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Chapter 1

Grant eased his Audi into the driveway of their semi-detached house in the leafy Surrey suburb just after half past six. The journey from the marketing consultancy office in Guildford had been routine, filled with the usual podcasts and thoughts of the week ahead, his way of clearing his mind after a difficult week. He switched off the engine and sat for a moment, enjoying the quiet click as the car settled. At thirty-three, life felt comfortably settled; a solid career, a loving wife, and a mortgage that did not keep him awake at night. Everything just felt…right.

When Grant and Diane first met just after college, the attraction had been immediate and genuine. They were both young professionals finding their feet in London, Grant in marketing and Diane in estate agency work. Their first date was at a small Italian restaurant in Clapham, where conversation flowed easily over pasta and cheap red wine. Diane’s quick wit and warm laugh captivated him from the start. She was confident and independent, the kind of woman who knew what she wanted but never made others feel small for wanting different things. Grant had fallen for her quickly, and within two years they were married in a modest but joyful ceremony surrounded by friends and family.

Even then, in those early days of their relationship, Grant was quietly discovering his fetish online. He’d stumbled across cuckolding and female domination content during late-night browsing sessions when he wasn’t sure what to masturbate to. The images and stories had stirred something deep within him and it became his nightly source of relief. So many times he had thought of telling her, knowing in his heart that she would not be angry, she simply wasn’t the type, but whilst he had always sensed that Diane would listen with the same practical warmth she brought to most things, that she might even encourage his fantasies, she would never support them in reality.  As a ‘bloke’ though, the kind of man who played Sunday league football and discussed tactics with his mates, enjoyed the occasional bevvy down the pub, he could not bring himself to admit it. The words always stuck in his throat, buried beneath layers of masculine expectation and fear of seeming weak.

Over the years, though, the fantasy began to nibble at his resolve. It started as an occasional late-night thought but gradually invaded his mind more frequently. Lately, it had reached the point where his fantasies would surface every single time they made love. The images would flicker unbidden through his thoughts as he moved inside her, visions of Diane with another man, of her taking control in ways that both thrilled and terrified him. It was literally painful for him to swallow his urges, to maintain the façade of the steady, reliable husband while this secret yearning grew stronger with each passing month.

He stepped inside to the familiar aroma of roasted vegetables and herbs. Diane had come home earlier from her part-time role at the local estate agency and started dinner. She appeared in the kitchen doorway wearing a plain cream blouse and dark jeans, her shoulder-length brown hair loosely tied back. At thirty-two she carried herself with the easy confidence that had first drawn him to her years ago but she was never overstated. Always just a gentle soul, no matter what she did; at least, she always presented herself that way.

‘Evening, love,’ she called, leaning in for a quick kiss as he set down his bag. ‘Good day?’

‘Not bad at all,’ Grant replied, slipping off his shoes. ‘The pitch for the new client went smoothly enough. How about yours?’

Diane smiled as she returned to the hob. ‘Busy with viewings, but nothing too dramatic. One couple spent forty minutes debating whether the conservatory felt too eighties. I told them it was charmingly retro, that the eighties were back in.’

‘Did they buy it?’ He chuckled.

‘The house or my comment?’

‘Either.’

She frowned. ‘No.’

They moved about the kitchen together with the effortless rhythm of a couple who knew each other’s habits well. Grant poured two glasses of Sauvignon Blanc while Diane plated up grilled salmon, asparagus, and new potatoes. They carried everything through to the dining area that overlooked the small but well-tended garden. There was a table in the kitchen, they could easily have eaten there, but there was just something nice about eating with a view of the garden.

Over dinner, they talked about her sister’s upcoming birthday plans, and then she raised her concerns over plans she’d heard about the neighbour’s new extension that threatened to block a little light.

‘Given any thought to the Cotswolds this year?’ She asked, knowing they were pushing it if they wanted to book something.

‘No,’ he groaned. He really wasn’t sure he wanted to do another holiday in the Cotswolds but she didn’t like to jet anywhere and he really couldn’t be bothered to drive.

‘Honestly, Grant, if we leave it any longer the only available cottage will have floral wallpaper and a suspicious smell of lavender,’ Diane teased, raising her glass. ‘You know how you feel about chintz.’

He chuckled. ‘I survived your parents’ spare room last Christmas. I can handle a bit of lavender.’

Diane topped up their glasses and regarded him with that thoughtful expression he had come to recognise. The evening felt relaxed, intimate in the way only familiar domestic spaces can be. Outside, the garden darkened gently while inside the couple lingered over the last of the wine, plates pushed aside, the comfortable silence between them full of unspoken affection.

This was the life they had built together, steady and warm. Yet beneath the surface of Grant’s contentment lay a secret yearning he had carried for years, one he had never fully shared until tonight felt somehow right. He watched Diane across the table and wondered how she might respond if he finally found the courage to speak.

After they had cleared the table and moved to the sofa with the remainder of the wine, the conversation took on a more intimate tone. The television remained off, leaving only the soft glow of a couple of lamps and the occasional distant hum of a car passing along their quiet road. Diane tucked her legs beneath her and leaned against Grant’s shoulder, her hand resting lightly on his thigh.

‘You seem a bit distracted tonight,’ she observed, her voice gentle. ‘Everything alright at work, or is something else on your mind?’

Grant hesitated, his fingers tracing the stem of his glass. He had rehearsed this moment in his head countless times, yet the words still felt heavy on his tongue, but never had he found the courage. Each passing day ate at him though, like pressure cooker waiting to burst.

‘There is something,’ he admitted. ‘Something I have been thinking about for a while. It is quite personal.’

Diane shifted so she could look at him properly, her expression attentive rather than alarmed. ‘Go on then. You know you can tell me anything.’

He took a slow breath and began to outline the fantasy that had occupied a secret corner of his mind for years. In careful, measured sentences he described his desire to be cuckolded, to watch or know that Diane was with another man, and the deeper urge to be dominated by her in that context. He spoke of the powerful mix of jealousy and arousal the thought stirred in him, emphasising that it remained purely a fantasy, one he had never acted upon nor expected to.

Diane listened without interruption at first. Her eyebrows rose slightly in surprise as the full shape of his confession became clear. She took a sip of wine, processing what he had said. For a long moment the room was quiet except for the faint ticking of the clock on the mantelpiece.

‘Well,’ she said at last, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. ‘That is quite the revelation, Grant. I was not expecting that particular topic.’

Her tone carried genuine amusement rather than anger. She set her glass down and turned more fully towards him, studying his face with open curiosity. ‘So you actually fantasise about me being with someone else? And enjoying it while you… what, wait at home or watch?’

Grant felt heat rise in his cheeks but nodded. ‘Something like that. The domination side too. You taking control of the situation.’

Diane let out a soft laugh, not mocking but clearly entertained by the idea. ‘Goodness. My sensible, football-watching husband has a hidden side after all.’ She reached out and brushed a strand of hair from his forehead, her touch affectionate. ‘I am not angry, if that is what you are worried about. Surprised, definitely. A little intrigued even. But I will be honest with you, love. I’m not sure I could ever actually cheat. That is not who I am… but the fantasy is surprisingly intriguing. In fact, I do believe there was an article about this in Women’s Weekly, so it’s not all that unusual.’

She paused, still smiling, and asked a string of gentle questions. Why did he think the jealousy excited him? Had he imagined specific scenarios? Did the thought involve anyone they knew or complete strangers? Her curiosity seemed real, the sort of practical interest she might show when discussing a new recipe or a tricky client at work, when in reality, she just wanted to understand it all better.

‘Just so I understand,’ she added with a playful glint in her eye, ‘in this fantasy of yours, am I supposed to come home and tell you every detail, or do you picture yourself hiding in the wardrobe like something out of a dodgy film?’

Grant managed a sheepish laugh. The tension in his shoulders eased a fraction as her warm, teasing response took the edge off his anxiety. Diane’s probing was by no means vindictive, and he found himself relieved to have finally gotten it all out. By the time they finished the bottle of wine, the revelation hung between them, acknowledged but not yet resolved.

The hour had grown late by the time they climbed the stairs together. Grant switched off the lamps downstairs while Diane checked that the doors were locked. Their bedroom felt familiar and safe, with its pale blue walls and the large bed they had chosen together five years earlier. They undressed without haste, exchanging small touches and quiet smiles that spoke of years of comfortable intimacy, but underneath it all, Grant wondered if his revelations would impact their dynamic.

Once beneath the duvet, Diane drew him close. Their lovemaking was tender and unhurried, the sort of slow connection that came naturally after a long conversation. She moved above him at first, then they shifted so Grant could take the lead, their bodies fitting together with the easy knowledge of long-term lovers. Soft sighs and murmured endearments filled the room. There was no rush, only the deepening pleasure of two people who knew precisely how to please one another. When they finally reached their peaks, it was with quiet intensity rather than fireworks.

There was nothing wrong with their sex-life, it was frequent and comfortable, even if she never really reached an earth-shattering climax, at least she felt good doing it. For Grant, it just all felt a little too routine, too processed.

Afterwards they lay tangled together, skin warm and slightly damp. Diane rested her head on Grant’s chest, one leg draped lazily over his. The bedside lamp cast a gentle glow across the room. For several minutes neither spoke, content simply to breathe in unison.

Then Diane lifted her head and looked at him. ‘So,’ she said softly, tracing a finger along his collarbone, ‘tell me more about this fantasy of yours. Why do you think it turns you on so much? Is it the humiliation aspect, or the idea of me being in complete control?’

Her questions were gentle, delivered with genuine curiosity rather than judgement. Grant answered as honestly as he could, describing the strange thrill of imagining her pleasure with someone else while he remained on the sidelines. Diane listened attentively, occasionally interjecting with light, affectionate teasing.

‘I have to admit, it is rather flattering in a strange way,’ she murmured with a small smile. ‘That you trust me enough to even share this. But I meant what I said earlier. I wasn’t sure I could ever actually do it. You are more than enough for me, Grant… though the idea has its appeal in fantasy.’

She kissed him on the forehead, then on the lips, her hand sliding down his side in a soothing caress. ‘Still, it is interesting. I might tease you about it from time to time, if you don’t mind? Just a little joke between us.’

Grant chuckled quietly. ‘I suppose I walked right into that one.’

They talked a while longer, the conversation drifting between his desires and lighter topics. Diane’s amusement remained warm and playful, never crossing into cruelty. Eventually her questions slowed, replaced by yawns. She snuggled closer, draping an arm across his chest.

‘Whatever goes on in that head of yours,’ she whispered as sleep began to claim her, ‘I still love you exactly as you are.’

Grant lay awake a little longer, listening to her breathing deepen into steady sleep. The secret was out, met not with disgust but with the same practical, slightly amused affection that defined so much of their marriage. He felt relieved that she was not angry, that she had listened with the warmth and openness he had always known she possessed. Yet beneath that relief lay a profound sense of disappointment, a quiet ache that settled deep in his chest. She might never actually do it. The fantasy that had consumed him for so long might remain just that, a private yearning.

The ordinary quiet of their bedroom now held a new undercurrent, subtle yet undeniably present.


Chapter 2

The weeks that followed passed in a pleasant blur of ordinary suburban life. Spring had properly taken hold in Surrey, bringing longer evenings and the first bursts of colour to the flowerbeds along their street. Grant continued his commute to Guildford while Diane balanced her estate agency work with yoga classes and occasional lunches with friends. On the surface nothing had changed. Beneath it, however, a new playful undercurrent had entered their marriage.

It began subtly. One morning at breakfast Diane slid a plate of scrambled eggs and smoked salmon towards him, then paused with a mischievous glint in her eye. He took it for what it was, teasing, exactly as she had promised.

‘So tell me,’ She said lightly, pouring orange juice, ‘if I were to pop out for a coffee with some tall, handsome stranger, would that fit the sort of scenario you have been imagining? Or does he need to be someone specific?’

Grant nearly choked on his coffee. He looked up to find her smiling over the rim of her mug, clearly enjoying his reaction.

The casual way she had brought it up sent a thrill through him. She wasn’t dismissing the idea. She wasn’t shutting it down with awkward laughter or changing the subject. Instead, she was leaning into it, teasing him with genuine curiosity. That small realisation made his pulse quicken. A growing excitement stirred low in his stomach, warm and insistent. For the first time, the fantasy felt just a little less like a private burden he carried alone.

‘Diane,’ he protested with a laugh, his embarrassment rising, ‘it is barely eight o’clock.’

She shrugged innocently. ‘Just making conversation, love. You brought it up the other night. I am simply showing interest in my husband’s hobbies.’

The teasing continued in small moments throughout the days that followed. While they folded laundry together one Saturday afternoon, Diane held up one of his shirts and remarked, ‘This would be perfect for you to wear while waiting downstairs. Very patient and understanding husband chic.’

Grant shook his head, unable to suppress a grin. ‘You are never going to let this go, are you?’

‘Absolutely not,’ she replied cheerfully. ‘Especially now I know there is a filthy little secret behind that sensible exterior.’

Evenings in front of the television became another favourite opportunity. During a quiet drama one night, Diane nestled against him on the sofa and whispered during an intimate scene on screen, ‘Would you prefer to watch something like this in real life? Live and unfiltered?’

Her tone stayed warm and affectionate, never cruel, just general banter which had the same light, familiar rhythm they had always shared, only now it carried an extra spark. Grant found himself flushing regularly, yet he also discovered a strange thrill in her willingness to engage with the fantasy, even if only through jokes. The fact that she kept returning to it, that she wasn’t shutting the door on the idea, only made the excitement grow stronger inside him.

One particularly memorable breakfast involved Diane reading aloud from a newspaper article about relationship trends. She glanced up with perfect comic timing.

‘Apparently some couples are exploring ethical non-monogamy these days,’ she observed. ‘Sounds right up your street. Although I suppose in your version there would not be much in the way of ethics involved, just me having all the fun while you make the tea afterwards.’

Grant groaned and threw a cushion at her. Diane caught it easily, laughing as she tossed it back.

‘Careful,’ she warned with mock severity. ‘That sort of behaviour might earn you a punishment in your fantasy world.’

The references remained light and sporadic enough not to overwhelm their daily life, yet frequent enough that Grant could never quite relax completely. Each casual remark sent a quiet jolt through him, a mixture of embarrassment and arousal that left him slightly off balance in the best possible way. Diane seemed to sense exactly how far she could push the teasing before it risked becoming uncomfortable, always pulling back with a loving kiss or a change of subject.

Their sex life, meanwhile, had taken on a new energy. The revelation appeared to have unlocked something in Diane. She initiated more often, sometimes incorporating playful comments mid-act that left Grant breathless and even more deeply enthralled. Life continued as normal, with work, shopping, and weekends, yet a private layer of excitement now ran beneath everything they shared.

Whilst he was not a season ticket holder, Grant had grown up watching football with his dad, always supporting the local team. Most of the time, the team hovered painfully below the Championship, but recently, they’d achieved moderate success and found their way into the Championship, always threatening to go down again, but not quite making it. Occasionally, his dad found himself in possession of tickets, so when Saturday afternoon arrived, Grant met his father, Richard, at the usual spot near the station for their trip to watch the local Championship side live in action.

At sixty-one, Richard remained fit and sharp-witted, with the same easy manner that had always made their relationship feel more like friendship than traditional father-son formality. They had attended matches together for decades, sharing pints, opinions on tactics, and endless good-natured complaints about referees.

The drive to the stadium passed quickly. Richard updated him on the latest garden project at home while Grant spoke about a tricky campaign at work. Once inside the ground, with scarves on and beers in hand, the pair settled into their seats amid the growing roar of the crowd.

‘Your mother sends her love,’ Richard said during a lull. ‘She mentioned you and Diane are coming for Sunday lunch next week. Apparently she has a new recipe she wants to try out on you.’

Grant smiled. ‘We wouldn’t miss it. Diane has been talking about Mum’s roast potatoes all week. Something about goose fat… I dunno.’

‘Ah, you see mate, goose fat…’ Richard began.

‘Dad? I heard it all already, and I really don’t care. They’re potatoes.’

‘Yeah, fair enough.’

The match itself proved entertaining if not entirely successful for their team, as per usual. They analysed every pass, celebrated a well-taken goal in the second half, and groaned in unison when a promising attack fizzled out and once again for the sixth game in a row, ended in a draw. Between the action they chatted about everything from politics to the latest family news. Grant always left these afternoons feeling grounded and content. His father had a way of listening without judgement, offering straightforward advice when asked and knowing exactly when to keep things light. Overall though, his dad was just an all-round gent, and that was what mattered.

On the journey home, however, Grant’s thoughts drifted back to the changes at home. Diane’s playful remarks had continued all week, slipping into conversations at unexpected moments. He wondered briefly whether to mention any of it to his father, but the idea felt absurd. This remained a private matter between him and his wife.

When he stepped through the front door that evening, Diane greeted him with a glass of cold lager and a knowing smile.

‘Good match?’ she asked, kissing his cheek. ‘Did you and your dad solve all the sport’s problems as usual?’

‘Nearly,’ Grant replied, sinking into the sofa. ‘We decided the manager needs to be more attacking. Same conversation we’ve had for three seasons now.’

Diane curled up beside him, her hand resting casually on his leg. ‘Sounds productive. While you were out shouting at referees, I was thinking about what we talked about the other night.’ Her voice carried that light, teasing note he had grown used to, but still, his heart picked up the pace. ‘Imagine if I had invited someone round while you were at the football. You would come home none the wiser, except perhaps for the satisfied smile on my face.’

Grant shook his head with a reluctant laugh, but he desperately wanted her to say that was what had happened. ‘You are enjoying this far too much.’

‘Guilty,’ she admitted cheerfully. ‘It is quite fun having something new to wind you up with. But seriously, does the idea of me sneaking around while you are out with your dad actually appeal to you?’

He shrugged it off with a smile, taking a long sip of lager, still not daring to actually admit that was exactly what he wanted. ‘It is just a fantasy, Diane. I’m not expecting anything to happen.’

She studied him for a moment. There was a way he’d said it, I’m not expecting. He was putting it on her, telling her that he didn’t actually believe she would do it, he was resigned to never getting his fantasy. For a moment, she felt sorry for him, but then she realised that he probably didn’t understand the reality and the risks of doing something like that. So she leaned in and kissed him properly. ‘Good. Because I still have no intention of actually doing it. You are stuck with me, I am afraid. Or rather I with you,’ she said with a giggle.

The rest of the evening passed in comfortable domesticity. They ordered takeaway curry, watched a comedy panel show, and exchanged more of Diane’s gentle, humorous jabs whenever the opportunity arose. Grant shrugged each one off with laughter, even as the repeated references kept that secret thrill simmering beneath the surface. Their marriage felt closer than ever, enriched by this new private game that belonged only to them.

Later that same evening, after the takeaway containers had been cleared away and the house had grown quiet, Diane and Grant settled into bed. The curtains were drawn against the cool spring night, and only the soft glow of her bedside lamp remained. Diane wore an old university t-shirt that had seen better days, while Grant lay back against the pillows in a comfortable pair of lounge shorts.

Diane turned onto her side to face him, propping her head on one hand. ‘You shrugged me off earlier,’ she said gently, ‘but I am still curious. Why does this whole cuckold thing turn you on so much? I’ve been thinking about it on and off all week.’

Grant hesitated, then began to explain as best he could. He spoke about the intense contrast of emotions; the sting of jealousy mixed with a powerful sense of arousal at the thought of her pleasure. He described how the idea of her taking control, choosing when and how it happened, created a deep thrill of submission that nothing else quite matched. His words came carefully, conscious of how unusual the admission still felt.

Diane listened without interruption, her expression attentive and thoughtful. Occasionally she nodded, encouraging him to continue. When he had finished she reached out and traced a slow circle on his chest with her fingertip.

‘So it is not just about the sex itself,’ she mused. ‘It is the power shift. Me deciding, you accepting. Me enjoying myself while you wait and watch, or know about it afterwards.’ A small smile tugged at her lips. ‘I have to say, it is rather fascinating. My reliable, level-headed husband secretly wants to be bossed about in the bedroom. Who would have thought?’

Grant felt his face warm, but he managed a chuckle. ‘When you put it like that it sounds ridiculous.’

‘Not ridiculous,’ she corrected, her tone affectionate. ‘Just unexpected. And a little flattering, if I am honest. That you would trust me with something so private.’ She paused, then added with a spark of humour, ‘Though I still maintain I would be a terrible cheat. I would probably come home and immediately confess everything because I felt guilty about the train fare or some such nonsense.’

Grant shook his head, a small smile forming despite his embarrassment. ‘I do not see it as cheating, you know. Not if I wanted to know. Not if it was something we both understood. That is part of what makes it exciting for me, the honesty of it. The knowing. You are actually meant to confess everything, that’s kind of the point.’

Diane tilted her head, her expression shifting to one of genuine interest. ‘I never thought about it like that,’ she admitted. ‘I always assumed it would feel like betrayal. But if you wanted to know… if it was something we agreed on…’ She let the thought trail off, clearly turning it over in her mind.

Grant’s pulse quickened slightly at her openness. ‘Why are you so interested?’ he asked, his voice quieter now.

Diane leaned in closer, her eyes sparkling with a mix of curiosity and something deeper. ‘Maybe,’ she said slowly, a playful but thoughtful smile curving her lips, ‘just maybe, I will not dismiss the idea of trying it… maybe… one day. Seriously though,’ she continued, ‘does the domination part extend beyond just watching? Would I need to tie you up or tell you exactly what to do?’

Grant shrugged, smiling despite his embarrassment. ‘In the fantasies, yes. The control element is a big part of it.’

Diane raised an eyebrow. ‘Noted. I shall file that away for future teasing material.’ She yawned and snuggled closer, resting her head on his shoulder. ‘Thank you for telling me more. I do not understand it completely, but I like that we can talk about it.’

Their conversation drifted from there into lighter territory, the earlier probing questions giving way to affectionate banter about work, weekend plans, and a ridiculous story Diane had heard from a colleague. Laughter came easily between them once more. Eventually the lamp clicked off and they settled down to sleep, limbs comfortably entwined.

Grant lay in the darkness listening to Diane’s breathing slow and deepen. Her gentle curiosity and warm teasing had left him feeling closer to her than ever, even as the fantasy he had shared now hovered more openly between them. The days ahead promised more of the same light-hearted provocation, and he found himself strangely looking forward to it.


Chapter 3

Sunday arrived bright and mild, perfect for the weekly family dinner. Grant and Diane drove the short distance to his parents’ house in the neighbouring village, windows down to enjoy the fresh air. The familiar route took them past cricket pitches and rows of well-maintained Victorian terraces before turning into the quieter lane where Richard and Margaret lived. Their detached home stood at the end of a cul-de-sac, with a generous garden that Richard tended with almost religious devotion.

Margaret greeted them at the door with her usual warmth, enveloping Diane in a hug before turning to her son. ‘There you both are. Come in, come in. Your dad has been fiddling with the roast for the last hour, convinced the potatoes need watching like hawks. Honestly Diane, give a man one task in the kitchen and they think they’re blood Gordon Ramsey.’

The house smelled wonderful; slow-roasted lamb, rosemary, garlic, and the unmistakable scent of Yorkshire puddings in the oven. They moved through to the conservatory where Richard was setting the table. He shook Grant’s hand firmly and kissed Diane on the cheek.

‘Good to see you both,’ he said with a grin. ‘How is the world of estate agency treating you, Diane?’

‘Surviving,’ she replied lightly. ‘Though I spent most of Friday trying to convince someone that original features are charming rather than outdated.’

Conversation flowed easily as they settled in with pre-lunch drinks. Grant and his father discussed the previous day’s football, while Diane and Margaret caught up on family news and the latest neighbourhood gossip. The atmosphere was relaxed and affectionate, the kind of easy gathering that had always made these visits feel like a highlight of the week.

They moved to the dining table when the food was ready. Plates were passed around, vegetables served, and rich gravy poured with generous hands. Compliments on the cooking came thick and fast, particularly for Margaret’s roast potatoes, which achieved the ideal balance of crisp and fluffy, something to do with goose fat that Grant had heard far too much about.

It was during the main course, when everyone had second helpings and the initial hunger had been satisfied, that Margaret brought up gossip she’d heard that week, and that descended into television she’d watched.

‘I watched the most interesting programme the other night,’ she said, slicing another piece of lamb. ‘One of those late-night discussion shows. They were talking about polygamy of all things. Whether it should be more accepted or if the law should stay as it is. Anyway, there was this group, your ages Grant, and it seems like this is all the rage now.’

Grant raised an eyebrow. ‘Not exactly light viewing before bed.’

‘Well, it got me thinking,’ Margaret continued. ‘There’s all this business now about trans-rights and gay rights, and people telling others how to live. Why can’t everyone just get treated the same way?’

‘I think that’s what they want, Margaret.’ Diane noted.

‘Well, the government really should stop sticking their noses into private lives and make everyone equal. If consenting adults want to live in whatever arrangement suits them, who are we to judge? Times have changed.’

‘Hear, hear,’ said Richard, raising his glass.

The table fell into a brief, thoughtful silence as everyone considered her words. Diane took a sip of water, then glanced across at Grant with a small, playful smile that only he would recognise. His eyes widened, don’t you dare! The conversation had taken an unexpected turn, one that suddenly felt loaded with private significance. Grant’s pulse quickened slightly as he reached for his glass, wondering where exactly this discussion might lead.

Margaret leaned back in her chair, clearly warming to her theme. ‘People should be free to live as they choose in their own homes,’ she continued with conviction. ‘Marriage, relationships, whatever arrangement works for them. It is not for politicians or busybodies to dictate. As long as everyone involved is a consenting adult, where is the harm?’

Richard nodded thoughtfully while helping himself to more carrots. ‘I suppose there is sense in that. Society has moved on in plenty of other areas. Though I imagine it gets rather complicated when children are involved.’

Diane waited for a natural lull before speaking, her tone perfectly casual. ‘Well, polygamy certainly sounds right up Grant’s street.’

The words hung in the air for a moment. Grant froze with his fork halfway to his mouth. Richard raised his eyebrows and Margaret paused mid-sip of wine, both turning towards their son with evident surprise.

Diane laughed lightly and waved a hand. ‘Sorry, that came out wrong. I only meant that Grant would be the one allowing it. Not the other way around. I am not sharing my husband with anyone, thank you very much, but he wouldn’t want that anyway.’

A beat of silence followed. Grant felt heat rush to his face, knew he was turning scarlet. He shot Diane a quick, horrified glance, but she merely smiled back with innocent amusement, clearly enjoying the moment she had created.

Margaret set her glass down, curiosity plainly written across her features. ‘Now you have me intrigued. What exactly are you talking about, Diane?’

Richard leaned forward slightly, his expression a mixture of amusement and bewilderment. ‘Yes, do enlighten us. This sounds far more interesting than my thoughts on the garden fence.’

Grant’s stomach tightened. The Sunday roast, normally a haven of comfortable family routine, had suddenly become the stage for something far more personal. Diane’s joke had landed with precision, and the innocent curiosity now directed at them from both parents made retreat impossible. He swallowed hard, wondering how on earth his wife intended to navigate the conversation she had just opened.

Diane took another sip of wine, clearly savouring the attention she had drawn. She glanced at Grant with a mixture of affection and mischief before turning back to his parents.

‘Oh, it is nothing too serious,’ she said lightly. ‘Grant has this little fantasy. He wants me to cuckold him. You know, sleep with other men while he knows about it, or perhaps even watches. And he likes the idea of me dominating him in that situation.’

The statement landed with the weight of a dropped plate. Margaret’s eyes widened, and Richard set his knife and fork down slowly, staring at his son. Grant wished the dining room floor would open up and swallow him whole. His face burned with embarrassment as he stared fixedly at the remains of the lamb on his plate.

‘Good heavens,’ Margaret said after a long pause. ‘Grant, is this true?’

He managed a small, mortified shrug. ‘It is just a fantasy. Nothing more. I never expected it to come up over Sunday lunch.’ He gave his wife a look, but she was too busy chuckling.

Richard cleared his throat, looking equally surprised but attempting to maintain his usual composure. ‘Well. That is… quite the revelation. Not exactly what I imagined we would be discussing today.’

Diane, undeterred, continued with the same breezy tone. ‘He told me a few weeks ago. I was surprised at first, but he has been very honest about it. I have been teasing him ever since. I made it clear from the start that I wasn’t sure I could ever actually do it. Still, it is fascinating what goes on in people’s minds, is it not?’

Margaret recovered enough to speak again, though her cheeks had taken on a slight flush. ‘I must say, I did not expect to learn quite so much about my son’s private life this afternoon. Grant, you always seemed so… settled.’

Grant groaned in embarrassment but felt a throb in his trousers, the humiliation doing more for him than he would have liked in that moment.

The remainder of the meal passed in a strange atmosphere of strained politeness. The conversation shifted awkwardly to safer topics such as the garden and local council matters, but the earlier revelation hovered over the table like an uninvited guest. Grant barely tasted the apple crumble that followed, his appetite thoroughly diminished. Every time he caught his mother’s eye or his father’s thoughtful glance, fresh waves of humiliation washed over him.

Diane remained perfectly at ease, chatting naturally as though she had merely mentioned a new hobby rather than exposing one of his deepest secrets. She squeezed Grant’s knee under the table once or twice, an affectionate gesture that did little to ease his discomfort.

By the time coffee was served in the sitting room, the initial shock had settled into a kind of bemused acceptance from his parents. They did not press for further details, but the looks they gave Grant suggested the subject was far from forgotten.

The drive home later that evening was quiet at first. Grant sat in the passenger seat, still processing the fact that his fetish was now known to his mother and father. Diane drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting casually on his thigh.

‘I cannot believe you said it,’ Grant muttered eventually, staring out of the window. ‘In front of my parents.’

Diane chuckled, a warm, amused sound that filled the car. ‘You should have seen your face. It was priceless.’

She glanced at him, her smile turning playful. ‘Did it turn you on?’

Grant hesitated for a moment, his face warming. ‘…Yes,’ he admitted quietly.

Diane’s smile widened. ‘Is it because you are a pathetic little submissive?’

Grant blushed deeply, his cheeks burning. Diane’s tone was light but commanding as she said, ‘Just say it.’

He swallowed hard. ‘It’s because I am a pathetic little submissive.’

Diane burst out laughing, the sound bright and genuine. ‘Stupid slave,’ she said, the words laced with affectionate teasing. One thing was for certain, Grant realised, his wife had been doing some reading, because clearly these weren’t the words of the unenlightened.


Chapter 4

Midweek brought the familiar comfort of Grant and his father’s regular evening at the local pub. The Fox and Hounds sat at the edge of the village, a traditional establishment with dark wooden beams, well-worn leather seating, and a decent selection of real ales. It had been their spot for years, a place where father and son could talk freely away from the routines of home.

Grant arrived first and secured their usual corner table. He ordered two pints of bitter and waited, still carrying the lingering unease from Sunday’s family lunch. The revelation Diane had so casually dropped still sat uncomfortably in his mind. When Richard walked in a few minutes later, he greeted his son with the same firm handshake and warm smile as always, though Grant detected a subtle shift in his father’s expression.

They raised their glasses in a small toast and took the first satisfying sips. Conversation began in its usual relaxed manner, touching on the latest football results and Richard’s progress with a new shed he was building in the garden. For a while it felt reassuringly normal.

Then, after their second round had been ordered and delivered, Richard set his pint down and looked directly at his son.

‘So,’ he said without preamble, ‘about what came up on Sunday. This fantasy of yours that Diane mentioned.’

Grant nearly choked on his beer. He had hoped the subject might be quietly forgotten or at least avoided during their private time together. Apparently that was not to be the case.

Richard continued in his straightforward way. ‘Your mother and I talked about it afterwards. She was surprised, as you could tell, but not judgemental. Neither am I, for that matter. We have always tried to be open-minded.’

Grant shifted in his seat, his fingers tightening around the glass. ‘Dad, it really is just a private thing between Diane and me. I never intended for the whole family to know.’

His father nodded understandingly but pressed on. ‘Even so, it is out now. And since we are speaking man to man, I want you to know that if this is something you and Diane decide to explore, I would be willing to help.’

The proposition hung between them, direct and unmistakable. Grant stared at his father in disbelief, the pub noise fading into the background. Richard met his gaze steadily, his expression calm and sincere.

‘I’m serious, son,’ he added quietly. ‘Better me than some stranger you do not know or trust. Your mother and I discussed it. We both agreed it would be safer and cleaner within the family.’

Grant opened his mouth, then closed it again, utterly lost for words. The easy camaraderie of their usual pints had transformed into something entirely unexpected. He took a long drink, trying to gather his thoughts while his father waited patiently for a response. The evening, which had started so ordinarily, had taken a sharp and bewildering turn.

Grant stared across the table at his father, the pint glass suddenly heavy in his hand. The muffled sounds of laughter from the bar and the low hum of other conversations seemed distant, as though the rest of the pub had faded into the background. Richard sat calmly, his expression steady and sincere, the same look he had worn when offering advice on careers, cars, or relationships over the years. This time, however, the subject was profoundly different.

‘You cannot be serious,’ Grant finally managed, his voice low. ‘Dad, this is… this is my marriage we are talking about. My private life.’

Richard nodded slowly and took a measured sip of his beer. ‘I know it sounds shocking at first. Believe me, your mother and I were taken aback on Sunday as well. We talked long into the evening after you and Diane left. She was the one who suggested I speak to you directly, actually. We both feel the same way about it.’

Grant rubbed his temple, trying to process the information. The idea that his parents had sat together in their conservatory discussing his fetish felt surreal. These were the people who had taken him to football matches, helped him move into his first flat, and celebrated his wedding with proud tears. Now they were calmly offering to step into the most intimate territory imaginable.

‘I’d like to help.’

‘Help,’ Grant repeated faintly. ‘You are offering to sleep with Diane.’

Richard leaned forward slightly, keeping his voice discreet. ‘If that is what the two of you decide you want. I am not pushing anything. But think about it logically for a moment. If Diane ever does decide to explore this fantasy of yours, would you rather it was with some stranger from an app, or with someone who cares about both of you and would treat her with respect? Someone who understands the family dynamic and would keep everything private?’

Grant opened his mouth to protest, but his father continued gently.

‘Your mother and I have been together for nearly forty years. We have a strong marriage, but we are not naïve. We understand that desire can take many forms. Your mother actually found the whole idea rather intriguing once the initial shock wore off. She said it might even bring a new spark to things for us as well. And honestly, I find Diane very attractive.’

The casual mention of his mother’s reaction made Grant’s stomach twist with fresh embarrassment. He glanced around the pub, half expecting other patrons to be listening, but everyone remained absorbed in their own conversations. The Fox and Hounds continued its ordinary midweek rhythm around them, oblivious to the extraordinary discussion unfolding in the corner.

‘I laughed it off when Diane first mentioned it,’ Richard admitted. ‘But the more we talked with your mother, the more sense it made to offer. Better the devil you know, as they say. I know you, Grant. I know Diane. I trust both of you completely. And quite frankly, at my age, the idea of being able to give my son’s wife pleasure while keeping everything safe and within the family has a certain appeal.’

Grant felt his face burning. He took a long pull from his pint to buy time, the bitter taste grounding him slightly. ‘Dad, please. This is beyond weird. You are my father.’

‘Exactly,’ Richard replied evenly. ‘Which is why it is safer. No emotional complications with outsiders. No risk of disease or messy entanglements. If it stays between the four of us, it remains contained. Controlled. I imagine that control is part of what appeals to you in the first place.’

The accuracy of his father’s insight caught Grant off guard. He had never discussed the deeper mechanics of his fantasy with anyone except Diane, yet here was his dad articulating it with surprising clarity. Richard had always been perceptive, but this level of understanding felt disconcerting.

‘Look,’ his father continued, his tone warm and paternal, ‘I am not suggesting you rush into anything. Diane made it very clear on Sunday that she has no intention of actually doing it. This is purely an offer on the table if the two of you ever change your minds. No pressure. No expectations. Just know that the option exists, and that your mother and I support you both, whatever you decide.’

Grant shook his head slowly. ‘I still cannot believe we are having this conversation. Over pints. In the Fox and Hounds.’

Richard chuckled, the sound familiar and reassuring despite everything. ‘Life has a way of surprising us. Remember when you came to me at sixteen worried about that girl from the sixth form? We had an awkward conversation then as well. This is just another chapter.’

‘This is rather more than worrying about contraception,’ Grant muttered.

‘True,’ his father conceded with a grin. ‘But the principle is similar. I want you to be happy. I want Diane to be happy. If this fantasy brings you both fulfilment, then I would rather be part of the solution than have you looking elsewhere.’

They sat in silence for a few minutes, nursing their drinks. Grant’s mind raced through a whirlwind of emotions; mortification at his parents knowing, disbelief at the offer, and a tiny, unwelcome flicker of forbidden curiosity that he quickly pushed down. The banter that usually characterised their evenings felt strained now, replaced by something heavier.

Richard eventually broke the quiet. ‘Your mother was quite taken with Diane’s confidence on Sunday. She said she has always liked her spirit. Apparently the thought of Diane taking charge in that way has given her a few ideas of her own.’ He smiled wryly. ‘I will spare you the details on that front.’

Grant let out a short, incredulous laugh that drew a couple of curious glances from the next table. He shook his head slowly, trying to regain some sense of normalcy in this increasingly bizarre conversation.

‘Dad, stop being weird,’ he said, still half-laughing in disbelief. ‘This is not a conversation I ever thought I would have with you over a pint. It is just a fantasy. Diane has made it crystal clear that she would never actually do anything like that. She told me straight after I confessed. She loves me, she is happy with our marriage, and she has no interest in cheating. End of story.’

Richard watched him steadily, his expression patient and understanding. ‘I hear you, son. I am not trying to push anything on either of you. But sometimes fantasies have a way of evolving, especially when they are shared. Diane seemed quite amused by the whole thing on Sunday. She was not upset. If anything, she looked like she was enjoying winding you up about it.’

Grant ran a hand through his hair, exhaling heavily. The warmth of the pub suddenly felt a little oppressive. ‘Yes, she teases me about it. Quite a lot, actually. But that is all it is. Teasing. She finds the idea funny, in a strange way. We talk about it sometimes, but it never goes beyond that. She even jokes that she would be a terrible adulteress because she would feel guilty about the smallest things.’

His father smiled faintly at that. ‘She has always had a good sense of humour. Still, the offer stands. We care about your marriage. We care about Diane. Keeping it in the family removes a lot of the risks that come with these things.’

Grant stared into his pint glass, watching the bubbles rise. The idea of his own father with Diane was so far beyond anything he had imagined that it almost short-circuited his thoughts. There was a strange, uncomfortable twist in his stomach: part horror, part something else he did not want to examine too closely.

‘I appreciate the concern,’ he said eventually, choosing his words with care. ‘Really, I do. But it is not going to happen. Diane is not interested, and I am not about to start encouraging something that could blow up our entire life. We are happy. We have a good thing going.’

Richard nodded, accepting the boundary without argument. ‘Understood. I will not mention it again unless you bring it up. Just know the door is open if you ever change your mind. No pressure. No judgement.’

The tension between them eased slightly as they both took long drinks. Richard then steered the conversation deliberately towards safer waters, asking about the latest football league standings and whether Grant thought their team had any realistic chance of promotion this season. They fell back into their familiar rhythm, analysing recent matches, debating player form, and complaining about the cost of tickets. For a while it almost felt normal again.

Yet the earlier proposition refused to fade entirely. It lingered at the edges of every exchange, colouring the conversation with an undercurrent of unease. Grant found himself laughing at his father’s jokes a little too heartily, overcompensating to push the strange offer from his mind. Richard, for his part, remained his usual steady self, but Grant caught occasional thoughtful glances when he thought his son was not looking.

They stayed for one more round, discussing everything from the state of the garden centre to Richard’s plans for a fishing trip in Scotland later in the summer. By the time they stepped out into the cooling evening air, the sky had turned a deep indigo. The walk to the car park was quiet, punctuated only by the crunch of gravel underfoot.

On the short drive back to Grant’s house, the tension returned more strongly. Richard kept one hand on the wheel, the other resting on his knee. ‘I meant what I said, son. Your mother and I only want what is best for you both. We have a good, strong family. Strange as it sounds, that is why I made the offer.’

Grant stared out of the passenger window at the passing houses. ‘I know, Dad. It is just… a lot to take in. Let us leave it there for now.’

Richard dropped him off in the driveway with a firm pat on the shoulder. ‘Give my love to Diane. See you soon.’

Grant watched the car pull away, then stood for a moment in the quiet street before letting himself into the house. It had been the most bizarre evening with his father in the world, and he knew it wasn’t something Diane would ever go for, but he also wasn’t sure he’d be able to keep it to himself, like something was willing him to tell her. He’d break… but how soon?


Chapter 5

Grant closed the front door behind him with a soft click and stood for a moment in the hallway, listening to the quiet hum of the house. The drive home from the pub had been short, yet it felt as though he had travelled through an entirely different world. The familiar scent of Diane’s favourite candle drifted from the living room, mixing with the faint aroma of whatever she had cooked for dinner. He slipped off his shoes, hung up his jacket, and tried to arrange his face into something resembling normality before walking through.

Diane was curled on the sofa in soft lounge trousers and one of his old jumpers, her legs tucked beneath her and a glass of red wine in hand, her Kindle in the other. A cooking programme played quietly on the television, though she seemed only half-watching it, more focused on her eBook. She looked up as he entered, her face brightening with that easy smile he had loved for years.

‘You’re back earlier than I expected,’ she said warmly. ‘Good night with your dad?’ she asked.

Grant paused in the doorway, the weight of the evening’s conversation pressing on him. He considered telling her everything right then, but something held him back. Instead he forced a smile and replied, ‘Yeah, same as usual. Football, mostly.’

He crossed the room and kissed her forehead, breathing in the familiar scent of her shampoo. The ordinary warmth of home felt both comforting and strangely fragile after the conversation with his father. Diane patted the cushion beside her, inviting him to join her. As he sat down, he wondered how long he could keep the latest development to himself.

The evening continued in its usual domestic fashion. They watched the rest of the programme together, shared a few laughs, and eventually headed upstairs. Yet even as Diane relaxed beside him, Grant stared blankly at the screen, replaying his father’s words. The offer had been made with genuine care, yet it had cracked open a door he had never intended to open. The fantasy that had once been safely contained between him and his wife now felt dangerously close to reality, and the knowledge that both his parents had discussed it left him unsettled in ways he could not quite articulate.

‘You seem thoughtful,’ she noted sleepily. ‘Did something happen tonight?’

‘It was… eventful,’ he replied, keeping he finally admitted. ‘Dad decided to bring up Sunday lunch.’

Diane raised an eyebrow, instantly intrigued. ‘Oh? Do tell.’

He took a sip of wine, buying himself a moment. The recounting felt surreal even as the words formed. ‘We had barely started the pint when he came straight out with it. Asked about my fantasy. Said he and Mum had discussed it afterwards.’

Diane shifted closer, turning fully towards him. ‘They discussed it? What did they say?’

Grant shook his head, still half-amused, half-stunned. ‘You won’t believe this. He offered his services. Told me that if we ever decided to explore it, better him than some stranger. Apparently Mum agrees. They think keeping it in the family would be safer.’

He delivered the information with a dry, joking tone, expecting Diane to burst out laughing or at least look suitably horrified. Instead she stared at him, her eyes widening slightly. A slow flush crept up her neck. She set her wine glass down on the coffee table with deliberate care.

‘He offered?’ she repeated softly. There was no immediate laughter in her voice. ‘Your own father?’

‘Yep,’ Grant said, attempting to keep the banter going. ‘Sat there in The Fox and Hounds as calm as you like, telling me he would sleep with you if I wanted. Said it would be cleaner that way. No complications. I nearly fell off my stool.’

He laughed again, but the sound came out slightly strained. Diane did not join in. She watched him intently, her breathing a touch quicker than usual. The television continued its cheerful narration in the background, completely at odds with the sudden shift in atmosphere between them.

‘That is… quite something,’ she murmured. Her hand found his thigh, resting there with more pressure than usual. ‘What did you say to him?’

‘I laughed it off,’ Grant replied. ‘Told him to stop being weird. Explained that you have no interest anyway. That this is all just fantasy talk between us.’

Diane’s fingers traced a slow circle on his leg. She bit her lower lip, a habit she had when deep in thought or, as Grant was beginning to realise, when something had genuinely aroused her. Her cheeks were noticeably pinker now.

‘And how did that make you feel?’ she asked, her voice lower. ‘Hearing your dad say he would be willing to… you know?’

Grant shrugged, trying to maintain his joking demeanour. ‘Mortified, mostly. It is my father, Diane. The man who taught me to ride a bike and still rings me to complain about the offside rule. The idea of him with you is just… bizarre.’

Yet even as he spoke, he noticed the way Diane’s pupils had dilated slightly and how she kept shifting her position on the sofa. She leaned in closer, her breath warm against his neck.

‘Tell me exactly what he said,’ she whispered. ‘Every word, if you can remember.’

Grant obliged, recounting the conversation in detail. He described his father’s calm sincerity, the mention of his mother’s agreement, the practical reasoning about trust and safety. With each sentence, Diane’s reaction grew more pronounced. Her hand slid higher up his thigh. She pressed her body against his side, and he could feel the quickened beat of her heart.

When he finished, she remained silent for several long seconds. Then she kissed him hard, far more urgently than he had anticipated. Her tongue sought his with surprising hunger. Grant responded instinctively, but part of him felt completely off balance. This was not the amused, teasing response he had expected. This was something rawer.

They broke apart, both slightly breathless. Diane’s eyes were bright.

‘God, that is so strange,’ she said, her voice husky. ‘But hearing you tell it… it did something to me.’

She guided his hand between her legs. Even through the soft fabric of her lounge trousers, Grant could feel how wet she had become. The discovery sent a powerful jolt through him. Diane had always enjoyed their sex life, but this level of immediate, physical arousal from a simple recounting was new.

‘You’re actually turned on by this?’ he asked, incredulous.

Diane nodded, a shy yet excited smile breaking across her face. ‘More than I expected. The thought of your dad offering himself like that. So matter-of-fact. So willing to step in for you. It should feel wrong, but it doesn’t. It feels… intense.’

She kissed him again, deeper this time, her body pressing insistently against his. Grant’s own arousal stirred rapidly in response. They made out on the sofa like teenagers, hands roaming with growing urgency. Diane pulled back just long enough to tug her jumper over her head, revealing she wore nothing underneath. Her nipples were already hard.

‘Tell me again,’ she breathed, straddling his lap. ‘Tell me how he said it. How he looked at you when he made the offer.’

Grant complied, repeating key phrases while Diane rocked slowly against him. Her reactions grew more vocal. Small moans escaped her as she ground down, clearly using the story to fuel her excitement. The contrast between the ordinary suburban living room and the depraved nature of their conversation added an electric charge to the moment.

They did not make it upstairs. Clothes were shed hastily on the sofa. Diane took control with a confidence that felt new, riding him with slow, deliberate movements while demanding he keep talking. Grant described his father’s steady gaze, the reassurance in his voice, the way the offer had been made without any hint of awkwardness. Each detail seemed to push Diane closer to the edge.

When she came, it was with a sharp cry and a shudder that ran through her entire body. Grant followed moments later, overwhelmed by the intensity of her response. They collapsed together afterwards, sweaty and tangled, breathing hard in the quiet room.

Diane traced lazy patterns on his chest as they recovered. ‘I didn’t expect that to affect me so strongly,’ she admitted softly. ‘Just hearing you say it out loud. Knowing your parents have actually discussed it. It should horrify me. But it doesn’t.’

Grant held her close, his mind still reeling. The joking recounting he had planned had transformed into something far more charged. Diane’s clear, physical arousal at the idea of his father’s involvement had taken him completely by surprise. The fantasy they had kept between them now felt dangerously alive, sparked by an unexpected source.

They lay together for a long time, talking quietly. Diane asked more questions, wanting every small detail of the pub conversation. Her curiosity had taken on a hungry edge that left Grant both thrilled and unsettled. The night stretched on, intimate and revealing in ways neither had anticipated when he first walked through the door.

The days that followed carried a new and potent undercurrent through their home. What had begun as Grant’s joking recount of the pub conversation had unlocked something in Diane that neither of them had anticipated. She did not mention the matter immediately the next morning, but the shift in her energy was unmistakable. Over breakfast she kept glancing at him with a thoughtful, heated expression that made concentration on his toast and coffee surprisingly difficult.

By evening, the questions began in earnest. They had finished dinner and were clearing the kitchen when Diane leaned against the worktop, watching him load the dishwasher.

‘Tell me again about the look on your dad’s face when he made the offer,’ she said, her voice casual but carrying an unmistakable edge. ‘Was he embarrassed at all, or completely matter-of-fact?’

Grant paused, a plate in hand. ‘Completely matter-of-fact. Like he was offering to help with the gardening or something. That was the strangest part.’

Diane’s eyes darkened with interest. She asked him to describe the exact wording his father had used, the tone of voice, even the way he had held his pint glass. Grant answered as honestly as he could, watching in quiet fascination as her breathing grew shallower with each detail. The conversation moved from the kitchen to the living room, then continued upstairs as they prepared for bed. Diane’s questions grew increasingly intimate. She wanted to know whether Richard had mentioned anything specific about her appearance or what he imagined the encounter might involve.

On Tuesday evening, after she returned from work, Diane poured them both gin and tonics and settled on the sofa with clear purpose. ‘I have been thinking about it all day,’ she admitted, kicking off her shoes. ‘The idea of your parents sitting at home discussing whether your dad should sleep with me. It keeps playing in my head at the oddest moments.’

She pressed him for more. Did Grant think his mother had encouraged the offer? How long had they talked about it? What exactly had been said about keeping things within the family? Grant answered each question, his own mixture of embarrassment and arousal growing as he watched his wife’s reaction. Diane’s cheeks stayed flushed. She crossed and uncrossed her legs restlessly.

By Wednesday the questions had taken on a more sensual tone. While they folded laundry together in the bedroom, Diane held up one of her nicer dresses and asked, ‘Do you think your dad would like me in something like this? Or would he prefer something simpler?’

Grant laughed awkwardly. ‘Diane, this is getting quite detailed.’

‘I know,’ she replied, stepping closer. ‘But it excites me. More than I thought it would. Hearing you talk about it makes me wet, Grant. Actually wet, just from conversation.’

She proved her point by guiding his hand beneath her skirt. The evidence was undeniable. They abandoned the laundry and ended up on the bed, where Diane rode him with focused intensity while he recounted the pub conversation once more. Her orgasms came quickly and powerfully, leaving her breathless and glowing.

Thursday brought a new level of openness. They went for an evening walk around the local park after dinner. As they strolled along the tree-lined path, Diane slipped her arm through his and spoke quietly.

‘I keep imagining scenarios,’ she confessed. ‘Not that I would ever do it, but the fantasy has taken hold. Your dad being so practical about it. Offering himself to protect our marriage. It feels strangely caring in a twisted way. Does that make sense?’

Grant nodded, his throat dry. ‘It does to me in the fantasy. In real life it is completely mad.’

Diane squeezed his arm. ‘That is what makes it so powerful. The contrast. The wrongness of it being your father, yet the safety of it at the same time.’ She paused, then added with a small, self-conscious laugh, ‘I had to go to the ladies’ room at work twice today because I was too distracted and aroused to concentrate.’

The admission sent a fresh wave of excitement through Grant. Over the following evenings Diane’s questions delved deeper. She asked about his own feelings when his father had made the offer. Did it stir the cuckold fantasy in a new way, knowing it could actually happen? How did he feel about his mother’s involvement in the discussion? Each answer seemed to fuel her arousal further.

On Friday night they barely made it through dinner. Diane cooked a simple meal but spent most of the time asking increasingly explicit questions. What did Grant think his father’s body was like? Had he ever accidentally seen him naked? Would he want details afterwards if anything ever happened? Her eyes were bright, her movements restless. They left the dishes on the table and moved to the bedroom, where Diane pushed him down onto the mattress and took control completely.

She rode him slowly, drawing out the pleasure while demanding he describe the conversation with his father in vivid detail once again. Her hands pressed down on his chest as she moved, her voice growing husky.

‘Tell me how he said ‘better me than a stranger’,’ she breathed. ‘Exactly like that.’

Grant repeated the words, watching her face contort with pleasure. Diane came hard, her body shuddering above him, and urged him to finish inside her. Afterwards they lay tangled together, sweat cooling on their skin.

‘I can’t explain it,’ she said softly, tracing patterns on his chest. ‘The idea excites me so powerfully. Your dad offering himself like that. Your parents discussing it together. It should feel disgusting or wrong, but instead it feels electric. Like something forbidden but safe at the same time.’

Grant held her close, stroking her hair. He felt a complex swirl of emotions; relief that she had not been repulsed, excitement at her strong reaction, and a quiet unease at how quickly and deeply the fantasy had taken root in her mind. Over the next couple of days the pattern continued. Diane would find quiet moments to ask more questions, sometimes in the middle of mundane tasks. Her arousal never seemed to fade. She initiated sex more frequently and with greater intensity, often using the details of the pub conversation as fuel.

By the end of the week Grant realised the fantasy had shifted for both of them. What had once been a private, contained desire between husband and wife now carried the tangible weight of real possibility, sparked by his father’s unexpected offer. Diane’s powerful, unashamed excitement continued to surprise and arouse him in equal measure. She admitted openly how much the idea occupied her thoughts, yet she always added the same gentle reassurance.

‘I never thought I would actually do it,’ she would say, kissing him tenderly. ‘But goodness, the fantasy has become so vivid.’

Their evenings grew longer and more charged. Conversations that began with ordinary topics inevitably circled back to the proposition. Diane’s questions explored every angle; emotional, physical, and psychological. With each passing day her admission of powerful excitement became more open and frequent, deepening the intimate connection between them even as it introduced a thrilling new tension into their marriage.

The following weekend brought a quiet Saturday at home. Grey clouds hung low over Surrey, keeping them indoors with mugs of tea and the gentle patter of rain against the windows. Grant and Diane spent the morning reading and pottering about the house in comfortable silence. By mid-afternoon the atmosphere between them had grown thick with unspoken tension. Diane had been quieter than usual, yet her glances in his direction carried the same heated curiosity that had defined the past several days.

They sat together on the sofa after lunch, a half-finished crossword on the coffee table. Diane set her pen down and turned to face him directly. Her expression was serious, though her cheeks carried that familiar flush.

‘Grant, I need to tell you something,’ she began, her voice steady but soft. ‘These past days, the more I have thought about your dad’s offer, the more it has affected me. I have tried to push it aside, but I cannot. The idea excites me. Really excites me.’

She took a deep breath before continuing. ‘I want to try it.’

The words landed with surprising weight. Grant stared at her, a storm of emotions crashing through him. Horror came first, sharp and immediate. This was his wife speaking about sleeping with his own father. The reality of it felt suddenly close and dangerous. His stomach tightened, and a cold flush spread across his skin.

Yet beneath the horror ran a powerful current of forbidden excitement. The fantasy he had harboured for years was no longer abstract. Diane’s clear desire to explore it made his pulse race and his body respond despite the shock. He opened his mouth, then closed it again, struggling to find words.

Diane watched him carefully, reaching out to take his hand. ‘I know this is a lot. I have been thinking about nothing else. The way your dad offered so calmly. The idea of your parents discussing it together. It should repulse me, but it does the opposite. It makes me wet just imagining it. I keep picturing what it might be like.’

Her voice dropped lower as she elaborated. She described in careful detail how the thought of Richard touching her, kissing her, taking control had begun to dominate her thoughts. She spoke of the strange thrill of the familial taboo, the safety of knowing it would stay contained, and the powerful arousal she felt at the prospect of Grant knowing every detail afterwards. Her hand squeezed his tightly as she confessed how she had touched herself in the shower that morning while thinking about it.

Grant listened, torn between visceral discomfort and intense arousal. The horror manifested in tight-chested anxiety. This was crossing a line he had never truly believed would be crossed. His father. His mother’s involvement in the discussion. The potential consequences for their family dynamics felt enormous. Yet the excitement was undeniable. His wife, the woman he loved deeply, was expressing a genuine desire to enact the very fantasy that had consumed him in secret. The combination left him speechless.

Diane continued gently, sensing his inner turmoil. She reassured him that she still loved him completely, that this desire did not diminish her feelings for him. She explained how the fantasy had grown from playful teasing into something she now craved to experience. Her questions from the previous days had not been idle curiosity. They had been her way of testing the waters, of exploring how deeply the idea resonated.

She described specific images that had been playing in her mind. Richard’s steady hands on her body. The contrast between Grant’s familiar touch and his father’s different approach. The knowledge that Grant would be waiting at home, aware of exactly what was happening. Each detail she shared intensified the storm inside him. Horror at the reality clashed with a deep, throbbing excitement that made him shift uncomfortably on the sofa.

‘I know it is sudden,’ Diane said, her eyes searching his. ‘But I’ve been honest with you from the start about your fantasy. Now I am being honest about mine. I want to try it, Grant. Not just talk about it. I want to see what it feels like.’

The confession stretched across the afternoon. They talked for hours as the rain continued outside. Diane elaborated on her excitement with increasing openness. She admitted that the powerful arousal had surprised her too, but denying it felt pointless. She described physical sensations she imagined, the emotional complexity of being with someone so close to Grant, and the thrill of returning home to him afterwards. Her voice grew breathy at times, her body language betraying continued arousal even during the serious conversation.

Grant’s responses came in fragments. He expressed his horror at the idea of it actually happening with his dad. He spoke of the potential awkwardness, the irreversible change it would bring to family gatherings, the strange jealousy already stirring within him. Yet he could not deny the forbidden excitement that accompanied every objection. His body responded to Diane’s words even as his mind reeled.

They moved to the bedroom as evening approached, the conversation flowing seamlessly into physical intimacy. Diane was more assertive than usual, guiding his hands and describing her fantasies while they made love. She spoke of Richard’s likely confidence, the differences in their bodies, and the powerful rush she anticipated from knowing Grant was aware of every moment. Her orgasms were intense and frequent, leaving no doubt about the depth of her desire.

Afterwards they lay together in the gathering dusk. Diane rested her head on his chest, her fingers tracing slow patterns on his skin. She reiterated her desire to try it, framing it as an extension of the trust and love they shared. Grant held her close, the storm inside him showing no signs of settling. Horror and excitement continued their turbulent dance, leaving him exhausted yet strangely energised.

The confession marked a significant turning point in their marriage. Diane had moved beyond playful engagement with his fantasy into expressing her own clear wish to explore it in reality. Grant lay awake long after she had fallen asleep, processing the implications. The fantasy that had once been safely contained now pressed against the boundaries of their life with insistent, arousing force. Diane’s powerful excitement had become the catalyst, and he knew the coming days would test the limits of his own desires in ways he had never fully prepared for.


Chapter 6

The days after Diane’s confession unfolded with a steady, loving pressure that tested Grant’s resolve in ways he had not anticipated. Their home, once a sanctuary of comfortable routine, now hummed with an undercurrent of emotional intensity. Diane approached the subject with the same practical warmth she brought to most aspects of their life together, but there was no mistaking the determination behind her words.

On the first evening, they sat at the kitchen table long after dinner had been cleared. Diane poured them both a measure of whisky and looked at him across the candlelight.

‘I know this is difficult for you,’ she said gently. ‘But I need you to really think about what your fantasy means. You told me you wanted me to dominate you. To take control. Genuine submission is not just about the exciting parts. It means accepting my choices, even when they make you uncomfortable.’

Grant listened, his fingers tracing the rim of his glass. The horror he had felt at her confession still lingered, yet so did the deep, forbidden pull. Diane spoke at length about trust, about how much she loved him, and how this exploration could bring them closer if he allowed it. She reminded him of the many times he had described wanting her to make decisions about the fantasy. Her voice remained affectionate throughout, never demanding, yet consistently firm.

The following night they took a long bath together. Diane leaned back against his chest in the warm water, her body relaxed but her words deliberate. She asked him to articulate why the idea of her with his father disturbed him so much. As he struggled to explain the mixture of jealousy, familial taboo, and fear of changing their family relationships, she listened patiently. Then she countered softly.

‘Those feelings are part of the fantasy you described to me,’ she murmured, trailing her fingers along his arm. ‘The jealousy, the discomfort. You wanted to feel them. True submission would mean letting me decide when and how we explore that. I am not rushing you, love. But I am asking you to consider whether your resistance comes from genuine unwillingness or from the very thrill you have always craved.’

Her pressure was steady and loving. She never raised her voice or issued ultimatums. Instead she wove reminders of his own words into their conversations, gently holding him accountable to the desires he had shared. Over several evenings the discussions grew deeper and more emotional. Diane spoke openly about her own excitement, describing in vivid detail how the thought of being with Richard made her feel desired and powerful. She shared how it had enhanced her arousal with Grant, making their intimate moments more charged.

One particularly long evening, they sat on the sofa with the lights dimmed. Diane had prepared a playlist of soft music and poured wine. She took his hands in hers and looked into his eyes.

‘Remember when you first told me about the fantasy?’ she asked. ‘You said you wanted me to take the lead. To own the situation. This is what that looks like, Grant. Me wanting something and asking you to support it. Not because I don’t love you, but because I do. Because I trust us enough to explore this together.’

She applied the pressure with patience and care, returning to the topic each evening with new angles. Sometimes she would tease lightly, reminding him of past banter, then shift into serious discussion about consent, boundaries, and mutual pleasure. Other times she simply held him, speaking quietly about how fulfilling it would be for her and how it could deepen their connection if he embraced his submissive desires fully.

The emotional weight of these conversations left Grant exhausted yet strangely invigorated. He wrestled openly with his horror at the specific reality of his father being the one involved. He spoke of childhood memories, of family Christmases, of the complicated feelings that arose at the thought of crossing such a fundamental line. Diane listened to every objection with empathy, then gently reminded him again that genuine submission involved surrendering control, even when it felt terrifying.

She never minimised his feelings. Instead she incorporated them into her arguments. ‘The fear you feel is part of what makes this exciting for you,’ she would say lovingly. ‘You’ve told me so many times. Let me give you that experience. Let me make the choice.’

Over the course of several evenings the steady pressure built. Diane’s love remained constant and visible in every touch, every reassurance, every careful explanation. She reminded him repeatedly that this was her decision to make as the dominant partner he claimed to want. Her words carried the weight of genuine desire mixed with deep affection, creating an emotional current that was difficult to resist.

Their sex life during this period became even more intense. Diane used their intimate moments to reinforce her message, whispering reminders of submission while bringing him to the edge and holding him there. She described her fantasies in exquisite detail, linking them to his own long-held desires. The combination of emotional discussion and physical pleasure left Grant in a near-constant state of conflicted arousal.

Diane’s pressure remained patient and unwavering. She gave him space during the day to reflect, then returned to the conversation each evening with the same loving persistence. She spoke about the freedom that could come from truly letting go, from allowing her to lead them into new territory. Each reminder that genuine submission meant accepting her choices landed with increasing force.

By the end of the week Grant felt emotionally raw but deeply connected to his wife. The steady, loving pressure had not broken him, but it had certainly shifted something fundamental inside. Diane’s clear desire, expressed with such care and consistency, continued to challenge his resistance. The horror remained, yet the forbidden excitement grew stronger with every conversation, every reminder, every intimate moment they shared.

The discussions stretched late into the nights, covering every possible angle. Diane never rushed him towards a decision. She simply kept returning to the central point with patient affection; if he truly wanted her dominance, this was what it looked like. Her choices. Her desires. His acceptance.

The emotional evenings left their mark on both of them, deepening their bond even as they tested its limits. Grant found himself replaying her words during quiet moments at work, feeling the weight of her loving pressure and the growing pull of his own complicated yearnings. Diane remained attentive and caring, never hiding her excitement but always framing it within their love for one another.

The conversations reached their peak over the following evenings. Grant found himself caught in a powerful current of love, fear, desire, and Diane’s patient insistence. She continued her steady, loving pressure without ever becoming harsh or demanding. Each discussion built upon the last, peeling back layers of his resistance with care and precision.

One particularly intense evening they sat facing each other on the bed, the room lit only by bedside lamps. Diane had prepared a small tray with cheese, grapes, and wine, creating an atmosphere that felt both intimate and serious. She listened as Grant expressed his deepest reservations once more; the strangeness of involving his father, the potential damage to family relationships, and the irreversible nature of taking the fantasy into reality.

Diane responded with empathy, acknowledging every concern. She reminded him again of the many times he had described wanting her to take full control. ‘You said you wanted to feel the real weight of submission,’ she said softly, holding his gaze. ‘Not just the fun parts. The discomfort. The surrender. This is that, Grant. I am choosing this because it excites me, and because I believe it will excite you too, even if it scares you.’

She reassured him repeatedly of her love. She spoke at length about how this would not diminish their marriage but could enrich it. She painted pictures of returning to him afterwards, sharing every detail, strengthening their bond through the experience. Her words wove together affection, logic, and her own evident desire into a compelling argument that was difficult to dismiss.

Over several more evenings the discussions deepened. They explored boundaries, limits, and safeguards. Diane suggested they could stop at any time if it became too much. She emphasised communication and trust as the foundations. Grant found himself gradually yielding ground, not through coercion but through the sheer weight of her loving persistence and the undeniable pull of his own fantasies.

It all got him thinking. Her little jokes, her little digs, raising the topic even when he had not. He wondered if it was all a joke, if she had really been against actually doing it, or if it was building the foundation to a potential reality. Had she always counted on his father? Was the dinner conversation pre-planned? Were they all in on it?

He shook his head, that was all way too out there, too crazy, and yet, he didn’t know what was real anymore.

The turning point came on a Thursday evening. They had talked for nearly three hours. Grant’s emotions felt raw and exposed. Diane held him close, stroking his hair as she whispered reassurance after reassurance. She reminded him once more that genuine submission meant accepting her decisions, even the ones that terrified him. She told him how much she loved him, how proud she was of his honesty, and how excited she felt at the prospect of exploring this together.

In that moment, after so many evenings of deep conversation and gentle pressure, Grant finally yielded. The words came out quietly but clearly.

‘Alright,’ he said, his voice thick with emotion. ‘If this is what you truly want, I will try to accept it.’

Diane kissed him deeply, her relief and excitement palpable. She held him tight, murmuring words of love and gratitude. The surrender brought a strange mixture of peace and anxiety. Grant felt a weight lift even as new fears arose. Diane’s joy was immediate and warm. She spent the rest of the evening showering him with affection, praising his courage and reinforcing how much closer this decision had brought them.

They talked late into the night about practicalities and feelings. Diane continued to offer reassurance, checking in on his emotions and making sure he felt heard. The conversations had exhausted him emotionally, but they had also left him feeling profoundly connected to his wife.

The following days carried a new atmosphere in the house. Diane remained attentive and caring, frequently checking in with him. She expressed her excitement openly but always balanced it with tenderness towards Grant. Their intimacy became even more charged as they processed the decision together. Grant experienced waves of doubt and horror, but Diane’s consistent reassurance helped him navigate them.

She reminded him often that this was a shared journey, that his submission was a gift she treasured. The emotional depth of their recent conversations had forged something stronger between them, even as the reality of what they had agreed to loomed large. Grant’s reluctant agreement marked a significant step, one taken after hours of heartfelt discussion and loving persuasion. Diane’s happiness was clear, and her affection towards him only deepened.

Diane spent time choosing her outfit with deliberate attention. She tried on several dresses in their bedroom, asking Grant’s opinion on each one. She modelled a fitted black dress that accentuated her curves, turning slowly so he could see it from every angle. ‘What do you think?’ she asked, her voice carrying genuine curiosity mixed with arousal. ‘Would your dad like this?’

Grant sat on the edge of the bed, his stomach tight with anxiety even as blood rushed south. The sight of his wife preparing herself for another man, specifically his own father, created a storm of conflicting sensations. He managed a hoarse reply that it looked beautiful. Diane smiled warmly and kissed him, but the gesture only intensified his inner turmoil.

She continued her preparations over the course of the day. She shaved her legs with extra care in the shower, emerging with smooth, scented skin. She spent longer than usual on her hair and makeup, asking Grant to help choose between two different lipsticks. Every small ritual of getting ready served as a tangible reminder of what they had agreed to. Grant watched her with a mixture of dread and powerful arousal that left him almost dizzy.

As the evening drew closer, his anxiety mounted. He paced the living room while Diane finished getting ready upstairs. The reality of the situation pressed down on him. This was not a distant fantasy anymore. His wife was preparing to go out with his father. The man who had taught him to ride a bike, who still called him ‘son’ with that familiar affection. The horror of it made his chest feel tight. Waves of jealousy crashed through him, sharp and uncomfortable. Yet beneath it all ran a deep, throbbing excitement that refused to be ignored. His body responded traitorously to every detail of Diane’s preparations.

Diane came downstairs looking radiant. The black dress hugged her figure perfectly. She had chosen elegant heels and a subtle but alluring perfume. She did a small twirl for him in the hallway, her eyes bright with excitement.

‘How do I look?’ she asked, clearly seeking his approval.

Grant swallowed hard. ‘You look stunning,’ he said truthfully. The words came out strained. Anxiety gnawed at him, making his hands tremble slightly. He imagined his father seeing her like this, touching her, kissing her. The mental images were both devastating and intensely arousing.

Diane noticed his distress and pulled him into a gentle embrace. ‘I know this is hard,’ she whispered against his ear. ‘But remember what we talked about. This is me taking control. This is what you said you wanted. I love you so much for letting me do this.’

Her reassurance helped only partially. Grant held her tightly, breathing in her perfume, feeling the warmth of her body against his. The contrast between her loving presence and the knowledge of where she was going created a powerful emotional whirlwind. His arousal was undeniable, pressing against her, yet his mind raced with doubts and fears.

They spent the final hour before she was due to leave sitting together on the sofa. Diane kept one hand on his thigh, stroking it soothingly while she spoke about her feelings. She admitted how nervous yet excited she felt. She described the butterflies in her stomach and the persistent warmth between her legs. Her openness only deepened Grant’s conflicted state. He wanted to beg her not to go, yet the submissive thrill of surrendering to her choice kept him silent.

As the clock ticked closer, Diane checked her reflection one last time. She kissed Grant deeply, pouring affection into the embrace. ‘I will be thinking of you the whole time,’ she promised. ‘This is for us.’

Grant nodded, his throat tight. Anxiety clawed at him as he watched her pick up her handbag. The horror of the situation felt overwhelming. His wife was about to walk out the door for a date with his father. Yet the arousal was equally powerful, leaving him hard and conflicted as he stood in the doorway.

Diane gave him one final, loving smile before stepping outside. The sound of her car starting and pulling away echoed in the quiet house. Grant remained standing in the hallway for a long time afterwards, heart pounding, mind racing, body aching with a mixture of dread and desperate excitement. The evening stretched ahead of him, empty and heavy with anticipation. Every minute that passed amplified both his anxiety and the forbidden thrill that came from knowing his wife was pursuing her desire with his reluctant blessing.

He moved through the house restlessly, unable to settle. The bedroom still carried the scent of her perfume. The living room felt too quiet. Every object reminded him of the decision he had made. The emotional discussions of recent days played through his mind on repeat. Diane’s loving pressure, her reminders about submission, and his eventual yielding all felt very real now that the moment had arrived.

Grant poured himself a strong drink and sat alone with his thoughts. The anxiety came in waves, sometimes making him question everything. What had he agreed to? How would this change their family? How would he feel when Diane returned? Yet alongside the worry came powerful surges of arousal. He imagined her laughing with his father, being touched by him, enjoying herself. The mental images tormented and excited him in equal measure.

The hours ahead promised to be some of the longest of his life. Diane’s careful preparations and his own internal storm of horror and arousal left him in a state of heightened sensitivity. He had yielded to her desires after deep conversation and reassurance, and now the reality was unfolding. The evening had arrived, and with it came the full weight of his submission.


Chapter 7

The sound of a car pulling into the driveway cut through the heavy silence of the house like a blade. Grant had been sitting in the living room for what felt like an eternity, every minute stretching taut with anticipation, anxiety, and a persistent, throbbing arousal he could neither fully embrace nor suppress. His heart slammed against his ribs as he heard another car crunch on the gravel, then two car doors open and close, followed by the low murmur of voices and the unmistakable sound of laughter.

Diane and his father had returned.

Grant stood up slowly, his legs unsteady. Through the front window he caught a glimpse of them approaching the door together. Diane looked radiant, her black dress still immaculate, her hair slightly tousled in a way that suggested an enjoyable evening. Richard walked beside her with his usual confident stride, one hand lightly resting on the small of her back as they shared another quiet laugh about something Grant could not hear.

The front door opened. Diane stepped inside first, her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright with evident pleasure. Richard followed close behind, closing the door with a soft click. Both of them were smiling, the easy, comfortable kind of smile that spoke of hours spent in enjoyable company.

‘Hello, love,’ Diane said warmly, her voice carrying a light, happy lilt. She looked at Grant with genuine affection, though there was no hiding the glow of excitement that still lingered on her face. ‘We’re back.’

Richard offered his son a nod and a relaxed smile. ‘Evening, Grant. Nice to see you.’

The three of them stood in the hallway for a moment. The air felt thick with everything unspoken. Diane slipped off her heels with a small sigh of relief, placing them neatly by the door. She glanced between the two men, clearly comfortable in the unusual situation. Richard removed his jacket and hung it on the hook as though he had done so many times before, his movements natural and unhurried.

‘We had a lovely time,’ Diane continued, her tone bright. She reached out and touched Grant’s arm affectionately. ‘The restaurant was perfect. Your dad knows all the best places, it turns out.’

Richard chuckled, the sound deep and easy. ‘Hardly. I just know which places do a decent steak. Diane was excellent company. We talked for hours.’

Grant managed a weak smile, his throat tight. Seeing them together like this, relaxed and clearly at ease in each other’s presence, sent a powerful jolt through him. His wife and his father. Laughing together. Returning home together. The reality hit harder than any fantasy ever had. Anxiety twisted in his stomach, sharp and insistent, while a dark, forbidden arousal stirred low in his body.

Diane seemed to sense his inner state. She stepped closer and kissed his cheek tenderly. ‘You should have seen us at dinner,’ she said lightly, clearly trying to include him. ‘We spent half the meal debating whether pineapple belongs on pizza. Your dad is very passionate about it.’

Richard laughed again, shaking his head. ‘She is the one who started it. Defending Hawaiian pizza with surprising conviction. I had to put my foot down.’

The banter between them flowed naturally, comfortable and familiar already, but of course they would be, they were father-in-law and daughter-in-law. Grant stood listening, feeling strangely detached from the scene. His father looked relaxed and content, his usual steady presence now carrying a new layer of confidence. Diane glowed with the aftermath of an enjoyable evening, her eyes occasionally flicking towards Richard with evident warmth.

They moved from the hallway into the living room as though it were the most ordinary thing in the world. Diane poured three glasses of wine without being asked, handing one to each man. She settled onto the sofa, patting the space beside her for Grant while Richard took the armchair opposite. The casual domesticity of the moment only amplified Grant’s turbulent emotions.

‘Tell him about the dessert,’ Richard suggested with a grin, accepting the wine. ‘That chocolate thing was incredible.’

Diane laughed softly, launching into an animated description of the shared dessert they had ordered. Her hands moved expressively as she spoke, and Richard interjected with the occasional humorous comment. They finished each other’s sentences once or twice, the rapport between them obvious and effortless. Grant sipped his wine, nodding along, but his mind was elsewhere. Every shared laugh, every easy glance between Diane and his father drove home the reality of what had taken place that evening.

The anxiety remained sharp. This was his father sitting in their living room, comfortable after a date with his wife. The man who had coached his football team as a boy now shared an easy camaraderie with the woman Grant had married. It felt surreal and deeply unsettling. Yet the arousal refused to fade. Seeing Diane so alive, so clearly satisfied with the evening, stirred something primal and humiliatingly exciting within him.

Diane continued chatting, recounting small details from the restaurant; the attentive waiter, the excellent wine list, the view from their table. Richard listened with obvious pleasure, adding his own observations. Their laughter came easily, warm and genuine. Grant watched them both, caught between the horror of the situation and the powerful, confusing thrill of witnessing his wife’s enjoyment.

The atmosphere in the living room felt charged. Diane’s black dress rode up slightly as she curled her legs beneath her, drawing Grant’s eyes and, he noticed, his father’s as well. Richard’s gaze lingered for a moment before returning to the conversation with perfect composure. The subtle undercurrents only heightened everything Grant was feeling.

Time seemed to slow as the three of them sat together. Diane remained affectionate towards Grant, touching his hand or leaning against him periodically, while maintaining the light, comfortable chat with Richard. The contrast between her loving attention to her husband and the clear chemistry she shared with his father created a potent emotional mix that left Grant breathless.

The first night was unfolding exactly as Diane had prepared for, and Grant found himself completely overwhelmed by the reality of it. His wife and his father had returned home together, laughing and comfortable, filling the house with an energy that was both foreign and intensely compelling. The evening was far from over, and Grant’s anxiety and arousal continued their turbulent dance with every passing moment.

The conversation in the living room had flowed easily for some time, but a subtle shift gradually changed the atmosphere. Diane’s laughter grew softer, more intimate. Richard’s voice took on a deeper, warmer tone as he looked at her. Grant sat next to her his wine glass nearly forgotten in his hand, as the air between his wife and his father thickened with unmistakable tension.

Diane turned towards Richard on the sofa, her body language open and inviting. ‘Thank you again for tonight,’ she said quietly, her eyes locked on his. ‘I had a wonderful time.’

Richard smiled, setting his glass down. ‘So did I. More than I expected.’

Without another word, she stood and walked over to him on the armchair, then sat directly on his lap. She leaned towards him. The kiss began slowly, almost tentatively, but quickly deepened into something passionate and hungry. Diane’s hand came up to rest against Richard’s chest as their lips moved together with growing intensity. Richard cupped the back of her neck gently, drawing her closer. The sound of their breathing and the soft, wet noises of the kiss filled the living room.

Grant watched, frozen in place. The sight of his wife kissing his father so passionately in their own home sent a devastating wave of horror through him. This was real. Not a fantasy. Not a story. His father’s mouth was on Diane’s, their bodies leaning into one another with clear desire. Jealousy burned hot in his chest, sharp and painful. Yet alongside it came a powerful, humiliating rush of arousal that left him painfully hard and unable to look away.

The kiss continued for a long time. Diane made a small, needy sound against Richard’s mouth that Grant had never heard her make with him before. Richard responded by pulling her even closer, one hand sliding down to her waist. They seemed completely absorbed in each other, the passion between them raw and unselfconscious. Grant’s heart hammered so loudly he was certain they must hear it.

When they finally broke apart, both were breathing heavily. Diane’s lips were slightly swollen, her eyes dark with desire. Richard looked at her with evident hunger, his hand still resting possessively on her hip. They shared a small, private smile before Diane turned her gaze to Grant.

He sat there, flushed and overwhelmed, his body betraying him completely.

Diane’s voice was soft but firm as she addressed him. ‘Grant, I want you to stay downstairs tonight.’

The instruction landed with quiet authority. There was no cruelty in her tone, only the clear exercise of the control he had agreed to give her. She held his gaze steadily, waiting for his response.

Grant swallowed hard, his mouth dry. The horror of the situation reached new heights. His wife had just kissed his father passionately in front of him and was now telling him to remain downstairs while they went up to their bedroom. The anxiety felt crushing. Yet the arousal surged even stronger, leaving him dizzy and conflicted.

Diane stood up slowly, smoothing down her dress. Richard rose beside her, placing a hand on the small of her back once more. They both looked at Grant with a mixture of affection and expectation. Diane stepped forward and kissed Grant gently on the forehead, a tender contrast to the passion she had just shared with his father.

‘Stay down here,’ she repeated softly. ‘This is what you agreed to. I love you.’

Richard gave his son a respectful nod, his expression calm but clearly eager to continue upstairs with Diane. The older man’s composure only made the situation more surreal for Grant.

Diane took Richard’s hand. The simple gesture felt profoundly significant. She led him towards the stairs without another word, her hips swaying slightly in the black dress. Richard followed, glancing back once at Grant with a look that conveyed both understanding and anticipation.

As they ascended the stairs together, Grant remained seated on the sofa, his body trembling with the overwhelming mixture of horror and arousal. The sound of their footsteps faded above him. The living room suddenly felt too large, too empty, and far too quiet. The image of that long, passionate kiss burned behind his eyes. Diane’s instruction to stay downstairs echoed in his mind.

The first night had reached its critical point. Grant sat alone with his racing thoughts, every sense heightened, every emotion raw. The anxiety clawed at him relentlessly, while the forbidden excitement kept his body aching with need. He had yielded to his wife’s desire, and now he was left to experience the full reality of that submission as the sounds of movement filtered down from the bedroom above.

The evening stretched ahead, heavy with anticipation and the knowledge that his wife and his father were together upstairs. Grant’s hands gripped the edge of the sofa, his breathing shallow. The contrast between the tender kiss Diane had given him and the passionate one she had shared with Richard played on repeat in his mind. The instruction to stay downstairs had been delivered with authority, and he remained exactly where she had told him to, caught in the storm of emotions his fantasy had become.

Grant remained seated on the sofa, his body rigid with tension as the house fell into a heavy silence broken only by the faint sounds of movement upstairs. The reality of what was about to happen settled over him like a thick, suffocating blanket. His wife and his father were alone together in the bedroom he shared with Diane. The thought sent fresh waves of horror through his chest while his arousal refused to subside, keeping him painfully hard and restless.

The first sounds drifted down after about ten minutes. A low murmur of voices, too quiet to make out the words, followed by Diane’s soft, unmistakable laugh. The laugh turned into a pleased sigh, then a sharper gasp. Grant’s hands clenched the fabric of the sofa cushions. He could picture them clearly; Diane’s black dress being slowly unzipped, Richard’s hands on her body, their mouths finding each other again with the same hunger he had witnessed in the living room.

The sounds gradually intensified. A rhythmic creaking of the bed began, slow at first but steadily building. Diane’s moans filtered through the ceiling, genuine and unrestrained in a way Grant had rarely heard from her. Each cry of pleasure stabbed at him with jealousy while simultaneously sending jolts of humiliating excitement straight to his groin. He shifted uncomfortably, unable to escape the auditory evidence of what was happening upstairs.

Richard’s deeper voice joined in occasionally, murmuring encouragement or groaning with satisfaction. The pace of the creaking increased. The headboard began to tap rhythmically against the wall, a steady, insistent beat that matched the growing urgency of Diane’s moans. Grant closed his eyes, but that only made the mental images more vivid. His father moving inside his wife. Diane arching beneath him. The two of them lost in vigorous, enthusiastic lovemaking.

For nearly two hours Grant sat listening intently, unable to tear himself away even though every second tormented him. The sounds evolved through different phases. There were periods of slower, sensual rhythm accompanied by whispered words and soft laughter. Then the intensity would build again into harder, faster movements. Diane’s cries grew louder and more frequent, reaching peaks that left no doubt she was experiencing powerful orgasms. Richard’s groans became rougher, more primal, as he clearly took his pleasure from Grant’s wife.

Grant’s emotions churned in a relentless storm. The horror was visceral. This was his father claiming the woman he loved. The familial betrayal felt profound and irreversible. Waves of jealousy made his stomach twist painfully. Yet the arousal was equally overwhelming. His cock throbbed untouched as he listened to every moan, every slap of skin, every enthusiastic cry from Diane. The humiliation of sitting downstairs while his wife was being thoroughly fucked upstairs only heightened the twisted thrill. He didn’t dare masturbate, as if that might confirm or cement the idea that this turns him, when in reality, he knew he didn’t want to spoil the moment.

He paced the living room during quieter moments, then returned to the sofa as the sounds built again. Sweat beaded on his forehead. His breathing remained shallow and ragged. Several times he considered going upstairs to stop them, but Diane’s clear instruction to stay downstairs kept him rooted in place. The submission she had asked for was now fully real, and he was living it in the most intense way possible.

The final stretch of their lovemaking was particularly vigorous. The bed creaked loudly and rapidly. Diane’s voice rose in a series of sharp, ecstatic cries that built towards a powerful climax. Richard’s groans grew louder and more urgent until he let out a deep, satisfied sound of release. The house fell quiet except for the sound of heavy breathing and soft, murmured words between them.

Several minutes passed before Grant heard movement upstairs. Footsteps. The bedroom door opening. Then the sound of them descending the stairs together.

Diane appeared first, looking thoroughly flushed and satisfied. Her hair was messy in a post-sex way that made her look even more beautiful. Her cheeks were pink, her eyes bright, and there was a visible glow about her. She had slipped on a silk robe but had not bothered to tie it tightly, revealing glimpses of her body. Richard followed close behind, equally flushed, his shirt untucked and his hair dishevelled. Both of them moved with the relaxed, sated confidence of people who had enjoyed themselves immensely.

Diane smiled warmly at Grant as they entered the living room. ‘We’re done,’ she said softly, her voice still carrying that husky edge.

Richard gave his son a respectful nod, though his expression showed clear satisfaction. ‘Quite an evening,’ he murmured.

The couple stood before Grant, flushed and obviously content after two hours of vigorous, enthusiastic lovemaking. The air around them seemed charged with the scent of sex and perfume. Diane’s eyes met Grant’s with a mixture of love and lingering excitement. Richard looked calm and composed, yet the evidence of what had taken place was written clearly on both of them.

Grant remained seated, overwhelmed by the sight before him. The first night had reached its conclusion, leaving him shaken, aroused, and forever changed by the sounds he had listened to for two long hours.

Diane settled onto the sofa with a contented sigh, her legs parting slowly. A huge glob of thick cum threatened to pour from her well-used pussy, glistening at her entrance. She smirked at Grant, thoroughly fucked and radiant in her satisfaction. The sight was both horrifying and mesmerising.

‘I heard the cuckold is meant to lick the pussy clean,’ she whispered, her voice husky with post-sex pleasure.

Grant stared, horrified, his stomach twisting. Before he could respond, his father placed a firm hand on his back.

‘Go on, son,’ Richard said calmly. ‘Get the full experience, no judgement here.’

Grant felt sick, his legs buckling beneath him as he was gently pushed forward. He dropped to his knees between Diane’s spread thighs. The scent of sex was overwhelming. With trembling hesitation, he leaned in and licked.

The taste was salty and thick. Above him, Diane and his father kissed passionately, their tongues intertwining as Richard murmured, ‘See? I told you he’d do it.’

Diane pulled back just enough to look down at Grant, her voice soft with delight. ‘It’s the most beautiful thing I have ever witnessed.’ She threaded her fingers through his hair, guiding him. ‘Clean me properly, love. Get all of Daddy’s cum.’

She laughed then, a low, affectionate chuckle that sent fresh waves of shame through him. Tears of humiliation poured from Grant’s eyes, but he licked harder, deeper, his tongue delving into her to collect every drop. The taste filled his mouth as Diane’s fingers tightened in his hair, holding him in place while she continued to kiss his father.

The first night had truly ended, leaving Grant forever marked by the taste of his father’s cum and the sound of his wife’s satisfied laughter.


Chapter 8

The weeks that followed the first night established a new and strangely structured rhythm in Grant and Diane’s life. What had begun as a single, overwhelming occasion gradually settled into a weekly ritual that both terrified and excited Grant in equal measure. Every Saturday evening, Diane would prepare herself with the same careful attention she had shown that first time. She would choose her outfit, do her hair and makeup, and kiss Grant tenderly before leaving to meet Richard.

The encounters quickly became a fixed part of their calendar. Diane and Grant’s father developed an easy, steadily deepening affection that was evident every time they returned home together. They would arrive laughing and relaxed, clearly comfortable in each other’s company after several hours spent alone. Richard often brought Diane flowers or a small gift, presenting them with a warm smile that spoke of genuine fondness.

Grant found himself waiting in the living room each time, his anxiety and arousal building throughout the evening until the sound of their car in the driveway sent his heart racing. Diane always greeted him affectionately, kissing his cheek and telling him she had missed him. Richard would shake his hand firmly, treating him with the same fatherly respect as always, yet there was now an unmistakable layer of shared knowledge between them.

As the weeks passed, the affection between Diane and Richard grew more visible. They would sit closer together on the sofa during the initial conversation upon their return. Richard’s hand would rest casually on Diane’s knee or around her shoulders. Diane would lean into him naturally, her laughter coming easily at his jokes. Their banter had the comfortable rhythm of people who were growing genuinely close.

One particular Saturday, they returned later than usual. He’d taken her to the football match, something he usually did with Grant, but this time, she was the one being treated. After the match, he’d taken her for dinner. Diane’s cheeks were flushed and her eyes sparkled as she recounted their evening at a new Italian restaurant. Richard listened with obvious pleasure, occasionally adding details and making her laugh with his dry observations. Grant watched them from his usual spot, noting how Diane’s hand rested comfortably on Richard’s thigh as she spoke.

The pattern repeated with comforting predictability for Diane and Richard, while remaining emotionally turbulent for Grant. Each Saturday followed a similar structure. Diane prepared upstairs while Grant waited with mounting tension. She would leave with a loving kiss and a reminder that this was what he had agreed to. Hours later they would return, glowing with satisfaction and clearly affectionate towards one another.

Their growing closeness showed in small ways. Richard would compliment her appearance each week, telling her how beautiful she looked. They developed private jokes that made them both smile when referenced. The affection was warm and genuine, never crude in front of Grant, but unmistakable in its depth.

Grant’s weekly vigils downstairs became a form of ritualised submission. He listened to the sounds from the bedroom with the same intense mixture of horror and arousal every time. The encounters upstairs were clearly passionate and satisfying for both Diane and Richard. Diane’s moans carried a new level of enthusiasm. Richard’s groans reflected deepening pleasure in his connection with her.

Afterwards, when they came downstairs flushed and satisfied, the affection remained strong, and Grant would clean without question, silent acceptance of his role. Diane would always make a point of sitting with Grant for a while, holding his hand and checking in on his feelings. Richard remained respectful, never gloating, yet his obvious contentment with the arrangement was plain to see. The three of them would share a drink and light conversation before Richard eventually headed home.

As the weeks turned into a full month of weekly encounters, the bond between Diane and Richard continued to strengthen. They spoke about books they had both read, films they enjoyed, and shared memories from different periods of their lives. The affection had grown steady and comfortable, turning their Saturday evenings into something that felt almost like dating in the traditional sense, except with the unique twist of Grant waiting at home.

Diane’s excitement for these evenings never waned. She prepared for them with increasing anticipation, sometimes asking Grant’s opinion on her lingerie or perfume choice. The ritual had become an important part of her week, and she was open with Grant about how much she looked forward to it and how fulfilling she found the time with Richard.

For Grant, the weekly pattern brought a strange mixture of dread and dark excitement. Every Saturday he experienced the same emotional rollercoaster; anxiety building throughout the day, intense listening while they were upstairs, and the complicated feelings when they returned affectionate and satisfied. The growing closeness between his wife and his father only heightened everything.

Grant’s internal experience during these weekly rituals remained turbulent. Watching his wife grow steadily more affectionate with his father stirred deep jealousy and humiliation. Yet that same jealousy fed the arousal that had become a constant companion. He listened to their lovemaking with heightened sensitivity, noting how Diane’s pleasure seemed to increase as she became more familiar with Richard’s touch.

After Richard had left for the evening, Diane would always make her way back to Grant with a soft, satisfied glow about her. The sharing of selected highlights from her time with his father quickly became one of the most intense and transformative parts of their weekly ritual. She approached these conversations with the same loving honesty that had defined their recent months together, yet the content of what she shared never failed to plunge Grant deep into emotional conflict.

On the first few occasions, Diane would curl up beside him on the sofa, still flushed from her time upstairs, and begin speaking in a gentle but detailed manner. She described how Richard had kissed her neck in a particular way that made her shiver. She recounted the way he had undressed her slowly, savouring every moment, and how his hands had felt different yet confident on her skin. Grant listened with his heart pounding, the vivid images burning into his mind.

These post-encounter conversations stretched late into the night. Diane would share sensory details; the scent of Richard’s aftershave, the firmness of his body against hers, the deep groans he made when she pleased him. She spoke of the moments when he had taken control, pinning her wrists or pulling her hair, and how exhilarating she had found his natural dominance. Each revelation sent fresh waves of jealousy and humiliation through Grant, yet his arousal remained constant and undeniable.

Diane noticed his reactions and responded with tenderness. She would stroke his thigh or hold his hand while describing how she had reached orgasm with Richard, sometimes multiple times. She explained how the knowledge that Grant was downstairs listening had heightened her pleasure. ‘It made everything more intense,’ she confessed one night, her voice warm with affection. ‘Knowing you were experiencing it with me in your own way. And honestly, I love that you clean me after. It makes you part of this.’

Their own intimacy transformed dramatically as a result of these shared highlights. After Diane finished recounting the evening, she would often initiate passionate lovemaking with Grant. The sex between them became charged with the energy of what she had just experienced. She would ride him while whispering further details, describing how Richard had felt inside her or how he had made her cum. Grant’s conflicted emotions only fuelled his performance, the mixture of pain and pleasure creating an intensity he had never known before.

Week after week, Diane’s selected highlights grew more explicit. She told him about positions they had tried, about the way Richard liked to talk during sex, and about the powerful release he experienced when he finally came. She shared how it felt to fall asleep briefly in his arms afterwards before coming downstairs to Grant. These stories left Grant emotionally raw but physically desperate. Their own lovemaking afterwards became longer and more fervent, with Diane using the details to push him towards powerful climaxes.

The deepening of his conflicted emotions was profound. Grant would lie awake after Diane had fallen asleep, replaying her words. The jealousy stung sharply. Hearing how much pleasure his father had given her, how comfortable they had become with each other’s bodies, created a constant ache. Yet that ache fed a dark, submissive excitement that left him craving the next Saturday. The weekly cycle of anticipation, listening, hearing the highlights, and then reclaiming his wife in passionate sex had become its own powerful ritual.

Their marriage had been fundamentally altered and, in many ways, strengthened by these weekly exchanges. Diane’s willingness to share selected highlights kept Grant deeply involved in her new experiences while reinforcing his submissive role. The transformation of their intimacy was complete. What had once been comfortable and loving had become passionate, raw, and inextricably linked to the weekly ritual with Richard.


Chapter 9

Diane’s weekly dates with Richard quickly stopped being enough. Within a month they were seeing each other two or three nights a week, sometimes more. What started as a set routine turned into something regular and easy, and Diane’s confidence grew right along with it.

It happened in small steps. She’d mention over breakfast that Richard wanted to meet on a Tuesday too. Grant felt the familiar knot in his gut, but he’d already given so much ground that pushing back felt pointless. Diane’s face lit up whenever she talked about the extra nights, already smiling to herself while picking out what to wear.

As the dates added up, Diane carried herself differently. She moved through the house with fresh energy that got noticed at the shops and at work. Even on regular days she put more thought into how she looked, clothes that fit her body, new ways with her hair. Whatever she was getting from Richard seemed to lift everything else about her.

Grant watched the changes with a mix of pride, jealousy, and something deeper he didn’t name. Diane got ready for her nights out with real excitement. Several times a week she’d take extra time in the bathroom and come out looking beautiful. Before she left she’d kiss him and say how much she appreciated his support. ‘This is making me so happy,’ she’d tell him softly. ‘And it’s bringing us closer.’

The extra evenings settled into an easy rhythm. She and Richard would grab dinner somewhere new or just hang at his place. When they got back they walked in laughing and relaxed, clearly comfortable with each other.

Diane talked more openly about how much she looked forward to the nights. She glowed afterward, moved with a new lightness, and smiled like she was genuinely content. She started making decisions around the house with more confidence. The sexual spark she got from Richard carried over, her time with Grant became hotter and more adventurous too.

Grant felt the extra nights as both a challenge and a weird thrill. Several times a week he’d be alone in the house, listening to the sounds of them fucking drift down from the bedroom. The anxiety stayed sharp, especially on back-to-back evenings, but the arousal was always there now. The sound of Diane’s car pulling out had started to trigger a rush of anticipation in him.

Diane’s confidence showed when she talked about it afterward. She’d curl up with Grant and tell him the details with more and more enthusiasm. She described how Richard knew exactly how to touch her, the new positions they tried, and how hard she came. Her excitement was contagious, even while it twisted something deeper in Grant.

Diane’s confidence started showing up outside the bedroom too. She talked more openly about what she wanted. She told Grant how good it felt to explore this with Richard, and thanked him again and again for letting her have the freedom. She still loved him, she showed it with constant touches, little gifts, and intense sex when she got home.

The house settled into the new routine. On the nights Diane was out, Grant would make a quick dinner or lose himself in work or a book while he tried to handle the storm of feelings. The anxiety about his wife being with his father never went away completely, but it had mixed with a dark, submissive thrill that kept him constantly wired.

One afternoon, Grant couldn’t hold it in any longer. While Diane was at work, he called his mother.

Margaret answered on the second ring.

‘Mum,’ he said, voice tight, ‘are you actually okay with this? Dad’s with Diane almost every night now.’

She laughed, quiet, almost amused. ‘Oh, darling. It’s perfect. He comes home energised for the first time in years. And I’m getting more out of him than I ever did. It’s been very good for us.’

Grant swallowed. There was something new in her tone; cool, deliberate.

‘Mum…’

‘Behave,’ she cut in, the word sharp and final. ‘I’ve been studying female dominance. BDSM. Power exchange. It’s remarkable what a woman can take when she decides she’s entitled to it.’ She let the silence stretch. ‘You’re going to behave, Grant. And soon you’ll get more than this. Much more.’

His pulse jumped. ‘What do you mean, more?’

‘Shut up,’ she said, voice low and cold. ‘Apologise.’

Grant’s face burned. ‘I’m… I’m sorry?’ He said, confused.

‘Call me Mommy.’

The command landed like a hand around his throat. His cock swelled instantly, thick and painful against his flies, and the shame hit even harder.

‘Mommy,’ he whispered, the word slipping out before he could stop it.

Margaret’s laugh was soft and satisfied. ‘Good boy. We’ll speak again soon.’

Several nights a week, Grant would watch her prepare, kiss her goodbye, and then wait through the long hours until she returned flushed, satisfied, and full of stories. The pattern had become their new reality, with Diane’s growing confidence and visible pleasure at its centre. Grant remained caught in the beautiful, painful storm of emotions that had come to define his submission.

Each additional evening followed a similar but evolving routine. Diane would spend extra time preparing, selecting outfits that she knew Richard would appreciate, applying her makeup with care, and choosing a perfume that lingered in the bedroom long after she had left. She would kiss Grant tenderly before departing, always reminding him how much she loved him and how grateful she was for his understanding. ‘This feels right,’ she would say softly on those evenings. ‘I feel more alive than I have in years.’

When she came downstairs several nights a week, often after midnight, the evidence of her enjoyment was unmistakable. Her cheeks would be flushed, her hair slightly tousled, and her eyes bright with satisfaction. She carried the faint but distinct scent of Richard’s aftershave mixed with her own perfume and the unmistakable musk of recent lovemaking. Grant would wait for her in the living room as usual, his anxiety and arousal building throughout the hours of solitude until his father and his wife came down, and she spread her legs and said the one word she always now said, ‘Clean.’

Diane began initiating conversations about her desires more openly, telling Grant exactly what she had enjoyed during her evenings with Richard. She described how Richard had taken his time undressing her, kissing every inch of skin he revealed. On another night she recounted how they had made love against the wall of the hallway, too impatient to reach the bedroom. Her voice carried genuine enthusiasm as she shared these moments, her hands gesturing expressively while she watched Grant’s reactions with affectionate attention.

The increased frequency allowed Diane to explore different sides of her sexuality with growing assurance. She told Grant how she had become more vocal during sex with Richard, expressing her needs clearly and discovering new pleasures in the process. She described powerful orgasms that left her shaking and breathless, and the deep satisfaction of falling asleep briefly in Richard’s arms before returning home. Each detailed highlight deepened Grant’s conflicted emotions, stirring sharp jealousy while simultaneously fuelling an intense, submissive arousal that left him desperate for her touch.

Of course, the way she communicated this changed too. From how she had transformed thanks to him, it became comparisons. ‘No man has ever made me feel this way.’ ‘It isn’t like any cock I’ve experienced before.’ ‘Never did I think I could find satisfaction like this.’ And that too changed as her dominance became absolute. ‘You’ve never made me feel like he has.’ ‘It seems you didn’t inherit his stamina or skill in bed.’ ‘You only wish you had a penis like him.’

Sometimes she would often pull Grant upstairs almost immediately. Their lovemaking became more urgent and communicative. She would ride him slowly while recounting specific moments from her time with his father, using the memories to bring them both to powerful climaxes. The several nights a week rhythm meant Grant experienced this heightened intimacy more regularly, creating a strange but powerful cycle of denial, anticipation, and release.  But even then, she began to change in bed, and eventually, she would say she was too worn out to fuck, instead watching him wank whilst she recounted what Daddy did to her.

Friends and colleagues began commenting on how radiant she looked. She laughed more freely and approached life with renewed vigour. The regular, frequent intimacy with Richard had unlocked a new level of self-assurance in her. She moved through their home with the poise of a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and was unashamed to pursue it.

The several nights a week schedule soon became the defining rhythm of their new life together. Diane’s confidence and enjoyment continued to blossom with remarkable visibility as the frequency of her meetings with Richard increased. She moved through their home and daily routines with an unmistakable aura of satisfaction and self-assurance that touched everything she did. The regular encounters had unlocked a vibrant, sensual energy within her that seemed to grow stronger with each passing week.

On nights she wasn’t with Richard, Diane stayed warm with Grant in every way except one. She cooked for him, talked with him, touched him freely. But she began denying him sex. Richard had worked her hard, she said. She needed a break. She couldn’t possibly fuck every single day.

Their intimacy dried up. In its place, she started making him masturbate in front of her, watching with quiet satisfaction while he stroked himself to a lonely, untouched orgasm.

The dynamic shifted again. After Diane and Richard finished, she stopped coming downstairs. Instead, Grant’s phone would buzz with a single message from her, ‘Come up.’

The first time it happened, his stomach dropped. He climbed the stairs slowly, pulse hammering. When he stepped into the bedroom, Diane was sprawled on their bed with her legs spread, Richard’s cum already leaking from her well-used pussy. Richard sat beside her, kissing her neck like Grant wasn’t there.

Diane turned her head and looked straight at him. Her voice was soft, almost gentle.

‘Clean me.’

Grant stared, horrified. Richard placed a firm hand on his son’s back. ‘Go on, son. Do your duty.’

With his father lying there stark naked, his huge cock just lying there, flaccid, Grant felt sick, but his legs buckled. He dropped to his knees between Diane’s thighs. As he leaned in, his father and wife continued kissing above him. The taste of his father’s cum was thick and salty as Grant licked it from his wife’s pussy. Diane moaned into Richard’s mouth, her fingers threading through Grant’s hair to hold him in place.

‘You’re so sexy baby,’ Richard murmured against her lips.

Diane looked straight into Richard’s eyes, her voice husky. ‘You are, my love,’ She tightened her grip in Grant’s hair, snarling at him. ‘Clean me properly. Get all of Daddy’s cum.’

Over the following visits, the humiliation only grew darker. Each time Grant was summoned upstairs, the scene became more degrading. Richard’s huge cock had left Diane gaping, her pussy swollen and leaking. Grant would kneel and lick frantically while they kissed and laughed above him. Diane began to taunt him openly.

‘God, his cock is so much bigger than yours,’ she would moan, grinding against Grant’s face. ‘He reaches places you never could. He satisfies me in ways you never will, you pathetic little cuck.’

The insults grew sharper with each visit. ‘Look at you, licking another man’s cum from your wife’s cunt. Does it taste good, loser? Is this what you wanted?’

Richard would chuckle, stroking Diane’s hair. ‘My son is such a good little cleaner. Keep going, boy. Make sure you get every drop.’

One night, Diane pushed Grant onto his back on the floor and straddled his face, slowly dripping Richard’s cum directly onto his tongue. ‘Swallow it,’ she ordered, laughing as he obeyed. ‘That is all you are good for now.’

The humiliation intensified with every meeting. Grant felt tears of shame burning his eyes even as his cock swelled at the sight. And then came the time when he was allowed to watch. The sight of his father’s thick, veined cock violating his wife, stretching her, pounding her, filling her, left him both sickened and achingly aroused. Richard’s cock was noticeably larger than his own, and the way Diane screamed in pleasure when he fucked her deep was something Grant would never forget.

Yet with each visit, Grant’s resistance weakened. The depravity had become routine. He would crawl to them when called, lick his father’s cum from his wife’s pussy while they kissed and laughed above him, and thank them for the privilege. The darker the humiliation became, the more completely he surrendered to it.

Eventually, it reached a point when there was no point to leaving Grant downstairs anymore. They’d come back from their date and tell him to come up with them. He was to strip and kneel.

Diane was panting hard, her chest heaving as Richard thrust into her with powerful strokes. Her voice broke into desperate, breathy pleas. ‘Please, Daddy… fuck me harder. I need your cock. Your big, thick cock. Please, Daddy, don’t stop.’

Grant sat on the floor beside the bed, tears streaming down his face. He felt utterly embarrassed, ashamed, and stupid. Here he was, his wife begging another man, his own father, for the pleasure he could never give her. The contrast was devastating. He wiped at his eyes, but the tears kept coming, hot and humiliating.

Diane’s moans grew louder, more frantic. ‘Yes, Daddy! Right there! You fuck me so much better than he ever could!’

Richard chuckled darkly, slamming into her with renewed force. ‘That is my good girl. Tell him.’

Diane turned her head, locking eyes with Grant through her pleasure-glazed gaze. ‘He fucks me better than you ever did. I am his now.’

Grant’s shoulders shook with silent sobs. The shame was crushing, yet his cock throbbed painfully at the words. He felt pathetic, small, and utterly broken, exactly as they wanted him.


Chapter 10

Sunday arrived with the familiar pull of family lunch at Grant’s parents’ house. The weather was mild and pleasant, sunlight drifting through the trees along the quiet lane. Grant drove while Diane sat beside him, looking relaxed and content after another intense week. The regular nights with Richard had left a steady glow on her skin and a lightness in her mood that still showed even on an ordinary family day.

Yet everything between them had changed. Diane had become possessive and demanding in a way she never would have dared just weeks earlier. She spoke to Grant with a new authority now, like the balance of power had already shifted and she had no intention of letting it slip back.

Grant felt a growing unease settle in his chest as they turned onto the quiet lane leading to his parents’ house. The regular evenings Diane spent with his father had begun to weigh on him more heavily with each passing week. What had started as occasional nights had settled into a steady rhythm of three, sometimes four evenings a week, and the normalcy of it frightened him more than the frequency itself.

He kept his eyes on the road, but his mind kept drifting to the things he could no longer ignore. The way Diane now spoke to him. The casual commands. The nights she made him watch her get ready, only to send him downstairs while she left. The times she returned and simply pointed to the floor between her legs without a word. And the phone call with his mother still sat uncomfortably in his memory, the way her voice had changed, the way she had made him call her Mommy.

As they pulled up outside the house, Grant felt a sudden, sharp need to speak with her alone. He told himself he wanted perspective, maybe even some gentle reassurance that this was still somehow manageable. But beneath that hope was something darker and more desperate. He needed to know if his mother was truly in control of what was happening, or if she was enjoying it as much as Diane seemed to be. He needed to understand what ‘much more’ actually meant.

He parked the car and sat for a moment with his hands on the wheel, already dreading the polite smiles and family small talk that would come once they stepped inside.

Margaret was already at the door, smiling as she stepped out to greet them. She hugged Diane first, holding her a moment longer than necessary while murmuring how radiant she looked. When she turned to Grant, her embrace was warm and familiar, but her hand lingered at the back of his neck for just a second too long, almost possessively.

Richard appeared behind her, shaking Grant’s hand with a firm, almost paternal grip before leaning in to kiss Diane on the cheek. The gesture was casual, but there was nothing secretive about it. Diane didn’t pull away. If anything, she leaned into it slightly.

They moved inside, the rich smell of roasting meat and herbs filling the hallway. The dining table had already been set with the good china and a small vase of fresh flowers. Margaret led them through to the conservatory, where glasses and a bottle of wine waited on the low table. Conversation started easily enough. Margaret spoke about her garden and the early roses, while Richard mentioned the new guttering he’d fitted on the shed. Diane laughed at something Richard said, relaxed and bright, as if this were any other Sunday.

Grant sat quietly, watching them all.

There was a comfortable familiarity between Diane and his father now that had grown steadily over the past weeks. Small touches when they passed each other, shared glances across the room, easy laughter that seemed to exclude everyone else. Grant felt it like a low, constant pressure in his chest. While the others chatted, he kept looking for an opening to speak with his mother alone. He needed to tell her how the increased frequency was affecting him, the nights he spent listening to them upstairs, the way Diane had started treating him, the confusion and shame that had become impossible to ignore. He still held onto the hope that if he spoke to her face to face, she might understand. That she might suggest slowing things down, or at least give him some reassurance that this wasn’t spiralling completely out of control.

The opportunity came during a lull before lunch. Margaret excused herself to check on the roast, and Grant quickly offered to help carry the dishes through. His heart was already beating faster as he followed her into the kitchen. The familiar room felt smaller than usual, the old photographs on the walls watching him like silent witnesses. He waited until she was alone by the oven before speaking.

‘Mum,’ he said quietly, his voice tighter than he intended. ‘Could we have a quick word?’

Margaret turned towards him, wiping her hands on a tea towel. Her expression was warm and open.

‘Of course, love,’ she said. ‘Is everything alright?’

Grant hesitated, the weight of recent weeks pressing on him. He wanted to tell her how the several nights a week meetings had intensified his conflicting feelings. How the jealousy had become sharper even as his arousal remained constant. How watching Diane’s blossoming confidence and enjoyment sometimes left him feeling lost and uncertain. The words felt heavy on his tongue, complicated by the presence of the others just beyond the doorway.

Before he could continue, Richard called from the conservatory asking about the timing of lunch. Margaret patted Grant’s arm affectionately. ‘We will talk properly later if you need to, darling. Let’s get this roast on the table first.’

They carried the serving dishes through to the dining room where Diane and Richard were already seated. The table looked beautiful, laden with roast lamb, crispy potatoes, seasonal vegetables, and rich gravy. The conversation resumed easily as plates were filled and compliments exchanged about the cooking.

Grant sat beside Diane, his mother opposite, and his father at the head of the table. He tried to participate in the light conversation while inwardly hoping for another chance to speak privately with his mother. The family meal continued with the usual warmth and familiarity, yet Grant’s mind remained preoccupied with the discomfort he carried. He observed the easy rapport between Diane and Richard with a mixture of acceptance and inner tension.

His mother seemed in particularly good spirits, laughing at stories and ensuring everyone’s glasses were topped up. Grant kept glancing at her, waiting for a suitable moment. The traditional Sunday lunch setting felt strangely at odds with the complex dynamics that now existed beneath the surface of their family. He hoped the quiet word with his mother might offer some clarity or comfort before the afternoon progressed much further.

As the main course continued, Grant’s hope for a private conversation with his mother gradually faded. The flow of the meal and the easy conversation made it difficult to create the right moment. He noticed small details that heightened his unease. Diane and Richard exchanged glances that carried more warmth than simple familiarity. His mother seemed particularly attentive to Diane, smiling at her frequently and engaging her in conversation with genuine interest.

Towards the end of the main course, Richard mentioned casually that Diane had visited them alone a couple of times during the week. The statement landed like a stone in still water. Grant froze, his fork halfway to his mouth. He turned to Diane, who met his gaze with calm affection.

‘Yes, I popped over on Tuesday and Thursday afternoon,’ she said lightly, as though it were the most ordinary thing in the world. ‘We had tea and a lovely chat both times.’

Grant’s stomach tightened. He had known the meetings with his father had increased in frequency, but he had not realised Diane had been visiting his parents’ house on her own during the daytime as well. The discovery sent a fresh wave of discomfort through him. His mother and father had been spending additional private time with his wife without him knowing the full extent.

Margaret smiled warmly at Diane. ‘It has been lovely having you here, dear. The house feels brighter when you visit.’ Then Margaret giggled, ‘Although it wasn’t much of a chat.’

The conversation moved on, but Grant’s mind remained fixed on this new revelation. Diane had been coming to his parents’ home alone, building relationships with both his mother and his father outside of the evening meetings. The knowledge sat heavily with him as they finished the main course and moved to the living room for coffee and dessert.

In the living room, the atmosphere shifted noticeably. Diane sat on the sofa between Richard and Margaret. Grant took the only available space, the armchair opposite, watching as the three of them interacted with increasing intimacy. Diane leaned comfortably against Richard’s side while Margaret stroked her arm affectionately. The touches were gentle but clearly familiar.

What began as light conversation soon turned softer. Diane turned towards Richard and kissed him softly on the lips, a lingering affectionate kiss. Richard responded warmly, his hand resting on her waist, gradually moving up to cup her breast. Margaret watched with a gentle smile, then leaned in to kiss Diane’s cheek, then her neck, her tongue darting out.

Grant sat frozen, coffee cup forgotten in his hand. His mouth had gone dry.

Diane had turned to his mother and was kissing her properly now — slow and deep, tongues sliding visibly together. Margaret’s hand moved up to cup Diane’s breast through her top, squeezing gently while they kissed. Richard sat close beside them, watching with open pleasure, his hand resting high on Diane’s thigh, fingers stroking slowly inward.

Diane broke the kiss and turned straight to Richard, kissing him just as hungrily. Margaret didn’t move away. She leaned in and pressed her mouth to Diane’s neck, kissing down toward her collarbone while her hand slipped under Diane’s top. The wet sound of their kissing filled the quiet living room.

Grant’s stomach twisted hard. He had known about Diane and his father. And now he knew she’d been visiting them both. But watching it happen here, on the sofa where he’d grown up, was something else entirely. His cock had thickened instantly, pressing tight against his trousers, and the shame of getting hard made his face burn.

Diane moaned softly into Richard’s mouth as Margaret’s fingers clearly found her nipple. She looked completely relaxed between them, one hand resting on Richard’s thigh, the other sliding into Margaret’s hair to pull her closer. When she turned back to kiss Margaret again, it was even filthier, slower, deeper, tongues working openly.

Grant couldn’t look away. His heart was hammering. Part of him wanted to stand up and walk out. The rest of him, the part he hated most, stayed locked in place, cock throbbing, watching his wife make out with both his parents like it was the most natural thing in the world.

The Sunday lunch had taken a direction he had not anticipated, revealing the true extent of Diane’s connection with his parents. His hope for a quiet word with his mother to express discomfort now felt distant and almost naive. The reality unfolding before him was far more complex than he had imagined.

Diane glanced across at him occasionally with what he initially thought was loving reassurance, even as she continued to engage intimately with both his mother and father, but then he realised she was communicating something, the knowledge that she had opened something that could never be put back. The living room, usually the setting for ordinary family conversations, had become the stage for something far more intimate and revealing. Grant sat absorbing the scene, his discomfort profound yet interwoven with the submissive excitement that had become such a significant part of his experience.

Grant sat rigid, coffee cup still in his hand, staring.

Diane had settled fully between them on the sofa. She looked at Margaret with soft, adoring eyes and whispered, ‘Mummy…’ Then she turned to Richard. ‘Daddy…’

Margaret smiled and stroked her hair. ‘That’s my good girl.’

Richard’s hand slid higher up Diane’s thigh as he kissed her, deep and slow. Margaret leaned in at the same time, kissing along Diane’s neck while her fingers worked open the front of Diane’s dress. Grant watched, frozen, as his mother’s hand slipped inside and cupped Diane’s bare breast.

Diane moaned into Richard’s mouth. She didn’t resist when Margaret guided her head down to kiss lower, along her collarbone and the swell of her breast. Richard’s hand pushed Diane’s dress higher, fingers stroking between her legs over her underwear. She spread her thighs for him without hesitation.

Grant’s cock was painfully hard. He could see everything — his father’s fingers rubbing Diane through the thin fabric, his mother’s mouth closing over Diane’s nipple. Diane whimpered softly, one hand resting on Richard’s thigh, the other sliding into Margaret’s hair.

‘Such a good girl for Mummy and Daddy,’ Margaret murmured against Diane’s skin.

Diane’s reply was breathy and immediate. ‘Yes, Mummy.’

Richard kissed her again, harder this time, while Margaret’s hand moved inside Diane’s underwear. Diane’s hips lifted slightly, pushing into the touch. Her dress was open now, breasts exposed, thighs spread wide on the sofa where Grant had sat as a child.

He couldn’t look away. His face was burning. His cock throbbed with every soft sound Diane made. She looked completely lost between them, kissing Richard one moment, then turning to offer her breast to Margaret the next, whispering ‘Yes, Daddy’ when Richard told her to spread her legs wider.

Margaret’s fingers were moving steadily between Diane’s legs now. Diane’s head fell back against the sofa, mouth open, soft moans escaping as both his parents touched her openly in front of him.

Grant sat motionless in the armchair, barely breathing.

Diane’s dress was open now, pulled down off her shoulders. Margaret had one hand inside it, squeezing her breast, while Richard kissed her hard, his tongue visibly working in her mouth. Diane moaned into the kiss, one hand rubbing Richard through his trousers, the other resting submissively on Margaret’s thigh.

‘Such a good girl for Mummy and Daddy,’ Margaret said, her voice low and warm.

Diane whimpered at the praise, her body arching into their hands.

Grant’s cock was rock hard, straining painfully against his zip. He hated how much it throbbed every time Diane called them Mummy and Daddy. The words sounded filthy in her mouth.

Margaret glanced over at him for a second, then looked back at Diane.

‘On your knees, sweetheart.’

Diane slid off the sofa without hesitation and knelt between Margaret’s spread legs. She pushed Margaret’s skirt up, pulled her underwear aside, and immediately started licking her mother-in-law’s pussy with long, eager strokes. Margaret sighed and gripped Diane’s hair, holding her in place.

‘That’s it,’ Margaret murmured. ‘Lick Mummy properly.’

Diane moaned against her and kept going, face shiny with spit and Margaret’s wetness. After a minute, Margaret’s hand tightened in her hair and pushed her lower.

‘Lower,’ she ordered quietly.

Diane didn’t pause. She dragged her tongue down and started licking Margaret’s arsehole with the same hungry devotion, circling and pressing the tight ring with her tongue. Margaret’s breath caught. She pulled Diane’s face harder against her.

‘Good girl,’ she breathed. ‘Lick Mummy’s arse like the dirty little slut you are.’

Diane whimpered and pushed her tongue deeper, rimming her with sloppy, eager strokes. Her hands stayed on Margaret’s thighs, holding them open obediently while she worked.

Richard watched with a small smile, slowly stroking himself through his trousers.

Grant couldn’t move. His face was burning. His cock leaked steadily into his underwear. He had never seen anything so depraved in his life, and the worst part was how hard it made him. Diane looked completely lost in it — on her knees in his parents’ living room, tongue buried in his mother’s arse, while his father watched and his mother called her a dirty little slut.

Margaret looked over at him again, eyes half-lidded with pleasure, and smiled.

Grant sat rigid in the armchair, unable to move.

Richard stood and pushed his trousers down. His cock was thick and heavy. He grabbed Diane by the hips, bent her over the arm of the sofa, and drove straight into her arse in one brutal thrust. Diane cried out, her hands gripping the cushions as Richard started fucking her hard, each stroke forcing her forward.

Margaret stayed seated in front of her, legs spread wide. She grabbed Diane’s hair and pulled her face back between her thighs. Diane moaned into Margaret’s cunt and started licking again, tongue working desperately while Richard pounded her arse.

The sounds were filthy — the wet slap of Richard’s cock driving into her, Diane’s muffled moans against Margaret’s pussy, and Margaret’s low, satisfied sighs. Richard fucked her like he owned her. After a minute he pulled out of her arse and slammed straight into her pussy, fucking her even harder. Diane’s cries grew louder, broken and desperate.

‘Yes, Daddy! Fuck me! Fill me!’

Richard groaned and buried himself deep, pumping thick ropes of cum into her. He stayed there for a long moment, grinding against her before finally pulling out. A heavy glob of cum immediately started leaking from Diane’s stretched cunt.

She turned her head and looked straight at Grant, eyes dark and satisfied. She reached back and spread herself open with both hands.

‘Come here, cuck,’ she said. ‘Clean me.’

Margaret’s hand settled on the back of Grant’s neck, firm and unyielding. She pushed him forward out of the chair.

‘Go on, my good little sissy,’ she murmured, her voice soft but cold. ‘Get on your knees and lick your wife’s cunt clean.’

Grant’s legs felt weak as he dropped to the floor. His cock was painfully hard, leaking into his underwear. Margaret kept her hand on his head, guiding him closer until his face was inches from Diane’s dripping pussy.

‘That’s it,’ Margaret said quietly, stroking his hair as she held him there. ‘Be a good sissy for Mummy.’

Grant’s tongue touched Diane’s cum-filled pussy. The taste was immediate, thick, salty, and unmistakably his father’s. He licked deeper anyway, sucking and swallowing the warm load while Diane moaned above him and pushed back against his face.

Margaret’s hand remained on the back of his head, stroking his hair with slow, maternal approval.

‘That’s my good little sissy,’ she said softly. ‘Clean her up properly for Mummy.’

Grant’s cock throbbed hard in his trousers. Shame twisted in his gut, sick and heavy, but he kept going, tongue pushing inside Diane to get every drop. The same living room where he had once sat as a child now reeked of sex. Diane’s soft moans filled the air while his mother gently guided his head and called him her good little sissy.

He hated how hard he was. He hated that he couldn’t stop licking. And he hated that some broken part of him didn’t want to.


Chapter 11

The room had gone quiet. The only sounds left were their breathing and the faint, wet sound of Grant still licking between Diane’s legs. Margaret watched him for a moment longer, then stood up from the sofa. She smoothed her skirt and looked down at her son, still on his knees with his face buried in his wife’s cum-filled cunt.

She extended her hand toward him.

Grant hesitated, then took it. His fingers were trembling. Margaret’s grip was warm and steady as she pulled him to his feet. Her expression was soft, almost tender, but her eyes held something colder and far more certain. She didn’t let go of his hand.

Margaret’s hand remained wrapped around his as she led him out of the living room. ‘Come with me, dear,’ she said softly. ‘There’s something I want to show you upstairs.’

Grant glanced back at Diane, who gave him a small, knowing smile from the sofa. Richard didn’t move. He simply watched with quiet interest as Margaret guided her son toward the stairs.

The old staircase creaked under their feet, the same familiar sound from his childhood. Margaret’s grip on his hand stayed gentle but unyielding. Grant’s stomach tightened with every step. He hadn’t been inside his old bedroom in years, and the purposeful way she was leading him made his pulse quicken.

She stopped outside the closed door at the end of the landing and turned to him. Her expression was calm, almost affectionate, but her eyes held something sharper.

‘We’ve made some changes,’ she said quietly. ‘It’s time you saw them.’

She opened the door and gently pushed him inside.

Grant stepped over the threshold and froze.

The room was unrecognisable.

The walls were painted a soft, delicate pink. White lace curtains framed the windows. In the corner stood a white canopy bed with frilly bedding and far too many pillows. A full-length mirror, edged with pink bows, leaned against one wall. Opposite it sat a vanity table covered in makeup, brushes, and hair accessories. The shelves that once held his football trophies and model planes now displayed ribbons, plush toys, and dainty ornaments. Even the carpet had been replaced with thick, plush pink.

The air smelled faintly of flowers and something sweeter, like perfume.

Grant’s mouth went dry. His old bedroom — the one he’d grown up in — had been turned into a little girl’s room. A sissy’s room. Everything about it was soft, frilly, and humiliatingly feminine. He stood there staring, his face burning, unable to speak.

Grant stood frozen in the centre of the room, his eyes moving slowly across every detail. The pink walls. The canopy bed with its lace trim and too many pillows. The vanity table covered in makeup, brushes, and hair accessories. The open wardrobe revealing rows of pastel dresses, frilly blouses, and delicate underwear hanging inside.

Margaret watched him from near the door, her expression calm and unreadable.

‘We’ve been working on this for a while,’ she said softly. ‘Diane helped choose most of it. She was very specific about what she wanted in here for you.’

Grant took a few slow steps forward. His fingers brushed against the lace-edged bedding. He opened one of the drawers without thinking and found it filled with neatly folded lingerie — satin panties, stockings, a pink corset, and several pairs of delicate socks with little bows. Another drawer held nightdresses and what looked like a schoolgirl-style outfit.

His stomach twisted.

Margaret moved closer and rested a hand on his shoulder.

‘It’s very different from how you left it,’ she said. ‘But we believe this suits the next chapter much better.’

Grant couldn’t stop staring. His childhood bedroom — the one filled with football posters and model planes — had been completely erased and replaced with this. A sissy’s room. A space clearly designed for someone soft, feminine, and obedient. The realisation settled over him like a weight. His wife and his mother had worked together to create this. They had planned it. And now they were showing it to him like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Margaret continued speaking in her soft, steady voice as she moved around the room, pointing things out like she was giving a tour.

‘This is where you’ll sit to do your makeup,’ she said, resting her hand on the vanity chair. ‘The mirror is good and bright, so you can see everything clearly. And the bed is very comfortable. Lots of pretty pillows and soft blankets. You’ll look sweet in it.’

Grant stood in the middle of the room, barely moving. His eyes kept drifting to the open wardrobe and the rows of delicate, feminine clothes hanging inside. The air smelled sweet and powdery. Everything about the space felt wrong and deliberate.

Margaret stayed close to him, watching his face.

‘We wanted it to feel like yours,’ she said quietly. ‘A proper space for you now.’

Grant’s stomach turned. He could picture them all planning this — his mother, Diane, maybe even Richard — choosing the colours, the furniture, the lingerie in the drawers. The thought made his face burn.

He was still trying to process it when footsteps sounded on the landing.

Diane appeared in the doorway first, her cheeks still flushed from downstairs. She stepped inside without hesitation, looking around the pink room with quiet satisfaction. Richard followed a moment later, stopping just behind her in the doorway. He didn’t say anything. He simply watched Grant standing there in the middle of what used to be his childhood bedroom.

Diane’s eyes met Grant’s. She gave him a small, knowing smile.

Margaret’s hand stayed lightly on his shoulder.

‘Well?’ she asked softly. ‘What do you think?’

Grant stood there, frozen. His mouth opened, but for a second nothing came out.

‘I… I don’t understand…’ he finally mumbled, his voice thin.

Diane walked over and took his hand. She looked around the pink room with quiet satisfaction before turning back to him.

‘We’ve decided it’s time for a bigger change,’ she said calmly. ‘We’re moving back here. Permanently. Back home with Mummy and Daddy.’

Grant stared at her. The words didn’t land properly at first.

Diane continued, her tone still gentle but completely certain.

‘I’ll be sharing the main bedroom with Mummy and Daddy. You’ll have this room. You’ll be the sissy servant of the house from now on.’

The silence that followed felt thick. Grant’s stomach dropped. He could feel his pulse hammering in his ears. Moving back here meant giving up their house. Their life. And Diane had just said, in front of his parents, that she would be sleeping in the main bedroom with both of them while he lived in this frilly pink room like some kind of pet.

His legs felt unsteady.

Diane squeezed his hand, as if she were reassuring him.

‘This feels right for all of us,’ she said. ‘You’ve been so good about everything. Now we can all be together properly. You’ll have your own space here, and you can serve us the way you’re meant to.’

Margaret nodded from beside the vanity.

‘We’ve missed having you both close,’ she said softly. ‘This way everyone gets what they need.’

Richard remained in the doorway, arms crossed, watching Grant with quiet approval.

Grant looked between them all — his wife, his mother, his father — standing in the middle of what used to be his childhood bedroom, now turned into a sissy’s room. The reality of it pressed down on him like a weight. His old life was being taken away, piece by piece, and they were telling him it was for the best.

He couldn’t find any words. His cock was half-hard in his trousers, and the shame of it made his face burn even hotter.

Grant stood in the middle of the pink room, the words still echoing in his head. Moving back here permanently. Diane sharing the main bedroom with his parents. Him living in this frilly sissy room as the household servant. It felt like the floor had dropped out from under him.

Diane kept hold of his hand, her voice calm and patient as she continued.

‘We’ll start moving our things over the next few days,’ she said. ‘Most of our clothes and personal items will come here. I’ll spend most nights in the main bedroom with Mummy and Daddy, but I’ll make sure you’re settling in properly. You’ll have your own routine — keeping the house tidy, doing the laundry, serving us when we need you.’

She squeezed his hand gently.

‘This way we can all live openly. No more hiding. You’ll have your space here, and you can be exactly what you’re becoming.’

Margaret stood near the vanity, watching him with quiet approval. Richard remained in the doorway, arms folded, saying nothing but clearly in agreement.

Grant felt the walls closing in. The lace curtains, the canopy bed, the makeup on the vanity — it all pressed down on him. His old life was being dismantled in front of him, and they were telling him it was for the best.

His chest tightened. He looked at Diane, then at his mother, then at his father. Something inside him finally cracked.

‘No,’ he said, his voice unsteady. ‘This is too much. We can’t just move back here. I can’t live like this.’

The words came out shaky but louder than he intended. His face was burning.

‘This room… the whole idea. It’s too far. I said I’d support you, Diane, but this — this is completely different. I’m not doing this.’

He stood there in the centre of the pink room, breathing hard, waiting for someone to respond.

Diane watched him with calm patience, but she didn’t argue. Margaret and Richard stayed quiet, letting him speak.

Grant kept going, his voice growing more desperate.

‘I love you, Diane. But I can’t be the sissy servant in my parents’ house. I can’t live in this pink room while you sleep in their bed. We have our own home. Our own life. This is too much—’

Richard stepped forward.

‘That’s enough.’

Before Grant could react, his father grabbed him by the arm and pulled him toward the canopy bed. With frightening ease, Richard sat down and hauled Grant across his lap. Grant let out a shocked gasp as he found himself face down over his father’s knee, his feet off the floor.

Richard didn’t hesitate. His hand came down hard on Grant’s backside.

The first spank cracked loudly in the pink room. Grant jolted, a sharp breath escaping him. Richard’s hand rose and fell again, firm and steady, each smack landing with deliberate force. The thin fabric of Grant’s trousers offered little protection.

Grant’s protests quickly turned into gasps and strained sounds. The humiliation hit harder than the pain — being bent over his father’s knee in this frilly sissy bedroom, while his wife and mother stood watching.

Richard continued without pause, his voice low and steady.

‘You agreed to submit. Now you’ll learn to accept it.’

Each spank echoed off the pink walls. Grant’s face burned with shame. He could feel Diane and Margaret’s eyes on him. Diane had moved closer, watching with quiet satisfaction. Margaret stood beside her, arms folded, her expression calm and approving.

Grant’s cock was hardening against his father’s thigh despite the pain and humiliation. The shame of it made him want to disappear. Richard kept spanking him, methodical and unhurried, until Grant’s struggles weakened and his gasps turned into broken, humiliated sounds.

When Richard finally stopped, Grant lay limp across his lap, breathing hard. His backside throbbed. His face was wet with tears he hadn’t realised were falling.

Diane stepped forward and gently stroked his hair.

‘There,’ she said softly. ‘That’s better. You’ll feel more settled now.’

Grant stood unsteadily in the centre of the pink room, his face burning. His backside still stung from the spanking, and the humiliation of being put over his father’s knee in front of everyone sat heavy in his chest. Richard watched him with calm authority, as if daring him to speak again.

Margaret stepped closer and gently stroked his hair, her voice soft and almost loving.

‘I always wanted a daughter,’ she said. ‘When I started reading about sissies, I realised this was perfect. You want to be submissive. This way everyone gets what they need.’

Before Grant could respond, Diane knelt in front of him. She looked up at him with a small smile as her hand slid up his thigh and undid his trousers. She pulled his cock out, already half-hard despite everything, and wrapped her fingers around it.

‘You won’t need to work anymore once we move in,’ she said quietly, stroking him slowly in front of everyone. ‘You can just be our servant. Our little slave.’

Grant’s breath hitched. Diane’s hand moved with firm, steady strokes, her thumb occasionally brushing over the head. Richard and Margaret stood watching without saying a word.

Diane leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a whisper only he could hear, though she didn’t seem to care if the others heard.

‘Admit it,’ she murmured, pumping him faster. ‘Admit this is what you really want. To live like this for real. To be our cuckold sissy.’

Grant’s legs trembled. Tears welled in his eyes as the pleasure built against his will. The shame was overwhelming — standing in his old bedroom, now turned into a pink sissy room, while his wife stroked his cock in front of his parents.

‘I… I want it,’ he gasped, voice cracking.

Diane’s grip tightened. ‘Say it properly.’

His hips jerked forward helplessly. The orgasm hit him hard and sudden. Thick ropes of cum spurted over Diane’s fingers as he cried out, voice breaking.

‘Yes! I want to be a cuckold sissy!’

Diane smiled and lifted her cum-covered hand to his lips.

‘Lick it up,’ she ordered softly.

Grant’s face crumpled as he obediently opened his mouth and began cleaning her fingers, tasting himself while his mother and father watched.

Grant kept licking Diane’s fingers, his tongue working slowly between them as he cleaned every trace of his own cum. His eyes lifted and met his mother’s.

Margaret was grinning at him — wide, genuine, and unmistakably pleased. There was no pity in her expression, only open delight, like she was watching something she had waited a long time to see. Richard stood beside her, arms still folded, watching with quiet satisfaction.

Diane kept her hand at his mouth until he had finished, then gently wiped the last of the wetness across his lips with her thumb.

Grant stayed on his knees in the middle of the pink room, breathing hard. The taste of his own cum still coated his tongue. His face burned with shame, but the worst part was the deep, sinking certainty settling in his chest.

They had all seen it now. His protest, his spanking, his forced admission, and the way he had obediently licked his own mess from his wife’s fingers. There was no going back from this. No pretending it was just something he was ‘supporting’ anymore.

Margaret reached down and stroked his hair again, almost tenderly.

‘Good girl,’ she said softly.

In that moment, Grant understood with complete clarity that his old life was over. He belonged to them now.


Chapter 12

The days following the Sunday lunch passed in a blur of activity and emotional intensity. Removal vans arrived at their semi-detached house, and the process of relocating fully to Grant’s parents’ home began in earnest. Boxes were packed, furniture was carefully moved, and the life they had built together was gradually transferred to the larger family house.

Diane oversaw much of the organisation with calm efficiency. She decided which items would go into the main bedroom she would now share with Richard and Margaret, and which things would be stored or placed in Grant’s new pink room. Grant participated where he could, but the emotional weight of the move left him subdued and introspective. Their comfortable suburban home, with all its memories, was being left behind for the more complex living situation at his parents’ house.

When the final boxes had been carried inside and the removal men had departed, the reality of the new living arrangements settled over the household. Diane officially moved her belongings into the main bedroom upstairs. Grant’s male clothes were left boxed and placed in the attic, and his personal items were taken to the transformed pink room that would now be his permanent space.

Margaret led Grant upstairs to his new room, with Diane and Richard following close behind. The pink space already felt different now that some of his belongings had been brought over. His old suitcase sat on the floor beside the canopy bed, and a few pairs of his shoes were lined up near the wardrobe. The contrast made everything feel more real — and more humiliating.

Margaret opened the large wardrobe with a small smile. Inside hung rows of delicate, feminine clothing that had clearly been bought for him: frilly dresses, pastel blouses, lace-trimmed nighties, and several pairs of Mary Jane shoes in soft pink and white on the floor.

‘Time to get you properly settled,’ she said gently.

Diane stepped forward without hesitation. She reached in and pulled out a particularly childish outfit — a soft pink sissy baby dress with white lace trim, puffed sleeves, and a short, flared skirt that would barely cover anything. She held up the matching rumba panties next, the back covered in rows of white frills.

‘This is the first time you’ll wear proper sissy baby clothes,’ Diane said, her voice calm but firm. ‘It will help you understand your place here.’

Grant’s stomach dropped.

‘I… I don’t want to wear that,’ he said quietly, his voice unsteady.

No one argued with him. Margaret simply moved behind him and began unbuttoning his shirt. Richard stepped forward and pulled Grant’s trousers and underwear down in one smooth motion, leaving him standing naked in the middle of the pink room. Grant instinctively tried to cover himself, but Diane gently pulled his hands away.

‘Arms up,’ she said.

He hesitated, then slowly raised them. Diane slipped the babyish pink dress over his head and guided his arms through the puffed sleeves. The fabric felt soft and strange against his skin. Margaret fastened the buttons at the back while Diane knelt and held out the frilly rumba panties.

‘Step in,’ she ordered softly.

Grant stepped into them, face burning as Diane pulled the childish underwear up his legs and settled them around his waist. The frills at the back stuck out prominently. The dress was short enough that the panties were clearly visible beneath the hem.

Margaret smoothed the skirt down and stepped back to look at him.

‘There,’ she said with quiet satisfaction. ‘Much better.’

Grant stood frozen in the centre of the room, dressed like a little girl in front of his wife and both his parents. The outfit felt ridiculous and exposing. He could feel the frilly panties against his skin and the short dress barely covering him. His cock twitched despite the crushing humiliation.

Diane reached out and gently adjusted the puffed sleeve on his shoulder.

‘You’ll get used to it,’ she said.

Grant looked down at himself in stunned silence.

The short pink dress barely reached the tops of his thighs, leaving the frilly white rumba panties fully on display. The back of the panties stuck out prominently with rows of delicate lace ruffles. White ankle socks with lace trim and shiny black Mary Jane shoes completed the look. Margaret gently placed the matching pink bonnet on his head and tied the ribbons under his chin with careful fingers.

When he finally lifted his eyes to the full-length mirror, the reflection made his stomach turn.

He didn’t look like a man anymore. He looked like a humiliated sissy baby — soft, frilly, and completely emasculated. The bonnet framed his flushed face, the puffed sleeves sat awkwardly on his arms, and the short dress did nothing to hide the childish underwear beneath it. He could see the faint outline of his cock pressing against the front of the frilly panties.

The humiliation hit him in heavy, sickening waves.

Being dressed like this in front of his wife, his mother, and his father felt far worse than anything that had happened downstairs. The soft fabrics, the frills, the bonnet — every detail screamed submission and infantilisation. His old self felt like it was being erased right in front of his eyes.

Diane stepped back to admire him, a small, satisfied smile on her face.

‘You look so sweet,’ she said softly. ‘This is going to suit you perfectly.’

Margaret moved beside her, tilting her head as she studied him.

‘Much better,’ she agreed. ‘This is how you should be dressed from now on.’

Richard remained near the door, arms crossed, watching with quiet approval. None of them looked surprised. They looked pleased.

Grant stood frozen in the centre of the pink room, unable to meet his own reflection for more than a few seconds at a time. His face burned. His cock was half-hard inside the frilly panties, and the shame of that only made everything worse. He could feel their eyes on him, taking in every humiliating detail of his new appearance.

The relocation was complete. He now lived full-time in this feminine space, wearing clothing that marked his role as the household sissy servant. The move back home had fundamentally altered their lives, and his first experience wearing sissy baby attire marked the beginning of his new existence under the family roof.

The humiliation of the moment burned deeply, yet Diane’s loving gaze and the approving looks from his parents reinforced that this was now his reality. The couple had fully relocated. Grant had been dressed in sissy baby attire for the first time, and the new living arrangements had officially begun.

The first full day in the new living arrangement began quietly but with unmistakable purpose. Margaret found Grant early that morning in the pink room, where he had spent an uncomfortable night in the frilly canopy bed. She entered carrying a tray with a light breakfast and a gentle smile.

‘Good morning, my sweet,’ she said warmly. ‘Did you sleep well in your new room?’

Grant, still dressed in the sissy baby attire from the previous evening, nodded uncertainly. Margaret set the tray down and sat beside him on the edge of the bed. She looked at him with genuine affection, her hand gently stroking his cheek.

‘I have always wanted a daughter, you know,’ she confessed softly. ‘When I was carrying you, I secretly hoped for a little girl. Someone I could dress up, spend time with, share feminine things. It never happened, of course. But now… now I feel like I finally have one.’

Her words carried deep emotion. She spoke about long-held wishes, about the joy of having a sissy daughter to care for and guide. Grant listened in stunned silence as his mother expressed these feelings openly for the first time. The transformation of his old bedroom and the sissy baby clothing he wore suddenly took on even greater significance.

Margaret’s eyes were bright with happiness as she continued. ‘You look so pretty already. We are going to have such fun together. I can teach you so many things. How to be graceful, how to please, how to be the sweet sissy daughter I always dreamed of.’

The daily routines of service and observation began almost immediately. Margaret gently guided Grant through his first morning as the household sissy servant. She showed him how to make his bed with perfect precision, fluffing the lace pillows and smoothing the frilly cover. She instructed him on how to tidy the room and keep his new feminine space immaculate.

Grant moved carefully through the house in the short pink sissy baby dress, the frilly rumba panties rustling loudly with every step. The outfit made even simple tasks feel degrading. When he set the breakfast table, the hem of the dress rode up, exposing the ruffled panties. When he poured tea, he had to bend forward, feeling the cool air on the backs of his thighs.

Diane and Richard sat at the table like nothing was unusual. Margaret occasionally gave him small instructions — more milk, another slice of toast — and he obeyed without complaint.

Throughout the day, his main role was observation.

He stood silently in the corner of the living room while Diane sat between Richard and Margaret on the sofa. He watched his wife kiss his father slowly, then turn and kiss his mother with the same tenderness. He saw Richard’s hand slide up Diane’s thigh under her skirt while Margaret stroked her hair. Grant was expected to stay quiet and watch it all. No one spoke to him unless they wanted something fetched.

Margaret seemed especially pleased with the arrangement. During quieter moments she would sit with him on the small pink chair in his room, gently brushing his hair beneath the bonnet.

‘I always wanted a daughter,’ she said softly, her fingers working through the strands. ‘Someone soft and sweet to take care of. You have no idea how happy this makes me.’

Her voice was warm, almost loving, but the words only deepened his humiliation.

By late afternoon, Grant had served lunch, cleared the table, and spent another hour standing quietly while Diane curled up between his parents on the sofa, being kissed and touched openly. The contrast was constant, their easy affection and his silent, frilly presence.

By evening, he felt hollowed out.

He stood in the kitchen doorway, still in the babyish pink dress and bonnet, watching Diane laugh at something Richard said while Margaret rested a hand on her thigh. His legs ached from standing most of the day. The rustle of the frilly panties had become a constant, shameful background noise.

Margaret glanced over at him and smiled.

‘You’re settling in so well already,’ she said. ‘I knew you would.’

Grant didn’t answer. He simply lowered his eyes, the weight of the day pressing down on him. The routines already felt disturbingly normal.

Diane remained loving in her own way. She checked on Grant several times throughout the day, speaking to him in a gentle voice while he worked.

‘You’re doing so well,’ she would say, stroking his cheek or adjusting his bonnet. ‘I’m really proud of how naturally you’re taking to this. It suits you.’

Her praise only made the humiliation sharper.

Grant’s days quickly fell into a clear pattern. He woke early, dressed in whatever sissy outfit had been left out for him, and began his chores — making breakfast, cleaning, doing laundry, and serving the others. Between tasks, he was expected to stand quietly and watch. He watched Diane kiss Richard good morning. He watched Margaret pull Diane onto her lap in the living room. He watched them disappear upstairs together in the afternoons, leaving him to tidy up downstairs while the sounds of their intimacy drifted down.

Margaret seemed happiest of all. She often found moments to sit with him, gently brushing his hair or straightening his dress while she spoke.

‘I can’t tell you how much this means to me,’ she said one afternoon, her voice soft with emotion. ‘I always wanted a daughter. Someone sweet and obedient to look after. And now I have you.’

Grant didn’t know how to answer. He simply kept his eyes lowered while she continued stroking his hair like he was a doll she had finally been given.

By the end of the first week, the structure had tightened.

After breakfast one morning, Margaret and Diane led Grant back upstairs to the pink room. Richard followed behind them without a word, closing the door once they were all inside. Grant stood in the centre of the room, already dressed in a short pink baby dress and frilly panties, unsure what was coming.

Diane opened a small drawer in the vanity and took out a pink chastity cage. It was small, smooth, and clearly designed for long-term wear.

‘This will help you focus,’ she said calmly, holding it up so he could see it. ‘No more distractions. Your only focus now is serving us.’

Grant’s stomach dropped. ‘Diane, please—’

‘Quiet,’ Margaret said softly, but with clear finality.

Working together, the two women undressed him from the waist down. Diane held his cock while Margaret carefully fitted the cage, sliding the ring behind his balls and guiding his soft cock into the tight pink tube. Grant stood frozen, breathing hard through his nose as they worked. The click of the small padlock snapping shut sounded deafening in the quiet room.

The weight and restriction were immediate. His cock was already trying to swell against the unyielding plastic, but there was nowhere for it to go. The constant, dull pressure was a reminder he couldn’t ignore.

Diane didn’t give him time to process it. She reached back into the drawer and pulled out a large adult-sized pacifier. It had a thick pink shield and wide straps attached to either side. Without asking, she pushed the large silicone teat into his mouth. Grant instinctively tried to resist, but Margaret held his head steady while Diane buckled the straps tightly behind his head.

The dummy filled his mouth completely, pressing down on his tongue and forcing his jaw slightly open. He could only make muffled, infantile sounds now. The straps were tight enough that he couldn’t push it out with his tongue.

Margaret stepped back to look at him, her expression soft with satisfaction.

‘There,’ she said. ‘Much better.’

Richard stood by the door, watching the whole process with quiet approval. Diane adjusted the straps on the dummy one last time, then gave the front of the chastity cage a gentle, possessive tap with her finger.

‘You’ll keep both of these on from now on,’ she told him. ‘No exceptions.’

Grant stood in the middle of the pink room, caged and gagged, unable to speak or argue. The only sounds he could make were soft, pathetic whimpers around the thick dummy in his mouth. His caged cock throbbed uselessly against its prison as the reality of his new restrictions settled over him.

Thus prepared — locked in the tight pink chastity cage and silenced by the large dummy strapped firmly in his mouth — Grant was expected to stand and observe.

He spent most of the day in the living room, positioned in the corner like furniture. From there he watched as Diane sat between Richard and Margaret on the sofa. The affection between them was open and casual, as if this had always been normal.

Richard would suddenly decide he wanted her. Without warning, he would pull Diane onto his lap or bend her over the arm of the sofa, push her underwear aside, and fuck her right there in the middle of the afternoon. Diane would moan around his cock as he took her, sometimes looking straight at Grant while Richard pounded into her. Other times Richard would simply use her mouth, holding her head while she sucked him, her eyes watering as he came down her throat.

Margaret was no less direct. She would reach between Diane’s legs whenever she felt like it, pushing two fingers inside her and fucking her slowly while they kissed. Sometimes she would make Diane spread her legs wider so she could finger her deeper, commenting softly on how wet she was. Other times she would pull Diane’s head down between her own thighs and hold her there until she came against her mouth.

Grant stood frozen in his short pink sissy baby dress, the frilly panties on display, the dummy filling his mouth and reducing his breathing to soft, wet sounds. Every time he grew hard in the cage, the tight plastic bit into him, turning arousal into a constant, aching frustration. He couldn’t look away. He wasn’t allowed to.

The worst part was how normal it had already become.

Richard would finish using Diane, tuck himself away, and go back to reading the paper like nothing had happened. Margaret would kiss Diane’s forehead and continue their conversation. And Grant would remain standing in the corner, caged, gagged, and forced to watch it all — his wife being casually taken and used by both his parents whenever they felt like it.

Of course, he wasn’t there just to watch.

Grant’s days were filled with constant, menial labour. He cooked every meal from scratch — breakfast, lunch, and dinner — while dressed in his short sissy baby outfits. He dusted and vacuumed daily, but was never allowed to use the mop standing up. Instead, he had to get down on his hands and knees, the frilly panties on full display as he scrubbed the floors. Toilets had to be cleaned by hand with a brush, beds had to be made with perfect hospital corners and no wrinkles, and even the smallest speck of dust was noticed.

While he ironed, he was only permitted to watch reality television and overly feminine programmes. Anything with men in strong or dominant roles was forbidden.

Minor mistakes were dealt with immediately and publicly.

One afternoon, he slightly misfolded a napkin at lunch. Richard didn’t say a word. He simply pushed his chair back, grabbed Grant by the arm, and pulled him across his lap right there at the dining table. Grant’s short dress was flipped up and his frilly panties pulled down in one motion. Richard’s hand came down hard and steady on his bare backside, the loud smacks echoing through the room while Diane and Margaret continued eating. The dummy in Grant’s mouth turned his whimpers into pathetic, muffled sounds. His caged cock strained uselessly against the plastic as the spanking continued.

Later that same afternoon, he took too long bringing Margaret her tea. Diane didn’t hesitate. She sat on the living room sofa, pulled Grant over her knee, and spanked him firmly in front of both Richard and Margaret. Each smack landed sharply on his already tender skin. He squirmed helplessly, the chastity cage making every movement uncomfortable, while the dummy kept him from forming any real words of protest.

By the end of the day, his bottom was sore and glowing. Sitting down had become uncomfortable. Every time he moved, the sting reminded him of his place. The combination of the tight chastity cage, the dummy strapped in his mouth, and the frequent, casual spankings for even the smallest mistakes was breaking him down faster than he had expected.

He was learning quickly that in this house, perfection was expected — and failure was always corrected.

Diane remained loving in her own way. After every spanking, she would pull Grant close, stroke his hair beneath the bonnet, and speak softly to him.

‘You’re doing so well,’ she would whisper. ‘I’m so proud of how quickly you’re learning. This is exactly where you belong now.’

Her gentle words after the pain only made the humiliation cut deeper.

Margaret seemed genuinely delighted with the arrangement. She often fussed over him throughout the day, straightening his dress, retying his bonnet, or brushing imaginary lint from his frilly panties. She would cup his face with both hands and smile warmly.

‘My sweet little girl,’ she would say. ‘I still can’t believe I finally have the daughter I always wanted.’

Richard’s role was simpler and colder. He rarely spoke to Grant directly. When correction was needed, he delivered it with calm, masculine efficiency — pulling Grant over his knee or bending him over the nearest surface and spanking him until the message sank in. There was no anger in it, only quiet authority.

By the end of each day, Grant was drained.

The chastity cage kept him in a constant state of low, aching frustration. Even the smallest things — watching Diane kiss his father, or feeling Margaret’s hand on his thigh while she adjusted his dress — would make his cock strain uselessly against the tight pink plastic. The dummy strapped in his mouth meant he could only make soft, infantile sounds, so he suffered in near silence.

His bottom stayed sore from the frequent, unpredictable spankings. Sitting down had become something he dreaded. Every time he moved, the sting reminded him of his place.

He would finish his final chores in the evening, exhausted and aching, then stand quietly in whatever corner he had been told to occupy while the others relaxed. The routines had already become disturbingly normal. Service, observation, correction, and the occasional soft words of approval from Diane and Margaret.

He was settling into it faster than he wanted to admit.

Grant moved through the house in his short sissy baby dresses, the frilly panties on constant display, the pink chastity cage locked tight around his cock, and the large dummy strapped firmly in his mouth. He cooked, cleaned, and served while Diane, Margaret, and Richard lived openly as a throuple around him. He watched them kiss, touch, and fuck whenever they wanted, often right in front of him. The combination of service, forced observation, physical restriction, and frequent corrections had quickly broken down whatever resistance he once had.

There were occasional breaks from the routine.

Diane would sometimes take him out for a few hours. They would go to the cinema or for a walk in the park. On these rare outings he was allowed to wear normal male clothes on top — jeans and a hoodie — but underneath he was always kept in something feminine: lace panties, a satin camisole, or the locked chastity cage. The contrast made him feel even more exposed, like he was living a lie in public.

Sex with Diane happened occasionally too, but only under strict conditions.

When she allowed it, she would make him put on a condom first. The act of rolling it on while she watched was already humiliating, but what followed was worse. The moment he pushed inside her, the overwhelming sensation after weeks of denial usually proved too much. He would thrust once, sometimes twice, before his body betrayed him completely. He would cum hard into the condom, often with a broken, shameful whimper, while Diane lay beneath him looking almost amused.

She never mocked him for it. She simply stroked his face afterwards and said softly, ‘There. That’s better, isn’t it?’

Grant would lie there afterwards, still wearing the condom, face burning with humiliation. He hated how quickly he came. He hated that even this small mercy — being allowed inside his own wife — had been turned into another reminder of how weak and broken he had become.

And yet, some twisted part of him was grateful for these moments. They were the only times he felt any real closeness with Diane anymore. Even if it only lasted a few minutes, and even if he usually finished before it had properly begun.

He told himself he hated it. He told himself he was only enduring it. But deep down, he was starting to wonder how much longer he could keep lying to himself.


Chapter 13

Life had settled into a rigid, humiliating rhythm.

Each morning, Grant woke in the pink canopy bed wearing whatever frilly nightdress had been chosen for him the night before. He would dress in his sissy baby attire under Margaret’s watchful eye — short dresses, frilly rumba panties, white ankle socks, and shiny Mary Jane shoes — before carefully tying the bonnet under his chin. The large dummy was strapped into his mouth and the pink chastity cage remained locked in place, a constant, aching presence.

Breakfast was prepared on his knees. He would curtsy when serving, then eat his own meal from a pink plastic bowl on the floor while the others sat at the table. Any mistake — a poorly folded napkin, a lukewarm cup of tea, a speck of dust missed during cleaning — was met with immediate correction. Richard would often be the one to pull him across his lap and deliver a firm, bare-bottom spanking while the others continued their conversation.

Most of his day was spent standing or kneeling in corners, dummy silencing him, watching.

He watched Diane kiss Richard slowly on the sofa. He watched Margaret slide her hand between Diane’s legs and finger her while they talked about their day. He watched them take her upstairs in the afternoons, listening to the sounds of their pleasure drifting down while he scrubbed floors or ironed in the living room. The contrast was constant and brutal — their freedom and open affection against his locked, silenced, and denied existence.

Evenings followed the same pattern. He would prepare their bedroom, lay out their clothes, and then stand silently as they used Diane however they wanted, often with him present. Afterwards, Diane or Margaret would stroke his hair and tell him how well he was doing, while also pointing out every small failure from the day in front of the others.

The routines were relentless. Service, observation, denial, and correction had become the entire shape of his life. And with each passing day, the resistance inside him grew quieter.

The dominant trio often discussed Grant’s progress while he was present, treating him like a pet or project rather than a person. These conversations had become one of the most consistent humiliations of his new life. They would analyse his behaviour, his attitude, and his adjustment with the same casual tone they might use to discuss the weather or a household chore.

One evening after dinner, Grant knelt silently on the rug beside the sofa in his pale pink sissy dress, the large dummy strapped firmly in his mouth. His hands rested on his thighs as he listened.

Diane swirled her wine and glanced down at him.

‘He’s been quite good this week overall,’ she said. ‘The service has improved. He remembered to curtsy properly every time he entered a room yesterday. That’s progress.’

Richard nodded, his hand resting possessively on Diane’s thigh.

‘True,’ he agreed. ‘But the tea was still slow yesterday afternoon. And that curtsy could be deeper. We need more grace from him. Right now it still looks clumsy.’

Margaret reached down and gently stroked Grant’s hair beneath the bonnet, her voice warm and maternal.

‘He is trying though,’ she said fondly. ‘My little girl is making progress. Remember how badly his hands used to shake when he brought the tray in those first few days? He held it much steadier this afternoon. I was quite pleased.’

Diane tilted her head, studying Grant as if he were an object.

‘The dummy seems to be helping with his focus,’ she added. ‘He’s much quieter and more attentive now. I think we should keep him in it more often during the day.’

Richard took a sip of his drink.

‘We’ll work on the curtsy tomorrow,’ he said calmly. ‘And I want the tea brought in within two minutes of being asked from now on. No excuses.’

Margaret continued petting Grant’s head as if he were a well-behaved dog.

‘He’ll get there,’ she said softly. ‘He just needs consistent correction. He responds well to it.’

Grant kept his eyes lowered, his face burning. The dummy prevented any reply, but he could feel the heat rising in his cheeks as they continued speaking about him like he wasn’t even there. His caged cock gave a helpless twitch inside the tight pink plastic.

The conversation continued around him as if he weren’t there.

Diane took another sip of wine and tilted her head.

‘His observation has definitely improved,’ she said. ‘He doesn’t look away anymore when we’re together. That’s good progress.’

Richard gave a small nod.

‘True. But his posture still needs work. He stands too stiffly. We want him moving more softly, more like a girl. And the curtsies are still too shallow.’

Margaret continued stroking Grant’s hair with a fond smile.

‘He’s trying so hard though,’ she said warmly. ‘My little girl is coming along nicely. I do wish he’d keep the bonnet on more consistently, but overall I’m very pleased with how well he’s adapting to the dresses.’

Diane glanced down at him again, a small smile playing on her lips.

‘He does blush so prettily when he’s being spanked,’ she added lightly. ‘It’s quite sweet.’

Richard chuckled.

‘He still has a long way to go before he’s properly trained. But he’s getting there.’

They spoke about him for several more minutes, moving easily between gentle teasing and specific corrections. Grant knelt beside the sofa the entire time, dummy strapped in his mouth, unable to speak or defend himself. His face burned as they casually dissected his performance, his posture, his attitude, and even the way he blushed.

These open reviews had become a regular part of daily life. They discussed him over breakfast, while he stood silently in corners during the day, and again in the evenings. Every aspect of his behaviour was subject to their analysis — his service, his obedience, how gracefully he moved, how well he accepted correction, and how naturally he was settling into his role as their sissy.

The effect on Grant was cumulative and quietly devastating. Hearing himself spoken about so openly, day after day, stripped away any remaining sense of privacy. There was no part of his submission that belonged only to him anymore. They knew exactly how he was progressing, where he was failing, and how they intended to correct him.

And they made sure he heard every word.

By the end of each day, after the final review, Grant would be dismissed to his pink room with a list of specific improvements expected for the following day. Sometimes Diane would walk him upstairs and kiss his forehead before sending him to bed. Other times Margaret would adjust his bonnet one last time and remind him to practice his curtsies in the mirror before sleep. Richard rarely said much, but his expectations were always made clear during the evening discussions.

Grant would undress in silence, remove the dummy only when permitted, and lie in the canopy bed wearing whatever nightdress had been chosen for him. The chastity cage remained locked, a constant, dull pressure between his legs. He would stare up at the pink canopy, replaying the day’s conversations in his mind — the praise, the criticisms, the casual way they spoke about him as if he were a project they were all working on together.

The open discussions had become one of the most effective tools in breaking him down. There was no escape from their judgment. Every failure was noted, every small improvement acknowledged, and every aspect of his behaviour was subject to their ongoing evaluation. Over time, the constant exposure to their honest assessments had worn away at whatever remained of his old sense of self. He was no longer simply enduring this life. He was being carefully, methodically shaped into the sissy servant they wanted him to be. Each night, as he lay in the dark in his frilly pink room, he could feel himself sinking further into it.


Chapter 14

As the weeks passed, Diane’s patience began to wear thin.

Grant’s service had improved on the surface — he curtsied more consistently, kept the house cleaner, and no longer looked away during their intimate moments. But Diane could still see the resistance beneath it. His posture remained stiff and masculine at times. He sometimes hesitated for a fraction of a second before obeying an instruction. During observation periods, she occasionally caught a flicker of something in his eyes — not outright defiance, but a quiet reluctance that hadn’t yet been fully broken.

One evening, after another long review in the living room, Diane sat back on the sofa and studied him where he knelt. Grant was dressed in a pale pink sissy baby dress, dummy strapped in his mouth, hands resting on his thighs as he waited silently.

Margaret and Richard were quiet, sensing the shift in Diane’s mood.

Diane took a slow sip of her wine, then set the glass down.

‘He’s still holding back,’ she said calmly. ‘The service is better, but the attitude isn’t where it needs to be. There’s still too much of the old him left in there.’

She looked directly at Grant.

‘I think it’s time we stopped being so gentle about it.’

Margaret tilted her head, intrigued.

‘What are you thinking?’ she asked.

Diane’s gaze didn’t leave Grant’s face.

‘I want to push him further,’ she said. ‘Properly. No more easing him into it. If he’s still resisting after all this time, then we need to make resistance feel completely pointless.’

Richard nodded slowly, his expression unreadable.

Diane leaned forward slightly, resting her elbows on her knees as she continued to watch her husband kneel in front of her.

‘I have an idea,’ she said. ‘Something that will make it very clear to him that this isn’t temporary. That this is who he is now.’

She led Grant upstairs to the pink room after dinner, the dummy still strapped firmly in his mouth. Richard and Margaret followed close behind. The room had been prepared earlier. A thick metal hook had been screwed into one of the ceiling beams, and several implements were laid out neatly on the vanity — including a long, multi-tailed leather whip that looked well-used.

Before the whipping began, however, Richard had other plans.

He ordered Diane and Margaret to strip and kneel side by side on the floor in front of the bed. Both women obeyed without hesitation. They positioned themselves on all fours, arses raised and presented, heads lowered. Diane’s body was flushed with anticipation. Margaret’s breathing had already quickened.

Richard moved behind them slowly, running a hand over each of their backsides as if deciding where to start. He chose Diane first. Gripping her hips, he pushed his thick cock into her in one smooth thrust. Diane moaned around the intrusion as he began fucking her with deep, powerful strokes. After nearly a minute, he pulled out and stepped over to Margaret, driving into her just as forcefully. Her breasts swung beneath her as he took her.

He switched between them several times, fucking one for a while before moving to the other, keeping both women wet and desperate. The room filled with the wet sounds of his cock moving between them and their soft moans.

Then he made the rules clear.

‘Whoever I cum inside,’ he said, voice low and amused, ‘the sissy has to clean up. No matter which one of you it is.’

Diane let out a breathless laugh. Margaret glanced sideways at her and smiled.

Richard continued fucking them, deliberately switching at random, sometimes staying inside one for longer, sometimes pulling out after only a few strokes. He teased them both, asking out loud which one he should finish in while they moaned and pushed back against him.

Grant stood frozen near the wall in his short pink sissy dress, dummy silencing him, chastity cage tight and aching. He watched his father use his wife and his mother like toys, switching between them as they laughed and moaned, knowing that no matter who received his load, he would soon be on his knees cleaning it out of one of them.

Of course, Richard finished inside Margaret.

He groaned as he came, holding her hips tightly as he pumped his load deep into her. When he finally pulled out, a thick stream of cum immediately began leaking from her well-used pussy. Margaret let out a satisfied sigh and rolled onto her back on the rug, spreading her legs wide.

‘Come here, my sweet sissy,’ she said, her voice warm but commanding. ‘Lick Mummy clean.’

Grant stood frozen. His eyes widened in horror at the sight of his father’s thick cum slowly dripping from his mother’s cunt. He shook his head violently, tears already welling in his eyes. The dummy in his mouth muffled his desperate sounds of refusal.

The playful atmosphere in the room vanished instantly.

Diane’s expression hardened. She stood up slowly, her voice turning ice cold.

‘That is not acceptable.’

Richard’s face darkened as he stepped toward Grant.

‘It seems our sissy still hasn’t learned his place,’ he said, his tone low and dangerous. ‘He needs to understand what happens when he refuses.’

Before Grant could react, Richard grabbed him by the arm and dragged him toward the centre of the room. Grant struggled weakly, but with the dummy strapped in his mouth and the chastity cage restricting him, he had no real chance. Diane and Margaret moved quickly to assist.

Working together with calm efficiency, they stripped off his sissy baby dress, leaving him in only the frilly rumba panties, white ankle socks, and Mary Jane shoes. They forced his arms above his head and secured his wrists into the padded cuffs hanging from the ceiling hook. The chain was adjusted until he was stretched taut, standing on the balls of his feet, completely exposed and unable to lower his arms or protect himself.

The position left him painfully vulnerable. His caged cock was on full display, and the frilly panties did nothing to hide the humiliating bulge of the chastity device. His breathing came in short, panicked bursts around the dummy as he hung there, tears now streaming down his face.

Richard stepped back to admire their work, while Diane picked up the long leather whip from the vanity.

‘Now,’ she said coldly, ‘let’s see if a proper whipping changes his mind about refusing orders.’

Diane stood in front of Grant, the long leather whip hanging loosely from her hand. She spoke to him in a calm, measured tone, as if she were explaining something important rather than preparing to hurt him.

‘This isn’t about punishment for its own sake,’ she said softly. ‘It’s about breaking through what’s left of your resistance. You’re still holding back, and we can’t have that anymore. This will help you let go. It will help you accept that this is who you are now.’

She stepped around behind him, running the soft tails of the whip lightly across his bare back.

‘We’re doing this because we love you,’ she continued. ‘Because we want you to be happy in your role. The sooner you stop fighting it, the easier it will become.’

The first stroke landed across his upper back with a sharp crack. Grant jerked violently in the cuffs, a muffled cry escaping around the dummy. Diane didn’t rush. She gave him several lighter strokes across his back and the top of his arse, letting the sting build gradually. His skin quickly turned pink under the leather tails.

As the whipping continued, she began to increase the strength and speed of each stroke. The tails bit into his skin with more force, leaving stinging red lines across his back and bottom. Grant’s body twisted helplessly in the restraints. His muffled sounds grew louder and more desperate, tears already streaming down his face.

Margaret watched from the side, offering occasional quiet suggestions.

‘A little lower on the next one,’ she said calmly. ‘And maybe hold back slightly on the follow-through. We want him to feel it, but we don’t want to mark him too heavily just yet.’

Richard stood with his arms crossed, observing Grant’s reactions with clinical interest.

‘His breathing is getting erratic,’ he noted. ‘Make him focus on breathing through it. He needs to learn to take it properly.’

Diane adjusted her technique without breaking rhythm. The whip continued to fall across Grant’s stretched, vulnerable body in steady, deliberate strokes. Each impact made him jolt and whimper around the dummy. His caged cock hung uselessly between his legs, twitching with every strike despite the pain. She kept going, patient and thorough, determined to push him past whatever resistance still remained.

The whipping was steady and deliberate. Diane paused every so often, not out of mercy, but to let the pain settle deeper into his body. She would step close, stroke his damp hair, and speak softly near his ear.

‘This is to help you,’ she murmured. ‘Every time you fight what you are, it only makes things harder for you. The sooner you stop resisting, the sooner this can stop being necessary.’

She stepped back and resumed. The leather tails cracked across his back and arse again and again, leaving angry red welts that stood out sharply against his skin. Grant’s body jerked with every strike. His legs shook, and his breathing came in ragged, muffled gasps around the dummy. Tears streamed freely down his face as the pain built into something deep and throbbing.

Margaret watched closely from the side.

‘His shoulders are tensing too much,’ she commented quietly. ‘He’s still trying to brace against it. He needs to learn to let the pain through.’

Richard nodded, his eyes fixed on Grant’s trembling form.

‘He’s holding on too tightly,’ he agreed. ‘Keep going. He needs to understand that fighting it only makes it worse.’

Diane kept whipping him with focused precision. Between strokes she would occasionally speak again, her voice calm and almost gentle.

‘You’re doing better than the first few minutes,’ she told him. ‘But your attitude still needs work. We can see it. We can feel it. This will help break it down.’

By the time she finally stopped, Grant was hanging heavily from the cuffs, his body slick with sweat. His back and arse were covered in raised, stinging welts. His chest heaved as he struggled to breathe around the dummy. He looked utterly broken.

Diane set the whip down and stepped in front of him. She cupped his wet face in both hands and made him look at her.

‘There,’ she said softly. ‘That’s better. You took your correction well tonight.’ She brushed a tear from his cheek with her thumb. ‘We’ll be doing this regularly from now on. Until your resistance is completely gone.’

Margaret and Richard both approved of the new approach. After watching the first whipping, they agreed that regular sessions would be necessary to properly address Grant’s lingering resistance. From that point on, corporal correction became a scheduled and accepted part of life in the house.

Margaret’s involvement developed naturally over the following days. She had observed Diane’s sessions with quiet interest, occasionally offering suggestions on technique or intensity. But it soon became clear she wanted to take a more active role. Diane welcomed this without hesitation, recognising that her mother-in-law’s particular style of dominance would add another layer to Grant’s conditioning.

The first time Margaret took full control of a session, she prepared the pink room with deliberate care. She selected a thin, flexible single-tail whip from the growing collection of implements. It was lighter than Diane’s multi-tailed whip but delivered a much sharper, more concentrated sting.

She secured Grant’s wrists to the ceiling hook herself, adjusting the chain until he stood stretched and vulnerable. Still dressed in his frilly sissy baby attire, with the dummy strapped in his mouth and the chastity cage locked in place, he looked small and helpless.

Margaret stood in front of him and gently adjusted his bonnet, her expression soft and almost loving.

‘A mother knows what her child needs,’ she said quietly, her voice calm and affectionate. ‘Sometimes a firmer hand is required to help them grow into who they’re meant to be.’

She stepped behind him and let the single tail trail lightly across his already marked back.

‘I’ve been watching you, my sweet girl,’ she continued. ‘And I can see you still need guidance. Proper, consistent guidance. I intend to give that to you.’

The first stroke landed with a vicious crack. Grant’s body jolted violently as the thin leather bit deep into his skin. Unlike Diane’s more measured approach, Margaret’s strokes came in rapid, precise succession, each one landing with sharp, focused intensity. She worked methodically across his back and arse, her face calm and composed even as Grant’s muffled cries grew louder and more desperate around the dummy.

Margaret’s approach was noticeably different from Diane’s. While Diane’s whippings had been measured and instructional, Margaret’s carried a disturbing, almost maternal intimacy. She spoke to Grant constantly throughout the session, her voice soft and affectionate even as she hurt him.

‘You’re doing so well, my sweet girl,’ she murmured as the single-tail whip cracked across his back. ‘Mummy just wants to help you become everything you’re meant to be.’

She worked with calculated precision. She would deliver several lighter, stinging strokes to warm his skin, then follow them with sharper, more vicious ones that made his entire body jerk violently against the cuffs. The thin leather left narrow, angry red lines across his back and arse that stood out sharply against his skin. Every so often she would pause, running her fingers gently over the fresh welts as if admiring her work.

‘Look how beautifully your skin marks for me,’ she said warmly. ‘This is what you need. This is how you’ll learn true obedience and feminine grace.’

The psychological cruelty of her method was far more devastating than the pain itself. She wove her long-held desire for a daughter into every part of the punishment, speaking about how Grant was finally allowing her to experience the motherhood she had always wanted. Each stroke was framed as an act of love and guidance, turning the whipping into something deeply personal and twisted.

‘You’re making Mummy so happy,’ she whispered between lashes. ‘Every time you take your correction without fighting, you’re becoming the sweet, submissive daughter I always dreamed of.’

Grant’s muffled cries grew more broken as the session continued. His body trembled uncontrollably, and tears streamed down his face. The combination of searing pain and Margaret’s disturbingly tender words was dismantling something inside him far more effectively than Diane’s more clinical approach ever had.

Diane and Richard watched from the side with clear approval. Diane occasionally nodded or offered quiet praise for Margaret’s technique, while Richard observed Grant’s deteriorating state with calm satisfaction.

Margaret showed no signs of stopping anytime soon. She seemed to be enjoying this new role immensely.

Margaret’s sessions varied in intensity depending on her mood and what she believed Grant needed that day. Some were relatively short and focused, meant to correct a specific attitude or hesitation she had noticed. Others were far more intense, lasting longer and pushing him harder, especially when she felt he had been particularly resistant or slow to obey during the day.

She seemed to have an instinctive sense of how far to take him. She knew when to ease off and when to push harder, always calibrating the pain to achieve the maximum emotional effect.

After every session, Margaret would unclip his wrists from the hook and guide him down onto the rug. She would sit with him, pulling his head into her lap and stroking his hair with genuine tenderness while he trembled and cried. The dummy remained in his mouth, so he could only make soft, broken sounds as she spoke.

‘You took that so well, my sweet girl,’ she would murmur, her fingers gently brushing through his hair. ‘Mummy is so proud of you. I know it hurts, but this is what you need to become the daughter I’ve always wanted. You’re getting there. I can see it.’

She would hold him like that for a long time, speaking softly about how happy she was with his progress and how much better things would be once he stopped fighting his true nature. Sometimes she would wipe his tears with her thumb and kiss his forehead, all while the fresh welts on his back and arse continued to throb.

The contrast was devastating. The same woman who had just whipped him until he sobbed was now cradling him with maternal affection, and Grant found himself clinging to that warmth despite everything. The combination of pain and loving aftercare was breaking him down faster than pain alone ever could. Each session left him more emotionally raw and more dependent on her approval.

Over time, he began to crave the moments when she held him afterwards almost as much as he feared the whip itself.

The introduction of Margaret’s active participation transformed the punishment dynamic into something far more comprehensive and inescapable.

Grant now faced regular whippings from both women, each bringing a distinctly different but equally effective approach. Diane remained methodical and emotionally detached during her sessions, focusing on discipline and attitude correction. Margaret’s whippings, by contrast, were more intimate and psychologically invasive, often leaving him more emotionally shattered than physically marked.

He was secured in the pink room several times each week. Some sessions were conducted by Diane alone, others by Margaret alone, and occasionally both women would take turns or work together. When they punished him jointly, Diane would usually start with her multi-tailed whip while Margaret observed and commented, then Margaret would take over with the single-tail for the more precise, cutting strokes. The contrast between the two styles often left Grant trembling and broken long before they finished.

He was instructed to address them formally during these sessions. Diane was to be called ‘Miss Diane,’ while Margaret remained ‘Mummy.’ The titles were to be used whenever he was permitted to speak, reinforcing the hierarchy even in the middle of his suffering.

These whippings quickly became a fixed part of the household rhythm. Grant would be summoned to the pink room without warning, sometimes in the middle of the day, sometimes after dinner. There was no longer any real pattern he could predict or prepare for. The uncertainty itself became another layer of control.

Over time, the regular sessions had a profound effect on him. The combination of Diane’s structured discipline and Margaret’s more personal, maternal cruelty wore down his remaining resistance with alarming speed. He began to accept the whippings as an inevitable part of his existence rather than something to fight against. The fear remained, but the fight was slowly leaving him.

The physical marks became a constant presence. Grant’s back, arse, and thighs were rarely without some trace of recent discipline. Thin, raised lines from Margaret’s single-tail crossed over broader, mottled patches left by Diane’s multi-tailed whip. Fresh red welts would fade into purples and yellows over the following days, only to be replaced by new ones. Sitting down had become a slow, careful process, and lying on his back in the pink canopy bed at night was often impossible. The constant, low-level discomfort served as a permanent reminder of his place.

More significant, however, was the shift happening inside him.

The regular whippings had begun to recondition his responses on a deeper level. He found himself moving differently — more carefully, more softly — without even thinking about it. Moments of hesitation during service now triggered an immediate spike of anxiety, his body already bracing for the consequences before his mind had fully caught up. His posture had improved noticeably, not out of any desire to please, but because slouching or standing too rigidly had proven to bring swift correction.

During the sessions themselves, something strange began to happen. As the pain built, Grant would sometimes feel his mind go quiet. The constant internal resistance that had once burned so strongly would fade under the steady rhythm of the whip. In those moments, he felt strangely exposed and empty, as if the pain was stripping something away. Tears came more easily now, not only from the sting but from a deeper, more helpless place.

The aftercare only made it worse.

After particularly harsh sessions, one of the women — usually Margaret — would take him back to his room and gently rub soothing cream into his marked skin. She would speak softly to him while she did it, praising his endurance and telling him how proud she was of her sissy daughter. Grant found himself craving those moments of gentleness with a shameful intensity. The same hands that had just hurt him were now offering comfort, and he clung to that warmth even as it deepened his humiliation.

Over time, the discipline was doing exactly what they intended. His mind was slowly, steadily reshaping itself around the reality of his new life. Resistance still surfaced occasionally, but it was growing weaker. In its place was something quieter, something closer to acceptance. He was learning, piece by piece, that fighting only made the pain last longer.

Both Diane and Margaret paid close attention to his progress. During the evening reviews they spoke about him openly, analysing not just his service but his emotional state and how deeply the lessons were taking hold.

Diane noted with satisfaction that his movements had become noticeably more graceful and efficient. He no longer hesitated before obeying instructions, and his curtsies had improved to the point where they no longer drew criticism. Margaret was particularly pleased with how much less resistance he showed during correction. Where he had once cried and struggled against the whip, he now tended to go quiet and accept it, as if some internal fight had finally begun to fade.

The physical marks on his body continued to come and go, but they were no longer the most significant change. Grant’s sleep had improved. Despite the frequent soreness across his back and arse, he now fell asleep more quickly in the pink canopy bed. His body had grown accustomed to the rhythm of service, observation, and correction. His mind was adapting too, though in ways that disturbed him when he allowed himself to think about it.

The role of household sissy servant no longer felt as alien as it once had. There were still moments of sharp humiliation — especially when he was made to clean Margaret or Diane after they had been with Richard — but even those acts were beginning to feel less like violations and more like expected duties. The resistance that had once burned so hot inside him was cooling into something quieter, something closer to weary acceptance.

He was changing. Not just on the surface, but deeper down. The household was shaping him exactly as they intended, and with each passing week, the version of himself that had once fought against this life grew smaller and harder to recognise.


Chapter 15

Diane had been considering this for weeks.

She had watched Grant’s resistance continue to erode under the steady rhythm of service, observation, and regular whippings. His body had learned to accept correction more readily, and his mind seemed to be following. She decided it was time to push him further — to claim him in a way that would leave no doubt about who held the power in their marriage.

One quiet afternoon, once the day’s chores were finished, she took him by the hand and led him upstairs to the pink room without explanation. Grant followed obediently, though she could feel the tension in his fingers. When they reached the room, she closed the door behind them and turned to face him.

‘Today we’re going to try something new,’ she said, her voice calm but unmistakably firm. ‘I’m going to take you properly. Completely. I want you to feel every inch of it, and I want it to change how you see yourself.’

She had prepared everything in advance. The curtains were drawn, and soft lamps cast a warm glow across the room. Fresh towels were folded neatly on the vanity, alongside a bottle of lubricant and a selection of strap-on harnesses and dildos arranged from smallest to largest. The largest was significantly bigger than anything Grant had ever taken before.

Diane stepped closer and gently adjusted the bonnet on his head, her touch almost tender.

‘I’ve been patient with you,’ she continued. ‘But it’s time you learned what it really means to be mine in every way. This isn’t just about pleasure. It’s about ownership. I want you to understand, deep in your body, that I can have you however I want.’

She let her hand trail down to the front of his frilly panties, pressing lightly against the chastity cage beneath.

‘And I want you to feel it long after we’re finished.’

Grant stood very still, his breathing shallow around the dummy still strapped in his mouth. His eyes flicked nervously toward the array of toys on the vanity, then back to Diane’s calm, determined face. He could already feel the familiar mix of dread and unwanted arousal stirring inside him.

Diane smiled faintly and reached for the smallest of the dildos first.

‘We’ll start slow,’ she said. ‘But we won’t stay there.’

She took her time undressing him.

Piece by piece, Diane removed his sissy baby dress and the frilly rumba panties, leaving him completely naked except for the locked pink chastity cage and the dummy strapped firmly in his mouth. She guided him onto the bed on all fours, arranging several pillows beneath his chest and stomach so he wouldn’t have to hold himself up. The position left him exposed and vulnerable, his caged cock hanging uselessly between his legs and his marked arse presented.

Diane moved slowly and deliberately, running her hands over the fading welts on his back and bottom. She spoke in a low, calm voice as she touched him.

‘I’ve been thinking about this for a long time,’ she said. ‘You’ve come so far, but there’s still a part of you that hasn’t fully surrendered. I want to reach that part. I want you to feel me inside you. I want you to understand that even this belongs to me now.’

She spent a long time preparing him. Her fingers were slick with lubricant as she worked one, then two inside him, moving slowly and patiently. Grant’s breathing grew heavier around the dummy. His body tensed at first, then gradually began to yield as she spoke to him between each careful movement.

‘That’s it… good girl. Just relax and let me in. This isn’t about hurting you. It’s about showing you who you belong to.’

When she was satisfied he was ready, Diane stood beside the bed and fastened the strap-on harness around her hips. She had chosen a realistic, medium-sized dildo — thick enough to make him feel it, but not so large that it would overwhelm him on the first try. She coated it generously with more lubricant, then moved behind him.

Grant could feel the blunt head of the toy pressing against him. His hands clutched at the bedding, and a muffled, anxious sound escaped around the dummy.

Diane placed one hand on his hip to steady him.

‘Breathe for me,’ she said softly. ‘I’m going to take you now. And I want you to feel every inch of it.’

Diane took her time.

She eased the strap-on into him with slow, steady pressure, pausing often to let him adjust. Even with the careful preparation, the stretch was intense. Grant’s body tensed and trembled beneath her, his muffled whimpers escaping around the thick dummy strapped in his mouth. Diane kept one hand on his lower back, stroking him gently as she worked the toy deeper.

‘That’s it,’ she murmured. ‘Just breathe and let me in. You’re doing so well.’

When she was finally fully inside him, she stayed still for a long moment. Grant could feel every inch of the toy filling him, the weight of it, the undeniable reality of being taken. His caged cock hung uselessly between his legs, twitching helplessly inside its prison. Diane leaned over him, her body pressed against his back, and spoke softly near his ear.

‘Feel that?’ she whispered. ‘This is what it means to be mine. Completely.’

She began to move.

Her thrusts started slow and deliberate, each one sinking deep before she pulled back. She kept a firm grip on his hips, controlling the rhythm completely. Every so often she would speed up, fucking him harder for a stretch of time, then slow down again, forcing him to feel every inch as she dragged the toy almost all the way out before pushing back in.

Throughout it all, she spoke to him.

‘You look so beautiful like this,’ she said, her voice warm but unmistakably in control. ‘Taking my cock so well. This is what you were made for.’

She changed positions several times. She had him on his back with his legs spread, watching his face as she fucked him. She bent him over the edge of the bed and took him from behind with deeper, more forceful strokes. Each time she adjusted the angle or pace, she watched his reactions closely, adjusting based on the sounds he made around the dummy.

The session lasted a long time. Diane seemed determined to make sure he felt thoroughly used. By the end, Grant was shaking, his body slick with sweat, his mind hazy from the overwhelming mix of sensation, humiliation, and forced intimacy. When she finally pulled out, he collapsed forward onto the bed, breathing hard around the dummy, his hole aching and empty.

Diane leaned down and kissed the back of his neck.

‘Good girl,’ she whispered. ‘We’re going to do this often from now on.’

Diane held him for a long time afterwards.

She removed the strap-on and pulled Grant into her arms on the bed, stroking his hair and murmuring soft praise while he trembled against her. She was gentle as she cleaned him, using warm cloths and applying soothing cream to his tender skin. Throughout it all, she spoke quietly about how proud she was of him and how important this step had been for his development. The tenderness felt almost as overwhelming as the act itself.

A few days later, Diane decided it was time for Margaret to watch.

She explained it to Grant calmly while he knelt in front of her in the pink room. ‘Having Mummy observe will help reinforce what this means,’ she said. ‘It will make it clearer to you that this isn’t just between us. This is part of your place in the family now.’

Grant shook his head, a muffled sound of protest escaping around the dummy. Diane simply stroked his cheek and continued.

‘It’s not up for discussion.’

When Margaret entered the pink room a short while later, she was dressed comfortably and carried a small cushion, which she placed on the chair near the foot of the bed. She settled in with a warm, interested expression, as if she were about to watch something pleasant rather than intimate.

Diane had already positioned Grant on all fours in the centre of the canopy bed, supported by pillows. His chastity cage remained locked, and the dummy was strapped firmly in his mouth. He could feel both women’s eyes on him.

Margaret smiled as she made herself comfortable.

‘My sweet girl is going to take Miss Diane so nicely today,’ she said in her soft, maternal voice. ‘Mummy is here to watch and encourage you. I want to see you be good for her. You’re going to make us both very proud.’

Diane took her time preparing him, fully aware that Margaret was watching.

She massaged Grant’s back and thighs with slow, deliberate strokes, occasionally glancing over at her mother-in-law as if seeking quiet approval. She applied generous amounts of lubricant, working it into him with two fingers while speaking in a low, soothing voice.

‘Just relax for me,’ she murmured. ‘You know how this goes. Breathe and let me in.’

Margaret leaned forward in her chair, watching with clear interest.

‘That’s it, dear,’ she said gently. ‘Take your time with him. Let him feel it properly.’

When Diane finally positioned herself behind Grant and pressed the head of the strap-on against him, Margaret’s voice softened further.

‘Nice and slow at first,’ she encouraged. ‘Let him feel every inch. He needs to understand what’s happening.’

Diane eased forward steadily. Grant’s body tensed as the toy pushed into him, a muffled, strained sound escaping around the dummy. His hands clutched at the bedding as Diane worked herself deeper with controlled thrusts. Margaret watched closely, her expression warm and attentive.

‘Look at that,’ she said softly. ‘Such a good sissy for Miss Diane. Relax your body, darling. Don’t fight it. Let her fill you properly.’

Once Diane was fully inside him, she began to move. She started with slow, deep strokes, gripping his hips as she took him. Margaret continued to comment from her chair, her voice calm and maternal even as the scene grew more intense.

‘That’s beautiful,’ she murmured. ‘You’re doing so well, my sweet. Mummy is very pleased with how gracefully you’re accepting this.’

Diane gradually increased her pace, thrusting harder and deeper. Grant’s body trembled beneath her, his caged cock hanging uselessly as he was fucked in front of his mother. Margaret didn’t look away for a second.

‘He’s trembling so nicely,’ she observed with quiet satisfaction. ‘That means he’s really feeling it. Keep going, Diane dear. He needs this. He needs to feel owned.’

The session lasted a long time. Diane varied her rhythm deliberately — sometimes slow and grinding, sometimes harder and more forceful — while Margaret watched every moment, occasionally offering soft words of encouragement or gentle suggestions. The presence of his mother made the experience far more humiliating than Grant had been prepared for. Every moan he made around the dummy, every involuntary twitch of his body, was witnessed and commented on.

Margaret smiled softly as Diane drove into him with steady, powerful strokes.

‘That’s my good girl,’ she said. ‘Take it for us.’

Diane adjusted her movements in response to Margaret’s quiet observations, changing her angle and depth without needing to be told twice. The two women worked together seamlessly — one taking him, the other guiding and praising. Margaret’s voice remained soft and affectionate throughout, even as Diane’s thrusts grew deeper and more insistent.

‘That’s it, darling,’ Margaret murmured from her chair. ‘You’re taking Miss Diane so beautifully. Mummy can see how much you need this. Just let go and feel it.’

Grant’s body trembled beneath Diane. The combination of being penetrated while his mother watched and spoke to him so tenderly was overwhelming. Every time Margaret praised him, it only deepened the humiliation. He could feel Diane’s grip tightening on his hips as she began to lose herself in the rhythm, fucking him with more purpose.

Margaret leaned forward slightly, her eyes never leaving the scene.

‘Look at how well he’s accepting it,’ she said warmly. ‘Such a good sissy. You’re making us both so proud.’

Diane’s breathing grew heavier. She thrust harder, driving the strap-on deep into Grant with steady, powerful strokes until she finally came with a low, satisfied moan, holding herself buried inside him as her body shuddered.

When she eventually pulled out, both women moved to care for him. They unfastened the cuffs and helped him lie down on the bed. Margaret stroked his hair while Diane gently cleaned him and applied cream to his tender skin. Throughout it all, they spoke to him in soft, approving voices.

‘You did so well,’ Margaret whispered, brushing his damp hair back from his forehead. ‘Mummy is very proud of her little girl.’

Diane held him close afterwards, her body pressed against his as she murmured quiet words of affection. Grant lay between them, physically exhausted and emotionally raw. The experience of being taken while his mother watched and encouraged had left him feeling more exposed and broken than before.

From that point on, Margaret’s presence during strap-on sessions became a regular occurrence. Sometimes she simply watched. Other times she spoke throughout, offering praise and gentle instructions. Each time, the combination of physical penetration and maternal observation pushed Grant deeper into submission.

He was beginning to understand that there would be no part of him left untouched.

Diane took her time learning his body.

She experimented with different angles and depths, watching closely for the way his muscles tensed or his muffled sounds changed around the dummy. Some positions made him shake almost immediately, the pressure inside him bordering on overwhelming. Others allowed for slower, grinding movements that forced him to feel every inch for long stretches of time. She seemed genuinely fascinated by how small, precise adjustments could reduce him to trembling helplessness.

Throughout it all, she spoke to him in a low, steady voice.

‘Feel that right there?’ she would murmur as she shifted her angle. ‘That’s the spot that makes you go quiet. I want you to focus on it. Don’t fight it.’

Being taken like this — dressed in frilly sissy clothes, dummy strapped in his mouth, chastity cage locked tight — created a level of psychological exposure Grant had never experienced before. It wasn’t just the physical act of being penetrated. It was the complete surrender of control it demanded. Every time Diane pushed into him, it reinforced that even the most intimate parts of his body now belonged to her.

She would sometimes slow down deliberately, holding herself deep inside him while she stroked his back or adjusted his bonnet.

‘This is what it means to be mine,’ she told him one afternoon, her voice calm but firm. ‘Not just serving. Not just watching. This. Your body open for me whenever I want it. Your pleasure completely out of your hands.’

Grant’s reactions only encouraged her to push further. The way his body would eventually yield, the broken sounds he made when she found a particularly intense angle, and the way he would go limp and pliant beneath her after a long session — all of it told her she was reaching something deeper than simple obedience.

Each time she took him, another layer of resistance seemed to fall away. He was no longer just enduring it. He was beginning to accept it as part of who he was now.

Margaret’s interest in taking an active role grew steadily after watching several sessions. One afternoon, while Grant remained positioned on the bed with the dummy still in his mouth, she turned to Diane and spoke plainly.

‘I would like to try this myself,’ she said. ‘If you think he’s ready for Mummy to have him.’

Diane considered it for only a moment before nodding. She saw the value in it immediately.

The preparation was careful and unhurried. Both women worked together to relax and lubricate him thoroughly. Margaret chose a slightly thicker strap-on than Diane usually used, fastening the harness around her hips with quiet focus. When she finally moved behind Grant and pressed the head of the toy against him, the atmosphere in the room shifted.

This was different.

The moment Margaret began to push inside him, Grant’s entire body went rigid. The psychological weight of his own mother penetrating him was immediate and crushing. Margaret moved slowly at first, one hand resting on his lower back as she spoke in her usual soft, maternal tone.

‘There we are, my sweet girl,’ she murmured. ‘Mummy is inside you now. Just breathe and let me love you properly.’

Her initial rhythm was gentler than Diane’s, almost nurturing in its pace. But as she grew more comfortable, her strokes became firmer and deeper. She kept one hand on his hip while the other stroked his back, her voice remaining calm even as she fucked him harder.

‘That’s it… good girl. You’re taking Mummy so well.’

When they began sharing sessions, the dynamic became even more intense. Sometimes Diane would take him first while Margaret watched and commented. Other times Margaret would go first, and Diane would observe. They would often switch partway through, passing him between them like he belonged to both of them.

Margaret’s enthusiasm grew quickly. During one session, after Diane had already used him for some time, Margaret took over with noticeably more force. She gripped his hips tightly and drove into him with long, powerful strokes, her hips slapping against his arse.

‘Take Mummy’s cock, my sweet girl,’ she said, her voice low but still carrying that maternal warmth. ‘Deeper? You want it deeper, don’t you?’

Grant’s voice cracked around the dummy as he tried to answer. He found that if he pushed the dummy with his tongue, he was able to speak a little.

‘Please, Mummy… deeper… harder… I love your cock… please fuck me harder, Mummy!’

Margaret smiled, at the desperate, broken muffled sound of his voice and gave him exactly what he begged for, thrusting harder and deeper while Diane watched with quiet satisfaction from the side of the bed.

Margaret laughed softly, clearly delighted by his desperate tone.

‘Such a greedy little sissy,’ she said, her voice warm but unmistakably mocking. She pulled back and slammed into him again, burying the thick strap-on deep with a forceful thrust that made his whole body jolt forward. ‘You love Mummy’s cock, don’t you? Say it properly.’

Grant’s voice cracked around the dummy as another hard thrust punched the words out of him.

‘I love your cock, Mummy!’ he cried, tears streaming down his face. ‘I love it so much… please don’t stop!’

Margaret didn’t let up. She gripped his hips tightly and began fucking him with long, powerful strokes, each one driving deep and deliberate against his prostate. The wet, obscene sound of the toy moving inside him filled the room.

‘Louder,’ she ordered, her voice still carrying that unsettling maternal sweetness. ‘Tell Mummy how much you need it.’

‘I need it!’ Grant sobbed, his voice breaking completely. ‘I need Mummy’s cock… please fuck me harder… I’m your greedy little sissy!’

Diane watched from the side of the bed, a satisfied smile on her face. She reached out and gently stroked his damp hair, almost tenderly.

‘Look at you,’ she murmured. ‘Begging your own mother to fuck you like a whore. So beautiful when you finally stop pretending.’

Margaret gave a particularly deep thrust and held herself there, grinding against him.

‘That’s my good girl,’ she praised, even as she kept him pinned and full. ‘Mummy’s cock feels good, doesn’t it? Say thank you.’

Grant’s whole body was shaking. His voice came out small, broken, and completely sincere.

‘Thank you, Mummy… thank you for fucking me…’

Diane leaned in closer, her fingers still stroking his hair as Margaret began moving again, slower but deeper this time.

‘Keep going,’ Diane said softly. ‘We’re not finished with you yet.’

The sessions continued to grow more intense and deliberate. Diane and Margaret refined their techniques, discovering new angles and rhythms that left Grant shaking and overwhelmed. They used the strap-ons not only for physical penetration but as a tool to further strip away his resistance, reinforcing his feminisation with every thrust and every humiliating word of praise or command. What had begun as a new experience quickly became a regular and essential part of his conditioning.

Over time, the regular, thorough penetration by both his wife and his mother left a lasting mark on him. His body had grown accustomed to being taken, but it was his mind that had changed the most. The combination of physical surrender and constant verbal guidance had worn down whatever remained of his old sense of self. He no longer simply endured these sessions. He accepted them as a natural, expected part of his existence — another way in which he belonged completely to them.


Chapter 16

As Grant’s submission continued to deepen under the steady combination of strap-on sessions, regular whippings, and constant domestic service, Diane and Margaret began to feel that something more was needed. While his outward behaviour had improved significantly, they both sensed that small pockets of resistance still remained — subtle hesitations, occasional flickers of reluctance, and a lingering sense that he had not yet fully surrendered.

They discussed it privately one evening after Grant had been sent to his room. Diane believed that expanding the range of punishments would help break through what was left of his old mindset. Margaret agreed, suggesting that new forms of discipline might reinforce the lessons he was already learning in a more direct and lasting way.

They decided to introduce these additional measures gradually, just as they had with everything else. There would be no sudden changes or overwhelming shocks. Instead, the new elements of correction would be added carefully and deliberately, giving Grant time to absorb each development while ensuring that his resistance continued to erode. Both women were patient, but they were also determined. They had come too far with him to allow any part of his old self to remain intact.

The first new element they introduced was needles.

Diane had come across the practice online and had spent time researching it thoroughly before bringing it to Margaret. One evening, after Grant had finished his chores, they called him into the pink room. He stood before them in his short sissy dress and frilly panties, the dummy strapped in his mouth, while Diane explained what was about to happen.

‘Small needles will be used to create sharp, focused pain,’ she said calmly. ‘This isn’t about causing damage. It’s about demanding your full attention and forcing you to accept correction without resistance. You will stay still and take it.’

Margaret had already laid out a small tray with sterile needles, alcohol wipes, and gloves. She worked with quiet, clinical precision, cleaning the skin on Grant’s chest and upper thighs while Diane stood behind him, holding his arms gently but firmly at his sides.

The first needle went into his left nipple.

Grant’s body jerked hard as the sharp sting cut through him. A muffled, pained sound escaped around the dummy. Margaret didn’t pause. She placed the next needle carefully beside it, then moved to his other nipple, working slowly and methodically. Each new puncture brought a fresh, bright sting that made his muscles twitch involuntarily.

She continued across his chest and down onto his thighs, placing the needles in neat, deliberate patterns. Some were shallow, others went slightly deeper. Grant’s breathing grew ragged around the dummy as the sharp, insistent pain accumulated. His eyes watered, but he remained standing as best he could, his hands trembling at his sides while Diane held him steady.

‘This is part of learning to accept whatever we decide to give you,’ Diane said softly near his ear. ‘No matter how it feels. No matter how much you want to pull away. You stay present and you take it.’

Margaret stepped back to admire her work. Grant stood shaking in the centre of the pink room, his skin marked with a series of small, gleaming needles. The pain was sharp and constant, refusing to fade into the background. It demanded his full attention in a way even the whip had not.

Diane looked at him with quiet satisfaction.

‘Good,’ she said. ‘Now we’ll leave them in for a while. I want you to feel them.’

The sensation was intense and immediate. Each needle created a bright point of pain that radiated outward, demanding Grant’s full attention. The psychological impact was significant. Being pierced in this way while dressed in sissy attire and silenced by the dummy created a profound sense of vulnerability and objectification. Diane and Margaret worked together, praising his efforts while continuing the precise application of the needles.

Face slapping and backhanding were introduced around the same time as the needles, and both women took to them with noticeable enthusiasm.

Diane favoured sharp, open-handed slaps across the face. She would deliver them without warning, often while Grant stood silently in the corner during observation periods. A minor hesitation, a slight slump in his posture, or even a flicker of reluctance in his eyes was enough to earn a sudden, stinging slap that snapped his head to the side. The humiliation of being struck across the face like a disobedient child was immediate and deeply effective. Diane’s expression would often soften afterwards into something almost affectionate, as if the act itself brought her a quiet, private satisfaction.

Margaret preferred the backhand. There was a different weight and sound to it — heavier, more decisive. She would use it to correct slowness or hesitation, catching him across the cheek with the back of her hand whenever she felt he wasn’t moving quickly enough or responding with proper deference. Like Diane, she remained controlled in her delivery, but there was a clear undercurrent of pleasure in the way she watched his reaction. Her eyes would linger on the red mark blooming across his skin, and a small, satisfied smile would sometimes appear at the corner of her mouth.

Both women found a particular kind of arousal in these moments. It wasn’t loud or obvious, but it was present in the way they carried themselves afterwards — the slight flush in Diane’s cheeks, the way Margaret’s voice would drop into something warmer and more intimate when she spoke to him after a slap. The act of physically correcting him, of seeing the flash of shock and pain in his eyes, seemed to feed something deep within them. They were breaking him, piece by piece, and they were enjoying the process.

For Grant, these slaps and backhands became another layer of constant, unpredictable control. They could come at any time, for the smallest perceived failing, and they stripped away whatever dignity he had left. Each strike reinforced the same message: he was theirs to correct, however and whenever they chose.

The expansion of punishments created a far more effective and exhausting system of control.

Needles delivered sharp, lingering pain that forced Grant to remain mentally present and still, no matter how much he wanted to flinch or pull away. Slaps and backhands provided sudden, humiliating correction that could strike without warning, reinforcing his status as someone whose every action was subject to immediate judgment. When combined with the existing whippings, spankings, chastity, and dummy, these new methods formed a layered approach that left him with very little room to mentally recover or build any kind of defence.

His body carried constant, visible reminders. Small puncture marks from needles often dotted his chest and thighs alongside the fading welts from whips and the lingering pink flush from slaps. His face had grown noticeably more sensitive; even a light touch could make him flinch after repeated correction. He never knew which form of discipline might come next, and that uncertainty kept him in a permanent state of low-level tension.

Psychologically, the variety proved especially damaging. Because the punishments were so different in nature, Grant could not grow numb to any single one. The needles demanded stillness and acceptance of sharp pain. The slaps and backhands stripped away dignity in public, often in front of the others. The whippings pushed him into deeper emotional surrender. Together, they created a relentless cycle that wore down his resistance from multiple directions at once.

Over time, he stopped trying to anticipate what might come. He simply existed in a state of heightened awareness, always braced for the next correction, whatever form it might take. The women had succeeded in making discipline feel both unpredictable and inevitable, and Grant was slowly learning that there was no part of him they would not touch, hurt, or reshape if they chose to.

Diane and Margaret remained attentive to Grant’s limits, carefully adjusting the intensity and frequency of his punishments based on how he responded. They knew when to ease off and when to push harder. But as the weeks passed, something darker began to surface beneath their careful control.

They started to enjoy it more than they had expected.

There was a clear thrill in watching him break a little further each time — the way his body would jerk under the needles, the sharp sound of a slap landing across his face, or the way his eyes would fill with tears during a particularly intense whipping. They found themselves exchanging glances across the room during these moments, a silent, knowing look passing between them. Neither of them said it out loud at first, but they both felt it: the deep, erotic charge that came from having this much power over him.

They were aware that what they were doing was wrong. They knew they should feel guilt or hesitation about how far they had taken things — turning their son and husband into their shared sissy servant, subjecting him to needles, slaps, and regular, intimate punishment. But the guilt was quickly drowned out by something stronger. The control was intoxicating. Seeing him cry, tremble, or beg in his broken, muffled voice stirred something raw and sexual in both of them.

Margaret would sometimes catch herself smiling softly as she watched Diane work on him, and Diane would feel a similar dark satisfaction when Margaret took over. The more they pushed him, the more they wanted. The power had become addictive, and with every session they found themselves growing bolder, more creative, and more openly aroused by his suffering and submission.

They no longer needed to justify it to themselves as much as they once had. The pleasure they took in breaking him had become its own reason.

Diane and Margaret had clearly planned this.

After a day where Grant had shown the slightest hesitation while serving, they led him into the pink room without a word. They stripped him completely, leaving only the chastity cage locked around his cock, then tied him spread-eagled on the floor. His wrists and ankles were secured tightly to the legs of the heavy furniture, leaving him completely immobilised and exposed. The large dummy was strapped firmly into his mouth, reducing any sounds he might make to muffled, pathetic noises.

Once he was secured, both women undressed slowly in front of him. They climbed onto his bound body without hesitation. Margaret straddled his chest while Diane moved up and positioned herself directly over his face. Without a word, Diane lowered herself onto his mouth, grinding her wet pussy against the dummy and his lips as Margaret leaned in to kiss her deeply.

The two women began making love on top of him.

They kissed passionately above his helpless form, tongues sliding together as their hands roamed over each other’s breasts and hips. Diane rocked her hips steadily against Grant’s face, smearing her arousal across his skin and the dummy while Margaret rode his torso, grinding herself against his chest. He could feel the heat and weight of their bodies, the wetness of Diane’s pussy as she used his face, and the soft, rhythmic movements of Margaret above him. He was nothing more than a living surface beneath them.

‘God, this is so wrong,’ Diane gasped between kisses, grinding harder against his mouth. Her voice was breathy and strained with pleasure. ‘Using him like this… like he’s not even here.’

Margaret let out a low, breathless laugh and pinched Diane’s nipple hard, making her cry out.

‘I know,’ she said, her voice thick with arousal. ‘We should feel terrible. But look at him. Lying there so still while we fuck on top of him. He’s not even a person right now. Just something for us to use.’

She leaned down and kissed Diane again, deeper this time, while continuing to rock her hips against Grant’s chest. Diane moaned into her mouth and pressed herself harder against his face, her thighs trembling as she used him without mercy.

Margaret broke the kiss and looked down at Grant’s flushed, tear-streaked face beneath Diane’s pussy.

‘And the worst part?’ she whispered, smiling darkly. ‘He’s getting hard in that little cage. Even now.’

Diane let out a shaky, aroused laugh and ground down even harder.

‘Good,’ she breathed. ‘Let him feel it. Let him lie there and take it while we enjoy ourselves.’

They continued using him without restraint.

Diane ground herself against his face with increasing desperation until she came hard, her thighs shaking as she flooded his mouth with her release. Margaret followed moments later, pressing herself down onto his chest and stomach as she climaxed, her moans mixing with Diane’s. For a long moment, both women stayed where they were, breathing heavily, their bodies glistening with sweat as they recovered on top of his bound form.

Then, without speaking, they repositioned themselves.

Diane moved first. She squatted directly over his face, looking down at him with a dark, satisfied expression.

‘Open your mouth, cuck,’ she ordered softly.

Grant had no choice. With the dummy still strapped in, his mouth was already forced open. Diane relaxed and released a long, steady stream of warm piss directly onto his tongue and into his throat. He had no way to turn his head or close his mouth. He was forced to swallow as quickly as he could, choking on the bitter, acrid taste as it filled him.

Margaret watched with clear arousal, then shifted forward and aimed her own stream across his chest, neck, and face. She laughed softly as the hot liquid soaked into his hair and ran down the sides of his head, soaking the floor beneath him.

‘Look at him,’ she said, her voice thick with dark pleasure. ‘Our pathetic little sissy, drinking our piss like it’s a gift. It’s disgusting… and I fucking love it.’

Diane shook the last drops onto his face and smiled down at him.

‘We really are awful, aren’t we?’ she murmured, almost to herself. ‘But he takes it so well. Such a good little toilet for us.’

Margaret reached over and gently stroked Diane’s thigh, her eyes still fixed on Grant’s soaked, tear-streaked face.

‘I know we should feel guilty,’ she said quietly. ‘I know this is wrong. But every time we push him further, every time he breaks a little more… it just makes me want to go even deeper.’

Diane leaned in and kissed her, slow and deep, while Grant lay beneath them, drenched in their piss and unable to do anything but endure it.

They were no longer holding back. The guilt was still there, but it was being steadily drowned out by something far stronger — the raw, addictive thrill of complete ownership.

The punishments had grown more varied, more personal, and more effective. What had once been occasional correction had evolved into a coordinated system designed to break Grant down completely. Diane, Margaret, and Richard each brought their own methods, and together they had created an environment where resistance felt increasingly pointless. Every part of him — his body, his routines, his mind — was being steadily reshaped to serve their desires.

That night, Grant lay alone in his pink canopy bed.

The dummy was strapped in his mouth as usual, and he sucked on it absently while the house settled into silence. He still had his phone. He was still allowed certain small freedoms. But more and more, those freedoms were being used in ways he never would have admitted out loud.

Lately, he found himself lying on his side in the dark, one hand slipped between his legs, gently rubbing his perineum while he watched sissy hypnosis videos on his phone. The chastity cage made it impossible to touch himself properly, but the pressure and the hypnotic audio were enough. He would edge himself that way for a long time, eyes half-lidded, breathing heavily around the dummy as the voices on the screen told him to accept his place, to surrender, to become a good girl.

It pained him to admit it, even to himself, but everything that was happening to him had gone far beyond anything he had ever fantasised about. He had imagined submission before — dark, humiliating scenarios — but never anything this complete. Never anything involving his own parents. Never this level of deliberate, coordinated sadism. And yet, the longer it went on, the more he recognised parts of himself in it. The things they did to him, the ways they broke him down, the casual cruelty mixed with twisted affection… it was disturbingly close to the darkest parts of his own mind.

He smiled faintly around the dummy.

A quiet, guilty, excited smile.

He didn’t know how much further they could push him. He didn’t know how much more depraved it could become. How little did he realise.


Chapter 17

The progression of Grant’s physical submission reached a new and far more invasive threshold when Diane and Margaret decided to introduce fisting.

This was no longer about simple penetration. It was about claiming him completely — stretching and opening his body in a way that nothing else could. Both women saw it as the ultimate expression of control, a deliberate act of possession that would push his limits and reinforce his total surrender. They approached it with the same slow, calculated care they had used with everything else, but there was no mistaking the intent behind it.

The first session took place in the pink room. Grant was positioned on all fours on the bed, the dummy strapped firmly in his mouth and the chastity cage locked in place as usual. Diane and Margaret worked together with quiet focus. They spent a long time preparing him, using generous amounts of thick lubricant and patient, gradual finger play to relax and open him. They spoke to him throughout, their voices calm and reassuring even as their actions grew more demanding.

Diane took the lead. She worked slowly and methodically, folding her fingers and pressing forward with steady pressure. Grant’s body trembled as he felt the intense, overwhelming stretch. It was nothing like the strap-ons. This was deeper, thicker, and far more invasive. His breathing grew ragged around the dummy as Diane’s hand gradually sank deeper, her knuckles pressing against his tight ring before finally pushing through.

The fullness was immediate and profound. Grant let out a broken, muffled sound as Diane’s entire hand slipped inside him. She paused there, holding still while his body spasmed and adjusted around the intrusion.

Margaret stroked his back gently, her voice soft and encouraging.

‘That’s it, my sweet,’ she murmured. ‘Let Miss Diane open you properly. You’re doing so well. Just breathe and let her in.’

Diane remained patient, but there was no gentleness in the act itself. She had claimed him in the most intimate and violating way possible, and both women knew exactly what this meant. From this point forward, there would be very little of Grant’s body that they had not used, stretched, or taken for themselves.

The psychological impact was immediate and devastating.

Having Diane’s hand inside him — something so intimate and invasive — while his mother watched and participated, created a level of surrender that went far beyond anything he had experienced before. Grant felt completely claimed, stripped of any remaining sense of bodily autonomy. The knowledge that both women were not only doing this to him but were actively enjoying and guiding the process left him feeling profoundly exposed and powerless.

Once her hand was fully inside, Diane held still for a long time, letting him feel the sheer, overwhelming fullness. When she finally began to move, it was with slow, deliberate motions — curling her fingers, rotating her wrist, and gently thrusting just enough to make his whole body shudder. Grant trembled violently, his arms shaking as he struggled to stay upright. Muffled, broken sounds escaped around the dummy as waves of intense sensation rolled through him. It was too much and not enough all at once, a deep, relentless pressure that left him feeling hollowed out and owned.

When Diane eventually withdrew, Margaret took her place without hesitation.

Her approach was different, but no less intense. She spoke to him the entire time in that soft, maternal voice, addressing him as her sissy daughter while she worked her hand inside him.

‘That’s my good girl,’ she murmured, her fingers pressing deeper with careful but insistent pressure. ‘Mummy’s so proud of you for taking this so well. Just relax and let me in. This is what you need.’

Her hand felt different inside him — slightly smaller than Diane’s, but no less demanding. She moved with a deceptive gentleness, combining slow thrusts with gentle twisting motions that seemed designed to push him right to the edge of what he could handle. All the while, she continued speaking to him in that warm, encouraging tone, praising his submission even as she stretched and filled him beyond anything he had thought possible.

Grant’s mind felt foggy and fractured. The combination of physical intensity and Margaret’s twisted, maternal encouragement was breaking something open inside him. He was no longer simply enduring. With each slow, deliberate movement of her hand, he was sinking further into the role they had created for him.

The fisting sessions quickly became one of the most intense and regular parts of Grant’s routine. Diane and Margaret would take turns, one working her hand inside him while the other offered encouragement, stroked his back, or provided additional stimulation. They developed their own rhythm, each bringing a distinct approach — Diane more methodical and controlling, Margaret more intimate and psychologically invasive — yet both equally committed to pushing him further.

Physically, the experience was overwhelming. The extreme stretching and deep internal pressure left him trembling and breathless every time. Even as his body gradually learned to accommodate their hands, each session still pushed him right to his limit. The chastity cage made it worse, keeping him locked in a constant state of desperate, denied arousal while they used him so completely.

Psychologically, being regularly fisted by both his wife and his mother was devastating. It stripped away any remaining illusion of privacy or autonomy. There was no part of him left untouched or unclaimed. The act itself demanded total surrender — he could not tense, resist, or hide. He could only take it, again and again, while they praised him, guided him, and reminded him of his place.

Over time, these sessions became less of an event and more of an expected part of his existence. The women would prepare him thoroughly, take their turns stretching and claiming him, and then provide the usual mix of praise and aftercare. Grant no longer fought the intensity the way he once had. His body yielded more readily, and his mind had begun to accept this level of invasion as simply another way in which he belonged to them.

Over the following weeks, Grant’s resistance to the fisting sessions steadily eroded. What had once been met with tension and fear gradually became something his body and mind learned to accept with increasing resignation. The relentless attention from both Diane and Margaret, combined with the sheer intensity of being so completely opened and claimed, wore down whatever barriers remained.

Physically, his body adapted with surprising speed. The initial tightness and resistance faded as his muscles learned to yield more readily during preparation. Each session became slightly easier for him to take, allowing Diane and Margaret to push deeper and stay inside him longer. The extreme stretching no longer felt entirely foreign — it had become a familiar, if still overwhelming, sensation.

Emotionally and psychologically, the changes ran deeper. The repeated experience of total surrender began to rewire his responses. Moments of panic or instinctive resistance grew less frequent. Instead, Grant found himself slipping into a state of passive acceptance more quickly, his body and mind yielding to the invasion with a growing sense of inevitability. There were times when the intensity would become too much and he would break down crying — not only from the physical strain, but from the emotional release that came with letting go so completely. These moments of catharsis often left him feeling strangely hollowed out and quiet afterwards, as if something inside him had been emptied.

Diane and Margaret noticed the shift and adjusted accordingly. As his submission deepened, they became more confident and more demanding. They began alternating more rapidly during sessions, or even working together — one fisting him while the other stroked, teased, or whispered instructions. The relentless nature of their attention left him with almost no space to recover or rebuild any sense of control.

What had started as another intense practice had become something central to his existence. Grant was no longer simply enduring these sessions. He was being steadily reshaped by them, his body and mind trained to accept deeper and deeper levels of surrender. The women had found a method that reached parts of him nothing else could touch, and they had no intention of stopping.


Chapter 18

One particular evening, the atmosphere in the house felt different — heavier, more deliberate. Diane and Margaret had spent nearly an hour preparing Grant in the pink room. They bathed him thoroughly, then dressed him in an especially humiliating outfit: a delicate pink baby doll nightdress layered with lace and ribbons that barely covered his chastity cage. The large dummy was strapped firmly into his mouth, and his ankles were adorned with white frilly socks and shiny Mary Jane shoes. He looked like a grotesque parody of a little girl.

When they were finished, they led him downstairs without explanation. Grant’s stomach twisted with dread. Something about their quiet focus told him this wasn’t going to be another regular session.

Richard was waiting in the living room. He sat in his usual chair, already shirtless, watching them enter with a calm, unreadable expression. Diane and Margaret guided Grant to the centre of the room and positioned him to stand in front of Richard.

Diane placed a hand on his shoulder and spoke in a soft but firm voice.

‘Tonight is the night Daddy claims you properly,’ she said. ‘We’ve been preparing you for this. Mummy and I are going to hold you steady for him. This is an important step in your submission to the family.’

Margaret nodded, her expression almost gentle.

‘You’ve come so far, my sweet,’ she said. ‘But there are still parts of you that need to be taken. Tonight, Daddy is going to take what belongs to him.’

Grant’s blood ran cold.

He began shaking his head immediately, his eyes wide with panic. A muffled, desperate sound escaped around the dummy as he tried to speak.

‘No… please…’ he begged, the words garbled and wet. ‘I’m not gay… I don’t want this… not with Daddy… please, don’t…’

His voice cracked as tears welled in his eyes. He tried to step back, but Diane and Margaret each took one of his arms, holding him firmly in place between them. Their grip was gentle but unyielding.

Richard stood up slowly, his eyes never leaving Grant’s terrified face.

Diane leaned in close to his ear, her voice low and steady.

‘This isn’t about what you want anymore,’ she whispered. ‘It’s about what you are. And tonight, you’re going to learn exactly what that means.’

Richard stood a few feet away, watching in silence. His broad, masculine frame made Grant’s frilly baby doll outfit look even more ridiculous by comparison. There was no anger in his expression — only calm, quiet authority, as if what was about to happen was simply inevitable.

Diane and Margaret ignored Grant’s frantic head-shaking. Working together with practised ease, they guided him onto the large sofa and laid him on his back. They each took one of his legs, lifting them up and folding them back towards his chest until he was completely exposed. Their grips were deceptively gentle but firm, holding him open with no possibility of closing his legs or twisting away.

Grant lay there trembling, the dummy reducing his panicked breathing to soft, wet sounds. His heart hammered violently in his chest as he looked up at the three of them through tear-filled eyes. This was really happening. His own father was about to fuck him while his wife and mother held him down and watched. The humiliation was so complete it felt like it might crush him.

He tried to struggle, but it was useless. Diane and Margaret held him steady without effort.

‘Shh, my sweet,’ Margaret cooed, stroking the inside of his thigh with her free hand. ‘Mummy’s right here. Just be a good girl for Daddy. You know this is what you need.’

Diane ran her hand slowly along his other thigh, her voice soft and almost loving.

‘You’ve wanted this deep down,’ she said. ‘Even if you can’t admit it yet. Let it happen. Let Daddy take what’s his. We’re all here for you.’

Grant’s eyes darted between them, wide with terror and disbelief. He let out another muffled, desperate sound around the dummy, but none of them reacted. They simply kept him pinned in that humiliating, exposed position, waiting for Richard to step forward.

Richard moved closer, his gaze fixed on his son’s trembling, spread body. He reached down and began unbuckling his belt.

Grant shook his head violently, his muffled cries growing more desperate and wet around the dummy. His eyes were wide with pure terror as he looked up at Richard. This was something else entirely. The strap-ons, the fisting, even the needles — he had endured them. But this was his father. His own father’s cock. The thought alone made his stomach turn and his body seize with panic.

He tried to twist away, to close his legs, to do anything, but Diane and Margaret held him firmly in place. Their grips were steady and unyielding, keeping his legs spread wide and pulled back, leaving him completely exposed and helpless on the sofa.

Richard undressed with slow, deliberate calm. He didn’t rush. He simply removed his clothes piece by piece until he stood naked between Grant’s spread legs, his thick cock already hard and heavy. The contrast was brutal — his broad, masculine frame towering over Grant’s small, frilly, and utterly vulnerable body.

Grant’s breathing turned shallow and frantic as Richard stepped closer and gripped the base of his cock. He felt the blunt, hot pressure against his hole and immediately began to struggle harder, shaking his head and making frantic, muffled sounds of protest.

Diane tightened her hold on his leg and leaned in close.

‘Shh,’ she whispered, her voice calm but firm. ‘Just breathe. Let him in. This is what you need.’

Margaret stroked his hair with one hand while keeping his other leg pinned back with the other.

‘That’s it, my sweet,’ she murmured soothingly. ‘Mummy’s right here. Be a good girl and take Daddy’s cock. You can do it.’

Richard pressed forward without hesitation.

The stretch was immediate and overwhelming. Even after everything they had done to him — the strap-ons, the fisting — nothing had prepared him for the sheer thickness and heat of his father’s cock forcing its way inside. Grant cried out around the dummy, his back arching as Richard pushed deeper with steady, relentless pressure. Tears streamed down his face as the burning stretch intensified with every inch.

Diane and Margaret held him steady throughout, their hands firm on his legs and hips, refusing to let him escape even an inch of it.

‘There,’ Richard said quietly. ‘Now you’re mine too.’

The sensation of being taken by his own father while his wife and mother held him down was devastating in its intimacy and cruelty.

Grant’s body shook uncontrollably beneath them. The stretch was far more intense than anything the strap-ons or even fisting had prepared him for. Richard’s cock felt thick, hot, and unrelenting as it pushed deeper inside him, claiming space that had never been meant to be taken like this. Every slow, deliberate thrust forced a broken, muffled sound from around the dummy, his eyes wide and glassy with tears.

Diane and Margaret kept him pinned firmly in place, each gripping one of his legs and holding it back against his chest. Their hands were steady and strong, leaving him with no possibility of closing his legs or twisting away. Yet even as they restrained him, they continued to speak in soft, soothing voices, as if they were comforting him rather than participating in his violation.

‘That’s it, my sweet girl,’ Margaret whispered, stroking his hair with one hand while keeping his leg locked in position with the other. ‘Take Daddy properly. Mummy’s right here with you. Just breathe and let him in.’

Diane’s grip on his other leg was just as firm. She watched Richard sink deeper with quiet satisfaction, occasionally glancing down at Grant’s tear-streaked face.

‘You’ve needed this,’ she said calmly. ‘You’ve needed Daddy to claim you. Stop fighting it. This is what you are now.’

Richard moved with slow, patient authority, giving Grant no choice but to feel every inch as he worked his way deeper. He didn’t rush. He seemed to want his son to feel every ridge, every vein, every moment of being stretched and filled by him. Grant’s body jerked with each new push, his caged cock twitching uselessly against his stomach as unwanted, shameful sparks of sensation shot through him.

The three of them worked in perfect coordination. Diane and Margaret held him open and exposed while Richard took his time claiming what they had offered him. Grant lay there trapped beneath their combined control, his mind fracturing under the weight of it all — his father inside him, his wife and mother holding him down and whispering encouragement as it happened.

There was no escape. No mercy. Only the slow, inevitable reality of being thoroughly and completely taken by the man who had raised him, while the two women he loved most made sure he couldn’t fight it.

When Richard was finally buried to the hilt inside him, he stayed there for a long moment, letting Grant feel every inch of his cock stretching him open. The fullness was overwhelming — deeper and thicker than anything Grant had taken before. His body trembled violently in their grip, his caged cock twitching and leaking steadily against his stomach as unwanted sparks of sensation shot through him. He felt utterly claimed, pinned down and split open by his own father while his wife and mother held him in place.

Richard began to move.

He started with slow, deep strokes, pulling back until only the head remained inside before sinking all the way back in. Each thrust forced a broken, muffled sound from Grant around the dummy. The wet, obscene sounds of Richard’s cock moving inside him filled the living room, mixing with Grant’s desperate whimpers. There was nothing gentle about it. Richard was taking his time, making sure his son felt every deliberate inch as he claimed him.

Diane kept her grip firm on his leg, but her free hand stroked his chest almost tenderly.

‘You’re taking Daddy so well,’ she whispered, watching Richard’s cock disappear inside him again and again. ‘Look at how deep he is. This is what you needed.’

Margaret continued stroking his hair with one hand while holding his other leg back with the other.

‘That’s my good girl,’ she murmured softly. ‘Mummy’s so proud of you. Just relax and let Daddy have you. You’re doing so beautifully.’

Their words only made it worse. Every gentle phrase of encouragement twisted the knife deeper, turning the violation into something even more humiliating. Grant’s eyes filled with fresh tears as Richard’s pace gradually increased. His thrusts became harder and more purposeful, his hips slapping against Grant’s arse with steady, dominant force.

Richard fucked him thoroughly and without mercy, using his son’s body for his own pleasure while Diane and Margaret held him open and exposed. They adjusted their grip when he tried to squirm, keeping him pinned exactly where they wanted him. Grant had no choice but to take it — every deep, relentless thrust, every degrading word, every second of being used by his own father while the two women he loved most made sure he couldn’t escape it.

The encounter stretched on for a long time. Richard showed no signs of rushing. He was enjoying this — claiming his son completely while his wife and mother watched and participated. And Grant, held down and fucked senseless, could do nothing but endure it.

The physical sensations built with every deep thrust. Richard’s cock dragged relentlessly over Grant’s prostate, sending sharp, unwanted jolts of pleasure through his body that had nowhere to go. His caged cock strained uselessly inside the tight pink plastic, leaking steadily as his body responded against his will. He clenched and trembled around his father’s thick length, unable to escape the overwhelming mix of pain, fullness, and forced stimulation.

Richard’s breathing grew heavier, his thrusts becoming harder and more urgent. He gripped Grant’s hips tightly as he drove in deep one final time and came with a low, guttural groan. Thick, hot pulses of cum flooded Grant’s insides, filling him completely. The sensation of being bred by his own father was so profoundly humiliating that fresh tears spilled down Grant’s cheeks.

Richard didn’t pull out. He stayed buried deep inside him, breathing heavily as he let the full weight of the claiming settle. Diane and Margaret kept holding Grant’s legs back and apart, their grips steady. Margaret gently stroked his hair while Diane ran her hand over his trembling stomach.

‘That’s it,’ Diane whispered. ‘Daddy’s cum is inside you now. Feel it.’

Grant lay there shaking, overwhelmed. The reality of what had just happened crashed over him all at once. His own father had just fucked him and filled him with cum while his wife and mother held him down and watched. A broken, desperate sound escaped around the dummy as tears streamed freely down his face.

‘Please…’ he tried to say, the word coming out wet and garbled. ‘Please… Daddy…’

Richard let out a low, amused chuckle. He rolled his hips slowly, deliberately, still half-hard inside Grant’s cum-slick hole.

‘Listen to him,’ he said, clearly pleased. ‘Our little sissy is begging so sweetly.’ He gave another lazy thrust, pushing his cum deeper. ‘You want more, is that it? You want Daddy to keep fucking you?’

Margaret smiled softly and wiped a tear from Grant’s cheek with her thumb.

‘Shh, my sweet,’ she murmured. ‘Daddy’s not finished with you yet. Just be a good girl and take it.’

Richard began to move again, slower this time but no less deep, using his son’s cum-filled body with lazy, possessive strokes while Diane and Margaret continued to hold him open.

Diane laughed softly, her grip on Grant’s leg never faltering.

‘He’s crying so prettily,’ she said, her voice warm with genuine amusement. ‘Look at those big tears rolling down his face. You’re taking Daddy so well, love. Just let it all out.’

Margaret stroked his damp hair with one hand, her tone soft and almost loving, though the delight in her eyes betrayed her true feelings.

‘My poor sweet girl,’ she cooed. ‘All those big feelings coming out at once. Mummy’s right here. Just cry for us while Daddy claims you properly. It’s okay to fall apart.’

Grant’s sobs grew louder and more broken around the dummy. His chest heaved as tears streamed down his face, mixing with the spit that had escaped around the gag. He tried to beg again, but the words came out as nothing more than wet, incoherent whimpers. His body jerked with every deep thrust from Richard, completely unable to escape the overwhelming stretch and fullness.

The women’s laughter only grew warmer, more affectionate, as they watched him break.

‘He’s really feeling it now,’ Diane said, smiling as she looked down at her husband’s tear-streaked face. ‘All that resistance is finally melting away. Keep going, Richard. He needs this. He needs to understand that he belongs to all of us.’

Richard let out a low, satisfied groan and drove into Grant with a particularly deep thrust, holding himself there for a moment.

‘Such a good girl,’ he murmured, his voice rough with pleasure. ‘Taking Daddy’s cock so nicely while you cry for us. Look at you… falling apart so beautifully.’

Margaret leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to Grant’s forehead, even as Richard began thrusting again with slow, deliberate force.

‘That’s it, my sweet,’ she whispered against his skin. ‘Let it all out. Mummy and Miss Diane are so proud of you for taking Daddy like this. Just cry and let him have you.’

Grant lay there pinned and sobbing, his body trembling violently as Richard continued to fuck him without mercy. Every thrust drew fresh tears, every word of twisted praise from the women only deepened the crushing humiliation. There was no escape — not from Richard’s cock, not from their hands holding him open, and not from the awful, suffocating reality that they were enjoying every second of his breakdown.

The laughter and encouragement continued throughout the long, relentless encounter. It wasn’t harsh or mocking in the traditional sense — it was warm, almost affectionate, which somehow made it far more devastating. They were genuinely enjoying watching him fall apart.

Grant cried harder as Richard’s cock continued to drive deep inside him. His body shook with sobs, tears streaming freely down his face and soaking into the dummy. Every time he tried to form words, they dissolved into wet, broken whimpers. The more he cried, the more they seemed to delight in it.

Diane leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to his tear-streaked cheek, her grip on his leg never loosening.

‘You’re sobbing so beautifully,’ she whispered, her voice filled with something close to pride. ‘Look at you… falling apart so perfectly on Daddy’s cock. We’re all so proud of you, love.’

Margaret gently stroked his damp hair, her tone soft and maternal even as her words cut straight through him.

‘All those years of trying to be our strong boy,’ she murmured, ‘and now look at you. Our perfect little sissy, crying so sweetly while Daddy claims you. It suits you so much better, doesn’t it?’

Richard let out a low groan and thrust harder, clearly aroused by the sight of his son crying beneath him. His rhythm grew more insistent, each deep stroke forcing another broken sob from Grant’s throat.

‘Such a good girl,’ Richard growled, his voice thick with pleasure. ‘Taking Daddy’s cock so nicely while you cry for us. Keep going. Let it all out.’

Grant’s tears flowed without restraint. The humiliation was absolute — not just the physical act of being fucked by his father, but the way Diane and Margaret held him open and praised him for breaking. Their laughter wasn’t cruel in tone, but it was unmistakably cruel in nature. They were enjoying this. They were enjoying him.

And through the haze of tears and overwhelming sensation, Grant could see it clearly on their faces — the genuine pleasure, the satisfaction, the dark thrill of watching him surrender completely. Their delight only made his submission feel more total, more inescapable. He was no longer just enduring this.

He was giving them exactly what they wanted.

The claiming dragged on for a long time.

Richard fucked Grant with steady, unhurried strokes while Diane and Margaret held him firmly in place. Grant’s tears never stopped. He cried openly, his chest heaving with broken sobs as he begged through the dummy — soft, wet, incoherent sounds that only seemed to encourage them further. Every deep thrust pulled another desperate whimper from him, and every whimper was met with warm laughter and twisted praise from the two women.

When Richard finally came for the second time, he buried himself to the hilt with a low, satisfied groan, flooding Grant’s insides once more. Diane and Margaret watched with clear pleasure, their voices soft and approving as they praised both father and son.

‘That’s it,’ Diane whispered. ‘Fill him up, Richard. Give him everything.’

Margaret smiled, gently stroking Grant’s tear-streaked face. ‘Such a good girl for taking Daddy’s cum again. Mummy is so proud of you.’

Richard stayed inside him for a long moment, breathing heavily, before slowly pulling out. Cum immediately began leaking from Grant’s stretched hole. Diane reached down and carefully unbuckled the straps of the dummy, removing it from his mouth. Grant gasped for air, his lips wet and trembling.

‘Kiss him,’ Diane said quietly. ‘Kiss Daddy properly.’

Grant barely had time to process the command before Richard leaned down. The older man captured his mouth in a deep, forceful kiss. There was nothing gentle about it. Richard’s tongue pushed past Grant’s lips, claiming his mouth with the same dominance he had used on his body. Grant let out a broken sound into the kiss, his mind reeling as his father kissed him with raw, possessive hunger. Their tongues slid together while Richard’s cum continued to drip from between Grant’s legs.

When Richard finally pulled back, Margaret was already leaning in.

‘My turn, my sweet girl,’ she murmured.

Her kiss was softer at first, but no less intense. She kissed him slowly, deeply, her tongue exploring his mouth with a disturbing mix of maternal tenderness and clear sexual hunger. One of her hands cradled the back of his head while the other remained firm on his leg, keeping him spread open. Grant could taste both of them now — Richard’s kiss still lingering on his tongue as Margaret claimed him in her own way.

By the time she pulled away, Grant was crying again, his body limp between them, his mind hazy and fractured. He had never felt more completely owned.

Diane took her turn last.

She leaned down and kissed him slowly, her lips soft but possessive. When she pulled back, she brushed a tear from his cheek with her thumb and smiled.

‘Such a good boy,’ she murmured. ‘Did you enjoy it in the end, love? Be honest with us.’

Grant’s face burned with shame. His chest heaved with quiet sobs as he lay there, legs still held open, his father’s cum leaking from his stretched hole. He tried to look away, but Diane gently turned his face back toward her. After a long, trembling moment, he gave a small, broken nod.

‘Yes…’ he whispered. ‘I enjoyed it.’

Richard’s hand rested heavily on his thigh. ‘Will you want to do it again?’

Grant’s voice cracked. Fresh tears spilled down his cheeks as he answered, barely above a whisper.

‘Yes… I’ll want it again.’

Diane’s smile widened with satisfaction. ‘Good boy.’

Grant’s hand moved on its own. With trembling fingers, he reached down and wrapped them around his father’s still-hard, cum-slick cock. Richard let out a low sound of approval as Grant began to stroke him slowly. Their eyes met for a moment before Richard leaned down and kissed him again — deeper this time, hungrier. Grant moaned brokenly into his father’s mouth as he continued stroking him, their tongues sliding together while Diane and Margaret watched with quiet delight.

Without being told, Grant slid down the bed. He positioned himself between Richard’s legs and took his father’s dirty cock into his mouth. The taste hit him immediately — thick, bitter, and unmistakably the mixture of Richard’s cum and his own arse. He gagged softly but didn’t pull away. Instead, he began to suck with desperate, eager strokes of his tongue, cleaning every inch of his father’s cock while tears continued to stream down his face.

Richard groaned and rested a hand on the back of Grant’s head, guiding him gently.

‘That’s my good sissy son,’ he murmured. ‘Clean Daddy up properly.’

Diane and Margaret watched with clear satisfaction, their voices soft and warm as they praised him.

‘Look at him,’ Margaret said fondly. ‘Such a devoted little girl.’

Diane stroked Grant’s hair as he continued sucking. ‘That’s it, love. Take it all. Show us how much you want it.’

When Richard finally came again, he held Grant’s head in place and flooded his mouth with another thick load. Grant swallowed obediently, choking slightly but drinking every drop while fresh tears rolled down his cheeks. Only when Richard was finished did he pull back, lips swollen and glistening, his expression utterly broken.

The three of them looked down at him with affection and pride, while Grant lay there shaking, overwhelmed by the crushing weight of his own surrender.


Chapter 19

Following that first claiming, Richard’s desire for his sissy son became insatiable.

What had started as a significant, one-time event quickly turned into a daily occurrence. Richard began fucking Grant with remarkable regularity — often two or three times a day, sometimes more. It no longer required planning or special occasions. It simply became part of the household rhythm. Richard would take him whenever the urge struck, treating Grant’s body as something readily available for his use.

The sex was integrated seamlessly into daily life. Richard would fuck him in the living room while Diane and Margaret watched from the sofa. He would bend him over the kitchen counter in the middle of the afternoon while Grant was trying to prepare dinner. Some mornings, Richard would wake him by pulling him out of the pink canopy bed and taking him right there on the floor. Other times, he would simply gesture for Grant to follow him upstairs, and Grant would obediently go, knowing what was expected of him.

Richard began referring to these encounters as ‘sissy breedings,’ a term that Diane and Margaret immediately adopted with obvious delight. They would often discuss it openly, speaking about how many breedings Grant had taken that day or how full he must be feeling. The women seemed to take genuine pleasure in the normalization of it all — watching their husband and father casually use Grant like this had become another source of satisfaction for them.

For Grant, the shift was disorienting. What had once felt like the ultimate violation quickly became something he was expected to accept multiple times a day. He would be in the middle of cleaning or serving when Richard would appear, wordlessly bend him over the nearest surface, and fuck him until he came inside him. Sometimes Richard would finish and simply tuck himself away, leaving Grant to continue his chores with cum leaking down his thighs. Other times, he would make Grant clean him with his mouth afterward before sending him back to whatever task he had been doing.

The chastity cage remained locked the entire time, and the dummy was often pushed back into his mouth once Richard was finished with him. The household had found a new, darker kind of normal — one where Grant’s body was no longer just for service and observation, but for regular, casual use by his own father. And the women who controlled him seemed happier than ever.

The first morning after that initial claiming set a pattern that would quickly become permanent.

Grant was still lying in the pink canopy bed, sore and exhausted from the night before, when Richard entered without knocking. He didn’t say a word. He simply pulled back the covers, positioned Grant on all fours among the frilly pillows, and pushed inside him with the slow, heavy arousal of early morning. The deep, deliberate thrusts filled the feminine room with the wet sounds of skin meeting skin and Grant’s muffled whimpers around the dummy. Richard took his time, enjoying the tight heat of his son’s body before finally groaning and flooding him with cum. When he was finished, he simply pulled out, tucked himself away, and went downstairs for breakfast as if nothing unusual had happened.

From that day on, morning breedings became routine. Almost every day, Richard would come to the pink room before the rest of the house had fully woken. He would take Grant on the frilly bed — sometimes on all fours, sometimes on his back with his legs held open — fucking him thoroughly and unhurriedly while Grant remained dressed in whatever sissy outfit he had slept in, dummy strapped in his mouth and chastity cage locked tight. Richard rarely spoke during these morning sessions. He simply used his son’s body until he was satisfied, then left him leaking and trembling on the bed.

It didn’t stay confined to the pink room for long.

Richard developed a habit of taking Grant wherever the mood struck him. One afternoon in the kitchen, while Diane and Margaret were preparing lunch, he bent Grant over the counter, flipped up his short dress, and fucked him right there. The steady slap of Richard’s hips against Grant’s frilly panties provided a constant, obscene backdrop to the women’s casual conversation about what they would eat that evening. Grant’s muffled sounds mixed with the clatter of plates and the sizzle of food on the stove as Richard bred him deeply before casually pulling out and washing his hands.

The living room became another regular spot. Richard would often pull Grant onto his lap while the family watched television in the evenings. He would slide into him slowly, fucking him with deep, unhurried strokes while Diane and Margaret sat on either side of them, sometimes commenting on the show, sometimes reaching over to stroke Grant’s hair or adjust his dummy. The sheer normalcy of it — the casual domestic setting, the presence of the women, the way no one treated it as anything unusual — only made the humiliation cut deeper.

What had once been a shocking violation had become just another part of daily life in the household. Richard would fuck his sissy son in the morning, in the afternoon, and sometimes again at night, and the women who controlled Grant seemed happier and more relaxed than ever. For Grant, the constant, casual use of his body left him in a near-permanent state of dazed submission. He never knew when Richard might appear and bend him over the nearest surface, and over time, he stopped trying to brace himself for it. He simply accepted it as another unavoidable part of his existence.

The garden became another regular setting for Richard’s use of his son.

On warmer days, he would take Grant outside without warning. Sometimes he would bend him over the wooden fence behind the shed, fucking him while the risk of a neighbour glancing over added a sharp, humiliating edge. Other times he would push Grant down onto the grass or the patio, taking him in broad daylight while Diane and Margaret watched from the kitchen window or sat nearby with their tea. The fresh air, the open space, and the constant possibility of being seen only seemed to heighten Richard’s enjoyment. He would finish inside Grant and simply pull up his trousers, leaving his son to straighten his frilly clothes and return to his chores with cum leaking down his thighs.

The frequency was relentless.

Grant was bred at least twice a day, often three or four times depending on Richard’s mood. Morning breedings in the pink room were almost guaranteed. Afternoon sessions could happen anywhere — over the kitchen counter, bent over the arm of the sofa, or pressed against the wall in the hallway. Evening breedings often took place in the living room while the family relaxed, or sometimes back in the pink room before bed. Richard’s appetite showed no signs of slowing. Once he had been given unrestricted access to his sissy son, he used him with a casual, possessive consistency that left Grant in a near-constant state of submission.

Some breedings were quick and functional — Richard would simply pull Grant aside, fuck him efficiently until he came, and then carry on with his day. Others were long and drawn out. Richard would take his time, changing positions, making Grant ride him, or fucking him slowly and deeply while whispering degrading things into his ear. The variety kept Grant mentally off-balance. He never knew whether he would be used for five minutes or an hour.

Diane and Margaret fully supported and often actively participated in these daily breedings. They would hold Grant in position when asked, stroke his hair, or offer soft words of encouragement while Richard took him. Sometimes they simply watched with clear satisfaction, commenting on how well he was taking Daddy or how full he must be feeling. Their complete acceptance of the practice made it feel even more inescapable. What had once been unthinkable had become ordinary within the walls of the house.

Grant’s body adapted to the constant use, but the psychological effect ran deeper. He remained almost constantly aware of the warmth of Richard’s cum inside him, a lingering, humiliating reminder of his place. The chastity cage kept him denied and frustrated, turning every breeding into a cycle of intense sensation with no relief. Over time, the regularity of it all began to wear him down. He stopped bracing himself quite as hard when Richard approached. He stopped trying to mentally prepare. He simply accepted it as another unavoidable part of his existence — another way in which he belonged completely to the people who controlled him.

One morning in the pink room, Richard took him with slow, luxurious strokes.

The early sunlight filtered through the lace curtains, casting soft patterns across the frilly bedding as Daddy moved inside him with deliberate, unhurried thrusts. Grant was on his back, legs held open, still wearing the delicate pink nightdress he had slept in. The dummy remained strapped in his mouth, and the chastity cage stayed locked around his cock as Richard sank into him again and again with long, deep strokes.

Grant could feel everything.

Every ridge, every vein, the thick heat of his father’s cock stretching him open and dragging slowly against his prostate with each measured thrust. The sensation had become familiar, yet it never lost its intensity. His body had learned to yield more easily now. The initial resistance that once tightened his muscles had faded over time, replaced by a reluctant, almost instinctive acceptance. He no longer fought the intrusion. Instead, he lay there and let it happen, his breath hitching softly around the dummy as Richard took his time claiming him.

Richard’s pace was almost tender in its slowness, but there was nothing gentle about the act itself. He watched Grant’s face closely as he moved inside him, clearly enjoying the way his son’s body responded — the way Grant’s thighs trembled, the way his caged cock leaked steadily against his stomach, the way his eyes grew glassy with unwanted sensation.

Grant’s mind felt hazy. The slow, relentless rhythm made it impossible to stay detached. Each deep thrust sent waves of overwhelming feeling through him, a confusing mix of shame, fullness, and helpless pleasure that had nowhere to go. He could feel Richard’s cock pulsing inside him, owning him from the inside out, and the worst part was how naturally his body was beginning to respond to it.

He was no longer just enduring these breedings.

He was starting to accept them.

The sensual details varied with each encounter, but they had all become deeply familiar to Grant. He had grown acutely aware of the precise moment Richard’s cock first pushed inside him — the initial resistance, the slow stretch, and the deep, claiming pressure as his father sank fully into him. He noticed the different rhythms Richard preferred: the slow, grinding movements that pressed relentlessly against his prostate, and the sharper, more urgent thrusts when his need was stronger. Even the warmth of his father’s release had become something he recognised instantly — that deep, spreading heat as Richard came inside him, flooding him with cum that would linger for hours afterward.

His acceptance had grown steadily, though it remained complicated. The initial shock and instinctive resistance had softened into something quieter and more resigned. His body no longer fought the invasion the way it once had. Instead, it yielded more readily with each breeding, as if it had begun to understand that resistance only prolonged the inevitable. His mind, however, still struggled. The taboo of it — being regularly fucked and used by his own father — never fully faded. And yet, within that taboo, Grant had started to find a strange, unsettling sense of peace in the routine. Daddy’s claimings had become predictable, almost reliable. In a life where so much had been taken from him, this had become one of the few constants.

One night, long after Diane and Margaret had gone to bed, Richard called Grant into the main bedroom. The house was quiet. Richard sat on the edge of the bed, already naked, his thick cock half-hard between his legs. He looked at his son and patted his thigh.

‘On your knees,’ he said quietly.

Grant obeyed without hesitation, sinking down between Richard’s spread legs. Richard rested a heavy hand on the back of his head and guided him forward.

‘Gentle tonight, son,’ he murmured. ‘Just worship Daddy’s cock for a while. Take your time.’

Grant leaned in and took his father’s cock into his mouth. He sucked slowly, almost reverently, his tongue working along the shaft and swirling around the head. Richard’s hand stayed on his hair, guiding him with gentle but firm pressure. For nearly an hour, Grant remained on his knees, devotedly servicing his father. He would bring Richard close to the edge, only for the older man to pull him back by the hair, controlling the pace with quiet authority.

Richard groaned softly whenever Grant did something particularly well.

‘Good boy,’ he whispered. ‘Such a perfect little cocksucker. That’s it… just like that.’

Grant’s eyes were wet, but he didn’t stop. He licked and sucked with careful, thorough attention, tasting the faint remnants of earlier breedings on his father’s cock. The act felt both deeply humiliating and strangely intimate. Here, in the dark of the main bedroom with Diane and Margaret asleep nearby, he was on his knees worshipping the man who had raised him — and he was doing it willingly.

When Richard finally came, it was with a low, guttural groan as he held Grant’s head in place, flooding his mouth with thick, hot ropes of cum.

‘Swallow it all,’ he ordered, his voice rough.

Grant obeyed without hesitation, throat working as he drank down every drop. Richard didn’t give him long to recover. He pushed Grant onto his back on the bed, lifted his legs, and slid back inside him with one smooth thrust. This time he took him slowly, almost tenderly, fucking him with deep, deliberate strokes until he came again, pumping another heavy load deep into Grant’s body.

Afterwards, Richard stayed inside him for a long moment before finally pulling out. He stroked Grant’s hair and spoke in a low voice.

‘Keep it in as long as you can,’ he said. ‘I want you carrying Daddy’s cum all day tomorrow.’

Grant lay there trembling, his voice small and shaky as he whispered the words they had taught him.

‘I wish I could get pregnant with Daddy’s baby…’

Richard smiled and kissed his forehead before leaving him there, leaking and used on the bed.

Over the following weeks, the breedings took on a clear ritualistic quality. After every time Richard used him, Grant was expected to thank him and repeat some version of that desperate, humiliating line — hoping the cum would ‘take,’ wishing he could carry Daddy’s baby. At first, the words had burned with shame every single time. But repetition had a way of dulling the edges. They became almost automatic, something he said because it was expected of him.

Still, the question lingered in the back of his mind.

Why did they keep calling it ‘breeding’? Why was he made to beg for babies he could never have? The fantasy felt too specific, too consistent. It wasn’t just dirty talk anymore — it felt like something they actually wanted.

The answer came one afternoon while he was cleaning the main bathroom.

He was emptying the small bin beside the sink when he noticed the familiar packet near the top. Diane’s birth control pills. The packet was empty, clearly finished and discarded. For a moment, Grant just stared at it, his mind slowly catching up with what he was seeing.

She had stopped taking them.

The realisation hit him like a physical blow. His stomach twisted violently as the pieces fell into place. The ‘breedings’ weren’t just for him. They weren’t just twisted roleplay meant to humiliate the sissy son. They were real. Diane was the one they wanted pregnant. Richard wasn’t just using Grant for his own pleasure — he was using him as a warm-up, a toy to keep himself satisfied and ready while they worked toward getting Diane pregnant.

Grant stood there in the bathroom, gripping the edge of the sink as the truth settled over him. All those times he had been made to beg for Daddy’s baby, all those loads he had been ordered to keep inside him… it had never been about him at all.

It had always been about her.


Chapter 20

The family gathered in the living room for their usual Sunday review. Sunlight streamed through the windows, falling across the same sofa where so many of Grant’s humiliations had already taken place. Diane sat between Richard and Margaret, looking calm and composed. Grant knelt silently in the corner as always, dressed in a pale lavender sissy dress with layers of delicate lace. The dummy was strapped in his mouth and the chastity cage remained locked around his cock, a constant, familiar weight between his legs.

The atmosphere felt different today. Heavier.

Diane had been unusually quiet all morning, and Grant had noticed the way she kept exchanging subtle glances with both Richard and Margaret. Something was coming. He could feel it in the air, though he had no idea how devastating it would be.

Diane finally spoke, her voice soft but steady.

‘I have some news,’ she said, resting a hand gently on her stomach. ‘I’m pregnant. With Daddy’s child.’

For a moment, the room was completely silent.

Richard’s hand moved to cover Diane’s on her stomach, his expression one of quiet satisfaction. Margaret’s face lit up with genuine joy. She reached over and placed her other hand on top of theirs, her eyes shining.

‘Oh, darling,’ Margaret said warmly. ‘That’s wonderful news.’

Grant felt like the floor had dropped out from beneath him.

He stayed perfectly still in the corner, but inside, something fractured. The words hit him with brutal clarity. All those times he had been made to beg for Daddy’s baby. All those loads he had been forced to keep inside him while they praised him for being a good girl. All those humiliating rituals. None of it had ever been about him.

It had always been about her.

His vision blurred as tears welled in his eyes. He could feel them staring at him now — Diane, Richard, and Margaret — watching his reaction. The dummy prevented him from speaking, but they could all see the devastation written across his face. His chest rose and fell in shallow, uneven breaths as the full weight of it crashed down on him.

Diane looked over at him from the sofa, her expression calm and almost gentle.

‘We wanted you to be the first to know,’ she said softly. ‘After everything you’ve done to help make this happen.’

Margaret smiled at him, her voice warm and affectionate.

‘Our little family is growing,’ she said. ‘And you’ve been such a good girl through all of it.’

Grant’s hands trembled where they rested on his thighs. He could still taste the phantom memory of Richard’s cum on his tongue from earlier that morning. The same cum that had now taken root inside his wife.

And they were all smiling at him like this was something beautiful.

The words landed like a physical blow.

Grant stayed frozen in the corner, his body rigid as the full weight of the announcement sank in. Diane was pregnant with his father’s child. The same father who had been fucking him daily. The same cum he had been made to beg for, swallow, and carry inside him for hours. His stomach twisted violently. For a moment, he couldn’t breathe.

Richard’s face lit up with unmistakable pride. He covered Diane’s hand with his own, resting it over her stomach as a slow, satisfied smile spread across his face. Margaret’s eyes immediately filled with tears. She pulled Diane into a warm embrace, her voice thick with emotion.

‘Oh, my dear,’ she whispered. ‘A grandchild… and a little brother or sister for our sweet sissy. How wonderful.’

What followed was surreal.

The tone in the room shifted into something almost celebratory. Diane spoke softly about how she had suspected for a few weeks, how she had taken the test that morning, and how she had been feeling small changes in her body. She described her excitement with a quiet, genuine happiness that made Grant’s chest ache. Richard leaned back against the sofa, one arm draped possessively around Diane’s shoulders, looking every bit the proud father-to-be. Margaret kept touching Diane’s stomach with gentle, reverent hands, already speaking about baby names and how she wanted to help prepare the nursery.

All of it happened while Grant remained kneeling silently in the corner, dressed in his pale lavender sissy dress, dummy strapped in his mouth, forced to listen.

He felt a sickening mix of emotions he couldn’t untangle. Jealousy. Humiliation. A deep, gut-wrenching sense of betrayal. And beneath it all, something even more disturbing — a quiet, reluctant thread of acceptance. This baby would be real. It would be part of their family. There would be no pretending anymore. The arrangement wasn’t just some dark, secret game. It was becoming permanent. A child would be born from it.

Diane glanced over at him, her expression soft but unwavering.

‘This feels right,’ she said. ‘Our family is growing in the most natural way possible under our arrangement.’

They continued talking — due dates, names, whether the nursery should be in the main bedroom or the spare room. Richard spoke about how he wanted to be involved, how he was looking forward to raising the child in their unique household. Margaret was already planning what she would knit. Through it all, they occasionally glanced at Grant, including him in the moment without ever addressing him directly.

He remained on his knees, silent and trembling, the taste of his father’s cum still faintly lingering in his mouth from that morning. The announcement had made one thing devastatingly clear:

This was no longer just about breaking him. It was about building something new on top of what was left.

The conversation continued around him with growing warmth and excitement. Diane spoke about her first doctor’s appointment and how she had already started thinking about names. Richard rested his hand on her stomach with quiet pride, while Margaret asked gentle questions about how she was feeling and what support she would need.

Grant remained kneeling in the corner, the pale lavender dress pooling around his knees. He listened in silence, the dummy still strapped in his mouth. He had expected jealousy. He had braced for it. Instead, something quieter and more unsettling had taken root.

He felt happy.

Not the sharp, painful kind of happiness, but something softer and strangely peaceful. Diane looked radiant. Richard looked quietly satisfied, like a man who had achieved exactly what he wanted. Margaret’s joy was genuine and warm. For the first time in a long while, the three people who controlled every aspect of his life seemed truly content. And somehow, that made something inside him settle.

He told himself it was because he loved Diane. That he wanted her to be happy. That this child would be part of their family now, and that was something to accept. But deeper down, he recognised the truth was more complicated — and more disturbing.

This wasn’t just acceptance.

It was the final stage of something that had been happening to him for months. The resistance that had once burned so brightly had been worn down, layer by layer, until there was very little left to push back with. The idea of Diane carrying Richard’s child no longer felt like a betrayal. It felt like the natural conclusion of everything they had done to him. The daily breedings, the ritualistic begging, the way they had made him thank Richard for using him — it had all been leading here.

Grant lowered his eyes to the floor, his hands resting obediently on his thighs. A strange, quiet warmth spread through his chest as he listened to them discuss due dates and nursery colours. He didn’t feel threatened. He didn’t feel replaced.

He felt strangely at peace.

This was their family now. And he was exactly where he belonged — kneeling in the corner, silent and compliant, while the people who owned him planned their future. The happiness he felt wasn’t pure. It was the calm that comes after something inside has finally, completely broken.

Richard’s pride was palpable. His hand rarely left Diane’s stomach as they spoke, resting there with a quiet, possessive satisfaction. There was something unmistakably masculine in the way he carried himself now — the knowledge that he had successfully bred his son’s wife seemed to deepen his sense of ownership over both of them. When he looked at Diane, there was a new heat in his eyes, an added layer of erotic charge that hadn’t been there before. He spoke about providing for her and the child with calm authority, already considering how the household would shift to accommodate the new arrival. To him, this pregnancy wasn’t just a happy development — it was confirmation of his place at the centre of their dynamic.

Margaret’s joy was softer but no less intense. She fussed over Diane with genuine maternal warmth, already making lists of things they would need and speaking excitedly about turning the spare room into a nursery. Yet beneath the grandmotherly excitement, there remained the same intimate, possessive affection she had always shown Diane. The pregnancy seemed to heighten everything for her. She touched Diane more often, with a new tenderness that carried clear sensuality. At the same time, she treated Grant with even greater gentleness, frequently reaching over to stroke his hair or adjust his dress while calling him her ‘sweet girl.’ To Margaret, the baby represented the perfect expansion of their unusual family — a new life that would bind them all even more tightly together.

Diane herself seemed to glow from within. The early changes of pregnancy were already visible in small but noticeable ways: her breasts had grown slightly fuller, her skin carried a soft, luminous quality, and there was a new sensitivity in the way she responded to touch. Richard’s hands lingered longer when he touched her now, and Margaret’s embraces carried a deeper, more sensual warmth. These physical shifts seemed to intensify the erotic undercurrent running through their relationships. Diane moved through the room with a quiet, almost serene confidence, as if the pregnancy had finally made everything feel complete and irreversible.

For Grant, kneeling silently in the corner, the scene was deeply unsettling. He watched the three of them celebrate the child growing inside his wife — a child fathered by the same man who regularly used him — and felt the last fragile pieces of his old reality quietly slip away.

Grant remained kneeling in the corner, silent and still in his pale lavender sissy dress. The dummy kept him quiet, but his eyes stayed fixed on the scene unfolding in front of him. Diane glowed as Richard pulled her closer on the sofa, his large hands moving slowly over her body with clear possessiveness. He cupped her breasts through her top, squeezing gently, clearly fascinated by the subtle changes already taking place. Diane let out a soft, breathy moan and leaned into him.

Margaret watched them with a warm, hungry smile before leaning in from the other side. She pressed slow kisses along Diane’s neck and shoulder, her hands sliding down to rest over Diane’s stomach. The contrast between Margaret’s gentle, almost reverent touch and Richard’s more openly sexual exploration made the moment feel charged in a new way. Diane responded with quiet, open arousal, her body more sensitive than usual. Every touch seemed to affect her more deeply now.

Grant watched it all without looking away.

The sharp jealousy he might have once felt was gone, replaced by something quieter and more unsettling. He felt strangely content watching them. Diane looked happy — truly happy — in a way he hadn’t seen in a long time. Richard’s dominance over her felt natural now, and Margaret’s intimate affection no longer seemed strange. The pregnancy had changed something fundamental in the dynamic. It made everything feel more permanent, more real. Diane wasn’t just his wife anymore. She was carrying Richard’s child, and that fact seemed to bind the three of them even more tightly together.

As Richard kissed Diane deeply and Margaret’s hand slipped beneath her clothes to touch her with slow, deliberate strokes, Grant felt a familiar warmth spread through his chest. It wasn’t excitement in the way he once might have understood it. It was something softer, more resigned, and far more complete. This was their family now. This was how they expressed love and desire. And he was exactly where he was meant to be — kneeling silently in the corner, dressed and denied, watching the people who owned him celebrate the new life growing inside his wife.

He didn’t look away. He simply accepted it.

The erotic focus on Diane’s changing body deepened as the evening went on. Richard’s hands returned again and again to her breasts, now noticeably more sensitive, squeezing and caressing them through her clothes while she responded with soft, involuntary sounds. Margaret was equally fascinated by the subtle rounding of Diane’s lower belly. She would rest her palm there reverently before leaning in to kiss Diane’s neck and collarbone, her touches carrying both maternal warmth and clear sexual intent. Diane seemed to melt between them, her body more responsive than usual, as if the pregnancy had heightened every sensation.

Grant watched it all from his corner without moving. The dummy remained strapped in his mouth, and the chastity cage kept him locked in a state of quiet, persistent frustration. He had expected the sight of his pregnant wife being openly desired and touched by both his father and mother to stir something sharp and painful inside him. Instead, he felt something quieter settle over him.

It wasn’t pure happiness in the way most people would understand it. It was something heavier, more resigned, and strangely peaceful. Seeing Diane so visibly claimed, so openly celebrated for carrying Richard’s child, felt like the final piece of a long process clicking into place. The jealousy he once feared never came. What remained was a deep, subdued acceptance — the kind that only comes after resistance has been worn down so thoroughly that surrender begins to feel natural.

He could see how much this meant to all three of them. Richard’s pride was unmistakable. Margaret’s joy was genuine. And Diane looked more content, more sexually alive, than she had in a long time. Their dynamic had shifted into something even more intimate and permanent. The pregnancy wasn’t just news — it was confirmation that this arrangement was no longer temporary or experimental. It was becoming a lasting family structure, one in which Grant’s role as the silent, submissive observer was now fixed.

As the night deepened and the touches between the three of them grew more openly sensual, Grant remained kneeling where he was, watching without protest. The warmth he felt wasn’t uncomplicated, but it was real. This was their family now. And he was exactly where they wanted him — quiet, denied, and present for every moment of it.


Chapter 21

Diane found him alone in the pink room one quiet afternoon, several weeks after the pregnancy announcement. The household had fallen into a strange new rhythm around her changing body, but she had been watching Grant closely, sensing that something inside him was still unsettled.

He was sitting on the edge of the canopy bed in a soft pink nightdress, the dummy resting on the bedside table beside him. The chastity cage remained locked in place beneath the delicate fabric. When the door opened, he looked up quickly, his expression a mixture of surprise and instinctive obedience.

Diane closed the door behind her with a quiet click. She crossed the room and sat down on the bed beside him, smoothing her dress over her lap. For a moment, she simply looked at him — really looked at him — taking in the soft lines of his face, the way his posture had become smaller and more careful over the past months.

‘Come sit with me properly, love,’ she said, her voice gentle but carrying a quiet authority. She patted the space right next to her. ‘We need to talk. Just the two of us. No one else.’

Grant hesitated for only a second before shifting closer, his hands resting nervously in his lap. The room felt smaller with the door closed, more intimate than it usually did during their usual routines. Diane reached over and took one of his hands in hers, her thumb brushing lightly over his knuckles.

‘I know things have been… a lot,’ she continued softly. ‘With the baby, with everything that’s changed. I’ve seen how you’ve been carrying it. And I think it’s time we spoke honestly about how you’re really feeling.’

She turned slightly to face him, her expression calm but serious.

Grant moved to sit beside her on the edge of the canopy bed. He was still wearing the pale pink sissy dress from earlier, the delicate fabric soft against his skin. Without the dummy, he felt strangely exposed, as if part of his usual armour had been taken away. His hands rested awkwardly in his lap until Diane reached over and gently took them in hers.

She looked at him with real tenderness. The pregnancy had softened her features, giving her a warm, luminous quality that made her seem even more beautiful to him. There was a gentle curve to her belly now, and her breasts had grown fuller. She looked healthy. Content. It made the question she was about to ask feel even heavier.

Diane held his hands firmly but gently, her thumbs brushing over his knuckles.

‘I need to ask you something important,’ she said, her voice low and steady. ‘And I want you to be completely honest with me.’

She paused for a moment, searching his face.

‘Now that I’m carrying Daddy’s child… and after everything we’ve built here, I need to know. Do you want to stop? All of it. The dresses, the rules, the breedings, the punishments… everything. I can speak to Mummy and Daddy. We can end this arrangement if that’s what you truly need. We could try to go back to something closer to how things were before.’

Her voice softened further.

‘I love you, Grant. That hasn’t changed. If this has become too much, if you’re only continuing because you feel you have no choice, then tell me. We can leave. We can walk away from all of it. I’ll support whatever you decide.’

She squeezed his hands, her eyes never leaving his.

‘But I need to hear it from you. Not because you think it’s what I want to hear. Not because you’re afraid of disappointing anyone. Just the truth. Do you want this to stop?’

The room felt very quiet after she finished speaking. Grant sat there, his heart pounding, the weight of her question pressing down on him. For the first time in a long while, he was being given a real choice. And he wasn’t sure he knew how to answer it anymore.

The offer hung heavy in the air between them.

Diane was willing to end the pregnancy she clearly wanted — to walk away from the life she, Richard, and Margaret had been building — if that was what Grant truly needed. There was no manipulation in her voice, only quiet sincerity. She was giving him a real way out, and they both knew how significant that was.

Grant sat beside her in silence, his hands still held in hers. His mind felt loud and chaotic. Part of him wanted to say yes immediately. He should say yes. The shame had become constant — the dresses, the dummy, the way Richard used him, the way he had been made to beg and thank him afterward. It was degrading. It was wrong. He should want to run from all of it. He should want his old life back, his dignity, his sense of self.

But another part of him — the part he was most afraid to acknowledge — didn’t want it to end.

The thought of returning to their old, conventional marriage now felt strangely empty. After everything that had happened, going back to normal felt impossible. He had been broken down so thoroughly that the idea of reclaiming any kind of equal footing with Diane felt foreign. And beneath the shame, there was something else. Something darker. A part of him had grown used to this. Used to being owned. Used to the structure, the control, the way they decided everything for him. The thought of losing that terrified him almost as much as continuing.

He swallowed hard, his voice low and unsteady when he finally spoke.

‘I… I know it should stop,’ he said. ‘It’s gone too far. I feel ashamed every single day. The way I’m dressed, the things I’m made to do, the way Daddy… the way he uses me. It’s humiliating. I should want to run away from all of this.’

Diane listened without interrupting, her thumbs continuing to stroke the backs of his hands. When he finished, she nodded slowly, her expression soft but serious.

‘I know, sweetheart,’ she said quietly. ‘I see it. I see how much this costs you. The way you sometimes look at me like you’re drowning. The way you cry when you think no one’s watching. I hate that I’ve done this to you. I really do.’

She paused, her voice growing even gentler.

‘But I also see how much you’ve changed. And I need to know… is the part of you that wants this to continue stronger than the part that wants to stop? Because I won’t lie to you — if we keep going, it won’t get easier. It will probably get harder. I need you to be honest with both of us about what you actually want.’

Diane’s voice remained soft, but there was a deliberate edge beneath the tenderness now. She leaned in closer, her grip on his hands tightening just enough to keep him anchored to her.

‘I know you think you should want it to stop,’ she said gently. ‘But tell me the truth, Grant. Isn’t there a part of you — a part you’re ashamed of — that doesn’t want this to end? A part that needs it? That craves being pushed even further than you already have been?’

Grant’s breath hitched. He tried to look away, but Diane’s gaze held him. His mind was a storm of contradictions. He knew he should say yes — that he wanted it to stop. He should be disgusted by everything that had happened, by everything he had allowed, by everything he had been made to do. And yet, beneath the shame and fear, something darker and more insistent stirred.

‘I… I should want it to stop,’ he whispered, his voice unsteady. ‘This is wrong. It’s gone too far. I’m not supposed to want any of this.’

Diane’s thumb brushed slowly across the back of his hand. Her voice dropped even lower, becoming almost intimate.

‘But you do want it,’ she murmured. ‘Don’t you? Deep down. You want me to take this further. You want to be pushed harder. You want to be broken down even more completely than you already have been. Tell me, love. Tell me what you really need.’

Grant’s hands trembled in hers. Tears stung at the corners of his eyes. He hated how easily her words reached the part of him he tried so hard to deny. The part that had begun to crave the structure, the control, the humiliation. The part that felt strangely safe when he was stripped of all choice.

‘I don’t know,’ he said, his voice cracking. ‘Part of me is terrified. Part of me wants to run. But another part…’ He swallowed hard, shame flooding through him. ‘Another part wants you to keep going. Wants you to push me. I hate that I feel it, but it’s there.’

Diane’s expression softened into something almost tender. She reached up and gently stroked his cheek, wiping away a tear that had escaped.

‘It’s alright to want it,’ she whispered. ‘It’s alright to need it. You’ve already come so far. There’s no shame in admitting that you want to go further. That you want to be even more completely mine. Tell me, Grant. Tell me you want me to break you down and remake you however I see fit.’

Grant’s breathing was shallow. He felt like he was standing on the edge of something irreversible. His voice came out small, barely above a whisper, thick with shame and reluctant honesty.

‘I… I do want it,’ he admitted, the words tasting bitter and terrifying as they left his mouth. ‘Part of me wants you to push me further. I don’t understand why, but I do.’

Diane’s eyes gleamed with unmistakable satisfaction, though she kept her voice soft and tender, almost soothing. She looked at him like someone who had just been given exactly what they wanted.

‘That’s my good sissy,’ she whispered.

Before he could respond, she pulled him into a deep, possessive kiss. It wasn’t gentle. Her mouth claimed his with slow, deliberate hunger, her tongue sliding past his lips as one hand moved to the back of his neck, holding him firmly in place. Grant’s body tensed for a moment before melting into it, a broken sound escaping him as she kissed him like she was sealing something permanent.

When she finally drew back, her forehead rested lightly against his. Her thumb brushed across his cheek, wiping away a stray tear.

‘I knew you would see it eventually,’ she murmured, her voice still gentle but laced with something darker. ‘I knew you needed this. Deep down, you’ve always needed to be taken further. To be stripped down until there’s nothing left of the old you.’

She kissed him again, slower this time, almost reverently, before continuing.

‘We’re going to make you so perfect, my love. So completely ours. No more halfway. No more holding back. From now on, we’re going to push you until every last piece of resistance is gone. Until being our sissy is the only thing that feels natural to you.’

Diane’s fingers traced lightly along his jaw as she looked into his eyes, her expression soft but unwavering.

‘You don’t have to be afraid of wanting it anymore. I’m going to take such good care of you while we break you down. And when we’re finished… you won’t even remember how to want anything else.’

She kissed him once more, slower and deeper, as if sealing the promise she had just made.

Diane kissed him again, slow and deep, her hand sliding possessively to the back of his neck. When she pulled away, her eyes had changed — still soft, but darker now.

‘Good boy,’ she whispered. ‘This is what’s right for you. I promise.’

Her fingers wrapped around his throat, squeezing firmly. Not enough to cut off his air completely, but enough to make him feel it. Her gaze locked onto his.

‘Who owns you?’ she asked, her voice low and steady.

Grant’s breath hitched. ‘You do, Mistress.’

Diane smiled, slow and satisfied. ‘Now beg me to destroy what’s left of you.’

He hesitated for only a second, shame and something far more dangerous warring inside him. Then the words came out, quiet but clear.

‘Please destroy what’s left of me.’

A single tear slipped down his cheek. Diane leaned in and slowly licked it away, then spat directly onto his face. The warm spit ran down his cheek as she grinned.

‘This is it,’ she said softly. ‘No more questions. No more pretending. No way out anymore. Deal?’

Grant’s voice trembled. ‘Deal.’

‘Good.’

Her hand cracked across his face in a sharp backhand, hard enough to send him sprawling sideways onto the bed. Before he could recover, she climbed over him, shoved her dress up, and lowered herself onto his face, grinding her wet pussy against his mouth.

‘Now lick.’

Grant obeyed immediately, his tongue working desperately between her folds as she rode his face. Tears continued to leak from his eyes even as he licked her with frantic devotion. His mind was spinning. What the fuck was wrong with him? How had he ended up here — dressed like this, locked in chastity, being slapped and spat on and used by his own wife while begging to be destroyed?

But the longer he licked, the clearer it became.

He wasn’t just being broken by them.

He was just as fucked up as they were.

His mother had been right all along. This wasn’t anyone else’s business. It was theirs. And even through the shame, the fear, and the overwhelming humiliation, there was a part of him that felt more alive, more seen, and more at peace than he ever had in their old life.

When Diane finally came, grinding down hard against his mouth with a low moan, she stayed there for a moment, catching her breath. Then she slowly lifted herself off him and looked down at his wet, tear-streaked face.

Grant lay there panting, staring up at her. His voice was quiet, but steady when he finally spoke.

‘I don’t want to go back,’ he said. ‘I never want to return to our old arrangement.’

Diane smiled, brushing his hair back from his damp forehead.

‘I know, baby,’ she whispered. ‘I know.’

The confession hung between them, heavy and fragile.

Diane stayed quiet, her eyes fixed on him with quiet intensity, giving him room to speak. Grant looked down at their joined hands for a long moment before he found the courage to continue. When he finally spoke, his voice was low and unsteady.

‘At first, I thought I would want to stop,’ he admitted. ‘There were so many times when it felt like too much. The daily breedings… being dressed like this every day… watching you with them while I served. The punishments. The way Daddy would just… take me whenever he wanted. I thought it would eventually break me completely. And in some ways, it has.’

He swallowed hard, his throat tight.

‘But something changed. I don’t know exactly when. Maybe it was gradual. Maybe it happened the first time I realised I was waiting for him instead of dreading it. Or maybe it was after I started saying those things… begging for his cum like I actually wanted it. I don’t know. All I know is that the thought of going back to how we used to be… it doesn’t feel like relief anymore. It feels empty.’

Grant finally looked up at her. His eyes were glassy, but there was a raw honesty in them now.

‘I love you,’ he said quietly. ‘That’s never changed. But I’ve also come to… need this. The way you’ve taken control. The way you and Mummy and Daddy have shaped everything. Even the worst parts. The humiliation. The way I’m expected to serve and obey and take whatever you give me. It’s become part of who I am now. I don’t know how to be anything else anymore.’

He let out a shaky breath.

‘I used to think this was something being done to me. But somewhere along the way, I started needing it. I started wanting you to push me further. And now… the idea of stopping feels more terrifying than continuing.’

Diane’s thumbs gently stroked the backs of his hands as she listened. Grant’s voice dropped even lower, almost ashamed.

‘I don’t want to go back to our old life,’ he said finally. ‘I don’t think I could. Not after everything. I’ve changed too much. And part of me… part of me is glad I have.’

Grant confessed that the jealousy he had once expected never truly arrived. Instead, something far more unsettling had taken its place. Watching Diane’s pregnancy progress — knowing the child was Richard’s — had stirred a strange, quiet sense of acceptance in him. It didn’t feel like loss. It felt like something had been completed. The life growing inside her was proof of how thoroughly their old marriage had been dismantled and rebuilt into something else entirely.

Diane listened closely, her thumbs still moving slowly over the backs of his hands. Grant’s voice grew quieter as he continued.

‘The resistance I used to feel… it’s mostly gone now,’ he admitted. ‘I used to fight it every day. The clothes, the dummy, the way I’m expected to serve and obey. Even the breedings. But somewhere along the way, it stopped feeling like something being done to me. It just became… what I am.’

He looked down, his expression conflicted.

‘I never thought I would say this, but the pink room feels normal to me now. These clothes feel normal. Being locked, being used, being told what to do — it doesn’t shock me anymore. It feels like home. And that scares me more than anything else.’

He took a shaky breath before continuing.

‘I’m not happier in any simple way. It’s not like I wake up every day feeling good about this. Most days it still hurts. I still feel ashamed. But there’s something else underneath it now. A kind of… stillness. Like I’ve stopped trying to be someone I’m not. I don’t know who I am anymore without all of this. And the idea of going back to our old life doesn’t feel like freedom. It feels empty.’

Grant finally looked up at her, his eyes tired but steady.

‘I don’t want to go back,’ he said. ‘I don’t think I could, even if we tried. Whatever I was before… I don’t think he exists anymore.’

Grant took another steadying breath, but this time his voice carried a different weight — lower, huskier, laced with something he could no longer fully hide.

‘I love this life,’ he confessed. ‘I love what we’ve become. But more than anything… I love Daddy’s cock.’

The words hung in the air, raw and unfiltered. Diane didn’t interrupt. She simply watched him, her thumbs still gently stroking the backs of his hands as he continued.

‘I think about it all the time,’ Grant admitted, his voice growing thicker. ‘The way it feels when he first pushes inside me… how thick he is, how it stretches me open. No matter how many times he’s already fucked me, it still feels like too much at first. And then he starts moving, and I can feel every inch of him. Every vein. The way he fills me completely when he’s all the way in.’

He swallowed, his face flushed with a mixture of shame and unmistakable arousal.

‘I love how he uses me. In the mornings when I’m still half-asleep. Bent over the kitchen counter while you and Mummy are talking like it’s nothing. Against the fence in the garden, where anyone could see. Each time is different, but it always leaves me feeling… owned. Like I’m nothing but a hole for him to use. And when he groans and pushes in deep to cum inside me…’ Grant’s voice faltered for a moment before he forced himself to continue. ‘It does something to me. I can feel him throbbing, feel the heat of it flooding me. Even with the cage on, I get so hard it hurts.’

He looked down, his voice quieter but no less intense.

‘The chastity makes it worse. Or better. I don’t know anymore. Being denied while he fucks me… it turns the whole thing into something I can’t stop thinking about. I start craving it. Even when he’s rough. Even when it hurts. Especially when it hurts. I need it. I need him to breed me. I need to feel him cum inside me and know that I’m carrying it for the rest of the day.’

Grant finally looked up at Diane, his eyes glassy with a disturbing mix of shame and need.

‘I don’t want to go back to a life without it. The thought of being ‘normal’ again… of not having Daddy’s cock stretching me open every day… it feels empty. I need this. I need to be his sissy. I need him to use me like that. I don’t think I can live without it anymore.’

His voice dropped to barely above a whisper.

‘I need Daddy to breed me. Every single day.’

The admission continued, and with each word, Grant seemed to sink deeper into the truth of what he had become.

He spoke about the strange, quiet comfort he now found in his daily service. How satisfying it felt to move through the house in his frilly dresses, keeping everything clean and in order while the others lived freely. He described the complex, almost addictive pleasure he experienced when he was made to watch Diane with Richard or Margaret — the way it hollowed him out and filled him at the same time. Even the corrections and punishments had taken on a new meaning for him. Being bent over and disciplined no longer felt purely like suffering. It had become something he needed, a reminder of his place that brought its own twisted sense of peace.

Diane listened without interrupting, her eyes never leaving his face. She could see how far he had fallen into this. How completely the old version of him had been stripped away.

Grant’s voice grew quieter, but no less honest.

‘I love you,’ he said. ‘That’s never changed. But I’ve also come to love what we have now. Seeing you so fulfilled… so desired by both of them… it doesn’t hurt me the way I thought it would. It makes me happy in a way I don’t fully understand. And the baby…’ He swallowed. ‘Knowing that you’re carrying Daddy’s child… it feels right. Like everything we’ve done has led to this. Like I was always meant to be on the outside of that, serving while the three of you built something real.’

He looked down at their joined hands.

‘I’m happier now,’ he admitted, though the word felt inadequate. ‘Not in any simple or easy way. It’s complicated. It hurts. There are days when the shame is almost unbearable. But it feels more real than anything we had before. I don’t want to lose this. I don’t want to go back to being… normal. I need this life. I need to be your sissy. I need to be Daddy’s to use. I need all of it.’

Diane’s breath caught. She leaned forward and kissed him, hard. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was deep, hungry, and full of everything she had been holding back. Her hands came up to cradle his face as she poured months of fear, relief, love, and dark satisfaction into the kiss. When she finally pulled away, her forehead stayed pressed against his.

‘Thank you,’ she whispered, her voice thick with emotion. ‘For telling me the truth. For trusting me with this.’

She kissed him again, softer this time, before pulling back just enough to look into his eyes. There were tears in hers.

‘I was so scared,’ she admitted quietly. ‘I was afraid I had broken you beyond repair. That I had taken something from you that we could never get back. But hearing you say that you want this… that you need it…’ She let out a shaky breath. ‘It means everything to me. I love you so much. And I promise, I’m going to take care of you. Even as we go further. Especially as we go further.’

She brushed her thumb across his cheek, her expression soft but resolute.

‘You’re mine,’ she whispered. ‘And I’m never letting you go.’

Diane’s hands stayed on his face, her thumbs moving in slow, gentle strokes across his cheeks. She looked at him with something close to reverence, though her words carried a deeper, more possessive weight.

‘I love our life here,’ she said softly. ‘I love being with Mummy and Daddy. I love carrying this baby. But none of it would mean anything if you weren’t with us in this. Your happiness matters more to me than anything else. Knowing that you want this too… that you love being Daddy’s sissy, that you want to serve us and be used by him… it makes me happier than I can explain.’

She leaned in and kissed him again, slower this time, her lips lingering against his as if she were trying to pour every emotion she felt into the kiss. When she pulled back, her forehead rested against his.

‘We’ve changed so much,’ she continued, her voice quiet but steady. ‘Both of us. I never imagined I could feel this complete. Being loved by both of them while still having you as mine… as my devoted, broken little sissy husband. It feels right in a way our old life never did. You on your knees, dressed like this, taking whatever we give you while I carry Daddy’s child… it’s everything I didn’t know I needed.’

Diane’s hands slid down to rest on his shoulders, her touch gentle but grounding.

‘I will always love you,’ she promised. ‘No matter how deep your submission goes. No matter how often Daddy breeds you or how completely you give yourself to this life. You are still my husband. Still the man I chose. This hasn’t taken that away from us. If anything, it’s made it stronger. Because now I know you’re mine in every possible way.’

She pulled him into her arms, holding him tightly against her. For a long while, neither of them spoke. Grant rested his head against her chest, listening to the steady rhythm of her heartbeat while her fingers slowly stroked through his hair. The pink room felt smaller, quieter, as if the world outside had narrowed down to just this moment between them.

Diane eventually pulled back just enough to look at him again. Her eyes were soft, but there was something resolute in them.

‘We’re going to keep going,’ she said quietly. ‘Deeper. Further. I’m not going to hold back anymore, not when I know you need it too. And I’m going to take care of you while we do it. You’re mine, Grant. Completely. And I’m never letting you go.’

She kissed him once more, slower and deeper than before, as if sealing something between them that could never be undone.


Chapter 22

As Diane’s pregnancy advanced, the atmosphere in the house shifted into something heavier and more charged. Her belly had begun to round noticeably, and her breasts had grown fuller and more sensitive. Richard and Margaret seemed almost reverent in the way they touched her now, their hands lingering over the new curves of her body with a mix of tenderness and open desire. What had once been passionate encounters had taken on a slower, more worshipful quality. They kissed and caressed her with deliberate care, as if her changing form had elevated her status even further within their dynamic.

Grant’s days had settled into a strict, unrelenting rhythm of service. He rose early each morning in the pink room, dressing himself in whatever delicate outfit had been laid out for him the night before. After securing the dummy in his mouth and ensuring the chastity cage was properly locked, he would begin his tasks without being told. He prepared and served breakfast, cleaned the house from top to bottom, and took special care with Diane’s growing collection of maternity clothes. He often found himself on his knees in the laundry room, carefully hand-washing delicate items while the rest of the household slept.

Beyond the chores, he remained constantly available for Richard. The breedings had become so frequent and casual that Grant no longer tried to anticipate them. Richard would take him wherever and whenever the mood struck — sometimes bent over the kitchen counter while Diane and Margaret chatted nearby, other times pulled into the hallway or even outside behind the shed. Grant had learned to pause whatever he was doing, present himself, and accept it without resistance. The demands were relentless, but they had also sharpened his submission. He moved through the house with quiet efficiency, always ready, always obedient.

The family often praised his service. Margaret would stroke his hair and call him a good girl when he brought her tea without being asked. Diane frequently told him how helpful he was, especially now that her pregnancy made certain tasks more difficult. Richard rarely offered verbal praise, but his satisfaction was clear in the way he used Grant so freely and often.

Meanwhile, Richard’s relationship with Diane had grown noticeably deeper and more tender. He had become quietly protective of her, his large hand often resting on her rounded belly with unmistakable pride. Their intimacy had changed. Where it had once been raw and dominant, it now carried a slower, more reverent quality. Richard would spend long stretches of time simply kissing and touching her changing body, murmuring against her skin as he explored the new softness of her breasts and the gentle curve of her stomach. Diane responded to him with open affection, clearly enjoying the way pregnancy had heightened both her sensitivity and his desire.

As their bond strengthened, Richard and Diane began allowing their relationship to extend beyond the walls of the house. What had once been kept strictly private now occasionally surfaced in public. Richard would take Diane out for dinner or short drives, his hand resting possessively on her lower back or stomach in full view of others. Sometimes they would return home with flushed cheeks and knowing looks, making no effort to hide what had happened between them while they were away. The shift was subtle but unmistakable — their connection was no longer something hidden behind closed doors. It was becoming part of their outward life, while Grant remained behind, dressed and locked, quietly maintaining the home they all shared.

One Saturday afternoon, Richard and Diane returned from a walk in the park. Diane’s rounded belly was clearly visible beneath her dress as they approached the house, and Richard made no effort to hide their closeness. On the front step, in full view of the quiet street, he pulled her into a deep, slow kiss, one hand resting possessively on her stomach. When they finally broke apart, he chuckled.

‘Let them look,’ he said, loud enough for anyone nearby to hear. ‘I’m proud to have you on my arm.’

Diane smiled up at him, her eyes soft. ‘Good. Because I’m proud to be yours.’

They stepped inside to find Grant waiting in the hallway, dressed in his pale pink sissy dress with white frills along the hem. The dummy had been removed for the afternoon, but the chastity cage remained locked beneath the delicate fabric. Diane glanced at him with a knowing smirk.

‘Did you see that, cuck?’ she asked, her voice light but laced with cruelty. ‘Your father kissing your wife in public. Did that make your little caged cock twitch?’

Richard laughed and reached out, patting Grant on the head like he was a well-behaved pet.

‘He’s learning his place,’ he said. ‘Aren’t you, son?’

Grant’s face burned. He lowered his eyes and gave a small, obedient nod.

A few days later, Richard took Diane to a local pub to meet some of his old friends. When they returned home that evening, Diane was practically glowing with cruel amusement. She kicked off her shoes in the hallway while Richard poured them both a drink, then turned to Grant, who was kneeling near the sofa in his usual spot.

‘You should have seen their faces,’ she said, laughing as she recounted the night. ‘Richard introduced me as his partner. One of his mates asked about the baby and Richard just put his hand on my belly and said, ‘Yes, I’m going to be a father again.’ They were all congratulating him, buying him drinks, telling him he looked happier than he has in years. Not one of them had any idea I was married to his son.’

Richard smirked as he handed Diane her glass. ‘They were supportive. Said it was about time I found someone who made me happy again. Told me I was a lucky man.’

Diane turned to Grant, her eyes sparkling with dark delight. She stepped closer and tilted his chin up with two fingers, forcing him to look at her.

‘Hear that, cuck? Your father is the lucky one. Not you. You’re just the pathetic little sissy who waits at home in his pretty dress while Daddy fucks your wife and puts a baby in her.’

Richard chuckled from the armchair, watching the exchange with clear enjoyment.

‘He’s getting better at it,’ he said. ‘Every day he’s learning his place a little more.’

Diane smiled and ran her thumb slowly across Grant’s lower lip.

‘Isn’t that right, loser?’ she asked softly. ‘You like knowing that people are starting to see who I really belong to now. You like knowing that everyone thinks the baby is his, and that you’re just… what? The helpful little housemaid?’

Grant’s face was burning. He kept his eyes lowered, his voice quiet and obedient.

‘Yes, Miss Diane.’

Diane leaned down until her lips were close to his ear.

‘Say it properly,’ she whispered. ‘Tell us what you are.’

Grant swallowed, his voice barely above a whisper.

‘I’m… I’m the pathetic sissy who waits at home while Daddy fucks you.’

Richard let out a low laugh from across the room.

‘That’s right,’ he said. ‘And don’t you forget it.’

The public displays only deepened the power dynamic within the house. Grant would often overhear Diane recounting how Richard had kissed her in the street or rested his hand on her pregnant belly in front of strangers, his pride and ownership unmistakable. Each story landed like another quiet confirmation that their relationship was no longer a secret. The humiliation of knowing their arrangement was slowly becoming visible to the outside world settled into something Grant no longer fought. It simply was. This was their family now, and he had come to accept his place within it.

One Saturday afternoon, Diane invited two of her oldest friends over for coffee. Maria and Tara had known her since university, and Diane had recently confided in them about the true nature of her marriage and the new family dynamic. Both women had reacted with a mixture of shock and intrigue, though neither seemed particularly surprised to hear that things with Grant had changed. In private, they had always felt he was too passive for Diane, too hesitant, too small in a way that had never quite suited her.

When they arrived, Grant was already waiting in the living room, dressed in a pale pink sissy dress with delicate lace trim along the hem and sleeves. A frilly white apron was tied neatly around his waist, and his hair had been brushed and clipped back with a small bow. The dummy had been removed, though the faint indent it usually left around his mouth was still visible. He moved quietly and gracefully as he served them, carrying a silver tray with fresh coffee, biscuits, and small sandwiches. His movements were careful and precise, the way he had been trained.

Maria and Tara watched him with open curiosity as he poured their drinks and placed the plates on the low table. Neither of them spoke to him directly at first. They simply observed, exchanging small glances with one another as Grant curtsied lightly after setting everything down and then stepped back to stand near the wall, hands clasped in front of him.

Diane settled comfortably on the sofa between her friends, one hand resting on her rounded belly.

‘He’s gotten much better at this,’ she said casually, as if discussing a well-trained pet. ‘Haven’t you, Grant?’

Grant kept his eyes lowered. ‘Yes, Miss Diane.’

Tara raised an eyebrow, clearly amused. ‘He really does everything now?’

‘Pretty much,’ Diane replied, reaching for her coffee. ‘He cooks, cleans, does the laundry… and he’s available whenever Richard wants him. Which is often.’

Maria let out a soft laugh, shaking her head. ‘God. I still can’t believe it. I always knew something was off with him, but this…’ She glanced at Grant again, her eyes lingering on the frilly apron and the way he stood so still and obedient. ‘He actually likes it?’

Diane smiled and looked over at her husband.

‘Tell them,’ she said calmly. ‘Tell my friends how you feel about your new life.’

Grant’s face burned, but he answered without hesitation, just as he had been taught.

‘I love serving,’ he said quietly. ‘I love being useful to all of you. And I… I need it now.’

Tara leaned back against the cushions, studying him with open fascination.

‘Wow,’ she murmured. ‘He really is gone, isn’t he?’

Diane reached over and gently patted Grant’s cheek, her touch almost affectionate.

‘He’s exactly where he belongs,’ she said. ‘And he knows it.’

Maria watched Grant with open amusement as he curtsied and set her cup down on the table.

‘God, Diane,’ she said, shaking her head. ‘I always knew he was wrong for you. Look at him now. So perfectly pathetic.’

Tara laughed, crossing her legs as Grant knelt to adjust the footstool beneath her feet.

‘I remember saying it years ago,’ she added. ‘He was always too soft. Too eager to please. I never understood what you saw in him. But this?’ She gestured at Grant’s frilly dress and apron. ‘This suits him perfectly.’

Diane smiled, sipping her coffee while Grant remained kneeling beside her chair.

‘You were both right,’ she said casually. ‘I realised quite early on that my husband was a useless little pussy. All that time I thought he was just a nice, reliable man. Turns out he was secretly desperate to be put in his place.’

She reached down and stroked Grant’s hair in a deceptively gentle motion.

‘This is all he’s good for now. Serving. Cleaning. Watching. He’s much happier this way. Aren’t you, cuck?’

Grant kept his eyes lowered, his voice quiet and obedient.

‘Yes, Miss Diane.’

Maria leaned forward, her eyes sparkling with cruel curiosity.

‘Does he still get to fuck you at all, or is that privilege reserved for Daddy now?’

Diane laughed softly.

‘Oh, hardly ever. Why would I want that pathetic little thing when I have Daddy’s cock? Grant is much better as a cleaner. He licks me out after Richard finishes. That’s about all he’s useful for these days.’

Tara burst out laughing.

‘I love it. The perfect downgrade. From husband to household pet.’

The three women continued chatting and laughing, treating Grant’s presence as nothing more than background entertainment. He moved quietly between them, refilling cups and clearing plates, curtsying after every task while they spoke about him like he wasn’t even there.

Maria’s smile turned sharper.

‘Do you beat him?’ she asked. ‘We’ve heard submissives like that sort of thing. Is that true?’

Diane glanced down at Grant, her expression calm.

‘Oh, we do. When he needs it.’

Margaret, who had been quietly observing from the armchair, suddenly stood up. Her eyes lit up with something colder than simple amusement.

‘Would you like a demonstration?’

Before anyone could answer, she stepped forward and kicked Grant hard in the ribs. He gasped, the air knocked out of him as he crumpled sideways onto the floor. Margaret didn’t hesitate. She grabbed a thick power cable from behind the sofa, doubling it over in her hand.

‘This is what you deserve, you pathetic little worm,’ she said coldly.

The first strike landed across his back with a sharp crack. Grant cried out, the pain cutting straight through the thin fabric of his dress.

‘Please, Mummy—!’

The women laughed.

Tara grabbed another cable and joined in without hesitation, whipping it across the backs of his thighs.

‘Take it, loser!’

Maria stood up too, her eyes bright with excitement as she snatched a third cable.

‘This is what you get for being such a useless husband!’

Diane rose last, her expression unreadable as she picked up her own cable. She looked down at Grant as he curled on the floor, then brought it down hard across his arse.

‘You heard them,’ she said evenly. ‘You deserve this.’

Grant sobbed into the carpet, his body jerking with every strike. The thin cables left bright red welts across his back, thighs, and arse. He tried to crawl away, but Margaret stepped on his back, pinning him down.

‘Please!’ he cried, his voice cracking. ‘I’m sorry! I’ll be better! Please stop—!’

The three women continued without mercy, their laughter mixing with the sharp cracks of the cables against his skin. Diane’s strikes were measured but firm. Margaret’s were heavier, almost angry. Tara seemed to be enjoying herself the most, giggling every time Grant let out a particularly broken sob.

Margaret finally paused, breathing a little harder as she looked down at him.

‘Had enough yet, sissy?’ she asked.

Grant lay trembling on the floor, his face streaked with tears, his body covered in stinging red lines. His voice came out small and broken.

‘Please… Mummy… I’ll be good… I promise…’

Diane crouched down beside him and gently brushed the hair from his damp forehead. Her voice was soft again, almost kind.

‘Good girl,’ she murmured. ‘That’s what we like to hear.’

The women only laughed harder.

Margaret was especially vicious, her strikes landing with deliberate cruelty. She aimed the doubled-up cable at the backs of Grant’s thighs and the tender skin just beneath his frilly dress, sneering every time he cried out.

‘Look at him squirming,’ Tara said, almost giggling. ‘Fucking pathetic.’

‘This is what he was made for,’ Diane added, bringing her own cable down hard across his arse. ‘A pathetic little punching bag for real women.’

The beating went on for several long, brutal minutes. They took turns at first, then began striking him together, the cables cracking loudly against his skin. Bright red welts bloomed across his back, thighs, and the pale flesh of his arse. Grant sobbed openly into the carpet, his body jerking with every blow, tears and spit soaking into the dummy that had been shoved back into his mouth. His muffled begging only seemed to spur them on.

Finally, Margaret tossed her cable aside and stood over him, breathing hard.

‘That’s enough for now,’ she said coldly. ‘But remember this the next time you think about hesitating, sissy.’

Grant lay trembling on the floor, his dress rucked up, his skin covered in angry red lines. He was still trying to catch his breath when the front door opened.

Richard stepped inside, still in his work clothes. He took one look at the scene — Grant sobbing on the floor, the women standing over him with cables in hand — and didn’t even acknowledge Maria or Tara.

‘Time for breeding,’ he said simply.

Without another word, he unbuckled his belt and shoved his trousers down. His cock was already hard. He grabbed Grant by the hair and dragged him roughly to the centre of the room, forcing him onto all fours. Grant whimpered around the dummy, his voice small and broken.

‘Please, Daddy…’

Richard didn’t hesitate. He spat on his cock, lined himself up, and slammed into Grant’s arse in one brutal thrust. Grant screamed, the sound muffled and wet around the dummy as his father began fucking him hard and fast, hips slapping loudly against his already-welted skin.

Maria and Tara stared in stunned silence.

Tara was the first to move. She stood up quickly, grabbing her bag.

‘I… I think we should go,’ she said, her voice unsteady. ‘This is… this is too much.’

Maria nodded, looking pale. ‘Yeah. We’re leaving.’

Diane didn’t even glance at them. She was watching Richard pound into Grant with a small, satisfied smile.

‘Pussies,’ she said lightly. ‘Both of you. I love watching him get ass-raped. It’s exactly what he deserves.’

Richard didn’t slow down. He gripped Grant’s hips hard enough to bruise, fucking him with savage, punishing strokes.

‘Get out if you can’t handle it,’ he said without looking at the two women.

Maria and Tara gathered their things in a rush and left without another word, the front door clicking shut behind them. Diane locked it after them, then turned back to the scene on the living room floor with clear enjoyment.

Richard didn’t stop. If anything, he fucked Grant harder now that they were alone, driving into him with deep, merciless thrusts while Grant sobbed and trembled beneath him.

Diane walked over slowly and crouched down in front of her husband’s tear-streaked face. She gently pulled the dummy from his mouth.

‘Tell Daddy how much you love it,’ she said softly.

Grant’s voice cracked as he answered, barely able to get the words out between Richard’s brutal thrusts.

‘I… I love it, Daddy… please… please breed me…’

Diane smiled and stroked his hair.

‘Good girl.’


Chapter 23

The family prepared for the baby’s arrival with a strange, unsettling domesticity that only highlighted how far their lives had drifted from anything normal.

Diane’s pregnancy had progressed significantly. Her belly was now prominently rounded, and her movements had taken on a careful, almost regal quality. There was a serene glow about her that seemed to fill the house, but it only made the contrast with Grant’s existence sharper. While she was celebrated and cared for, he remained locked in his role — dressed in delicate sissy outfits, dummy often strapped in his mouth, and constantly available for Richard’s use.

The nursery became a focal point of activity. Under Margaret’s supervision, Grant spent several afternoons painting the walls a soft cream colour. He worked carefully in his pale pink dress and apron, moving the stepladder and rolling paint with quiet obedience while Margaret sat nearby, offering gentle but firm instructions. She would occasionally reach over to adjust his bonnet or stroke his hair, speaking to him in that soft, maternal tone she reserved for when she wanted to deepen his submission.

“That’s it, my sweet girl,” she would murmur. “Nice and even. We want everything perfect for the baby.”

Richard handled the heavier work. He reinforced the shelving, installed safety gates, and fitted childproof locks on the windows and cupboards. His presence in the nursery carried a different weight — more possessive than tender. He would often pause in his work to pull Diane close, resting his hand on her belly while glancing over at Grant with a satisfied look, as if silently reminding him of exactly how this child had come to be.

Margaret threw herself into the preparations with genuine excitement. She knitted tiny cardigans, hats, and blankets, often while sitting with Grant in the evenings. She would share stories from when Diane was a baby, drawing him into the conversation as if he were simply another woman in the family preparing for a new arrival. At times her warmth felt almost genuine, but it was always undercut by the reality of their dynamic. She would praise his careful stitching on a blanket one moment, then casually mention how Richard had bred him that morning, as if both were equally natural parts of their life.

Through it all, Grant moved with quiet acceptance. He assembled the cot piece by piece, his hands steady even as his mind churned. The nursery slowly took shape around him — soft, innocent, and filled with the promise of new life — while he remained exactly where they wanted him: dressed, denied, and completely owned. The preparations felt almost peaceful on the surface, but beneath it was the constant, unspoken truth that this baby would be born into a household where he existed only as their devoted sissy servant.

Grant had grown increasingly comfortable in his role as the household sissy maid — or at least, that was how it appeared on the surface.

He would move through the house with a light, almost cheerful energy, humming softly to himself in a high, girlish voice as he worked. Sometimes he would even sing little made-up songs while he dusted or folded laundry, swaying his hips so that the frills of his dress swished around his thighs.

“Twinkle twinkle little star… how I love to be a sissy maid…”

He would often pause in front of a mirror to adjust his bonnet or smooth down his apron, tilting his head with a small, pleased smile at his own reflection. When Richard passed by and gave his bottom a firm slap or squeeze, Grant would let out a soft, breathy giggle, blushing as he glanced back over his shoulder. The sound was disturbingly genuine, like a schoolgirl delighted by a boy’s attention.

He had started skipping lightly between rooms instead of walking, his movements growing more fluid and deliberately feminine with each passing week. The heavy, clunky way he used to carry himself had been trained out of him through constant correction and repetition. Now he moved with a soft, graceful sway, his wrists limp and his steps small and delicate.

To an outside observer, it might have looked like he had found some kind of peace in his role. He took visible pride in keeping the house spotless, arranging fresh flowers in vases, and making sure everything was perfect for “Mummy, Daddy, and Miss Diane.” When he was praised for his service, he would curtsy and smile shyly, clearly basking in the approval.

But beneath the playful exterior, something far more unsettling had taken root.

Grant no longer had to force the feminine mannerisms. They had become second nature. The dummy, the chastity cage, the constant state of denial and availability — all of it had rewired him so thoroughly that the shame no longer burned as brightly as it once had. In its place was a quiet, hollow sort of acceptance. He had been broken down and rebuilt into exactly what they wanted, and some part of him had begun to find comfort in no longer having to resist.

Even the breedings, once a source of deep humiliation, had become something he simply expected and prepared for. When Richard would grab him by the waist and bend him over without a word, Grant would often let out a soft, submissive sound — not quite a moan, but something close to it — and present himself without being told twice.

He had become the perfect sissy maid.

One afternoon, after Grant had finished his chores and helped sort through another delivery of baby supplies, Diane called him into the living room. She was seated on the sofa between Richard and Margaret, her rounded belly resting comfortably against a cushion. The three of them looked relaxed, almost domestic, but there was a clear sense of purpose in the air.

Grant entered quietly in his pale pink sissy dress, the frills of his apron swaying as he moved. He curtsied automatically before kneeling on the floor in front of them and removing his dummy so he could speak clearly.

Diane looked down at him with a soft but firm expression.

“Come here, love,” she said, patting the floor directly in front of her. “We need to talk about what happens after the baby comes.”

Grant shifted closer on his knees and looked up at the three of them, waiting.

Diane rested both hands on her belly as she spoke.

“After I give birth, I’ll need time to heal. That means I won’t be able to take care of Daddy the way he needs for a while. So you’re going to step in and become his regular fuckhole until I’m ready again. He’ll use you every day — just like he does now — to keep him satisfied while I recover.”

She said it so calmly, as if she were discussing something as ordinary as who would do the grocery shopping.

Grant swallowed. His voice came out small.

“How many babies do you plan to have… Mummy?”

Diane smiled, almost playfully, and glanced at Richard before answering.

“Mummy and Daddy want a lot.”

Richard chuckled and reached down to stroke Grant’s hair in a casual, almost affectionate gesture.

“That’s right, sissy. You’ll be Daddy’s devoted little fuckhole between each one. And when the babies come, you’ll help raise them too. You’ll be their sissy nanny as well as our household maid.”

Margaret leaned forward slightly, her expression warm but unmistakably possessive.

“You’ll be such a good helper for all the little ones, my sweet girl. Changing nappies, feeding them, keeping them clean… You’ll be perfect for it.”

Grant stayed kneeling, his hands resting obediently on his thighs. For a moment, he was quiet. Then he looked up at them, his voice soft and strangely steady.

“Yes, Mummy. I’ll do whatever you need.”

Diane reached down and gently tilted his chin up with two fingers, studying his face.

“You understand what this means, don’t you?” she asked quietly. “This isn’t just until the baby comes. This is your life now. Between every pregnancy, between every time I need to recover… you’ll be the one Daddy uses. You’ll carry that for all of us.”

Grant’s cheeks flushed, but he didn’t look away.

“I understand,” he whispered.

Richard gave a satisfied nod, his hand still resting on top of Grant’s head.

“Good girl,” he said. “That’s exactly what we wanted to hear.”

The family continued their preparations as Diane’s pregnancy advanced, but the domestic routines were now deeply intertwined with Grant’s ongoing degradation.

Under Margaret’s patient but firm guidance, Grant was given expanded responsibilities in caring for the coming baby. She taught him how to properly fold and organise tiny clothes, how to sterilise bottles and prepare formula with clinical precision, and how to change nappies on the changing table in the half-finished nursery. Margaret would often stand over him while he practised, correcting his technique with a soft but authoritative tone, occasionally stroking his hair and calling him her “good little helper.”

Richard made frequent use of these moments. He would enter the nursery while Grant was mid-task and simply bend him over the changing table or press him against the partially assembled cot, fucking him without preamble while Margaret continued calmly discussing baby names or sleep schedules. Grant would grip the edge of the furniture, biting down on his dummy to muffle his sounds as Richard used him, all while the conversation about the baby’s future carried on around him as if nothing unusual was happening.

Tender moments still existed, though they were now coloured by the power dynamic. In the evenings, Grant would kneel at Diane’s feet and gently massage her swollen ankles and tired soles while she rested on the sofa. She would sigh with relief and stroke his hair, murmuring, “You’re such a good girl. Your service makes all of this so much easier for us.” These small acts of care were genuine on Diane’s part, but they also served as quiet reminders of Grant’s place — useful, obedient, and always available.

The depraved encounters had grown more creative and frequent. Sometimes all three of them would use Grant in succession, passing him between them while they pleasured each other. Other times they would restrain him and take turns, using his body as both a toy and a surface while they kissed and touched one another above him. The intensity varied, but the underlying message remained the same: Grant existed for their use, whenever and however they wanted.

Despite the escalating depravity, the household maintained an almost ordinary rhythm on the surface. Grant’s days were structured around practical tasks, learning childcare skills, and remaining constantly available for whatever the others required. He moved through the house in his frilly attire with quiet efficiency, the dummy often in place and the chastity cage a permanent fixture. The family balanced tender domestic moments with raw, intense rituals, all while preparing for the baby’s arrival and the permanent shift it would bring to their already twisted dynamic.

For Grant, the lines between service, punishment, and intimacy had long since blurred. He no longer questioned the contradictions. He simply performed his duties, offered his body when claimed, and found a strange, hollow sort of peace in no longer resisting what had become his reality.

The bonds within the family had evolved into something far more intense and all-consuming. What had once been careful exploration had given way to complete sexual openness. Every possible combination of bodies, holes, and desires was not only permitted but actively encouraged and explored. The depravity had become so normalised that it no longer felt like transgression — it simply was the way they expressed love, power, and connection.

One particularly intense evening, all three of them used Grant at once in the living room. Richard took him from behind, gripping his hips hard as he drove his thick cock deep into Grant’s ass with powerful, relentless strokes. In front of him, Diane straddled his face, grinding her swollen, pregnant pussy against his mouth and the dummy still strapped between his lips. Margaret positioned herself over his chest, fucking his throat with a strap-on while her hands roamed over Diane’s fuller breasts, squeezing and teasing them as she moved.

Grant was completely overwhelmed. His body was nothing more than a vessel — his ass stretched and claimed by Richard, his mouth and throat used by Margaret’s strap-on, and his face smothered beneath Diane’s dripping cunt. His chastity cage strained painfully, his denied cock leaking steadily onto the floor as the three of them took their pleasure from him without pause. The wet sounds of fucking, the slap of skin, and the women’s moans filled the room while Grant could only whimper and tremble beneath them.

They moved with practised coordination. Richard would slow his thrusts to let Margaret push deeper into Grant’s throat, while Diane rocked her hips in rhythm, using his tongue exactly how she wanted. Every hole was filled. Every part of him was being used.

The configurations grew more creative over time. Diane and Margaret would often work together, taking turns fucking Grant with their strap-ons while the other used his mouth. Sometimes they would both penetrate him at once — one in his ass, the other forcing her strap-on down his throat — while Richard watched and stroked himself before eventually joining in. Other nights, Richard would breed Grant thoroughly while Diane rode his face and Margaret fucked herself with a double-ended dildo, the other end buried inside Grant so they were connected through him.

Diane’s pregnancy only heightened the depravity. Her changing body became a focal point of worship and desire. Richard and Margaret would kiss and caress her rounded belly and sensitive breasts with genuine tenderness even as they continued to use Grant without mercy. The contrast was stark and deliberate — Diane was cherished and adored while Grant was reduced to an object, a living toy whose only purpose was to be fucked, filled, and discarded until they wanted him again.

Through it all, Grant remained locked in chastity, his denied arousal constant and maddening. The regular, thorough use of his body had rewired something fundamental in him. What had once been unbearable humiliation had slowly twisted into a deep, shameful need. He no longer simply endured these sessions. Some broken part of him had begun to crave them — the feeling of being completely overwhelmed, of having no control, of being nothing more than a set of holes for the people who owned him.

The household no longer distinguished between domestic life and sexual use. Both had merged into one seamless, depraved routine.

Grant had become the household’s shared sexual outlet, used in increasingly creative and demanding ways by all three of them. Richard would often fuck him from behind while Grant was made to eat Margaret’s pussy or suck on Diane’s swollen, sensitive breasts. The women would take turns fisting him, working their hands deep inside his stretched hole while the others watched and offered encouragement, sometimes kissing each other above him as they did so. Richard would breed him in every position imaginable — bent over furniture, on all fours in the middle of the living room, or even held up between Diane and Margaret while Richard used him standing.

The encounters had grown more elaborate and frequent. Sometimes all three would use him at once: Richard buried in his ass, Diane riding his face, and Margaret fucking his throat with a strap-on until he was choking and drooling around it. Other nights they would take turns with him for hours, passing him between them like a toy, each one using him until they were satisfied before handing him off to the next. The creativity seemed endless. They would restrain him, edge him, overstimulate him through the cage, or simply use his body as a surface while they pleasured each other.

Grant had long since stopped resisting. What had once been painful and humiliating had twisted into something he now accepted — even craved — with disturbing eagerness. His body had adapted to the constant, intense use. He could take them deeper and for longer without the same level of struggle, his hole yielding more readily and his throat relaxing around whatever they pushed into it. The chastity cage kept him in a near-constant state of desperate, denied arousal, which only made him more receptive to being used.

Psychologically, the shift was even more complete. Grant no longer saw these sessions as something being done to him. He had come to view himself as an object whose purpose was to serve their combined desires. Being the centre of their attention — even when that attention was rough, degrading, or overwhelming — gave him a twisted sense of purpose. The more thoroughly they used him, the more fulfilled he felt. There was no longer any part of him that wished for things to return to how they once were. He had fully embraced his role as their shared sissy fucktoy, and the thought of anything less now felt empty.

The depravity had become their new normal, and Grant had become its willing, broken centre.

Grant’s oral service had evolved into something far more devoted and instinctive. He no longer approached it as a task to be endured, but as a genuine act of worship. When the dummy was removed, he would immediately lower himself between their legs — whether it was Diane’s swollen, pregnant pussy, Margaret’s slick folds, or Richard’s thick cock — and apply himself with focused, almost reverent attention. He had learned exactly how each of them liked to be pleasured: the precise rhythm Diane preferred when he sucked on her clit, the way Margaret liked him to use his tongue deep inside her, and how Richard enjoyed having his cock worshipped slowly and thoroughly before being taken to the back of Grant’s throat.

He took visible pride in making them cum. When Diane moaned and gripped his hair, or when Richard groaned and held his head down as he finished down his throat, Grant would feel a deep, twisted sense of satisfaction. Even while locked in chastity and denied any release of his own, he found profound fulfilment in their pleasure. The more completely he was used, the more at peace he seemed to become.

Diane had begun to actively nurture this shift in him. She would watch him with a soft, affectionate smile as he moved through his daily tasks, and would frequently pull him aside to praise his progress.

“You’re becoming so beautiful in your submission,” she would tell him, cupping his face after he had just finished cleaning her with his tongue. “I love seeing how eager you are now. How naturally you offer yourself. It suits you so much better than the man you used to be.”

Margaret was equally encouraging, though her affection carried its own particular edge. After intense sessions, she would often pull Grant into her lap and stroke his hair while speaking to him in that soft, maternal tone.

“My sweet girl is learning so well,” she would murmur, pressing kisses to his temple. “Mummy is so proud of how willingly you give yourself to us now. You’re becoming exactly what you were always meant to be.”

Even Richard had started to treat Grant’s submission with a kind of casual approval. He no longer needed to force or command as much as he once had. Grant would often present himself without being told — bending over, dropping to his knees, or simply offering his mouth when he sensed Richard’s desire. Richard would respond with low, satisfied groans and rough hands in Grant’s hair, muttering things like “Good girl” or “That’s it, take it” as he used him.

The more they praised and encouraged his eagerness, the deeper Grant sank into it. Their approval had become the most important thing in his world. He had come to crave not just the acts themselves, but the validation that followed — the soft words, the gentle touches, the knowledge that he was pleasing them. In surrendering so completely, he had found a strange and unsettling sense of purpose. The man he once was had been thoroughly dismantled, and in his place was something new: a devoted, eager sissy servant who no longer needed to be forced into his role.

Margaret found him alone in the pink room one quiet afternoon, humming softly to himself as he carefully folded a stack of delicate baby clothes. He looked up when she entered, and a small, peaceful smile spread across his face — the kind of smile that had become more frequent in recent weeks. The sharp edges of resistance and shame that once defined his expressions had softened into something quieter, more settled.

Margaret closed the door behind her and crossed the room, her movements gentle. She sat on the edge of the canopy bed and patted the space beside her.

“Come sit with me, my sweet,” she said, her voice warm and maternal.

Grant obeyed without hesitation, smoothing his dress beneath him as he sat. Margaret studied him for a long moment, her eyes tracing the delicate lines of his face, the way his posture had become softer and more graceful over time. She reached out and gently stroked his cheek with the back of her fingers.

“Are you really happy, darling?” she asked softly. “Truly happy with who you’ve become?”

Grant didn’t look away. He met her gaze directly, and there was no trace of the conflict that had once tormented him.

“Yes, Mummy,” he said, his voice quiet but steady. “I am. You were right all along. This is who I was always meant to be.”

Margaret’s eyes softened, though something deeper and more possessive flickered behind the tenderness. She took his hand in both of hers, holding it gently.

“All I ever wanted was for you to be happy,” she said. “When I first began to understand what you needed… when I read about the sissy dynamic and realised how perfectly it suited you… I knew I had to give you this. Not just a taste of it, but the full experience. I wanted you to have the best version of your own fantasy. To become the sweet, obedient girl you were always meant to be.”

She brushed a strand of hair from his forehead with careful fingers.

“I could see it in you, even before you could admit it to yourself. That quiet need to surrender. To be guided. To be owned. And now look at you.” Her voice grew warmer. “So graceful. So willing. So beautifully devoted to your family. You make me so happy, my darling.”

Grant leaned into her touch, his eyes glistening. There was no hesitation in him anymore.

“I love you very much, Mummy,” he said, the words coming out with quiet sincerity.

Margaret smiled and pulled him into a gentle embrace, cradling the back of his head against her shoulder. She held him there for a long moment, her fingers stroking slowly through his hair.

“I love you too, my sweet girl,” she whispered. “More than you’ll ever know.”

Margaret smiled, but there was nothing gentle in it this time. She leaned in and kissed him deeply, her tongue sliding into his mouth with slow, deliberate hunger. It wasn’t the kiss of a mother to her child. It was possessive, sexual, and commanding. Grant melted into it almost immediately, a soft, broken sound escaping him as she claimed his mouth.

When she finally pulled back, her eyes were dark and heavy-lidded with desire. Without a word, she reached down between his legs and unlocked the chastity cage. The small click of the lock opening felt deafening in the quiet room. For the first time in months, Grant’s cock was free. It twitched and began to harden almost instantly under her touch.

Margaret straddled him, guiding his cock to her entrance.

“This is the first and last time,” she whispered, her voice low and intimate as she slowly sank down onto him. “But I want to feel you inside me… just once.”

She took him fully with a soft, satisfied moan, her wet heat enveloping him completely. Grant gasped beneath her, his hands instinctively gripping her hips as she began to ride him. She started slow, rolling her hips with deliberate control, watching his face the entire time. Then she picked up the pace, riding him with increasing intensity, her hands braced on his chest.

“That’s it, my sweet girl,” she breathed, her voice thick with pleasure. “Let Mummy feel you.”

Grant’s body trembled beneath her. After months of denial, the sensation was overwhelming. He could barely last. Within minutes he was crying out, his back arching as he came hard inside her, his cock pulsing as he emptied months of built-up frustration deep into his mother’s pussy.

Margaret didn’t stop moving until he was completely spent. Only then did she lift herself off him and lie back on the bed, spreading her legs.

“Clean Mummy up,” she ordered softly.

Grant didn’t hesitate. He crawled between her thighs and began licking her thoroughly, tasting the thick mixture of his own cum and her arousal. Margaret watched him with a pleased, almost loving expression, gently stroking his hair as he worked.

When he was finished, she pulled him up and kissed him again, slow and deep, tasting herself on his tongue. She smiled against his lips.

“Maybe not the last time,” she whispered, her voice husky. “We’ll see.”

She pulled back just enough to look into his eyes, her hand still cradling his face.

“Do you like Mummy’s pussy, my sweet girl?” she asked, her voice low and intimate.

Grant’s face burned crimson, but he nodded, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Yes, Mummy. I like it very much.”

Margaret’s smile widened, dark and satisfied.

“Good boy. Do you want to fuck Mummy’s pussy regularly? To slide that little cock inside me whenever I allow it?”

Grant swallowed hard, shame and arousal warring visibly on his face. After a moment, he nodded again, his voice small and trembling.

“Yes, Mummy. I want that.”

Margaret’s eyes gleamed with quiet triumph. She brushed her thumb across his lower lip.

“I want that too,” she admitted. “I want to feel my sissy daughter’s cock inside me… but only when I say. Only when you’ve earned it.”

She kissed him once more, slow and possessive, then gently pushed his head back down between her legs.

“Now clean Mummy properly again,” she murmured. “Show me how grateful you are.”

Grant obeyed without hesitation, lowering his mouth to her once more as Margaret lay back with a soft, contented sigh, her fingers threading gently through his hair.

Grant lay on his back in the pink canopy bed, staring up at the delicate lace above him. A strange, heavy warmth filled his chest — something he had come to recognise as happiness, though it felt nothing like the happiness he once knew. It was quieter. Deeper. More complete. It was the kind of happiness that only came after everything else had been stripped away.

He loved this life now. Truly loved it. The daily rituals of service, the constant state of submission, the way his body and mind had been reshaped to fit so perfectly into the role they had created for him. The frilly dresses no longer felt like costumes. The chastity cage no longer felt like punishment. Even the dummy, which he now wore more often than not, had become a source of strange comfort. He had become exactly what they wanted — their sweet, obedient sissy servant — and the knowledge of that filled him with a dark, twisted sense of fulfilment.

Most of all, he had come to crave them.

He found his Mummy incredibly sexy in a way that still made his stomach flutter with shame. Her soft curves, her commanding presence, the way she could switch so effortlessly between gentle maternal affection and cold, controlling dominance. And Daddy… Daddy’s strong hands, his thick cock, the way he took what he wanted without hesitation — it left Grant weak with desire every single time. The taboo of it, the wrongness, only made it burn hotter inside him.

Lying there in the quiet of the pink room, Grant felt the words rise in his throat before he could stop them. He turned his head slightly toward Margaret, who was sitting beside him on the bed, gently stroking his hair.

“Mummy…” he said softly, his voice small and shy. “I want to fuck Uncle Jack too.”

Margaret’s hand paused for a moment in his hair. A slow, delighted smile spread across her face.

Grant kept going, his cheeks burning but his voice steady.

“My fat uncle. I want his big cock.”

Margaret let out a soft, throaty giggle, clearly delighted by the confession. She leaned down and kissed his forehead, then his lips, slow and lingering.

“That’s a very good idea, my sweet,” she murmured against his mouth. “I know he has a big dick. Thick and heavy… just like your Daddy’s.” She stroked his cheek affectionately. “We’ll arrange it soon. Would you like that? Would you like Uncle Jack to use you too?”

Grant nodded, his face still flushed but his eyes bright with something that looked disturbingly close to excitement.

“Yes, Mummy,” he whispered. “I want that.”

Margaret smiled again, this time with a darker, more satisfied edge. She continued stroking his hair as she spoke.

“My sweet girl is getting so greedy,” she said fondly. “Wanting to be fucked by her uncle now too. We’ll have to see how well you behave first… but I think we can make that happen. Would you like Mummy to watch while he breeds you?”

Grant’s breath caught slightly, but he nodded again.

Margaret leaned down and kissed him once more, slower this time, her hand sliding down to rest possessively over his chastity cage.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “We’ll make sure you get everything you need.”


Chapter 24

The quieter moments in the household had become rare but strangely precious. As Diane’s pregnancy advanced and the family settled deeper into their new reality, these brief pockets of stillness gave Grant space to sit with the weight of everything that had changed.

He often found himself alone in the pink room during these intervals, perched on the edge of the canopy bed with his hands folded neatly in his lap. The soft pastel walls, the lace curtains, the frilly bedding — none of it shocked him anymore. It no longer felt like a costume or a punishment. The room had simply become his. The delicate colours and delicate fabrics no longer stood in contrast to who he was; they reflected it.

Grant would sit there in silence, sometimes for several minutes at a time, and let his mind drift back over the past months. He thought about the man he used to be — the conventional husband who had carried a secret, shameful fantasy he never truly believed would see the light of day. That version of himself felt distant now, almost like someone he had once known rather than someone he had been. The ordinary routines of their old marriage, the quiet assumptions about roles and fidelity and normalcy, seemed impossibly far away.

In their place was this.

He was no longer just a husband. He was the household sissy servant, dressed and denied, regularly used by his own father while his wife carried that same man’s child. He served his mother-in-law with the same obedience he once might have reserved for a boss or a stranger. He had been stripped of nearly every boundary he once held sacred, and in the quiet of the pink room, he could admit to himself that he no longer wanted those boundaries back.

The transformation had not been gentle. There had been tears, resistance, moments of genuine despair. But those moments had grown fewer and farther between. What remained was something quieter and more permanent — a deep, complicated acceptance that had begun to feel like peace. He still felt shame sometimes, especially in the raw aftermath of being used or punished, but even that shame had started to feel familiar. Almost comforting in its consistency.

Grant reached up and adjusted the ribbon on his bonnet without thinking, the movement automatic now. He looked around the room that had once represented everything he feared losing, and felt something close to belonging.

This was his life. And in the strange, twisted way their family had formed, it was the only one that made sense to him anymore.

The journey had been long, painful, and often terrifying. Grant sat on the edge of the canopy bed, his hands resting in his lap, and let his mind drift back through the months that had brought him here.

He remembered the early days with painful clarity — the moment Diane first found his hidden folder of sissy and cuckold fantasies, the careful, probing conversations that followed, and the way she had slowly, deliberately begun to turn those fantasies into reality. He recalled the cold dread that had flooded him when she told him she had spoken to his parents about it, and the sickening mix of horror and unwanted arousal the first time she had gone to see his father. Each new boundary she pushed, each new humiliation she introduced, had felt like it might finally be the one that broke him completely.

And in many ways, it had.

He thought about the first time Richard had taken him, the overwhelming shame of being fucked by his own father while Diane watched. He thought about the beatings, the public displays, the way his life had been stripped down piece by piece until there was almost nothing left of the man he used to be. There had been nights when he had cried himself to sleep in this very room, convinced he couldn’t take any more. There had been moments when he had genuinely wanted it all to stop.

But it hadn’t stopped. And somewhere along the way, something inside him had shifted.

Now, sitting in the soft pink light of his room, Grant felt something far more complicated than simple gratitude. He had lost so much — his autonomy, his dignity, his sense of self as a man and a husband. The ordinary marriage he and Diane had once shared felt distant and strangely hollow in comparison to what existed now. Yet in its place was something far more consuming. The power exchange, the total surrender, the way his parents had been folded into the most intimate parts of his life — it had created a depth of connection and meaning that his old life had never come close to touching.

He no longer fought against what he had become. The resistance that had once burned so hot had cooled into something quieter, something closer to peace. He still felt shame sometimes, still felt the sting of humiliation when Richard used him or when Diane and Margaret spoke about him like he was little more than a toy. But beneath it all was a strange, steady sense of rightness.

This was who he was now. And for better or worse, he no longer wanted to be anyone else.

One warm Saturday afternoon, the doorbell rang through the quiet house.

Richard answered it with a broad, easy smile, the kind that didn’t quite reach his eyes. Standing on the doorstep was his older brother, Jack. The man was exactly as Margaret had described him in private — large, heavyset, and slightly unkempt. In his late fifties, Jack had a thick grey-streaked beard that covered most of his face and a substantial belly that strained against the buttons of his faded checked shirt. His thick arms hung at his sides, and he breathed heavily through his nose even while standing still. There was a faint sheen of sweat on his forehead despite the mild weather.

Jack looked genuinely surprised to see his brother. It had been years since they’d spent any real time together. Family gatherings had grown increasingly awkward, and Jack had long felt like the odd one out — the single, overweight brother who didn’t quite match the polished image Richard and Margaret had cultivated over the decades.

“Richard,” Jack said, his deep voice slightly wheezy. “Been a while. Didn’t expect to hear from you.”

Richard stepped aside, gesturing for him to come in.

“Been too long,” he replied, clapping his brother on the shoulder with a little more force than necessary. “Figured it was time we caught up properly. Come on in.”

Jack hesitated for a moment on the threshold, glancing past Richard into the hallway as if sensing something off about the invitation. But after a beat, he gave a small shrug and stepped inside, his heavy frame filling the doorway.

“Everything alright?” Jack asked as Richard closed the door behind him. “You sounded… different on the phone.”

Richard’s smile didn’t waver.

“Everything’s better than alright,” he said. “In fact, things have changed quite a bit around here. Thought it was time you saw for yourself.”

He placed a hand on Jack’s broad back and guided him forward, deeper into the house.

“Come on. The others are waiting in the living room. There’s someone I’d like you to meet properly.”

As they walked, Richard’s hand remained on his brother’s shoulder, firm and deliberate. Jack didn’t notice the way Richard’s eyes flicked toward the top of the stairs for just a second — toward the pink room where Grant was likely waiting, dressed and prepared exactly as they had discussed.

Jack was about to be brought into their world.

Jack stepped inside, his heavy footsteps thudding against the wooden floor. The moment he entered the living room, he stopped dead in his tracks.

Diane was lounging on the sofa in a loose summer dress that did little to hide her rounded belly. Margaret sat beside her, one hand gently stroking Diane’s hair in an intimate, almost possessive way. And kneeling on the floor between them was Grant, dressed in a pale pink sissy maid outfit complete with a frilly apron. He was in the middle of serving tea, moving with the careful, graceful motions he had been trained to use.

Jack’s eyes widened. Then, slowly, a wide, predatory grin spread across his bearded face.

Richard closed the front door behind them with a quiet click.

“I know you’re gay, Jack,” he said casually, as if discussing the weather. “I’ve known for a while. And I’d like you to visit more often.”

Jack didn’t answer right away. His gaze had already locked onto Grant. Without saying a word, he walked over and stood directly in front of the kneeling sissy. Grant kept his eyes down, but his hands trembled slightly around the teapot.

Jack reached down without hesitation. His large, meaty hand slid under the back of Grant’s short dress and grabbed a handful of his arse, squeezing hard. Grant flinched but stayed in position. Emboldened, Jack’s other hand moved to the front, pushing up the frilly skirt to grope Grant’s caged cock and balls through the delicate panties.

Grant’s face burned crimson. He kept his head bowed, breathing shallowly through his nose as his uncle’s thick fingers prodded and squeezed him.

Finally, Jack looked up at his brother.

“Can I do whatever I want to him?”

Richard smiled, calm and unbothered.

“Anything at all.”

Jack’s grin widened. He gave Grant’s caged cock one last rough squeeze before letting the skirt fall back into place.

“I want to take him for a few days,” he said, his voice low and rough. “Use him properly. Break him in right.”

Diane let out a soft, amused laugh from the sofa. She waved a hand lazily, as if the matter was barely worth discussing.

“Take him. We don’t care. He’s just a toy.”

Margaret nodded in agreement, still gently stroking Diane’s hair.

“Our little sissy maid needs more use anyway. Enjoy him. Just bring him back when you’re done with him… if there’s anything left.”

Jack chuckled, a deep, wheezing sound. He grabbed a fistful of Grant’s hair and tilted his head back so their eyes met.

“You hear that, boy?” he said, his breath hot and heavy. “Your family just gave you to me. For as long as I want.”

Grant’s lips parted slightly, but no words came out. His face was flushed, his eyes glassy with shame and something else — something darker and more resigned.

Jack released his hair and straightened up, looking back at Richard with a satisfied nod.

“I’ll take good care of him,” he said, though the grin on his face suggested otherwise.

Richard simply clapped his brother on the shoulder.

“He’s all yours.”

Jack didn’t waste any time.

He grabbed a fistful of Grant’s hair and roughly dragged him into the centre of the living room. Grant stumbled and nearly fell, but Jack shoved him down hard onto all fours. Before Grant could even try to get up, Jack yanked the back of his frilly panties down to his thighs, exposing him completely in front of everyone.

Jack’s cock was already out — thick, veiny, and monstrously large. Easily ten inches long and as thick as a wrist, the fat head already glistening with precum. He spat into his palm, gave himself a few rough strokes, and without any further warning, lined himself up and slammed forward.

Grant screamed.

It wasn’t a moan or a whimper — it was a raw, agonised cry as Jack’s massive cock forced its way inside him in one brutal thrust. His whole body jerked forward from the impact, his hands scrabbling uselessly against the floor.

“It’s too much! Please! It’s too big!” Grant sobbed, his voice cracking.

Jack only laughed — a deep, wheezing, cruel sound — and shoved Grant’s face down against the floor with one heavy hand between his shoulder blades. He leaned his full weight on him, pinning him in place as he began to fuck him with savage, punishing strokes.

“Shut the fuck up and take it, nephew,” Jack growled, his voice thick with lust. “I can go for hours. I’m gonna destroy this tight little arse.”

Each thrust was brutal. Jack didn’t ease in or give Grant any time to adjust — he just used him, his heavy gut slapping against Grant’s back with every stroke. The wet, obscene sound of his cock pounding into Grant’s hole filled the room, mixed with Grant’s broken, muffled cries.

Diane, Richard, and Margaret watched from the sofa without a word at first. Richard had a small, satisfied smirk on his face. Margaret’s eyes were bright with fascination, while Diane simply sipped her tea, legs crossed, as if watching something mildly entertaining on television.

Jack reached down and grabbed Grant’s hips with both hands, yanking him back onto his cock with every thrust.

“Fuck, he’s tight,” Jack grunted, almost to himself. “Been saving this arse for someone who knows how to use it, haven’t you, boy?”

Grant could only sob into the floor, his body shaking as Jack continued to wreck him. The pain was overwhelming, but so was the humiliation — being taken like this, so roughly and publicly, by his own uncle while the rest of his family watched without a shred of concern.

Jack leaned down, his heavy belly pressing against Grant’s back as he growled into his ear.

“Better get used to this, sissy. I’m not gonna be gentle with you like your daddy sometimes is. When I fuck you, you’re gonna feel it for days.”

Jack began fucking Grant with savage, unrelenting force. His heavy, sagging belly slapped wetly against the smaller man’s back with every thrust, the sound mingling with the brutal, rhythmic slap of skin on skin. His cock was brutally thick, stretching Grant’s hole far beyond anything he had taken before — even the fisting sessions hadn’t prepared him for this. Each time Jack drove forward, Grant’s body was forced to yield, his rim stretched thin and shiny around the massive girth.

Grant sobbed into the floor, his voice hoarse and broken around every thrust.

“Please—! It’s too big—! I can’t—!”

Jack only laughed, a deep, wheezing sound full of cruel enjoyment. He leaned his full weight down, crushing Grant beneath his bulk as he pounded into him without mercy.

“Look at him,” Jack grunted to the others, never slowing his brutal pace. “Crying like a little bitch while his fat uncle rapes him. This is what he was made for. A pathetic little cumdump for real men.”

Diane and Margaret watched with cold amusement, casually sipping their tea as if they were watching a mildly interesting show. Every so often, one of them would make a quiet comment about how loudly Grant was crying or how stretched his hole looked around Jack’s cock.

Jack fucked him without pause, changing positions whenever he felt like it. He flipped Grant onto his back and folded his legs up to his chest, fucking him in a brutal mating press that made Grant scream with every thrust. Then he dragged him onto all fours again, gripping his hair like a handle as he railed him from behind. At one point he even pulled Grant up so he was half-standing, bent over the arm of the sofa while Jack hammered into him from behind, his heavy gut resting against Grant’s lower back.

By the time Jack was finally ready to finish, Grant was a wreck. His face was streaked with tears and spit, his voice reduced to hoarse, broken whimpers. His arse was red and swollen, gaping slightly around Jack’s thick cock every time he pulled back.

With a guttural groan, Jack slammed in as deep as he could and came hard. His heavy balls tightened as he pumped thick, hot ropes of cum deep into Grant’s ruined hole. He stayed buried inside him for a long moment, grinding his hips as he emptied every last drop.

When he finally pulled out, a thick flood of cum immediately began pouring from Grant’s stretched, abused arse, running down his thighs in messy streaks.

Jack stood over him, breathing heavily, and gave Grant’s trembling arse a rough slap.

“Fuck,” he muttered with satisfaction. “That was good. Gonna have to come by more often.”

Grant stayed where he was, face down and sobbing quietly, his body twitching as cum continued to leak out of him. He didn’t even try to move. He just lay there, broken and used, while the three people who controlled his life watched with varying degrees of amusement and approval.

A few weeks later, Jack returned.

This time, he didn’t come alone.

Richard and Diane had agreed without hesitation when Jack asked to take Grant for the entire weekend. They didn’t ask questions. They didn’t set any rules. They simply handed their sissy over like property being loaned out.

Grant was bound tightly before he was even put in the car. His wrists were tied behind his back with rough rope that bit into his skin, and his ankles were bound together so he could barely shuffle. A thick, knotted gag was forced between his teeth and strapped tightly behind his head, muffling any sounds he might make. He was still dressed in his pale pink sissy maid outfit, the frilly skirt barely covering anything, his chastity cage clearly visible beneath the delicate panties.

Jack didn’t bother being gentle. He simply picked Grant up like a piece of luggage and dumped him into the boot of his old, beat-up car. The last thing Grant saw before the lid slammed shut was Jack’s grinning face.

The drive felt endless. Every bump in the road jolted through Grant’s bound body. He could hear the muffled sound of music from the car’s speakers and Jack occasionally singing along, as if this were just another normal day. By the time the car finally stopped and the engine cut out, Grant’s heart was pounding so hard he could feel it in his throat.

When the boot opened, harsh daylight flooded in. Jack grabbed him by the arm and hauled him out, dragging him toward a rundown single-story house on the edge of town. The paint was peeling, the yard was overgrown, and several motorcycles were parked out front.

Jack didn’t knock. He simply pushed the door open and stepped inside, pulling Grant behind him.

The living room was dim and smoky. Several men were already there — rough-looking types with hard eyes, tattoos, and the kind of presence that made it clear they weren’t here for a friendly visit. Ex-convicts, bikers, and local thugs. Some were drinking, others smoking. They all turned when Jack entered, and a slow, ugly grin spread across more than one face when they saw what he was dragging in.

Jack dumped Grant unceremoniously onto the dirty floor in the middle of the room. The sissy landed hard on his side, his frilly dress riding up and exposing the chastity cage and the tops of his stockings.

Jack looked around at the men and smirked.

“He’s yours for the weekend, lads,” he said, his voice casual, almost bored. “Use him however you want. No limits. Just don’t break him too badly — I’ve got to return what’s left of him on Sunday.”

A low, hungry murmur rippled through the room. One of the larger men, a bald biker with a thick beard and scarred knuckles, stood up and cracked his neck.

“No limits?” he repeated, already unbuckling his belt as he stared down at the bound, trembling sissy on the floor.

Jack lit a cigarette and dropped into an old armchair.

“No limits,” he confirmed, exhaling smoke. “Have fun.”

Grant’s eyes were wide with terror behind the gag. He tried to squirm backward, but with his wrists and ankles bound, he could barely move. The men began to close in around him, their heavy boots thudding against the floorboards.

Jack leaned back in his chair, watching with a lazy, satisfied smile as the first man grabbed Grant by the hair and dragged him toward the centre of the room.

The men descended on him like animals.

They cut the ropes only long enough to reposition him.

Grant was dragged into the centre of the filthy living room and forced onto his back on a stained mattress someone had thrown on the floor. One of the larger men grabbed him by the hair and shoved a small brown bottle under his nose.

“Breathe deep, sissy,” he growled.

Grant tried to turn his head, but the man pinched his nostrils shut until he had no choice but to inhale. The sharp chemical scent of poppers flooded his sinuses. Almost instantly, his head began to spin, his muscles going loose and warm. A second man forced a small pill between his lips and tipped water down his throat, making him swallow.

Within minutes, Grant’s mind started to fog over. His body felt hot and strangely disconnected, like it no longer fully belonged to him. The fear was still there, but it felt distant, muffled beneath a thick haze of chemical submission. His hole twitched and relaxed on its own. His caged cock leaked steadily against the inside of his frilly panties.

They didn’t waste any time.

One man shoved Grant’s legs back and began working his thick, lubed fist into his arse without much preparation. Grant moaned around the gag as his hole was forced open, the stretch burning even through the drugs. At the same time, another man straddled his chest and forced his cock past the gag, fucking his throat in rough, shallow thrusts.

They took turns with him for hours.

Whenever one man finished inside him, another would take his place. Some preferred his arse, others his mouth. A few simply stood over him and pissed directly into his open mouth, laughing as he gagged and swallowed. Cum leaked from his hole in thick, messy strings, only to be fucked back inside by the next man. His face and chest were soon covered in it — smeared across his skin, dripping from his chin, drying in his hair.

One particularly sadistic man spent nearly an hour working his entire forearm into Grant’s arse while the others watched and cheered. He twisted and pumped his arm slowly, stretching Grant’s hole obscenely wide as he took photos on his phone.

“Look at this little slut,” the man laughed. “Taking a whole fucking arm like it’s nothing. We’re gonna ruin this bitch.”

Grant sobbed around the cock in his mouth, tears streaming down his face, but the poppers kept being pressed under his nose every time he started to tense up. His body stayed loose and compliant even as his mind fractured under the overwhelming violation.

They fucked him in every position imaginable. Sometimes three or four men at once — one in his arse, one in his throat, others using his hands or simply jerking off onto his body while they waited their turn. The room stank of sweat, cum, piss, and poppers. Grant lost track of time. He lost track of how many loads had been pumped into him. His voice was hoarse from screaming and gagging. His arse was swollen and gaping, unable to close properly between uses.

By the time Sunday evening arrived, Grant was barely conscious.

He lay in a puddle of bodily fluids on the dirty mattress, his sissy dress torn and soaked, his body covered in bruises, bite marks, and dried cum. His hole was red, puffy, and gaping wide, still leaking the combined loads of countless men. His throat was raw, his voice reduced to a broken rasp. The drugs had worn off hours ago, leaving him painfully aware of every ache and violation.

Jack finally appeared, looking down at the wrecked sissy with a satisfied smirk.

“Alright, lads. Time’s up.”

He grabbed Grant by the arm and hauled him up. Grant could barely stand. His legs shook violently as Jack half-dragged, half-carried him out to the car and dumped him into the boot once more.

As the lid slammed shut, Grant curled into a fetal position in the darkness, trembling and broken, the taste of cum still thick on his tongue.

Jack didn’t bother knocking. He simply pushed the front door open and shoved Grant inside.

The sissy stumbled forward and collapsed onto his knees in the middle of the living room, barely able to stay upright. He was a wreck. His pale pink sissy maid dress was torn and stained with dried cum, piss, and sweat. His face was streaked with tears, spit, and crusted fluids. Bruises covered his arms and thighs, and his lips were swollen and split. His eyes were glassy and unfocused, still heavy from whatever drugs Jack’s friends had forced on him over the weekend. The chastity cage was still locked in place, though it was now smeared with dried cum.

Diane, Richard, and Margaret were waiting on the sofa. They looked up as Jack entered, and none of them seemed particularly surprised by the state Grant was in.

Jack grinned, wiping his hands on his jeans like he’d just finished a messy job.

“He’s all yours again,” he said with a satisfied chuckle. “But I want him for one full week a month. Deal?”

Diane burst out laughing, leaning back against the cushions.

“Of course,” she said, waving a hand dismissively. “Take him whenever you want. Look at the state of him. He was made for this.”

Richard smirked, resting an arm along the back of the sofa.

“Our little sissy is getting the full experience now. Good. He needs it.”

Margaret smiled warmly, though there was a cold edge to her eyes as she looked at her broken son-in-law.

“He’ll be even better after a few more visits,” she said softly. “My sweet girl is learning her true purpose. She just needs to be reminded of it regularly.”

Jack nodded, clearly pleased. He gave Grant one last rough pat on the head before turning to leave.

“I’ll be in touch,” he said over his shoulder, already planning his next visit.

Once the door closed behind him, the three of them turned their attention fully to Grant. He was still kneeling where Jack had left him, swaying slightly, his head hanging low. Dried cum was crusted in his hair and across his face. His dress was hiked up, exposing the bruises on his thighs and the mess between his legs.

Diane stood up and walked over to him. She grabbed a fistful of his hair and yanked his head back sharply, forcing him to look up at her. Grant’s eyes were dull and unfocused, but he didn’t resist.

“This is what I want for you now,” she said, her voice low and possessive. “To be permanently ruined. Broken. Used up. My pathetic little cumrag sissy.”

Grant’s lips moved slowly, his voice slurred and weak from exhaustion and whatever was still in his system.

“Th-that’s… what I want too…”

Diane’s smile was cold and satisfied. She tightened her grip on his hair, making him wince.

“Good,” she whispered. “Because this is only the beginning. Jack’s going to break you down even more. And when he’s done with you, we’ll put you back together just enough to break you all over again.”

She released his hair and let his head drop forward. Grant stayed on his knees, trembling, as Diane turned back to Richard and Margaret with a pleased expression.

“See?” she said. “He’s learning.”

Diane’s smile was dark and satisfied as she looked down at the ruined, filthy mess that used to be her husband. She leaned in slowly and kissed him, deep and possessive, her tongue sliding into his mouth without hesitation. She tasted everything — the stale cum, the piss, the sweat, the degradation — and moaned softly into the kiss as if savouring it.

When she pulled back, she dragged her tongue slowly across his cheek, licking up some of the dried mess with deliberate, almost tender cruelty. She laughed quietly against his skin.

“I wonder…” she murmured, still gripping his hair tightly, “if we have any friends who could do the same to me after I have the baby. Let a group of men ruin me the way they ruined you.” She tilted her head, studying his dazed expression. “Would you like to watch that, my love? Would you like to see Mummy get used and broken while you kneel in the corner like a good little cuck?”

Grant could barely focus. His eyes were glassy, his body still trembling from everything Jack and his friends had done to him. Drugged, exhausted, and completely broken, he managed a weak, pathetic nod.

Diane’s eyes lit up with cruel delight. She kissed him again, slower this time, licking into his mouth as if she wanted to taste every trace of what had been done to him. When she finally pulled away, she licked her lips and smiled.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

The next day, Grant woke up in the pink room.

He had been cleaned, fed, and allowed to rest. His body still ached everywhere — his arse was sore and swollen, his throat raw, and his skin was covered in fading bruises and bite marks. But for the first time in what felt like days, his mind was clear.

He lay on his back in the frilly canopy bed, staring up at the delicate lace above him. Instead of horror or regret, a strange, heavy warmth settled in his chest.

He had been used like an object. Passed around, drugged, fisted, pissed on, and fucked for hours by strangers. And yet… he didn’t feel destroyed.

He felt settled.

This was who he wanted to be now.

He didn’t need to think. He didn’t need to decide anything. He didn’t even need to be a man anymore. All he had to do was obey, serve, and be used. The thought of going back to his old life — of having opinions, responsibilities, or dignity — felt exhausting and pointless.

He remembered how Richard had fucked him without mercy, how the other men had laughed while they ruined him. Instead of recoiling from the memory, Grant felt a twisted sense of peace. His father had shown him the truth: none of it mattered. Not his pride. Not his body. Not even the fact that it was men using him. He was just a submissive. Just a toy. The rest was irrelevant.

A small, shy smile formed on his lips as he reached down and gently touched his sore, empty hole.

He didn’t want to go back.

He wanted more.


Epilogue

Diane’s pregnancy had advanced significantly by this point. Her belly was prominently rounded, her movements more careful and graceful, and there was a radiant, almost ethereal beauty about her that seemed to fill every room she entered. One evening, after spending intimate time with Richard, she came to find Grant in the pink room with a particular softness in her expression.

She had that well-loved glow about her, her skin flushed and her eyes bright with satisfaction. The scent of Richard’s aftershave still lingered on her skin, mixing with her own natural fragrance. Grant could tell from the way she moved that Daddy had taken her thoroughly, yet she came to him with clear desire and affection.

‘Come here, my love,’ she said softly, extending her hand. ‘I want to be with you tonight.’

Grant rose from where he had been kneeling in quiet service and took her hand. Diane led him to the canopy bed, her pregnant belly making her movements both careful and sensual. She had changed into a loose, flowing nightdress that accentuated her changing figure, the fabric clinging gently to her fuller breasts and rounded stomach.

They undressed each other with slow tenderness. Diane’s hands moved over Grant’s body with familiar affection, tracing the marks from recent punishments and the smooth skin of his chastity cage. Grant touched her with reverent care, his hands exploring the beautiful changes pregnancy had brought to her body. Her breasts were heavier and more sensitive, her belly a warm, firm curve that contained new life.

Diane lay back on the frilly bedding, drawing Grant down with her. Their lovemaking began with gentle kisses that gradually deepened. The passion between them had been reignited since the unlocking, but tonight it carried the additional weight of Diane’s pregnancy and the knowledge of all they had been through together.

She guided him inside her with slow deliberation, both of them gasping at the intimate connection. Being with his pregnant wife felt profoundly meaningful. Grant moved with careful devotion, aware of her changing body while surrendering to the pleasure of their union. Diane’s hands gripped his shoulders, her moans soft and genuine as they moved together.

Their rhythm built gradually, blending tenderness with the power dynamics that had become central to their relationship. Diane maintained an element of control even in this intimate moment, guiding Grant’s movements while expressing her pleasure openly. The pregnancy had made her particularly responsive, every touch and thrust drawing beautiful sounds from her lips.

Grant made love to her with complete devotion. After his daily breedings by Daddy and the constant service to the household, these moments with Diane felt like precious reconnection. He kissed her deeply, touched her with reverence, and moved within her with conscious submission. The love between them remained as strong as ever, enriched by everything they had experienced.

Diane’s climax built with powerful intensity. Her pregnant body trembled beneath him as pleasure washed through her. She cried out softly, her hands clutching at his back as waves of release flowed through her. Grant followed moments later, filling her with his own release while holding her close.

Afterwards, they lay together in the frilly bed, Diane’s head resting on his chest and her pregnant belly pressed warmly against his side. The passionate session had left them both glowing with satisfaction and emotional closeness. Diane’s hand traced lazy patterns on his skin as they caught their breath, the intimacy between them feeling particularly precious.

‘Thank you,’ she whispered. ‘For everything. For being my loving sissy husband through all of this. For accepting our family as it has grown. I love you so much.’

Grant held her gently, his hand resting on her rounded belly where Daddy’s child grew. The moment felt like a perfect expression of their unique bond. The passionate session with his pregnant wife after she had been with Daddy had reaffirmed their connection in the most intimate way possible.

Their lovemaking had been both passionate and tender, blending the power dynamics of their arrangement with the enduring love that remained at its heart. Diane’s pregnancy had added new beauty and meaning to their union, making each shared moment feel even more significant.

The evening had been a beautiful reaffirmation of their bond. Diane, heavily pregnant and radiant, had shared another passionate session with her sissy husband after her time with Daddy. Their love continued to flourish within the context of their unique family structure, growing stronger with each passing day as they prepared for the new life that would soon join them.

Diane’s pregnancy had added new dimensions to their intimacy, making every touch and movement feel more meaningful. She lay back on the frilly bedding of the canopy bed, her rounded belly rising gently with each breath, and drew Grant down to her with loving authority. The connection between them felt electric from the first kiss. Diane’s lips were soft and eager against his, her hands moving over his body with familiar yet renewed appreciation. Grant responded with complete devotion, his hands exploring the beautiful changes her pregnancy had brought. Her breasts were fuller and more sensitive, drawing soft moans from her as he kissed and caressed them. The gentle curve of her belly pressed warmly against him as they moved together.

Diane guided him inside her with slow, deliberate care. The sensation of entering his pregnant wife was profoundly intimate. Grant moved with gentle reverence, aware of her changing body while surrendering to the pleasure of their union. Diane’s hands gripped his shoulders, her eyes locked on his as they began to move together in a rhythm that felt both familiar and entirely new.

Their lovemaking was unhurried. Diane set the pace at first, rolling her hips with sensual grace while keeping Grant deep inside her. The pregnancy had made her particularly responsive, every thrust drawing beautiful sounds of pleasure from her lips. Grant matched her movements with conscious submission, focusing entirely on her enjoyment while taking his own pleasure as the gift it was.

They changed positions with careful attention to her comfort. Diane on top allowed her to control the depth and rhythm, her pregnant belly resting against him as she rode with increasing passion. Grant beneath her could watch her face, seeing the pleasure and love in her expression as she took what she needed from him. The eye contact between them remained constant, deepening the emotional connection of their physical union.

After months of complex dynamics, punishments, and complete power exchange, these moments of unlocked passion felt like pure celebration. Diane’s laughter mixed with her moans as they moved together, her happiness infectious and warming. Grant smiled up at her, his own joy evident in the way he touched her and responded to her movements.

Diane’s climax built with powerful intensity. Her body trembled above him, her pregnant belly pressing warmly against his as waves of pleasure washed through her. She cried out softly, her hands clutching at his shoulders while her inner muscles pulsed around him. The sight and sound of his wife reaching such beautiful release filled Grant with profound satisfaction.

He followed her over the edge moments later, filling her with his release while holding her close. The orgasm was intense and deeply emotional, months of submission and service finding expression in this moment of complete connection with the woman he loved. They clung to each other as the pleasure gradually subsided, their bodies joined and hearts beating in unison.

Afterwards, they remained connected for a long time. Diane rested her head on his chest, her pregnant belly pressed warmly against him. Grant’s arms wrapped around her gently, one hand resting on the curve where their family continued to grow. The joy in their union was complete and genuine, reflecting the full acceptance they had both reached in their transformed relationship.

This lovemaking had been detailed and joyful, a beautiful expression of their enduring love within the context of their unique family structure. The power dynamics remained present but had been softened by tenderness and mutual appreciation. Their physical connection had become a celebration of everything they had built together.

Diane eventually lifted her head to kiss him again, slow and lingering. ‘I love you,’ she whispered. ‘All of you. The devoted husband and the perfect sissy servant. Thank you for this beautiful life we have created.’

The afterglow of their passionate lovemaking lingered in the pink room as Diane and Grant lay entwined on the frilly canopy bed. Diane’s pregnant belly rested warmly against him, a tangible reminder of the new life growing within her. She traced gentle patterns on his chest with her fingertips, her touch both loving and thoughtful. The quiet intimacy between them felt particularly precious in this moment.

Diane lifted her head to look at him, her expression soft yet serious. ‘There is something else I need to tell you,’ she said gently. ‘We all talked. Mummy, Daddy, and I. We would like you to begin hormones and consider sexual reassignment surgery.’

The words settled over Grant with considerable weight. He stared at her, processing what she had just said. Sexual reassignment surgery. The full implications began to sink in as he searched her face for understanding.

‘Does that mean… losing my penis?’ he asked quietly, his voice barely above a whisper.

Diane nodded slowly, her hand moving to cup his cheek with tender affection. ‘Yes. But it has to be your decision, love. We would never force you. This is something you must want for yourself.’

Grant was silent for a long moment, his mind racing through the enormity of what she was suggesting. The finality of it, the complete surrender it would represent. Yet as he looked at his pregnant wife, at the love and certainty in her eyes, he felt an unexpected sense of rightness.

‘Is that what you really want?’ he asked, needing to hear it from her directly.

Diane kissed him softly before answering. ‘Yes,’ she said with quiet conviction. ‘There is no point in us fucking anymore. The only cock I want is my baby’s daddy. I want you to be my perfect sissy wife. Completely. And Jack thinks it will be better, more holes to fuck.’

Grant searched her face for any hesitation and found none. The love in her eyes was absolute, her desire for this final step clear and genuine. In that moment, everything felt perfectly aligned. The journey that had begun with his secret fantasy had led them here, to this complete and beautiful surrender.

He smiled, a genuine, peaceful smile that came from the depths of his acceptance. ‘Yes,’ he said softly. ‘I agree.’

Diane’s face lit up with joy and relief. She kissed him deeply, pouring all her love and excitement into the embrace. When they parted, she held him close, her pregnant belly pressed warmly between them.

‘Thank you,’ she whispered against his ear. ‘For everything. For being brave enough to go on this journey with me. For surrendering so completely. I love you more than I can say.’

They lay together in the pink room, the frilly decorations and soft pastel colours surrounding them like a cocoon of acceptance. Diane’s hand rested protectively over her belly while her other arm held Grant close. The decision had been made. The final step in his transformation would begin. Hormones. Surgery. The complete feminisation that would make him her perfect sissy wife.

‘I am so happy,’ Diane whispered. ‘Our family is going to be perfect. You as my beautiful sissy wife. Mummy and Daddy and I raising our child together. It feels right. It feels complete.’

Grant held her close, his hand resting gently on her pregnant belly. ‘Yes,’ he agreed softly. ‘It does.’

The new beginning stretched before them, filled with love, acceptance, and the promise of their unique family’s continued growth. Grant’s smile remained peaceful as he embraced the future they had chosen together. The journey that had started with a secret fantasy had led them to this moment of complete and joyful surrender.

Their love had endured and flourished through every challenge and transformation. Now, with this final step ahead, they looked forward to the beautiful life that awaited them all.

Grant lay in the pink room after another long evening of service, his body sore but his mind strangely peaceful. Diane had gone to bed with Mummy and Daddy, leaving him alone with his thoughts. He stared at the frilly canopy above him, the soft pink walls glowing gently in the lamplight. For the first time in a long while, he tried to think about how this all started, the shy confession to Diane, the hesitant exploration, the first time she had gone with his father. He remembered the terror, the shame, the overwhelming excitement. He remembered how he had fought it, how he had cried and begged at times, how he had been convinced it was too far.

But now, looking back, he realised there was no going back. Even if he wanted to, and he no longer did, it was impossible. The man he had been was gone. This was who he was now. The sissy servant. The family’s devoted toy. The one who existed to serve, to please, to be used. And he was happy. Truly happy.

It was time for him to destroy any remnants of his old self.

Grant sat up, his heart beating with a strange mix of nervousness and excitement. He picked up the phone on the bedside table and began dialling old friends and people he knew. There was one thing left to do…

The first call was to Pete, his old university mate.

‘Pete? Hey, it’s Grant… Yeah, long time. Listen, I need to tell you something,’ he inhaled deeply. ‘I’m gay and I’m having a sex change…’

The moment he said it, he began to grin. A wide, genuine, excited grin. He was so looking forward to being a girl. To completing the transformation. To living fully as the sissy he had become.

He continued calling. Old colleagues. Distant relatives. People from his football team. Each conversation was easier than the last. He told them all the same thing, that he was gay, that he was becoming a woman, that he was happier than he had ever been. Some were shocked. Some were confused. A few were cruel. But none of it mattered. Grant felt lighter with every call, as if he was finally shedding the last pieces of the man he had pretended to be.

When he finally put the phone down, he lay back on the frilly bed and smiled up at the canopy. The future stretched before him, full of service, submission, and the beautiful, depraved life he had come to love. He was no longer Grant the husband. He was the family’s sissy. And soon, he would be their perfect girl.

The story of his transformation was complete.

The end
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