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Author’s Note

JOIN MY MAILING LIST: https://tally.so/r/5BPNPb

This is a return to a theme I love, transgender love and discovery, with a hint of sissification. It’s not the longest book, but it’s packed with kink. No ruin in this, all very cute and fun.

It’s also really important to provide me with constructive feedback. Without it, I can’t put out content you want to see. However, the star rating is not there to waste. Don’t rate me 1-star just because the story isn’t to your taste, that doesn’t make a 1-star book. A 1-star book is a book which is so badly written that it’s full of mistakes, typos, etc. Same with reviews. There have been two negative reviews that just make the reviewer look a little silly.

Anyway, please enjoy this book. If you want to support me, either subscribe to my fan page, or go to www.juliagslater.com or www.linktr.ee/juliagslater to find out where to tip me. If you really want to be nice, tip me a lot.

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

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

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I started an Instagram account (http;//www.instagram.com/juliagwenslater) and have been posting there, and I have a FANVUE account (http;//www.fanvue.com/juliagslater). If you subscribe to me there, you can get access to an audiobook of a very dark story which will never be published here.

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


One

I had twenty-five hours on the coach. Twenty-five hours from northern Greece all the way up to Prague. I could have flown. Probably should have flown. Cheap flights existed. But there was something about the coach that felt right when you were a student. Every time I crossed Europe this way I ended up with an interesting story. Made friends. Shared snacks. Once I even fell in love for three days and two nights. Little did I know this trip was going to top the lot.

It was one of those big double-decker coaches. Soft leatherette seats that actually reclined. Tiny screens in the headrests. Height of luxury if you were used to night trains and hostel bunks. I stood on the pavement with my rucksack, waiting for the driver to open the doors and start checking tickets. That was when I saw them.

Three tall raven-haired goth girls. Properly stunning. Shiny black lace. Tight latex. One of them squeezed into a corset that looked like it would murder her after about four hours on the road. They stood together like they owned the whole bloody station. Long legs. Pale skin. Dark lipstick. Two of them in little lace skirts that barely covered anything. The third in tight black latex trousers that clung to every curve.

I was never much of a big-bum man. Never really got the fuss. Then I looked at the one in latex. Huge, round, firm arse. High and tight. The kind that made the shiny material stretch and shine when she shifted her weight. God, it looked perfect. I caught myself staring and had to look away, then looked straight back again because of course I did. Twenty hours. Same coach. This was going to be interesting.

“Praga?” the driver asked.

“Ah, yes.” I held up my phone with the ticket open, then my passport. He glanced at both, grunted a seat number and chucked my suitcase into the luggage bay like it weighed nothing.

The three girls were still at the back of the queue, laughing about something. I watched them for a second longer than I should have. Then I climbed the steps onto the coach and hoped, properly hoped, they would end up near me.

From the look of the queue it was not going to be a full coach. Good. Space to stretch out. Room to breathe. I was not usually lucky enough to get girls that hot sitting anywhere near me. The one time I had ended up next to a girl I later dated, she was pretty enough. Just a bit geeky. Like me. Part-time student. Part-time programmer. A few mates back home. Not much of a dating bloke. Goth girls, though. That was a proper kink of mine. I followed a few on Instagram. These three looked like they belonged on there. Probably had OnlyFans accounts as well.

I found my seat, dumped my bag in the overhead, and sat down. Leatherette still warm from the afternoon sun. I looked out the window and tried not to stare at the door.

Then they boarded.

One of them sat right next to me. The other two took the seats in front. Latex girl and the one with two pigtails. I played it cool. Gave them a small nod. Looked back out the window like I had better things to think about.

Then one of them spoke and I turned my head in surprise.

“Who has the beers?” the one next to me asked. Deep voice. Proper deep.

“I do,” said the one in latex. Same thing. Deeper than I expected. “Amber has the wine and the snacks.”

“Then give me a beer please,” said the girl beside me.

They passed the cans around over the seat backs. Cold tins. Quiet hiss when one opened. I turned back to the window and kept my face blank. Last thing I wanted was to look like a prick about it. Play it cool. Say nothing.

Disappointment hit anyway. Three of the hottest women I had seen in years and they were not biological females.

I did not have a problem with them as people. I just saw myself as straight. I wanted kids one day. I wanted to take a girl home to my horrible right-wing parents and not get screamed at across the dinner table. That was the thought that sat in my chest while the coach engine rumbled and the first beer cracked open in the seat next to mine.

“Want one?” the girl next to me asked.

“Erm. Excuse me?” I said. I wasn’t even sure what I was trying to do anymore. Keep my face neutral. Not stare. Not look like a complete knob.

“Want a beer?” She held the can a bit closer. “We’re going to be on this coach for a while. Might as well share.”

I sat there too long. Some stupid part of my brain wondered if taking a beer off a transgender girl would make me gay. Then I heard how ridiculous that sounded even inside my own head. I was being an idiot. And rude.

“Yeah. Wow. Erm. Thanks. I just didn’t bring any of my own. I brought snacks and Coke.”

“Coke?” she asked, smiling. “The drink or the…”

That was actually funny. “The drink,” I said, grinning back despite myself.

“That’s good,” she said, softer.

“Why’s that? Not into drugs?”

“Oh. No. Nothing like that. We’ve brought our own.” She slapped the latex girl on the shoulder. “Kris. Beer for…” She looked at me.

“Adam.”

“Beer for Adam.”

Kris passed the can back with a little smile just as the coach finally pulled away from the kerb. The driver started waffling in Greek over the speaker. Kris turned right around, kneeling on her seat, latex trousers creaking as she leaned over the backrest. Amber popped up beside her. Both of them reached over and shook my hand.

“This is Kristal. Amber. And I’m Jen,” said the girl next to me.

The seats across the aisle were empty. Amber hopped over, dropped into one and grinned, happy with the space.

“Think others are getting on?”

“It’s stopping in Skopje, Belgrade and Budapest,” Kristal said. “Oh. And Bratislava too. But honestly I think you’re good. Look at it. Pretty empty.”

I sipped the Mythos and felt my shoulders drop a bit. I could still be friendly. I didn’t have to chat them up. Hell, even if they had been biological women I probably wouldn’t have managed it anyway.

“So what’s taking you to Prague?” I asked.

“Oh, we live there. I’m Canadian originally, Amber’s from California, and Kris is German,” Jen said. “You? British, right?”

“Yeah. Chelmsford.”

She shrugged. “That south? North?”

“South east. Ish.” I took another sip. “But I live in Prague. I’m half Czech. So what brought you all there?”

One of the things about Czechs was they weren’t exactly open toward the transgender community. Odd, really. Deeply atheist country, still conservative in ways that felt familiar from more religious places. Prague was better, of course. Just not Berlin.

“We’re content creators,” Jen said. “And Prague actually has quite a nice scene.”

Kris leaned over the seat back. Latex whispered when she moved. “What do you do in Prague?”

I didn’t need to be in Prague to do what I did. I just liked living there more than the UK.

“Online uni. Part-time programmer. So yeah, neither job’s in Prague. Both online. But the life’s good there.”

“It is,” Jen smiled.

“What do you do for fun?”

“You know. Pubs. Clubs.”

“Which clubs?”

“Cross. Roxy.” Those were the only two I went to for the odd techno night. I didn’t really go out much. The people I hung around with were geeks like me. Games. LAN parties. That sort of thing. Obviously I wasn’t about to tell them that.

“So… techno? Drum and bass?”

“Techno,” I said.

“Cool. We like techno. We’re more into EBM. Skinny Puppy. Front Line Assembly.”

I’d always been into goth girls, so I knew the music. “VNV Nation?”

Jen smiled and my stomach did something stupid. God, I wished she was biologically female. She looked so perfect. Even her breasts looked real under the lace.

“Love VNV. You know your stuff.”

“I like good music.”

Amber had clearly got bored of our chat. She was scrolling on her phone, thumb flicking, until she tapped Jen on the shoulder.

“Wanna do some content? Can you record me? I’ve got a plan.”

“Sure.” Jen took the phone and started fussing with the angle. “Light’s shit from this side. Move your knee. Yeah. That’s better. Okay. Go.”

Amber did a fake yawn and stretched both arms up, slow, like she knew exactly what that did to her chest. Then she peeled off the little black lace sweater. Underneath was a lace-up black bralette. Her breasts were huge in it. Soft looking. Pushing at the cups. They jiggled when she folded the sweater and set it on the empty seat beside her.

She hooked her thumbs into the waist of her little skirt and shoved it down her thighs. A silky, shiny thong. And under it, a thick bulge. Obvious. Sitting heavy against the fabric.

She yanked the seat handle and dropped the backrest, then wriggled like she was trying to get comfortable. Shifted her hips. Let the camera catch the way the thong stretched. Then she turned her face toward the phone, putting on an annoyed look.

“Too horny to sleep,” she said.

The girls giggled when they cut the recording and watched it back, heads close over the phone. I didn’t really get what was so funny about it. Then again, I wasn’t a content creator.

Something else occurred to me. At some point Jen would probably want to film too. I was sat right next to her. How was she going to do that? Would I end up in it somehow?

They started fussing with the clip. Trimming it. Slapping on some text overlay about trying to fall asleep on a twenty-five hour coach journey. Amber still hadn’t put her clothes back on. She sat there in the bralette and that shiny thong like it was nothing.

I looked across at her. The bulge was still obvious. Heavy. Pushing at the silk. And I still found her hot. If anything, maybe hotter.

That worried me. A lot.


Two

By the time I finished the Mythos, another cold can was being put in my hand. I wondered how many they’d brought to be handing them out like this. Being half Czech, I wasn’t about to turn one down.

“You got a girlfriend, Adam?” Jen asked.

“Nope.” I kept it flat. Like it didn’t matter.

“Boyfriend?” She grinned.

“Er. No. I’m erm. Well. I’m…” I didn’t want to say straight in case it offended them. Stupid, I know.

Jen knew exactly what was going on. “You can be straight, Adam. It’s not an insult.”

I sighed and gave her an embarrassed smile. I was an introvert. Socially difficult. Odd thing was, I loved travelling by coach because of the people I met. It forced me into conversation. Off the coach I was shy and awkward.

“So what’s your ideal girl?” Jen asked. “Some techno babe with pink hair?”

“Ha.” I laughed, more from nerves than anything. Truth was I liked goth girls because they looked like they took charge. I never did well with the soft, submissive type. That was why it hadn’t lasted with Jana, the last girl I’d met on a coach.

“Not… not techno girls, no.”

“Why not? They’re cute.”

“Not really my type. The whole cute thing doesn’t work for me,” I said, careful with it.

She smiled again. God, how I wished I had the courage to kiss those black-painted lips.

“So cute doesn’t work for you. What works?” she asked, like she already knew.

The other two leaned in. Kris over the seat back. Amber across the aisle, still in that bralette, still making no effort to cover up. All three of them watching me like my answer was going to decide the rest of the ride.

“Erm. I like girls… like… like you,” I stammered.

“Trannies?” Kris asked.

“Er. No. I mean goth.” Then I heard myself. “Not that you’re not gorgeous. I mean, you’re perfect. All three of you. But I like… oh God. I’m digging a hole, aren’t I?”

They burst out laughing. They were teasing me.

“You’re creating a problem that doesn’t exist,” Jen said. “It’s okay to be straight. It’s okay to like pussy over cock. It’s okay to find us attractive. Stop worrying about what we feel about you being straight.”

I nodded, sighing. “Yeah. Sorry. I’ve got a bit of social anxiety.”

“Wow. You don’t say?” She grinned. “But what’s important here is that you find us attractive, right?”

I had to hand it to them. They were the most gorgeous girls I’d met in my life. I told them so. That got a lot of cooing and then Jen leaned in and hugged me. Long hug. Warm. Lace against my arm. The smell of her perfume and beer. I went stiff for a second, then made myself hug her back like a normal person.

“So what do you have against cocks?” she asked when she pulled away. “I mean, you have one.”

“I don’t have anything against them. I just never imagined…”

She cut me off. “Okay. Answer me this. If I had a pussy, was a cis girl, and we dated, and then I said I wanted to peg you with a strap-on. That’s completely normal, right?”

“Right.” I knew where this was going. My mouth had gone dry.

“Would you say yes or no?”

I sighed. “I’d say yes.”

“To me, looking like this?”

“Yes.”

“What if I said I only wanted to peg you?”

I swallowed. I’d wanked to that idea more than once. Jana had actually done it. Once. She hadn’t enjoyed it. I had.

“I… would say yes.”

“So what’s the difference? I look like a girl. I just have a dick.”

“I want kids one day.”

She nodded quickly. “Yeah. Me too. So I’ll probably adopt. There’s lots of kids in need of loving parents.”

“True, but…” I couldn’t get past the fact she’d been born male. That was the stupid part. She was right in every way that mattered on paper. I still couldn’t climb over it. It sat in my chest like a stone.

“It’s cool. You’re straight, you’re straight. I like pussy. It’s all good.” She reached down and squeezed my thigh. Playful. Firm. Her hand stayed a second longer than it needed to. Heat went straight up my leg.

“But. Are you cool with us making content here when it gets dark?”

“Content how?” I asked. “Like before, or…”

“We’re probably gonna play. Suck. Fuck.”

Kris spun round again, eyes bright. “You could film us.”

I swallowed. Tried to shrug like it was nothing. “Yeah. I mean. Sure. Why not?”

They giggled and clapped. I sat there wondering what the hell I’d just agreed to. It was still afternoon. Hours until dark. Time to relax. Or so I thought.

“I need something for Insta,” Jen said. “Oh. I know. You hold my phone and record me pretending to fall asleep on you. You put your arm around me. I snuggle up and open my legs. That’s when you see my erection in my panties and lift your hand off and push me away.”

I blinked. It sounded mean. It made me look like a transphobe.

“That doesn’t sound like something I’d do.”

She rolled her eyes. “It’s not meant to. It’s just a video designed to make people comment.”

“Besides, you won’t be visible. Just your hand and leg. That’s it,” Jen said.

I still wasn’t sure I wanted to be on some trans girl’s Instagram feed. I also didn’t want to say no and look dull.

“Erm. Okay. Sure.”

I took her phone and angled it so I could actually see what I was recording. Thumb ready on the button. Before we started she needed an erection.

Amber leaned over the aisle, slid her hand under Jen’s little skirt and started rubbing. Slow. Matter of fact. Like she was adjusting a strap. I sat there staring. I was on a coach next to a hot goth girl while another hot goth girl wanked her cock under a lace skirt. Nobody would believe that. Not that I was going to tell anyone.

Jen’s breath changed. She shifted her hips into Amber’s hand. After a bit she nodded.

“Okay. Ready now.”

She got into position on the seat. I pressed record.

She closed her eyes and let her head rock a little more than the coach was actually moving. Putting it on for the camera. Then she rolled onto my chest. Warm. Soft. That perfume again. As scripted, I put my arm around her. My hand ended up just below her huge DD tits, the lacy black satin tight over them, and close to the navel piercing I could feel more than see.

She wriggled to the right, trying to look like she’d found a comfortable spot. The movement made her slide. The layered lace skirt rode up her thighs. Not far enough. The bulge stayed hidden. I kept the phone steady and pretended my heart wasn’t going like mad against her cheek.

I stopped the video.

“It’s not going to work,” I said.

“Yeah. You’re gonna need to pull up my skirt. Like a creep wanting to see my knickers.” Then her face lit up. “Actually, that works better. Let’s do that.”

“Er…” I sighed. “Okay. Fine.”

We went through the whole thing again. Eyes shut. Fake sleepy roll onto my chest. My arm around her. Then she wriggled, and this time I hooked my fingers under the hem of that little layered skirt and pulled it up.

I gasped.

I just stared.

Her cock was fucking huge. Thick. Encased in satin knickers, the head of it travelling up toward her hip like it barely fitted. The fabric was stretched shiny over it. I could see the shape of it. The weight of it. Heat hit me in the stomach and lower. Shame right behind it. I was meant to look disgusted for the camera. Instead I sat there with my mouth open like an idiot.

“Adam. You missed the cue to push me off you,” Jen said, smiling up from my chest.

“Shit. Sorry.”

“It’s okay,” she said, softer. “It’s big, isn’t it?”

“Huge,” I admitted. My voice came out wrong. Rough.

“Bigger than yours?”

I blinked. “Yeah. Way bigger.”

“Tastes pretty good too,” she whispered.

Before I could do anything with that, she sat up.

“Take three? This time don’t stare so long. If you really want to see it, I’ll show you after.”

My eyes went wide. “No. I…”

“I’m kidding. Jeez.”

Take three.

Same roll onto my chest. Same arm around her. Same slide of her hip as she pretended to settle. I pulled the little skirt up again.

I gasped. Properly this time. Then I shoved her off me like I’d touched something I shouldn’t have.

I expected the annoyed look. She shook her head instead.

“No. I need you to say ew or something. Something to rile up viewers.”

“Won’t people be able to recognise my voice?” I asked. It sounded stupid even as it left my mouth.

“From ew?” She chuckled.

“Fair point.”

We did it again. Skirt up. The satin bulge right there. I gasped, said “Ew,” and pushed her off. She gave me the annoyed look on cue, then straightened her skirt like nothing had happened.

We watched it back, heads close over her phone. She didn’t like the angle. I had to admit it looked a bit odd. Too tight on my hand. Not enough of her. The gasp sounded fake even to me, and I was the one who’d meant it the first time.

For the next take she handed the phone to Kris. Kris filmed from between the seats, making it look like someone sneakily recording from behind.

It worked. Right up until I put my arm around Jen and got my hand placement wrong.

My palm landed full on her breast. Soft. Heavy. The lace satiny under my fingers for half a second too long.

“Shit. Sorry. I didn’t mean to.” It came out too loud. Too fast. Heat rushed up my neck. I’d grabbed her tit without permission, on a coach, while her friends watched and a phone was still recording. I snatched my hand back like it had burned.

Jen just looked at me. Not angry. Almost amused. That made it worse.

Then Jen giggled and told me to chill.

“It was clearly a mistake. But. You’ve given me a great idea. As I fall asleep on you, before you pull up the skirt to see my cock, squeeze my boobs for a bit. Use your other hand too. You can even put a hand inside my bra.”

“I… I don’t think I can do that.” It came out in a stutter. My cock was already swelling in my jeans. Traitor. Sitting there getting hard because she’d just invited me to feel her up on camera.

“Oh, come on. It’ll look way better when you push me away.”

I sighed. I didn’t want to be a stick in the mud. Not in front of all three of them. Not after everything else I’d already said yes to.

“Fine.”

“Yay!”

They clapped. All three of them. Clapping because I’d agreed to squeeze Jen’s breasts. I sat there with a half-hard cock and a phone still in Kris’s hand and thought, yeah. This was definitely becoming a very interesting journey.

“Go,” Kris said.

The camera was rolling. Jen slumped against me like she’d dropped off in seconds. Warm weight on my chest. Hair against my jaw.

I put one hand on her breast.

It was huge. Heavy. Firmer than I was used to. The implant sat under the lace like a tight, smooth shape, not the soft give of a natural tit. Still better than I expected. Warm through the satin. I squeezed and felt it resist, then yield a little at the edges.

My other hand snaked into the bra.

Skin. Hot. The cup was tight and I had to push my fingers in. I got a palmful and squeezed again, thumb brushing over the lace where her nipple was. Harder than Jana’s had been. Fuller. They filled my hands in a way that made my cock jump in my jeans. I kept squeezing. Slow. Both hands now. One outside, one inside. Shaping them. Feeling the weight shift when the coach hit a bump.

Jen’s breath hit my neck.

“Adam,” she murmured, still in character but not really. “Video can only be so long. I don’t really want to edit it.”

I froze with my hand still inside her bra. Right. Camera. Skirt. Ew. Push her off. I was meant to be acting disgusted, not sitting there groping her like I had all night.

I apologised. Again she told me not to worry.

“I was enjoying it. Your hands feel good. I just wanna get this video done.”

“Sure. Sorry.” I was blushing so hard my ears felt hot. My cock was properly straining now, pressed up against the zip of my jeans. I shifted in the seat and hoped she couldn’t tell. She was still half in my lap. She could probably tell.

“Chill, Adam. We’re all cool here. Don’t stress so much. I don’t mind you touching my boobs, okay?”

I gulped. Nodded too fast. I just wanted the video done before I made it worse. Before I left my hand where it was. Before I stopped pretending this was only for the camera.

When the boob squeezing part came again, I tried to keep it short. Two squeezes. Then down to the skirt. That was the plan.

I got my hands on her. One outside the lace. One inside the cup. I squeezed.

Jen moaned.

I froze. The sound went straight through me. Soft. Caught in her throat. Not acting. My cock twitched so hard it hurt.

“Oh, Adam,” Kris whined from behind the phone.

“Leave him alone,” Jen snapped. Then, quieter, to me, “Anyway. That was my fault. I didn’t expect to moan. Adam here has really soft hands and they feel really good.”

“Oh? Really?” Amber leaned over the aisle, grabbed my wrist and shoved my hand straight into her bralette.

Warm. Tight. Her breast even bigger in my palm than Jen’s. Same firm implant feel, skin hotter, nipple already hard against my fingers.

“Oh yeah,” Amber said, grinning. “They are soft.”

My mouth was open. My dick was in actual pain, crushed against the zip. Amber had pulled me toward her so hard I had to lean right across Jen. That put my cock flush against Jen’s thigh. Hard. Obvious. No way of hiding it.

I still had Amber’s heavy breast in my hand. Firm. Hot. Filling my palm.

Jen’s eyes dropped to my crotch.

She saw it. Of course she saw it. A knowing little smile spread across her black-painted mouth and stayed there while I sat half twisted in the seat, one hand down Amber’s bralette, my cock throbbing against her friend’s leg.

“Leave him alone, Amber. I need to get this video done,” Jen said.

Amber let my hand go. I sat back, breathing too fast, cock still aching.

Next take.

Jen flopped onto me again, eyes shut, pretending to sleep. This time her right hand came with her. It landed dead on my cock. No accident. She squeezed. Checking the size. Feeling how hard I was through the jeans. Her fingers traced the line of it, slow enough that I knew she was doing it on purpose.

I powered through it.

I put my hands on her breasts. Squeezed. Ignored the little moan she let out against my chest. Ignored her hand still palming me. Then I pulled her skirt up.

Her cock was right there. Satin stretched tight over it. More erect than before, I was sure of it. Thicker. The head of it shoved up toward her hip, a wet spot starting to show through the knickers.

I shoved her off me. Said the ew. Got the annoyed look.

Finally the video was done. Jen sat up, checked the screen, and looked happy. I sat there with her hand-print still ghosted on my cock and no idea what my face was doing.

After a bit of fiddling she posted the video to Instagram, then asked if I was on there.

I said I was. Then it hit me.

“You’re not going to tag me, are you?”

Another eyeroll. “Don’t be silly. I just wanna follow you.”

I pulled my phone out. Accepted her request. Tapped follow back. Then I opened her profile.

She had a lot of content. A lot of followers. Over a hundred thousand. Photo after photo of her in lace and latex. Close-ups. Mirror shots. Videos I didn’t dare play with the sound on, not sat right next to her. I scrolled with my thumb and tried to look casual while my cock was still hard from her hand and her tits were still in the same seat as me.

I put my phone away. She slid hers into the seat pocket in front. We downed the rest of the beers. Then she said she was going to get a little sleep.

“Night then,” I said, trying to make it playful. It was still late afternoon. Felt stupid saying it.

She turned anyway. Same as the video. Head onto my chest. Warm. Hair in my face. Then she reached for my right arm, pulled it around herself and put my hand on her breast.

No camera this time. No script. Just her tit filling my palm and her body settling against mine like she’d decided that was where I was staying. I didn’t move my hand. I didn’t know how to. The coach hummed under us and I sat there with a sleeping goth girl on my chest, my fingers curved around lace and implant, wondering what the hell I thought I was doing.

I sat rigid. Unsure what to do with my hand still on her breast. Unsure what to do with any of it.

Then I felt her fingers on my zip.

She tugged it down. Slow. Careful. The sound seemed huge in the quiet of the coach.

“Jen,” I whispered.

“Shhh.”

Her hand was inside before I could think. Warm fingers around me, pulling me out. Then her mouth.

She engulfed me in one go. Wet. Hot. No teasing, no preamble. Just her lips sliding down until I hit the back of her throat and my whole body locked.

Best blowjob of my life. No contest. She knew what she was doing. Tight seal. Tongue along the underside. A little scrape of teeth that should have been wrong and wasn’t. I stared at the seat in front with my mouth open, one hand still on her tit, the other gripping the armrest so I didn’t make a sound.

The coach rattled on toward Skopje. Kris and Amber were right there. I couldn’t look at them. I couldn’t look down either, because if I did I’d see those black-painted lips stretched around my cock and I wasn’t sure I’d last ten seconds.

I lasted longer than that. Barely. She sucked like she wanted me to cum and didn’t care who noticed. I bit my lip, shook, and came in her mouth with a muffled grunt I hoped the engine covered.

She swallowed. Wiped her lip with her thumb. Tucked me away. Zipped me up. Then put her head back on my chest like nothing had happened. And my eyes flickered to the gap in the seat, I saw Kris smiling back at me, before blowing me a kiss. I was in hell…and it was so fucking perfect.


Three

The coach jerked to a stop in Skopje and I woke with a start.

Sun was still up. Barely. A red haze over the city. The streets looked dark until I tipped my head and caught patches of blue still hanging in the sky.

Jen was asleep on my lap. The change in motion stirred her too. She rolled onto her side a little and looked up at me with a soft, sweet smile.

“Hello you,” she croaked, that boyish voice rough from sleep. “Did you manage to sleep?”

“I did. Thanks. How about you?”

“I slept very nicely on you. Thanks.” A little yawn. Then she sat up and stretched, checking on the others.

Kris was watching a film on her phone, one earbud in. Amber was still out cold, mouth open, a bit of drool in the corner. I’ll admit it. She looked cute like that. Innocent. Nothing like the girl who’d shoved my hand down her bralette a few hours ago.

“By the way. Sorry if I freaked you before,” Jen said. “I just wanted to reward you for being so nice. I really didn’t think about how you might feel. You know.”

“No. It was…” I thought about it. Her mouth. How fast I’d come. How I’d sat there after like I’d been hit by a bus. “Unexpected. But amazing.”

She smiled, still sleepy, took my face in both hands and kissed me. Long. Open. Lots of tongue. I tasted beer and her and something that made my stomach flip.

“You really need to relax more, Adam,” she said against my mouth. “You’re a sweet guy. Exactly our type. If you relaxed more, we could have a whole lot of fun.”

“I… I’m relaxed.”

“He stuttered.” She grinned. “It’s fine. I’m just saying that just because I have a dick doesn’t mean the world ends.” Then she glanced down at her lap. “Speaking of. I’ve got wake-up wood.”

“Morning wood?” I asked.

Jen looked out the window at the red sky. “Does it look like morning?”

One person boarded in Skopje and the coach was already pulling away again. Still nobody near us at the back.

To my surprise she pulled her skirt up, hooked the satin knickers aside and got her cock out. Started wanking. Right there.

I stared. Couldn’t help it. It was so long. So fat. The head of it already wet. Her hand looked small on it as she stroked. Eyes shut. Breath going uneven.

I was so busy looking I didn’t notice she’d opened her eyes. She was watching me watch her.

Then she yanked her top down and popped her left breast out.

“Suck my tits,” she said. Firm. A little gasp under it.

“I don’t know…”

“Adam. They’re tits. Not my cock. Just suck them.”

My brain could still see the cock. Thick. Right there. Aimed loosely toward me while she worked it. But the breast was a breast. Soft skin. Hard nipple. Arousal won.

I leaned over and took her nipple in my mouth. Sucked. Nibbled a bit. She wrapped an arm tight around my head and kept me there, wanking harder. Then she shuffled, propped her knees on the seat in front, and her cock pointed down. Straight at my face. Close enough that I could smell her. Close enough that if she twitched the wrong way it would hit my cheek.

I kept sucking. Eyes open. That huge cock in the edge of my vision the whole time.

“Do you like dominant girls, Adam?” she asked, soft. “Is that why goth girls turn you on?”

“Yes,” I admitted around her nipple.

“Mmm. We’re dominant. All three of us.”

My heart kicked. Stuttered. This was going somewhere I really didn’t want it to go. Giving up control to trans women felt like a line. Difficult. Not impossible, apparently. Not with her hand in my hair and her tit in my mouth.

“I’m gonna cum soon. If you want to be a good guy for me, just put your mouth at the tip so I’ve got somewhere to shoot. You don’t need to swallow. Just catch it for me.”

“Jen…”

She eased my head down anyway. Gentle. Firm. I didn’t resist. One part of me said she’d swallowed mine, so it was only fair. The other part kept shouting that I was straight.

Then the tip of that huge cock was right in front of my closed mouth.

“Open,” she whispered. “Open unless you want it all over your face.”

I opened. Lowered. The head touched my lips. Hot. Wet. She let out a tight little gasp and then it hit. Warm semen spraying into my mouth. Thick. A lot of it. Pooling on my tongue before I could think.

She’d said I didn’t need to swallow. There was so much I had little choice. I did it. Bitter. Salty. My throat worked and my eyes watered and I stayed there with her cock against my lips while she shook and kept my head in place.

She squeezed the last of it out onto my tongue. Then she pushed down on my head.

I took more of her than I meant to. The head and a bit of shaft. Hot. Thick. Still pulsing. My lips stretched around it and I made a noise I didn’t recognise.

She pulled me up and kissed me hard. Tongue straight in. Licking the cum out of my mouth like it belonged to both of us now. I could taste myself from earlier mixed with her. I should have pulled away. I kissed her back instead, messy, breathing through my nose, her wet cock still out between us and my hands nowhere sensible.

“You’re amazing,” she whispered. “Thank you. You’re so cool.”

“I feel weird,” I told her. “Scared and…”

“Hey. It’s okay. Don’t worry. Nobody but you and I know.” Her mouth was close to my ear. “Listen. You didn’t do anything wrong. You just helped a girl out. Was it so bad?”

It wasn’t bad. That was the problem. My cock ached. Part of me wished I was still sucking her. Another part was already calling me names. It sounded like my dad. Vile. Disgusting. What the hell was I doing on a coach with a girl’s cock in my mouth.

She moved to put it away. I grabbed her hand and stopped her.

I laid my head on her shoulder. She watched while I took the now soft cock in my hand and just held it. Warm. Heavy. Still wet.

“Do you mind?”

“No. Of course not,” she whispered.

“I hear a voice in my head telling me I’m a disgrace. Vile. Disgusting.” I kept my eyes on my hand. “The voice is my father’s.”

“Ah. Yes. Well. That’s completely normal if you’ve got parents who don’t approve. Especially conservative ones. But that doesn’t make them right. I think you know that, right?”

I rubbed her slowly. Nodding. “I do. But at the same time I know what I want in life. I want to get married. I want kids. I want the boring life. When I picture the girl I want, she has a vagina. It sounds horrible to say out loud, but…”

“It’s okay. I get it.” She kissed the top of my head. “But then why are you holding my cock?”

“Because I want to push my boundaries.”

She kissed the top of my head again. Then she reached down, wrapped her hand around mine and stroked herself back to hardness in my grip. Thickening. Warming. Filling my fingers.

No warning after that. She just pushed my head down.

“Suck until I tell you to stop.”

I took her in my mouth. Less hesitation this time. The taste was still there. Salt. Skin. A bit of me. I sucked. Licked. Learned the shape of her with my tongue.

It was strangely calming. Cathartic, even. I could shut my eyes and just go slow. Up. Down. No race. She wasn’t in a hurry to come again and I wasn’t in a hurry to finish her. It wasn’t about getting to the end. It was about finding out what it felt like to suck a cock and not bolt.

Her hand stayed in my hair. Not forcing. Just keeping me there. The coach lights were low. Amber was still asleep. Kris had her film. I knelt my head in Jen’s lap and worked her with my mouth until my jaw ached and the voice in my head went quieter, just for a while.

“He looks sweet,” Amber whispered. Awake now.

“How did you convince him?”

“He convinced himself,” Jen said. “And he’s a natural. Really good.”

That did something to me. Like someone had hit a switch. I moaned around her and sucked harder. Jen chuckled, a little breathless.

“Oh God, Adam. That’s so good.”

I kept going. Her hand rubbed my back, then slid down, under my belt, under my jeans, down to my crack. A finger pressed against my hole.

I froze.

She felt it.

“Relax. It’s okay,” she said. “I’m just playing.”

The finger felt good. Gentle. Rubbing. Not pushing in. Just circling, pressing, opening and closing me a little. I went back to sucking, moaning when she pressed harder, my mouth sloppy on her cock while Amber watched from across the aisle and the coach rolled on through the dark.

I opened my eyes and looked across the aisle.

Amber was watching. Her own cock was out. She was stroking it slow, eyes on my mouth. Big. Just not as big as Jen. Seeing her watch me did something stupid to my pride. I wanted to do it better. Deeper.

I forced myself down.

Jen filled my throat. I choked. Tears came at once. She held my head there anyway, and that made my throat open even as the gag reflex kicked. I made a wet, ugly sound. Still she pushed. A little harder.

I wanted it. That was the part that scared me. I wanted her to choke me on it. I reached back, grabbed her wrist and pulled her hand down harder.

“Oh. Slut wants to deep-throat, does she?” Jen giggled, and shoved.

The head punched into my throat. A sharp, sudden stretch that hurt for a second. Then something gave. My throat opened around her. I could still breathe through my nose. I had the urge to swallow. When I did, she slid further.

“Fuck. He’s good. Jesus. What a fast learner,” Jen moaned.

Her finger came back to my hole. This time she didn’t just rub. She pressed. Steady. Until it slid inside.

I didn’t fight it. Took the burn. The little sting. Then the feeling of her finger moving in me, slow, fucking me while I still had her cock in my throat.

That was when it landed. I wasn’t going home straight from this trip. Once I let that thought sit, my body gave up the last of the tightness. I opened around her finger and kept sucking, eyes wet, Amber still watching, the coach carrying us on through the dark.

Suddenly I was bouncing my head. Deep-throating on purpose. Wet sounds. Moaning around her cock like I couldn’t help it.

She gasped. Small. Caught.

Then she came.

Cum filled my mouth. Thick. Hot. A lot of it again. This time I didn’t save any for a kiss. I swallowed the lot. Throat working around her while she shook and held me there.

That was what good boys were meant to do.

The finger left me. Then her mouth crashed into mine. Hungry. Trying to get every last bit of herself off my tongue. It was spectacular. It felt like it was rearranging something in my head. I didn’t want it to stop. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her in.

She rolled, put a knee the other side of my thigh and sat on me while we kissed. Weight. Heat. Her tits against my chest.

Amber moved fast. Into Jen’s empty seat. Hand on my crotch. Zip down. She pulled my cock out and sucked it, sloppy, getting it wet as she could. Then she came off, still holding me, hooked Jen’s knickers aside.

Jen lifted. Amber steered me forward. Then I felt it. The head of my cock pressed to Jen’s hole.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

She nodded, eyes on mine. “Relax.”

“Shouldn’t I wear a condom?”

“I’m on PrEP and doxy. Relax,” she whispered.

She let herself down. Tight heat spreading around me, inch by inch. She gasped and buried her face in my neck, determined not to cry out as she took me. I held her hips and tried not to thrust, tried not to think about the coach, the aisle, Amber’s hand still there, guiding, while Jen sat on my cock and kissed my throat like she was drowning.

She moved slow. Down my cock millimetre by millimetre. Tight the whole way. Then she made a little “ah” and shut her eyes, grinning like she’d got what she wanted.

She leaned in again. Kissed me. Started rolling her hips.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

“Yeah. You’re really tight. But you feel so good.”

“I like you, Adam. I’m not usually this forward with strangers, believe it or not. But you give off a vibe I like.”

The bouncing picked up. Each stroke punched the air out of me. She bit my neck. Sucked. Licked. Like she was trying to leave a mark I couldn’t hide. I put my hands on her arse and squeezed. Firm. Round. Moving under my palms every time she dropped.

Her moans weren’t for the camera. She was getting off on it. The proof was between us. Her cock stood up hard against my stomach, sliding wet on my shirt every time she rose and sat back down.

I moved my hand between us and grabbed her cock. Wrapped my fingers around it and rubbed hard. She was already wet. Sliding easy in my fist.

Her moans got louder. Too loud for a coach.

I shushed her and pulled her head into my neck. Kept stroking. Faster as she bounced faster. Her breath broke against my skin. Her hole clenched every time my thumb dragged over the head of her cock. I squeezed her arse with the other hand and let her use me, hoping the engine was enough to cover the wet sound of her riding and the little noises she couldn’t swallow.

“Are you close?” she asked.

“Very.”

“Me too. Cum now. Cum inside me. I wanna keep you in me.” It came out in a gasp.

I went over. Hard. Buried in her, hips jerking, filling her while she sat on me and shook. Her cock jumped in my fist and jetted across my t-shirt. Warm splashes. A lot of it. I didn’t care. The old panic about being with a transsexual girl was thinning out, replaced by this stupid, growing feeling for a girl I’d only just met.

My cock started to slip from her. She sighed, climbed off and dropped back into her seat with a glowing smile.

“That was amazing.”

“You were amazing,” I told her. My shirt was a mess. My neck throbbed where she’d bitten me. I sat there trying to catch my breath and not look as wrecked as I felt.

More beers got handed out. The girls started talking about some new video game coming out. I used the noise to think about what I’d just done.

I’d fucked someone born male. That was the fact of it. Sitting there with her cum drying on my shirt, I supposed it didn’t matter that she had a cock. She didn’t look like a man. What mattered was how I felt about her in the moment. Warm. Stupidly fond. Still a bit scared.

Jen was listening to Amber. I dropped my hand to her thigh and rubbed it. She turned, expecting me to say something. Then she got it. Affection. Not a question. She smiled, kissed my cheek, took my hand and held it while she went back to the conversation.

I sipped the beer. After a bit she moved my hand up and put it on her cock and balls. Soft now. Warm. She didn’t want me to wank her. She just wanted me to hold her. Cup her. Show what I felt.

I wanted to hold her. I wanted to taste her again.

I didn’t think. I just bent down into her lap and took her into my mouth. Slow. Quiet. Sucking her soft while she kept talking like nothing was happening, her fingers in my hair, the beer cold in my other hand.

“Amber?” Jen whispered. “Take my phone and record it. We can blur out his face. I want to use this on OnlyFans.”

I froze for a second with her in my mouth. OnlyFans. My head in her lap on a coach. Then I kept going. I’d already said I would film them. This was just the other way round.

“Good idea,” Amber said. I heard her pick up the phone. “But I want a go after this.”

“I think you both will get a go,” Jen laughed. Then she moaned, quiet, and put her hand in my hair.

The camera would be on my mouth. On her cock disappearing between my lips. On the way I wasn’t stopping. I shut my eyes and sucked her slow, letting her use me for content, trying not to think about how many people would watch a blurred-out version of me later. Amber wanted a turn. Kris would too. The night was still long and I was no longer the person who had boarded the bus.


Four

It felt odd sat on Jen’s lap sucking Amber. Not as odd as my trousers round my ankles and a finger up my arse.

Kris filmed. Same as Amber had filmed me on Jen.

Amber’s cock was easier. Narrower. When I took her into my throat she didn’t stretch me the same way. A relief after Jen. I could go deeper without that sharp panic.

Jen’s finger kept working me. Sometimes two. Slow, then not. Every time she curled them I slobbered on Amber and moaned around her. Wet. Messy. The kind of sounds that would play well on a phone speaker later.

I was on a coach with my jeans at my feet, one girl’s cock in my mouth, another girl’s fingers in my hole, and a third filming it. I should have felt ruined. I felt hungry instead. I sucked harder and pushed back on Jen’s hand, giving Kris the shot they wanted.

By the time Amber came in my mouth I was already looking at Kris.

She was wanking, waiting. Short and fat. I could tell she’d be easier in a different way. Less length to fight. More to stretch my lips.

Amber swallowed her own breath, took the phone back, and Kris took her place. I was still on Jen’s lap with my trousers down. Cum on my tongue. Then Jen shifted, sliding out from under me and moving behind.

The seats were reclined. Extra room. Coach lights off. Just the glow of Amber’s screen.

We had our own little sex space at the back. Dark. Quiet except for the engine. Kris’s cock in front of my face. Jen’s hands on my hips from behind. I opened my mouth and let the next one in.

I took Kris in my mouth. Short. Thick. My lips stretched around her.

Then I felt drool land on my hole. Warm. Wet. Jen’s spit running down my crack.

“Just trust me, okay?” she whispered, hand on my hip.

This was it. In my head that was the line. I was about to become gay. About to become a bottom. A straight lad from Chelmsford with a goth girl’s cock at one end and another lined up at the other.

I didn’t pull away. I sucked Kris and pushed my arse back a little, giving Jen the yes I couldn’t say out loud. The coach hummed. Amber filmed. I waited for the press of her, heart going mad, drool cooling on my skin.

Jen’s cock pressed against my hole. Just a warning. Then some signal I didn’t see passed to Kris.

The bigger girl grabbed my head and locked me to her crotch. No air to shout. Nose in her skin. Mouth full.

Jen pushed in.

The stretch was hot. Painful. A searing sting like nothing I’d felt. Bigger than fingers. Real. I held it. Determined not to scream. Sucked Kris as hard as I could instead, like that might cancel the burn.

Jen held still. Buried. Waiting.

The pain thinned out. Left a dull throb and a thick sense of fullness. Kris eased her grip. I could breathe again, sloppy around her.

Jen leaned close.

“Are you ready?” she whispered.

I nodded, wrecked. “Yeah,” I gasped. “Yeah. Fuck me.”

It wasn’t that I suddenly decided I wanted to be fucked. It just felt inevitable.

Jen was every bit the girl of my dreams, minus one thing. The more time I spent with her, the more that one thing stopped mattering. As she pushed deeper I made a choice. Take her as she was. Enjoy what she was doing to me.

I’d been pegged once. I’d loved it. Missed it after. I’d even thought about getting that dildo out and doing it myself. Sitting there with Jen sinking into me, I knew plastic had never felt like this. Never could.

She was warm inside me. Hard and soft at the same time. Thick. Alive. Each inch claimed a bit more of me and I let it. It just felt right. The old voice in my head could shout all it wanted. I pushed back onto her and sucked Kris, accepting the girl behind me and the new feeling she was opening up.

The moment her skin met my arse and the head of her cock stretched that last bit of me, I knew I wouldn’t be able to say no to this again. No going back.

I wondered if she wanted a boyfriend. I’d be lucky to have her. Stupid thought to have with my trousers down on a coach, but it was there.

“You’ve turned me,” I gasped. “I don’t care anymore. I want you, Jen. I just want you.”

“You’ve got me, sweetie. You’ve got all of us. We come as a throuple.”

“Oh dear God.” She started pulling back and thrusting. Real strokes now. “Oh God. It’s so perfect. It’s so perfect.”

I went back to Kris’s cock with my head spinning. This was better than when I’d fucked Jen. I didn’t want it to end. Not ever. If that made me gay, then I was gay, because nothing had ever felt like this. Warm. Deep. Her hips slapping mine in the dark while Amber filmed and I moaned around a short fat cock and meant every filthy word of it.

Amber filmed the lot of it, grinning, her cock already hard again.

Kris came in my mouth. I swallowed. Then Jen hissed that she was too cramped and told me to let her by.

“Okay. Now turn around so your bum faces me.”

She was standing in the aisle. I shuffled, presented. She knelt on the seat and pushed back into me in one thick slide.

I moaned. Couldn’t help it. Full again. Deeper at this angle.

The girls moved around us. Phones up. Different sides. Jen inside me, hips starting to snap.

She leaned close. “I’m going to say a few things for the video. Don’t worry. Play along.”

Then, louder, for the camera:

“Didn’t take long to turn you from straight transphobe to slut for our cocks. I knew we could make you gay, you pathetic worm.”

“Yeah, bitch,” Kris said, leaning over the seat and spitting on my back.

The acting was bad enough to almost make me laugh. I didn’t. I was too far gone on the feel of her. That huge fat cock pummelling my hole, turning me stupid.

“Oh. Please don’t stop. I need your cock.” Not for the camera. Just true.

“Yeah you do, fag. Made you a fag for cock. Gonna turn you into our little sissy bitch too.”

“God. Anything. Anything. Just don’t stop. Don’t ever stop.”

She fucked me harder for that. Amber circled for a better shot. Spit cooling on my back. I braced on the seat and took it, moaning like the content they wanted and meaning every word.

The rhythm built. Hard. Deep. Constant.

Jen was panting now. Every so often she flicked a look down the mostly empty coach, checking nobody had turned round. Then she drove in harder. Several brutal strokes. And I felt it.

Hot cum flooding me. The second most glorious thing I’d felt all day. A wet, pulsing reward. I clenched around her without meaning to, trying to keep it.

“Stay there,” she whispered. “Amber. You’re up.”

Toy for the video. That was me.

Amber moved in behind. Hands on my hips. She pushed in one go, thinner than Jen, still enough to make me moan. Glad to be filled again. Used again.

Hours ago I’d been a shy programmer hoping they sat near me. Now I was bent over a coach seat with one girl’s cum in me and another already fucking it deeper. Too much change for one journey. It felt too good to pretend I wanted it to stop. I pushed back onto Amber and let her have me.

Amber was more hyper than Jen. Giggly. Her hips went like she couldn’t stay still.

She fucked me hard and fast. No long strokes. Just snap after snap. I dropped my head onto my forearm and took it. Her hand pinned my lower back. The wet sound of her slamming into me filled the little dark space at the back of the coach.

I was already sloppy from Jen. Amber used that. Faster. Higher. Laughing under her breath when I moaned.

Then a tight gasp. She folded over my back, tits against me, and came.

Hot cum again. Flooding into what Jen had already left. I felt it. Twitched around her. She kept twitching too, little extra thrusts like she wanted to make sure it stayed in.

I stayed bent over the seat, wrecked, full, waiting to find out if Kris was next.

Amber slapped my arse and pulled out.

Kris took her place. Short, yes. Very wide. The sting came back when she shoved in. I hissed into my arm.

She didn’t wait for me to adjust. Just started thrusting. Those massive tits bouncing with every slap of her hips.

She lasted longer. Meaner with her hands. Gripped my hips hard enough to bruise. Pinched my bum. Reached around and found my nipples, twisting them through my shirt while she rode my arse.

I rocked forward with each thrust. Full. Stretched. Making stupid noises I couldn’t swallow. Amber filmed. Jen watched from the next seat, still half dressed, smiling like she’d known this was how the night would go.

Kris fucked me like she had something to prove. Wide cock dragging me open, tits swinging, fingers cruel on my chest. I pushed back anyway and let her use me until my thighs shook.

“Little sissy bitch. Gonna come home with us and serve us like the good little whore you are.”

She said it soft. Right against my ear. No way that was for the camera. The phones were further back. This was just for me.

It went through me hotter than the stretch. Home with them. Theirs. Not a one-off on a coach. I clenched around her wide cock and moaned into my arm.

She pinched my nipple again and fucked me deeper for that, breath on my neck, those huge tits mashed to my back.

Kris came with a grunt and flooded me again. Then she slapped my arse, giggled, and pulled out with a sigh.

I thought that was it. Three girls. Done.

It wasn’t. Jen was hard again. Waiting.

No slow second chance. She lined up and thrust straight back in, picking up where she’d left off. I cried out into my arm. Still sloppy. Still open. Her cock felt huge after Kris’s width.

“We’ve got a long way to Belgrade,” she said, close, hips already snapping. “And we’re all super horny. So you’re gonna get used a lot. Like the little slut you are for us now.”

I nodded into the seat. Couldn’t form a clever answer. She fucked me deep and steady, hands on my waist, the coach dark and nearly empty, Belgrade hours away. Amber and Kris recovered on either side with their phones. I stayed bent over and took her, full of all three of them, already knowing this was only the start of the night.

Again I wondered if that line was for the cameras.

I looked around.

Amber was watching. Kris too. Nobody was recording now. Phones down. Just eyes on me. On Jen’s hips. On the way I stayed bent over and took it.

So maybe it wasn’t content.

Maybe it had been a ploy the whole time. Get the shy British lad drunk on Mythos, film a bit, then turn him into their fuckbuddy for the trip. Had they planned it at the station? When they saw me staring at the latex and the lace? Was I a target from the start?

The thought should have made me angry. It didn’t. It made my cock drip onto the seat. Jen kept thrusting, warm and deep, and I let the question sit there unanswered. Planned or not, I was already theirs until Belgrade. Maybe longer. I pushed back onto her and stopped caring how it had started.

Right then her cock just felt too good to care.

I took it. Let them talk over me. Good little sissy servant. Coming home with them. Fetching drinks. On his knees when they wanted. The words washed over me with every thrust.

They each had another turn. Amber fast and giggly. Kris wide and mean with her hands. Jen last, slower, kissing my shoulder between strokes like she almost felt bad for wrecking me.

Then she called it.

“That’s enough. It’s his first time. He needs a break.”

Nobody argued.

I straightened up on shaking legs and pulled my jeans up. Had to clench hard. There was so much cum in me it wanted to run down my thigh. I clenched anyway, face hot, and dropped back into the seat. Shirt stained. Neck bitten. Hole throbbing.

Jen handed me another beer like nothing had happened. The coach rolled on toward the border with Serbia. I sat there full of them, listening to their voices, and tried to remember how to look like a normal passenger.

“So?” Jen asked, and kissed me. Soft this time. “How was your first time?”

“Amazing.” I sighed it out. “Simply amazing. I genuinely don’t know what I was afraid of. I just got fucked by three hot women. I’m literally the luckiest guy in the world.”

She chuckled and pulled me in. Kissed me again. Then just held me. My face in her hair. Her arm across my stained shirt.

“Can I be honest with you about something?” Soft. Close.

“Sure.”

“I recently broke up with my boyfriend. That’s why we were travelling. He went back to Canada. He was the guy we did everything with. Then he just abandoned us. I’d been with him for years. Since before I began my transition. I was heartbroken.” She paused. “Anyway. When I saw you looking at us at the bus station in Thessaloniki…”

I chuckled. “Ouch. Saw that, did you?”

“I mean…” She grinned. “You were pretty obvious. Well. I agreed with the girls that I’d get the seat next to you if one of us had it. There’s something about you that feels like a pull. I’m kinky. I get it. And this is new for you. But let’s enjoy the bus trip. And if you want to after, I’d like to be your friend. Maybe more?”

Maybe more.

Yes. I wanted that too. I also needed to quiet the voices still calling me straight. Telling me this wouldn’t work long term. Kids. Parents. The boring life I’d described a few hours ago like it was a shield.

“I want to enjoy this bus journey. And yes. I want to be your friend.” I left the maybe more alone. Didn’t want to lead her. “But in the interest of friendship. Why did Kris say I was going to come home with you to become your sissy bitch?”

Jen burst out laughing. Proper laugh. Loud enough that someone up front might have heard.

“She’s into that shit. I don’t care. I just want to fall in love.”

“So you don’t want to turn me into a sissy?”

“I wouldn’t say I don’t want to.” She shrugged. “I’m not planning to. And I don’t care if you are or not.”

“Okay. Good. Because I don’t think I can be.”

“Then don’t worry about it.”

She squeezed my hand. I sat there full of her, of all of them, staring at the dark window, feeling the glow of my feelings for her.

After more beers we made out for a bit. Slow. Lazy. Then she shared an AirPod so we could watch a film on her phone.

The film didn’t matter. Cuddling did. Holding her. Being allowed to. Her head on my chest, my arm around her, the coach dark and quiet enough that it almost felt like we were alone.

“I’m glad I met you,” she whispered.

“Me too.”

When the film got boring we talked about growing up.

I told her about the UK. How I hated it there. School. The bullying. Being the outcast. No backup from my parents when it got bad. She listened like she already knew the shape of it.

She told me she’d tried to date girls. Couldn’t stop thinking about boys. Realised she was gay. Cross-dressed at home until her dad found out and screamed the house down.

“Mom was always supportive,” she said. “So she sneaked clothes for me. Helped me out.”

Then weirdest dating stories.

I told her about a one-night stand where the girl came so much it freaked me out. “And this wasn’t like clear stuff. She had this bizarre white cum that poured out of her. I felt sorry for her. She said it was normal. It was too much. Like, I had to change the sheets. That much.”

“Ew.” She giggled. “I think for me it was a guy who just wanted to be fisted all the time. Like, daily. I don’t mind fisting. But daily. That was excessive. He had to take special supplements because he couldn’t shit right anymore.”

“Ah. Gross.”

It was bizarre. A few hours and it felt like years. Her body fitted against mine. Warm. Soft. Smooth where my hands wandered. The more I touched her the more I wanted her again. Not just the filthy coach stuff. Her.

Before I quite decided to, my hands were on her breasts. Then one slid down, found her cock, and I was rubbing her through the lace. Slow. Not rushing it. Just holding her while the unused film played on in one ear and Belgrade got closer.

Soon we were kissing again. Making out like the film wasn’t even on. Urgent. Hands greedy.

I could still feel the burn from earlier. Overused. Tender. The ache only reminded me how good it had been.

“I want you inside me,” I whispered.

“Really? Again?” She chuckled against my mouth.

“Just you this time. Just us.”

“Take your pants off. Climb on me.” She was already rubbing herself, getting hard in her fist.

I scrambled out of my jeans and boxers. She spat on her cock. Worked the spit down the shaft.

I put a knee either side of her, same as she’d done to me. Lined up. Lowered.

The pain of entry hit again. A tight, hot stretch. I sighed through it. Welcome this time. A reminder of what was coming.

I sank down until I was sat in her lap, full of her, forehead against hers. Sex with Jen was mind-boggling. Just sheer pleasure. No cameras. No Kris pinning my head. Just her hands on my hips and that thick warm cock opening me while I kissed her and started to move.

“I can’t come back from this,” I told her, riding that long shaft. Up. Down. Slow enough to feel every inch. “I need your cock. I love your cock so much.”

“Can we continue to see each other?” Hope in her voice. Quiet. “When we get back?”

“Yes. Please. I wanted to ask the same thing.”

We stared at each other. I started grinning as I rocked on her.

“You knew, didn’t you?”

“I knew. The moment you looked at me. I knew.”

Our mouths met. She mewled into the kiss and then I got what I’d been waiting for. Her cum flooded me. Hot. Deep. I sat down hard and took it all, shaking, holding her face.

She wasn’t done. She pushed me back onto the seat, climbed on, and rode my cock the same way I’d ridden hers. Tight. Determined. Watching my face. I came inside her with a broken sound I tried to keep in my throat.

“Now we can go to sleep knowing we’re both inside one another,” she whispered.

I pulled my jeans back on, clenching around what she’d left in me. Found one of those thin coach blankets and wrapped it around us both. Pillow against the window. Another against my chest. She tucked in under my arm like she’d always been there.

The coach hummed toward Belgrade. I fell asleep with her breath on my neck and the ache of her still in my body, already dreading the moment the lights would come on and this would have to look like two strangers sharing a seat.


Five

They woke us briefly for the border. Lights. Passports. A man in a uniform shining a torch down the aisle. Jen mumbled something and buried her face in my chest. I kept the blanket high. Then we were moving again and sleep took us both.

As we pulled into Belgrade the sun was creeping up, orange over the edge of the city. I blinked my eyes open. A crowd was already queuing to board. Bags. Coffee cups. Ordinary people about to fill the empty seats we’d had all night.

Jen was still on my chest. My arm locked around her. She looked softer in that light. Less latex-and-camera. Just a girl asleep on me.

“Looks like we’re not going to be alone anymore,” Kris said. Voice deep. Throaty with fatigue.

“Did you sleep?”

“Not well.” She sighed. “I know. I sound like a bloke. It’ll clear up once I have a hot drink.”

“Can you affect a feminine voice?” I asked.

She smiled. She knew what I was really asking.

“You mean can Jen? Yeah. But it takes work. It’s just easier to talk like this. I find it sexy in Jen and other trans girls when they keep their masculine voices. But yeah. It does cause issues.”

The question sat with me for two reasons. One, I felt guilty for asking it. Two, it was tied to the decision I was getting closer to. Dating Jen. Properly. Once we got back to Prague.

Kris knew. Of course she did.

“Listen. Don’t go into this testing the water, okay?” Her voice was still rough. Quiet enough the new passengers wouldn’t hear. “Jen’s a good girl. I don’t want to see her get her heart broken again. You seem like a nice guy. But Jen has this thing about flipping straight guys. Her last boyfriend started out straight. Fell in love with her as a crossdresser. Stayed through hormones and all that. But he always had eyes on other women. When we moved to Prague he came over and started sleeping around. Jen gave him an ultimatum. Her or the girls. He left.”

“Sounds like a twat.”

“He is a twat. But at the end of the day he never had eyes for anyone else. Not even us. Only other women. Because he was straight.”

“But Jen seduced him when she was still… male, right?”

“As a crossdresser, Adam. Jen looked the whole time.” Kris glanced at her sleeping on my chest. “Anyway. Look. Jen doesn’t want to be with a gay guy because she believes a gay guy will never truly find her attractive. But straight guys find her attractive until they discover she has a cock. You’re stuck on a bus with us and the whole situation is sexy. Don’t get off the bus and lead her on only to dump her later.”

I nodded. Slow. Then I sat with what she’d actually said.

What turned me on about Jen wasn’t just the look. Or the filthy charged thing we’d done in the dark. It was her confidence. The way she laughed when I said something stupid. The way she kept checking I was alright. A thousand small things. And honestly I was starting to realise her cock was one of them. Not a problem I was putting up with. Part of her. Part of why I hadn’t wanted the night to end.

“You’re wrong,” I said softly.

Kris raised an eyebrow. “Go on?”

“This situation is sexy because of all three of you. Right. But that isn’t why I’m turned on by Jen. If you’d sat next to me, no offence, I’m not sure I’d have had the same connection. Jen’s stories. Who she is. What I’ve learned about her in such a short time. Her personality. It makes me want her.” I frowned, hunting for the next bit. “I have this thing. When I meet someone I connect with, I feel… love. Almost immediately. It isn’t love at first sight. It’s love at first feeling. I just know that person is right for me.”

“But you’re not with anyone. If that person is right…”

“Because that right person has never been with me.” I kept my voice down. New people were still finding seats. “I didn’t get the feeling from Jana. I hoped I would. It never came. The girls I did get it from already had someone. A couple of times they felt it back. They couldn’t leave their partners. I didn’t want them to. I haven’t had that feeling in a while. I have it now. With Jen. And that she has a dick. Well. It doesn’t really matter, does it? It’ll change my life. Change my plans. But a whole host of things could change my life. Why not one really positive one?”

Kris smiled. Sweet, for her. She reached through the gap and stroked my face.

“It sounds like you’ve made a decision.”

I had. Saying it out loud to Kris had dragged it into the light. We’d still need to know each other. See if we actually fitted when the coach stopped being a little dark world of its own. But her not being born female wasn’t a deal-breaker anymore.

“I have.” I smiled.

“Just remember one thing.” Kris’s voice dropped. “We’re all dominatrices. Jen especially. A hardcore one. Her Instagram is tame. Take a look at her Twitter account, yeah? Make sure you’re cool with who we are before you really commit.”

“I’m submissive,” I admitted.

“Yeah, Adam. There’s submissive. And then there’s submissive.”

A young woman arrived for the seat opposite. Amber had to move back next to Kris. That was it. The little private den at the back of the coach was gone. Our filthy adventure had come to an end, annoyingly. At least for now.

The coach pulled out of Belgrade. Jen slept on against my chest. I stared at the window and turned Kris’s warning over. Twitter. Hardcore. Not just a girl who liked to take charge on a night bus. I held Jen a bit tighter and wondered what I was walking into. And whether I already knew I was going to walk into it anyway.

I pulled out my phone, opened X and typed Jen’s profile name. Found it at once.

The header was a bit of a slap. Not unheard of for online dommes. Still a slap when it was the girl asleep on my chest.

TS-Goth Dominatrix. Findomme. Homewrecker. Ruiner. Wifehater. Blackmail. I will turn you into cages, sissy fucktoys for men, and you won’t even know it’s happening.

I scrolled.

Jen in latex. Cock out, swinging. A clip of her whipping some bloke. Another of her fucking one. One with all three girls dressing a man in lingerie, slapping him, shoving a bottle of poppers under his nose, using his mouth and his arse. Then a caption selling the full video.

It was sexy. Good porn. Arranged, though. Lit. Performed. Not the same as her whispering in my ear on a coach.

None of it shocked me. I’d looked at worse. Difference was, I usually looked at cis women when I did. This got me thinking.

In my darker moments I’d considered writing to a findomme. Paying her. I’d bottled it. Too much of a coward. And I’d known it wasn’t real. It was a job. Now I was about to date one. Did that mean I got that life for free? Did I even want it?

Sissification. I knew the word. It had never been what I searched for. What I liked was simpler. A collar. A leash. A woman in latex walking me. Not being turned into a toy for other men.

I was watching a video of Jen fucking a sissy. Amber in the guy’s mouth. Kris hanging weights from his nipples. That was when I realised Jen was awake and watching it with me.

“Shit. I’m sorry.”

She frowned a little. Sleep still in her face. “Are you trying to decide if you can be with a girl like me?” There was sadness under it.

I laughed. Actually laughed. “No. Nothing like that. I already made that decision back in Belgrade. When I was talking to Kris.”

“We were in Belgrade?” Gravelly. Deep. She sat up and saw the coach. Full now. Bags in the aisle. A woman across from us with headphones on. “Shit. It filled up.”

“Yeah.” I kept my voice down. “Listen. I’ve been thinking a lot about what makes me happy. I know we’ve only known each other a few hours. But I think fate put us together. I was telling Kris. I have this thing where when I talk to someone and learn the basics of their personality, I find myself… erm. Falling in love with that person. I know it’s stupid. I know it’s fast and dangerous. And people…”

“I love you too.” She said it smiling. “I feel the same thing. I spent all summer wondering if I’d find the right person to connect with. The moment we first exchanged words I was certain about what I thought I saw outside. There’s nothing wrong with what you’re feeling. We can build on it.” Then she sighed. “But can you get over…”

I smiled. “Your lovestick?”

She burst out laughing. Real. From the chest. The kind that made me want to grab her and not let go.

“Yes. My lovestick.”

“I think you’ve turned me into a bottom bitch,” I whispered. “But I think you know that by now.”

“I’d hoped,” she whispered back. “I love you, Adam. I feel it. It’s not too soon. Damn the rules. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

She leaned in, mouth at my ear. “Shame we can’t fuck now.”

“Hmm…”

The coach rattled toward Budapest. Strangers all around us. Her hand found mine under the blanket anyway. I locked the phone on that filthy video and held the girl in the thumbnail, and for a minute the header on her profile felt a long way from this seat.

After a bit more making out she asked about the videos.

“Kris told me to look at them. To make sure I could handle every part of you. Don’t be upset with her. She’s just looking out for you. But I’ll be honest…” I took a breath. For a second she looked nervous. Like I was about to say it was too much. That I wanted her to stop. “I look at online findommes sometimes. I’ve considered writing to one. I couldn’t get over the distance. The lack of a real connection.”

Her face lit up. “So… you’d want me to dominate you?”

“Not all the time. I’m thinking… you in charge?”

“I like the way you think, Adam. What limits?”

I shrugged. “I don’t want ruin, obviously.”

“Yeah. Got that. And?”

“Sissification doesn’t do anything for me.”

“Have you ever tried on panties?”

“No.”

She nodded. “Okay. Look. You’re stressing about things that don’t matter. Let’s just experiment. Discover what we like and don’t like. Heck. We just met. We’re on a coach. When we get to Prague we can date. We can learn. Deal?”

“Deal.” I smiled. Then the hard bit. “But… I will eventually want to introduce you to my parents.”

Jen coughed a couple of times. Hard. Then once, soft, and looked back at me.

“Hello, Adam’s parents. It’s so lovely to meet you.”

The voice was soft. Breathy. Sexy. Properly female. It made me wonder why she didn’t always talk like that. Then, immediately, I hoped she’d switch back. Kris had been right. There was something sexier about the deeper one. Maybe because it gave me away. Because anyone hearing it would know what I was with.

“Huh.”

“What?” Normal voice again.

“I think I prefer this voice. Your normal voice. It’s…”

She pulled me into a hug and kissed my cheek.

“Don’t read too much into it. That’s your submissive side wanting to be outed. Wanting people to know.”

“I don’t want you to think I’m fetishising you.”

Another laugh. “Oh, I’d be pissed if you weren’t. Why do you think I’m dressed like this?”

“No. I mean…”

“I know what you mean, dingus. It’s fine. You love me for me. You find me sexy for the fetish. That’s a good thing. Trust me.”

The trip lost the filthy edge it had in the dark. We made the best of it anyway. Laughing. Joking. Sharing snacks. Stretching our legs at the stops. Making out when the coach went quiet enough. And of course there was still content. Tamer stuff. Instagram stuff.

Amber filmed Kris sitting down next to her, making a point of planting that big arse first. Amber dropped her voice even lower.

“Er, miss. You can’t put that here.”

“Put what where?” Kris. Giggly. Confused.

“That big thing. Jesus, lady. We’re not gonna fit here.”

Kris grinned. “How ‘bout I make it up to you, mister?” She bent under the camera. Amber put on a panic.

“Erm. Wait. I’m married…”

Silly. Their fans would eat it.

In our row Jen did her hair and make-up. Black choker with nasty little spikes. I walked up for the bit.

“Is this seat free?”

She grinned like a villain and climbed over. “Yes. Join me. If you dare.”

“Er… ma’am… er… oh my God.” Her hands all over me for the camera.

Silly again. I was happy to help. All those years watching influencers and I’d never once pictured myself in the frame. That thought stuck.

“Do you think it makes sense to start my own account? Like, Mistress JenUwu’s Bitch or something?”

Jen laughed so hard the other two turned round. When she told them, they went too. I bristled for a second. Then she explained they weren’t laughing at me. They were laughing because I was so bloody sweet.

“Kyle didn’t want to be seen on the videos. He didn’t even really want to get involved. Hated that I did it.” The more I heard about Kyle the less I liked him. “So you. Let’s be honest. We hardly know you. You come along and you’re super nice. I don’t know. It’s like the universe is working in my favour for once. The girls are laughing because I said I wouldn’t ask my next boyfriend to take part so much. Not to get too involved. And here you are offering to start a fan account where you’re my bitch. So yeah. The answer is yes. As and when you’re ready. Please do that.”

I shrugged. I didn’t mind. Part of me wanted the world to know I had a mega-hot girlfriend.

“I can do it now.”

“Don’t be silly.” Eyeroll. “What about your parents?”

“They’re not on social media.”

“What about your sister?”

“She won’t care.”

“What about your friends?”

“I don’t have many. And if they care…”

Her hand went up. “I get it. You love me. But right now put yourself in their shoes. Your friend has this big announcement and you read about it online. It would suck, wouldn’t it?”

God. She was right. I’d have to tell people properly. In person. With her there.

“Are you sure you want to date a guy you just met on the bus?” I laughed.

“Does it matter where I met you?”

“Guess not.”

She took my face and kissed me.

“I love you.”

“I love you too.” I smiled against her mouth. “Some dominatrix you are.”

“How so?”

“Well. You’re nice.”

“Oh. Don’t worry. You’ll see my mean side. I promise. One day.”

We watched the Slovak countryside turn Czech. Fields. Forests. The light going gold. We didn’t have long left.

I was wrecked. Running on beer, sex and two broken nights. It didn’t matter. I already knew fatigue wouldn’t stop me wanting to see her again tonight. Not after this. Not after the way she’d slept on my chest and said damn the rules.

She looked at me. Properly. Trying to read whatever was on my face. Then her mouth curled and that goth dominatrix mask slipped. What was left was the opposite. Trust. Warmth. Need.

I squeezed her hand. Prague was coming. Real life. Flats and parents and Twitter headers and whatever her mean side actually looked like with the lights on.

I still wanted her in it.

“Tonight,” I said, quiet.

She nodded. Soft now. “Tonight.”


Six

It felt strange being back in my little Žižkov flat. Five streets below me lived three hot transsexual dominatrices. Not the living there that got me. The time. We’d all been in this city. That close. And never met. Jen and I had even been at the same Nitzer Ebb gig and not walked into each other. All those months of goth girls on Instagram while the real thing was down the hill buying milk.

I dumped my bag. Showered until the coach finally came off my skin. Clean. A dark mark on my neck I wasn’t going to hide.

I texted my parents that I was home. Then I messaged the lads.

Pavel wrote back first.

Beer?

Now?

We’re over in Riegrac.

Riegrovy Sady. The park. Beer. Street food. That little cultural sprawl on the hill. If Pavel was there, Katka would be with him. The rest of the usual lot too.

I stood looking at the message. Perhaps this was a good time to break the news. Or a terrible one. Either way I was going. I pulled on a clean shirt, saw the hickey in the mirror, and headed out into Prague like the last twenty hours hadn’t rearranged me.

Instead of texting Pavel back, I called Jen.

“Hey sexy,” she said when she picked up. “Miss me already?”

“Honestly. It hurts how much I miss you.”

“Awww.”

“Listen. My friend Pavel is in Riegrac. Which likely means everyone else is there. How would you and the girls like to join me?”

Silence for a second.

“You sure about this?”

“Yes. Never been surer of anything in my life.”

“Okay. Let me ask the girls. Hold on.”

I heard her moving through the flat. Doors. Voices. Each of them said yes. Then she was back.

“Okay, hon. But we need time to get dressed. Showered and stuff. How about we meet you there at eight?”

Eight. About two hours. Long enough for a beer and a bit of courage. Not long enough to talk myself out of it.

“Deal. See you there.”

“Send me a map pin for where you’ll be.”

“Will do. Love you.”

“Love you too,” she purred.

My heart went stupid. I was about to see her again. And I was about to tell my friends I was dating a hot transsexual girl. In a park. Over beer. Like it was the most normal thing in the world.

I sent Pavel a message.

On my way. Don’t start without me.

Half an hour later I was at the stand with a plastic cup of beer, cold in my hand, and walking over to the usual long table.

They were a good bunch. I’d met them on an online programming forum a few years back. LAN nights. Work moans. Cheap pints. Not one of them was single. I had been the last one. The spare chair. The bloke they still tried to set up with someone’s cousin.

Until recent events.

Pavel saw me first and raised his cup. Katka waved. The others shuffled up to make room. I sat down with coach-tired legs and a mark on my neck I hoped the evening light would be kind to.

“There he is,” Pavel said. “Jesus. I’ve never seen a guy walk through Greece for three months and come back still pale.”

“I’m half English. What do you expect?” I drank. Looked at the time. An hour and a half until Jen and the girls walked into this little circle and the last single member of the bunch stopped being a simple story.

Each of them wanted Greece. Three weeks of trekking. Ruins. Sun. Beach. I’d met up with some Greek mates so I hadn’t been alone, but the way this table talked you’d think I’d been wandering the Peloponnese with a broken heart and a rucksack.

“Meet anyone?” Vera asked.

I smiled. “Yes actually, Vera. She’s on the way here with her friends. She’s Canadian. Her name is Jen. And she’s goth.”

“Oh no. Not another one of your Insta-fantasies, is she?” Ondra. The table laughed.

“Actually she is. And then some. We met on the bus home. And honestly. We’re in love.”

“You can’t know if you’re in love after one bus journey, Adam.” Vera. That maternal tone she saved for me. Ondra’s wife. I got on with her. She was still a know-it-all. You couldn’t mention the weather without her psychoanalysing your childhood and handing you advice you hadn’t asked for. Yes. She was one of those.

“I know when I’m in love, Vera. I spent the last almost twenty-six hours with her. We learned more about each other in that time than we would on ten dates. She’s perfect in every way. Perfect for me.”

Katka raised her eyebrows over her beer. Pavel just watched me. I could feel the table shifting from tease to curiosity. They thought they were about to meet another pale goth girl from my phone. They had no idea what was walking up the hill at eight.

“Okay…” Vera shrugged. “Don’t come crying to me when things don’t work out.”

“I’ll be fine.”

The lads wanted details, of course. I told them they’d meet her soon. That only made it worse. Standard jokes. She’d come to her senses on the walk from the station. She’d see the park, see us, and keep walking.

“She’ll run when she tries that little dick of yours,” Pavel laughed.

“Actually, Pavel. We’ve already had sex.” I smirked.

“When?” He didn’t believe a word.

“On the coach. In fact she shared me with her friends.”

The table went up.

“You’re saying you had a foursome with three girls on a bus?” Ondra shook his head. “You sound like Jay from The Inbetweeners. Bet you she doesn’t show.”

“She’ll show.”

“Sure, mate. And I’m the Pope.” Pavel lifted his beer. “Three goth girls. On a coach. From Greece. Next you’ll tell us they make OnlyFans.”

I drank so I wouldn’t say yes. Katka was laughing into her cup. Vera had that look. The one that said she was already drafting a speech about impulse and attachment issues.

It was perfect timing. The table was still laughing when all three of them turned the corner into the beer garden.

Jen had changed. Tight black latex skirt. Lacy satin tie-up boho crop. Firm abs. Navel piercing catching the last of the light. Kris in tight black jeans and a white crop tee. Amber in a little black lace corset dress and fishnets.

Jen smiled the second she saw me. That cute one. Like a few hours apart had been too long.

“Hi baby,” she said, soft feminine voice, and wrapped herself around me. Excited. Warm. We kissed quick. Then I kissed Kris and Amber on the cheek.

“Everyone. This is Kris. Amber. And as mentioned. This is Jen.” I was beaming. Couldn’t help it.

I looked at the table.

The lads had their mouths open. Proper jealous. The girls were already hunting for something to judge. Vera caught Ondra staring at the tits and put an elbow in his ribs.

Pavel found his voice last. “Alright,” he said. “Fair play.”

Jen took the space beside me like she’d always had it. Latex on the bench. Hand on my thigh under the table. My friends were still rearranging their faces. I sat there with a beer and a girlfriend who had just walked out of their joke and into the park.

I introduced Jen round the table. She kept the feminine voice going. Soft. Pretty. It worked. Too well. I didn’t want them thinking I was dating a cis girl. I wanted the truth out.

“Honey,” I said, close to her ear. “I think you can drop the voice.”

She breathed out. “Oh, thank God. I hate having to do that.”

Loud enough. The table gasped as one.

“Wait.” Vera’s smile was already growing. “You’re trans?”

“Yep.” Jen smiled.

“You all are?”

Kris and Amber nodded.

“Yes. We are,” Kris said.

Vera looked at me. “And you’re… top or bottom?”

Jen answered for me. “Both. But he makes such a cute bottom.” She giggled and pulled me in. “Don’t you, sweetie?”

I blushed. Not shame. Just my sex life landing on a picnic table in Riegrovy Sady. Still. It was out. All of it. My friends had the truth.

Then the questions. How we met. How long. Whether my family knew. Ground we’d already covered on the coach, now with Pavel leaning in and Ondra trying not to stare and Katka asking Amber about her dress. I sat back and watched them talk. Modern. Open. They didn’t care what I was or who I dated. They wanted me happy. That was the whole of it.

We left around ten.

I walked down toward Žižkov with Jen’s hand in mine. Their street. Not mine.

“You’re coming home with us,” she said.

It wasn’t a question.

The second we were through the door they were on me. Three mouths. Hands yanking at my shirt, my belt, my jeans. This was not going to be a quiet night for Jen and me. She’d made that clear. I date her, I date the other two.

Before I could think I was on my knees. Three hard cocks in front of my face. I moved between them. Mouth on one. Hands on the others. Always sucking. Always stroking. They ran their fingers through my hair and kissed each other over my head, then looked down at me like I was the prize.

“What a good little cocksucker you are,” Jen grinned.

“Our little sissy bitch,” Kris said.

“Who’ll serve us like the perfect little sex slave,” Amber agreed.

Jen pulled away and vanished. Came back with a leather collar. Slipped it round my neck. Clipped a chain to it. Bent down like a master talking to a dog.

“Are you ready to serve us?” Soft.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Crawl.”

I crawled on my hands and knees into a big bedroom. Dated furniture. The kind that comes with a rented flat. I found that out later.

She led me onto the bed. I watched them undress. Slow. Eyes on me. Seductive. Finally I was going to see them properly naked.

They were stunning. Feminine. Soft hips. Tits. Tight stomachs. And those cocks hanging heavy between their legs, which only made them better. I moved toward them hungry. They stepped back and smiled.

“Beg,” Jen said. “Beg for our cocks.”

“Please, Mistresses. I need your cocks. I need them in my mouth. In my arse.” True the second I heard myself say it.

“Tell us what you are now. Tell us what we’ve made you.”

“I’m your gay cocksucker. I’m your slut. Your slave. Yours to use however you want.”

“I think we’ve made you suffer enough.” Jen stepped in and stroked my hair, then pushed that heavy cock into my mouth. The others climbed on the bed. Hands on my body. Fingers at my hole. Lube. Then more fingers. “You’re such a perfect slut. But it was so easy to flip you. All you needed was to feel my cock inside you and you knew what you were. Sex with cis women won’t ever be the same.”

“Mistress,” I said, stroking her while I spoke. “I won’t ever have sex with cis women again.”

She frowned. “Oh?”

“Why would I? I have you. I won’t want any cis women. I just want you.” I looked at Amber and Kris. “And you two, of course.”

“Of course,” they giggled.

Jen went serious. “If you wanted to sleep with another woman, I’d let you.”

“Mistress. Jen.” I smiled at her. “I’m not Kyle. I don’t need anything else in my life. I love you.”

Something landed. She turned to the girls.

“Would you mind if Adam and I just had the night to ourselves?”

Amber nodded. “I was going to suggest that. Come on, Kris.”

“Aw. I wanted to fist his tight little ass,” Kris said.

“Tomorrow, Kris,” Amber laughed, pulling her. “You can fist mine tonight.”

“That’s not the same. Yours is already as loose as an old woman’s pussy.”

“Hey!”

The door shut. I laughed at them. Jen’s mouth stopped that. She kissed me, then took the collar off.

“Why?”

“I’m not your Mistress tonight. I’m your lover. I’m your girlfriend. I just want us to make love until we fall asleep.”

“That sounds good to me.” I pushed her gently onto the bed and took her cock in my mouth. “But I want to go first. I need your cock in me.”

She tutted, smiling. “Oh. Okay then.”

I climbed into her lap in that rented bedroom five streets from my own flat, and let the girl from the coach take me slow, no cameras, no audience, just us and the city outside and the rest of our lives starting in the dark.


Seven

In the three weeks since I’d been home, life had been a blur of sex, partying, content, and more sex. So much of it I stopped being sure where the days ended.

It wasn’t just Jen and me. Amber and Kris were in the bed more often than not. They took turns using me. A lot of the time there was a camera. At first Jen pixelated my face. After a while I stopped caring. I told them to take it off. Then I set up a new Instagram and called it Mistress Jen’s Slave.

Then came the video Kris had been begging for. The one I’d been putting off. The one Jen had let me refuse.

Kris whined until I cracked. I said yes. All three of them lit up like I’d offered them Christmas.

Jen took me to the bathroom. Washed me. Ran clippers over my body hair. Dried me. Took me to bed. Waxed me from neck to toe. Hot. Sharp. My skin coming up pink and bare.

When they were done, Kris showed me her collection.

Back in Germany she’d worked as a professional dominatrix. She’d bought sissy kit. Most of it in my size. Then she’d dropped that side of the work and gone online. The clothes had sat unwrapped in a drawer.

Now they were for me.

I stood there hairless, staring at lace and satin and things I’d told Jen didn’t do anything for me. Kris held up a hanger and smiled.

“Try not to look so scared,” she said. “You’re going to look pretty.”

I lay on the bed while Kris slid the pink satin briefs up my legs. Lace ruffles at the waist. Lace at the legs. All three of them tugged the hem and patted the crotch.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

It felt good. Smooth. Cool. Comfortable in a way that made me angry with myself. Sexy.

Jen looked into my eyes and smiled. She knew. Of course she knew. She reached for the bralette. I sat up for her. Ready. When she pulled it over my head and down my chest I moaned. The squeeze of it. The way it sat on me.

“You’re trans, just like us,” Jen whispered.

“Do you want a…” I began, fear that she may not want a transgender girlfriend.

She interrupted me with a smile. “I want you, stupid. Trans or not. I’ll love you just the same.”

“Why aren’t you together with Kris and Amber?”

She glanced at them. “They don’t want a relationship. Do you think I haven’t tried?” She laughed. “I love trannies. But I think I’d prefer one who’s more of a bottom.”

They kept going. White silky stockings clipped to a pink satin and lace suspender corset. Then the dress. Short. Pink satin. White lace trim. Petticoat. Ruffles.

I wanted to hate it. I wanted to say take it off, this isn’t me. My cock was swollen in the briefs. Heart going. Breath deep.

Their hands rubbed me through the satin, watching my face. Then Jen picked up her phone and went live on Instagram.

“Well, slut. How does it feel to know your true purpose in life?”

There was no script. She wanted honesty.

“I feel like I’m wearing a dream. It’s so soft. So smooth. I love it, Mistress. Thank you for making me your sissy.”

“My sissy girlfriend.” Jen turned the phone a little. “Fans. This is my boyfriend, Adam. First time we’re trying him as a sissy. What do you think? Resounding success? I think we’re going to see more of our little sissy.”

Amber sat on the edge of the bed with a makeup bag. Light foundation. Darker lips than I would have picked. A bit of liner. Then the wig. Blonde. Curly. It changed my whole face in the front camera.

I looked at myself and didn’t look away.

“Can you take some pictures for my Instagram?” I asked Kris, and handed her my phone.

She grinned like she’d won. “Say please.”

“Please.”

Jen kept the live going while Kris snapped me on the bed, on my knees, standing at the mirror. Satin. Ruffles. Collar still on from earlier in my head even though it wasn’t. Comments stacking up that I couldn’t read from here.

I posed because they told me to. And because part of me wanted the pictures. That was the bit I was going to have to live with when the live ended.

After the pictures went up on my secret Instagram, the girls stripped to lingerie and switched on the proper cameras.

Black leatherette. Latex. Whips. For the lens I was exactly what I was dressed as.

Jen clipped the leash back on and walked me. I crawled. They slapped me. Spanked me. The whip kissed my thighs and the backs of my legs. Then I sucked. One after another. Wet. Messy. Spit on the pink satin.

“Fucking little fag sissy,” Jen snarled. “Once a big straight man. Now look at you. Sucking cock like the whore you are.”

This video was Kris’s dream, so she got me first.

I went on my back. Knickers dragged down. Jen fed her cock into my throat from the side. Kris spat on her wide shaft, lined up, and shoved in.

I moaned around Jen. Took both. Sweat already on me from the wig and the lights. Kris’s hips slammed. Short and fat, stretching me open while Jen used my mouth and Amber filmed the close-ups.

I was a cock-hungry sissy slut and I knew it. The thought made me clench around Kris. She laughed and fucked me harder.

Amber climbed on the bed and slapped her cock against my cheek. “Open. Don’t be greedy.”

I opened. Jen pulled out just long enough for Amber to shove in. Then they traded my throat while Kris pounded my arse, latex squeaking, the dress rucked up around my waist. My own cock leaked into the pink briefs still half on one thigh.

Kris came first. A tight grunt. Hot cum flooding me. She kept thrusting through it, slapping my hip, calling me her German whore. When she pulled out it ran down onto the sheets.

Jen took her place without a word. Longer. Deeper. She folded me and drove in to the hilt, one hand on my throat, the other yanking the blonde curls.

“Say it.”

“I’m your sissy. I’m your faggot. Please cum in me, Mistress.”

She did. Hard. Filling me on top of Kris. Sweat dripping off her tits onto the satin. She stayed buried and kissed me filthy, then pulled out and shoved back into my mouth so I could taste what she’d left in me.

Amber last. Fast. Giggly. Mean with it. She fucked me until I was shaking, then pulled out and came over the dress, the stockings, my stomach. White stripes on pink. She rubbed it in with her cock and laughed for the camera.

They didn’t stop there.

Round two was slower and worse. Jen sat on my face. Kris in my arse again. Amber wanking onto my chest. The room stank of sex and poppers Amber cracked under my nose. I came in the ruined briefs without anyone touching me, twitching on three of them, moaning into Jen’s hole while the cameras kept rolling.

The next hour they took turns on my arse like a production line.

Jen first again. Long strokes. Holding my cheeks open for the camera. When she came she stayed in me, pulsing, then pulled out slow so Amber could get the shot.

“Show them.”

I pushed. Their cum slid out of my used hole, thick, catching the light. Amber zoomed in. Held it. A comment-bait close-up for OnlyFans.

Kris next. Wide. Mean. She slapped my hole between thrusts and made me say thank you every time she bottomed out. Came with a growl and a slap. Another pull-out. Another zoom. I pushed again. More of it. Mine mixed with theirs by then, dripping down toward the pink stockings.

Amber last in that rotation. Fast. Laughing. She came and immediately tipped my hips up so nothing ran the wrong way.

“Again. Push. Good girl.”

I did. The camera ate it.

Then they started over.

By the fourth or fifth load I wasn’t counting. Sweat in the wig. Makeup wrecked. Hole sloppy and open. Each time one of them finished, the lens came in close and I performed the same little trick. Clench. Push. Show the deposit. Jen narrated like it was a cooking show.

“That’s Kris. That’s me. That’s Amber again. Our sissy keeps it warm for us.”

I lay there and took the next cock and the next close-up, pushing their cum out for strangers on the internet, and the worst part was how hard I still was while I did it.

When they finally let me lie there I was wet through. Cum in me. Cum on me. Wig crooked. Makeup smeared. Leash still on.

Jen stroked my cheek, almost tender, and looked at the lens.

“That’s our boyfriend,” she said. “Good girl.”

There was no blur on my face. No hiding. People online already knew me as Adam the boyfriend. Now they knew me as Adam the sissy. My friends would know too. They’d followed Jen since the park. A few of them had even found the secret account and thought they were being discreet about it.

That thought should have terrified me. Instead it stripped something off. The only people left in the dark were my parents and my sister, and they didn’t live here. I could dress how I wanted. Be what I wanted. The smile came before I could stop it.

“What are you smiling about, sissy?” Jen asked, smiling back, still inside me.

“I’m your sissy. I want to be your sissy. For real. No going back.”

“Oh baby.” She folded over me and shoved deeper. “Yes, baby. Yes.” She kissed my face all over. Cheeks. Mouth. The smeared makeup.

Her cock pulsed. Then she started fucking me properly again. New energy. Like I’d given her a present. Harder. Needier. The cameras still rolling, the others watching, and Jen kissing me between thrusts like the porn and the love had finally landed in the same place.

I held onto her and took it, smiling into her neck, already knowing I meant it.

After she came they cut the cameras.

All three of them piled onto me. Arms. Legs. Tits against the ruined satin. They held me tight and told me I was amazing. Good girl. Perfect slut. Theirs.

I loved their hands on me through the dress. Tight bodice. Puffy skirt. Sweat and cum and cheap perfume. I never wanted to take it off.

Jen kissed my forehead. Kris rubbed my bare thigh above the stocking. Amber just clung, giggling into my neck.

I lay there in pink and lace, hole aching, face a mess, and let them hold me like the shoot was over and the rest of it wasn’t. Like this was just us now. Three girls and their sissy in a Žižkov bedroom, the city going on outside, and the dress staying on for as long as I could get away with it.

From that day on, knickers and bras were just underwear. Stockings too. Corsets when I could get away with them under a shirt.

Makeup started coming out of the flat. Not a full face. Eyeliner. A bit of gloss. Enough that Pavel noticed and didn’t know what to say, so he bought me a pint instead. My nails grew. Bright colours. My hands looked like someone else’s and I stopped hiding them in my pockets.

The mannerisms crept in. The way I sat. The way I laughed. The shyness that had followed me from Chelmsford to Prague started cracking. Not because I was braver in some manly way. Because I felt worth something as their sissy. Wanted. Seen. The more I sat with that, the more I wanted.

On shopping trips with Jen I stopped looking at the men’s rails. I hunted for things that worked either way. Long skirts. Fishnet crop jumpers. Lace. Soft fabrics that felt like the dress I hadn’t wanted to take off.

Jen helped. She didn’t push. She just smiled when I held something up and said yes or not that one, baby, and paid when I hesitated at the till.

I was transforming. Not into a woman, exactly. Into the version of me that had been waiting under the programmer clothes the whole time. And for the first time in my life, the noise in my head went quiet enough to enjoy it.

Winter came in fast. By then I was a full-time crossdresser. I didn’t hide it. Dressed most days. Most of my male clothes were boxed in Jen’s storage room.

Why Jen’s? I moved in with her in late October. I was there every night anyway. Living apart had started to look stupid. I could work from the flat. Do the online course. Shoot content without packing a bag.

The apartment now ran four OnlyFans accounts. As the full-time sissy in the house I had a proper income of my own, thanks to them. My cock stayed caged for the cameras. Jen still let me out most days to fuck her. She was a versatile top. She preferred being in me. Sometimes she wanted one in her. Usually mine. Sometimes one of the girls.

Everything was perfect.

Then Gemma texted. My sister.

Booking Prague. Can I stay with you?

I’d told her I was dating. Told her I’d moved in with my girlfriend. I hadn’t told her the girlfriend was trans. I hadn’t told her I was a sissy now.

“So? You can hide it for a few days.” Jen shrugged. “Just wear your male clothes.”

“I don’t really want to though.”

“How do you think she’ll react?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. She used to be cool when she was younger. Now she’s engaged to Mike. The guy she’s been dating.”

“Wait. Is she bringing him too?”

“Yeah. I guess I should tell her to get a hotel.”

Jen shrugged. “We’ve got the room. Huge apartment. We can clear out the filming room. If they don’t mind sleeping on a bed that’s been soaked in cum.” She laughed.

I chuckled. “Let’s keep that to ourselves. Look. The problem is I don’t want you lot interrupting your lives for them.”

“Honey. We all have family. We understand,” Amber said.

“Yeah. Don’t worry, Addie. We’re here for you.” Kris, using my sissy name like it was the most normal thing in the world.

I still needed to be honest before she got on a plane. That evening I called her and braced for the worst.

“Adam! Hey. Thanks for calling back. So you okay, or should we find a hotel?”

I took a breath. “You’re both welcome here. Of course. The girls are looking forward to meeting you. But I think I should tell you the truth about some things. So you can make an informed decision.”

“Okay…” Slow.

“I need you not to tell Mum and Dad. Clear?”

“Ad. When have I ever?”

“I know. Just promise me.”

“I promise.”

“Right. So. My girlfriend, Jen. And her friends. They’re content creators.”

A pause. “Like. OnlyFans and stuff?”

“Yes.”

“Okay. Not my choice of work. Good for them though. I know some here too.” I could hear the shrug.

“Right. But. Well. Jen, Kris and Amber are… erm. They’re transgender. They’re dommes. And well. I’m crossdressing now.”

“Oh. I see.”

“So I can dress male. So as not to make it weird…”

“Oh God. No. Don’t change your life for us. Jeez, Ad. Do what makes you happy. There’s no judgement here. I guess… are you okay with us being there? If you’re uncomfortable we can stay in a hotel. We were just saving a bit for the wedding, but…”

I sighed. Relief this time. “No, Gemma. No. Stay with us. Is Mike going to be okay around a bunch of trannies?”

A giggle came down the line. “Oh. I think I’m going to keep this as a surprise. I’m looking forward to seeing his face.”

“You’re mean.” I laughed. “Seriously though. I’m looking forward to seeing you.”

“Me too. But what about Christmas?”

“What about it?”

“You promised you’d go home. Mum and Dad have made plans.”

That sigh wasn’t relief. It was the rest of my life turning up early. “I need to think about that.”

After I hung up I told the girls everything. They hugged me like I’d survived something. Which, in a way, I had.

Now we could get excited about Gemma. I loved her. Good big sister. Only a couple of years older, but we’d been best friends growing up. She’d just given me permission to be myself in my own flat.

Christmas sat on me like a stone.

The easy option was to pack the old male clothes, fly home alone, play the son they thought they still had. I hated the easy option. I wanted them to meet Jen. The girl I was in love with. The one I already wanted the rest of my life with.

I wasn’t ready to propose. Too soon. That was the only thing stopping me. That, and the fear she’d say no. Otherwise I didn’t want anyone else.

“I had planned to go back to Canada for Christmas,” Jen said. “Honestly. I was kind of hoping you’d come with me.”

“I already promised the UK.” I sighed. “And I want you with me.”

“Really? To meet your parents?” Surprised. Almost small.

“Yeah. I mean. I want them to meet the girl I want to spend the rest of my life with.”

Jen’s mouth dropped. Eyes wide. Amber gasped, hands over her mouth. Kris grinned like a maniac.

“Are you… serious? You want…”

I heard it the second it was out. “That wasn’t a proposal!” Too fast. Scared she’d bolt.

“No. I know. But. Would you? One day? Want to marry me?”

A tear went down my face before I could stop it. “God. I’d be so lucky. Yes. I don’t want anyone else. I want you.”

Then she was crying too. Big grin through it.

“Oh baby. Thank you. I never thought I’d ever be so lucky.”

She pulled me in. The other two piled on, laughing and sniffing, the flat full of it. Canada versus Chelmsford could wait five minutes.

A couple of weeks later I stood with Jen in Terminal 1 at Václav Havel Airport.

I was in strappy black heels and a red dress that ran long down my right leg and cut short on the left, just enough to flash the lace of my stockings when I walked. My hair was done, my eyebrows plucked, and the makeup was good enough that more than one man had to look twice before he clocked I was a man.

Jen made them drool properly. She was in a black lace mini-dress cinched with a thick leather corset that pulled her waist in so tight I could nearly get my hands around it, her huge chest swelling over the top like the dress was only just containing her.

Gemma came through the sliding doors with Mike behind her, dragging two heavy cases. She spotted me at once and didn’t wave. She just smiled, turned to him, and said, “Do you see him? I don’t see him anywhere.”

Mike frowned and scanned the hall. She winked at me where he couldn’t see. I tugged Jen’s hand and walked over.

Mike’s eyes went past us. Then to Jen. Then to me. Recognition landed late and ugly.

“Holy fuck.”

“Hi Mike.” I laughed and grabbed my sister. “Hey, sis.”

“Hey, sista,” Gemma sang, holding me tight. “You look amazing.”

“Guys. This is my girlfriend, Jen.”

Girlfriend, I think, let Mike file it as me in a dress and still straight. Then Jen hugged them both and said hello in that deep, easy voice of hers. His face did another little crash. Not cis.

He stood there with the suitcases and his mouth half open. Gemma looked delighted with herself.

Mike stayed speechless in the taxi, but it wasn’t prejudice. Just shock. That shock was about to get worse when he walked into our flat and met Kris and Amber.

They were waiting in the hall like they’d planned it. Kris in tight black. Amber in something lacy that didn’t leave much to guesswork. Gemma hugged them both without blinking. Mike stood there with a suitcase still in his hand.

“I’m gonna be dead honest,” he said at last. “You’re all fucking good looking.”

I thought he meant the girls. Then he looked at me.

“I mean Adam. You’re a dead ringer for your sister. Fuck. God. You’re stunning.”

Heat went straight to my face. For the first time that day I was glad Jen had locked me in the cage that morning. The compliment hit low and useless, a swell against the metal I couldn’t do anything with.

Jen’s hand found the small of my back, pleased. Gemma just laughed.

“Told you you’d like the surprise,” she said, and dumped her bag like she’d lived here for years.

For the next few days we kept the content behind closed bedroom doors. Lights off in the studio. Cameras packed away. I got the feeling Mike wanted to see some of it. He lingered near Jen’s laptop a little too long. Gemma shut that down every time, which was probably for the best. Her fiancé didn’t need a guided tour of what her brother did on all fours.

I never put the male clothes on. Not once. Skirts to the café. Heels to the castle. Makeup at breakfast while Mike tried not to stare into his coffee.

Midweek Gemma dragged me out on our own. No Jen. No Mike. Just us on Na Příkopě with her card and my opinions.

“Right,” she said, linking my arm. “Show me how this works. I need a dress for a thing in March and you’re clearly better at this than I am now.”

We tried things on. She threw lace at me. I threw it back. She made me twirl in a shop I would have walked past six months ago. At one till she called me Addie by accident, then didn’t correct it. I didn’t either.

“Does it feel like you?” she asked outside, bags bumping our legs.

“Yeah,” I said. “It does.”

When they flew home I stood in the terminal in a coat over a dress and watched her wave until she was gone. That was the next step. Not the cage. Not the OnlyFans. The week I hadn’t bothered being Adam for anyone, and the name Addison had started to fit without anyone having to push it on.

After Gemma left I sat Jen down and asked her straight.

“Do you think I should go on hormones?”

She wrapped her arms around me and just held on. “It would be wonderful to have a girlfriend. But this has to be your choice. I’ll love you just as much either way.”

“What about my cock? Won’t it…”

The look she gave me made the question feel stupid before I’d finished it.

“These days it’s nothing to worry about. I’ll help you manage it. You don’t have to lose your dick. Or your libido. Don’t worry.”

I agonised for days anyway. The more I sat with it the simpler it got. I wanted breasts. I wanted softer skin. I wanted the outside to catch up with the person who’d walked through the airport in a red dress.

A few days later I sat with a doctor and went through tests and goals. I told her what I wanted. Softer. Rounder. Without losing my penis. She talked about a low dose to move things along. For actual breasts, she said, I’d likely need surgery. So I started what she gave me and pushed the breast talk to next year.

That night Jen asked, “Are you going to do it?”

“I want big tits.” I laughed.

She smiled. “I’ll decide how big. But I want you to be a proper slut for me.”

“Yes, Mistress. With pleasure.”

I took the first pill in our kitchen with a glass of water and her watching me. Prague winter against the glass. Addison a little more real than she’d been in the morning. Not finished. Just started. And Jen’s hand on the back of my neck like she already knew the shape of what came next.


Eight

I don’t think I’d ever seen Jen nervous. Not properly. She was nervous on that easyJet flight to Stansted. I got it. Meeting anyone’s parents is grim. Meeting mine was worse. They were not the nicest people in the world.

The plan was simple on paper. Fly in. Gemma picks us up. Drive to Mum and Dad’s. Break it to them slowly. Boxing Day we’d fly Heathrow to Calgary, where I’d meet Jen’s lot. They were more accepting now.

I’d packed plenty of women’s clothes. They were staying in the case until Canada. For England I was Adam. In Canada I’d be Addison.

I was less nervous than I expected. One reason. I saw my parents twice a year if I was lucky. We texted more than we spoke. If I never spoke to them again it wouldn’t be any great loss. Once I sat with that, their approval stopped mattering. This was courtesy. Introducing them to the woman I loved because they were still my parents. Not because I needed them to clap.

We’d already warned Jen’s mum and dad we might fly early. The tickets were flexible on purpose.

Years ago, when Jen came out, her father hadn’t understood. Her mother had. Over time he’d actually done the work. Researched. Come round. Jonathon had gone into the past. Jennifer was his daughter now.

“It’s funny,” Jen said, somewhere over the Channel. “As a boy he wanted me tougher. Treated me like one of the lads. Now as a girl he’s protective. Treats me like a lady. I appreciate that.”

We touched down at Stansted and found Gemma at the kerb.

She looked me up and down in the jeans and the coat and pulled a face.

“You just don’t look right as a boy,” she said.

Gemma drove. The M11 looked as grim as it always had. She asked after Kris and Amber first, then dropped the thing that had caused a bit of friction at home.

“I caught Mike wanking off to one of your videos someone put on Pornhub.”

“Oh my God.” Jen’s hands flew up. “I’m so sorry.”

“Oh. No.” Gemma glanced at me in the mirror. “Not you. You.”

“Wait. What?” I laughed. “What video?”

“A clip of you in a pink romper. Getting fucked by someone. Wanking at the same time.”

“Oh Jesus. I’m so sorry.” I couldn’t stop laughing. “Are you guys okay?”

“Yeah. We’re fine.” She went quiet for a second, then chuckled. “I tied him up. Whipped him. Dressed him in my underwear and made him my sissy slave.”

Jen leaned forward between the seats and high-fived her.

“Good for you, girl.”

“Yep. He’s only in knickers for now. Punishment for his indiscretion.”

I sat in the back as Adam, heading toward my parents’ house, with my sister casually announcing she’d turned her fiancé into a part-time sissy because he’d come to a video of me. England hadn’t even started yet and it was already unhinged.

I chuckled, and then noticed I was a bit turned on by it. My soon-to-be brother-in-law, horny for me. That was a sentence I never thought I’d own.

Gemma wasn’t finished.

“So I was thinking…” She tapped the wheel. “How about you ladies do something for me. For my wedding night.”

“Like what?” Jen asked.

“Like use my new husband’s arsehole. Set him up for the marriage.”

“I’m game. The girls will be too,” Jen said, no pause at all.

I stayed quiet. Figured this was about them. Then Gemma’s eyes found me in the mirror.

“What about you, sis?”

“Me?” It came out as a screech.

“He finds you the hottest. Which I take as a compliment, given you look so much like me.”

This was not how I had pictured the drive from Stansted. Then again, what did I know anymore.

“Fuck it. Yeah. I’m in.”

“Good.” She giggled. “Because I’ve already ordered the sissy outfit for him. He doesn’t know, of course. But yeah. It’s going to be a night to remember.”

“Will you be there?” I asked.

“Of course.” Then softer. “Do you mind?”

Did I mind. It was pretty fucked up. Then again, so was most of my year.

“No. Should be fun.”

Jen squeezed my knee, delighted. Outside, Essex rolled past like nothing had changed. Inside the car my sister had just booked a wedding-night gangbang for her fiancé and put me on the guest list as talent.

We drove in silence for a bit. Then Gemma surprised me again. She leaned back toward Jen and said, quite calmly, “Are you gay?”

“Mostly. Why?”

“Wanna fuck me?”

I coughed. Spluttered, more like. “Excuse me?”

Jen had already decided. “Sure. Wedding night?”

“Yep. Wedding night.”

“I can make an exception. The girls will too.”

“Excellent.” Gemma grinned at the motorway like she’d booked a florist.

Silence again. I figured someone should say the obvious.

“Well I won’t.”

“Ew,” Gemma said. Then, after a beat, “Although. It would give Mike something to remember.”

“Oh my God.” I rolled my eyes so hard they nearly stayed there.

Jen laughed into her hand. I stared out at the grey Essex verge and tried to remember this had started as a polite trip to introduce my girlfriend to my parents. Somewhere between Stansted and Chelmsford it had become a group chat about my sister’s wedding night, my future brother-in-law in knickers, and whether I was going to watch Jen fuck Gemma.

I was not. That, at least, I was sure of.

“Can we talk about the weather now?” I said.

“No,” they said together.

Eventually we pulled up at the house. I had to will my cock down before I got out. The second the doors opened, Mum and Dad were on the step with smiles that looked practised.

Jen had dressed down for them. Long red silk and black lace skirt. Black lacy wench top. Still stunning. Just less likely to give Dad a heart attack on the driveway. Introductions. Hugs. I noticed she’d been working on the female voice. To me she was perfectly passable. Soft. Warm. Not the gravel from the coach.

The afternoon went fine. Jen and Gemma helped Mum in the kitchen, talking Canada and Prague like this was any other girlfriend visit. Dad poured whiskey for me and Mike and told me I’d bagged a hottie, then launched into some renovation he was doing to the extension. Harmless. Almost nice.

Whenever Dad left us alone, Mike went quiet. Nervous. Strange looks. Eventually he broke.

“It’s strange seeing you like this now.”

“Dressed as a man rather than a woman? Or rather than a sissy?” I smiled.

His eyes went wide. “Fuck. She told you?”

“Yep. We had a good laugh in the car.”

His face went red. “Mate. Fuck. Sorry.”

“Just do me a favour, will you?”

“Er. Yeah. Sure.”

“Don’t support people who steal my content and dump it on Pornhub. I’ll get them to take it down. Just subscribe to my OnlyFans. Or Jen’s.”

Redder. “I… won’t be looking again.”

“Mate. It’s fine. If you want to watch, nobody cares. Not even Gemma. Chill.”

To make the point I put my hand on his thigh and rubbed, gentle. He went rigid. He didn’t move my hand.

Dad’s footsteps came back down the hall. I took my hand away. Mike manspread instead, pushing his leg into mine on purpose. I pushed back. He pushed harder.

Clearly Mike had some hidden desires of his own. Sitting in my parents’ lounge with a whiskey, waiting for dinner, playing footsie with my sister’s fiancé over a stolen video of me in a pink romper.

Mum called us through. I stood up carefully. Jen caught my eye from the kitchen door and raised one eyebrow, like she already knew.

After dinner I helped Mum clean up. Gemma and Jen went through to the living room with Mike and Dad.

“Jen’s lovely,” Mum said, stacking plates. “You make a lovely couple.”

I wondered if she’d still say that once she knew Jen was trans.

“By the way. Don’t tell your dad she’s transsexual. You know what he’s like. You’ll never hear the end of it.”

I froze with a tea towel in my hand. “You… you know?”

She rolled her eyes. “As pretty as she is, a woman knows. Especially when a conversation about babies and all that doesn’t get the answers you’d expect.”

“Oh. Shit.”

“But I don’t care, sweetie. I just want you to be happy. Are you happy?”

“I am. Extremely happy.”

“You look it. And I think you’ve got another little secret, haven’t you?” She sighed and pulled me into a hug. “I always wanted a daughter.”

“You’ve got a daughter.”

“I meant another one.”

When she let go I asked if Jen had told her. She hadn’t. Mum was just a human lie detector. That, and my skin looking softer. My bum a bit bigger.

“I thought you were against this,” I said.

“Oh, I don’t care. I just don’t like it being pushed down my throat. If someone wants to be a woman, let them be a woman. But it’s ridiculous to expect someone my age to understand which gender someone identifies as if they’re still dressed as a bloke. If I see a man, then he’s a man. If I see a woman, then she’s a woman. If I see a transvestite with a beard in a dress, then he’s still a man to me.”

It was a hard conversation to have over washing-up liquid and leftover gravy. Going into the details would have been a waste of breath. She didn’t have the capacity for it. Not tonight.

I had what I wanted. Acceptance of me. Of Jen, quietly. A warning about Dad.

I dried a glass and let the rest of it go. In the living room Jen was laughing at something Gemma said. Dad’s voice rumbled under it. For now that was enough.

Later that night Jen went for a shower. Gemma and Mike went up. Mum followed. That left Dad and me with the television mumbling in the background.

We did AI. Work. My course. We gave politics a wide berth.

“She’s a real stunner, your girlfriend,” he said.

I smiled. “Thanks, Dad.”

“Planning to marry her one day?”

“I’d like to. Maybe a bit soon.”

“Ah. When you know, you know. Time doesn’t matter.” He swirled his whiskey. “Question is, are you allowed to marry in the Czech Republic?”

I froze. “Wh… what do you mean?”

“Well. Some countries don’t allow marriages of that type yet. Civil unions or something.”

He knew. A moment later he said it out loud.

“She’s transgender, right?”

“How did you know?”

He chuckled. “I’ll admit, it took some noticing. But there are tells. Her neck, for one. The obvious one. Then her voice. Good, but not quite there. And when she got changed after dinner. There’s a little bit of a, you know. Bulge.”

My face went hot. Worry, not shame. The conversation wasn’t going the way I’d feared. It was almost… fine.

“You’re not upset?”

He shrugged. “It’s a difficult one, isn’t it? She’s attractive. I’ll give you that. So attractive that at your age I’d struggle with the decision. I think in this day and age it’s an easier one to make. She’s better looking than most women these days. So why not, I suppose. You’re my son. I just want you to be happy.”

“Thanks, Dad.” I sat back a bit. Then the weight came back. Mum knew I was transitioning. Gemma knew. Half the internet knew. One person left.

“Dad? What if I wasn’t your son anymore?”

He looked at the television for a long time. Said nothing. Then:

“Then you’d better not look like Les Dawson in a dress.”

He cackled. Reached over and clinked his glass against mine.

“You do you.”

I drank. The quiz show babbled on. Upstairs the shower stopped. I sat in my parents’ lounge as their son for maybe the last honest time, and for once the voice in my head that sounded like him didn’t have anything cruel left to say.

That night I told Jen everything. Mum. Dad. The Les Dawson joke. The clink of glasses.

We didn’t fuck. It felt too weird in that house, with my parents down the hall and Mike on the other side of the wall. We put on nighties instead. Hers black lace. Mine something pink I’d shoved in the case at the last minute and told myself I wouldn’t wear. I hadn’t planned on it. I wore it anyway.

We fell asleep happy. Content. Her arm over my waist. The old house ticking as it cooled.

In the morning I showered and came back to an empty bedroom. Jen was already downstairs at breakfast. Voices. The radio. Bacon.

I stood in front of the mirror in a towel and had a decision to make.

Everyone knew. The secret was gone. So perhaps this was the moment to put Adam to rest for good. I didn’t like being him anymore. I didn’t like how I looked as a man. I wanted to be Addie.

I opened the case and took out the clothes that were meant for Canada.

So I started with a tight pink satin bralette, thin straps, just enough padding to suggest a bust. Small. Mine, for now.

Then the top. Blush pink. Straps sitting light on my shoulders. Ruffles along the neckline that fluttered when I breathed, another little tie gathering the fabric under the chest. The front fell loose over my waist, the ruffled hem moving when I turned. It tied at the front and left a gap above my newly pierced navel.

The shorts were blue denim and barely there. Pale pink lace along the edges. They made my legs look long and smooth and nothing like the boy who used to live in this room.

I painted my nails. Sat on the edge of the childhood bed and styled my shoulder-length brown hair. Makeup next. Careful. More than eyeliner this time. A spritz of perfume. Earrings. Bangles. A thin necklace.

Then I went downstairs.

Every step on the old carpet sounded too loud. Voices in the kitchen. Jen. Mum. Dad’s chair scraping. I had never been more nervous in my life. Not on the coach. Not on OnlyFans. This was walking Addison into the house Adam had grown up in, and not turning back.

When I reached the bustling kitchen, everyone went silent.

Jen smiled and her eyes filled. Gemma grinned like she’d been waiting for this exact entrance. Mike shifted in his chair and I did not need to look down to know what had happened to him. Mum gasped and put her hands over her mouth.

Dad looked at me for a long second.

“So not Les Dawson in a dress then.”

That was as good a compliment as I was going to get from him. I took it.

Sound came back all at once. Mum crossed the kitchen and hugged me so tight I could smell washing-up liquid and her perfume. She told me I looked beautiful. Said it twice.

“What do we call you then?” Dad asked.

“Addison.” I wiped a tear before it wrecked the makeup. “Addie’s fine.”

“Addison. A pretty name for a pretty girl.” He kissed my cheek, awkward and genuine.

Then I properly went. Tears I couldn’t stop. The weight I’d been dragging since the coach, since Chelmsford, since that voice in my head, lifted off all at once. I had panicked over nothing. At the end of the day they loved me. That was what mattered.

Jen came and took my hand. Breakfast sat cooling on the table. I stood in my old kitchen in pink and lace shorts and let them look at me, and for the first time in that house I didn’t want to disappear.

That Christmas was the best one I’d ever had. The present was that I could give something away.

Every bit of male clothing I’d brought with me went into a recycling box by the back door. Jeans. Shirts. The coat I’d worn off the plane as Adam. Gone.

On Christmas Eve morning Dad drove Jen and me to the shopping centre so I would have enough women’s clothes for England and Canada both.

He could have stayed in the car. He didn’t. He walked with us like personal protection, a step behind, ready to step in if anyone had something to say.

Nobody did.

We took our time in the busy centre. Christmas music. Bags bumping. Jen holding things up against me while Dad pretended to be very interested in a sports shop window and then carried the bags anyway. I went home with dresses and blouses I hadn’t dared imagine buying with him standing there.

In the car he said, “You’ll need a proper coat. That little thing won’t do in Calgary.”

Jen squeezed my knee. I watched Essex go by in the wing mirror and thought about the box by the back door. Adam’s clothes. Already someone else’s problem.

Christmas Eve at home felt different after that. Lighter.

Canada was amazing. First time I’d ever been. What I clocked pretty fast was that most of what I’d packed was useless outdoors. Calgary in late December does not care about a cute blouse. I ended up borrowing Jen’s coats, her boots, her scarves, walking around looking like her smaller, colder shadow.

We spent the days after Christmas with Mark and Tina. Jen’s parents. Lovely. Accepting. Exactly the gracious hosts she’d promised. When they heard how it had gone with mine they were over the moon. Tina hugged me in the kitchen and called me sweetheart like I’d been coming here for years.

Mark had questions about marriage. Quiet ones, over coffee, not in front of Jen. After the second conversation I realised there was no point delaying the inevitable.

He drove me to a jewellery shop before New Year’s Eve and sat in the car like a gentleman conspirator. I bought a white gold ring with a brilliant-cut diamond that caught every bit of light in the place. Elegant. Modern. Special without being stupid money.

It stayed hidden in my case. I already knew when I was going to give it to her.

New Year’s. Midnight. The first minute of a year I wasn’t going to start as Adam.

My moment came on New Year’s Eve.

Champagne corks went off outside. The street was full of shouting and someone else’s music. Jen turned, smiling, ready to kiss me at midnight, and found me already down on one knee in the snow.

The ring caught the fireworks. White gold. That little diamond flashing pink and gold and white.

Tears ran down her face before she even spoke.

“Yes. Yes. Yes.”

She hauled me up and kissed me hard, cold nose, champagne on her mouth, the ring still in my hand. Only then did she let me slide it on. Perfect fit. Like the man in the shop had measured a future I hadn’t admitted to yet.

She loved the ring. Most of all she loved me. I stood in a Canadian winter in her coat with fireworks banging over the roofs and knew I was going to marry the woman of my dreams.

Mark and Tina were crying in the doorway. Someone whooped from next door. Jen kept looking at her hand like it might vanish.

“Addie,” she whispered, forehead against mine. “You absolute idiot. Yes.”

I laughed and kissed her again. The year turned. Adam didn’t come with it.


Epilogue

Kris giggled as she ran over in her peach dress to join us. We were minutes from the ceremony and this could have waited. She was too excited. She had to do it all now.

Mike stood watching, trying to work out what we were whispering about. The mischief was all over our faces. Gemma’s plan. His night. He had no idea.

“You have a hair out of place,” Jen said, tucking a strand of my long bleached blonde-and-pink hair back. Then her eyes dropped to the swell of my E-cup breasts, shoved up even further by the corset of the peach bridesmaid dress. She tugged the neckline. “And these are going to fall out before this thing is done.”

“Don’t be silly.” I giggled. “I’ve worn far tighter things and that turned out fine.”

It had been several months since the surgery. I didn’t regret it once. I’d only asked for Ds. Then the hormones woke up properly and I landed on Es. With my tiny waist I looked top-heavy as hell. I didn’t mind. Jen definitely didn’t mind.

Life with my fiancée and our friends had only got louder. The hormones kept softening my face. My cock never became a problem, which was lucky, because our sex life was insane.

We all worked from home. Hands everywhere. If I wasn’t fucking Jen, she was fucking me, or the girls were, or all of us at once. We were shooting so much porn it paid better than coding ever had. So I quit the coding.

Now I was a peach bridesmaid with a ring on my finger and a secret about the groom, standing in English sunshine while Kris tried not to scream the plan out loud.

“Later,” Jen murmured, kissing my cheek. “Try not to flash the front row.”

Mike swallowed. I smiled at him like a good sister-in-law. Poor bastard. He still thought this was just a wedding.

Eventually we started bringing select men into the videos. I didn’t mind. A nice, sexy bloke could get me hard. Nobody got me as hard as Jen.

Today wasn’t about that. Today was Mike and Gemma, and it was going to be spectacular.

When Gemma stepped out in that long flowing white silk gown, the room gasped. She was perfect. Stunning. These days that was a compliment to me as well. We looked like twins, minus my huge tits.

She smiled at Mike as she came up the aisle. Then she winked at me. I think she was more excited for the wedding night than the wedding.

Jen’s fingers threaded through mine as the officiant began. In a couple of weeks it would be our turn.

The plan was simple and filthy. Mike and Gemma get married in Prague. They stay with us a week for the honeymoon. Wedding night is Mike’s introduction as Gemma’s official sissy slave. He doesn’t know it won’t be just one night.

A wedding night. Then a week of being used on camera. Then all of us fly to Canada for our wedding.

Why Canada, not the Czech Republic? We wanted to be married. That still wasn’t possible here.

I stood in peach silk with Jen’s ring already on my hand and watched my sister marry a man who had no idea what his wife and her bridesmaids had booked for later. The officiant talked about love and honour. Gemma squeezed Mike’s fingers and didn’t look away from him, except once, when she flicked her eyes to me and mouthed later.

Jen squeezed my hand.

I looked at Mike and wondered if he knew about tonight. I doubted Gemma would spring the whole thing cold. She would have built him up in private. If she hadn’t… poor him.

The ceremony ended. They were married. They kissed, then came along the line to thank us. Gemma leaned in close.

“Everything prepared?” she whispered.

“Kris took care of it.”

She smiled. No words. Just that look. Excited.

Then hours of it. Drink. Dancing. Food. A proper party. Gemma kept one eye on Mike’s glass the whole time. Last thing she needed was the wedding night dying before it started.

“Switch to water now. Understood?” she muttered to her new husband.

“Yes, Mistress.” Already used to the title. So he knew something. Just not enough.

About an hour before the big event Gemma pulled us aside.

“Ready?”

All four of us said yes like kids.

“Okay. In a bit, sneak out. Go change. Get ready.” She paused. “Oh. And the strap-on…?”

Kris stepped in. “Toilets. Storage closet.”

“Thanks. I’ll put that on now.” Gemma giggled. “Gonna be quite funny dancing with that under my skirt.”

“Jesus, Gemma. I think you’re kinkier than me.”

“Oh, sis. You have no idea.”

She swished back onto the floor in white silk with a secret between her legs. Mike watched her like she hung the moon. Jen squeezed my waist.

“Your family,” she murmured, “is a lot.”

Half an hour later we were in latex lingerie, pierced nipples on show, my new tattoos dark against pale skin. Each of us fussing with straps and zips. Looking forward to this. All of us.

On the bed: Mike’s outfit. Sissy lingerie. Wig. Makeup. The dress. Cameras already framed. Lube within reach.

“Everyone remember his safe word?” Jen asked.

“Billygoat,” I muttered.

“Yep. What she said,” Amber added.

Time got close. We piled onto the bed and paired off, sixty-nining until we were hard. Wet sounds. Latex squeaking. Then footsteps in the corridor.

The suite door buzzed. We waited. There was a dark foyer. He wouldn’t see us until she led him through.

“Get undressed. Then get on your knees and wait.” Gemma’s voice. Thick. Firm. “Now we’re married, what does that mean?”

“You own me, Mistress.”

“Yes. And what does that mean?”

“You can do anything to me.”

“Anything I want?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

A chuckle. Fabric. “Good. Your safe word for tonight is billygoat. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress. Billygoat.”

“Good. Now suck my cock.”

We stuffed giggles into each other’s thighs. That was the plan. Him on his knees in the dark, rubber in his mouth, probably annoyed at the taste.

“Mmm. Such a shame it isn’t real, huh?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Well. Shame. Come on. Let’s take this to the bedroom. Go on.”

We froze in position. Hard. Shining. Four of us on the marital bed like a present someone had already unwrapped. The foyer light stayed off. His bare feet came closer.

Jen’s hand found my hair and held me there, smiling against my hip, ready for my brother-in-law to walk in and find out what he’d actually married into.

This was it.

Footsteps. The light snapped on.

Mike froze in the doorway, mouth open. Four of us on the bed. Underbust latex bras. Corsets. Stockings. Cocks hard and shining. My sister stepped in behind him with that knowing smirk.

“Welcome to the beginning of your new life, sissy. Get changed.”

He didn’t hesitate. He ran to the pile like he’d been waiting all day for permission.

White stockings first, shaky hands, clips on a cheap pale suspender belt. Then the panties. Pink, frilly, already too tight across his arse. A matching bralette that did nothing for his chest except make him look eager. Over that a little baby-doll thing, white lace, short enough that the bulge of the panties showed when he bent.

Gemma sat him on the edge of the bed and did his face. Foundation to hide the stubble. Heavy liner. Pink lips. Blush he didn’t need. She fitted the wig last. Long, blonde, slightly cheap, the sort that looks expensive in dim hotel light.

When she stepped back he wasn’t Mike anymore. Not quite. He was a nervous blonde in white lace with trembling thighs and a wedding ring still on his hand.

I walked over. Gemma pushed him to his knees.

He looked up at me through the fringe, mouth already open, and for a second I saw the man from the airport who’d said I was stunning. Then the sissy blinked and waited to be told what to suck.

He took my cock without being asked.

Warm mouth. Wet. A little sloppy, like he was trying to prove something. I gathered a fistful of that new blonde hair and held him there, letting him work, feeling his tongue scramble along the underside.

I looked at my sister over his head.

Gemma watched her husband suck me with her lower lip between her teeth and that same wicked calm she’d had in the car from Stansted. White silk still on. Strap-on still harnessed under it. She mouthed good boy at him, or maybe at me.

Mike moaned around me. The sound went straight up my spine. I rocked into his throat and didn’t look away from her.

Gemma walked to the bed like she owned the room. Which she did.

“Three cocks. Three holes,” she sang.

t was odd watching my fiancée and my girlfriends fuck my sister. Odd didn’t stop it being hot.

Jen went first. She pushed Gemma onto her back, shoved the white silk up around her waist and slid into her cunt in one long stroke. Gemma’s mouth fell open. A broken little sound. Then a louder one when Jen started moving, deep and steady, the way she fucked when she meant to ruin someone.

Kris didn’t wait. She knelt over Gemma’s face and fed her that short fat cock. Gemma took it, gagged, took it again, mascara already threatening. Wet sounds. Drool on the dress.

Amber spat on her own cock, lifted Gemma’s hips, and worked into her arse while Jen was still in her pussy. Gemma screamed around Kris. Not pain, not only. That high, shocked moan of someone stuffed too full and refusing to tap out.

No shyness. None. The bride was a mess of white silk and spit and three trans girls using every hole she had. Jen’s hips slapped. Amber’s tits bounced. Kris held Gemma’s hair and fucked her mouth in time.

“Don’t you dare cum yet,” Jen muttered, and Gemma came anyway, clenching, shaking, a long wail that would have woken the next suite if we had cared.

They didn’t stop. They rode her through it. The wedding dress was wrecked. My sister’s legs were trembling in the air. And she was laughing between moans, grabbing for whoever she could reach, the happiest ruined bride in Prague.

I bent Mike over the bed and thrust into his arse.

He cried out when I pushed in.

Not as tight as I’d expected. Still a stretch. Still heat. Gemma had been working on him. Had to have been. He opened around me after that first shocked clench, and I sank to the hilt with my hands on his frilly hips.

I didn’t spare him.

Hard. Deep. Long pulls out and a snap back in that made the baby-doll flutter. Meant to make him gasp. He clawed the bedspread, fingers twisting in white hotel cotton, and grabbed for Gemma’s hand while she came again around Jen. She held him. Watched me. Didn’t tell me to go easy.

“Do you like it, slut?”

“Yes. Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress. Oh fuck me, Mistress, please.”

Mistress. Aimed at me. I never thought I’d hear that in my life. Here we were. My cock in my brother-in-law’s arse, his wig bouncing, his thanks coming out broken every time I bottomed out.

I fucked him harder. Faster. The wet sound of it filled the suite. Sweat on my tits, latex squeaking, his hole clinging on every stroke.

I loved the look on Gemma’s face. Kris in her mouth, spit on her chin, eyes locked on us. That excitement. That filthy curiosity. I knew that look. I’d worn it the first time Jen opened me on the coach.

Mike shoved back onto me, moaning into the mattress, and I gave him what he’d asked for. All of it. No mercy. Just the new Mistress and a honeymoon bed that was never going to recover.

I couldn’t last. Too big. Too much. The sight of him in that cheap blonde wig, thanking me, arse gripping every stroke. I came in my brother-in-law with a groan that surprised me, hips jerking, filling him while he whimpered into the sheets.

I pulled out slow. Slapped his bum hard enough to bloom pink.

“Stay there, sissy.”

Another slap. My cum was already sliding down his thigh, catching on the stocking clip.

Jen eased out of Gemma and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, grinning at me over my sister’s shaking body.

“Your turn to swap?”

I looked at Mike. Makeup wrecked. Lips swollen. Gemma flushed and laughing, white silk a rag. The cameras blinking in the corners like they were as eager as we were.

“In a minute. Let him feel it first.”

He did. He clenched like he was trying to keep me in. Failed. More of it ran out of him.

Amber didn’t wait for a formal invitation. She left Gemma’s mouth, spit-slick, moved behind Mike and shoved in to the hilt. Harder than me. Faster. No courtesy stroke. He yelped into the bedspread and then moaned like he’d been waiting for the next one all along.

I walked round, put my wet cock to his lips and made him clean it. He sucked his own mess off me without being told, eyes rolling a little when Amber bottomed out.

I washed up in the ensuite. Came back to the same filthy picture, only louder.

Jen was back in Gemma. Long strokes. Holding her hips like she was already thinking about that baby. With nothing in her mouth now, Gemma leaned forward, looked at her husband getting railed, and grinned like Christmas had come twice.

“I’ve been off my contraception for a month. Jen’s gonna fuck me until I’m pregnant. Wedding gift for them. A baby. Then she’s gonna fuck me again, and the second one will be ours.”

“Yes, Mistress. Yes. Let Mistress Jen breed you.” Mike gasped it, smiling, happy, while Amber pounded him.

The night turned into a loop.

We used Mike until he was shaking. Arse red. Makeup ruined. Wig half off. Every time one of us came in him another took the place. He thanked us. Called us Mistress. Came untouched more than once, making a mess of the sissy panties still tangled at his knees.

When Jen finished with Gemma the others took her. Kris in her mouth. Amber in her cunt. Gemma loud, greedy, white silk shoved up, laughing between moans.

Then she looked at me.

“Addie. Are you going to fuck me or what?”

“What? You’re my sister. You’re trying for a baby.”

“So what? Go on.” She laughed and wriggled her hips at me.

I couldn’t believe she’d even say it. Then I looked. I wasn’t disgusted. I just didn’t care. No spark. Nothing like the hunger I felt for Jen’s cock.

I burst out laughing instead of telling her off.

“Jen?”

“Yes, honey?”

“I’m gay. I love cock.”

“I know, honey.” She laughed, wiping sweat off her chest. “We all know.”

Gemma cackled and pulled Kris closer. “Worth a try.”

I went back to Mike’s mouth instead, fed him my half-hard cock, and let my sister get bred by my fiancée a few feet away. Family wedding. Honeymoon suite. Cameras catching all of it.

Billygoat never got said. Not once.

Jen and Gemma kissed, messy and laughing, then they laid the week out for Mike.

He would stay dressed as a sissy the whole time. Fucked by the girls and by me. He would not fuck Gemma. That part was over, at least for now.

So that was the honeymoon.

Mike was used until he forgot how to sit down like a man.

Mornings started with lipstick and a cage. Afternoons were cameras. Evenings were whoever wanted him. Jen in his mouth. Kris stretching him. Amber giggling while she rode his face. Me last, more than once, because Gemma liked watching her little sister finish what she’d started.

We filmed all of it. Close-ups. Interviews. Him saying thank you into the lens with mascara down his cheeks. That night he’d watch it back on someone’s phone, curled in sissy silk, hard in the cage, whispering that he looked pretty.

We did let him rest. Water. Food. A bath. The safe word sat on the bedside table like a joke nobody needed. Each time we asked if he was alright he said he loved it. Said he didn’t want it to end.

By day four his voice had gone soft. By day six he asked to keep the wig on to sleep. Gemma kissed his forehead and called him a good girl, and he came without being touched.

A broken sissy, yes. For four hot trannies and one hot woman. And he kept asking for more.

“Don’t worry. It’s not going to end,” Gemma told him, stroking his wig. “At their wedding you’re going to be a bridesmaid. At home you’re going to be my crossdressing girlfriend. This is just the beginning.”

By the end of the week he wasn’t in the cheap sissy kit anymore. He was dressed like one of us. One of my old red dresses. A proper wig. Makeup. All six of us boarded the flight to Calgary looking like a hen party that had got out of hand.

Jen took my hand in the aisle.

“This is it. We’ve come a long way since that coach.”

“No regrets?”

“I wanted to ask you the same thing.” She pulled me tight. “None at all.”

“Me neither.”

“Want to hear something funny? Something you don’t know?”

“Tell me.”

She breathed in. “The girls wanted to fly. I demanded the coach. Said I wanted to see bits of Europe I hadn’t seen. That was a lie. Something told me I had to be on that bus. I was right.”

I thought about twenty hours from Greece. Mythos. Leatherette. A corset that should have been uncomfortable.

“You didn’t see much of Europe,” I said.

“Nope. I saw more. I saw you. I love you.”

“I’ll never stop loving you, Jen.”

A week later I married her and took her name.

We’d agreed it already. I was the wife. She was the husband. I wouldn’t have had it any other way.

Calgary snow. Tina crying. Mark shaking Jen’s hand like he’d been waiting his whole life to do it. Mike in peach, Gemma glowing, Kris and Amber throwing petals like idiots.

I looked at my wife in her dress and thought of a double-decker pulling out of Thessaloniki, and a shy programmer who thought he was just going home.

He never did. I did. And I said yes.

“By the way,” I whispered to Jen, forehead against hers while the last of the petals stuck to my dress. “You don’t have anything special for our wedding night, do you?”

She smirked. That coach smirk. The one that had started all of this.

“Well…” She sang it, wicked. “Not unless you count the fifteen men I arranged to use you all night. For my viewing pleasure. Sorry. Our viewing pleasure.”

I licked my lips. “Fifteen?”

“Yep. Fifteen. Back to back. All night.”

I chuckled. My cock tried to swell in the cage and got nowhere. Heat anyway. Need. The rest of our lives stretching out in front of us, filthy and spoken for.

Best wife ever.
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