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	About Cum Quick Shorts

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

	[image: Image]Note — this book will be found offensive by many. If you find darker themes offensive, please, don't read it.
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	Creating a Gay Sissy Slut

	The rain was a heavy drizzle, the type that made you think it wasn't raining hard, but really it was like being in a modern power-shower, it would soak you quickly without even realising. Even though it was noon, the sky was bleak, a dull grey that hadn't improved since morning. Hell, I don't remember the last time I saw the sun, it was one of those bleak northern UK late winters where everything just seemed like a constant grey. And yet, in front of me was a three-hour drive with my dad, and the rain was forecast to get worse.

	With my secondary schooling drawing to a close, it was time to get serious about university applications. I'd applied to a couple, but dad was insistent about the University of East Anglia, it was the one he attended and desperately wanted me to go see it.

	"Tell you what," he had said to me the other week. "It's your birthday coming up, the big one-eight, which means you [image: Image]can legally get shit-faced drunk. Why don't week make a week of it? We can stay with your uncle Jack!"

	Uncle Jack. He wasn't my real uncle, like, not related, just a family friend I hadn't seen since I was a little kid. Even then, memories of him were spotty, I just remember him being like a wrestler, but he loved me, hung around me all the time, until one day, he just up and disappeared. I think that was around the time mum and dad split.

	My childhood was weird. For the first nine years or so, I remember my parents being like best friends. We had a great life, no arguments, happy. Then one day, they had some massive blow-out and dad left with his head down in shame. I didn't see him for nearly six years, only spoke on the phone. Mum said he was working on a rig, which was why he was never around, but I had a feeling she was lying. If she was, dad never said.

	Then just before my fifteenth birthday, mum died suddenly of a very aggressive form of pancreatic cancer she didn't even realise she had. That was it, one day to the next, gone. Suddenly, dad was back in my life, moved back in the house. [image: Image]For a while, I didn't trust him, wondering where he had been, whether or not he would turn me against mum, but he never said a bad word about her, and soon enough, I realised he wasn't a bad guy, just a quiet, soft-spoken man who had very few friends.

	I wasn't much interested in staying with Jack. I didn't know him anymore, hadn't seen him in years, and well, I was quite shy. A skinny kid who preferred gaming to anything else. I just wanted to be left alone, and really didn't want to interact with people I didn't know. But at the same time, I had a hard time saying no to dad, because I saw how hard he tried. Never once did I see him bring a woman home, he was always just there for me.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Some nights, he used to think I was asleep, and he would just come and watch me there, standing in my room looking at me, so proud was he to have me back in his life, that I came to realise the divorce must have been hard for him. Sometimes, he would just climb into bed and hold me, and he would sigh, a sigh I knew meant he was so happy I was back in his life.

	When we eventually pulled up at Jack's house, I was surprised to find it buried deep in a forest, rather than in the city. It was very isolated but the house itself was a huge old stone thing, and I actually found it charming in a lot of ways. The moment we arrived, Jack was out, stood in black knee-length shorts and a white t-shirt, even though it was six degrees and raining outside. His huge wrestler body had become fat, with a big booming belly, but he still had that thick curly black hair and the huge black beard.

	I stepped out of the car and Jack beamed a huge grin. "Danny-boy!" He laughed, a hacking, gravelly voice, clearly from years of smoking. "God you've grown into a fine lad!"

	"Hello Uncle Jack." I said as he pulled me into a tight bear-hug, refusing to let go. I felt his beard rub my neck and then his lips kiss my cheek with a loud, mwuah!

	"Come on in, I've made lunch."

	As we ate a casserole, he grilled me with questions about life, school, whether I had a girlfriend, a boyfriend, or a thesedays-whateverfriend? I said I had neither, but there was a girl I fancied but she was out of my league. Dad then asked him about his work, and Jack explained he ran a car repair shop in the village and that business was actually picking up, something about the big repair places forgetting how to repair a real car because they were all moving over to electric vehicles.

	"So people come to proper mechanics, like me." Jack laughed.

	Dad coughed. "And no issue after thee, erm, you know?"

	"Oh no, we kind of settled and made a good community here, so we're all aligned here, politically, if you catch my drift?"

	"That's good." For a moment, I wondered if these were Brexiteers or something, but I knew dad wasn't political in any way shape or form, so I wondered what that was about. "1 was thinking of going down to check on dad whilst I was here." That was the first time I was hearing about granddad. I had assumed he was dead. "Granddad's alive?" I asked. All I knew was that he was a horrible guy, would beat my dad.

	"Yes, but he's about a hundred miles or so. I was thinking of driving down to see him, but I'll be late coming back." Dad said.

	"So, I'll stay here?" I asked, wondering why dad would leave me with Jack, alone.

	"Well, you have the open day tomorrow, so I'll drop you there, then carry on to dad's. Then Jack will pick you up when you're ready to leave. I'll be home around midnight, one am I guess. I'll be home for your birthday."

	That definitely put me outside my comfort zone, but before I could say anything, I felt Jack's hand slap down on my thigh and grab it. "You turn eighteen the day after tomorrow, lad. Your dad will be back by then, and you and me can grab a meal and your last illegal drink."

	For a moment, I thought I saw dad frown, but instead, he simply got up and began cleaning the plates. The hand on my thigh remained there and my introversion was making me feel a little panicky. In fact, as Jack showed me to my room [image: Image]upstairs, telling me about the house and such, he had a tendency to keep his hand on me, whether resting on my shoulder, or pulling on my waist. I knew it all was very bro-ish but for me, it just felt weird. Then at night, as we sat watching telly together, sipping whiskey, he insisted on me sitting next to him, that it had been so long since he saw me, and that meant again, he had his hand on me, on my shoulder, or again, back on my thigh, occasionally rubbing it.

	I decided to go to bed earlier than usual, maybe do some mobile gaming in bed, whilst dad remained downstairs with

	Jack. The house wasn't exactly soundproofed and it was quite easy to hear the muffled sound of the television beneath me.

	Then I made out some chatting.

	"Maybe tone it down a bit, Jack." Dad said.

	"What? I didn't do an..." Jack's voice was taken over by the sound of the television and I couldn't make it out. In fact, I could only get spots of the conversation.

	"...not eighteen yet. Don't want you getting in trouble..." Dad was saying.

	"A day here or there..."

	"Still illegal, and you are... If police... not worth jail..."

	They had to be talking about the alcohol, which was odd, because dad occasionally gave me alcohol too. Perhaps Jack had a drinking problem?

	Again, the talking became muffled, and I think Jack was telling him about some woman he knew.

	"...such a tight little... can't wait to do it."

	"l can imagine..." Dad said. "...so hard to control yourself, right?"

	The conversation wasn't really what I wanted to hear, so I put my Airpods in and played games on my phone. I eventually started feeling tired, so turned out the light and fell asleep. I awoke at some point during the night to feel a kiss on my cheek, and a hand run down my arm, knowing it was dad kissing me good night, as he did every night. However, a few minutes later, in the dark, I felt another hand, Jack's heavier hand. It was quite warm in the house, the heating turned up higher than I liked, so I was half under the duvet, and half out, with my hip and backside sticking out. "Mmm..." I heard, as Jack's hand traced down my body, touching my backside, then down my leg.

	"Jack, let the boy sleep. Hard day tomorrow." Dad said.

	There was a sigh, then Jack let go of me and walked away. "He's grown so fast. I remember when he was such a cute little nipper. Where does the time go?" Jack said quietly. He clearly missed me in all that time, but still, something felt a [image: Image]little off about him.

	The next day though, Jack prepared a hearty breakfast, as I readied myself for the university open-day. It could've been the nerves of going to a place filled with people I didn't know, of it could've been the weird night, but I didn't feel rested. During the night, noises woke me up frequently. The house was noisy, settling, creaking. Sometimes, I felt like someone was in my room, but it must have just been the house. Then there was Jack, who made strange moaning noises in his sleep. Also his bed creaked a lot. Heck, dad didn't look well-slept either, and his eyes were puffy. If I didn't know better, it looked like he'd been crying or wearing make-up and tried to scrub it off.

	As dad drove us to Norwich, I asked him more about Jack. He seemed reluctant to tell me much other than that he was a person who pretty much kept himself to himself, used to exercise a lot, was a bouncer as a kid, but was a mechanic by trade. Then moved himself back to Norfolk where he opened his own place.

	"Son, I promise you'll both have a lot of fun, but sometimes, you need to get out of your own skin." He said, smiling.

	"What do you mean?" I asked, though inside, I knew he was talking about how shy I was.

	"You know what I mean. Just stop worrying about things so much."

	Eventually, I was dropped off in front of the main building of the university, and dad was off.

	The day was fine, sitting in on lectures, listening to people talking about life at the university, seeing the equipment and so forth, but in all honesty, my hope was that my grades would get me into Oxford or Cambridge, that I didn't need Norwich, and if I was to somehow not make it to Oxbridge, then I would make it to UMIST or Loughborough. For me, NorWich was a bit of a dump and I wasn't feeling it.

	Eventually, and with some reluctance, I told Jack that I was done and he drove down to pick me up. Obviously, he was all smiles, asked me how it was, and for some reason, I felt like telling him how I really felt would offend him, so I lied. "Definitely one to add to the list." I said.

	He still had work to do, so after dropping me at home, he went back to work, whilst I stayed up in my room gaming.

	However, after some time, I began to get bored so I decided to snoop, after all, I was home alone.

	In my room, I opened up drawers to find lingerie in them. Women's lingerie. Given that the room was a guest room, I reasoned that he probably had someone staying there and she left the stuff there, but this was some pretty kinky shit, lacy, satin briefs, stockings, bras, nighties, all in pastel colours, pinks, light blues. In the cupboard were dresses, most short, some crazy short, like tops, all very satin and very lacy. Some even looked like maid's dresses. I wondered if Jack was a crossdresser, but reasoned this was stuff more in my size rather than his huge bulk.

	The rest of the house seemed normal. There was a small door in the back of a small utility room in the kitchen which was locked. Looked like something to the basement, but given the age and look of the door, I assumed he kept that locked because there was little other choice; hell, the handle was broken.

	Eventually, Jack came home carrying Chinese take-away and beer. Given dad's complaining about him giving me alcohol, I was a little surprised, but hell, I would be eighteen in just a few hours, where was the harm?

	"Welcome back into my life." Jack said, raising a can to clink it.

	"Indeed." I said. "Welcome back. I guess moving down to open your own place was the reason you left?"

	The man frown and then shook his head. "No, erm, we kind of had a falling out with your mum after I got into a little trouble with the law over something silly. After that, we just agreed it would be better to move away."

	"Oh, I didn't realise." In trouble with the law? What could he have done? Surely not kill someone? I wanted to ask, but at the same time, I didn't dare, not really wanting to open up a sore topic, especially given I was about to be alone with him tonight.

	A wind was blowing outside tonight, and rather than being overheated, the house was rather chilly today. So Jack decided to put the fire on in the living room, whilst we watched a movie. Still, even with the fire on, it was still cold. On the sofa was long large tartan blanket and Jack had it over himself.

	"l think I'll grab my duvet." I told him.

	"Don't be silly, come here." He replied, holding up one side of the blanket next to him.

	I looked over and gulped. He was in his boxer shorts under that blanket, so I really didn't feel comfortable cosying up to him. "Nah, it's fine."[image: Image]

	"0h stop being silly. You used to cuddle up to be all the time as a nipper."

	My father's words played back in my head, about needing to get out of my own skin. With another gulp, I forced myself to my feet and climbed under the free side of the blanket. Immediately, he pulled me tight to him, wrapping the blanket down beneath my backside, which he then cupped a little.

	"Mmm, that's nice, isn't it." He said softly.

	As we watched the film, I tried not to feel as weirded out as I did, but his hand was always on me, rubbing me, or mussing up my hair. Occasionally, he would turn and kiss me on the top of my head. Then his hand finally went under the blanket and began rubbing my thigh through my jeans.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"You must be very uncomfortable in those tight jeans." He said softly, his deep gravelly voice reverberating through me. "Why don't you take them off?" It was a question but it didn't sound like one. It sounded like an order. I initially said I was fine, but he said it was uncomfortable to sit next to, that it rubbed him and hurt. Part of me wanted to then say I'd go get my duvet, sit on the other sofa, but I knew he'd find another excuse why not to. So as I stood and undid my jeans, I watched his eyes staring at me, locked to my crotch and legs. He kept looking at me as he leaned over the side of the sofa, to pick up a cigarette.

	Once the jeans were off, he tapped the sofa next to him again, and I reluctantly climbed in next to him. He blew smoke in my face before smiling and saying, "That's better." Again, he took another drag of the cigarette, staring at me with that smile. "Smoke?"

	"Er, no." I replied.

	"Not many of you kids do anymore. I'm a lifelong smoker. Have you ever tried?"[image: Image]

	I shook my head. I had no interest in cigarettes. They were essentially a dead product. I knew people who vaped, but noone cared for something that gave you cancer like that. "No."

	"Wanna try? I won't tell your dad." He chuckled.

	"Er, no, no thanks."

	"Don't be silly. When else are you going to try it?" He said forcefully, moving the butt of the cigarette towards my lips.

	"No, really, I'm fine."

	"You really are so scared of everything aren't you?"[image: Image]

	Again, my father's words came back to me, and suddenly, I wondered if this was me overthinking things again. I opened my lips and he put the cigarette to it, explaining how to inhale. I took the smoke in, feeling its bitterness hit me, then coughed violently as I took it in my lungs. Before I had chance to react, it was at my lips again and he smiled, watching intently as he made me inhale again, and this time, I coughed less and began to feel a little dizzy.

	He took the cigarette back and smoked some more, focusing on the television now, much to my relief. But after two or three more drags, he moved the cigarette back to my lips again, and I knew no was not an option, so I smoked it. He pushed it further in my lips and said, "hold it." And he let go before retrieving another cigarette and lighting it, leaving the halfsmoked one in my hands. Without the psychological will to say no, I simply did what he wanted, smoking the cigarette, whilst his left hand traced under the blanket and held my exposed skin, rubbing my thigh, pulling me closer.

	"Jack..." I began, feeling like I had to know the truth. "What did you get arrested for?"

	He chuckled a little. "Oh, just a stupid misunderstanding with some guy's kid. The kid wanted to be a mechanic, so began hanging around the shop. Anyway, he left school early and wanted an apprenticeship, and I said no, so he began to make stuff up, that I did stuff to him, and well, his dad reported me."

	A burning sensation ran through my gut. Something told me that Jack wasn't telling me the full story. "And the police didn't believe you?"

	"His word against mine, and well, they believed the kid. Thankfully, I got a suspended sentence, but then was told I [image: Image]couldn't be around kids anymore. Not until they're eighteen." He added, looking at me.

	Suddenly, things began to make sense, even the conversation from last night. But if dad was warning him that I wasn't eighteen, what was dad expecting for when I became eighteen? "Dad never told me why he and mum broke up. They were fine up until then."

	This time, Jack looked at me and smiled. "Well, your dad used to help at the shop and well, the kid accused your dad too. Your dad was released though, not enough evidence, but your mum was angry that he was even accused."

	Not enough evidence. By that metric, it meant that there was enough evidence against Jack. Surely, my dad didn't bring me here for any nefarious reasons. Surely, my own father wouldn't do that. But as I thought about that, I felt Jack's hand reach down and cup my backside, pulling my briefs a little to gain access to skin.

	He reached to the cigarettes, lit two and handed me one. "l really don't smoke." I told him.

	With a grin, he said, "Good little sluts smoke." Then as his eyes remained locked on mine, I felt his hand go into my briefs from the top and then cup my buttock more fully, before he slid it around the front and cupped my cock and balls gently, massaging them. "There's a good boy."

	I wanted to run away, I shook with nerves, but I froze, unable to move. But just as quickly as he proved to me who and what he was, did he pull away. "But of course, you're not eighteen for a couple more hours, right?"

	With a sigh of relief, I realised what was happening. Me being there was actually illegal, he was not allowed to be around me. I smoked the cigarette nervously, then looked at the time. Ten past ten, almost midnight, almost eighteen.

	"1...1 think I might go to bed." I told him.

	"Don't be silly." He said firmly, grinning at me. "We've still got the second film to watch. Tell you what, let me get you a whiskey, calm the nerves a little, eh?"

	"No 1..."

	He stood up and began to walk to the bar. "A good dram will make you feel better." But then he stopped and walked back, leaning over me and grabbing my phone. "Why don't we keep the mobile phones off tonight, eh? Some quality us time. Bloody phones, these days. You kids always on them."

	In my heart, I knew I should run, scream for help. At the very least, put my jeans back on. When he returned with the whiskey, I was stood, about to put the jeans on. He snatched them out of my hand with a firm look. "You need to relax Danny." He said firmly. "Stop worrying so much." Then he handed me the glass, whilst he walked away with my jeans.

	[image: Image]For the next nearly two hours, he plied me with whiskey and cigarettes, both making me feel light-headed. With every minute we moved closer to midnight, he became more hands on, more daring, until the last moments counted down, when he cupped my cock and balls again and just held them tight.

	"Happy birthday." He growled once I turned eighteen officially, then he shifted and placed a second hand on me, rubbing my chest. "Let's get this off, shall we?"

	"Please don't." I begged.

	"Mmm, you know I like it when they beg?" But now his hands had pulled my t-shirt off, and my underpants were off my legs. "Just relax Danny. Relax and behave." He said, rubbing both hands all over my body. I was a late bloomer, so when it [image: Image]came to body hair, I had next to none, something he seemed to enjoy. His fingers grabbed my penis and slowed wanked it as he smiled in my face. "Good little whore, aren't you? You want to be good for Jack, don't you?"

	"Please don't do this to me." I said, feeling tears form and run down my cheeks. He leaned down and licked at them whilst laughing, before moving his bearded mouth to mine and forcing his tongue in my mouth.

	"Mmm..." He growled as he kissed me. Then he pulled back and pulled down his boxer shorts to reveal a huge, fat erection, jutting out of a tuft of black hair. His hand grabbed the back of my neck and pulled forcefully. "Do not bite it." He warned.

	Sniffing and sobbing, I bent down and took it in my mouth. It wasn't unpleasant, he'd showered earlier, but it scared me, and simply was not something I wanted to do. The dick was massive, stretching my lips and choking me even half-way down. He began moving his fat hips up and down fast as he held my neck and head, growling as he forced his dick down my throat.

	As he did that, I heard the sound of tyres on the gravel outside, then the front door open and close. On the one hand, I believed my dad was home and would save me, but on the other, I knew that this was all planned, that the two were working together. Not a word was said, but Jack continued to hold and use me, whilst I heard the sound of clothes being removed. Then, my eyes looked up to see the two men kissing, my dad bent over to put his mouth on Jack's. "Hello Master." Dad said to Jack.

	"Hello slut." Then Jack released me. "Say hello to daddy." He said, then reached and grabbed my dad's erection and aimed it at my mouth.[image: Image]

	"Dad! Why?" I begged.

	"Happy birthday." Dad smiled, pushing his hips forward. "Now you're nice and legal."

	I sucked for a few minutes, before moving back to Jack, knowing that I had no other choice. Then, Jack stood and walked off, before returning and climbing onto the sofa behind me as I sucked daddy. Cold lubricant was being applied to my anus and I knew what was coming. Sure enough, the pressure of Jack's cock trying to enter me made me his.

	[image: Image]

	"Relax and push back." Dad whispered. "You'll love it, I promise. Just relax."

	I followed his instructions, not wanting to get hurt, and eventually, the head slid inside with a burning sting. I hissed and looked back as I propped myself up on my wrists. The huge dick was lodged there, not moving, and Jack was grinning sadistically at me. Then finally, I watched him push forward and once more, the burn returned, though not as bad. I kept [image: Image]my eyes on it, somehow fascinated my seeing a huge eight-inch meat pole push inside me; I had to admit, it was making me hard to see it enter me, much as I didn't want it to happen.

	When Jack began moving in and out of me, something horrible happened. I moaned. I didn't want this. I was straight. This was rape, surely? But I moaned, and I moaned again, and then I was facing forward and sucking and slobbering and moaning again. I pulled off. "Oh god, that's good!" I said, though I don't know where it came from, because it wasn't good, it was horrible, it had to be! "Yes, fuck me." No, no! Don't fuck me! "Yes, oh yes, harder, deeper!"

	I kept sucking, moaning, slobbering and licking. I bent lower and sucked on a huge ball, looking up in my father's eyes, seeing him grin with that satisfied smirk. Then the cock in my mouth again, but now hands were hold my head, the dick in my mouth was growing, until with a long moan, my father released his seed, flooding my mouth with it. I swallowed that salty slime, feeling it coat my throat as I continued to suck and lick.

	Now the dick in my arse was pounding hard, using me as a receptacle for his sexual frustration. Jack's fat hands would spank me, stinging, searing pain rushing through me. In front of me, dad was soft now, but he would occasionally reach down, making sure I still had it in my mouth, whilst he leant over and pulled at my buttocks, making sure they were nice and apart for his master. Until with three or four more hard slams, Jack hit home hard and I felt him release inside me, spotting of warm liquid spraying my bowels.

	"Oh, he's so tight." Jack moaned.[image: Image]

	"l told you he would be." Dad laughed.

	The two men kissed above me, then as Jack pulled out, both pulled me up, and I felt dad's tongue in my mouth, before being pushed back to Jack, to kiss him. Then, without hesitation, dad pushed my head down and forced Jack's dirty cock into my mouth. "Clean it, like a good boy." He said.

	Whilst I was doing that, I heard Jack light cigarettes, handing one to my dad, and then when I was let go from cleaning his dick, he gave one to me. It was a break, but I knew they were not one and done.

	"Why?" I asked, feeling tears roll down my eyes again.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Dad pulled me to him and placed his lips on mine, rubbing my body gently. "Your mother found out that I like, well, boys like you. Not too young, I'm a pig. These days you are called twinks. But yeah, she ended things and made me promise never to see you again. I tried to behave these last couple of years, tried to tell myself that I won't do anything, but I decided I can't, that's not me. So, this week, we're going to turn you into our ideal little gay sex slave. But Danny, I promise you, it's not as bad as you are thinking it will be. What we did just now, was it so horrible?"

	I wanted to say that it was, that it was disgusting and wrong, that I didn't want this. Instead, I just collapsed to my knees and started crying, because I didn't want to say that I liked it. If I thought dad would comfort me, I was wrong. Collapsing to my knees just made me close to his crotch, and the more I cried, the harder and more erect he became, until suddenly, he was grabbing my head from both sides and thrusting his hips back and forth, his dick jamming down my throat. Suddenly, I was pushed over onto my knees and without pause, he thrust inside me, pushing into my anus all in one go and thrusting hard and fast, like a bitch in heat.

	"Oh, oh, oh, yeah, fucking slut!" Dad snarled, "Yeah, yeah, yeah, take my fucking cock! Fucking fag little bitch. Gonna be our fuck slut, gonna be our pain slut. Gonna whore you to our friends." He sang, thrusting.

	Jack laughed and sucked on the last dregs of his cigarette, before bending over and pushing it out against my tongue, making me squeal a little. I was going to spit it out, but he wasted no time shoving his cock in and forcing me to swallow the left-over butt.

	As the cock in my rectum buzzed and tickled my prostate, I found myself moaning and growling again, and as I did, I slobbered on the cock again. I wasn't gay. I didn't want this. I would never dream of it, and yet, my body shook with excitement, my cock was rigid, and I was moaning and purring. When Jack held me on his dick and I felt my throat swell wide, tears forming as I struggled to breathe, my cock jutted and bounced. When he let go and I gasped for breath, I said, "again," and once more, I found his enormous length push inside me.

	The rhythmic slap, slap, slap from behind as skin hit skin, was now increasing in pace. Dad moaned and growled, and as Jack pulled out, I snarled, "Cum in me daddy." I don't know where it came from, but it was there, I said it, and there was no taking it back.

	"Oh you fucking slut!" Dad snarled and came hard.

	Jack pulled out and walked behind me, pushing into the void now left by my father, whilst I sucked on dad.

	After Jack came inside me a second time, I was finally allowed a drink but at the same time, I was forced to smoke again. I told them that I found it odd that they waited until I was eighteen when the age of consent is sixteen, but then dad explained that Jack was not allowed to be around under eighteens because of his conviction.

	"Yeah, but you're my dad..." I pointed out, noting incest was illegal.

	"No, I'm not." Dad replied. "Not biologically. Your mother was pregnant with another man's baby. It's not my name on the birth certificate."[image: Image]

	Now that came as a shock to me, but for some reason, I felt relief, that really the only illegal thing was the fact that they had forced me. But then I thought, if someone asked, would I really say I was forced? I was smoking a cigarette, stood [image: Image]there, and absent-mindedly rubbing dad's dick, so yeah, I was enjoying this, even though I didn't want to.

	They led me to Jack's bedroom, a room I hadn't realised dad had slept in the night before. In fact, that was the weird moaning that I had heard during the night, the two men were fucking. As dad placed me into the bed, both climbed in on either side of me and began kissing and rubbing my skinny white body.

	"How long do you plan to keep me here?" I asked.

	"We'll talk about it tomorrow, son." He replied, pushing his erection inside me again.

	They fucked me all night. We didn't sleep once, something which shocked me given their ages compared to mine, but that night, I was their sex toy. At some point during the night, Jack gave my dad a Viagra, before taking one himself, so that he could keep going. Both men kissed, licked and sucked my little dick, and I say little, because compared to theirs, mine was a relative clit.

	Come morning, they showered with me, shaving what little body hair I had, then they made me kneel in the shower. I thought they wanted me to suck them again, but I was wrong, and soon, two heavy streams of piss sprayed my face and hair, and filled my mouth. The disgusting fluid humiliated me further, making me sob as I was forced to swallow what came in my mouth of choke.

	After, they led me back to my room, stark naked. I knew what was about to happen to me, I had seen the lingerie and dresses. This was what they wanted, a little gay sissy sex doll. Both men dressed me in pink satins, a high-collared lockable mini sissy dress, then they did my make-up but no wig.

	"You asked me how long we plan to keep you here." Dad began, as I sniffed looking at myself in the mirror, humiliated, embarrassed, and yet turned on. "Whilst you were in school, I sold the house. Yesterday, I went back home to clear out our things, throw away everything we don't need, and leave the keys with the agent. I unenrolled you from school, given you already have your GCSEs out of the way."

	I gasped, shocked. "But I need to do my A-levels to get into university."

	"You're not going to university." Jack said, laughing. "You're gonna live here, as our servant."[image: Image]

	"No! I want to go to university!" I cried.

	"l never sent the applications off, son." Dad laughed. "Come on." He pulled me to him. "Sissy girl, you're ours now. Just enjoy life. You never need to work a day in your life, just cook, clean, and serve us, your daddies, and we'll take great care of you." He said, pushing his hand into my knickers and the pushing a finger inside my anus. "Mmm, my pretty little sissy [image: Image]girl, aren't you?" He purred, fucking me with his finger and kissing me. "So pretty. No girlfriends needed, just good hard dick from your daddies from now on."

	"But just to make sure you don't run." I felt Jack put a collar around my neck, locking it in place.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Dad spoke for him as he continued to finger me. "1f you leave the garden around the house, then it will shock you so hard that it might knock you out or give you a heart attack, so best do as we say, understood?"

	Again, I began to cry, sob, as both men held me, another finger, a fat one, joining dad's inside me. "Why? Why me?

	Why?" I cried.

	"Because we can." Dad said softly. "Because we want to. And because we know you'll love it after a few days."[image: Image]

	My phone was gone. My laptop was gone. There was no landline, so no way to call, and now I had this shock collar. I was trapped and feminised.

	And yet, now, more fingers were in me, stretching and pulling, and now my face was buried in my dad's neck as the fingers worked me. "Oh." I gasped, "0h yeah." It was like my body switched in the excitement and all I wanted was to feel it in me, to feel that tickle, that buzz throughout my body. And still the fingers moved and pulled and twisted, prodding, poking. Jack reached into a nearby drawer with his other hand and pulled out a large black tub marked Fist! Grabbing a huge goop, he pulled the fingers out of me, as dad pushed the knickers to my ankles, then he too grabbed a lot of the goop and both slathered their hands and forearms with it.

	I gulped.

	The fingers were back in but both were working me fast, stretching, lubricating, pulling and pushing. Suddenly, dad had [image: Image]four fingers in me and had me bent over, holding the top of a dresser as he pushed, making me scream in pain. Jack slid a couple of fingers in me, as he moaned and laughed, saying what a filthy little slut I was going to be for them.

	The fingers slipped in past the knuckles, making me gasp in shock and sudden relief that the worst pain was over. Now the hand was moving inside, and I could feel my anus swallow it whole. But now the pain was about to return, because Jack was beside him, fingers pushing next to the hand and wrist, finding entry. More were being added by the narrowest part of dad's wrist, until suddenly, another hand had found its way in, cupping the hand inside me, as both men fisted me hard.

	"Ungh, ungh, ungh." I moaned through gritted teeth as my head bounced with each rapid thrust, their arms inside me now. "Yes, yes, yes! Fist me! Destroy me!" I growled, and suddenly, dad's hand was tugging away at me little dick. "This is so good! So good! Why is it so good?" I growled.

	"This will be your life forever now, son."

	"Yes, yes, yes! Unnnngghhh! God!"

	I came hard, and I mean, super hard. I don't think I've ever seen so much cum shoot from me, and yet, they made it happen. They removed their hands from me, and as my swollen and prolapsed anus began to close, Jack slammed his cock inside me, fucking me senseless once again. And before I could rest, dad replaced him.

	Jack and dad went to sleep after that, resting after the long night. I was told that I was to clean the entire house from top to bottom, and then cook lunch. They ate around one, fucked me again, and then went back to bed, telling me to continue cleaning every room. It would take me days to get it completely clean.

	By evening, they were back to fucking me again, before Jack ordered an inspection of the rooms I had cleaned. Eventually, he returned, slapped me hard around the face and told me I did a shit job and that tomorrow I would do it all again.

	"But you will need to be punished." Dad informed me.[image: Image]

	For the first time, I saw Jack unlock the old door I found earlier in the kitchen. They both led me down a staircase to a dark cellar space which had been converted into a dungeon. Apart from small cages, there were all sorts of chains, crosses, whips, and other strange torture devices. As Jack chained me to the ceiling and floor in an X, dad inspected some metal clamps.

	"Is that what I think it is?" He laughed.

	"Burdizzo. Castration device." Said Jack as he gagged me. I immediately began shaking against the chains and crying out.

	Dad walked over to me with the device and pulled down my knickers. I screamed into the gag as I felt my left testicle touch the cold metal of the device. "So I just close the clamp?" Dad asked him.

	"You have to do it hard and fast, otherwise you could make a mistake and it could get infected." Said Jack.

	"Interesting." Said dad, pulling at my balls with it but not closing the device.

	I panted, my crying eyes staring at my dad wondering if he was really going to do it. I don't know why, but my dick became painfully erect, like it wanted him to do it. He opened the clamp and finally, I breathed a sigh of relief, that he was going to let me loose.

	The moment he slammed the clamp shut, the pain shot through me. I screamed out loud, louder than I ever screamed in my life. Jack burst out laughing, asking if he really just castrated me, but dad just shrugged and said, "He's got one more.[image: Image]

	He'll manage for now."

	The pain didn't stop. It shot up through my gut, burning and prodding. Dad grabbed my rock hard dick and rubbed it, smiling into my face as he kissed my cheeks gently, licking the spit drooling from my mouth. "You like it, don't you?" He purred.

	Fuck no! I went to shake my head no, and ended up nodding slowly as I panted through the pain.

	"Should I do the other?" He said, licking my face.

	I nodded again, rapidly. Yes, do it! Do it!

	"Mm, not today my love." He laughed, then kneed me hard into the remaining functional ball.

	[image: Image]For the next two hours, I was whipped, pierced, fucked, pissed on, ball-busted, and slapped. It was extreme BDSM, extreme torture, and they seemed to love it, drinking beers and kicking me, or whipping me. They both kept telling me that this dungeon would be used daily, that I was a pain-slut, but I just kept crying and screaming. The only thing that let me down was my cock, which was constantly erect, constantly climaxing by itself.[image: Image]

	Again, that night, they didn't let me sleep. I was exhausted, but they just fucked me, used me, then made jokes about how black and blue my sack was, punching me there before fucking me again.

	This sex and torture continued for two more days. I was high, disorientated from exhaustion, but I found myself coming to them and begging for their cocks. When I didn't have them in me, I felt lost, lonely, I just needed it more and more.

	By the time they finally let me sleep, I found myself dreaming of cock, dreaming of them. Then once I woke up, the cycle began again, days without sleep, just cleaning, sex, and daily cruel torture. I no longer had any male clothes, and when I didn't have a cock in my mouth, I had a cigarette there. That became my life from that point on.

	One Year Later

	I trotted around the supermarket in my heels, in the humiliating little pink lacy sissy dress, my pink satin panties, [image: Image]imprinted with the words Gay Slut on the back, clearly visible to all. People gasped and called me names, but they didn't realise that only served to turn me on.

	[image: Image]

	In the year I had spent with my new daddies, I found myself embracing the lifestyle of being a gay sissy eunuch. Sure, I had to take hormones every day to keep my libido, but it was worth it to be a receptacle for men's cock. The sleep pattern thing only lasted a month and after that, I was allowed to sleep normally, but during that time, something happened, I realised that I am a slut, and that I am gay. I realised there was no point in escaping, and that I should indeed help my daddies find more young twinks like me, to convert. I didn't need school or an education, or a job, because my job was to give blowjobs, and take cum up my pretty sissy fuckhole. My job was to giggle when someone called me a disgusting slut. My job was to say yum when someone pissed on me. And my job was to say thank you when someone hit me.

	It was only after that, that they took the collar off me. Once I was truly transformed and accepting of who I was, then I

	was free to stay.

	When I was in school, I had one friend. He was another skinny kid called Eric, and Eric was the shy type, like me. We were great friends, gaming buddies, but unlike me, Eric didn't do well at school. I recently received an email from him, where he wrote explaining how upset he was since I just up and disappeared. His mum and dad had split with his dad running off with a waitress and his mum turning to drink, so he was looking to get away.

	"Hey, you are welcome to come stay with us." I wrote, licking my lips as I showed daddy Jack the email. He was fisting my anus at the time, as he liked to do, and as I loved.

	"Good girl!" He gushed, knowing he'd have a little plaything.

	"You may need to be a bit firmer on him then you were on me." I giggled. "He'll struggle."

	"You know me, sweetie. I like them when they struggle." And I giggled again.

	"Don't tell anyone you're here though." I wrote to Eric. "Just in case your mum becomes violent." "l won't!" Eric wrote back.

	I grinned at the email reply, thinking how wonderful it would be to have another sissy playmate.

	The moment Eric arrived and saw me, he realised his mistake. Jack shut and locked the door, as I pranced over to my former best friend and kissed him. Of course, Eric tried to pull away, but before he knew it, Jack and dad had him and were pulling him to the ground. I grinned as I watched Jack's fat cock enter Eric's backside, then laughed when after a minute of screaming and crying, Eric moaned, and said, "Oh fuck, yes." Oh yes, I knew Eric, and like me, I knew he would come to love being a little gay sissy slut, just like me.

	A few hours later, after they fucked Eric into oblivion, they had him chained up in the dungeon, in his new sissy dress, and they had his left testicle in the burdizzo. "Would you like to do the honours?" Dad asked me.

	"Oh yes daddy! Thank you!" I giggled.

	Eric's eyes caught mine, fear and excitement in them, but he'd had the chance to talk to me briefly earlier, knew I was castrated, knew how happy I was, and for some reason, instead of screaming into the gag, he actually tried to smile, and then nodded at me. Without removing my eyes from his, I slammed the clamp shut and listened to the erotic sound of his screams, creaming my panties. I licked the tears from his face, and then didn't hesitate, and did the other ball.

	For the next month, Eric went through the same sleep deprivation therapy that I went through, until finally, he too understood his purpose, and was finally allowed to sleep with me in bed. We lay there in our little nighties, playing with each other's floppy non-functional cocks, and kissing.

	"l love you sissy Dani."

	"l love you sissy Erica." I giggled.

	And so began our lives, as gay sissy sluts. After that, men from the village regularly came over to fuck us. It turned out, the place essentially was a community of people who had been forced to move due to some sort of prior conviction similar to Jack's, so when this happened, they were happy to have young sissies like us to play with, and we were happy to be their sluts. Daily we took multiple cocks, lots of cum, but we were happy. No need to work, no need to study. No need to worry our empty little bimbo heads with anything. Just being gay. Just taking cock.

	THE END
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