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Author’s Note

I’ve been mega-busy lately so haven’t had a lot of time to write, so decided to write something a little bit kinky like my earlier stuff. Nothing too deep this time. Basically, after writing the last big novel, it drained me emotionally. It was a difficult write and really, I felt just dead after.

On top of that, my daughter turned eighteen, so there was that! Urgh, I can literally feel myself getting older each day.

Anyway, I hope you enjoy this one. Try not to read too much into it. I was actually inspired by a domme-pop singer called Pinkii. Check her out if you are a sissy, it’s pretty fun. And I decided to add a cameo for my favourite fan in here.

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

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

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

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


Prologue

I used to dream of standing on an Olympic podium, the cool metal of a medal against my chest while the Union Jack rose behind me. As captain of the school swimming team, I lived for the water. I was fast; dangerously fast; and by eighteen I had already claimed the county title and was being talked about for the next British squad. The future felt written in chlorine and adrenaline.

Then the car crash happened.

It is strange, looking back. Swimming had always been my salvation, yet it was water that taught me to walk again. Hydrotherapy dragged my shattered legs back to life, rebuilt the wasted muscle, and slowly made me feel human once more. I would never race professionally, but I could walk without a limp, I could run short distances, and most days I could pass for normal. For that I was grateful.

The driver that night had been my girlfriend, Rebecca. She hadn’t survived.

Grief hollowed me out in ways the surgeons never touched. I abandoned any thought of university. My parents, pale with relief that I was still breathing, didn’t push. They paid for physiotherapy and for the therapist who sat opposite me week after week, nodding politely while offering little else. My legs had healed; my soul remained fractured.

Digital art had always been my private joy. I had sworn it would stay a hobby, something untouched by necessity. But necessity has a way of rewriting promises. Contracts for logos, marketing graphics, and corporate illustrations began as a way to contribute to the household, then quietly became my livelihood. I hated commodifying the one thing that still felt like mine, yet I owed my parents too much to refuse. They had put their own lives on pause for me; the least I could do was try to stand on my own two feet.

For over a year I barely left the house except for appointments. Friends drifted away, their visits growing shorter and less frequent until they stopped altogether. I didn’t blame them. I had become a reminder of everything that had been lost; especially Jackie, the girl I had loved with the careless certainty of youth. Being alone was easier than explaining the emptiness.

Then, slowly, one familiar hunger returned.

I was twenty, after all, and sex had once been as natural to me as breathing. As the fog of grief thinned, so did my indifference. Dating felt impossible, too raw, too exposing. Instead I downloaded Tinder and set my age preference higher; women ten years older, perhaps more. Not because I had a particular fetish for maturity, but because they seemed less likely to ask questions I couldn’t answer. My parents were simply relieved I was leaving the house at all.

The encounters taught me something quickly; I needed my own place. Most of the women I met were married, and I soon grew tired of fucking them in hotel rooms or, worse, in houses still warm with family life; photographs of smiling children watching from every surface. The guilt was too sharp.

I told my parents I wanted to move into town. They surprised me by buying a flat outright in a new red-brick development right in the historic centre. I insisted on a repayment plan; monthly sums over ten years, interest-free. They agreed, more for my pride than for the money.

The apartment was sleek and expensive-feeling, full of pale wood and clean lines. The neighbours were young professionals who kept to themselves, which suited me perfectly. I had no desire to explain the wreckage of my life over polite cups of tea. There was one resident I hadn’t met yet; the woman next door. The others described her as a niche singer, currently on a European tour; friendly, they said, but wonderfully eccentric.

Over the next few weeks I settled in, throwing myself into work until the contracts paid enough for decent furniture and the small luxuries that made the place feel like mine. The crowning glory was the corner living-room window that overlooked the old market square. By day it offered a view of half-timbered Tudor buildings and the graceful spire of the medieval church. At night the square sometimes grew rowdy with drinkers, but it was never unbearable. Curiously, this side of the building was cheaper than the canal-facing apartments on the opposite wing. I preferred the town’s living pulse to water.

My visitors appreciated the view too; especially after dark.

With the lights off, the huge windows became a silent stage. I would take them from behind, their palms pressed flat against the cool glass, breasts brushing the surface as I drove into them. The town square lay below, oblivious. No one could see their faces, only the faint silhouette of a woman lost in pleasure, her breath fogging the pane while I claimed her in full view of the sleeping historic streets.

Tinder became my anaesthetic. Whenever grief threatened to drag me under, I swiped until I found a distraction. Sex moved from occasional nights to daylight hours as well. When even that wasn’t enough, I turned to porn and my own hand.

People at school had always called me attractive, though I never quite believed it. I was tall and still lean from years of training, my stomach carved into the hard ridges swimmers develop. My face was ordinary; nothing striking; kept neat by the short, cropped hair I had worn under swimming caps for years. The body hair I once removed for competitions had never grown back fully; my skin remained unusually smooth. Women, it turned out, liked that more than I had expected.

Within my first month in the building, I gained a quiet reputation. Women came and went at all hours. One afternoon, as I returned from the shops with bags in my hands, a neighbour from the top floor stopped me in the lobby.

She was in her early fifties, married, with two children already at university. She and her husband had downsized from a large family home to enjoy travel and freedom. For a woman her age she was striking; long, curly blonde hair, a face kept suspiciously smooth by surgery, and a body that had clearly been enhanced in all the places men tend to notice. Her name was Donna.

“Hey, I’ve noticed you’ve been getting quite a lot of lady callers,” she said, a knowing smirk playing on her surgically enhanced lips. “You’re starting to make people nervous.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Why?”

“They think you’re a gigolo. We’ve already got one sex worker in the block. The residents’ committee isn’t keen on another.”

I scrunched my face in disbelief. “I’m not a sex worker. I’m just a single bloke who happens to enjoy sex. Who cares?”

Donna chuckled, low and throaty, and laid a manicured hand on my shoulder. “Oh, Stephen, I don’t care. But people are talking.”

“So let them talk,” I snapped, shrugging her off and turning towards my door. The paper shopping bags rustled against my leg as I fumbled with the key.

I was about to push the door shut when she slipped inside behind me and slammed it closed with her hip. Before I could even register the intrusion, she grabbed my face with both hands and crushed her mouth to mine.

The bags hit the floor with a soft thud. My arms went around her instinctively, lifting her surprisingly light frame. Her enhanced D-cup breasts pressed firmly against my chest as I carried her down the short hallway and dropped her onto the bed.

We tore at each other’s clothes in a frantic scramble. When her blouse and skirt fell away, I drank in the sight of her. At fifty-something she had no right to look this good; toned limbs, smooth skin, and the kind of body that spoke of disciplined maintenance and generous surgeons. I didn’t hesitate. I pushed her thighs apart and buried my face between them, tongue sliding through the slick heat of her pussy. Donna moaned loudly, her fingers threading through my short hair, stroking me like an eager puppy.

“Are you hard?” she gasped, hips already rolling against my mouth.

“Very,” I muttered, rising up and guiding the thick head of my six-and-a-half-inch cock to her entrance.

“Fuck me,” she ordered.

She was insatiable. Vocal, almost violent in her movements, her moans raw and animal. It was some of the best sex I’d ever had; urgent, messy, and unapologetic. I fucked her through one shuddering orgasm after another, my younger stamina letting me last far longer than she seemed used to. When she finally begged me to come inside her, I was so lost in the moment that I forgot the condom entirely. The raw, wet heat of her was intoxicating; the first time I’d ever taken a woman bareback. It felt filthy and perfect.

Afterwards I collapsed beside her, chest heaving. Donna reached for her handbag on the floor and fished out a packet of Marlboro Reds.

“Mind if I smoke?”

“Be my guest,” I shrugged. I didn’t smoke cigarettes myself, but I occasionally enjoyed a joint in the flat, and several of my visitors had lit up afterwards.

“Want one?” She offered the pack with a wicked little grin.

“No, thanks.”

“Ho-hum…” She lit up, inhaling deeply, then exhaled a thin stream of smoke toward the ceiling. “I hope you don’t have ice cream in those shopping bags.”

“Not really an ice-cream sort of bloke,” I replied, reaching over to cup one firm, enhanced breast, thumb brushing across the nipple. “This is going to sound incredibly rude, but I’ve completely forgotten your name.”

She laughed, not at all offended. “Donna. So you’re not a gigolo, but you fuck like one. What’s your story, Stephen?”

I considered telling her everything; the crash, Rebecca, the endless grief; but the mood was too good to ruin. “Just a single guy with Tinder. Let’s leave it at that.”

Her head turned on the pillow. The playful smile faded, replaced by something sharper, more knowing. This was a woman who understood pain when she saw it.

“You know you can’t fuck your trauma away, right?” she said quietly.

I snorted. “What are you, a therapist?”

“Actually… yes.” She took another drag. “Former behavioural psychologist and licensed psychiatrist. I closed my practice a few years ago.”

“Why?”

She shrugged one elegant shoulder. “When the work starts eating you alive, you have to ask yourself why you’re still doing it.”

“Money?”

“I have plenty of that. It wasn’t about money.” She tapped ash into the empty water glass I handed her. “Look, here’s a deal. We keep fucking; because that part is clearly working; but if you ever need to talk, properly talk, you come to me. No charge.”

“I already have a therapist.”

“And clearly he’s doing a stellar job,” she replied, dripping with sarcasm.

I hesitated. “Isn’t that… unethical?”

“I’m not your doctor. I’m not taking payment. Just offering to be a friend who happens to have experience.” She paused, then added with a sly smile, “And what about my husband?”

I blinked. “What about him?”

She laughed softly. “Marshall’s a cuckold. He loves knowing I fuck other men. He’d prefer to watch, of course, but they almost never agree to that.”

The idea hit me like cold water. “I… don’t think that’s for me.”

“Didn’t think so.” She reached between her legs, scooped a thick pearl of my cum from her pussy, and casually sucked it from her fingers. “Got a tissue?”

I handed her the box. She took a couple, pressed them between her thighs, and began sliding her knickers back on.

“I’ve got to go, but if you’re horny tonight, just message me.” She took my phone, typed in her number, and rang herself so she’d have mine. “And do yourself a favour; ditch Tinder for a while. I’ll fuck you morning, noon, and night if you want. And I promise it’ll be a lot more fun with me.”

It did sound better than the hollow ache Tinder usually left behind. “Only if you promise your husband won’t murder me in my sleep.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. Marshall wouldn’t hurt a fly.” Fully dressed now, she leaned down and kissed me. The kiss quickly deepened, heat flaring again, until she broke it with a firm slap to my chest. “Later, handsome.”

I walked her to the door, still naked, cock swinging heavy between my legs. Just before she stepped out, I asked, “You mentioned another sex worker in the block. Who?”

“Krissie. The one who lives right next door to you.”

“Isn’t she a singer?”

Donna grinned. “Oh, she sings, alright. But she’s also big on OnlyFans and does dominatrix work on the side. Lovely girl, though; mega nice, pink hair, completely barking mad in the best way. You two will get on like a house on fire.” She winked. “Just be careful she doesn’t take a proper shine to you.”

She kissed me again, tongue sliding possessively into my mouth while her hand gave my cock a slow, promising stroke. “Oh, fuck it,” she sighed against my lips. “I’ll be a little late.”

And with that, she sank gracefully to her knees in the hallway, took me into her warm, eager mouth, and showed me exactly how little she cared about being on time.


One

The slam of the door in the apartment next to mine rattled the thin wall between us. I was still in bed, pleasantly spent after saying goodnight to Donna. For two weeks now we’d been seeing each other regularly; raw, frequent, and surprisingly easy. I’d run into her husband Marshall a couple of times in the stairwell. Each time he offered nothing more than a polite, very British smile and a quiet “hello.” He never once mentioned what his wife and I were doing behind closed doors.

I’d learned a few things about Marshall in those two weeks.

When he was home, he waited patiently in their bedroom until Donna finished with me, then he’d clean her up with his tongue, licking every drop of my cum from her pussy. At first the idea had turned my stomach a little. After some reflection, though, I found it oddly fascinating; almost impressive in its own twisted way.

I also knew he was kept in chastity. Donna wore the key to his little pink plastic cage on a delicate chain around her neck. The duration depended on the roll of a dice; right now he was one month into a three-month sentence.

And just that evening she had confessed the final detail; he wore women’s knickers every day. Each to their own, I supposed. Still, I couldn’t imagine finding any pleasure in never fucking your own wife, eating another man’s load, and spending your days tucked into lace that wasn’t designed for you. But Marshall seemed content enough with the arrangement.

Another heavy thud came through the wall, followed by a string of colourful curses.

“Bugger! Ow, ow, ow! Fuck, bugger, fuck munch!”

I chuckled softly. Sounded like a stubbed toe. We’ve all been there.

I tried to ignore the noise and flicked on the television, cycling through channels before switching to streaming. I was about to press play on The Pitt when the doorbell buzzed.

Frowning, I pulled on a t-shirt and padded barefoot to the door. When I opened it, I found a strikingly attractive girl standing there on one foot, the other raised gingerly in the air. She had bright pink hair pulled into two playful ponytails, a lacy pink crop top that showed off a slim, toned midriff, a matching mini skirt, and white fishnet stockings. Her big toe on the injured foot was bleeding and looked uncomfortably bent.

“Hi, hi,” she said in a rush, hopping slightly. “Weird way to meet your new neighbour, I know, but I just got back from tour and I stupidly dropped a bloody speaker rack on my toe. Any chance you’ve got a car and could drive me to the hospital?”

I winced at the sight of the injury. “Hello… and ow, that looks nasty. Yeah, I’ve got a car. Come in, sit down. I’ll throw some proper clothes on. Give me thirty seconds.”

“You’re a lifesaver. Or toe-saver, I hope.” She flashed a quick, pained grin as she limped inside. “I’m Krissie, by the way.”

“Stephen,” I called back, already pulling on jeans and a hoodie. I grabbed my keys and returned to find her perched on the edge of the sofa, still cradling her foot.

“It’s nothing flash; just an old Fiesta,” I said apologetically.

“I didn’t want to bother with an ambulance for this, so I’m just grateful you’ve got wheels.”

I locked the flat, then slipped an arm around her incredibly slim waist to support her as we made our way to the lift. She leaned into me, light as a feather. “You alright?”

“Yeah, thanks,” she murmured. “I’m really sorry for wrecking your evening.”

“It’s fine. I wasn’t doing anything important.” The lift doors closed. “I heard you were on tour.”

“I was; gigs across Europe and a few in Asia. It was brilliant, actually.”

“What’s your style?”

She tilted her head, pink ponytails swaying. “Kind of a mix of EDM and J-pop. Hyperpop, I suppose.”

“Ah, one of those,” I chuckled. “Like the Karmeldansen vibe?”

Her eyes lit up. “You know them?”

“I was a kid until recently,” I said with a grin as the lift reached the underground garage. I helped her over to the Fiesta and eased her into the passenger seat.

“Well, it’s like that, but the lyrics are a bit less… childish.” She paused, then added with a mischievous smile, “My shows have a female domination and findom theme. I bring slaves up on stage, that sort of thing. There’s another girl who does similar stuff; Pinkii. She’s amazing.”

“The more you know,” I laughed, pulling out of the garage and up the ramp into the night.

“Not your thing, then?” she asked, watching me sideways.

“Sorry.” I shrugged. “I’m pretty vanilla.”

We drove through the quiet streets in comfortable silence for a minute before she turned to study me more closely.

“You look familiar. Weren’t you some sort of sports person? Famous swimmer or something?”

I kept my eyes on the road, grip tightening slightly on the wheel. “I used to swim, yeah. Feels like another lifetime now.”

“That’s it! You were in the news. You were meant to be going to the Olympics. What happened?”

I didn’t want to talk about it. The wound was still too raw, too private. But she was going to be my next-door neighbour for the foreseeable future; starting things off awkwardly felt like a bad idea.

“I was driving back from a party with my girlfriend when we had an accident,” I said evenly. “Broke both my legs. Had to learn to walk again.”

“Shit… I’m sorry.” She sounded genuinely pained. “And your girlfriend?”

I swallowed hard and stared straight ahead, fighting the sudden sting in my eyes. “She didn’t make it.”

Krissie went quiet. After a long moment she whispered, “I’m sorry.” This time the apology was for dragging it up, not for the crash itself.

“It’s alright. You didn’t know.”

Thankfully the hospital lights appeared ahead, ending the conversation. I parked as close as I could and helped her out. A porter spotted us and hurried over with a wheelchair.

Our local hospital was surprisingly efficient for a town this size. It had once been the main facility for the county, but after the city built its shiny new one, the traffic had shifted. For now, at least, there were almost no queues.

At reception Krissie gave her details while I stood beside her. She started to look nervous.

“You really don’t have to wait…” she said softly.

“I’m here now. I’ll drive you back after.”

“I can get an Uber.”

“I’m already here, aren’t I?”

She hesitated, then turned back to the nurse. When asked for her name and NHS number, she sighed and glanced at me one last time before answering, “Christopher Alan March.” Her voice was small. “I haven’t had my name and gender marker changed on record yet.”

She was transgender. It didn’t bother me in the slightest; I’d always got on with people regardless; but I could see the vulnerability in her eyes as she waited for my reaction. I simply shrugged and gave her a small, reassuring smile. “Okay.”

It seemed to be the right response. Her shoulders relaxed and she offered me a sweet, grateful smile in return.

Trans or not, Krissie was stunning. The kawaii e-girl aesthetic suited her perfectly; long legs in fishnets, playful pink hair, delicate features. I wasn’t attracted to the idea of what she had between her legs, but as a woman she was undeniably beautiful.

“You can go straight through to room three,” the nurse said brightly.

I wheeled her down the corridor. As I started to move toward the waiting area, she reached out and caught my hand.

“No… stay, please? If you don’t mind?”

“I don’t mind at all,” I said, taking the seat beside her. She kept hold of my hand, her fingers surprisingly warm and tight around mine.

A few minutes later the doctor arrived; a young Black man with a warm, professional smile. He listened carefully as Krissie explained what had happened, made some quick notes, then asked the nurse to clean the blood from her toe. To do that, she had to carefully peel off the torn fishnet stocking. The delicate material whispered down her long leg, revealing smooth, pale skin beneath.

He examined the injury with gentle fingers, pressing and squeezing. “Nothing feels broken,” he said eventually, “but you’ve smashed the nail off and may have damaged the tendon. We’ll send you for an X-ray to be sure.”

Half an hour later the X-ray confirmed his diagnosis; no fracture, just heavy bruising and the lost nail. Krissie left A&E with a sturdy splint under her big toe, a thick bandage, and strict instructions to rest it for a few days. I helped her back to the car and drove us home through the quiet streets.

As we reached our floor and she unlocked her door, she turned to me with a hopeful little smile. “Fancy coming in for a drink? Least I can do after dragging you out at this hour.”

I paused with my own key in the lock and looked at her. “Have you eaten anything since you got home?”

She glanced sideways, thinking. “Bugger… no.”

“Then come over to mine instead. I’ll cook you something proper.”

“A sandwich will do,” she protested. “I ate on the plane.” Still, she closed her door and hobbled across the hallway toward me.

I made her a thick ham and cheese sandwich with a cold beer, and we sat at my kitchen island talking about her tour. She’d played Scandinavia, Germany and France, then flown on to Korea and Japan. In every city, she told me, she had what she called “simps”; submissive men who happily funded her lifestyle in exchange for being belittled and controlled.

“Is it just for show,” I asked, genuinely curious, “or do you actually get off on it?”

“Oh, I love it,” she said without hesitation, licking a crumb from her lip. “Being dominant isn’t an act for me. It’s who I am.”

I hesitated, choosing my words carefully. “Yet you were born male and chose to transition to become a dominant woman? I thought it was usually the other way round.”

“Yeah, but this is who I want to be,” she replied simply.

“No, I mean; good for you. And honestly, you look amazing. I’d date you in a heartbeat.” I felt the need to qualify it. “You know… if I was into that.”

Her smile softened, but there was a flicker of disappointment in her eyes. “Me being trans is an issue, huh?”

I blinked, realising she’d misunderstood. “No; wait, that’s not what I meant.” I frowned, searching for the right words. “I’ve never really thought about dating a trans woman before, and I suppose I’ve always been into pussy. If you’d fully transitioned, I probably wouldn’t even bat an eye. But it’s not really about that.” I gave her a small smile. “I just don’t see myself becoming anyone’s simp.”

Her face brightened again as she took another bite of the sandwich. “Well, that’s a two-fold problem then. I’d expect my boyfriend to be my simp… and I’m a top.” She shrugged playfully. “So there’s that.”

I raised my beer bottle in a mock toast. “We can still be friends and excellent neighbours, right?”

“Right,” she agreed, grinning. Then she giggled. “Besides, I heard you’re already banging Donna.”

Beer sprayed from my mouth. She burst out laughing.

“Where the hell did you hear that?” I spluttered.

“From Donna, obviously. We chat on WhatsApp. She tells me everything.”

“Jesus Christ. I didn’t realise you two were that close. Does she know you’re transgender?”

“Of course she does.”

“She never mentioned it to me.”

“It wasn’t her place to tell you,” Krissie pointed out. She was right.

We ended up drinking and talking until nearly two in the morning. She told me wild stories about the things she did with her simps and the content she created for OnlyFans. Some of it was surprisingly filthy, and I had to admit it was getting me properly horny. In return I opened up a little about the past year; how I’d given up on endless Tinder hook-ups and was focusing on Donna for now.

“You do understand the dynamic she has with Marshall, right?” Krissie asked, swirling the last of her beer.

“She’s dominant with him,” I said.

“Mmm… not quite like me. She’s dominant with him because that’s the lifestyle he begged for. She went along with it and discovered she enjoyed it, but it wasn’t what she originally wanted. Don’t get me wrong; she’s having the time of her life right now; but it’s still new for her. I know he’d love to be in the room while you fuck her.”

“Why would anyone want that?” I asked, genuinely baffled.

“Because the humiliation turns him on. For him it’s like living on the edge of orgasm all the time. He wants her to sissify him too, but she’s not ready for that yet.”

“Sissify? What’s that?”

“Basically dressing him up in hyper-feminine clothes; think frills, lace, heels; purely for humiliation. Unlike me, who identifies as a woman, he’s a cis man who gets off on being forced into the most feminine version of himself. It’s about breaking his masculinity. Like pain play; for some people whipping feels amazing, for others it’s unbearable. Humiliation is the same; it’s all psychological.”

“Huh…” I murmured, suddenly feeling a twinge of guilt. I’d been treating Donna as my convenient outlet for pleasure. If I wanted to keep seeing her, I might need to give something back, or eventually they’d find someone who could give them exactly what they both craved; and I’d be out of the picture.

I told Krissie as much. She smiled knowingly. “I don’t think you need to worry about that just yet. Apparently Donna says you’re a great fuck.” Her smirk widened. “But that’s only because she hasn’t tried me yet.”

“Oh, I’m a great fuck,” I shot back.

“Uh-huh. Bet my cock is bigger than yours.”

“Yeah, doubt it. And even if it is, doesn’t mean you’re better in bed.”

“We’ll have to agree to disagree,” she said, eyes sparkling with mischief, “but I bet my dick is bigger.”

The alcohol made me bold. I stared at her for a moment and said, “Prove it.”

For a moment we just looked at each other, the air suddenly thick. Then Krissie leaned back, lifted the hem of her tiny skirt, and pushed down her shiny pink panties. Out flopped a thick, circumcised cock; soft but already impressively heavy. It looked roughly the same size as mine when flaccid.

“Your turn,” she said, voice low.

I stood up, dropped my trousers and boxers, and let my smooth cock hang free.

“Fair enough,” she murmured, “but I’m a grower.” She wrapped her fingers around herself and began to stroke slowly. Before my eyes it swelled, lengthened, and thickened until it stood proud; long, thick, and undeniably bigger than mine. The sight of this gorgeous pink-haired girl with that massive cock jutting from between her smooth thighs did something unexpected to me. My own dick twitched and began to harden.

“Not bad,” she said softly, still slowly pumping her shaft, “but I think I win.”

“You do,” I admitted, voice a little rough.

Without another word she leaned forward, parted her glossy lips, and took me into her mouth in one smooth motion. The wet heat enveloped me completely. Her tongue swirled expertly as she sucked me deep, hollowing her cheeks with perfect pressure. It was, without question, the best blowjob of my life.


Two

Chapter Two

The problem with Krissie blowing me wasn’t that I’d hated it. Quite the opposite. I hadn’t been repulsed by her cock at all. I’d watched her stroke herself afterwards, fascinated, and when she came I’d even found the sight strangely compelling. But when it came to touching her, to returning the favour, something in me had locked up. I couldn’t do it. She’d smiled, told me it was fine, no pressure, and left shortly after with a soft kiss on my cheek. Still, the guilt lingered like a bruise I couldn’t stop pressing.

She had, however, left me feeling as though the world was suddenly larger and more complicated than I’d realised.

The next morning I texted Donna; Come over when you can. Need to see you.

Five minutes later she was at my door in a short red silk robe that barely covered the matching red lingerie underneath. The moment I let her in she pounced, pressing her body against mine with a hungry little growl.

“Wait, wait—” I laughed, catching her wrists before she could drag me straight to the bedroom. “I want to tell you something first.”

She tilted her head, curious, one perfectly arched brow raised. “Go on.”

I took a breath. “I want to fuck you in front of your husband.”

Her eyes lit up instantly, a delighted grin splitting her face. “Eeeee! Yes! Yes!” She squealed, shoving me backwards onto the bed and climbing on top, peppering my face and neck with eager kisses. “Why the change of heart?”

“I met Krissie properly last night. We… talked. A lot.”

“Really?” Donna gave me a cheeky, knowing look. “Did you two play?”

“Sort of. She gave me a blowjob.” I paused. “She’d stubbed her toe so badly I had to drive her to A&E first.”

“Ouch. Is she okay?”

“Yeah, nothing broken. Anyway, we stayed up drinking and she explained a bit about why Marshall likes what he likes. Made me feel… selfish, I suppose. So I decided I should give him what he wants.”

Donna’s smile softened into something warmer. “He’s going to be over the moon. Now fuck me; you’ve made me ridiculously horny.”

I flipped her onto her stomach in one smooth motion, grabbed her hips and pulled her arse up into the air. She was already wet. I lined myself up and sank into her in one long, deep stroke, groaning at the slick heat that welcomed me. As I started to thrust, though, the image of Krissie’s huge cock kept flashing behind my eyes.

“Hey,” I panted, still moving inside her, “how come you and Krissie have never fucked?”

“I don’t know,” Donna gasped between thrusts. “Never really crossed my mind. Why?”

I wasn’t sure it was wise to brag, but I’d never been one to hold back. “She’s got a massive dick.”

Donna looked back over her shoulder with a wicked smirk. “Really? Bigger than yours?”

“Donna, it’s like a fucking baseball bat.”

She giggled, then moaned loudly as I drove in harder. “I’m not sure I’d like that. There’s such a thing as too big.”

“News to me,” I laughed, slamming into her again and drawing a deep, guttural grunt that melted into a needy moan.

“Marshall gets home at five today,” she said breathlessly. “How about he walks in and finds you balls-deep inside me?”

“Sounds like a plan.”

We fucked for another intense half-hour before collapsing in a sweaty tangle. Donna reached for her cigarettes, lit one, and exhaled slowly toward the ceiling while I lay beside her, catching my breath.

I’d been enjoying our little arrangement, but after the conversation with Krissie the night before, I suddenly felt naïve; as though I’d been sleepwalking through life. I still hadn’t taken Donna up on her offer of unofficial therapy, but right then the words spilled out anyway.

“I want to tell you how I ended up here,” I said quietly.

Sensing the shift in tone, she stubbed out the half-smoked cigarette and turned onto her side to face me fully. She said nothing, just gave me her complete attention, eyes steady and patient.

For the next twenty minutes I talked. About Rebecca. About the future I’d mapped out around swimming. About how the crash had ripped everything away and left me hollow. About hating that I’d turned my beloved digital art into paid work for clients who didn’t appreciate it. And finally, about how sex had become the only reliable way I knew to switch off the constant ache of sadness.

Donna listened without interrupting, occasionally asking a gentle clarifying question but never pushing. When I finished she let the silence settle for a moment, digesting everything.

“Right now, all I can say is this,” she began, her voice low and soothing. “Using sex to disconnect from the sadness isn’t a bad thing. Plenty of people in your position spiral into drink or drugs. You didn’t. That shows real strength.”

I nodded slowly.

“As for your job; yes, it sucks that something you love has become work. But most people aren’t thrilled with how they earn a living. Let me ask you this, though; forgetting who you’re doing it for, do you actually enjoy the act of creating?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

“Then take the win. Imagine hating every single day at a job you despise, for people you can’t stand. Life is rarely perfect. Try not to let the imperfections eat you alive.”

She had a point. Somewhere in my head I’d built this utopian fantasy; swimming would be my life, art would be my pure joy. Reality had flipped that, and I’d been quietly punishing myself for it. There was probably some imposter syndrome mixed in too; the nagging voice that said my art wasn’t really good enough to charge for, even though the invoices proved otherwise.

What struck me most about Donna wasn’t the words themselves, but the way she delivered them. Her voice was smooth, warm, almost hypnotic. It invited me to question my own spiralling thoughts without feeling judged. Just listening to her made something tight in my chest loosen.

It also made me excruciatingly horny again.

I rolled on top of her without warning, capturing her mouth in a deep kiss. She giggled against my lips, the sound quickly turning into a throaty moan as I slid back inside her. She was still slick with my earlier release; the wet, messy sound of it only heightened the filthiness of the moment. I fucked her slowly this time, savouring every sigh and shiver, while the weight I’d been carrying felt just a little lighter.

“I could talk to you for hours,” I murmured, rocking slowly inside her, savouring the slick warmth of her pussy.

“Then talk,” Donna smiled up at me, soft and inviting. “I like listening to you.”

I hesitated, still moving in lazy thrusts. “Last night with Krissie… she sucked me off. It was the alcohol, spontaneous, but afterwards I felt incredibly guilty.”

She misunderstood at first. “Aw, honey, you don’t need to feel guilty on my account. We’re not exclusive.”

I rolled my eyes at her easy arrogance. “No, not that. I felt guilty because I couldn’t bring myself to return the favour.”

This time genuine confusion crossed her face. “Why on earth not?”

“Because I’m not gay…”

Donna laughed; a warm, throaty sound that made her inner walls flutter around me. “Does Krissie look like a man to you?”

“Well… no. Definitely not.”

“And if she did, would you be attracted to her?”

“No.”

“Are you attracted to her now?”

I felt my cheeks heat. “Yeah… I am.” It was impossible to deny. Krissie looked like an incredibly beautiful woman.

“Okay,” Donna said patiently, still gently rolling her hips beneath me. “Being homosexual means you’re attracted to men; to masculinity, whether it’s soft or aggressive. Not simply to a penis. A cock is just a body part. It’s your feelings toward the person that define it.”

She was opening doors in my mind I hadn’t even known existed. Still, my brain stubbornly linked penis with man. “Alright… but how do I get past the fact that she has one?”

Donna’s eyes sparkled with mischief. She flipped us suddenly, straddling me and sinking back down onto my cock with a satisfied sigh. “I have a penis. You have a vagina.” She grinned at my bewildered expression. “Think about it. During development, chromosomes decide how the same basic tissue forms. Same skin, same nerves, just shaped differently. The internals vary, but at the core it’s flesh and sensation.”

She reached down and spread the top of her labia, exposing her clit; prominent and swollen from our fucking. “My clit is fairly big. Some women have much larger ones. Marshall sucks on it like it’s a little cock, and I love it. So tell me; if I had a bigger clit, would you suck it?”

“Yes,” I admitted without hesitation.

“Because it’s a clit.”

“Yes.”

Donna’s grin widened as she began riding me properly again. “Then Krissie just has a very, very big clit.”

I couldn’t help grinning back. She was right. I was overcomplicating it. Krissie was gorgeous, and if sucking on warm skin and flesh brought her pleasure, then why the hell not? It wasn’t as if I was offering up my anal virginity… though something told me Donna would have an argument for that too; how many straight men secretly enjoyed pegging, how much better a real, warm cock would feel hitting that spot…

The thought sent a dangerous thrill through me.

Later that morning, as Donna prepared to leave, I kissed her deeply at the door and promised to come by later. I had work deadlines looming, otherwise I might have kept her in bed all day.

The moment I opened the door to see her out, I found Krissie standing there, finger poised to ring my doorbell. The two women greeted each other with quick kisses on the cheek. Donna murmured something about needing a shower, then paused on her way to the stairs.

“By the way, Krissie,” she said with a playful wink, “I think you and I should have some private time together one day. I’ve heard good things…”

Krissie giggled, cheeks flushing pink, as Donna disappeared down the staircase. Then she pushed straight past me into my flat.

“Come in, then,” I said dryly, closing the door behind her.

“You told her about my cock?” she asked, smirking as she leaned against the kitchen counter.

“I said I was surprised you two had never hooked up.”

She folded her arms, one eyebrow raised. “And?”

“And then I may have mentioned that you have a massive dick.”

“There we go.” Her smirk deepened.

“Why are you here?” I asked, still a little dazed by the rapid swap of women at my door.

“What? Can’t a girl pop round to say hello to her new bestie?” She feigned hurt, dramatic hand on her chest.

“Is that what we are now?”

“You did save my toe. Practically my life.”

“Bit of a stretch,” I muttered, filling the kettle and holding up a mug in question. She nodded and perched at the kitchen table.

“No, seriously; thank you again for last night.”

“You thanked me very thoroughly,” I replied, the memory of her incredible mouth sending heat through me. “Actually, on that subject… I wanted to say something.”

Curiosity lit her face. She was dressed in a tiny pink latex skirt that barely covered anything, the shiny material riding high enough to reveal the prominent bulge in her matching pink knickers. Her breasts strained against a bra that looked two sizes too small. The sight hit me like a punch.

I wanted to suck her cock.

The realisation was sudden and undeniable.

I walked over to her. Krissie’s expression shifted from confusion to quiet surprise as I dropped to my knees in front of her chair. Without a word I reached out, hooked my fingers into the waistband of her knickers and pulled them aside. Her thick, flaccid cock spilled free, heavy and warm.

She didn’t stop me. Instead she leaned back, laced her hands behind her head, and watched with a lazy, expectant smirk.

I wrapped my fingers around her first, feeling the weight, the velvety skin. It began to swell and harden in my palm almost immediately. Heart hammering, I leaned forward and took the head into my mouth.

There was no grand reason. Fairness was part of it; she’d sucked me so beautifully; but mostly I just wanted to. I wanted to know what it felt like, what it tasted like. How often did a straight man get the chance to experience this?

My biggest fear was hurting her with my teeth. She was thick, and it was difficult to take much at first. But the soft gasps and low moans coming from above told me I was doing something right. Encouraged, I pushed deeper, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes as I fought my gag reflex and took her further into my throat.

I pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting my lips to her glistening cock, and looked up while gently stroking her. “How am I doing?”

“Fuck, Stephen… you’re a natural,” she gasped, breathing hard. “Keep going!”

I lowered my mouth again, sucking with more confidence now, swirling my tongue around the smooth head and along the firm shaft beneath. I moved lower, taking one of her heavy balls into my mouth, surprised by its size; I’d half-expected hormones to shrink them. The musky, intimate taste of her only made me harder.

“Stop; stop—” she suddenly gasped, pushing gently at my head.

“What?” I asked, pulling back, still stroking her slick length. “Am I doing something wrong?”

“No! I’m going to come!”

“Then come,” I said simply, shrugging.

“In your mouth? Really?”

“Yes. You swallowed mine yesterday.”

She smiled, a mix of surprise and delight. I took her back into my mouth, bobbing faster, sucking with purpose. Her breathing grew ragged. Suddenly her fingers tightened in my hair and her cock swelled against my tongue. Hot, thick pulses of semen flooded my mouth; wave after wave of it. I didn’t swallow immediately. Instead I held it there, letting the salty-bitter taste coat my tongue, savouring the sheer volume and the raw intimacy of it. Only when she finally sighed and told me to stop did I slowly pull off, still holding her spend on my tongue for a moment longer before swallowing.

“Wow!” Krissie gasped, still catching her breath. “Just… wow. I really hope that wasn’t a one-and-done thing?”

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, tasting her on my tongue, and realised with quiet surprise that I didn’t hate it. In fact, it had been pretty fucking fun. “I’d like to do it again,” I said, “if that’s okay with you?”

She giggled, eyes sparkling. “Let me think about it… mmm… well… okay then…” The sarcasm was thick, but the grin that followed was genuine. Then she did something that caught me completely off guard; she leaned down and kissed me; not a quick peck, but a long, deep, passionate kiss that left me dizzy.

I stood up, still half-hard, and went back to finishing the teas, my cock jutting shamelessly from the front of my open robe. “I actually really enjoyed that,” I laughed, spooning sugar into the mugs.

Behind me, I felt her presence before her hands snaked around my waist and slipped inside the robe. Her fingers wrapped around my dick, stroking me slowly as her lips found the sensitive skin of my neck. I could feel the soft, warm weight of her now-flaccid cock pressing against the back of the robe.

“Wanna fuck me?” she whispered hotly into my ear.

“I thought you were a top?” I asked, voice already rough.

“Mmm… vers top, for the right people.”

“You know that means I’m probably going to want you to fuck me too, right?” I said with a smile.

“Actually, I didn’t know or assume that,” she murmured, still stroking me lazily, “but if you really want it, then yes; just not today.”

“Why not?”

“Because I’m big, and I don’t want to hurt you. I want your first time to be good.”

“Some dominatrix you are!” I laughed.

“I’m not that sort of dominatrix. I get off on the psychology more than the pain. Besides, sex should feel amazing for both of us. Otherwise, what’s the point?”

She took my hand and tugged me away from the counter, telling me to grab my keys. The two-metre walk to her door felt charged with anticipation. Inside, her apartment was bright and colourful yet surprisingly tasteful; minimalist wooden furniture, strategic LED lighting that shifted softly through pastel hues, and an impressive gaming setup dominating one corner.

She led me straight into the bedroom and pushed me onto the huge pink-and-black bed. My robe was stripped away in seconds. Krissie opened a large drawer and returned with two items; a sleek black rubber butt plug and a generous tub of lube.

First she coated the plug liberally, then squeezed a small amount onto her fingers. She smiled as she pressed them gently against my hole. “It’s really good that you don’t have body hair.”

“I like it too,” I admitted, breathing a little faster.

The plug wasn’t massive; roughly the size of two fingers; so when it slid inside me there was only a firm pressure, nothing painful or overwhelming. “Wear it for a couple of days,” she said softly. “Then we’ll size you up. Trust me, we could try fucking now, but it really wouldn’t feel good for you yet.”

“Thanks,” I said, oddly touched by how careful she was being. “You’re… kind.”

She rubbed a little more lube over her own entrance, then climbed over me. Her cock had hardened again and jutted out from beneath her tiny latex skirt, but instead of offering it to my mouth she positioned herself above my erection and slowly sank down, taking me inside her arse inch by inch.

I’d fucked women anally before; including Donna; so I knew how good it felt, but with Krissie it was different. Maybe it was the way her prostate rubbed against me with every movement, or the hypnotic sight of her massive cock bouncing heavily in front of me, but the pleasure felt sharper, deeper, somehow better.

She leaned forward, hands braced on my chest, eyes locked on mine as she rode me with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips. I reached up, stroking her breasts through the thin bralette until she grabbed the hem and pulled it off in one smooth motion. Her pierced tits bounced free; firm, perfectly shaped, nipples already hard. I cupped them, thumbs circling the silver bars, drawing soft moans from her.

We stayed like that for several delicious minutes before she lifted off me and moved onto all fours. Without needing to be told, I knelt behind her, gripped her slim hips, and slid back inside her tight heat. Krissie reached down and started stroking her own enormous cock in time with my thrusts.

“Harder,” she moaned. “Fuck me harder.”

The plug in my arse made every sensation more intense. I panted, gasping, clenching around the rubber as I drove into her. I knew I wouldn’t last long; maybe ten strokes at most. Before I could warn her, Krissie cried out.

“Oh god; gonna cum, gonna cum!”

“Me too!”

“Oh fuck yes! Cum in me! Breed me, Stephen! Breed my horny arse!”

Her words tipped me over the edge. With a guttural groan I buried myself deep and erupted, pulsing thick ropes of cum inside her. She cried out again and again, her own cock spurting onto the sheets as I kept moving, squeezing every last drop from both of us, until we finally collapsed in a sweaty, trembling heap with my cock still buried inside her.

“Did you enjoy that?” she asked, voice husky.

“Fuck yeah,” I laughed breathlessly. “Did you?”

“Mmm, yeah… but I’m really looking forward to burying myself inside you.” She purred, turning her head to look at me. “Fuck, it’s going to be so hot breaking you in.”

I chuckled but didn’t push the subject. Instead I kissed her cheek. She turned fully, letting my softening cock slip from her, then wrapped herself around me. Warm cum dripped from her spent cock onto mine, but I didn’t care. Everything about this felt strangely right. Maybe Donna had been correct; maybe the labels didn’t matter after all. I’d known this girl for less than twenty-four hours, yet somehow she already felt like someone who had been missing from my life.

And then she said the words that cracked something open in my chest.

“Don’t get attached to me, though. This is just sex.”

“Oh… okay…” I replied, frowning slightly. “Why, if you don’t mind me asking?”

She looked away for a moment. “I travel a lot. My singing career is taking off faster than I expected, and the OnlyFans money is ridiculous right now. It’s a lot for most guys to handle, so I just… don’t bother anymore.”

“Sounds to me like you’ve already given up,” I shrugged. “No pressure from my side, but my work is part-time and I can do it from anywhere. As for the OnlyFans stuff; your body, your choice. None of my business.”

She smiled and rolled her eyes. “Fine. But you wouldn’t want to be my simp anyway. You wouldn’t enjoy it. It’s not who you are.”

“How do you know?”

“I just do.”

“How?”

She licked her lips, then climbed off the bed and walked to a drawer. When she turned back she was holding a large, ruffled pink satin and white lace bralette. She held it out to me, arms folded.

“Here. Put that on.”

I shrugged. If that was the test, fine. I took the delicate garment and slipped it on, the soft satin cool against my skin, the lace trim brushing my chest. It felt ridiculous and strangely arousing at the same time.

“There,” I said, spreading my arms. “See?”

“Considering you were a straight guy yesterday, you’re going through a hell of an effort to impress me,” Krissie laughed, clearly amused. “Fine.”

She reached back into the drawer and pulled out a matching set; delicate sissy briefs in shiny pink satin and a tiny matching mini-skirt trimmed with white lace. “Put all of that on and then dance for me.”

I dressed without protest. The satin felt cool and slippery against my skin, the briefs cradling my cock and balls in a way that was both humiliating and strangely arousing. As I adjusted the skirt, Krissie picked up her phone and started a song. It was frantic J-pop; a high-pitched female voice rapping rapidly about how all men were nothing but wallets for sexy girls, how real men should crawl and lick the ground beneath women’s heels.

I realised with a jolt that the singer was Krissie herself.

She turned the screen toward me. On it, young twink boys in frilly kawaii maid outfits were prancing about, wrists flapping limply, hips swinging exaggeratedly. They stuck their tongues out, rolled their eyes in that vacant bimbo way, went cross-eyed, and drooled while shaking their panty-covered backsides at the camera. It looked ridiculous. Stupid. Nothing I would ever do.

“See?” she sighed, almost regretful. “That’s why.”

“Why do you want that?” I asked quietly.

“Because I enjoy making men do it for me. I want to do it to all men. I want every last one of you to serve and become pathetic little sissies.”

“Why?”

“Because toxic masculinity will destroy the world. I’d rather humanity survives by submitting than blows itself up with nuclear weapons.”

“Huh… good point,” I admitted. “But unfortunately, my brain is hardwired not to allow itself to do that.”

“Exactly.” She gave a small, sad smile. “Which is why you and I can’t work as a couple. Sorry, Stephen, but it is what it is.”

I don’t know why it hit me so hard, but when I left her apartment ten minutes later I felt hollow inside, as though I’d lost something I hadn’t even known I wanted. There was no denying the raw physical attraction; the penis included. I had enjoyed sucking her far more than I’d expected. More than that, our conversation the night before had stirred feelings I hadn’t experienced since Rebecca; warmth, connection, the quiet thrill of being seen.

Back in my own flat I shrugged off my robe to change and caught sight of myself in the full-length mirror. I was still wearing the pink satin lingerie. The delicate bralette hugged my chest, the tiny skirt barely covered my arse, and the plug remained firmly seated inside me.

I stared for a long moment, then licked my lips. Almost without thinking, I grabbed my phone, opened Spotify, and searched for Krissie’s music. I selected a track called It Belongs Up Your Butt. The title made me glance down at the black plug still buried in my arse.

The song blasted out far too loud at first; crazy, ultra-fast Japanese-style pop-tech with Krissie rapping at breakneck speed. I scrambled to turn the volume down. The lyrics were filthy and playful, but that wasn’t why I was listening.

I looked at my reflection and began to dance exactly as the boys in the video had; ultra-effeminate, wrists limp, hips swinging, tongue poking out, eyes rolling. I looked ridiculous. Pathetic. And yet I couldn’t stop. My cock swelled hard beneath the satin as I danced like no straight man ever should, rubbing myself shamelessly through the shiny material.

The next song auto-played. I kept going, dancing like an idiot, grinding and twerking, one hand frantically stroking my cock through the satin until I came hard, spilling into the delicate fabric with a strangled groan.

The shame hit instantly.

I couldn’t get the lingerie off fast enough. I couldn’t get the shower hot enough. I scrubbed frantically, trying to wash away the embarrassment. What the fuck was I doing? I had a butt-plug in my arse. I had sucked cock. I had practically begged a trans girl to date me.

“I’m straight!” I hissed at my reflection. “What the fuck?”

But the moment I stepped out of the shower and dried off, I saw the discarded pink lingerie on the floor and felt the plug still snug inside me. A calmer voice whispered; Okay, maybe you’re overreacting. It was actually a lot of fun.

That was when I discovered the cruel phenomenon known as post-nut clarity.

I leaned hard against the wall, banging my forehead against it in frustration. A moment later came a return knock from the other side. I wrapped the robe around myself and walked out to the small side balcony. The two balconies were separated only by vertical metal bars; effectively a private glory hole.

Krissie was already there, waiting.

Her eyes were cool, almost accusatory, as if she could smell the shame and the fresh cum on me. Without a word she lifted the hem of her tiny skirt and pushed her thick, hardening cock through the bars. Her gaze never left mine. No smile. Just a calm, expectant look that told me exactly what she wanted.

I dropped to my knees on the balcony floor and took her into my mouth.

The metal bars pressed coldly against my cheeks as I sucked her, the risk of being seen by anyone in the square below only adding to the thrill. I didn’t care. I bobbed eagerly, tongue swirling, taking as much of her as I could while the plug shifted deliciously inside me with every movement of my head.


Three

Marshall was late, but neither Donna nor I cared. We had already fucked once, and I knew I could go again soon. While my first load slowly dribbled out of her onto the sheets, we lay tangled together, kissing lazily and talking. I told her everything about my morning and afternoon with Krissie; how I had ended up sucking her cock four times in a single day. Four!

Donna found the whole thing wonderful. She was firmly convinced that sex and gender were fluid, nothing to feel ashamed about. Still, I needed to understand the sharp crash of shame that hit me after I came.

“It’s called post-nut clarity,” she explained gently, tracing circles on my chest. “Not an official medical term, but everyone knows what it means. It’s just a sudden drop in dopamine and a spike in prolactin. The guilt feels very real in the moment, but it passes. Most men experience it. You’re not doing anything wrong, Stephen. Give it time; the feeling will fade as your brain realises nothing bad is actually happening.”

I didn’t mention the pink satin lingerie or the ridiculous dancing I had done in it later that afternoon. Some things still felt too raw to share. I did tell her, though, how dejected I had felt when Krissie rejected any possibility of a relationship.

“Maybe she’s not looking for a relationship at all,” Donna shrugged, “but it’s more likely she’s testing whether you truly want her; no matter what.”

“Interesting,” I murmured.

Just then the front door clicked open.

“Honey, I’m home!” Marshall called out cheerfully.

We ignored him. I was already hard again. I rolled Donna onto her back and began fucking her properly this time; deep, steady strokes that quickly had her moaning louder.

The bedroom door opened. I heard Marshall’s sharp intake of breath. Donna looked straight at him, a wicked smirk on her lips.

“Get undressed and kneel, slave,” she purred.

“Yes, Mistress!” Marshall croaked. He practically tore off his clothes and dropped to his knees beside the bed, eyes wide and hungry.

“See, slave?” Donna breathed, her voice thick with pleasure as I thrust into her. “See how a real man fucks me?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I glanced over at him. His gaze was locked on my cock sliding in and out of his wife, pupils blown with arousal. Instead of feeling awkward or turned off, I felt a sudden rush of exhibitionist thrill. I wanted to show off for him.

“I’ve been fucking her so many times lately,” I told him, voice low and confident. “She’s my slut now. I fuck her whenever I want.”

“He owns my pussy, baby,” Donna agreed, pulling my face down for a deep kiss. “Who owns it, baby?”

“He does,” Marshall whispered reverently.

“Who is he?”

“Master Stephen.”

The title sent a dark thrill through me. I flipped Donna onto her knees, gripped her hips, and buried myself inside her again from behind. “You’ve been licking my cum out of her pussy, haven’t you?” I asked him.

“Yes, Master. Thank you for depositing it.”

“My pleasure. But today you get it nice and fresh.” I laughed, fully embracing my role as the bull in their dynamic.

I slid my hands up her body and cupped her enhanced breasts, pinching her nipples as I fucked her harder. My lips found the sensitive skin of her neck. Her pussy rippled and squeezed around my cock, pulling me deeper. I was getting close, but I wanted her to come first; I wanted Marshall to watch me make her fall apart.

Then Marshall spoke, his voice trembling with need.

“Do you love him? Are you falling in love with him?”

“Mmm, of course I am,” Donna gasped, her body already beginning to shake. “How could I not? He’s perfect; everything you failed to be.” Each cruel word made her clench tighter around me. She was getting off on her own humiliation as much as he was. “I’m falling for him. I might even leave you for him. You’ll have to watch me move out, move downstairs to be with a better man.”

“Oh yes, Mistress! Please! Please fall in love! Please leave me for him!” Marshall begged, his voice cracking with desperate arousal.

The words were bizarre, almost absurd, yet they turned me on more than I cared to admit. Something inside me flipped.

“I think I’m falling for you too,” I told Donna, thrusting harder. “You’ve done more for me than anyone else ever has. I want to take you away from all this and keep you for myself.”

She gasped sharply, her whole body convulsing. “Yes! Yes, Stephen; I love you!”

“I love you too, Donna!” I groaned, knowing the words weren’t entirely true, but they clearly did something powerful for both of them; and, strangely, for me as well.

Donna came hard, her screams guttural and almost pained as her pussy spasmed violently around my cock. I looked over at Marshall. He was smiling, eyes wide and shining with pure ecstasy. This; the emotional betrayal, the talk of love and leaving; did far more for him than simple penetration ever could.

It pushed me over the edge too. With a deep groan I slammed into her one final time and filled her with thick ropes of cum, thrusting until I had emptied every drop. Only then did I pull out and let Donna roll onto her back. Marshall immediately crawled between her thighs and began licking and sucking my load from her well-fucked pussy.

“We’re not just a cuckold and hotwife couple,” Donna explained softly while her husband devoured my cum. “We’re into something called netorase. It’s a Japanese term. It goes beyond traditional cuckolding. Netorase is about more than just the sex; it’s the emotional side too. The love, the attraction, the knowledge that our relationship is fragile and could be taken away. It’s the thrill of watching your partner genuinely fall for someone else.”

“Isn’t that dangerous?” I asked, still catching my breath.

Donna smiled down at Marshall, running her fingers lovingly through his hair as he continued licking. “It depends…”

“On?”

“On whether or not you accept what you truly want. We have.” She looked back at me, eyes gleaming. “We both know that one day I will fall in love with someone and I will leave him. I want it. So does he. Our children are grown and gone, so this is the life we’ve chosen.”

“But he’ll be left alone,” I said, still trying to wrap my head around it. “It feels so final.”

“And if we never see it through, it will always feel like an incomplete journey.” She purred, her breathing quickening again as another orgasm began to build. Then she turned that soft, knowing smile on me. “We know exactly what we want. I’ve already told him I will leave him one day. I’ve prepared the people who matter. It’s what we both crave. I want to see the pain on his face when I finally walk away. That pain turns me on more than anything.”

It was evil in so many ways, and I genuinely didn’t understand it. If they had both been younger, perhaps I could have seen the appeal; there would still be time to rebuild, to find someone else. But they were both in their fifties, and Marshall looked significantly older than Donna. What would he be left with? Just money? I asked her that directly.

“No, no money,” she said, shaking her head as Marshall continued lapping between her thighs. “Everything is in my name. We signed a post-nuptial agreement years ago; he gets nothing, no matter what. He’ll be completely broken and ruined. I’ll even rent this apartment back to him, and he’ll have to pay me rent every month.”

I was horrified. It was deeply disturbing… yet far more horrifying was the fact that my cock was rock-hard again at her words.

I moved to enter her once more, expecting Marshall to shift out of the way. Instead, as I approached, he simply opened his mouth and took me inside. After everything that had happened in the past twenty-four hours, I didn’t even hesitate. I rested a hand on the back of his head and began to fuck his throat with slow, deliberate thrusts.

“That’s it, baby,” Donna cooed, watching with heavy-lidded eyes. “Suck my lover’s cock like a good little bitch.”

“Good little bitch,” I chuckled, pushing deeper until I felt him gag. Surprisingly, it was a lot more enjoyable than I had imagined. Seeing how eagerly Marshall surrendered to the humiliation only made me want to push further, to do this again and again.

But I didn’t want to come in his mouth. Not tonight. I wanted to fuck his wife again; properly this time; and look into her eyes while she told me she loved me. I wanted to make her feel it.

I pulled out of Marshall’s mouth with a wet pop and moved between Donna’s legs. We fucked in missionary, eyes locked, bodies moving in slow, rhythmic waves. Our kisses were soft and lingering, lips barely parting, a thin sheen of moisture between them. This wasn’t raw, frantic fucking anymore; it was something closer to genuine passion, and Marshall could see every tender second of it.

“Tell me you love me,” I whispered against her mouth.

“I love you,” she replied, a faint smile playing on her lips.

“No…” I shook my head gently and stroked her hair. “I mean it, Donna. I have real feelings for you. I want you with me. I love you.”

Her eyes searched mine, confusion flickering across her face. She swallowed hard. For a moment I thought I had gone too far; that my acting had become too convincing, too visceral. I braced for her to push me away, to laugh it off, to remind me I was too young.

Instead, she breathed, “I… I think I’m falling in love with you too, Stephen.” Her voice trembled slightly. “It’s early, I know, but I haven’t felt this alive in years. I want you all the time. I can’t stop thinking about you. So yes… I guess I do love you too.”

The words hit me like electricity. A shiver of pure excitement ran through my body, followed by a rush of overwhelming joy. Even though I had started it as part of the game, I realised I meant it; at least in that moment. “I love you, Donna!” I said, voice thick with genuine feeling.

Her smile widened, confidence flooding back into both of us. “God, I love you! I can’t believe I’m saying it, but I love you!”

“Leave him for me,” I urged, glancing down at Marshall.

We both looked at him. His pink chastity cage hung from his half-swollen cock, the plastic preventing any real erection. His face was a perfect mixture of fear and desperate hope. He wanted this. He didn’t want this. He needed it.

“I will,” Donna said, eyes shining. “I mean it. I promise. If you really mean it?”

“I do,” I replied, and in that heartbeat, I truly did.

“Then yes… we can talk about it properly tomorrow, when we’re alone. But yes, sweetie; I’ll leave him for you.”

We came together, hard and simultaneous, her pussy clenching rhythmically around me as I filled her with pulse after pulse of cum. Afterwards I made Marshall clean my cock with his mouth before he returned to licking my load from his wife’s well-fucked pussy.

Even after climax, I felt giddy with excitement at the thought of waking up next to this gorgeous woman who was more than twice my age. I didn’t care. I loved her.

Or at least, I thought I did.

When I finally returned to my own apartment sometime after, a strange comedown settled over me the moment the door clicked shut. The high evaporated, leaving only the cold realisation of how ridiculous I had been. I had been caught up in the moment, swept along by their fantasy. I could only hope Donna understood that it had all been part of the game.

It was past midnight, but singing drifted through the wall from Krissie’s apartment. At first I thought she was simply playing her music loudly, but the track would stop abruptly and then restart. She was rehearsing. I decided to leave her in peace.

The quiet gave me time to clean the butt-plug, reinsert it, shower, and prepare for bed. As I stood in front of the mirror, though, I saw the discarded pink satin lingerie from earlier still lying on the floor. Without thinking, I slipped it back on; the bralette, the tiny skirt, the shiny briefs. Then I put on Krissie’s music and danced again, stupidly, effeminately, exactly as she had shown me.

I looked ridiculous in the mirror, yet my cock swelled painfully hard beneath the satin as I rubbed myself. The same question kept circling in my mind; Who do I want to be?

I understood Donna’s dominance. I understood their twisted netorase fetish; the careful balance of love and humiliation, the thrill of emotional destruction. I even understood my own role as the bull, the one who would eventually break their marriage apart.

But I didn’t understand my own dominance in that position. And I didn’t understand why, as I danced like a fool in pink satin with a plug in my arse, part of me desperately wanted to experience Donna’s dominance for myself… while another part craved Krissie’s even more.

I was confused.

The bed became my safety net as I let myself flop onto it. For the next hour I lay there in the pink satin lingerie that now felt unmistakably like my sissy lingerie, scrolling through websites and erotic stories about BDSM, female domination, and the intoxicating power of humiliation. I read about why sissies existed, about the strange cocktail of shame and arousal that drove them. Feelings I hadn’t understood until now.

This wasn’t me.

I didn’t want to dress up as a woman. I didn’t want to humiliate myself. I didn’t want to become a pathetic excuse for a man. I didn’t want women laughing in my face, spitting on me, treating me like dirt. I didn’t want to debase myself in public.

I didn’t want any of that.

But I did want Krissie to force me to do it.

The music through the wall finally stopped. I assumed it was late and she wanted to sleep, but then came a gentle knock against the shared wall, followed by her muffled voice.

“Stephen?”

“Yeah?” I answered, smiling as warmth spread through my chest.

“Wanna come over? Spend the night?”

“Yeah,” I chuckled.

I jumped up and practically ran to the door, not even bothering to cover myself, keys in hand. When Krissie opened her door and saw me standing there in the delicate pink lingerie, her grin was immediate and wicked. She blocked the entrance for a moment, eyes raking over me.

“Either you were wearing that for me, hoping to see me… or you were wearing it for yourself,” she purred.

“I was dancing,” I smirked.

Her teeth caught her lower lip. “Prove it.”

She stepped aside and let me in. My heart hammered as I turned to face her. “I don’t want to do it.”

“See! I…” She stopped mid-sentence, mouth open, then broke into a slow, delighted grin as she realised what I had actually said. “I don’t care what you want. I’m telling you to do it.”

She understood perfectly.

“Yes, Mistress,” I smiled.

She shut the door and followed me into her bedroom. I watched as she picked up a microphone and pressed play on her computer. The music started; bright, frantic, hyper-pop. As she began to sing, I started dancing; stupidly, insanely, unmanly, almost childishly. She smiled while she sang, but it was a smile of pure relief and happiness.

She performed for nearly an hour, singing new, unreleased songs, and I danced the entire time. I wondered how long it would take before she noticed the songs I had been listening to all day appearing on her Spotify account. The longer she sang, the longer I danced, the less embarrassed I felt. By the end of the hour, it felt like the most natural thing in the world.

We collapsed onto her bed in a breathless embrace. Her hand slid down my back and gently pulled the butt-plug free. Our eyes locked as she pressed her hard cock against my entrance. She had noticed I was already well-lubricated. There was no teasing smile now; only intense focus as she read every flicker of expression on my face. Caution mixed with raw need. Any idea of slow training vanished. She needed to be inside me, and I needed her there.

I hissed at the unfamiliar burning stretch as the head pushed past my ring. “It’s okay,” she whispered, pausing with just the tip inside me. “I’ll wait. I’ll wait.”

The burn gradually dulled. I nodded, and she pressed deeper. Another wave of discomfort flared, then eased. After what felt like an eternity, she breathed, “I’m all the way in.”

The pressure against my insides was strange, almost overwhelming; as though she were pressing right up into my stomach. But as she held me close, her thick cock like a warm, living rod buried deep inside me, I realised how I felt.

I didn’t feel vulnerable. I didn’t feel in danger.

I felt safe. Owned. Protected.

Our eyes stayed locked as she began to move; slow, measured thrusts at first. Each one felt like pulling the cord on a petrol lawnmower, sparking something alive inside me. My panting quickly turned to moans. Soon I was clawing at her back, kissing her desperately, begging her to fuck me harder.

“This is amazing,” I gasped. “You’re amazing! Fuck; why is this so good?”

“You really like it?” she asked, hope threading through her voice.

“Don’t ever stop,” I begged. “Just never stop fucking me.”

Her lips crashed against mine, tongue claiming my mouth with fierce possession. Then she whispered the words I craved most; “You really want to be my partner?”

“Yes, I’d like that,” I answered breathlessly. Then reality intruded. “But… I just told Donna…”

“What did you tell Donna?” Her thrusts grew harder, more intense. For a moment I thought it might be anger.

“I told her I loved her. That I wanted her to leave her husband.”

“During sex?”

“Yeah.”

She laughed, low and delighted, and fucked me even harder. “That’s so hot. Marshall was watching?”

“Yes.”

“Excellent. Yeah, they’re deep into that. I might even help you make it happen.”

“But what about us?”

“Never heard of polyamory?” she giggled, pounding into me faster.

My hands cupped her tiny, smooth buttocks, pulling her deeper. “Fuck, that would be amazing!” I cried.

My cock swelled to its limit and began to spurt; not in sharp jets, but in long, rhythmic pulses that felt like they came from my entire body. The orgasm was different, smoother, deeper, rolling through me in waves. Even after I finished, I stayed rock-hard and desperately horny, still craving every thrust.

Krissie took full advantage. She flipped me onto my stomach, pushed my face into the pillow, and gripped my hips. With one hand pressing down on my back, she began to truly pummel me; hard, fast, relentless. I panted like a dog, the slap of skin on skin filling the room.

“Oh, oh, oh fuck! F-f-fuck me! Fuck me, Krissie! Oh my God, yes, fuck-fuck-fuck!”

“Yeah? You like it? You like my dick up your arse?” she panted, voice thick with raw dominance and lust.

“Yes! So much! God, I never want it to end!”

“It’s never gonna end, baby. You’re mine now. My little sissy girlfriend.”

“Yes! Yes, Mistress! I’m yours!”

The rhythmic pounding, the fullness, the sheer filth of it; every sense was alive. I didn’t care what anyone would think. I didn’t care if this made me gay or straight or anything in between. I just needed this feeling from the perfect, beautiful woman above me.

“I’m gonna cum,” she growled.

“Cum!” I begged.

“Want me to breed you? Fill you with my jizz?”

“Yes! I want you inside me! Please!”

“Gonna… gonna— FUCK YES!”

She slammed home with brutal force, knees buckling mine as she erupted. Hot, wet pulses flooded deep into my bowels. I loved every second of it; the heat, the claiming, the sheer intensity of being filled by her.

Her body collapsed onto mine, arms wrapping around me, legs tangled with mine. She wasn’t heavy, and I was strong enough to take her weight. In that moment of sticky, breathless intimacy, everything felt perfect.

The perfect end to a perfect evening.

The feeling of her cock still buried inside me was something I was almost scared to lose. Even as it softened, it stayed thick enough to remain lodged deep in my arse. Krissie kissed the back of my neck and shoulders with lazy affection. “It’s actually been six months since I last fucked anyone,” she whispered, surprising me.

“Really? Why?” Given how sexual she clearly was, the admission caught me off guard.

“I never connected with anyone. I have simps, but I don’t really want to fuck them.”

“You met me a day ago,” I laughed softly.

“When you know, you know,” she murmured, pressing another gentle kiss to my shoulder.

“True. In twenty-four hours I’ve gone from straight swimmer to one of your sissy simps.”

“You’ve become more than that,” she whispered.

That was when I felt her cock twitch and begin to swell again inside me. “Round two.”

“Of?”

“Let’s see… maybe ten?” she teased.

“You have Preparation H, right?” I laughed.

She giggled. “I have something better.” She reached into the bedside drawer and pulled out a small brown bottle. “This is pretty old, so it might not be as strong, but sniff it. You’ll enjoy it.”

“What is it?”

“Poppers,” she said. “Just sniff it, bitch.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I chuckled, unscrewing the cap and holding the bottle under each nostril in turn.

“Hold it in,” she ordered.

I did. Heat bloomed across my face and chest almost immediately. She started thrusting again, slow at first, then building. “Now breathe out through your nose.”

The rush hit like a wave. A strange, euphoric heat flooded my body. I moaned like a whore as she went from zero to sixty in seconds, picking up right where she had left off before she came; jackhammering into me with raw, relentless force. It was perfect. Wonderful. Exactly what my body suddenly craved.

The high didn’t last long, but every time it began to fade she told me to sniff again; “Deeper this time, more hits.” I obeyed without question, chasing the rush, lost in the overwhelming pleasure of being fucked so thoroughly.

Having already come once, Krissie had serious stamina. She would occasionally pause to add more lube, clearly mindful that I would be sore in the morning, then carry on pounding me without mercy. We must have fucked for a full hour before she finally came again, deep and hard inside me.

This time she told the truth; there would be no round three tonight. “I’m too tired,” she giggled, kissing my sweat-damp forehead, “and honestly, your arse won’t be happy with you tomorrow morning.”

We cleaned up together in her bathroom, then she handed me a soft pink satin nightie to wear to bed. I watched her slip into an identical one, the delicate fabric sliding over her body like liquid. We crawled under the covers and curled into each other, kissing slowly, lazily. It felt incredibly nice just to hold one another, the smooth satin sliding between us, skin warm beneath the thin material.

Just as I was drifting off, I felt her cock swell against my thigh again. This time she didn’t want to do any of the work. She simply placed a gentle but firm hand on the back of my head and guided me downward.

The moment her thick cock slipped between my lips, I knew this was exactly where I wanted to be every night. I didn’t care about labels; bisexual, straight, whatever. For this hot, sexy e-girl, this gorgeous T-girl, I wanted to suck her cock. I wanted to take her cock. This was where I belonged.

I sucked her slowly, lovingly, savouring the weight and heat of her on my tongue, the soft sighs she made above me, until she finally spilled down my throat with a quiet, shuddering moan. Only then did we truly settle, wrapped in each other’s arms, satin nighties tangled together, drifting off into exhausted, satisfied sleep.


Four

Thank God it was Saturday. I woke with a dull, heavy ache in my rectum, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as I had feared. More importantly, we had slept in until ten, wrapped tightly around each other in a warm tangle of limbs and satin. It wasn’t an alarm that roused us, but the insistent buzz of the doorbell.

“You get it,” Krissie moaned, face buried in the pillow.

“It’s your apartment.”

“Might be for you.”

“Er… it’s still your apartment.”

She stayed silent for a moment, clearly hoping the intruder would simply disappear. When the buzzer sounded again, she let out an annoyed groan and dragged herself out of bed. “Yeah, yeah, I’m coming.”

I assumed it was one of her delivery drivers or a neighbour, so I didn’t bother listening. A minute later she returned with Donna in tow.

“Told you it was for you,” Krissie grumbled, climbing back under the covers. “We have morning breath, by the way.”

“I don’t care,” Donna laughed, already stripping off her clothes. She was gloriously naked in seconds. “I was hoping for a morning fuck.” She slid into bed between us, pressed her mouth to mine in a hungry kiss, then turned and kissed Krissie just as deeply. A moment later she rolled onto her back, reached down, and wrapped a hand around each of our cocks, stroking us both to full hardness.

“You win,” she said to Krissie, eyes widening at the sheer size of her erection. With that, Donna straddled Krissie, lined her up, and sank down onto that thick cock with a long, satisfied moan.

She rode her slowly at first, hands sliding under the pink satin nightie to cup Krissie’s breasts. “I heard,” Krissie began, voice breathy, “that you might be leaving Marshall for my new boyfriend.”

Hearing Krissie call me her boyfriend sent a warm flutter through my chest. I leaned over and kissed her softly, then grabbed the lube, slicked my own cock, and moved behind Donna. I coated her arse generously before pressing the head of my dick against her tight ring.

“I wouldn’t exactly say I was leaving him,” Donna gasped as I began to push inside. “I assume Stephen said that in the heat of the moment.”

“I didn’t,” I replied, sliding deeper. She grunted as she felt both cocks filling her at once.

“Holy fuck… this is amazing,” Donna moaned, voice trembling. “I’ve never done this before. It’s been my dream…”

“How would you like this to be your daily dream?” Krissie asked, gently stroking Donna’s cheek.

“I don’t understand.”

I leaned forward, kissing the side of Donna’s neck as I began to thrust. “Leave him for us. Divorce him. Give him exactly what he wants and come live with us. Be our girl.”

“Fuck! Holy fuck!” Donna cried out. Barely two minutes in, she came hard, her body shaking violently between us. “Yes! Fuck yes!”

We fucked like rabbits for the rest of the morning. Donna got to watch Krissie take me, declaring it the sexiest thing she had ever seen. We kissed, touched, explored; it was the most intense, exhilarating experience of my young life, and I already knew I wanted it again and again.

When we finally collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied heap, Donna asked the serious question.

“Are you two actually serious about this?”

“We are if you are,” Krissie answered. “Look, you and I have known each other for a year, but not like this. You know Stephen through sex, but you haven’t actually dated. My suggestion is we start properly dating. We talk about everything; religion, politics, money, the ugly stuff that usually causes arguments; and then we decide if we can really make this work.”

It was a sensible, mature plan. Get the difficult conversations out of the way early. Donna agreed immediately.

“Gosh, I can’t believe I might actually be doing this,” she sighed, a mix of nerves and excitement in her voice.

“Does Marshall really want it?” I asked.

“I think so. He begged me for years, got me into this lifestyle. We had long, honest debates about what it would actually mean in reality. I’ve read so many stories that now I want it too. Deep down I’ve known for a while that Marshall wasn’t someone I wanted to spend the rest of my life with. We’ve already signed the legal documents to prepare for it. If he doesn’t truly want it when the time comes… well, tough. I do. Part of the fetish for me now is psychologically detaching from him. I’ve already told him I don’t love him anymore. Ideally he’d want me to hate him, but I can’t bring myself to hate the father of my children.”

It was bizarre, almost cruel, yet hearing her say it so calmly sent another unwanted surge of arousal through me.

“Then it’s decided,” Krissie said firmly. “Date night tonight; all three of us. In fact, we should spend as much time together as possible and see how it really feels. And you…” She turned to me with a wicked little smile. “As my boyfriend, I expect you to dress the part. You might not love every second of it, but I want you as my simp. My sissy.”

“Oh, that’s interesting,” Donna cooed, running her hands appreciatively over the satin nightie still clinging to my body. “Yes… no need for him to be my boyfriend when he can be one of my girlfriends.” She giggled.

I frowned for half a second, but my traitor of a cock twitched hard beneath the satin. Her words affected me far more than they should have.

“Fine,” I muttered. “But what should I wear?”

Both women leaned in and kissed my cheeks at the same time.

“We’ve got plenty of lingerie to share for now,” Krissie said. “I order from a good place; cheap but decent quality. Don’t worry, you’re going to make such a pretty little simp. Maybe we can even get you some nice big tits, like mine.”

Donna laughed and cupped a hand over my flat chest. “I think you’d look really sexy with boobs.”

“Really?” I asked, glancing down at myself and wondering what that would actually feel like.

The conversation alone was enough to get us all horny again, but this time Donna wanted her husband involved. She grabbed her phone and sent him a quick text while I went to open the door for him.

“Has he been fucked before?” Krissie asked Donna casually.

“I’ve pegged him a few times, yeah.”

“’Kay. Then I’ll fuck him,” Krissie giggled, already stroking herself back to full hardness.

Marshall couldn’t believe his luck. He knelt obediently while Krissie and I double-teamed his wife, taking turns in every hole until Donna was a trembling, moaning mess between us. Then, while Donna and I snuggled and kissed softly, Krissie grabbed Marshall by the hair and fed him her cock. Once she was nice and wet, she lined up at his arse and pushed inside.

Marshall mewled like a desperate bitch. To shut him up, Donna looked at me with a wicked grin and said, “Stick your cock in his mouth, darling.”

I still couldn’t quite believe that, in less than forty-eight hours, I was skull-fucking a man. Yet given everything that had already happened, I could think of far worse ways to spend the morning. I gripped his head and thrust deep, using his throat while Krissie pounded his arse from behind.

Behind me, Donna slid two slick fingers into my own arse, curling them just right. The sudden pressure sent me hurtling over the edge. I groaned and filled Marshall’s mouth with thick spurts of cum. Seconds later, Krissie slammed home and unloaded deep inside him with a satisfied growl.

Once we had all caught our breath and relaxed on the bed, Donna finally broke the news to her husband.

“We’ve decided to start dating,” she told him calmly. “If it feels right, I will leave you for both of them.”

“Really?” Marshall’s voice cracked.

“Really. We need to make sure it’s a proper fit first, but yes; we would all live together. How does that make you feel?”

The older man frowned. A single tear slipped down his cheek. “Stupid, Mistress. Horny. Humiliated. But… I want it. I don’t know why.”

“Because you’re a pathetic loser who doesn’t deserve her,” Krissie said suddenly, her tone sharp and cutting. “You don’t deserve any woman. You’re a nobody. A useless simp. Aren’t you?”

For a split second Marshall looked genuinely horrified. Even Donna seemed momentarily shocked. Then he swallowed hard and whispered, “You got it exactly right, Mistress. I’m pathetic. I don’t deserve any woman.”

“Excellent,” Donna giggled, clearly delighted.

Eventually Donna and Marshall left, leaving Krissie and me alone again. We spent a long while just cuddling in bed, kissing softly, enjoying the quiet intimacy. She looked so incredibly cute with her long pink-and-brown hair spilling across the pillow and those delicate, sweet features. Yet I knew, deep down, that she was also very dangerous.

“I have a gig next Saturday,” she said after a while. “In an ideal world I’d want you on stage with me as my little simp sissy dancer, but it’s probably too soon for that.” She giggled behind her hand.

I raised my eyebrows. “Just a little bit…”

“So just come along, watch the show, and have fun with me afterwards?”

I pulled her closer and kissed her forehead. “Of course.” I was genuinely excited at the thought of going anywhere with her. “By the way, how long have you been on hormones?”

“A few years now. I started when I was fourteen, so… eight years, on and off.”

“No work on your voice? You sound so feminine.”

“Yeah. I was a late bloomer as a boy, so when I started hormones my voice never really broke. Then I trained it properly and it stayed like this.”

“But your balls dropped and your dick grew.”

She frowned slightly. “I took hormones without my parents knowing for about a year. When my breasts started growing they found out and forced me to stop. The sudden testosterone surge messed with my body; my balls dropped and my dick grew quickly, but my voice stayed high. Mum and Dad argued constantly. Mum wanted to let me continue because it was clearly what I wanted. Dad was furious; very homophobic, very transphobic. He ended up leaving a few months later. I was just the catalyst for problems that were already there. Mum put me back on hormones and supported me. Dad never reached out again.”

“I’m so sorry,” I said quietly. “That’s awful.”

“It is what it is,” she shrugged. “I was lucky in a lot of ways.” Then she looked at me, eyes soft. “Even luckier now.”

“I don’t get it. You could have anyone you want…”

“That’s simply not true.” She sat up a little. “Do you know how lonely it is being a trans girl? Especially a top trans girl? Gay guys usually aren’t interested because I look too feminine. Straight guys are into me until they find out I have a cock. Simps want me and my cock, but they’re either too whiny or they lose interest the moment their libido drops. And when I do find a guy like you, they’re usually strict tops who don’t want to bottom. You shave away all the options until almost nobody is left. Then… you showed up.”

I hadn’t really thought about it from her side. It sounded like an incredibly isolating existence. In that moment, both her excitement and her earlier dismissiveness suddenly made perfect sense.

“But how did you know I’d be…”

“I didn’t. If you remember, I tried to send you away at first. I never imagined you’d actually want to suck my cock. When you did… I knew I’d found someone special. I know you’ll become a sissy for me; maybe not full-time, maybe we’ll switch between modes; but I feel it in my heart. None of the labels really matter to you. What matters is love.”

It felt like the labels mattered a great deal right then, especially while I was still wearing nothing but her pink satin nightie. I couldn’t imagine anyone else seeing me like this. Well… except Donna and Marshall, of course.

“God, if my parents saw…” I stopped mid-sentence as something important suddenly hit me. I glanced at the clock. Twelve-fifteen. “Fuck!”

I leapt out of bed and started frantically pulling off the nightie.

“What?” Krissie asked, sitting up, suddenly nervous.

“My parents. We’re going for lunch. They’ll be here in fifteen minutes and Dad is always early.”

“Oh bollocks, okay; I’ll head back to mine.”

I stared at her gorgeous, tight little body for a second. “Just shower and change quickly, then come with us.”

“Seriously??” She squealed with delight.

“Unless you don’t want to?”

“Yes! I want to! But I might need more than fifteen minutes. Keep them busy for me.”

She dashed for the door. I chuckled, jumped in the shower, washed quickly, brushed my teeth, and rushed to get dressed. As I stepped back into the bedroom, however, I spotted Krissie’s pink satin knickers lying on the floor; the ones she had worn the day before, with their pretty ruched backside that pulled tight between the cheeks.

Without thinking, I scrambled into them. The soft, silky material hugged my cock and nestled snugly against my arse. I quickly pulled on socks, jeans, and a plain t-shirt just as the doorbell buzzed.

The bedroom door stayed firmly shut so my parents wouldn’t see the chaotic evidence of the morning’s activities or catch the heavy, musky scent of hours of sex still hanging in the air.

“Hi Mum, Dad, come in,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Cup of tea?”

“Quick one,” Dad replied. “We’ve got reservations at Marco’s for one o’clock.”

I led them through to the kitchen. They settled at the breakfast bar while I filled the kettle. Mum, of course, scanned every surface with her practised eye, checking whether I was keeping the place tidy. Thankfully I was a bit of a clean-freak; there wasn’t a speck of dust anywhere for her to tut over.

They asked the usual questions; work, how I was feeling, whether I was sleeping properly. After a few minutes I decided there was no point dancing around it.

“I have a girlfriend,” I said.

Given everything I had put them through over the past couple of years, this was massive news. Their faces lit up with genuine relief and delight.

“That’s wonderful, love!” Mum exclaimed. “When do we get to meet her?”

“Actually, she lives right next door. I’ve already invited her along to lunch, if that’s okay?”

“No problem at all, son,” Dad smiled. “The more the merrier.”

“She might need a few extra minutes. You know what women are like…” I added with a shrug.

Mum immediately wanted every detail about how we met. I kept the story simple and sweet; how Krissie had stubbed her toe badly the night she returned from tour, how I’d driven her to A&E, and how one thing had led to another. They asked what she did for a living, and I gave vague answers about her being a singer, avoiding any mention that she was trans. It wasn’t that I was ashamed; I just felt it should come from her when she was ready, and I wanted to get through lunch without unnecessary tension.

Eventually the doorbell buzzed. I hurried to answer it, half-expecting Krissie to appear in something pink and over-the-top. Instead I found a sweet, polished young woman in fitted blue jeans and a cute, tight little crop sweater that showed off her navel piercing. She had swapped her usual nose ring for a tiny diamond stud and removed several of her ear piercings. Her make-up was soft and natural. She looked like the girl next door; ultra-sweet and disarmingly pretty.

“You look stunning,” I told her, watching a faint blush colour her cheeks. “Come in. My parents are dying to meet you.”

“Did you tell them about…?” she whispered.

“No. That’s not for me to say without your permission.”

“Let’s see how it goes first, okay?”

“Sure.” I kissed her cheek and took her hand.

I led her inside and made the introductions. Both my parents smiled warmly. Mum even mouthed “She’s stunning” at me while they exchanged hugs.

We were tight on time, so we skipped long formalities and headed straight out. My parents waited on the landing while I pulled on my shoes. As I sat down, Krissie leaned close and whispered, “You’re showing…”

She reached down discreetly and tucked the waistband of the pink satin knickers I was wearing deeper into my jeans. “Really? My dirty panties?” she giggled under her breath.

“I wanted to feel you on me,” I shrugged, cheeks heating.

“Awww… too cute.”

We all piled into Dad’s Range Rover for the short ten-minute drive to the restaurant. During the journey Mum grilled Krissie about her singing career. It was actually enlightening; I learned several things I hadn’t known. Her particular blend of electronic music and Japanese idol pop was surprisingly popular in Germany, the Netherlands, and across Scandinavia. Japan, however, had been the highlight of her career so far. Her agent had worked hard to line up enough gigs to make the visa worthwhile; apparently securing a performing visa for Japan was notoriously difficult.

“So you’re quite famous then!” Dad remarked.

Krissie blushed. “I wouldn’t go that far. It pays okay, but I still need to subsidise it.”

“Oh? How so?” Mum asked innocently.

For a split second I wondered what cover story she might give. Then, after a quick apologetic glance at me, Krissie answered honestly, “I do content online.”

Mum didn’t catch the implication. “Oh, like Stephen does?”

“No, Janet, not like that,” Dad said gently, then added with a slightly awkward chuckle, “I hear some people make millions doing that sort of thing.”

“Last year I made just under a million,” Krissie admitted quietly.

“Good for you,” Dad replied, trying to sound supportive even though I could tell he was uncomfortable. “I just hope you keep Stephen out of it. I don’t think anyone wants to see that!” He laughed, but the warning was clear; don’t drag my son into your porn career.

Krissie smiled politely from the back seat and didn’t answer. Inside, I knew she would eventually want to involve me. Thankfully Mum still looked mildly confused, so we let the subject drop.

The lunch itself was pleasant; excellent Italian food and easy conversation about family and friends. Eventually the talk circled back to Krissie. When Mum asked about her parents, Krissie explained that she had lost contact with her father, but her mother worked in asset management for a fashion chain, scouting locations and handling contracts.

Then Mum made an offhand comment about what it had been like being a girl at school. Krissie gave me another apologetic glance. The moment had arrived.

“Actually, Mrs Kane,” she said calmly, “I’m transgender. I began transitioning in my teens.”

“Oh.” Mum looked startled, then frowned slightly at Dad. “You… well… you don’t look like a transvestite.”

“I’m not a transvestite. I’m transgender,” Krissie explained patiently. “I’ve been on hormones for a number of years now.”

Dad cleared his throat. “So you’ve, erm… completely transitioned?”

“No,” Krissie replied simply, offering no further clarification.

Mum shifted uncomfortably and gave me a disappointed look. “I didn’t know you were gay.”

The conversation was heading in a direction I hadn’t wanted. I was about to snap back when Dad suddenly laughed.

“I’d hardly call him gay, Janet. I mean, look at Krissie!” He turned to her with a warm, slightly roguish smile. “No offence, Krissie, but if I were a few decades younger and single, I’d struggle to say no.”

Krissie giggled and blushed beautifully. She clearly hadn’t expected the compliment. “Thank you, Mr Kane.”

“Nigel, please,” he said, then looked back at Mum. “I know what you’re really upset about; you were hoping for grandchildren. But the world is already full of children who need homes. They could adopt. Would we love them any less?”

She frowned, sighed, and looked away for a moment. “You’re right.”

Krissie seemed genuinely surprised. “Wait… so you’re not upset that I’m transgender?”

Mum rolled her eyes with a small, tired smile. “Of course not, love. I just wanted grandchildren, that’s all. But Nigel’s right; we won’t love adopted kids any less.”

Later that evening Krissie would quietly tell me she didn’t think she wanted children at all, and right now I felt exactly the same. But in that moment I didn’t have the heart to say it out loud and disappoint my mother further.

In the end, the lunch turned out to be surprisingly lovely. The food was excellent, the conversation flowed easily, and my parents seemed to warm to Krissie more with every passing minute.

As we said goodbye outside the restaurant, Mum pulled me into a tight hug. Just before she let go she whispered in my ear, “Your knickers are showing, honey.”

I turned beet-red on the spot. We were standing right in the middle of the busy town square. I glanced down and realised the ruched pink waistband of Krissie’s satin knickers had crept above the back of my jeans again. Mum and Dad drove away waving cheerfully, none the wiser to how mortified I felt.

The moment they were gone I told Krissie what Mum had said. She burst out laughing.

“You kept forgetting and tugging them up,” she teased. “Half the restaurant saw the pink satin creeping up your back at one point. I gave up trying to tuck them in because you just kept flashing them. Or maybe…” She grinned mischievously, “subconsciously you wanted everyone to know you’re a sissy.”

“Maybe,” I admitted, cheeks still burning. “How about a little walk?”

“Can I collar you and put you on a leash?” she asked, giving an hopeful little jiggle of her breasts.

“How about we table that for another day?”

“Aw, spoilsport,” she pouted playfully.

We took each other’s hands and she pressed herself tight against my side. In that moment I wanted so badly to tell her I loved her. The words sat right on the tip of my tongue, heavy and warm in my chest. But it felt far too soon, too intense, and I didn’t want to scare her off. So I kept them to myself.

Still, I needed her to know how I felt without actually saying the words yet. As her arm slipped around my waist and her head rested against my shoulder, I found another way.

“When we get back,” I said softly, “can you show me the dress you’d want me to wear next week? At the gig? I want to wear it for you.”

Krissie stopped dead in the middle of the pavement and turned to stare at me, mouth open in shock. Then she let out a delighted squeal and pounced straight into my arms, covering my face and neck with eager little kisses.

Perhaps I would regret it later. Perhaps I would hate every second of wearing a dress in public. But right now, making her this happy felt worth anything. I’d wear the dress. I’d probably need a few drinks to get through it, but I would wear it. Because making her smile like that mattered more than my pride.

That was all that mattered.


Five

The week passed in a blissful blur.

Our first proper date night with Donna was everything we could have hoped for. We caught a film, enjoyed a long dinner, shared cocktails, then danced until the early hours in a club before tumbling back to the flat. She stayed the night and the whole of Sunday with us. When she finally headed home that evening, both Krissie and I admitted the apartment felt strangely empty without her.

Thankfully, Donna returned on Monday and spent the entire week with us. We invited her to Krissie’s gig on Saturday, and in return she offered to do my make-up. By Wednesday, having her around felt completely natural. She was a clean-freak like me, but never intrusive. While I worked at my desk she would watch something on her tablet, cook, or simply relax in oversized t-shirts and tiny shorts or crop tops. Thanks to her disciplined exercise routine, she also became the perfect training partner for the physiotherapy I still needed to keep my body strong after the accident.

On Saturday morning, Krissie finally showed me the dress.

It was a light pink cotton babydoll with layers of white ruffles and delicate white lace trim everywhere. The hem was so short it barely covered the backside of the white satin bloomers underneath, which had the word PLAYGIRL spelled out across the rear in sparkling pink rhinestones. White pop-socks with little pink bows, shiny pink PVC Mary-Jane shoes with chunky three-inch heels, a long blonde kawaii wig, pink cat ears, and lacy white gloves completed the look.

Almost.

They insisted I get my ears pierced for the occasion. I didn’t argue. At the studio they added two studs in each lobe and a helix piercing in my left ear. Donna then spent nearly an hour doing my make-up, turning me into a perfect kawaii cosplay doll.

Krissie’s outfit, however, genuinely took my breath away.

She wore tight pink PVC hot-pants trimmed with black lace, the crotch visibly swollen by her thick cock with no attempt to hide it. A tiny pink-and-black bikini top barely covered her pierced nipples, while black lace-top stockings disappeared into pink thigh-high lace-up boots.

To finish my ensemble, both women presented me with a small pink box. Inside lay a personalised pink-and-black collar with a matching chain leash. Across the front, in two neat rows of sparkling letters, it read; SISSY STEFFIE.

Of everything, the collar made me the most nervous.

The gig was in London, two hours away. I offered to drive, but Krissie insisted on public transport. It was Saturday night and the trains would be packed with clubbers. Given how we were dressed, I knew we’d attract attention; but when I saw Donna’s outfit, I realised just how much.

She wore a black-and-red latex corset over a sheer mesh top that left her pierced nipples clearly visible, matching mesh panties, a tiny latex micro-skater skirt, black lace-top stockings, and black thigh-high heeled boots. Black latex opera gloves, a matching choker collar, and leash completed the look. To avoid being thrown off the train, she threw a short black PVC jacket over her shoulders that just about covered her breasts when fastened.

We arrived at the station to a busy platform. Heads turned immediately. Phones came out to film as Krissie proudly held both our leashes. Each of us carried a small handbag to match our outfit; I kept fiddling with mine, convinced it was about to slip off my shoulder.

“Sissy, stop fiddling!” Krissie snapped. To my surprise she pulled a pink leather riding crop from her boot and smacked my arse hard. “Behave!”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied automatically, my voice pitching higher without thinking.

Krissie and Donna both noticed.

On the train the attention only intensified. Groups of lads and girls heading into London wanted to know who we were. Krissie explained she was a singer and that we were her lovers and slaves. The girls whooped and cheered. A few of the men looked visibly uncomfortable, but most seemed intrigued and open-minded.

By the time we reached London we had somehow acquired an entourage. Krissie promised the girls backstage passes if the boys paid entry. In the end we arrived at the club in Shoreditch as a group of ten.

Krissie led Donna on her leash while she handed mine to a confident girl named Florence, who took great delight in tugging me along.

“Come on, sissy! Walk faster!” Florence called out with a laugh. “Don’t be a whiny bitch or Mistress Flo will have to borrow Mistress Krissie’s whip again!”

I had never been whipped before tonight. Now, not only had Krissie cropped me, but several strangers on the train had taken turns as well.

Donna’s journey had been even more eventful. She openly told everyone about her husband’s cuckold fetish and what she was planning to do. She let both men and women feel her breasts and even allowed one bold girl to go down on her in the corner of the carriage. Alcohol and high spirits turned the train ride into a full-blown sexual adventure.

Londoners mostly ignored us, but tourists and visitors stared openly. Eventually we reached the small club in Shoreditch. I was relieved to see I wasn’t the only sissy there; the night was clearly a fetish event. Our guests weren’t dressed for it, but the club offered harnesses at the door. A couple of the lads decided to head elsewhere, but most stayed, happily borrowing gear and diving in.

Inside, a hard techno DJ; a pretty woman in a tiny skirt and pink harness with her breasts on full display; was dancing wildly on stage, shaking her arse to the pounding beat.

The girls sent me to fetch drinks. For a moment I worried I’d be stuck buying expensive rounds all night, until I remembered Krissie had a rider. Drinks were free. That was a relief; I had some money, but not club prices.

The party was called “Sex Positive,” a concept apparently imported from Berlin. It meant there were designated areas where people could be as intimate as they liked; in other words, fuck like rabbits without judgment. It didn’t take long for the girls to discover one of those zones, and we quickly drew quite the crowd.

I bent Donna over a young man so she could suck his cock while I fucked her from behind. At the same time, Krissie took me, sliding deep into my arse. The chain reaction of pleasure was intoxicating. At some point someone pressed a bottle of poppers under my nose. I inhaled deeply just as Krissie unloaded inside me with a guttural moan.

I was so lost in the high that I barely registered when she pulled out and someone else immediately pushed in; hard, fast, and slick with her cum.

The rush began to fade. I turned my head slightly and saw Krissie beside me, getting her cock sucked clean by another sissy who was herself being pounded from behind.

“Who’s fucking me?” I gasped.

“Don’t worry about it,” Krissie grinned.

I ignored her and twisted further. A heavy-set, bearded man in a harness with a hairy chest was driving into me with a thick, fat cock. I opened my mouth to tell him to stop; but then the poppers returned. The fresh wave of arousal washed over me and I surrendered to it.

By the time we finally made it onto the stage, cum was running down the backs of my thighs; five loads in total. I was floating from the molly Krissie had given me to sniff, slightly drunk, and riding an incredible high. As Krissie launched into her set, I danced behind her like a mad thing; girly, bouncy, unashamedly sissy; and the crowd loved it.

They loved it even more when Krissie suddenly pulled me to my knees, used me as a stool, and then, right in front of everyone, slid her cock into my mouth while she continued singing. It was sheer, glorious insanity.

Only later did I learn she had never exposed herself on stage before. The night had simply taken her there.

I don’t know what I had expected when I agreed to go to that gig, but it certainly wasn’t getting fucked by strangers or sucking my girlfriend’s cock in front of a crowded club. And yet, throughout the entire wild evening, I never once felt embarrassed or stupid. My libido never crashed. In fact, I left the venue feeling euphoric; nothing could bring me down.

We moved on to an after-party, then caught an early-morning train home. If the club had been pure chaos, the after-party was much more relaxed; people smoking weed, chatting, and winding down. For about half an hour I simply rested my head in Krissie’s lap and slowly sucked her soft cock while she talked with Donna. There was something incredibly intimate and soothing about it; not trying to make her hard, just gently nursing the warm, heavy length along my tongue. I had never imagined I would enjoy sucking cock, yet here I was, happily edging her for as long as possible just to keep feeling it.

At one point a man approached, clearly wanting to use my arse, but Krissie waved him away. This moment was for the three of us. When their conversation paused, I realised the two women were making out; slow, deep, and full of affection.

“I want us to move in together,” Krissie said eventually. “I think you should start bringing your things over, Donna.”

“I want that too,” Donna agreed softly.

I didn’t need to speak. I just moaned around Krissie’s cock and smiled, knowing this felt right. I only wondered how Marshall would truly react once the reality of it all sank in.

By the time we got home we were exhausted. We showered, changed, and collapsed into bed. I woke around one in the afternoon to the gentle rocking of the mattress. Krissie was fucking Donna in missionary, the two of them kissing passionately. Without hesitation I did something I had never imagined doing; I moved behind Krissie and began licking her arsehole.

“Oh yes, you dirty fuck!” she gasped.

Then, cock in hand, I lined myself up and pushed into her. She drew a sharp breath but didn’t stop me. Instead she reached back and held her cheeks open for me.

“Of course I’m going to make you pay for this later,” she growled, even as she moaned with pleasure. She called me every filthy name she could think of, but eventually admitted how good it felt.

I knew it felt good; especially being in the middle, fucking Krissie while she fucked Donna.

“Are you ready to move in with us then?” Krissie asked the sexy fifty-year-old beneath her.

“Yes! God yes!” Donna cried, kissing Krissie’s face frantically. “I fucking love being here with both of you.”

I chuckled. “But you haven’t decided if you’re moving in with me yet,” I teased Krissie.

She looked back over her shoulder with a wicked grin. “I am. But I think we need to decide what that actually looks like.”

“How do you mean?”

“I mean we’ll have two apartments on this floor. Maybe it makes sense to combine them. I could really use a proper recording studio.”

It made a lot of sense, but it all felt so fast. None of it felt wrong; just overwhelming. At the same time, I already couldn’t imagine either of them going back to their own place. Perhaps when you know, you know.

I came inside Krissie shortly before she filled Donna. Before Donna could even move, I leaned down and licked Krissie’s cum from her well-used pussy.

“Oh, I’m so glad this doesn’t have to end!” Donna laughed breathlessly.

We decided to let Donna go and break the news to Marshall, then start bringing some of her things over. It was time. We all agreed.

While Krissie and I were alone, we talked properly about our feelings. She wanted to know how I had felt about being a full sissy for the night.

“Honestly, I didn’t feel bad,” I admitted. “People stared, sure, but I didn’t really care. The whole night was such a blur; so much, so fun, just pure insanity.”

“But you’d have no problem dressing up more often?”

“No,” I said, surprising even myself. “Not at all.”

She smiled softly, then pulled me into a tight hug, her body warm and familiar against mine.

“I love you,” she whispered, speaking the exact words that had been circling in my head for days.

“I love you like crazy,” I sighed, holding her closer. “I mean… are we crazy? Why is this all happening so fast? Is that even normal?”

“I think it is when you meet someone who just fits,” she murmured, her breath tickling my neck. “I love you, Stephen. I knew I would the moment I met you. When you opened the door that night, even though my toe was killing me, I just… froze. I fucking knew right then. Our lives are going to be so much fun together, I promise you that. You’ll never be bored with me; or with Donna.”

It was as she began to lower her mouth toward my cock that the first scream echoed from upstairs.

We both froze, eyes lifting to the ceiling. Another shout followed; sharp, angry, unmistakably Donna’s voice.

It seemed her break-up conversation with Marshall was not going to plan after all.


Six

When Donna arrived home, she found her husband tied spread-eagle to their bed with a young dominatrix standing over him. Except this was no stranger. It was Anna, his secretary from work.

At first Donna felt a wave of relief. This was going to be the easiest exit imaginable. But the longer she stared at the scene; the thick dildo buried in Marshall’s arse, the expensive leather corset hugging Anna’s curves, the very high-end silk stockings; the more certain she became that none of it had been bought on a secretary’s salary. This was her money he had been spending.

“How long has this been going on?” Donna asked coolly, circling the bed like a predator.

Anna didn’t even flinch. “A couple of years,” she replied with breezy confidence. “We’re in love.”

“Uh-huh.” Donna’s smirk was razor-sharp before she screamed. “So, Marshall, you’ve been spending my money on your little side piece? Well, that’s fine. It ends now, because I’m divorcing you and moving in with Stephen and Krissie. On Monday I’ll call Gershon and start the paperwork. Obviously you’ll be moving in with Anna, right? So I can sell this place.”

“But… but…” Marshall stuttered, yanking uselessly at the ropes around his wrists.

Anna snorted. “We’re not in the US, bitch. There are rules here. You can’t just clean him out.”

“No, you’re right, I can’t,” Donna agreed sweetly, “unless the idiot signed a post-nuptial agreement in front of witnesses stating that in the event of divorce for any reason, I get everything; including the clothes on his back. Oh, and I get his business too. Which means, effectively, you now work for me.”

The room fell into a stunned, terrifying silence as the reality sank in for Anna. Then she exploded. With a banshee wail she brought the riding crop down on Marshall again and again, screaming about how she had wasted two years of her life on him.

“Two years, you fucker! Two years!”

Out of nowhere she spun and shoved Donna hard, face-first onto the bed. She yanked open Donna’s robe and began spanking her bare arse with vicious, stinging slaps.

“You think I fucking wanted this, bitch?!” Anna screamed, hitting harder and harder; until she noticed something. Donna had stopped struggling. In fact, with every sharp smack she was moaning.

Anna paused, then delivered another firm slap. Donna moaned louder.

A wicked smile spread across Anna’s face. Her hand slid down over Donna’s soft, reddening cheeks and between her thighs. Her fingers found a hot, dripping pussy.

“No touching,” Anna purred, pulling Donna’s hand away. “I decide when you cum.” She reached for more rope from her bag and quickly bound Donna’s wrists behind her back.

She was just about to push a thick butt-plug into Donna’s arse when loud banging erupted at the front door.

“Donna?! Are you okay?” I shouted.

“Open the door!” Krissie yelled.

Growling in frustration, Anna stomped over and flung the door open. “What?!”

She froze at the sight of us. Krissie wore nothing but a short satin robe that had fallen open, her thick cock swinging free. I still had remnants of last night’s make-up on and was dressed in a delicate pink nightie.

“Who the fuck are you?” Krissie demanded.

“I’m Marshall’s lover and Mistress. Who the fuck are you?”

“Donna’s new partners,” I said. “We heard screaming.”

Anna shrugged. “Yeah, well, I just found out the fuckwit is broke. And I was spanking Donna and it kind of… got intense.”

Krissie opened her mouth, then closed it again, looking momentarily confused. I took her hand and pushed past Anna despite her protest of “Hey!”

We found both of them tied up in the bedroom. Donna was smiling.

“You interrupted us just when it was getting fun.”

“Pardon us for caring,” Krissie said dryly. “You’re okay then?”

“Yeah. Anna, come finish what you started!”

“Sure,” the confident Black woman smirked. She flipped Donna onto her back and dove between her legs, then paused and looked back at Krissie. “Does that thing work?” she asked, nodding at Krissie’s cock.

“Of course it does.”

“Then get it hard and fuck me with it. I need a real one, not this little shitty thing.” She jerked her head dismissively at Marshall’s caged dick.

“Hey, how did you get the cage off?” Donna asked, surprised.

Anna rolled her eyes. “Most cheap chastity locks use the same universal key. I just bought a spare. Disappointing, I know.” She grinned. “I’ll order a proper one so we can lock this fucker up for good.”

Krissie grinned and pushed me down to my knees. “Oh, I like her!” Then, to me; “Suck.”

As I took Krissie’s cock into my mouth and began sucking her to full hardness, I listened to Donna’s increasingly loud moans. Every so often came the sharp crack of a slap. Marshall knew better than to speak, but just to be sure Krissie grabbed a pair of knickers; presumably Anna’s; and shoved them into his mouth.

“Fucking loser,” Krissie spat, then literally spat in his face. “We’re going to take everything from you and leave you with nothing. You can live on the streets and be a gay hooker for all I care.” Marshall moaned pathetically, clearly aroused by the abuse.

Once Krissie was rock-hard she moved behind Anna and thrust into her soaked pussy in one smooth stroke.

“Oh fuck, you’re huge!” Anna screamed in delight.

“Yeah, bitch!” Krissie laughed. “You won’t want his little clit again.”

“Didn’t really want it before,” Anna gasped between moans. “I just wanted his money.”

“My money,” Donna corrected, voice thick with pleasure.

“Shut up, bitch!” Anna snapped, slapping Donna’s heavy breasts hard.

Anna came hard and often, moaning and begging for more. She kept changing positions, at one point leaning her head on Donna’s crotch so she could watch Krissie’s thick cock pummelling her pussy. The young woman snapped her fingers at me and ordered, “Come suck my tits.”

I obeyed gladly, latching onto her dark nipple with genuine enthusiasm while Krissie continued driving into her.

When Krissie finally came deep inside Anna, the younger woman shocked us all. She climbed over Marshall’s face, pulled the panties from his mouth, and pushed out as much cum as she could, letting it drip onto him. Then she straddled his head and pissed straight onto his face and open mouth. Marshall gasped and thrashed his head from side to side, but he never once said “stop.” At one point he even opened wider and swallowed.

The girls found it hilarious. I wasn’t so sure; it felt like a step too far.

Eventually the three women lit cigarettes and sat together talking, while I was told to kneel and massage Krissie’s feet.

“Urgh, I’m so sorry, Donna,” Anna said, exhaling smoke. “I had no idea about your dynamic. He told me it was basically over and promised to spoil me with gifts.”

“It’s fine,” Donna sighed. “Honestly, I don’t even want the company. He can keep it. It’s profitable, so he’ll have money again soon enough.”

“No,” Anna replied firmly. “I don’t think I want him or anything he earns anymore. I enjoyed dominating him, but knowing he’s been hopping between dommes… I could never trust him. I’m not sure I want anyone right now.”

“You’d make a great financial dominatrix,” Krissie suggested. “The subs pay for my lifestyle. It takes work, but it’s a hell of a buzz.”

Anna leaned back, considering it. “You know, I’ve been thinking about starting an OnlyFans anyway. This could actually work. I already have ten thousand followers on Instagram, and some of them offer to send me cash.”

“It’s not just about the cash,” Krissie pointed out. “You have a duty of care. You can’t just take their money and say ‘well done.’ Like any BDSM relationship, you’re playing multiple roles; mommy, goddess, therapist, doctor, and caregiver all at once.”

Anna nodded slowly. “It’s a job like any other. I’d need to learn the rules and do it properly, but at the end of the day I’d be getting paid to do something I genuinely enjoy.”

“Exactly,” Krissie smiled.

“Um… would you guys help me with content? Teach me the ropes?”

“I can,” Krissie agreed. “If you help me too. I’m a singer first; domme-pop. I need backup crew, groupies, a tour manager, that sort of thing. If you can work for me, I’ll bring you into content creation as well.”

Anna’s eyes lit up. She pounced on Krissie and kissed her deeply. “Thank you, Krissie! Thank you!”

We untied Marshall and gave him the news; he could keep the company, but a portion of the profits would continue as dividends to Donna. He could also stay in the flat, but Donna would retain ownership. As thanks, he had to kiss all our feet and suck our cocks.

That afternoon we moved downstairs, leaving Marshall alone upstairs. Donna and I helped Krissie introduce Anna to her fans online as a new content creator. We even filmed a hot video of the two dommes fucking for the subscribers.

Then came the surprise.

“I also want to introduce my new boyfriend and sissy, Stephen!” Krissie announced cheerfully to the camera.

I froze like a deer in headlights as the lens swung toward me. I wasn’t wearing make-up. I wasn’t dressed up. I was suddenly public; out to the world. When I later asked Krissie why she had done it, she explained she wanted to document my transformation so her fans could follow the journey with us.

“Look, I know it was wrong to out you like that,” she said afterwards, pulling me close, “but think of it as ripping the plaster off. Doesn’t it feel easier now, in a way?”

She was right, of course. But I still needed time to brood over it.

At the end of the day, none of it mattered.

On Monday the real storm hit.

A reporter from one of Britain’s most toxic right-wing tabloids had apparently been in the crowd at the London gig. The headline screamed across the front page:

PUBLIC GAY SEX SHOW WITH TRANNY SINGER KRISSIE TURNS INTO NIGHT OF DEBAUCHERY AT POPULAR LONDON CLUB!!!

The story, complete with blurry photos, claimed an undercover journalist had infiltrated the event only to witness rampant sexual acts; including “straight men tricked into sex with transgender girls.” (None of which had happened.) The centrepiece was the claim that international J-pop sensation Krissie had “come out as transgender on stage” by forcing a crossdresser to suck her penis in front of hundreds of people.

“Did I force you?” Krissie asked me dryly, holding up the paper.

“Not to my knowledge,” I shrugged. “Did you come out as trans at that event?”

“My website has always clearly stated I’m transgender.”

“That’s what I thought.”

“There’s so much to unpack here,” Krissie sighed, “but the worst part is how they got a camera inside. These events are supposed to be phone-free or strictly controlled.”

“Worst for me is that they found my name,” I muttered.

The article continued; Crossdressing back-up dancer, identified as Stephen Kane, a graphic designer from Idleworth, Oxfordshire, was led around the club on a leash where he had unprotected sex with multiple patrons; some barely eighteen!

“Tut-tut, Stephen. Naughty boy,” Krissie noted with dark humour. “They conveniently forgot to mention that everyone who wanted to play had to take a quick STI test for the wristband.”

“No, because that doesn’t sell papers,” I said bitterly.

She pulled me into a hug, squishing the pink sissy dress I was still wearing. “Are you going to be okay? What about your parents?”

“They don’t read that rag,” I said. But I knew their friends did, and I was certain the paper would contact them for comment sooner or later. “Urgh, fucking arseholes. This isn’t going to hurt you, is it?”

“Are you kidding?” Krissie chuckled, opening her Instagram to show me the follower count had exploded overnight. “This story is going to make me rich.” She laughed.

The laughter died the moment my phone buzzed. It was Dad.

Of course he wasn’t happy. He didn’t shout; that wasn’t his style; but colleagues and friends had been questioning him about the article, and he clearly had no idea what to say.

“I didn’t buy you that apartment so you could blow up your life,” he said quietly. “Look, Krissie seemed lovely at lunch, and she comes across as a sweet girl, but you really need to ask yourself if this is the lifestyle for you. It feels like you should be making some grown-up decisions now. You can’t destroy everything for a fling.”

I frowned, listening, then answered honestly. “What if it isn’t a fling, Dad? What if I love her and want to marry her one day? What if I support her wholeheartedly because I want to spend the rest of my life with her?”

The line went silent. Krissie’s eyes filled with tears as she listened.

“Do you?” Dad asked softly.

“Yes. I do, Dad. I love her with all my heart; more than I’ve ever loved anyone before.”

“That’s a very bold statement, given everything.”

“I know. Which shows just how serious I am.”

Another pause, then Dad sighed. “That changes things, I suppose. Your mother will need time to come around, but I understand. What’s with the funny dresses though?”

“It’s a costume. A show thing.”

“Is it, though?” He asked, seeing straight through the lie.

I chuckled. “No, Dad. It’s… a thing.”

Laughter came from the other end this time. “Jesus Christ. Each to their own, I suppose. We didn’t have all this when I was young; or maybe we did, there just wasn’t an internet to make it public. I don’t know. Live your best life, son. That’s all I can say.”

“That’s what I’m trying to do.” I hesitated, then added the final piece. “Erm… while we’re on the subject, Krissie isn’t the only woman I’m in love with. I’m actually part of a throuple. Donna is a cis woman who’s also moving in with us.”

Silence again. Then Dad said, “There are times I wish I was younger.”

“Yeah, Dad… Donna’s the same age as you.”

“Well… fuck.”

“Yeah.”

“Well done, son.”

The call ended and I relaxed into Krissie’s shoulder as she held me close. I told her it would be okay with Dad, but Mum would be harder to convince.

“I think this will actually be good for you,” Krissie said gently. “Jumping in at the deep end.” She smiled, then looked at me thoughtfully before standing and opening a drawer. She pulled out a couple of boxes and handed them to me.

As I studied the medicine labels, she opened one, popped out a small pill, and held it to my lips. “Open,” she said softly but with that firm tone I had come to recognise and obey.

I opened my mouth without question, nervous but accepting that she was in charge and knew best. She placed the pill on my tongue.

“You’ll take these every day from now on,” she told me. “But if anything feels off; if you feel unwell at all; you tell me immediately. I think you’re healthy enough, but you never know.”

“Will I grow breasts?” I asked quietly.

“Hit and miss. With these, your cock should keep working. If you do grow breasts, it’ll take time. Your skin will soften, you’ll become more feminine, more rounded. As for breasts… like me, if you want them faster, we can get you implants.”

I blinked, trying to picture it. I couldn’t imagine myself with implants. I could barely believe we were even having this conversation. Yet what came out of my mouth next surprised me more than anything.

“Do you want me to have implants?”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation. “The sooner the better.”

“You don’t want a man?”

“No. I want a sissy.”

I smiled. “Then, Mistress… if that’s what you want, that’s what I’ll do.”

A smirk curled her lips. She took my hand, pulled me to my feet, and led me to my drawers. She held open a plastic bag so I could ceremoniously dump every pair of my male underwear inside. Next came the socks; I would still be allowed socks, but only pop-socks or pretty pink girly ones, never the plain masculine ones I used to wear.

“I’m surprised you don’t want me caged like Marshall,” I joked, knowing full well I was planting the idea.

“You have a nice cock, so no, I don’t want you caged. And I think Donna would kill me.” She paused, considering. “Maybe one day we will cage you. Each keep a key.” She smiled at the thought. “Actually, that’s exactly what we’ll do. That way you won’t be able to wank without permission.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I laughed.

That afternoon, while Krissie browsed online shops for new clothes and lingerie for me, I knelt on the floor in my pink sissy dress and gently sucked her cock for over an hour; slowly, lovingly, edging her without rushing. It felt like my proper place now, and I was happier for it.


Seven

I was surprised by the first person I saw when I woke from surgery. I hadn’t spoken to my mother in months; not since the newspaper article; so she was the very last person I expected to find sitting beside my bed.

For the first few groggy moments I was dazed. I couldn’t understand the heavy pressure on my chest, nor the dull throbbing around my nose, jaw, and cheeks. Then the memories flooded back, and all I could think was; Why on earth would my mother want to watch her son turn himself into a bimbo-sissy doll?

The agreement had been clear; I wouldn’t look like a conventionally attractive woman. We were going for deliberate exaggeration; inflated, glossy lips, G-cup breasts, high cheekbones, and an impossibly tiny waist. The closest comparison I could think of was Pete Burns in his later years. How did we reach that decision? We put it to a vote with our thousands of paying fans; the same fans who were funding the entire transformation.

In the weeks after the tabloid story broke, the attention only intensified. Online reporters dug deeper into Krissie’s career, and her popularity skyrocketed. With Donna now living with us full-time, public interest in our unusual relationship grew. Then Anna joined the fold through content creation, and it simply made sense to turn our threesome into a foursome.

Anna moved in almost seven weeks after we first met her. By then we had already knocked the two neighbouring flats into one large, open space, giving us plenty of room. We hadn’t planned on adding another woman to our lives, but it worked beautifully. Donna wasn’t naturally dominant; she had only played that role for Marshall. Under Krissie (and now Anna) she was wonderfully submissive. I quickly accepted my own place as the household sissy and, to my surprise, began to embrace it fully.

At first I was hesitant to wear anything feminine in public during the day. Lingerie under male clothes became the norm. Then the girls encouraged a little make-up. Soon the make-up grew bolder, the t-shirts brighter, and the jeans were swapped for women’s trousers they lent me (we were the same size). As my hair grew out, it started to feel normal to dress that way, so I added heels. Eventually a handbag became part of my daily uniform, until one day I simply stepped out in a skirt, blouse, and dress to do the shopping.

The day it was decided I would fully “come out” as a sissy, I felt physically sick. Going out as a transvestite had been one thing; at least the clothes had been fashionable. Now I was expected to wear large, extravagant satin dresses in pastel colours, complete with ruffles, lace, petticoats, and puffed sleeves. Elegant outings meant pink satin hobble skirts and massive shiny blouses. My make-up became thicker and brighter; my heels taller.

I still remember the girls filming me for content as I walked into the busy local supermarket at peak time in one of those huge dresses. People stared, gasped, laughed, or muttered about how such “trashy behaviour” should stay in the bedroom. The girls captured every reaction, then recorded Krissie asking me on camera how it felt knowing this would be my life from now on.

That was the problem; they still hadn’t caged me. The only thing that saved me from total humiliation was the way the enormous skirt bloomed outward with layers of petticoats, hiding my erection. It wouldn’t always be that easy. But it did prove one thing beyond doubt; I was genuinely turned on by the humiliation.

At Krissie’s gigs I became a permanent backup dancer alongside Donna, performing our silly, hyper-feminine routines. At her age Donna tired more quickly than I did, but Anna turned out to be brilliant on keyboards and as a DJ, so she often handled the music and became part of the live show.

Then came a very unexpected evening.

Most of Krissie’s gigs were abroad, but since the tabloid story, UK clubs had been clamouring to book her. She was selective; the last thing she wanted was to walk into a venue where she might be in danger. This time, however, a popular and well-known gay club in a nearby town; one that specifically catered to the trans community; practically begged her to perform.

It was during that gig, as I danced on stage in a funky little maid outfit; complete with big silver satin briefs that had a heart-shaped cut-out at the back for easy access; that I turned and spotted a familiar face in the crowd holding a cocktail.

I felt a jolt of panic but couldn’t break character. The show had to go on.

The moment the set finished I ran down from the stage and straight over to him.

“Dad! What are you doing here?” I gasped, glitter cascading from my hair as I shook with nerves. My long pink wig swayed dramatically.

He shrugged, smiling. “I heard she was playing locally, so I wanted to come and listen.” His eyes travelled over my outfit. “You’ve got some moves. I didn’t know you could dance like that.”

“Urgh, I’m so embarrassed,” I moaned as Krissie, Donna, and Anna made their way over.

Krissie and Dad exchanged polite kisses on the cheek. I introduced Donna and Anna.

“Wow, so there are three of you now,” Dad said, looking at me with a bemused grin. “I get why you dress up. I’d probably dress like that too if it meant hanging out with three absolute hotties.”

“Urgh, Dad!”

He chuckled and took a sip of his drink. “Stop worrying.” Then he blushed slightly. “Truthfully, son… I’ve known about this club for a while.”

For a second I was confused. Then it clicked. “I didn’t know you were into men.”

“Yeah… your mum doesn’t really know. Not men per se, but… transvestites. Not like Krissie or you; more like men who dress up. Crossdressers who don’t fully pass. I find it… interesting.” He stared into his glass, clearly nervous.

“Wow…” I breathed. The girls sensed the moment and politely gave us some space.

I could see how anxious he was, so I offered gentle encouragement. “That’s actually really cool, Dad.”

“Thanks.” He paused, then added, “I was hoping to meet someone tonight, but they didn’t show up. So I’m here by myself.”

“No, you can hang with us,” I said immediately. “I’m sure we’ll find someone for you.”

That was how my dad ended up spending the rest of the evening with us; drinking, laughing, and eventually meeting Kathy, a seventy-year-old crossdresser whose real name was Keith.

It was surreal making love to Krissie and the girls while, on the opposite sofa, Kathy was enthusiastically going down on Dad. It became even more bizarre when Dad started returning the favour.

“Not a word of this to your mother,” Dad told me later, flushed and breathless.

I made the universal zipped-lips gesture and went straight back to licking Donna’s pussy while Krissie fucked me and I fucked Anna.

As the night wore on, Krissie leaned close and asked with a mischievous glint in her eye, “Would you be angry if I fucked your dad?”

“I think you should do it,” I laughed.

She giggled and moved over. Spitting on Dad’s arse as he bobbed on Kathy’s small cock, she slowly pushed inside him. Dad gasped, then hissed through his teeth.

“Fuck… you’re huge!”

Somehow the night spiralled until we all piled back to our place; Kathy included. That meant I finally got to fuck her. She’d never been with a real cock before, only her fucking machine at home, but she quickly admitted the real thing felt far better.

After a large spliff, I found myself on my stomach getting pounded by Krissie when someone grabbed my hair and pulled my head up. A cock appeared in front of my mouth. Kathy crouched beside me and whispered hotly in my ear, “Go on, love. Suck Daddy’s cock.”

I assumed the girls had been egging Dad on with all the alcohol and drugs in his system, but when I glanced over, Anna and Donna were on the other sofa smoking and watching with amused smiles. I looked up to see Dad grinning down at me as I opened my mouth and took him in.

Things descended into pure insanity from there. Krissie pulled out of me a few minutes later (still not having cum) only for Dad to pull out of my mouth and move behind me. I felt his hands on my hips, then the unmistakable stretch as he entered me.

“Not a word to your mother…” he moaned, starting to thrust.

“Oh my god, I can’t believe this is happening!” Krissie laughed delightedly.

“Alcohol and drugs; the fuel of the wildest nights,” Anna observed with a smirk.

I dropped my face into the pillow, feeling Dad’s hard cock slamming into me. Kathy kept whispering filthy encouragement in my ear, telling me to beg.

“Yes, Daddy! Fuck me, Daddy!” I gasped, the room spinning. “Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck me harder!”

“Gonna cream your arse, son,” Dad groaned. “Oh yes… fuck, I should have done this sooner!”

“Yes! You should have! Oh fuck!”

His hot spunk splashed deep inside me; my own father’s seed.

The debauchery continued well into the early hours. Dad took full advantage, using my mouth and arse again and again. At one point we were just lying together making out like lovers. It was completely fucked up.

Eventually we all collapsed in a sweaty, tangled heap.

When I woke the next morning, Dad had already left. There was a message waiting on my phone:

Sorry about last night. Shouldn’t have done that. Hope you forgive me; it was a bit much. Sorry! Dad.

I chuckled. The cold light of morning. I remembered feeling exactly the same way at the beginning. Now my relationship with sex was completely different. I typed back:

Nothing to apologise for… Looking forward to next time!

For the rest of the day we used Kathy thoroughly; sissifying her, tying her up, and turning her into our favourite spanking toy. She was surprisingly cute for her age, so Anna decided to take her under her wing.

“Kathy, you’re going to be our weekend slave,” Anna told her firmly. “Every weekend you come here for punishment. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

It was early evening when Dad finally replied:

Me too.

The text made me smile. I could picture him sitting at home with Mum, pretending nothing had happened, probably making up some excuse about where he’d been, while quietly stewing over what he’d done. At some point he’d probably wanked thinking about the depraved things he’d done with his own son; and then, with trembling hands, sent that message.

“You should tell him to come back,” Krissie said with a wicked smirk. “Nothing sexier than watching you with him. I’d watch it again and again.”

I laughed. Of course I wasn’t going to go that far… was I?

Come back over. We can continue the fun.

He didn’t reply immediately. I assumed Mum was nearby and he couldn’t. What kind of fucked-up person was I that I actually wanted my dad to come back and fuck me again? Yet the more I thought about it, the harder I became.

Half an hour later the doorbell buzzed. Krissie sent me to answer it wearing nothing but my pink sissy dress. I opened the door to find Dad standing there, panting, visibly nervous.

But once he was inside, the hesitation vanished. He grabbed me, shoved his tongue into my mouth, and we kissed hungrily, hands pawing at each other.

My fingers slid down to his trousers, pushing them open and stroking his already mostly-hard cock. Then I dropped to my knees and noisily slurped him into my mouth.

“Oh yeah, Steve… suck Daddy’s dick,” he moaned.

After a few intense minutes I took his hand and led him to the bedroom where the others were waiting. Dad gave a sheepish little wave as I got on all fours.

“Fuck me, Daddy!”

He didn’t waste time. He pushed inside me in one long, smooth thrust.

“Oh… so tight,” he gasped.

“Yeah… mmmm, Daddy… I love your cock.”

“Fuck him!” Anna encouraged, her voice thick with lust.

“I can’t believe I’m fucking my own son,” Dad groaned, hips snapping forward, “but fuck… it’s worth it.”

“Totally,” I gasped, pushing back onto him.

Krissie moved in front of me, sliding her thick cock between my lips while leaning forward to kiss my father deeply. Underneath me, Donna slid down and took my cock into her warm mouth. Anna positioned herself beneath Donna, licking her pussy with eager strokes. The whole scene had to look like absolute insanity from the outside, yet it was one of the most surreal and sexually enlightening experiences of my life.

Dad stayed until midnight, fucking me five times. He didn’t touch anyone else that night; only me. He used me thoroughly, possessively, as if making up for lost time.

“I need to go,” he eventually whispered, still unable to stop kissing me. “But I’ll be over as much as possible.”

“Use me whenever you like, Daddy,” I murmured against his lips.

I dropped to my knees at the door for one last time, fishing his cock out and sucking him slowly, lovingly. I didn’t want him to leave. I just wanted to keep sucking, keep getting fucked. Maybe it was disturbed to want my own father this badly, but in that moment, lost in my new sexuality, it was exactly what I needed.

In the month that followed, Dad was with us almost every day. Sometimes it was just a quick, frantic fuck in the hallway; other times we had long, leisurely play sessions. Any initial nervousness on his part melted away quickly. He loved it. I loved it.

Mom, however, remained completely absent from our lives. According to Dad, she still couldn’t come to terms with the changes, no matter how hard he tried to explain. Which was why her sudden appearance at my bedside after the surgery shocked me to my core.

“I considered calling the police…” she said by way of greeting.

The statement confused me at first, until it clicked what she was referring to. The tabloid story. The photos. The public knowledge of what her son had been doing.

“…until I realised you’re an adult. A free person. And it’s not as though you’ll get pregnant.” She sighed heavily. “Which is why I fucked Krissie last night. And Donna. From now on though, no more private sessions with my husband.”

“Yes, Mom. I’m sorry.”

“Mommy, please, honey. Call me Mommy.” Her voice softened, but there was steel underneath. “No more private sessions. If we’re going to do this, I want to watch. And I want to be able to administer punishment on you.”

Punishment? We weren’t really into heavy physical play. “We don’t normally use whips that much,” I said carefully.

“Oh, we’re going to start. I’m going to be regularly whipping you.” She smirked, then reached into her bag and pulled out a small, sealed jar. “I’ve brought you a present, seeing as you won’t be doing any sucking for a few weeks.” She opened the jar, which was filled with thick, cloudy cum. “Some protein for you to drink.”

I watched, mesmerised and horrified, as she hiked up her skirt, positioned the jar beneath her, and urinated into it. The acrid yellow fluid mixed with Dad’s seed. She brought the jar to my lips.

“Drink up, darling. Soon you’ll be getting it regularly, direct from the source. Yes; if you can play with Daddy, you can play with Mommy too.”

As I drank the warm, salty-sour mixture of cum and piss, I began to wonder exactly what I had gotten myself into.


Epilogue

“Did you get all that?” I asked, turning my head toward the small crew gathered in the dungeon.

“Yeah, we’re good this time,” Krissie replied from behind the camera. She glanced at my mother. “You can let him down now.”

We had decided to keep he/him pronouns, even though I looked anything but male. It had been a few months since the final round of surgeries, and I looked thoroughly ridiculous; but in the best possible way. In that short time I had become a sissy megastar in the porn industry. This latest video shoot was a custom request from one of the big BDSM studios we were contracted with; a pure female-domination scene featuring only Anna and Mom, with Krissie directing from behind the camera.

Mom had fallen into the role of sadistic dominatrix with frightening enthusiasm. She had quickly amassed an impressive collection of latex and leather, started going out publicly in full domme attire, and openly came out to her friends as a serious BDSM practitioner. Since Dad was dominant himself and had no interest in submitting to her, they had found their own young male slave to sissify and own full-time, plus Kathy, who served as their (and our) part-time sissy maid.

As I was lowered from the chains, I glanced back at my purple, striped backside. Mom never held back. She had become a true sadist in record time, mastering the whip, cane, crop, and every other implement she could get her hands on. She had even taken first-aid courses and studied anatomy so she could inflict maximum pain with zero lasting harm. She knew exactly where and how to pierce safely, and had grown surprisingly skilled at light body modification.

“That was a good one,” Mom panted, wiping sweat from her brow. The studio lights made the dungeon stiflingly hot. “But now I’m horny.” She clicked her fingers at me.

Without hesitation I dropped to my knees and buried my face between her thighs, licking her soaked pussy with long, practiced strokes. I had become very good at this.

“Want to get in on this?” Mom grinned at Dad, who was already stroking his cock.

“When don’t I?” he laughed, moving behind me.

The first time Mom watched Dad fuck me, we had all been nervous. I was still freshly healed, and Mom was only just finding her feet in the scene. I remember her sitting on the sofa, eyes wide, as Dad took me while Krissie used my mouth. At some point I lost focus and glanced over; only to see Mom completely naked, Donna licking her cunt while Anna sucked on her heavy breasts.

Of course, Mom ended up loving it far more than any of us expected. From then on she actively encouraged Dad to use me whenever he wanted.

Over the following weeks, Mom and Dad became regular visitors, often dropping by between work hours. Eventually Mom quit her job to focus on her own OnlyFans, which meant she was with us almost constantly. When Dad gave up his job to set up a proper porn production company, all of this simply became our full-time careers.

Around town I was now known to everyone as the local sissy bimbo. There were always a few negative voices, but for the most part people let me live my life. Those who insulted me were usually quickly shut down by the majority. I knew I was lucky to live where I did; in a less tolerant place, things could have been much worse.

Marshall hadn’t stuck around. He saw the life we were building, grew insanely jealous, and couldn’t bear watching it unfold one floor above him. It was for the best; Donna didn’t need the constant reminder of her ex-husband.

Having G-cup breasts was fun in some ways, but corsets quickly became my daily best friend. I wore them constantly, not just for the aesthetic but to support the weight and protect my back. Daily exercise helped too, and the best exercise for that? Swimming. I was back in the water again, though as a very obvious transgender sissy it felt very different from my old competitive days.

Krissie’s singing career continued, but no major label would touch her because of her ties to pornography. She was a little sad about it, but she refused to compromise. Her music stayed niche, yet her dedicated following was large enough to support frequent tours. Wherever she went, the rest of us went too.

The first time I stepped onto a stage with my new face and breasts was a defining moment. I had been terrified, questioning whether I had made the right choice. Then I walked out and the crowd erupted; “Sissy Steffie! YEAH!” People had come to see me. From that night on, I never questioned my decision again. This was exactly who I was meant to be.

“What’s the programme for this afternoon?” Mom asked, still catching her breath.

“You’ve got a fisting video with Sissy Alex,” Krissie answered while Dad continued steadily fucking my arse. “And I’ve got a cuckold scene with Stef and Donna.”

“Anna, want to join the fisting shoot?”

Anna smiled. “Can’t today; I’ve got a date.”

“Ooooh…” we all cooed teasingly. We knew it wasn’t a romantic date but a private BDSM session with one of her wealthy paypigs. Anna had become extremely popular as a professional dominatrix, with clients flying her to London, Dubai, and the US. The money financed our increasingly lavish lifestyle; including the Rolls Royce we now travelled in.

Our one constant concern was people figuring out the family connection. To avoid any legal or moral backlash, nothing explicitly sexual ever happened on camera between me and my parents. BDSM, whipping, and humiliation; yes. But no pegging, no fucking, no direct incest play. It was a shame; I was sure it would sell incredibly well, but it would also land us in serious trouble.

Eventually the apartment simply wasn’t the right place to house us anymore. Not with the volume of content we were shooting, the constant stream of visitors, the parties that spilled into the early hours, and the very loud, very public sounds of sex that echoed through the thin walls. My parents’ old cottage was far too small and far too public. So, after a long family discussion one lazy Sunday morning; all of us naked and sticky from the night before; we decided to buy a big old mansion on the edge of town and renovate it from the ground up.

The place was perfect; a sprawling Victorian pile set in twelve acres of private woodland, with high stone walls, electronic gates, and total seclusion. It had once been a minor stately home, complete with ballroom, servants’ quarters, and endless cellars that we immediately earmarked for dungeons. The renovation took six months and cost a small fortune, but the money poured in from OnlyFans, custom videos, Krissie’s tours, and Anna’s growing roster of high-paying paypigs. When it was finished, we named it simply The Haven.

The idea for turning part of it into a BDSM club and sissy training school came from Mom, of course.

“What if we make a proper BDSM club out of the east wing?” she asked one evening, sipping wine while straddling my face on the new leather sofa. “People could pay for long-term stays. We could run weekend intensives, a full sissy training academy, that sort of thing.”

“That’s a brilliant idea!” Krissie gushed, riding Dad’s cock slowly while she spoke. “I could film cottagecore lifestyle content here, soft domme stuff in the gardens, then go full depraved in the dungeons at night.”

“Of course we’ll need a huge BDSM dungeon,” Anna added from the floor, where she was lazily fingering Donna. “Maybe more than one. A medical play room, a schoolroom for punishment scenes, a full wet room for watersports and enemas…”

“We’ll need full-time servants too,” Dad noted, gripping Krissie’s hips and thrusting up into her. “Not just Steffie, Donna and Alex, but others. Proper live-in slaves.”

“Yeah, well, Kathy can move in full-time,” Mom said, grinding her soaked pussy harder against my tongue. “She can, and others.”

And so it happened.

The east wing became The Haven Club; members-only, extremely exclusive, and eye-wateringly expensive. Guests paid five-figure sums for week-long “training retreats” where they could live as sissies, subs, or slaves under our direct supervision. The main dungeon was a cavernous space with exposed brick, steel beams, and every piece of equipment money could buy; St Andrew’s crosses, spanking benches, suspension rigs, a full medical suite, and a mirrored wall so the girls could watch themselves while they used me. A second, smaller “intimate” dungeon adjoined my personal quarters so I could be watched or lent out at any hour.

Kathy moved in permanently within a fortnight. She became our head house slave, dressed twenty-four-seven in frilly maid uniforms, locked in a permanent steel chastity cage, and fitted with a remote-controlled plug that the girls activated whenever they felt like it. We hired three more full-time sissies; pretty, eager boys who had begged for the chance to serve; and gave them their own wing of rooms. Their days were spent cleaning, cooking, serving at table, and being used whenever any of us wanted relief. Nights were for the club guests.

Life at The Haven quickly settled into a delicious, decadent routine.

Mornings usually began with me waking whichever woman wanted me first. Some days it was Krissie riding my face while Donna and Anna took turns fucking me with strap-ons. Other mornings Mom would chain me to the breakfast table and make me eat cereal from a bowl on the floor while Dad fucked my arse over the edge of the table, his morning coffee in one hand. Afternoons were for filming; long, slow scenes where I was bound, whipped, fisted, or passed around by the girls for their OnlyFans channels. Evenings were for the club; guests paying to watch me serve drinks on my knees, or to take turns using my holes while the girls directed and filmed.

The sexual depth of it all became almost overwhelming.

One of my favourite regular scenes was the “Family Training Night.” Mom and Dad would sit on their thrones in the main dungeon while I was strapped over a breeding bench. Mom would flog my back and arse until I was sobbing and dripping, then Dad would step up and fuck me raw while Mom sat on my face, grinding her cunt against my tongue and telling me what a good little incest sissy I was. Krissie would film every thrust, every moan, every wet slap of skin, while Anna and Donna took turns riding my hands or using my toes. When Dad finally filled me, Mom would make me push his cum out into a champagne glass and drink it while they all watched and applauded.

The club nights were even wilder. Wealthy clients would pay thousands to spend an evening as our guests. I would be dressed in the most exaggerated sissy outfits; massive satin ball gowns with built-in petticoats that hid nothing once they were lifted, or tiny latex maid dresses so short my plugged arse and caged cock were permanently on display. Guests could book private sessions with me, and I quickly learned to take two or three cocks at once while the girls watched and directed, sometimes joining in to fuck me themselves or make me clean their cum from another man’s arse.

The mansion itself became a living, breathing temple to our depravity. The ballroom was turned into a permanent play space with mirrored ceilings and walls so every angle of every fuck was visible. The old conservatory became a “cottagecore” filming set where Krissie could film soft, feminine content by day; me in pretty pastel dresses, serving her tea on my knees; only for it to turn into a brutal gangbang set by night under the moonlight streaming through the glass.

We even built a small indoor pool so I could keep swimming; though now it was usually naked, wearing only a collar and heels, while one of the girls or guests fucked me underwater or made me hold my breath while I sucked them off.

Through it all, the four of us; Krissie, Donna, Anna, and I; remained the unbreakable core. Mom and Dad were constant, welcome visitors, but the mansion was our home. Every night ended the same way; the five of us (sometimes six, when Kathy joined) tangled together in the enormous custom bed, exhausted, sticky, and utterly content.

I had never been happier.

And as I drifted off each night with Krissie’s cock still softening inside me, Dad’s cum leaking from my arse, and Mom’s fingers lazily stroking my new, sensitive breasts, I knew this was exactly where I was meant to be.

Forever.

THE END

Don’t forget to visit my Instagram!!
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