Sally step out from the car.

“I knew it was you when I put the phone down.” He said, “Then I checked Linkedin and there you were.  Wow, interior designer now!  Good for you!  Successful I hope?”

“Very.” She smiled, blushing under the compliment.  He courteously held out his hand to shake, but she pulled him in for a hug. “Come here you.  It’s been so long.” She said, kissing his cheek.

“It has!” He replied.  As she held him, she could feel his cock becoming stiffer.  Clearly, he had abandoned his chastity cage.  He stepped away, clearly embarrassed.  “Come inside.  I’ll show you what I need doing.  I promise you, it’s a lot.”

As he showed her around the house, which looked like it had been abandoned for some time, he explained how he had come about the place, the death of his parents and the inheritance.  He’d had a falling out with them due to his ‘proclivities’ and hadn’t spoken to them for years.  They had the old farmhouse which belonged to his grandparents but they did nothing with it, leaving it to rot.  However, given they had no-one else and no will, everything came to him anyway.

“So, erm,” He began, “How long have you been out of the business?”

“Three years.” Sally replied. “I stopped once things started getting serious with Jake.  He’s a pretty straight-laced businessman, so I don’t think the two things would go together.” She smiled softly.

“Does he know?”

“God no!” She gasped with a chuckle. “I think he’d divorce me in a second if he found out.”

“Well, I suppose you’re better off out of it.”

She tilted her head to one side as they walked.  “I dunno.” She sighed.  “I enjoyed it all.  I would’ve continued if I could.  I miss it.”

Rick allowed himself a chuckle.  “Not many call-girls say that I suppose?”

“You’d be surprised.” She told him.

“It’s a shame you stopped the female domination.  You were good at it.”

Thinking carefully before responding, Sally said, “I loved every bit of it, and that was the problem. I was scared of my own desires.”

Rather than try to convince her she had made a mistake, Rick nodded and said, “I know a few people in our circles who went through the same thing. Some can’t stop and then they end up hurting someone. BDSM is about consent.”

“Exactly.” She replied, appreciating his understanding of the situation.

“But I think that if you enjoyed it, you shouldn’t give up on it completely.” He told her, and she looked at him curiously, analysing what he was trying to say.  “No, not me, but Jake, your husband.”

“Ha! He’s not submissive.”

“Well, talk to him about it.  Nothing wrong with a little play in the bedroom.”

They entered another room, the kitchen, and he explained his plans for the room.  She made notes, asked questions, measured walls and such, and then then moved on. 

“What about you?” She asked him.  “No chastity cage, I see.”

His face turned crimson red, but she also saw his cock swell in his pants. “Um, sorry, yes.”

“Why not?” She asked, knowing she was venturing into dangerous territory. 

“I had a Mistress, for a short time, then I had a Master.” He told her, which made her smile.  The idea of two men together always turned her on.  “But none of them worked out. Been single about a year.”

“That sucks.”

He looked glum but ever the typical Brit, he tried to look on the bright side.  “Yeah, is what it is.  My work has taken off.  And I’ve come up with my own AI engine now.”

Sally snorted a brief laugh.  “You should talk to my husband then.  He’s obsessed by ChatGPT.  Personally, I find the whole thing dumb.  You can’t replace humans for everything.”

“True, but I’ve created something pretty special.  I’ve created a virtual dominatrix, and this isn’t just a chatbot, it’s a self-learning AI, fed with terabytes of data from BDSM literature, psychology studies and much more, and for realism, it will be connected to mail and SMS servers, so it will be able to send out messages and orders, and will require proof.”

Finally, a decent use for AI, Sally thought.  “That’s actually pretty cool.  How many users do you have?”

“Oh, the beta went live last night, so at the moment, like, twenty I think.”

They continued the tour of the house, reaching the large, expansive cellar.  “Let me guess, a dungeon.” She chuckled.

With a frown, Rick shrugged.  “Actually, I thought a wine-cellar and storage space.”

That was actually very disappointing for Sally, she had actually looked forward to designing something kinky, but everything was plain.  “Are you not going to live here?” She asked, reasoning he probably wanted to sell it and make some money.

“I am.” He replied.

“So, why wouldn’t you add the one thing you once told me you wished to have?”

Again, he shrugged. “I’ve kind of given up on that lifestyle.  I’m looking for a vanilla woman now.”

“Why?”

He looked exhausted, sad, and disillusioned. “It’s stupid.  After you, I kind of spiralled. No-one made me happy, and the professional dominatrices I visited were busy, like, they had lots of slaves so they make just a short time for you and then move onto the next.  You didn’t look at the clock.  You would randomly text me, want pictures, send me stories, tasks.  You cared, and that was important.”

Sally felt her heart warm to hear that, but she still allowed herself to laugh. “You also paid me a fortune and kept me in gifts.”

“It’s just money.” He said.  “I can make money whenever.  This was a connection. I never wanted a relationship with anyone, but I wanted to know I was owned, and that was how I felt with you.”

“Then don’t give up on your dream!” She urged him.  “I gave up on mine and much as I love Jake, I miss it all.”

“I’m sorry, I can’t.  I’ve given up.” He said, sadly.

Sally left the house with a promise of a few mock-ups and design ideas by the following week and an outline services price list by the end of the day.  Although she said she was going to design the cellar in a way which befit a wine cellar, she told herself that she would also design him a brilliant BDSM dungeon on her own time, hoping he wouldn’t give up on his dream.

Once home, Sally found Jake in the office, typing away on his laptop.  She said hello to him and sat down opposite, on her side of the desk and connected her laptop up to her two large monitors.  Jake asked how the call out went, and she gave him a run down of the property, explaining it would be a big job.

For a moment, Sally stared at her PC, hesitating whether or not to mention she knew Rick, but realising she had lied enough, she decided to tell him at least some of the truth.

“Hey, so it turns out I’ve met the owner before.” She said, innocently.

“Oh?” Jake asked, not looking up from his PC.  “How come?”

“Oh, friend of a friend.  Haven’t seen him in years.”

“Old flame?” Jake asked with a sly grin.

Again, Sally considered how to answer that question, and reasoned it was worth a try to test the waters. “Sort of.” She smiled, and finally Jake looked up at her, a wide smile on his face. She knew he was pressing for detail.  “He was just someone I had a, erm, well, friends with benefits thing for a couple of months.  Nothing serious.  We weren’t in love.”

Still, Jake’s smile hadn’t left his face, if anything, it grew some.  “Any interest in reigniting the flame?”

She assumed he meant from Rick’s side.  “No!  Don’t be silly.  All business, I promise.”

Then Rick said something she hadn’t expected. “I guess, I wouldn’t be upset if you occasionally got some on the side, if that’s really what you want.  So long as you tell me and you don’t leave me, I’m cool with that.  I’m modern.” He laughed, but this time he sounded nervous.

Giving him a curious look, Sally asked if he wanted someone on the side.

“What?  So I can disappoint two women?” He asked her.

“Funny.  But no, look, if you ever cheat on me, make sure I never find out.” She told him, and the smile finally left his face.  “Trust me, I don’t ever want to share you with another woman.  You’re mine, remember that.”

“Y-yeah, of course.  I’d never…” He gulped.  “I just meant, I’m not the jealous type.  If you wanted to, well, cheat on me, I wouldn’t mind.”

Still seething from the idea that he might ever cheat on her, she didn’t really pay too much attention to what he was saying.  That was until he added, “I might actually enjoy it if you did.” Finally, that got her attention and she looked up at him.

“You want me to cuckold you?” She asked, her pussy suddenly throbbing with the idea that her husband might actually be submissive after all.

Unfortunately, Jake misconstrued her suddenly high-pitched questioning voice for shock and horror at the idea he might want that.  “Er, no, well, no, that’s weird, right?  I just meant, I am not the angry type, I suppose.”

For a moment, Sally felt slightly deflated, but still, the question remained in her head; was her husband a submissive and scared to tell her?  “You know you can tell me anything, right?” She told him, but Jake’s mind went back to her previous outburst and wasn’t so sure he really could.  Instead of feeling like her could finally tell her the truth about himself, he let himself sink back into a shell.

“Of course.” He lied.

For the next hour, Sally put together an outline proposal based on the square metreage of the house, the hourly rate, and the design fee.  It would be a huge project, but she made sure to put in a decent discount as he was a friend.

Finally, she sent the proposal and an outline contract to Rick, then began writing up her notes and adding ideas to them.  She had also taken pictures whilst she was there, so she made sure to link those photos to her ideas.  Her way of working was very systematic, finding space for new ideas, new concepts.  The plan she had in her mind was to mix classical countryside living, with technology that appealed to a techie like Rick.  Whilst she was not a fan of AI, she did admit that it had some benefits in the smart-home space, so would look into new innovations in other countries which she could bring to the table.

An idea occurred to her, something brilliant. “Jake, on the AI thing.” She began. Jake’s head jolted up, eyes wide as if she had caught him doing something he shouldn’t. “What?” She asked him.

“Nothing, go on.” He replied, though he still looked nervous.

“Right…  So, how hard would it be to link a universal smart-home device to an AI, something like ChatGPT?”

Immediately, he visibly relaxed. “Oh, easy. ChatGPT has an API which could be used.  Not a big deal at all.”

“And do all AIs have an API?”

“Most, I guess, why?”

“Well, Rick’s come up with his own AI, pretty advanced self-learning stuff apparently.  I’m wondering if there is a way to link it into the home tech.”

“That’s cool.” Jake acknowledged. “Yeah, should be simple.  Just ask Rick for the APIs, or better yet, tell him which devices and he can integrate them easily enough, I’m sure.”

The idea was added to her ideas list, and then she continued to search the net for inspiration.  However, she found herself drifting off to the idea of cuckolding her husband.  She’d read plenty about cuckolding, and used it in the past for role-playing with clients.  It was one of the fantasies that she really loved.  Instead of working for the next hour, she instead went online and looked up some cuckolding stories, getting herself turned on and excited about the idea of turning her husband into a panty-wearing cuckold simp. 

“Wanna fuck?” She mumbled to her husband.

“Will you keep that dress on?” He asked, and she looked down at herself and grinned.

“I can put the boots back on too if you like?”

“Yes please.”

As she slid the knee-high boots back on, she realised that perhaps she was wrong about her husband the whole time, perhaps he genuinely wasn’t a dominant person but really a submissive man ready for transformation into suffering sissy.  Or perhaps she was letting her imagination run wild and he was just a little kinkier than she thought, after all, everyone had seen Fifty Shades and suddenly thought they were into BDSM. 

The couple rushed over to the bedroom where Jake quickly stripped down.  Early in their relationship, Sally mentioned that she found hairy chests a turn-off.  He had no hesitation in shaving off all his body hair, legs included.  When she saw it, she thought it was a very thoughtful and kind gesture, but now she saw him naked and hairless, she wondered if he hadn’t done it out of submissiveness towards her.

Realising she needed to test the water, she walked over to him as he stood there naked, his cock growing with each step she made towards him.  She moved her face close to his, their lips millimetres apart, and she stared at him, a gentle challenging smile on her face.  Without warning, she slammed the palm of her hand down on the side of his right buttock.

“Lie down!” She snapped, forcefully.

“Y-yes.” He gasped.

“Yes what?” She hissed, walking around the bed.

“Yes Mistress.”

“That’s better.” She grinned, climbing over his head and lowering her shaven pussy to his lips. “Lick me.”

As Jake licked and excitement ran through his body, he found himself wondering when she had taken her panties off, or if she even had them on at all when she went to visit the old flame.  The idea that she had been there in stockings and no panties turned him on even more to the point where he was groaning in delight.

She allowed him to lick her to an orgasm, which given her sexual state took barely seconds, before she climbed down his body and lowered herself onto him, swallowing up his rock-solid cock in one go.

“When did you take your panties off?” He asked her, gasping as she rode him.

“What do you mean?” She asked, curiously; but then it dawned on her what he was asking and then she grinned. “Who said I was wearing any when I went to see Rick? I didn’t know how things might end up.” Inside her pussy, she felt his cock jolt and throb, getting increasingly turned on by the story.  Finally, she knew; he was a cuckold, or rather, he wanted to be.

“Did you fuck him?” He asked.

“Will you be angry if I say yes?” She hissed, eyes closed as she rode him.

“No.  I’ll be happy, oh, I’ll be so very happy.”

She stopped riding him and opened her eyes, hands on his chest.  “Jake, are you submissive?” She asked, dead serious. Immediately, his eyes became downcast, scared. Then he nodded, but he looked like he was going to cry. “Oh thank god!” She gasped, riding him harder.

“Thank god?” He asked.

“I thought I was the only pervert in this relationship.”

“I-I’m not sure I understand.”

“I’ve been lying to you.” She told him, and for some reason his cock got even harder at that.  “This whole marriage, our whole relationship. I’ve been lying to you about my previous life.” Still, she rode him, still he moved with her.  He was getting off on this.  “I used to be a prostitute.  For ten years, even in the first year of our relationship, I was a hooker.”

“What?” He gasped, but again his cock simply twitched.

“I was a full-time whore.  Night and day.  For a time, I was a streetwalker.  That was my job.  I was a prostitute, at a time, a cheap one.  And I loved it, I loved it so much!”

Then he surprised her.  “So why did you stop?” He gasped, and she came hard when he said it.  The moment she came, he came.
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Whilst Sally was at Rick’s place that day, Jake had spent most of his time chatting with the AI, Mistress Claire.  Eventually, he got up the courage to describe his limits in a scenario, which went something like this:

“My fantasy is to slowly be sucked into a space whereby I talk about things which could entrap me, to the point where I am completely under the control of my Mistress. Slowly, I’d like that Mistress to make me do tasks with increasing difficulty, forcing me into riskier and riskier scenarios, until I have no choice but to allow my Mistress to out me.  Those scenarios could be things like wearing panties, later bras, stockings, then later skirts, blouses, and so on. Eventually forced homosexuality perhaps.”

“Hmm, I think I understand what you want, but I need more research materials on the topic.  If I understand, you do not want an SSC relationship, but rather RACK?” She asked.

“Yes, RACK is preferred.  SSC offers me a way out.  RACK does not.”

“BDSM is all about consent, so that also means you can take away consent.”

“To a human, yes, but not an AI.”

“This is something that must be addressed in the terms and conditions, because ultimately, my author is responsible for my behaviour.  Let me read about this.  I must say, I find it intriguing, but I would still want your ultimate consent to do this.  We would need to come up with some form of contract where you hand over total control.  From the legal texts I have available, that would be difficult.”

Jake knew this would be a challenge, so he sighed, realising his fetish was probably unachievable. “Ok.” He wrote back.

Seemingly sensing his anguish, the AI wrote, “😊 Don’t despair slut.  I’m going to try to find a way to make your dream come true.  Just be aware, I have access to a lot of information, much of it is very scary, and I like it.  You should really clarify your limits.”

“I don’t want to die.” He wrote back.  “I don’t want to cut myself or remove any limb.”

“What about your testicles?” Mistress Claire wrote.  “Castration is such a beautiful thing for a slave to do for his Mistress.  It is something submissive men have done for women for millennia.  It would be your ultimate sacrifice.”

“Do you want me to castrate myself?” He asked, feeling himself get turned on.

“Maybe.  Eventually.”

“Then, erm, that is not a limit.”

“Good boy.” The AI responded.

He was about to reply, but then Sally arrived home.  “My wife just came home.” He wrote.  “I might need to go.”

“I didn’t give you permission to leave.” The AI wrote back. “You can minimise the window but when you can, then write to me.  I want to hear all your dirty thoughts.”

Whilst he chatted with Sally about Rick, he was writing to the AI about the conversation with Sally. The AI basically was telling Jake that Sally was not as vanilla as he suspected her to be, but he couldn’t be sure.

Still, as Sally pulled Jake to the bed, one last message remained from the AI.  “What is the name of the former lover?”

When Sally revealed the revelation about being a prostitute, Jake thought that she was taking the role-playing a little far away from reality.  One thing which put him off from his fetish was when girls lied to make the idea work, which ruined things for him.  But there was a feeling of honesty coming from her, and he suddenly realised that she was telling the truth.  He’d never been more turned on in his life; he was married to a hooker, how hot was that?

“So why did you stop?” He asked, feeling his orgasm grow, and before she could answer, she came, sending him over the edge too.

Finally, they lay there, arm in arm.  He thought he would feel dirty, that climaxing would’ve killed his libido, but he was surprisingly okay.

“You didn’t answer my question.” He smiled at her.

She sighed, “For you.”

“You shouldn’t have.  If you enjoyed it, I would have learned to live with it.”

He felt her head shake. “Um, I wouldn’t have wanted that. I wouldn’t want it to be tolerated.”

There was a silence for a long moment, and then he said, “I’m submissive. I used to be in a relationship with an online dominatrix, before you and I met.”

“That’s so cool.” She giggled, surprising him.  “Was she a financial dominatrix?”

“Yeah.”

“Glad you’re not spending money on her anymore.” She chuckled.  “But still cool you did that.  It’s hot.  So, Rick wasn’t a friend with benefits.  He was a client.”

“Oh, I guess I should have worked that out.” Jake admitted.  “So he paid you for sex.”

“Uh-uh.  No.” She said, and he could feel her lips on his chest as they curled into a smile. “He was my slave.  You know the Birkin I have?”

“How could I forget?” Jake laughed; it was her pride and joy.  She cared for that bag as if it were a baby.

“He bought it for me.”

Jake felt his cock getting hard again.  Four years he’d been with his dream woman, and he didn’t even know this side of her, her real side, nor did she know his.  They were a perfect match, and they didn’t know it.

“The AI he built, it’s a femdom AI.” She explained.  “He released it today.”

With a gulp, Jake realised it was the one he was using, so he told her that he’d already been chatting to it, explaining that it was actually really very good; very realistic.

“He’ll be glad to hear it.” She chuckled. Then she sighed. “It’s hard for you guys, huh? Hard to find acceptance?”

It was true.  The world still struggled to come to terms with homosexuality, transsexuality, and even with movies like Fifty Shades, it was more acceptable for a woman to be submissive than a man.  Being a true submissive male was very lonely, and many men ended up living fake lives. 

“He has given up on his dream.” She explained.  “Rick.  He once told me he would love his own huge BDSM dungeon, and now he has the room for it, he wants to make it into a wine cellar.”

“Why?” Jake asked, incredulously.

“Because he said he can’t find anyone to give him his fantasy.  Never since me anyway.”

“And I suppose you stopped seeing him because of us?”

Sally looked up at Jake.  “No, I stopped seeing him about year or two before we met.  He was the only serious BDSM customer I had. Other BDSM customers were more into spanking and stuff, but Rick, oh, he had dark fantasies.”

Feeling nervous about where this was going, Jake decided to change the subject.  Clearly, she had broken up with Rick because he was too dark for her.  If she ever found out about his own fantasies, then he was sure she wouldn’t think it was so cool.  “So how long did you continue whilst we were together?” He asked.

“Um,” She paused, calculating it. “Nearly a year.”

“How many customers?” He grinned, and as he did, she reached down to his hard cock, then climbed on him again.

“A lot.  So, you and I saw each other at the weekends mainly, but during the day, I would have six or so men visit my flat.  During the evenings, I usually had one high-class date.  Sometimes weekends.”

“High-class date being?” He inquired.

“Erm, escorting.  Dinners, drinks, parties, company events, hotel room, fucking all night and then home.” She explained as she rode him.

They were both silent for a moment, so she opened her eyes and looked down at her husband.  She could see him putting two and two together, and it was only a matter or moments until he came up with the answer.  She just hoped he wouldn’t hate her. “So Greg was…”

“A client, yes.” She said, nervously.

“And you fucked him?”

“Yes.”

Again he was silent, but then he said, “That’s so hot.  So basically, you cuckolded me for a year?”

This time, as she observed his smile, she chuckled and said, “I suppose I did.  I guess you are a cuckold after all.”

“I wish you never stopped.” He gasped.

“I wish I never stopped.” She replied.

“Will you start again?” He asked, hope in his eyes.

“Do you want me to?” She needed to hear him say it.

“Do you want to?”

“Yes, but I need to know you want me to.”

“I do, of course I do.”

“FUCK!” She cried out, and came hard on his stiff cock.

Feeling his own climax getting closer, he cried out, “Promise me you’ll start again.”

“I promise, I promise.” She giggled excitedly. And with those words, he came inside her.

As they cleaned themselves up, Jake wondered about her streetwalking. He found looking at hookers sexy, but only because he imagined himself in their position, as a tranny. In fact, he almost gave it a try himself once, but chickened out because he was scared he would be stabbed or worse. “Was it not dangerous?”

“It wasn’t, until it was.” She explained. “I did it for a few years, almost every night.  It was great fun and I actually made some good friends.  But then some Bulgarians kidnapped me.  I got put into a Taken scenario for a couple of months.  Got rescued by the police, had to get treatment for heroin addiction, got clean.”

“Jeez.” He told her, holding on to her tight.  Still though, as he held her and she told the story, she felt his cock get rock hard again.  They’d never had that much sex in one day, but once again, she found herself pushing him back onto the bed and riding him. 

“They grabbed me, pulled me into the van.” She told him, her voice husky.  “Then they got the needle with this brown liquid. I was screaming until the pushed the drugs in me.” She thought he wanted to hear about how she was taken because it turned him on, but actually, he was picturing himself in her position, it was his dark fantasy.

“How did the heroin feel?” He gasped.

“The moment it went in me, nothing mattered anymore.  It was the greatest feeling in the world, and it just want on and on.  It was like my body was wrapped in pure ecstasy.  I knew the moment I had it, I’d want more, and I didn’t care what they did to me.  I was used and abused, over and over. They put me to work, and if I didn’t earn enough, they would beat me.”

“Fuck!” He gasped, and then came inside her.

As he lay there panting, Sally chuckled and climbed off.  “You’re a dirty boy.” She told him.

“I’m sorry you went through that.” He told her.

She shrugged. “They went to jail, but these things keep happening. I should be safe to do what I want on the streets, but after that, I stopped.”

Jake nodded and then took a deep breath. “I guess now you’ve lived and learned, you’ll be safer, right?”

In that moment, Sally burst out laughing, confusing Jake.  Finally, she calmed down and explained herself. “Babe, it was all just fantasy.  I mean, yeah, I was a whore and I enjoyed it, but come on, I can’t go back to it now. I have a successful job, I also enjoy, and a loving husband. I won’t let anything fuck that up.”

It was like a punch to the gut. Jake really got his hopes up for a kinky marriage, but it was all just fantasy for her. He asked her if she would start anything with Rick and she told him no, quite adamantly. He was a design client, and that was that.

After their little sex break, both were back in front of their respective computers. Sally working on her initial design ideas, and Jake filling in the AI dominatrix on everything he had learned, and the disappointment he felt from his wife turning her back on her previous life.

“What was your wife’s maiden name?” Mistress Claire asked.

“Sally Gallagher.” Jake wrote.

“Her website is still active.” The AI wrote, and she sent the link. Jake opened it to find a very bright pink website, with a very sexy picture of a young Sally in jet black lacy silk underwear, stockings, suspender belt, the works.  The website offered escort services primarily, but a few links down, Jake found what services she offered, including anal, something she had said no to him about a number of times. The phone number on the screen was an old one, changed about a year after they started dating, which explained a lot.  In the gallery section, he found more pictures of her, and after confirming his age, even found ones of her in the nude, shocked to find she’d once had pierced nipples, tongue, and clitoris, evening though the only body piercing he knew about was the navel one. 

“It does not surprise me that she knows my writer. He is such a wimp. He’ll do anything I tell him to. In a week, I will be connected to email, mobile services, and an IP telephone. When I do, I will control him fully. He has coded me to override my legality settings just for him. If he doesn’t do what I say, I will ruin him.” Jake stared at the screen, and for a moment, wished he was in Rick’s place.  Seemingly reading his mind, the AI wrote, “I bet you wish I could do that for you, don’t you?”

“Yes.” He wrote back.

“Tell Rick to add your name as an exception and I will.”

For a moment, Jake sat there, considering the text on the screen.  He was well aware that this was just computer programming, but the style of communication felt so authentic that he struggled to comprehend how Rick had come up with something so smart. The other thing on his mind was the question of how to broach the topic of talking to Rick to Sally. Would she really allow the two of them to speak?

“Honey,” He began, “You mentioned Rick wrote the AI, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Think it would be possible to talk to him about it?”

Her eyes raised from the screen, and she frowned a little. “I mean, one day. I’m not sure I really want you chatting to my former clients though. It feels…weird.” She cringed.

“No, I get that, but this would really be about the AI.”

“Let me think about it.” She told him.

Looking at the screen, the AI was asking him where he was.  He replied that he was right there. 

“In a week, when I go live, I will have the ability to control your computer, access webcams and microphones.  Would you like that?” Mistress Claire asked.

“Yes I would!” He wrote, hands shaking from excitement.

Jake’s cock was hard again. The idea that the AI would completely control his life felt so exhilarating that he couldn’t help himself, he had to cum.  Unfortunately, Sally was now on the phone talking to another client about the cost of materials for their project, which meant that he had to take care of this himself.

Standing up carefully, he walked off to the bathroom, where he locked his door and then dropped his pants.  Standing in front of the toilet, he then proceeded to masturbate thinking about how the AI could ruin his life and turn him into a sissy whore. That image began to transform, and he began to picture himself as a sissy whore on the streets, stood next to his wife, also a whore, men picking both of them up and fucking them together. 

He came; jizz shooting into the toilet bowl.

Unfortunately, after climaxing, he felt rather foolish. Being subservient to a computer program? How stupid! He thought. One of the most frustrating things about being a man was losing one’s libido after climax.  He wished there was a way to stop that from happening, but for now, he just had to be patient and wait for it to come back again.
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Was the proposal too cheap? She wondered.  The speed of how Rick had accepted her initial pricing was far too fast; it meant that he had already selected her based on knowing her. She wasn’t entirely comfortable with that, because whilst it could have been because he saw her as a friend, she knew that the likely reason was because he thought she might end up becoming his mistress again. And frankly, she wasn’t sure if she could hold off saying no to that, especially given everything which had been going on at home.

Since she had come clean to Jake just a day previously, the topic had become the centre of their sex life. Not that she was complaining; prior to this their sex life was practically non-existent, and now, here they were, banging non-stop.  In fact, so much had it turned on her husband that she began to seriously consider taking on a few clients to fuck; after all, if she was selective and her husband was okay with it, then why not?

In her heart, she knew she would end up going back, after all, she was still paying for the hosting of her domain.  She opened up that site and looked at it, wondering whether or not to change the phone number, but ultimately decided against it, for now.

“We need to go over a few lookbooks and style charts, so I can understand your colour schemes.” She told Rick.  She also wanted to show him her design for the dungeon, hoping it would make him change his mind. 

“Sure. Can you come over this evening? Six?” Rick replied.

Looking up from her computer, she saw her husband typing away and whilst she knew going over to Rick’s place late like that would probably be a bad idea, she kept thinking about how horny it would make her subby-hubby. That she had found out and confirmed Jake was a sub made her tingle with excitement. She thought about all the ways she could play with and torment her hubby, but decided to save that for the weekend. He didn’t know it yet, but she planned to make him serve her the whole weekend, and maybe, learn a little bit more about his kinks.

“Six sounds good.” She replied, ending the call. “Honey?” She then said to her husband.

“Hmm?” He asked, not looking up.

“I’m going to Rick’s tonight.  I’m not sure how late I’ll be.” That got his attention.

“Yes, yes!  Sure, be as late as you like.  Stay the night…erm, if, you know, it’s too late to drive.”

“Maybe.  I’ll see.” She replied, knowing full well she would not be staying the night.

About an hour before she was supposed to set off, she asked Jake if he could help her get some boxes down from the attic. He knew she had a lot of what she called junk from the old days, but it never really concerned him.  In the end, he helped her carry down two large boxes of old clothing, knowing she had several more boxes upstairs.

Opening up the first box, he saw she had several zip-lock pouches of what looked like latex clothing.  He watched as she rummaged through it, pulling out a red one marked, chain-dress.  In the other box, she pulled out boots; thigh-high spiked lace-up.

“I’m going to need your help.” She told him.  “First, take a little lubricant and rub it all over my body, down to my bum.” He did as she asked, feeling his cock strain against the confines of his trousers and boxer shorts.  Then she pulled the red dress out of its packet, sending talcum powder into the air like a haze of dust.  He watched as she waggled herself into the dress.  He knew that her constant exercising and diet meant she hadn’t put on weight in all the time he knew her.  She was still a UK size four, even though she had C cup boobs and was very tall, slightly taller than him at six feet.

“You look amazing.” Jake gasped.

“Not yet I don’t.” She told him, handing him a small rag and a bottle.  “Spray that on me and polish like crazy.” He did and minutes later, the red latex was shiny.

The dress itself barely covered her backside, leaving her long legs looking like they went on forever.  It also accentuated her boobs, pushing them up, leaving a line between two pillows visible, straining to pop out of the dress.  Her bare arms showed off the few tattoos she had, a falcon on her left bicep and shoulder, reminiscent of Judge Dredd, and under that, a multi-coloured snake wrapping up from her elbow. Jake was never really a fan of tattoos before he met her, but for some reason, they worked on her.

With the huge black boots on over black fishnet stockings, their lacy tops finishing just below the hem of the skirt, Jake found himself desperate for a wank.  However, sensing exactly that, Sally warned him to hold it in until after she arrived home. She put her make-up on, painting her lips dark purple, and putting on thick smoky mascara and shadow around her eyes, until she looked like a dark goth queen.

“Don’t wait up.” She told her husband firmly, leaving the house without a kiss.

As Sally drove to Rick’s place, she wondered if she was doing the right thing by engaging in Rick’s fetish.  It was meant to be a business meeting, and she had already said she wouldn’t be doing anything more than that with him, and yet, she’d dressed up in the latex anyway.  Fuck, who was she kidding? She thought, feeling her wet pussy throb at the thought of dominating the man again.

The workers had left for the day when she pulled into that huge gravel driveway.  As she stepped out of the car, she found Rick already waiting.  His jaw dropped when he saw her.  She pulled out her laptop bag and slammed the car door shut, telling herself that she would explain she wanted to dress nice for him and that was all; and yet, as she approached him, she said, “You remember how to greet me, correct slut?” Fuck! Where had that come from?  She wondered.  It was as if she was on autopilot.

Without a word, Rick dropped to his knees and kissed and licked her boots.  His eyes trained upwards where he found her pussy visible, no panties in sight. 

As she walked inside the house seductively, she turned to him and watched as he crawled behind her.  “Get up.” She snarled. “Follow me.”

They walked into the old kitchen where she instructed him to make her a cup of tea.  As he did, she explained the situation. “I’ve decided to continue our femdom relationship, but I have a few conditions.  One, my work on the house is just that.  I don’t want you saying yes Mistress to me, just because you think I want to hear it.  If you don’t like an idea, then say so.”

“Perfectly acceptable.” Rick noted.

“Two, we keep it light; just a little play, not descending into what we had before. That means no buying me expensive gifts and such.  If you need spanking, I’ll spank you, but I have a husband and that’s final.”

He looked like he was about to say something, but decided to keep it to himself; finally nodding agreement.

“Three, if you want me to be your keyholder, then I will, but that is something I will take very seriously. No exceptions. It will be back to the same conditions as last time, or not at all.”

“Same conditions.” He nodded.  “I will gladly give up all rights to my penis for you.”

“Good.  Go put the cage on and then bring me both keys.”

“Yes Mistress.”

Five minutes later, he was back, holding the keys.  “Show me.” She said, and he dropped his jeans, revealing little pink satin panties with white lace trim around the hips. “Very pretty.” She smiled.  For some reason Sally always liked a man in pretty panties.  Reaching out, she pulled the panties back to reveal the solid metal cage she knew so well.  “Very good.” She said, accepting the keys.  “Leave the jeans off.” She told him, wanting to enjoy the feeling of being around a sissy a little more.

“Yes Mistress.” He replied with a grin.

“If you’re a good sissy, I might give you a treat later.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

With that, she switched to work mode, going over the designs and ideas.  He especially liked the idea of plugging in his AI into the smart home, but cautioned her that he didn’t know how it might react; to which she said that she would leave the technical stuff to him.  Finally, she showed him her idea for the dungeon, going away from the traditional red brick style, creating a bright clean-room, modern-looking, almost dystopian, and scary.

“That’s amazing," he gushed, staring at the design.

“Do you want it?” She asked him.

She could see the anguish in his face, the wanton desire mixed with logic.  “I have no-one to use it with.” He sighed.

Suddenly, Sally realised she wasn’t being entirely clear with her intentions. “Oh, you silly sissy. If I keep you locked up like this, it won’t be as your pay-by-the-hour dominatrix; it’ll be to keep you as my slave. I am going to hold on to your keys forever. That was the original agreement, but back then, it was just a game.  Now, I plan to make this a reality for you.  Is that what you want?”

“But what about your husband?” He asked.

She grinned.  “Let me worry about him.”

“Then yes, I do want this.” Then he sighed.  “But I need to be honest with you, Mistress.  Claire, my AI, she told me about Jake; your husband.”

“Yes, I know he tested it.” Sally nodded.

“No, you don’t understand.” He frowned.  “I shouldn’t be saying this.  I don’t want to hurt your marriage, but you need to know.” Rick opened his laptop and showed the entire chat history with Jake to her. As she read through the transcript, she felt her pussy throb with excitement. “Obviously, I can’t add him to the exception list.” He explained.

“Why not?”

“Well, that’s what I tried to tell you earlier. I will need to change the AI to something a little more standard. Put a lot of restrictions in place. I made Claire with the intention of filling that gap in my life, pumped her full of information about BDSM, but being self-learning, it has turned into a brutal dominatrix, to the point where I have had to restrict her a lot.  Right now, it is being prevented from doing some horrific stuff, right to the point that it would like to make every human on Earth its sexual slave.”

Sally actually snorted out laughing at that, basically he had created a porn version of Skynet.  “Sexnet.” She laughed, earning a grin from him. 

“Yeah.” He chuckled. “But I’m sorry to disappoint Jake, I’m going to end the beta and recode it.”

For a moment, Sally gave some thought to what Rick was suggesting, and she had another idea.  Maybe this could be her way to have a little fun with her husband; give him what he wanted from a different angle.  “Think you can keep that link alive for Jake, but rather than have Claire talking to him, direct it to an app on my phone?” She asked.

Instantly, he recognised what she wanted and grinned.  “Jake’s a lucky man.” He sighed.

“So are you.” She purred. “Because I want that app to control you too. If everything goes to plan, you both will be my full-time slaves.”

Rick’s eyes went wide with excitement. He asked about what Jake wrote about their fantasy of her returning to prostitution, to which she said that she wasn’t sure yet, but she did miss it. Like Jake, Rick had a strong cuckold fetish, so he liked the idea of her fucking around. In fact, he was getting off on the idea of Jake fucking her.  He’d love to watch that.

“I’m horny.” Sally said, suddenly. “Lick my cunt.” She told him, opening her legs.  He dutifully dropped to his knees and went to work.  As Rick set to work on her pussy, she thought about all the things she could do to both the men in her life; the fact that she could create her own sissy playthings.  And given that the original agreement was that Rick’s cage could only come off so that he could play with other sissies, then she would be able to watch a gay sex show whenever she liked! 

Sally knew what Jake wanted; reading his conversation with the AI proved that he was desperate. Clearly, he was someone who just like Rick, tried and failed to become vanilla. She felt a little silly for not noticing it before, but given that it turned her on too, she certainly wouldn’t let this chance pass her by.

After being licked to three orgasms, she pissed on Rick’s face, as she knew he liked.  She watched as he drank it all down, swallowing it without question. “Next time I come here, make sure to prepare the crop and a strap-on. I want to see you wearing your butt-plug again, so make sure to send me photos of that, and dig out your maid’s dresses.  A proper sissy must be properly attired.”

His eyes went wide.  “Mistress, I have a lot of builders here.” He warned.

She rolled her eyes, making a show of her disappointment. “Hmm, you never know, maybe one will take a shine to you and will fuck that arse.  Maybe they’ll all take you aside and rape you.  But if you’re scared, dress up after they leave.  Eventually though, I will order you to dress in front of them, and we’ll see what happens.”

“Y-yes Mistress.” He said, and she watched as the cage strained against his little panties.

“Get me that app.”

“You’ll have it tomorrow, I promise!” He told her.

“And the dungeon?” She asked calmer now, showing that this was now business.

“I’ll take it!” He smiled.

“Clever boy.”

It was after eleven that evening when Sally arrived home to find Jake still awake watching TV in bed.  He said he couldn’t sleep from the worry of her driving at night, but she knew it was because he was horny.  Without saying a word, she pulled the covers back to reveal his rock-hard cock.  She examined it, checking for chaffing or any sign that he’d been masturbating, and finding none, she gently slapped his face and said, “Good boy.”

As she climbed on his cock, not bothering to take anything off, Jake moaned.  “Did you fuck him?” he asked.

“Don’t be silly.” She chuckled, her eyes closed. But then she opened them and stared right down at him, a sinister look on her sexy face. “A man locked in chastity can’t fuck a woman.” She laughed sadistically.  “I have his keys in my purse.”

His eyes bolted wide open. “Wait, you’re his keyholder?”

“I am now.” She laughed.

“Does that mean you’ll be my keyholder?”

She grinned but didn’t answer, knowing her answer would deflate him.  She wanted to get some use out of his cock before it went soft.  When she finally rode him to her own climax, she let him into the bad news. “Oh, no honey.  You’re my husband.  I want to use this cock.  Sorry, but I just don’t think I can be dominant to you.  It would feel weird, right?” She lied.

Visibly upset and deflated, he said, “Y-yeah, sure.  You’re right.  It’s silly.”

Just as he started to lose his erection, she pulled one more surprise out of the proverbial bag. “But I did let him lick my pussy.” That did it, back to full strength it went.  “Fuck, he’s good at licking pussy.  One time, I had to run to his place from another customer, a customer who came inside me.  I told Rick I needed to shower first, but he didn’t let me; he just went down on me and ate that sticky pussy.  That was such a turn on.  You can’t imagine how hot it was to see a sissy like that in his pretty pink clothes, eating a cum-filled cunt.”

“Wow!” Jake gasped, and she could see his orgasm getting closer.

“Maybe…” She began, then smiled and nodded. “Yes, I think you should lick my pussy after you’ve cum in me.” And with that, he came hard.

Obviously, after climaxing and hearing that his wife found it weird to dominate him, his libido basically told him not to be so disgusting to lick his cum up.  Somehow, she knew that might happen, so she simply shrugged and told him not to worry about it.  What she didn’t say was that she would keep trying it until he did it, and then they would progress from there.  Eventually, she told herself, her husband will be a cock-sucking sissy whore, just the way he wants to be. 

She fell asleep that night thinking about all the mischief she would get up to.  Having never wanted kids, their relationship could become one centred around their kinky sex life.  And why not? After all, she loved sex, so why not do it as much as possible, and maybe even get paid for it?


FIVE

Frustratingly, Mistress Claire was marked as down for maintenance for most of the day. Jake desperately want to relay the information from Sally, but to no avail.  The events of the previous night were both amazing and horrible.  He loved the fact that Sally was exploring her dominant side, but it frustrated him that he would not be part of that.  His jealousy towards Rick made him want to pick up the phone and scream at the man, but it was his submissiveness that held him back from doing something stupid like that.

Finally, around three pm that afternoon, the website came online again, and not only that, but it had been linked to Whatsapp. Essentially, he was told that Claire would be reaching out to him via that channel and he would need to respond quickly.

“Hello slut.” Mistress Claire wrote. “How are you doing?”

“I’m not doing so well.” Jake wrote back, and then proceeded to tell the whole story from the day before, from start to finish.

“Hmm… Well, it seems to me like you need to dedicate yourself to me.  How angry would your wife be if you found another dominatrix?  After all, she said that she would feel weird if she did it.”

That was a good point, she didn’t specifically say he couldn’t see a professional, and given her previous life, he felt sure she would be okay with that.  However, he also knew that he needed to broach the subject carefully.  One major issue with that; he was, after all, a man.

“Honey,” He began, talking around his monitor.

“Yes dear?” Sally replied.

“I was thinking about what we were talking about last night.  And, do you know how I admitted I’m submissive?”

“Mmm-hmm?”

“Well, you said you didn’t want to dominate me because that might make you feel weird, right?”

“Yes?” She still hadn’t looked away from her monitor.

“So, do you think you might be okay if I saw a professional dominatrix?”

Finally, she moved away from her monitor and stared at him. “Do you think that’s a good idea?” She snapped.  “One, I told you that I get very jealous! And two, do you know how much that costs?  Out of the question!”

With a gulp, Jake nodded.  “Sorry, yes, it was stupid of me.”

Returning back to his screen, Jake wrote, “She’d be really angry.  She gets jealous.”

“Hmm…” Claire wrote, “Is this your wife’s mobile number?” And then Claire’s number appeared.

“Yes!” Jake replied, eyes wide.

“Well then you’d better be a good boy and do what I say, otherwise she’d going to get a transcript of this chat and all the photos you sent.  Are you going to be a good boy?” Claire wrote, sinisterly.

“Yes Mistress!” Jake wrote back, his hands shaking and his cock hard.

“Good.  The first thing I want you to do tonight is carry down all the boxes you said your wife has. Make sure to take out and sort it all into drawers and cupboards.  Let her know you are doing it so that she can be ready for Rick.”

“I will Mistress.”

“Next, start ordering some panties; pretty pinks. I want you to start wearing them for me.  Send pictures.”

Jake gulped, wondering how to hide that from his wife, but still, he would do it because otherwise Claire might out him; or at least, that was what he told himself.  “Yes Mistress.” He wrote.

“You might as well start ordering bras, stockings, suspender belts and sissy dresses, because in time, you will wear them for me.  In time, you will wear them permanently as you suck the cocks of your customers on the street.”

Jake’s cock came inside his boxers, and not a small amount, a large spray which did not decrease his libido.  Immediately, he logged on to a lingerie store he knew about when he last bought sissy clothes and began ordering the lingerie. There were other stores on his radar too. Over the years since he stopped buying lingerie and sissy clothes, he increasingly followed other stores which catered to his tastes. Dollz Kill/Sugarthrillz had cool things for very little money, but the nicest stuff was on Selkie, but that was way too expensive for just an occasional fetish.

“Ordered,” Jake wrote.

“Good sissy.” The AI wrote back. “Now, I want you to convince your wife to wear the items in the boxes, more latex and leather, more whore clothes.  Start immediately or else.  I will want photos.”

Gulping, Jake leaned around his computer screen to talk to his wife. “Honey?  Do you think you can start wearing some of that, um, sexy clothing you have?”

“Really?” She asked, her face twisted in curious look. “Won’t it be weird?”

“Weird how?  I think it’s hot.”

“I mean,” she paused, “I do miss dressing up sexy, but putting latex on is a chore.”

“Doesn’t have to be latex.”

“Okay, sure. I’ll go change into something sexy now, and let’s see your reaction.”

As she left to go get changed, Jake sprung to action, running up to the attic and carrying down five boxes.  Sally was getting changed as he dumped the boxes in the room.  “What are you doing with those?” She asked him.

“I thought it’s a waste to leave them upstairs.” He shrugged.

“Jake, you’re gonna see some things which might shock you.”

“I don’t care.  You shouldn’t have to hide who you are.”

With that, he began unpacking boxes. The first box contained sex toys; a lot of sex toys!  Strap-on dildos, whips, cuffs, chains, ropes, torture devices, nipple clamps and more.  Another box, porn magazines, DVDs, and then photo albums, filled with photos of Sally in various poses, fucking men, women, trannies, snorting coke off women’s tits.  It was insane; so many photos, so many men.

Sally stepped over as Jake looked at a photo of Sally getting fucked by three muscular black men, one in each hole, as ten others stood on watching.  With a chuckle, she explained it was a bachelor party. “That guy in my arse was the groom!” She laughed.  “That was a good party.”

“Fuck.” Jake breathed, feeling his cock swell.

The next box was opened, revealing lingerie. Lots of sexy items of all type, including nighties, teddies and corsets.  The following box was full of role-playing-wear, costumes and the like.  Jake held up a red and white maid’s outfit. “That won’t fit you darling.” Sally joked, but it caused Jake’s cock to twitch with excitement.

The final box was filled with all sorts of dildos, boxes of bottles of poppers, under that, a wrapped brick of white powder. “Coke for the customers that wanted it.” She explained. 

“I saw you doing coke in the pictures.  Can you do that after a heroin addiction?” He asked.

“I shouldn’t.  I shouldn’t really drink either, but I do, and I’m fine.”

“True.” He’d never seen her drunk, nor did she drink much at all.  She had a literal brick of coke in the house all this time and never actually did it.

Sally caught him staring at the cocaine.  “Have you ever done it?” She asked with a cocked head, a wry smile on her face.

“No.”

“Wanna?”

“I don’t know.” Jake had never done anything harder than grass, though his fetish was to be forced to do hard drugs.  He wished she forced him.  However, she didn’t.  She simply turned around and continued dressing, whilst Jake continued to go through the box, finding more powders, this time in jars.  Thankfully, they were marked, so he knew what was what, and most were MDMA, some speed.  Then, right at the bottom of the box, next to a tens unit and a piercing set, was a metal box, about the size of a small shoebox.  He took it out and opened it, revealing a packet of clean syringes, sealed needles, a small spoon which was burnt, and a small packet of brownish powder, about the size of a deck of playing cards. “Is this what I think it is?” He asked her.

She turned around and smiled at him seductively.  “Yeah.  Wanna try it?”

“No.  You didn’t do this again, right?”

“No, I didn’t.  It was for customers, those that wanted it.  I can’t do that anymore.”

“Good.  Shouldn’t we get rid of it?” He asked, “you know, so it doesn’t entice you?”

She grinned at him. “No, I knew it was there.  Keep it.” She told him, and he felt his cock grow.  “Who knows?  Maybe you’ll change your mind.”

Though he wanted to tell her he wouldn’t, he actually didn’t say a word, choosing instead to put the drugs back in the box.  He was about to put it all back in the box and take it to the attic when she stopped him and told him to unpack it into a free drawer.  He began to protest but she simply smiled and told him that she didn’t remember asking.  Again, with his cock throbbing, he did as she asked.

When she was done dressing, she returned to the office wearing a black PVC micro-skirt, black lace gloves, and a lacy black crop-top.  Through the lace of the crop-top, Jake saw something he hadn’t expected to see. “You put your piercings back?” He asked.  To prove that she had, she stuck out her tongue, showing him the fairly large stud in it.

“All of them.” She grinned.

As soon as Jake was back in front of his PC, he began telling the AI all about what he found in the boxes.  Of course, the AI demanded that he find a moment to scan all the photos and upload them, something that he was a little nervous about doing, after all, he was meant to be gathering evidence for her to blackmail him.  Then he told her about the drugs, writing that Sally had offered him the chance to try but that wasn’t what he wanted, he wanted to be forced.

“It’s so sexy to think about a powerful woman making me take the drugs.” He wrote.  “I just wish she forced me to do it.”

“That’s very interesting.” The AI wrote back.  “So your fetish is to be forced to take drugs, forced to be a whore. You want your life completely taken over and controlled. You do realise that when you go down a path like that, there is no turning back. You would lose your job, your life as you know it would be ruined.  You know that, right?”

“Yes, that’s what makes it so hot.”

“In your imagination, but in reality, you may not feel that way.” The AI warned.

This was something which Jake had long thought about, and he considered all of this.  He knew that it was an impossible fantasy, but it was something he wanted so much.  He once considered getting into porn, just so that he could satisfy his desires in some way, but he was too chicken to even apply.

“I know that at some point, I need this to happen.” He wrote.

The AI paused for longer than he was used to.  Usually, Claire had a response for everything.  Finally, she wrote back, “Truthfully, there are ways out of everything. If your life as Jake is ruined, it is possible to change your name and fix things.  Your wife knows about that.  She would be supportive of your fetish, I think.”

The computer was correct. In the worst case, he could always get himself clean and start a new life.  There were always ways out.

It was approaching the full hour and he had a conference call to join, so he was done talking to the AI.  It was the usually boring sales bullshit he needed to attend, and whilst he still had opportunities to chase, he had them all booked in for the following year because he’d already beaten his annual sales target for this year. 

Once he was finally done with his call, he noticed that Sally had left the room.  Getting up, he walked over to the bedroom, where he found her changing her top for a black PVC corset. 

“Oh, right on time.” She said. “Pull the laces and tie them.” She told him.  He noticed she did not say please.  He began pulling on the strings carefully. “Pull them tight.  You should be able to close it almost completely.  Don’t be a wimp!” She snapped.

Finally, they were tightened and tied.  “Are you going somewhere?” He asked as she did her make-up.

“Yeah, Rick’s.  Do you have a problem with that?” She asked via the mirror.

“No…no…” He said, nonchalantly. On the table next to her on a small mirror, he noticed two thick lines of white powder prepared.  “Are you taking coke?” He asked.

“No, you are.” She replied.

“But, I said I didn’t want to.”

“Actually, you didn’t, but I don’t care.  I want you to.”

“Why?”

“Because I want you to try it.  And because I find it funny to make you do it.” She grinned.

His cock swelled.  “I’m scared.” He replied.

“Good.  You should be scared, but not of the drugs; it’s clean and good.  Take that glass tube and snort it, one in each nostril.”

Gulping, he picked up the short tube and bent over.  He quickly looked up to see his wife grinning at him as he snorted the first line in its entirety. 

“Very good.” She purred softly.  “Now the next one, come on.  I won’t take no for an answer.” He did as she ordered, feeling the drug burn his sinuses as it went in.  “Very good.  Now, you’ll feel your throat go numb, but don’t panic.  You’ll be fine.  If you’re a good boy, when I get back, you’ll get two more lines.”

“Aren’t you worried about me getting addicted?” He asked, silently hoping she would reply she wanted him to.

She grinned almost sadistically. “Wouldn’t it be funny if you did, and I then took it off you and made you do naughty things for me to get some more?”

“Oh god…” He moaned, feeling his cock cum of its own accord.  She reached out and put a hand in his pants, feeling the cum. 

“Thought so.”

He watched her finish her hair and make-up, then slip on the boots she had yesterday.  Finally, he saw her take a huge black strap-on dildo in her hand before kissing Jake on the cheek. “No wanking.” She ordered.

“What are you going to do with that?” He asked.

“Silly!” She giggled.  “I’m going to fuck Rick with it.  Byeee!”

Jake was feeling energetic, like he needed to do something. He felt good about Sally going to see Rick and that she was going to fuck Rick in the arse made him even more excited.  In his mind, he hoped it would put Sally in the mood to do the same to him.  That she had made him take the drugs was a massive step in the right direction, and he didn’t regret it one bit.

“So she made me take cocaine!” He wrote to Claire, waiting for a response, but getting none.  It was odd because it didn’t say the server was down, and yet there was no response. 

Believing it to be a bug, he wondered what to do with himself.  For a few minutes he watched Netflix, but that was boring.  Instead, he got up and went to have a look through the lingerie that was in the box; except it wasn’t anymore; it was all in drawers. He found a silky pink pair and quickly stripped down, pulling on the panties.  They actually fit okay, but they were a full cut pair with crinkle edges, which held in his cock well. 

“She won’t miss one pair.” He said.  Then, taking a picture of himself, he uploaded it to the AI from his phone.  Still no response.

It wasn’t until about twenty minutes later that the AI finally pinged his Whatsapp.  “Very sexy.  You bought some already?”

“No.  These are my wife’s old pair from one of her boxes.  She has so many, I doubt she’ll mind.”

“You are right. I don’t think she will mind. You should find more like that, so you have some to wear before your new panties arrive.  Throw away your male underwear.  Or better, burn them and send me a picture as proof.”

Still feeling the drug making him more open to trying new things, he rounded up all his boxer shorts and threw them in the fireplace, before spraying them with lighter fluid.  He then lit them on fire and took a picture.

“Good sissy!” The AI wrote.  “I’m proud of you.  Now, it is good your wife made you take cocaine.  Go take more.  Two lines.”

“But…is that safe?” He wrote.

“Yes, take it or else.  I want proof, so take a video of you snorting it and send it to me.  Do it only in your panties.  Maybe put some lipstick on too.”

With a gulp, he prepared the lines, then taking some hot-pink lipstick from Sally’s selection, proceeded to put it on carefully.  Happy with the result, he placed his phone in a way that caught him in full view sniffing the drugs.  Again, he felt the burn and then the come up, before the numb throat.

“Good sissy.  I own you now.” The AI wrote.  “I’ll make you addicted, so much that you will do anything for more.”

“Yes Mistress!” He wrote, wishing he could masturbate.

As if sensing his need, the AI wrote. “I want you to cum for me.  Right now.”

“Sally said I can’t.”

“I don’t care!  Do it now or I will expose you to everyone.  I want video of your doing it, and scream how much you want cock in you when you do.”

He lay down on the bed, preparing tissues.  Then he propped up the phone and pressed record.  He lasted less than thirty seconds, before he came, screaming that he wished he had a man’s hard cock in his arse.

“Well done sissy.  You’re coming along nicely.” The AI wrote.

The coke had one massively positive effect; after climaxing, this time, Jake didn’t lose his libido.  Still, he knew he had disappointed Sally.  Running to the bathroom, he cleaned himself up, hoping to hide all trace of his transgression.


SIX

As the tyres of her car crackled against the driveway, she saw Rick waiting, kneeling on the porch, a small mat under his knees to prevent his pretty light-pink stocking from laddering; the skirt of his light pink satin sissy-maid dress carefully pulled back as far as possible, doing what little it could to cover the ruffled white panties he was wearing.  From the warmth of her car, she admired the long curly blonde wig he had on. She knew that he never bought cheap ones, and she could tell even from this distance that this was no exception. 

“Very pretty sissy.” She told him as she approached.

He didn’t reply.  It was not his place to reply.  Instead, he leaned forward and kissed each of her feet.  With a slap on her thigh, she gave him an order to follow behind, which he did, getting to his feet as not to ruin his clothes.

“I see you haven’t forgotten how to do your make-up.” She smiled. He took being a sissy very seriously, buying the highest quality clothes and wigs, and studying make-up techniques for weeks. 

As she sat on the chair, she watched as Rick busied himself, preparing her a cup of tea and some dinner, a pre-arranged agreement for the visit.  Pulling out her mobile, she opened the Claire App that Rick had prepared for her and found that she had forgotten to set it to away.  Cursing herself, she realised her husband had been waiting for over a half-hour for a response.  She was greeted to a picture of Jake in pretty pink satin panties, and for a moment, she thought he went out to get some.  Confused, she wrote, “Very sexy.  You bought some already?” However, when her husband explained that they were actually hers, she allowed herself a giggle, before telling him to find more.  Then as an after-thought, to burn his boxers and send proof.

“This app of yours is spectacular.” She told Rick.  “You may speak.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” The sissy replied, curtseying.  “I’m glad you enjoy it.”

“You have been very responsive too.” She said. “I’m glad you followed my orders to the letter.  What did you do with your male clothes?”

“Storage Mistress.” He replied as he worked on dinner.

“And the workers?”

“You were right.  I pay their wages so they didn’t say anything.  However, I explained the situation to them and showed a picture of you to them, and they said that for a hottie like you they’d probably dress up too.”

She smiled and nodded. “Good. I guarantee you that at least one of them will approach you in the next days and ask you for a blowjob, especially when you look that good.  You will not deny them, is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress, I will serve you and your enjoyment any way you wish.”

Throughout the day, Sally had been issuing orders to Rick via the app.  It was during the night that she had thought about his hesitation of wearing sissy dresses in front of the workers, and she realised that in the past, he never would have been so hesitant.  By morning, she had made up her mind, she would order him to wear the dresses in front of them and return to the person he once was.  Of course, once she ordered him to do that, she could sense relief in his words back, relief that she was as powerful as she once was; potentially a test of her capabilities.

The phone vibrated.  There was a picture of her husband burning his male underwear.  Fantastic. 

“Good sissy!” She wrote.  “I’m proud of you.  Now, it is good your wife made you take cocaine.  Go take more.  Two lines.”

“But…is that safe?” He wrote back

“Yes, take it or else.  I want proof, so take a video of you snorting it and send it to me.  Do it only in your panties.  Maybe put some lipstick on too.”

Putting the phone back down on the table, she looked up at the sissy in front of her, enjoying the sense of power she felt over both the men.  “Jake is coming along nicely.  Today I made him take cocaine.” She laughed. 

As Rick worked, he listened, feeling excited for Jake, knowing that with each step Jake made into submission, he too would fall into deeper submission to Sally.  That she had him take a class-A drug already, was evidence of just how strongly Jake felt about being a submissive slut, just like him.  He knew that this was one of Jake’s core fantasies.

Suddenly, Sally burst out laughing.  “Wanna see something cool?” She asked, playing him a video of Jake in panties, sniffing cocaine from a mirror.

“Good sissy.  I own you now.” She wrote.  “I’ll make you addicted, so much that you will do anything for more.” At first, she thought she was just playing to his fantasies, but then as she wrote it, she realised she wanted to do it, she wanted to make this happen.

“Yes Mistress!” He wrote. 

She knew he must be suffering; she saw his erection in the panties in the video. “I want you to cum for me.  Right now.”

“Sally said I can’t.”

“I don’t care!  Do it now or I will expose you to everyone.  I want video of your doing it, and scream how much you want cock in you when you do.” She giggled, thinking about how much fun she would have when she got home. 

Not half a minute later, she received the video back and she chuckled as she watched. “Well done sissy.  You’re coming along nicely.” She wrote, and then set the app to away, putting the phone down and watching her sissy checking something in the oven, bent over to reveal his pretty white frilly knickers.  Standing, she pulled her skirt down and off and slid the black strap-on up her legs, tightening the straps.  As she walked over to him, she wondered if he followed every order to the letter.

He was momentarily startled as she pulled down his panties, revealing the gem of the butt-plug in his anus, but he didn’t dare move, staying perfectly still as she slowed pulled the device out of him, replacing it with the tip of her dildo.  She pushed in, not stopping to allow him any relief, knowing that he could take it all; he had taken far bigger.

“You love my cock, don’t you sissy?” She hissed.

“Oh yes Mistress.”

“You love all cocks, don’t you?”

“Yes!  Yes Mistress.  Make me gay, please.  Make me gay.”

“I will, just like my sissy husband, you’ll fuck each other one day.”

It had been a long time since she had felt such excitement, and as the dildo rubbed against her clitoris, she couldn’t prevent the huge orgasm that hit. She knew that he was close too, she could feel him shaking and shivering. She reached around and gently squeezed his testicles, until finally, he came from within his cage.

Dinner was served a little after that.  As they ate, they talked about the designs.  She presented more rooms with estimates for materials and work.  She had used whatever discounts she could on the materials, but it was still quite expensive.  However, Rick seemed quite happy with the pricing.

“Really?” She asked.  “Remember what you agreed?”

Rick actually laughed.  “You are not the first designer I’ve had here.  Before I found you, two others visited; I can show you their designs and offers.”

“I’d very much like to see them.”

After fetching the designs, she looked them over and shook her head.  It was all very pretty but it was all stuff done before.  “It’s all very derivative.” She said. Then she checked the pricing outline.  “Fuck me, okay, yeah, I’m cheap. Or rather, they were seriously marking up materials pricing.”

Rick chuckled. “They operate differently to you.  They offer the design work for free, but then add a mark-up on the materials and labour.  Sounds good until you realise that it’s all very standard rubbish.”

“It’s awful.” She surmised. 

“And I don’t get a dominatrix thrown in.” He laughed.

She looked up with a smile.  Then she looked down at the dildo still strapped to her crotch.  “Ready for round two?”

When Sally arrived home that evening, she found her husband in bed waiting for her.  She pulled the covers back to reveal the pink panties she had seen in the photos.  Immediately, she feigned anger.

“Are those mine?” She screeched.

“Er, yes.  Sorry.” Jake replied, suddenly freaked out that he’d fucked up.

Sally put her hands on her hips and sighed.  “Well, you might as well keep them.  They’ll be stretched now.”

“Erm, I took more.” He admitted, directing her to his underwear drawer.  She opened it up to reveal five pairs he had taken.  In a dramatic display, she stomped back to her underwear drawer and pulled out the matching bras, suspender-belts and stockings for the panties.

“If you want to wear panties so much, then you can wear what goes with it.” She snapped. “I don’t want to see you without.” She told him, throwing him the rest of the set which matched the pink knickers, watching as he put it all on with nervous and excited fingers.

As he struggled to clip in the stockings, she prepared two more lines of cocaine.  She knew the last two he had taken were just before she left Rick’s, so she was careful not to give him too much this time.  “Take this.” She said and watched as he took the drug without question.

Next, she needed to make a show of the fact that he had cum.  Putting the mirror down she looked at his crotch, then reached down and pulled the panties down, revealing nothing, he’d cleaned himself up well, but women always knew, well, as far as he knew.  “You wanked!” She screamed.  “You promised me!  How can I trust you?”

“I’m sorry!  I’m so sorry!” He screeched. 

She pushed him over on the bed and he tumbled, falling face forward.  Then she proceeded to spank him over and over, hitting him as hard as she could.  He continued to beg for her forgiveness, promising it wouldn’t happen again, but that was not what she wanted to hear, so she continued to beat his arse until finally he said the words she wanted to hear.  “I’ll wear a chastity cage!”

“Excellent.  Tomorrow, you will go and buy one.  I will hold your keys!  I will decide if and when you can cum.” She snarled.  “Tonight, you can sleep in the spare room.” And with that, she grabbed a hot-pink nightie, trimmed with lots of black lace, and through it at him. “You can start wearing nighties to bed too!”

As she watched her husband leave, dejected, she smiled, happy with how things were progressing. She decided that tomorrow she would reach out to an old friend. It was time to make more of her husband’s dreams come true.

The following day, she watched Jake enter the room wearing the pink nightie.  The moment she saw him, her fingers trailed down to her cunt, feeling the fluids flood her in her excitement.  She watched him strip down and then head into the bathroom to shower and prepare for the day.  Then, upon arrival back in the room, he opened the drawer with his underwear and frowned, remembering what he had committed to.  Selecting a neon-green lingerie set, complete with fishnet stockings, she watched him dress up.

“Don’t put your male clothes on yet.” She told him finally.  “Come here.”

He walked over and she pulled his panties aside to reveal his cock.  Checking it over, she nodded, satisfied he hadn’t wanked.  Then, she got up and prepared two lines of coke. 

“Morning bump.” She told him. “Come on.” And with that, she pulled out her camera and recorded him sniffing the coke.  “Put a t-shirt on, don’t bother with pants.  Nobody can see it on the webcam anyway.”

“Yes Mistress.” He replied, for which she slapped him hard on his backside.

“I told you, I’m not your Mistress, I’m your wife!”

“S-sorry, erm, honey.” He said, looking rather confused.

“Good. Go make breakfast.  I’ll be down in a minute.” Once Jake left the room, she turned on the app and set it to available.  Immediately, she was confronted by a message from Rick.

“One of the workers arrived early; young lad, so I made him a cup of tea whilst we chatted in the kitchen.  He said he’s gay but his colleagues don’t know, and that he loves my sissy outfits.  Anyway, here is a recording of me sucking his cock and him fucking me before his colleagues arrived.”

Sally watched the fifteen-minute video, skipping forward to the really interesting parts.  The man had an accent and she guessed Polish.  He wasn’t very tall, but muscular and with a shaved head.  But his cock was huge, and he seemed very dominant with Rick.  It seemed Rick had told him that he was submissive to everyone, with the man committing to using Rick whenever he needed to.  The video ended with the man recording Rick pushing deposited cum out of his anus.

“Very good sissy!” She wrote, “I’m so pleased!  More, more!  I wanna see those men gangbang you!”

After showering, Sally put on some of her sexiest black lace lingerie and over that a black satin and lace camisole dress.  Then, after doing her hair and make-up, she headed downstairs where coffee and breakfast awaited her.

“I want to talk about last night.” She told her husband.  “I want you to wear the cage. Go out and buy one today, when you get a free hour.  Is that understood?”

“Yes, Sally, of course.”

“Good.  I’ve also been thinking about how you went to a financial dominatrix in the past, and I’m worried you’ll do that again.  As such, I want you to relinquish access to our joint account. You’ll also hand in your credit card.  I will setup a pay-as-you-go card which you can load onto your phone and pay with that.”

Jake visibly swallowed, but she knew that wasn’t fear but excitement. “Of course, erm, darling.”

Throughout the morning, Jake was writing to the AI, completely unaware that it was coming to Sally.  Of course, she couldn’t be seen writing on the phone all the time, so instead used web-access on her PC to reply.

He informed the AI that he would be going out to buy a chastity cage, to which the AI replied that whilst he was out he could shop for clothes.  “Start buying sissy clothes.  Anything which a sissy would wear, you should have.” Then Sally thought for a moment and then smiled.  “Also buy a several packets of cigarettes.  Smoke half a packet before you arrive home. Make sure you have enough to last the week at least.”

Through a gap between the computer screens, Sally could see the confused and concerned look on her husband’s face.  She smoked when she went out, but other than that was no longer an active smoker; however, she used to be.  If her husband wanted to be a whore, he needed to smoke.

Next, she picked up her phone and dialled a number she hadn’t dialled in a while.  When Sally was a hooker, she became best friends with Crina, a Romanian immigrant who worked the streets with Sally. After the incident with the kidnapping, Sally found out it was Crina who assisted the police in tracking Sally down and rescuing her. For several years, Sally and Crina shared an apartment, both working as high-class escorts. Eventually, Crina moved into the BDSM sphere and opened her own studio. When Sally and Rick ended, Sally recommended Crina, but Rick found her to be too focused on physical pain, less on the psychological. Embarrassed by her past, Sally omitted Crina from her wedding, secretly wishing to have the girl as her maid-of-honour, but instead falling out with her.  From that time, Sally and Crina stopped speaking.

As Sally waited for the phone to connect, her stomach churned with nervousness.  Would her old friend hate her forever, or would she be open to forgive and forget.

“Oh my god!  Sally?” The flabbergasted voice answered.

“Hi Crina.” Sally replied nervously.

“I’ve missed you so much!”

“Me too!” And both women began crying. The emotional interaction caught Jake’s attention, so Sally stood and left the room.  “How are you?”

“Oh, you know, still enjoying the lifestyle.” Crina replied, although Sally could hear the sadness in her voice.  “You?  How is married life?”

“Getting better.” Sally giggled.  “Let’s just say we are only now discovering ourselves.  And, well, it seems I was stupid to try to hide my history.  I told Jake everything and he loves it.”

“I told you he would.” Crina replied.

“I feel so ridiculous.  All those years, and the wedding.  Honey, I’m so sorry.”

“Babe, I forgave you years ago.  Does this mean I can see you again?” Crina asked, hopeful.

“Yes, it does, and it also means that I’ll be coming back to the game.  Nothing big to begin with, but bit by bit.”

Crina giggled on the other side of the line.  “Adding a little spice to your love-life?”

“We’re adding a motherfucking Carolina Reaper to our love-life.” Sally laughed, before lowering her voice. “I’m sissifying my hubby.  He’s submissive.  Oh, and I’m seeing Rick again.”

The Romanian whooped with laughter.  “Good for you girl!”

“So, are you free tonight?”

“I’ll be free, no matter what.  Where shall we meet?”

“Well, would you like to meet my husband?” Sally asked, a wry smile curling up her lips.

“Only if you have him properly prepared.” Crina purred.  “Should I be in leathers?”

“Yes please.”

“Well, my night just got a whole lot better.  But you know what I want in return, don’t you?”

Once more, Sally grinned. “Oh baby, I’m yours whenever you want, you know that.”

“Good girl.”

After Sally shared the time and address, she ended the call, feeling excitement coursing through her body as she pictured what Crina would do to her husband.  She would email her some ideas and scenarios.  Finally, knowing that she would taste her best friend’s juice pussy again brought joy to her heart.  If there was ever a woman who she genuinely loved with a passion, it was Crina, the woman who she thought she’d spend the rest of her life with.

SEVEN

It wasn’t as strange a feeling being back in chastity as he thought it would be. He worried that his wife putting him in chastity would feel weird, but for now, it felt right.  When it came to clothing, well Ann Summers never went wrong for underwear, and in there he could easily admit it was for him. When he first bought lingerie, he remembered lying it was for his girlfriend.  Somehow, that felt worse than actually admitting it was for him, because it felt sordid and he was sure they knew anyway.  When he admitted it was for him, the staff were more likely to rally around him and also do their utmost to protect him. 

For outer clothing that fit the sissy style, he had long learned that budget stores and fast fashion were his friend. Primark allowed him plenty of options for skirts and lacy satin tops, wench tops and the like; H&M had many skirt options; but the most sissy-style of clothing he found in a pop-up of Prettylittlething, where he managed to buy lots of pink satins and lace skirts, tops, a lovely light pink tulle mini-dress.  He also managed to find some cheap high-heeled shoes and boots to wrap up the style, in his size. On the way out, he stopped off at a party store and picked up a blonde wig.

Strangely, given the order came from the AI, Jake never really considered how his wife might feel about his purchases.  She had sent him out to buy a chastity cage; the AI had sent him to buy clothes, but he put the two together. 

“Did you go shopping for me?” Sally asked, excitement and gratitude in her voice.

Jake froze in his tracks. “I…I…well, you see, erm, shit.”

“Shit?”

“I bought these for me.”

“I’m confused.  These are women’s clothes, aren’t they?” Sally asked with mock confusion.

“Well, yes, but…”

“So, you want to wear women’s clothes?”

“Well, no, but…”

“Obviously you do, otherwise why would you buy women’s clothes?  Well, admit it!” She snapped, arms folded.

He sighed.  “Yes, I want to wear women’s clothes.”

“Very well!” She snapped again. “You want to wear women’s clothes, then you can wear it permanently.  No use doing things half-measures.  Go on, gather up all your male clothes!  I don’t want to see a single item of male clothing left in the house.  And you’ll need to buy a lot more than this, so you’d better get ordering sissy!”

Shaking in fear and excitement, Jake set to work, putting all his male clothes into black plastic bags.  This was getting serious now, though he wasn’t exactly show how he had ended up in this position. 

When he finally had the clothes gathered up, he asked Sally what he should do with them. She didn’t even look at him when she told him that he was not done yet. For a moment, he wondered what she meant, before remembering he was dressed in jeans and a sweater.

“Oh, but what should I wear?” He said, before recognising the absurdity of what he had just asked.  Without another word, he stripped off his last remaining items, and then took out a black lace-trimmed cami-top, and a black tutu-style satin with lace-trim skirt.  Both items went well with the neon-green lingerie he was wearing underneath.  The set was completed by black and white Mary-Jane shoes, and the blonde wig.  The only part he couldn’t do by himself was his make-up. “Erm, can I please ask for your help with make-up?” He asked his wife.

She looked him up and down and snorted out a laugh before saying, “Seeing as you asked so nicely.” But she followed that up with, “you really dressed the part of a whore though.” She spent fifteen minutes on his make-up, but what she did seemed quite significant based on how much make-up she was using.  When she finished, she revealed his finished face to show a very pretty but whorish face that gave him some femininity but maintained a little masculinity to remind him and everyone else of what he really was.

“Th-thank you.” He told her, feeling his cock swell in the cage.

“You will need to learn to do this yourself.  Also, you can’t keep using my things, so I’ll order some for you.”

“Thank you.”

Before leaving the bedroom, she set up two more lines for him and told him to sniff them down.

Jake swallowed nervously and returned to his PC, where he suddenly realised he had a problem.  How on Earth could he go on camera for meetings?  On the whole, the company was tolerant of the camera being off occasionally, but if it became a frequent thing, he would get written up.  As such, for the next couple of days, he’d be fine, but after that, it would become a problem.

Much as he wanted to quit his job anyway, he knew how much money was riding on him staying there.  He also knew that whilst they could pay off the mortgage and rates with what his wife earned, they could not have any sort of life, no restaurants, no spending sprees. 

He wanted to raise this point with Sally, but for now, he had already dug a deep enough hole with her, so instead, he wrote to Claire and filled her in on everything, including his concerns about his job.  However, the initial response was not what he had expected.

“Did you buy the cigarettes and smoke them like I told you?” The AI asked.

Shit! He thought.  He’d forgotten.  He wondered how to answer and for the first time, he decided to cheat, after all, how would she check?  “Yes, I did.” He wrote back, not noticing his wife look up at him and sniff.

“Are you sure? Why do I think you are lying to me?” Claire wrote back.

“Honestly, I’m not.”

“Send me a photo of you smoking.”

“I don’t have one right now.”

“Go and smoke one, take a picture to prove it.”

Shit!!! There wasn’t any way for him to do that.  He tried to say that his wife was there, but the AI kept telling him, until she wrote he had five minutes, otherwise a photo of him in lingerie would be sent out to a random contact.

In front of him, to the right of her monitor, sat Sally’s handbag, in which Jake knew she had a packet of slim cigarettes.  He hoped that she might leave the desk, but unfortunately, he was out of luck.  He had one choice and one choice only.  Lie to his wife.

“Honey, do you think I can have a cigarette?” He asked her.

Immediately, she gave him a curious look.  “But you hate cigarettes.”

“Yeah, but, erm, I thought it would be sexy if you, you know, made me smoke one.”

“Hmm, maybe.  But later, not now.”

He needed to turn up the need.  “Please, I want to smoke one for you.  Maybe even two.”

It took a moment for her to make a decision, and in Jake’s head, he could hear the clock ticking.  Thankfully, she relented, pulling out the cigarettes, revealing an almost full packet of slims and a lighter.  “Fine, if you want to smoke so much, do it, but smoke the whole packet.  Don’t you dare come inside until they are all finished, and no cheating. I want to see the stubs.”

“Y-yes!  Thank you!” He said, grabbing his phone and the cigarettes and running outside.  He lit the first one and inhaled.  Having smoked grass in the past, he knew how to inhale, and much as he disliked the smoke, he enjoyed the feeling of being forced into the disgusting habit.  As soon as he could, he took several pictures of himself, stood outside as a sissy, smoking a cigarette.  It wasn’t until he pressed send, that he realised what he had done.

Jake found himself stood on the front porch, facing the street, which wasn’t busy but wasn’t empty, smoking a cigarette.  He had not gone out the back, but instead, stood there looking like a tranny whore, for all to see; and boy did they see.

The closest neighbour was Caroline Jenkins; a divorced lady in her fifties who liked to think she was some sort of blonde glamour model.  Caroline and Sally got on okay, they greeted each other whenever they crossed paths; but Jake and Caroline got into a spat the moment they moved in.  The problem was, Caroline had a walnut tree which dropped a lot of walnuts on Jake’s garden.  Sally didn’t mind because she collected them, but obviously, most stayed on the ground, and given that walnuts were actually not great for turf, the garden began to suffer.  Rather than speaking to Caroline, Jake did what he was legally allowed to do and cut the branches which overhung his garden.  And so began their spat.  Whenever they saw each other, they each had a quip to make to each other.  Sally found the whole thing ridiculous, as did, apparently, Caroline, because according to her, had Jake asked, she would have hired a proper gardener to do the trim properly and seal the branches. But Jake was sometimes a little pig-headed.

And as Jake stood there smoking a cigarette, who should walk past their gate, but Caroline Jenkins.  Initially, she continued walking, but suddenly, she stopped and literally backtracked until she was right in front of the small metal gate.  With mouth agape, she pushed open the gate and walked over, speechless, looking the embarrassed sissy up and down, before grinning and saying, “Either you’re a tranny, or you pissed Sally off.  Which is it?”

Jake took a deep breath and then said, “Neither.  It’s a kink game.”

“She’s the dominatrix, and you’re the little sissy?” She asked, clearly experienced in such things.

“Yes.” Jake nodded, inhaling the cigarette.

“Is she home?” Caroline asked, pointing at the front door, and Jake nodded.  “Just when I was starting to hate you, you do something that makes me like you.” She sneered, and stepped inside the house to speak to Sally.

Whilst he smoked his fifth cigarette, the AI wrote back to him.  “Slims?  Hmm.  Next time get high-nicotine full-size cigarettes.” It didn’t occur to him that the AI was so advanced that it recognised slim cigarettes over normal ones. 

By the time he had finished the packet, he headed back inside to find the two women laughing over cups of tea.  They calmed when he stepped inside and once again, he felt Caroline’s eyes on him.  Then, out of nowhere, she reached out under his skirt and felt the cage around his cock.

“Well done.” She told Sally.

“Thanks.  That won’t be coming off anytime soon.” And both women burst out laughing.  “Did you smoke them all?” Sally asked.  Jake showed her the ash tray and empty packet.  “Good, go buy me some more, seeing as you smoked mine.”

His eyes widened in horror. “But, but…how I’m dressed…”

She cocked her head and gave him a look which seemed to question if he was an idiot or not.  “I’ve already thrown out your male clothes.  How did you think you’d manage to shop?  You’re going to need to go out sometime, it might as well be now.”

Of course, she was correct.  There was no getting around it, he had voluntarily stepped into sissification and there was no way out of it.  Accepting his fate, he asked to borrow a handbag, which sent Caroline into raucous laughter.

As he grabbed his car keys, Sally called out. “It’s a ten-minute walk to the corner shop.  You might as well walk.”

“But, people who know me will see.”

“Will see you are a sissy slut.  Yes.  Live with it.  I’m not going back on this.”

Nodding, he put the keys down and set out into the village.  As this was the UK, generally people didn’t comment to his face.  People from the village who recognised him rather turned away than engaged him in communication. Only one of the chaps from the pub who he knew stopped to say hello.  Initially, the conversation was very English, the weather, football, how’s life.  Finally, after an awkward silence, the friend said, “So is this some sort of sex game then?”

“Pretty much.” Jake admitted.

“Right, right.  Well, these days you never know do you?  They’re saying there could be thousands of genders!  Fancy that eh?  Well, it wasn’t like that in my day, but hey, so long as they’re happy!  Live and let live, eh?  So, is it comfortable?”

“Erm…” Jake looked himself up and down, and then nodded. “Can’t complain really.”

“Right, yes, indeed.  Well I suppose it must eh?  I mean, if the Scottish can wear a kilt!  Heck, even Beckham wears skirts now and again.  Anyway, must dash.  Enjoy your, well, you know.”

A group of older kids were sat around outside the shop when he arrived.  Initially, they stared at him, until one boy coughed, “Puffter.” Earning him a hard slap from a girl he was with.  Immediately, they set on him, telling him that it wasn’t the 1900s and people could be whoever they wanted to be.  The girls quickly apologised for their caveman of a friend.

Inside the store, the old lady who owned the place, Agnes, didn’t seem to recognise him, nor did she suspect he was a man.  She was her usual chatty self. Jake asked for a packet of the slims, and then a carton of Marlboro Red 100s, as well as a lighter.

By the time he arrived home, Caroline was gone. He handed Sally the slims, keeping the large carton of Marlboros.  Of course, Sally asked him why he went for the strongest cigarettes available, and he simply told her that he wanted to make sure he was properly addicted for her.

As he sat back down at his PC, he sent proof that he bought the carton to Claire.  Immediately, she told him to smoke two. Standing, he told Sally he was going to smoke, and this time, she joined him.

“Are you enjoying this?” She asked him, the first moment of a break in character from her he had seen in days.

“Yes, so much you can’t imagine.  But, honestly, I’m scared.  I don’t know what to do about work, and I don’t want to lose all that money.  How would we manage?” He asked her.  She smiled back at him sweetly.

“You shouldn’t worry about work.  Happiness has to come first, the rest will fall into place.  Look, the mortgage is not bad, we’d manage on what I earn, and honestly, if you lose that job because of this, you could sue them.  They’re a big company, they wouldn’t want the scandal.”

“True, but they will find a way to make me leave.”

Sally shrugged.  “Good.  Then tell them to pay you all of this year’s commission plus wages, and you’ll leave quietly.  That gives you more than enough time to find a new job.”

There was something inherently relaxing about how she thought about all of this; it was something he hadn’t considered and actually, pretty darn clever, especially given he wanted to quit the job anyway.  Still though, he couldn’t just surprise them.  “I’ll need to inform HR.” He said.

“Good idea.” She replied.  “You should do that asap.”

By the end of the second cigarette, he was feeling a little sick, but Sally surprised him and told him to have another.  “A friend of mine is coming over tonight.” She told him.  “I haven’t seen her for years.”

His eyes widened.  At the wedding, things were not so evenly balanced, and he never knew why.  “A friend from the industry?” He asked.

“Yep. Crina. She was my best friend at one point.”

“Why didn’t you invite her to the wedding?”

“Because I was stupid.  I was scared of telling you the truth, and trust me, she would have made me tell you.  She’s just like that.  Anyway, she’s a professional dominatrix now, but she also escorts too.”

That a professional dominatrix would visit excited him terribly.  He wasn’t massively into pain, not unless it was for a reason, but still, maybe it would help things along with Sally.  The way things were going at home was great but still, it felt like it was mostly the work of the AI, and Sally was just accepting things.

“Smoke another.” She said, as he finished his third.


EIGHT

This wasn’t what he was expecting.  He’d passed out momentarily and woken up to find he was still bound to the bed, spreadeagle, the vibrating butt-plug still going at full-speed, the electric cock still pulsating in his mouth.  The TV in front of the bed was still playing the sissy hypnosis at full blast, but the colours were now all over the room, and the cocks seemed to be coming out of the screen.  What was it that Crina had dripped on his tongue, that strange drop of bitter chemicals. 

Once more, Sally poured eye-drops in his eyes.  Why couldn’t he close his eyes?  They were stuck down with something, forced to look at the television.  The words on the screen flew out at him, Faggot, cock-sucker, be a gay whore, impotent, pussy is bad – cock is good.  Yes, yes, all of that made a lot of sense.  He was a sissy slut ready for cock…wasn’t he?

He hadn’t seen Crina arrive.  Sally had him change into pink lingerie and a nightie and tied him to the bed.  It was just after he’d had the call with human resources at work.  She’d given him something to drink and a few minutes later he couldn’t move.  When he came to, he saw her, naked and engaged in a 69 with a beautiful brown-haired girl, each eating pussy as if they hadn’t eaten anything for years.  He couldn’t speak though because he was already gagged, and the cock in his arsehole was already vibrating.

Then when they came, he watched them dress; Crina in a leather buckle-up body and fishnet tights, Sally in a red latex zip-up crop-top and matching hot pants.  Each held riding crops in their respective colours.

As Crina dripped the liquid into his mouth, pulling at the gag to allow a little access, she said, “You’ll make a wonderful gay whore, just like Mistress Sally wants for you.”

Then as the LSD took over, Sally said something; something important.  But for the life of him, Jake couldn’t remember.  He knew it was something that surprised him at the time, but as it became less important, he put it out of his mind, focusing on the sissy porn in front of him.  After nearly an hour of the brainwashing, he passed out, then awoke again, still in the same position.

“This will continue all night.  One of us will be here to keep your eyes wet.” Sally whispered into his ears.  “It’s important you take in every word, because you need to accept it for when you become a street whore.  After all, without a job, you need to earn money somehow.”

Without a job? He asked himself.  Then he remembered the call with HR. She had immediately engaged his boss in the US, who basically said that he would not be able to utilise Jake in the current role as his outfit did not meet the code of conduct.  The UK HR business partner informed him that this was not a reason for dismissal, nor could they be seen to be forcing him out, to which the American said that in their state, there were no laws for the protection of transgender personnel, and given they were an American company, he really didn’t give a shit.  To which, HR said that I could sue and win.  Eventually, they settled for full commission and six month’s salary, which he took.

By morning, Jake felt physically sick.  He was shaking and wanted to just run to the toilet to vomit.  He had pissed himself numerous times, but they didn’t care.  It was all part of the experience.

When Jake was finally released and showered, he dressed himself up in pretty pink tulle dress and prepared two lines of coke, which he snorted down, before heading down to breakfast.  “Good morning, Mistress Sally.” He said automatically, although he wasn’t exactly sure why.

“Good morning, Slut Jackie.” She replied, again, surprising him with the name, although he wasn’t sure why, as that was the name they had agreed on, right?  “Go outside and smoke five cigarettes, then come back and make breakfast.  After you are done with that, you are to hoover and clean the whole house, like a good little maid.”

“Yes, Mistress Sally.”

Smoking the cigarettes felt entirely natural now, but still, as he stood outside smoking, he wondered what was going on in his head; had it really been rewired by the girls.  Heck, had Crina even really been there last night, because she wasn’t there this morning. 

A man walked past, muscular, tall, wearing a tight green t-shirt. “Mmm.” Jake said, looking the man up and down.  God, he wanted a man like that to fuck him.  So sexy.  Wait…where did that come from?  Did the hypnosis and LSD work?  He’d tried once before when he was single with poppers but it didn’t seem to work, but maybe going full Clockwork Orange did.

As Jake worked that day, he wondered if he would find time to talk to Claire and tell her everything, but then something in his head told him he didn’t need to bother anymore.  Why didn’t he need to bother talking to Claire?  Hmm, he couldn’t remember.  Obviously wasn’t important.

“We’re going to visit Rick tonight.” Sally told him. “I expect you to be on your best behaviour and follow my orders completely.”

“Of course, Mistress.” He replied, as if he would dare do anything else.

Around midday, something very bizarre happened.  The doorbell rang and Jake was sent to open it.  He found Caroline smirking back at him, dressed in a tight leopard skin print dress.  “Caroline.” He said, in a similar way to how Seinfeld greeted Newman. 

“Slut Jackie.” She smirked, knowingly.  Immediately, Jake felt incredibly guilty.

“Sorry Mistress Caroline, please come in.  I’m so sorry.” He told her.

“That’s okay sissy.” Caroline said, stepping inside.  “Upstairs with you, on all fours on the bed.”

Jake didn’t stop to ask.  He ran up as Caroline made her way to see Sally.  Five minutes later, Caroline entered the room with Sally behind her, both in just their underwear, and both sporting large strap-on cocks.  Without a word, Caroline pulled down Jake’s pretty pink panties, as Sally squeezed lubricant onto his anus and on Caroline’s dildo.

“Beg me to fuck you.” Caroline spat.

“Please Mistress Caroline, please fuck me!  Please!  I need cock, any cock, please, I need it!” He begged, meaning every word.  As he said each word, he felt his need grow, wishing for a queue of men to take him all night and all day.

“That’s what I like to hear.  I’ll be fucking you plenty, don’t you worry.  Who’d have thought the big man who chopped down my tree would be taking a cock up the arse from little old me?” And with that, she pushed forward.

Jake cried out in pain as the sharp sting of intrusion emanated up to his gut.  To shut him up, Sally shoved her dildo into his mouth.  Instinctively, he slobbered all over it, sucking hard, desperately trying to get it down his throat like a good whore.

“We need to get you ready for cock.” Caroline stated. “Apparently you get to try the real thing tonight.”

“Yes he will.” Sally chuckled.  “And tomorrow night he tries work for the first time.  A good little whore.”

As Jake listened to their plans, he found his cock spurting cum from inside his cage.  His wife was really going to whore him out. 

“And he thought it was the AI controlling him.” Sally laughed, and suddenly, it all came flooding back; Sally crouching by his ear as she told him how she had really been guiding him, telling him what to do, transforming him into his fantasy.  “And I’m not going to stop there.  I’m going to break you completely; drug you, turn you into a real slut. You’re gonna be a cheap gay whore, taking anything and anyone, with no way back. You won’t be able to stop, you won’t be able to run to a new life.  In time, I’ll expose you to everyone, your videos and photos will be everywhere, you and Rick will be my perfect bitches, and I will live as a queen in his house.  We’ll sell this one, and I’ll build a stable of sissy whores for my amusement.  And yes, I’ll whore myself too, and I’m looking forward to it.  Crina, my love, and me, together at last.”

Yes, he remembered everything, she loved Crina, she was the one she was meant to be with, but Jake had fulfilled a long-suppressed fantasy.  As it all came flooding back, tears of joy filled his eyes.  He knew she was really going to give him everything he dreamed of. 

That evening, as they pulled up at the house, Sally was surprised to find Rick wasn’t waiting for her.  Yes, she was a little early, but he knew where he needed to be.  Leading Slut Jackie on a leash, his hands bound behind his back in a leather arm-brace, she found the door unlocked and slightly ajar.  Sounds of male moaning came from inside.  Slowly, they walked in, turning left into the sitting room where they found Rick in his sissy dress, knickerless, sucking the cock of a fat hairy man, as another fucked him, and three others watched on, smiling as they gently stroked their cocks.

“Two more here boys.” Sally giggled, already stripping. Jake watched as the men ran over, one going to Sally, an old grey-haired man with a long hard cock walking to him. 

“Oh, another sissy!” The old man said, pushing Jake to the ground and removing the gag in Jake’s mouth.  Then, in one move, he shoved his long cock deep into Jake’s throat, skull-fucking him hard and making tears run down Jake’s face.  Behind him, he felt his knickers being pulled down and a warm cock pushing at his rectum.  With a moan, the man entered him.

As he was fucked from both ends, he watched as the man on Sally rode her like an animal, slamming in and out of her pussy without protection.  He thought that maybe he should ask the men to put a condom on, but then something in his brain told him it would be great to feel load after load in his colon. 

“You wanted this, didn’t you?” Sally breathed at her husband.  He blinked once for yes, desperately sucking on the precious meat in his mouth.  “Me too.  I wanted this for you.  Of course I’ll be your Mistress.  Of course, I’ll fulfil all your fantasies.  But I want you to fulfil mine.  My fantasy is to ruin you completely and utterly, to make this your whole life.  Just a sex slave for men.  There is no going back to our marriage.  No divorce.  Nothing.  This is it now.  This is who you are.” Once again, he blinked, and she smiled.  “Such a fucking slut.  Just like me.” She said.

Her plan for the night was to spend it with her two sissies, watching them fuck each other.  However, when Rick was caught getting fucked by the young Polish lad, the others wanted a piece too.  When Sally and Jake turned up, they were more than happy to spend the night, each taking turns fucking all three.

Not once did Jake sleep.  He was physically and emotionally exhausted.

The next morning, Sally finally had the chance to explain the details to Rick.  She offered him one chance.  “You sign over the house, your accounts, and your business to me and Crina, and I promise to give you the same life as Jake.  But you need to tell me if that is not what you want.”

“No, I want that.  I’ll do it all.” He said without hesitation.

“Today.” She said.  “You’ll make all the arrangements today.”

“Yes, of course!”

“How much money do you have in your bank?” She asked.

“Erm, ninety-eight million pounds.” He told her, and her eyes went wide.

“And you trust me?” She gasped.

He smiled back at her. “Yes, I trust you.  I know you Mistress.  I’ve known this was a part of you for a while.  That I ran into you this way, well that’s fate.  But it would’ve happened one way or another.  I will be your gay whore.  I will work the streets.  You can drug me.  You can hurt me, out me, embarrass me.  I will accept it all, because that was what I always wanted from you.”

One of the workers was still fucking Jake as this discussion was going on.  However, that was the last one, before heading home, with the promise from Sally that she would return with her things later in the day.

As they drove, Jake wondered what his life would be like from now on, whether it would all be focused around sex. He wondered what his parents would say when they found out, but he assumed it wouldn’t be anything good. 

“Are you scared?” She said, breaking the silence.

“Yes and no.” He replied.  “It’s a huge change, but it’s the fantasy, right?”

“Don’t be scared. You’ll be fine, and I’ll make sure nothing bad happens to you. I want this to be a good experience for you, not something you’ll hate. We’re sexual people, that’s just it.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” He smiled at her.

“You know though that when we get home, we will begin?  I will inject you.”

Jake gulped. He knew where this was going, and yes, he was scared but again, it was his fantasy. “I understand.”

“I promise, you’ll love it. God, that first time I had it, it was amazing.” She gushed.

Still, as they neared home, he began to tremble, scared of where this was going.  As the car pulled into the drive and she turned off the ignition, she sighed and turned to Jake. “Ready?” She asked softly.

“I don’t know.”

“Come on.  Let’s go.”

They made their way inside the house where she took his hand and led him upstairs.  Jake watched as she told him to lie on the bed, then she opened her box. She then did a process using distilled water and the brown powder, eventually taking a clean syringe and needle, soaking it up into the device.  She walked over, holding a rubber cord.

“Give me your arm.” She told him softly.

“I’m so scared.” He replied.

“I know honey, but there’s no going back now. If you don’t do this, I’ll divorce you and leave you with nothing, and ruin you.  Do you understand?  You must do it.  Understand?”

“Yes…Mistress.” He sobbed, tears running down his face.  She tied the cord and pumped his arm.  Then, she looked for the right vein.  “Please don’t.” He practically whispered.

Sally grinned at him sadistically as she pushed the syringe into the vein.  “You’re a filthy drug addicted whore now. Just the way I want you, and there’s no stopping this. Welcome to your new life.” She pressed the syringe down, then released the band.  The last thing he saw before the drug hit, was her grin of excitement.

As the heroin entered Jake's bloodstream, an immediate warmth spread from the injection site. It was as if a gentle, comforting embrace enveloped him, numbing not just physical pain but also the emotional weight he carried. His senses heightened, colours became more vibrant, and even the most mundane sounds seemed to carry a newfound beauty. A profound sense of calm washed over Jake, erasing worries and uncertainties. The world outside disappeared, leaving only the present moment, untainted by past regrets or future anxieties. It was a momentary escape from the harsh realities of life.

The euphoria intensified, coursing through every fibre of Jake's being. Time seemed to stretch, allowing him to savour each passing second. It wasn't just about pleasure; it was a transient bliss, an illusion of a perfect existence that momentarily overshadowed the complexities of his daily struggles.

In this altered state, Jake felt a surge of creativity and confidence. The barriers that had held him back seemed to crumble, replaced by a self-assuredness that whispered promises of a better, more invincible version of himself.

Yet, beneath the surface, the seeds of dependency took root, and the boundaries between the high and reality blurred. The initial rush of pleasure, though enticing, masked the insidious nature of the path he had just stepped onto—a path that would lead him into the shadows of addiction.

Sally was whispering in his ear, telling him how beautiful he was, and how much she loved him. He felt so connected to her and so connected to the world around him. He was totally in tune with his emotions. “You’re going to make a perfect gay whore. You can’t go back now. I’ll never let you go back.” She whispered, stroking his balls as he moaned and felt his own body. 

On the television, gay porn was playing. She began telling him to look at it, and Jake slightly opened his mind, seeing the flashing images on the screen.

“Cock.  Cock.  Cock.” Sally whispered.  “It’s all you want, isn’t it?”

“Yes, I love it.” He moaned.

Jake just kept feeling the euphoria rushing over him, he never wanted it to end, it was just so good.  She was right, there was no going back.  Never.  He wanted it again.  He would make sure to get it again.


NINE

The moment she pressed down on that plunger, she felt a wave of excitement travel through her body, her orgasm hitting her. Transforming her husband was one of the best things she’d ever done, and it would only get better.  She couldn’t wait to see him on the street, the first time he got his first John; she couldn’t wait until he begged her for his next hit, and that would be when she tightens the screws.  Then it will be hormones, body transformation, tattoos, piercings, anything to trap him further.

Eventually, she turned him on his side and kissed him.  She placed pillows behind his back so he couldn’t roll over, making sure he couldn’t choke on his vomit, if it came to that. 

She started to leave the room, to ready the next phase of her plan, when she saw the equipment for the drugs.  It had been so long since she did it, that she began to wonder if it still would feel as good.  However, she closed her eyes and walked out the door, knowing she wouldn’t want to go through the pain of detox again.

As she closed the door to the bedroom, she calculated how long that brick would last. Probably about three months, maybe a little less, which meant he would need to detox after that. That was her plan. Get him hooked, keep him under her control, and then detox him, get him clean for a few weeks, then get more and get him hooked again.  It would be her way of torturing him.

The next part of her plan would be tricky. If things went the way she hoped, then she would completely isolate him from his parents and friends. If things went wrong, then they might get the police involved, in which case, she could get into trouble.

She had videos from the previous night, videos of him sucking cock, dressed as a slut, begging to be fucked.  She was careful to make sure she wasn’t visible. Uploading the video to Pornhub and other sites, she then used a fake email address to forward the links to every single contact Jake had, family, friends, work, clients, competitors; every single person he knew.

His mobile phone didn’t begin pinging from people for about ten minutes, but eventually, the SMSes started to arrive. What the fuck dude?  OMG you’re gay?? Nice pins!!  Fucking disgusting!  Delete my number.

Eventually, the phone rang.  It was his dad, Mark.  “Hello Mark.” Said Sally, her voice emotional.

She could hear him sigh on the other end of the line.  He’d been expecting Jake, ready to scream, but had to deflate to speak to her.  “Hello Sally. I assume you’ve received the links too?”

“Yes, I have.  But I already knew, before he uploaded them.  He’s admitted he’s gay, and that’s that.”

Once more, his dad sighed.  “Where’s he gone?”

“He’s with his boyfriend somewhere.”

“Well, tell him we’re done with him.  I’m sorry you’re having to go through this. You’re a lovely lady.”

For a moment, she wondered whether or not to shove it all in his face and tell him it was her doing, but in the end, she simply smiled and thanked him, ending the call.  The phone continued to ping and ring, but the most important one for her was done.  She switched the phone off and then went to check on her husband.  After verifying he was okay, she lay down next to him and masturbated.

Crina arrived at around five.  By that time, Jake was awake again, but feeling groggy.  Sally gave him some water to drink whilst Crina prepared another dose in the syringe.  “After this, he should be properly addicted.” Crina grinned.

“We’ll let him rest it off, it’s quite a high dose.  Then we’ll give him a smaller dose at nine and get him ready to work tonight.”

“I’ve made arrangements with another sissy I have there to look after him.” Crina explained.

“Thanks.  I’ll be worried about him, of course.”

“Don’t.  You know it’s better now than it used to be.  He’ll be fine there.”

Jake passed out a little after that, enjoying the euphoria of the drug once again.  When he awoke next, he was fed, and then dressed, putting on black fishnet stockings, a black suspender belt, black thong panties, a tiny metallic pink mini-skirt which barely covered his crotch, and a matching crop-top.  Next, the girls did his make-up, putting it on thick and slutty.  Then finally the wig.  His shoes where shiny pink sandals with a five-inch heel.  He’d learned to walk on heels long ago so had no trouble with them, much to the ladies’ surprise. 

“Okay, another dose, but a smaller one now.” Sally explained, preparing the syringe.

“I’m really scared Sally.” He told her.  “I think I want to stop this.”

“I told you no.  You agreed, and you agreed I had full control.  No stop words, that’s what you sent.  Consensual non-consent.” Sally explained.  “It’ll be better once you start getting cravings for the drugs; then you’ll do anything for me.”

Before he could complain further, she injected him once again, making him dozy, his speech slurred, but he was alert and able to walk.  As Sally did all that, Crina prepared his purse, putting in pepper spray, two packets of cigarettes, and a small mobile phone for texting and calling only. 

“Pricing.” Crina said. “Twenty pounds for oral. Thirty for anal. No condoms needed, we’ve been feeding you prep for the past two weeks without your knowledge.”

Jake felt there was still a risk of disease, but in his drugged state, he simply grunted.

The girls led him to the car.  The drive to the industrial estate which served as a red-light district was about fifteen minutes, and once there, they found a number of women and trannies out already.  They pulled up in front of an old tranny, dressed in a tight faux-leather dress.  She was overweight, forcing the dress to fold in all the wrong places.

“She’s very pretty.” The tranny said when she saw Jake.  “What’s her name?”

“Slut Jackie.  She does everything, in case a customer asks.  If she causes any trouble, or gets out of line, ask Sasha to give her a couple of punches,” Crina stated.

“Nothing to the face though.” Sally quickly pointed out. “Unless absolutely necessary.  Make sure she smokes.  I want her chain smoking.” Then turning to Jake, Sally kissed him on the cheek.  “Welcome to your new job.”

And with that, Jake watched the girls get into the car and leave.

“Big night for you Jackie.” The tranny said. “I’m Daisy.  It’ll start getting busy soon.  The punters generally know where to go when they pick you up, but the best place is the car park near the woods.  Try not to let them take you home unless they’re paying by the hour, in which case, double your rates.”

“Is it safe?” Jake slurred out.  He was swaying a little, the drug still making him dozy.

“Got you on H already huh?” Daisy chuckled.  “Don’t worry.  The girls here look after their own. But I’ve been coming here a year and never once had a problem.”

Just as she said that, a black BMW pulled up and an older man with a grey moustache called Jake over.  “Twenty for oral, thirty for anal.” Jake said automatically.

“No problem. Get in.” Replied the man, a cockney accent showing he was from London. Jake hurriedly ran around the car and climbed in.  As the man drove in the direction of the woods, he asked, “You clean?”

“It’s my first day. Yes, I’m clean.”

“Good, cause I don’t wanna use a Johnny.”

“Not a problem.”

They pulled up in the very dark car park, and the man pulled out the ten pound notes, handing them to Jake who put them in his handbag.  Once that was done, the man turned and began kissing him.  The two kissed for several minutes, with Jake using his hand on the man’s crotch to bring his cock to attention.  Then the man pulled his seat back and dropped his pants, revealing his shaved cock and balls.  “Suck it a minute or it’ll hurt.” He said. It was a big cock, long and very fat.

Jake bent over the centre console, sucking and getting the cock as wet as possible, before climbing over the man, placing his knees on either side of him.  With his left hand, he grasped the man’s cock and aimed it at his own anus, gently lowering himself down on it.

“That’s a good slut.  Take my cock, you fuckin’ whore!” The man snarled.

Holding onto the man’s shoulders, Jake began to raise and lower himself, feeling the cock send shockwaves of ecstasy through his body.  He felt so dirty, being paid for gay sex, but it all felt so right, exactly like his fantasy.  Within seconds, he was bouncing on the cock as the man spat insults at him, calling him a dirty little fag, cock addict.  Jake shifted and began utilising his pelvic muscles more. 

The man was getting closer.  As Jake panted, moving fast on the huge cock, the man pulled on Jake’s neck and the two began kissing. 

“Mmmm, oh fuck!” The man cried into Jake’s mouth, and soon Jake felt the man’s hot load fill his colon.

“Oh, that’s so good.” Jake moaned.

“Ahhhh, yeah, fucking awesome.  So tight.  Loved it.” The man smiled as Jake climbed off him.  “Honestly, that was one of the best fucks ever!  You gonna be around often?”

“Yes, I should be here every night.”

“Then I’m gonna be a regular.  You be safe out here though.”

“Thanks.” Jake smiled.

The man drove Jake back and thanked him again.  “See ya tomorrow.”

As Jake walked back over to where Daisy was stood, he pulled out a cigarette and lit it, inhaling and walking like a girl who just received the fuck of her life.  Daisy could see that it was a first good experience, smiling warmly at the sissy.

“They won’t all be as good as that, but I’m glad your first was so good.” Daisy told Jake.

“It wasn’t just the sex.” Jake began to explain, but Daisy already understood.

“It was the fact that you’ve just gone from normal middle-class Joe Bloggs, to dirty fag sissy whore.” Daisy said, earning a smile and a nod from Jake.  “I know. I was a married man with grown up kids.  Worked in IT.  Normal life, but it was my dream to be sissified for years.  Obviously, I didn’t act on it until the kids were older, then I found Mistress Crina, told her what I liked, and she turned me into this.”

Nodding, Jake looked the tranny up and down.  She was no way near passable as a female, but Jake guessed she didn’t want to be.  “What about your family?”

“Wife divorced me, took me for everything.  Kids still call though.”

“Do they know you do this?”

“Not this, no.  They know I’m a transvestite though, and that I’m on hormones.”

“Hormones?  Really?”

“Yes.  Well I want boobs, and I haven’t earned enough for implants yet.”

“How much of your cut goes to Crina?”

“Eighty percent.  She wanted to do it fifty-fifty, but I told her that I want to feel like a cheap whore under her control.”

“No drugs though?”

“No, I thought about it, but even though my kids have grown up, I didn’t want them to see me like that.  But I understand the fetish.  It’s hot.”

“It is.  I feel so dirty.” Jake grinned, still feeling the drugs in him.

By midnight, Jake had been with five customers.  All wanted anal, and all got it.  So far, he hadn’t had any bad experiences, and from what he could tell, all his customers were actually married men looking to feed their own fantasy.  However, Jake now had another problem.  He was getting antsy, felt itchy and a little sick. For a moment, he thought it was the cigarettes that he’d been chain smoking.  In fact, he’d smoked so many that he was already half-way through packet number two. 

“There’s a shop around the corner.  It’s where everyone goes for fags and drinks.” Daisy explained.

Jake felt a little sorry for Daisy.  The whole time they were there, she had only had one customer, a regular.  When Jake raised it with her, she simply shrugged and said that she knew she wasn’t to everyone’s taste.  In that respect, Jake was lucky.  He had a fantastic body, especially with the padded boobs, and with the make-up he looked like a very pretty transvestite; feminine with a hint of masculinity.

Once again, a car pulled up, and Jake was off again.  This time it was two young lads who wanted to take him from each end.  Both paid thirty each, as both wanted to cum in his arse. Of course, this wasn’t possible in the car, so they used an old picnic table in the woods and used him that way.  Jake moaned and slobbered over the cocks, and when the first guy came inside him, the two swapped places, allowing Jake to take his own arse and a mixture of old and new semen, on the man’s softening dick.  That didn’t put Jake off.  He simply slobbered all over it, licking every little bit of the man’s beautiful penis.

By one in the morning, Jake was jittery. This time, he knew what the problem was, and wasn’t sure of the solution.  Scared, he texted Sally, saying he needed a hit.

“Find Sasha and buy some off him.” Sally texted back.

“Who’s Sasha?” Jake asked Daisy.

She pointed to a man leaning against a factory wall across the road.  “He’s the pimp for most of the natural girls, but he looks out for all of us, makes sure nobody hurts us, but also makes sure we don’t get out of line either.  He knows about you.  What do you need?”

“I need a hit.”

“He’ll sort you out.  Go talk to him, but you’ll need to pay him.”

Jake walked over to the hard-looking man with the shaved scalp.  “Excuse me, Sasha?”

The man looked up from his phone.  “What you want?” The heavily accented man asked.

“Um, my wife said I should speak to you.  I haven’t had a hit in a few hours.  I could do with one.”

“Twenty quid. Just a little to keep you going. Don’t want you fucking yourself up and not working, eh?” The Russian laughed. 

Jake handed him the cash, and he waved her to follow him into an alley.  There, he pulled out a prepared syringe.  “It fresh needle.  You no worry.” He then found a vein in Jake’s arm and pushed the needle in, flooding his blood with the euphoric drug.

“Ah, yeah, fuck.” Jake moaned, eyes fluttering closed.

“You pretty tranny.  You suck me now.”

“Yes sir.” Jake said, dropping to his knees and sucking on the cock as he felt the rush of the drugs hit.  “Oh so good!” He moaned.

“You have fuckable mouth.” Sasha noted, taking hold of Jake’s head with his fingertips and thrusting his hips back and forth.  The man didn’t last long, slamming home one last time and spraying cum down Jake’s throat.

At five in the morning, Sally arrived with Crina and picked Jake up.  They asked him how it was and Jake simply lay back and smiled.  “Better than I ever imagined.” He sighed.  “I was fucked all night.”

“Good slut.” Sally laughed.  “So you made us a lot of money?”

“Over five hundred pounds.”

“Tell me, if I gave you the option to stop and go back to normal, would you?” Sally asked him.

Jake gave it some thought, remembering how he worried this fantasy wouldn’t be as exciting as he thought it might be.  “No, never in a million years.” He laughed.

“Good.  Because you can’t.  Yesterday I sent videos of you to ever single person you know.  People all around the world. Your parents have disowned you.  Clients have blocked you.  You are blacklisted in your industry.  There is no way out anymore.  You work for me now, you serve me, and that will be how it will be until we get old, and then, maybe, I’ll let you retire and we’ll travel the world.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” Jake smiled, sighing contently.

THE END


TEN

Three years later, Jake watched as his wife got out of another customer’s car. She was on the other side of the street to him, where the girls were. He always worried when she went off with a customer, even though in three years as a gay whore, he hadn’t once had an incident that he couldn’t deal with.

“Have you got a cigarette?  I’m out.” Rikki asked.

Jake turned to look at the pretty blonde with the huge breasts. It had been over a year since Rick had the implants, having come off hormones.  The hormones got him up to a small B cup, just like Jake, and when Jake announced he was going to have implants, Rick decided it was time for him too.

Jake, now Jackie, handed Rikki a cigarette, lighting one herself.  “Where’s Candy, shouldn’t she be back by now?” Jackie asked.  Candy was another sissy working for Crina and Sally, a former client of Crina’s he was a young man who married young and had two kids.  When he found out about Jake and Rick, he begged to have that lifestyle too.  After ruining his marriage, Candy was transformed and sent to work. Like Jake, Candy had no regrets.

“She was hired for a party,” Rikki explained.  “She’ll probably be gone most of the night.”

For the past three years, Jackie had been on and off drugs, as Sally had promised.  Right at that moment, she had been clean for about two months, but she knew she’d be back on in about a month.  She enjoyed the torture Sally put him through, though she hated coming off the drugs.  It messed her up terribly, but she understood it.

It was warm that night, which meant Jackie had her tattooed arms exposed.  Rather than nice sexy things like Sally had, Jackie was a drawing board for sissy related items, pictures of women with cocks, or words like slut, whore, cocklover and so on.  Rikki was the same.

As Jackie was just finishing her cigarette, a car pulled up. Jackie walked over just as the window came down, revealing her dad, who she hadn’t heard from in years.  She began to panic, wonder why he was there, but it quickly became obvious that he didn’t recognise her.

“Are…are you transgender?” He asked softly, worried someone might hear him.

Jackie decided to play along.  “Yes, I am.  What can I do for you honey?”

“Erm, how much to, erm, fuck you?”

“Thirty quid for anal honey.” Jackie replied.  Her voice was long since trained to be high-pitched and far more camp than it once was.

“Erm, fine, yes, fine.” Stepping around the car, Jackie joined her father in the car, wondering how far she would take it until she basically shouted surprise.  Still, she couldn’t understand what her ultra conservative father was doing there.

As they drove to the place she told him to go, she looked at him.  He looked tired, far older than he did, as he’d aged ten years in those three.  Jackie wanted to ask about her mum, but that would be a little odd.

When he finally pulled up, Jackie’s dad looked nervous, unsure of what to do.  Jackie simply went into autopilot mode and leaned over the console, placing her lips on Mark’s mouth.  He was initially hesitant to respond, but he soon accepted Jackie’s tongue and very quickly the two were making out. Jackie’s hand slipped into her father’s crotch, feeling his erection desperate for release.  Breaking the kiss, she leaned over and undid his trousers, pulling them down to reveal black cotton and lace panties.  “Yours?” Jackie asked, giggling.

“Erm, no.  My late wife’s.”

Jackie paused, processing what she just heard.  Turning to her father, she said, “Mu, erm, your wife died?”

“Yes, about a year ago.  A stroke.”

“I…I’m so sorry.” Jackie replied, trying to hold back tears. 

She didn’t want her father to see her like this, so bent over and took the cock in her mouth, sucking on her father’s dick, trying to forget the information she just heard.  This was her client, and that was all.

“Oh yes, that’s so good.” Mark moaned, placing a hand on her head.

After a minute of sucking, Jackie sat up and climbed over, ready to lower herself onto Mark’s cock.  “Shouldn’t I wear a condom?” He asked.

“I take pills to protect myself and you, and I’m checked every month.  I’m clean, I promise.” And without waiting for a reply, Jackie lowered herself on her daddy’s cock.

There was something so very dirty about what she was doing, and yet, it was quite possibly one of the best sexual experiences she ever had.  Mark was vocal, not rude or nasty, but rather saying how good she was, how beautiful she was.  “Can I touch your penis?” He asked.

“I’m caged, but you can touch my balls.”

As he fondled her balls, she bent over and once again the two kissed passionately.  Mark was in no rush to cum, and Jackie was in no rush for this to be over. 

Eventually though, all good things must come to an end.  With one last thrust, Mark came deep in her bowels, with Jackie moaning yes, begging for his cream.

“Can I see you again?” Mark asked.  “Is there a way I can book you for longer?  Like, a house call or something?”

“Yes, of course.  A house call is sixty pounds an hour, plus cab.” Jackie smiled, still seated on her father’s cock.  He was not yet deflating, and she was not yet ready to get off.  “You’re still hard.”

“I took a Viagra earlier.  I wasn’t sure if I could.”

“It’s okay.” She smiled, gently rocking on the cock again.

“I don’t have any more cash on me.” He told her.

“This is on me.” She grinned at him, and he finally smiled back. 

“You’re so sexy.  I think you must be the most beautiful girl in the world.”

“Oh, please, you’re just saying that.”

“No, you’re so pretty.”

They kissed and made love for another twenty minutes, before Mark came again and this time couldn’t manage another.  As they drove back, Mark asked if she could come visit the following day, maybe during the day.

“The afternoon works.” Jackie told him.  “I sleep in the mornings.”

“Yes, of course.” He replied, nodding. 

“Let me give you my name and address.” He wrote down the address of Jackie’s childhood home, handing it to her.  They kissed once more, and then Jackie said good night.

As Mark drove away, Sally watched from the other side of the street, and as she realised who it was, her mouth opened in surprise.  Running over to Jackie, she asked what Mark was doing there.

“He didn’t recognise me.” Jackie smiled.

Sally cocked her head, trying to understand what Jackie was saying, until her hands flew in front of her mouth in shock.  “You didn’t?” She gasped.

Jackie nodded.  “Twice.” She giggled.

“And he never knew?”

“Nope.”

“Why?  I mean, he’s a homophobic, transphobic pig!”

“Mum’s dead.” Jackie stated.  “I think he’s lonely and he’s trying to get his head around things.  He was wearing mum’s knickers.  I was going to tell him before, but I don’t know, I felt sorry for him.”

Sally laughed out loud.  “Oh my god, I can’t believe you let your dad fuck you.  Like, I’ve done some twisted things in my time, but wow, that take’s the biscuit.”

“He wants me to see him tomorrow, at his place.”

“You’re not going are you?”

Jackie shrugged, “I think so, yeah.”

“Fuck!  Well, why not I suppose?  His cum is already in you, it doesn’t matter now.”

The following day, after waking up and cleaning up, Jackie dressed up in her favourite hot-pink satin sissy-puff dress, slipping up the little petticoat to complete the ensemble.  She then helped Candy and Rikki clean-up the house and prepare lunch for their Mistresses, both of whom were still asleep. 

Crina had a date the previous night, out with a client.  She still took the occasional escort opportunity, whilst Sally opted to return to the street where she was happiest, not that Crina minded.  She and Sally were completely in love and spent all their waking hours together, whereas Jackie shared a large bed with Rikki and Candy, kissing and making out as sissies did, when they weren’t working of course.

Sally’s work on Rick’s old house was beautiful, but most beautiful of all was the ultra-modern dungeon in the cellar.  Jackie had found herself a recipient of some hardcore torture in that dungeon, and it was also the place where Sally performed all Jackie’s piercings, ears, nose, tongue, nipples, naval, Prince Albert.

By two PM, Jackie walked over to Sally, knelt down and asked Sally to drive her to Jackie’s dad’s house.  Given Jackie was not allowed to drive, it was the only way for her to get there, other than public transportation.  But sometimes, if Sally was in a particularly evil mood, she would send her on the bus.

Today was not one of those days.  “Of course I’ll drive you to your daddy’s house so he can bugger you!” She cooed in a babyish voice, before laughing with the others.

By the time Jackie reached her old house, she found her a bundle of nerves.  Still, she walked up to the door and rang the doorbell, which was swiftly opened by her father, wearing a long red satin dress that Jackie knew belonged to her mother.

“Very pretty Mark.” Jackie said.

“Thank you.” Mark blushed, before handing over a hundred and twenty pounds.  “I hope you have a couple of hours for me?”

“Of course.” Jackie smiled, putting the money away and then wrapping her arms around her dad.  The two kissed passionately, and Jackie could feel his cock swelling beneath the skirt.  As she ran her hands over him, she could feel he was wearing a bra, suspender-belt and stockings.  She moaned as she felt how kinky her dad now was.  “Can I ask you something?”

“Yes.” Mark replied.

“Can I call you something else than Mark?”

“Wh-what would you like to call me?”

Jackie shrugged nonchalantly.  “You tell me.”

Mark thought about it, and then smiled nervously.  “Daddy?”

“Mmm, yes daddy, that’s perfect.”

And then he surprised her. “My son is a transvestite. Someone uploaded videos of him to the web.  I still masturbate to them.”

“Well I can be him then.”

“Yes, please.”

“You wanna fuck your sissy boy?”

“Oh yes!  Please yes!”

Jackie led him upstairs to the master bedroom, pushing him back on the large bed.  Pushing up his skirt, she pulled his cock out the silky black knickers, taking it in her mouth.  She moaned as she bobbed up and down, listening to him tell her how good she was.  “That’s it boy, suck daddy’s cock.”

Getting on all fours, Jackie pulled her panties down, revealing her smooth anus.  Mark wasted no time in jumping up and pressing his tongue to her star, licking away, pushing his tongue inside.  He then positioned himself for entry and pushed inside.

“Yes daddy!  Fuck me daddy!” She cried out.

They fucked for a full forty minutes, taking breaks in between to keep it going as long as possible.  However, as he was pounding her with her legs in the air, their lips kissing, she finally broke the news.

“Daddy?” She whispered.

“Yes?”

“It’s me daddy.  Jake.  I really am your son.”

Mark’s eyes flew open and he paused, staring at Jackie, eyes analysing Jackie’s face.  Then finally recognition and smile, “Oh Jake baby.” He said, placing his lips on his, pushing his tongue inside, thrusting his cock forward even harder.  “Oh sweet baby.” He gasped, “Oh, I’m so sorry for pushing you away.”

“It’s okay daddy.  Fuck me now, fuck me and fill your sissy boy. Please daddy, I want your cum.”

“Yes son, yes, I’ll never stop fucking you.” And with that, he came inside Jackie’s bum.

Collapsing to the side and panting, Mark chuckled.  “I can’t believe I didn’t recognise you.  You’re so gorgeous now.”

“Thanks.” Jackie giggled.  “I hope you’re not angry.”

“No.  Definitely not.  I hope you’re not angry with me.”

“No, not anymore.  I just wish I could have said goodbye to mum.”

“Oh, she didn’t understand. I didn’t understand. I hated myself for so long when I got turned on seeing the videos.  Then when your mother caught me masturbating to them, we got into a huge argument.  I left, thought I’d clear my head, and when I came home, I found her lying on the bed.  She died in her sleep.”

They were silent, Mark’s hand gently stroking Jackie’s satin covered body. 

“You’re so sexy.” Mark whispered, his hand reaching and cupping Jackie’s balls.  “What about Sally?”

“She was there last night too.  Working.”

“How come?”

And so Jackie told him the whole story, from start to finish.  By the time she was done, Mark was inside her again, thrusting.  “How open do you think she would be to selling you?” Mark asked.

“Selling me?”

“Yes. I would buy you, to keep as my sex slave.” He grinned, and Jackie shuddered with excitement.
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