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CHAPTER 1

The rain was coming down in sheets as Jeff navigated the familiar streets back to the house in suburban Manchester. At forty-five, he had long since settled into the comfortable, if somewhat predictable, life of a successful historical author. His books on the Plantagenets and the Wars of the Roses sold steadily enough to allow him the freedom of working mostly from home, tapping away at his laptop in the small study at the back of their three-bedroom semi-detached house. Twenty years of marriage to Linda had brought a daughter, Amber, who at nineteen was still living at home while she decided what to do with her life after finishing college. Things had been steady. Comfortable. Or so Jeff had believed until recently.

He turned into the driveway and immediately noticed the unfamiliar car parked behind Linda's modest hatchback. A sleek, black Audi with personalised plates. Frowning, he killed the engine, grabbed his bag and the battered umbrella from the passenger seat, and hurried through the downpour to the front door. The key turned smoothly in the lock, and he stepped into the warmth of the hallway. The smell of something savoury cooking wafted from the kitchen, and he could hear voices coming from the living room, Linda's familiar laugh, lighter and more carefree than he had heard it in months, and a deeper, confident male voice that made his stomach tighten with unease.

Jeff hung his wet coat on the peg and wiped his shoes on the mat before walking through to the living room. What he saw stopped him dead in the doorway. Linda was perched on the sofa, looking unusually polished. She wore a blouse in a soft blue that was cut lower than her usual modest style, the fabric clinging to her figure in a way that suggested she had dressed with care. Her hair was styled nicely, and there was a flush to her cheeks. Beside her, lounging with one arm draped along the back of the sofa, was a man in his late thirties or early forties. Tall, broad-shouldered, with dark hair cut short and a roguish smile. Max. It had to be Max.

On the armchair opposite, legs tucked beneath her in that casual way only a teenager could manage, sat Amber. Their daughter was wearing a short denim skirt that rode up her thighs and a tight-fitting top that emphasised her youthful curves. She was smiling brightly, her attention fixed on the newcomer. The scene looked domestic, almost cosy, as if this man belonged there.

'Jeff, you're home,' Linda said, her voice bright with a forced cheerfulness that immediately put him on edge. 'This is Max. I've told you about him before.'

Jeff set his bag down slowly, his mind racing. 'Told me about him? Linda, what is this? Who's car is that outside?'

Linda glanced at Max, who gave a small, amused shrug. She took a breath. 'Jeff, we need to have a proper talk. Max and I have been seeing each other for five years now. Five years. I didn't plan it, it just happened, and I couldn't stop it. I still care about you, I do, but I love him too. I want him to move in with us. We can make this work. You, me, Max, and Amber. A proper family. Modern. We can share. It doesn't have to be the end of our marriage. It can be... polygamous. Open. Honest. Plenty of people live like this these days.'

The words landed like hammer blows. Jeff felt the blood drain from his face. Five years. That was a quarter of their entire marriage. Secret weekends, lies, hotel rooms, all while he had been at home writing his books or taking Amber to appointments. 'You're having an affair?' he said, his voice low and disbelieving. 'For five years? And now you bring him into our home and tell me you want him to live here? With our daughter? Have you completely lost your mind?'

Amber spoke up then, her voice light and almost excited. 'It's not as bad as it sounds, Dad. I've known for ages. Max is brilliant. He's been so good for Mum. Makes her smile and laugh properly again. He's taken us out for meals and everything.' She unfolded herself from the chair and crossed the room to Max, leaning down to give him a warm hug. 'New Daddy. I'm so glad you're here properly now.'

Jeff's world tilted. 'New Daddy? Amber, what on earth are you saying? Stop that right now. That's not appropriate.'

Amber pulled back from the hug but stayed standing close to Max, her hand resting on his shoulder. Max's arm went around her waist in a casual, possessive way. To Jeff's mounting horror, Max's hand slid lower, coming to rest on Amber's bum. He gave it a firm, familiar squeeze through the denim of her short skirt. Amber let out a little giggle but made no move to pull away. If anything, she shifted her weight slightly into the touch.

'That's my girl,' Max said, his voice warm and teasing. 'Always such a sweetheart. Looking lovely today, by the way.'

Jeff took a step forward, his fists clenching at his sides. 'Get your hands off my daughter immediately. What the hell do you think you're playing at?'

Linda stood up as well, smoothing her blouse. 'Jeff, for goodness' sake, calm down. Amber is nineteen years old. She's an adult. Max has been around the house a few times when you've been away at your writing things or research trips. Amber's met him properly. She's fine with him. More than fine. Why can't you just listen for once?'

Amber giggled again and turned slightly, still within the circle of Max's arm. His hand remained on her bum, kneading it lightly now in a way that was unmistakably intimate and inappropriate. Amber didn't protest. Instead, she looked up at Max with a flirty little smile. 'New Daddy's just being affectionate, Dad. He's like that. I don't mind. It's nice.' She even wiggled her hips a tiny bit, as if encouraging the touch.

The sight made Jeff feel physically ill. His own nineteen-year-old daughter standing there letting this stranger, this man who had been sleeping with his wife for five years, grope her backside in their living room, and she was calling him 'New Daddy' like it was the most natural thing in the world. Max's touches were escalating; the initial squeeze had become a lingering caress, his fingers tracing the curve of her bum before giving another playful but firm pat. Amber's cheeks were flushed, but with excitement rather than embarrassment.

'This is disgusting,' Jeff said, his voice shaking with anger. 'Linda, tell him to stop. And you…' he pointed at Amber, 'you should be ashamed of yourself. Flirting with your mother's lover right in front of me? Letting him touch you like that? Have you no respect?'

Amber's expression flickered for a moment, but then she shrugged, still smiling at Max. 'Sorry, Dad, but it's true. New Daddy is way more fun than you've been lately. He's been looking after Mum properly. Taking her places, buying her nice things. And he's been lovely to me too. Took me shopping last month and everything.'

Max chuckled, his hand finally moving from Amber's bum to rest on her hip instead, though his thumb continued to stroke in small circles. 'The girl's just being honest, Jeff. No need to get worked up. Linda's told me all about how things have been between you two. Sounds like she needs a bit more excitement in her life. I'm happy to provide it. And Amber here seems to appreciate a strong male presence around the house.'

Jeff turned to Linda, desperate. 'You told him about us? About our private life? And you're standing there letting him paw at our daughter? This is over, Linda. I want a divorce. Right now. I can't believe you'd do this to our family.'

Linda's face hardened, the pleading tone vanishing. 'Fine. If that's how you feel. But I'm not giving Max up. He's moving in whether you like it or not. The house is mostly in my name from Mum's inheritance, so if you want a divorce, you can pack your things and leave tonight. I'm done pretending.'

The next hour passed in a haze of humiliation. Jeff went upstairs to the master bedroom, their bedroom for two decades, and began pulling clothes from drawers and the wardrobe into suitcases. Linda followed him, occasionally pointing out items that were 'definitely his' in a cold, business-like tone. Max came up too, leaning in the doorway with that same smug smile, occasionally making comments about how much space would be freed up once Jeff was gone.

Amber drifted in and out, chatting animatedly to Max. At one point she came into the room while Jeff was folding shirts and wrapped her arms around Max from the side, pressing against him. 'New Daddy, can we get takeaway tonight? I'm starving.' Max laughed and turned, his hand immediately going to her bum again for another squeeze. 'Whatever you want, princess. Your mum and I will sort it.' Amber squealed happily and kissed his cheek, lingering there.

Jeff paused, a shirt in his hands. 'Amber, please. Stop calling him that. And you,' he glared at Max, 'keep your hands to yourself around my daughter. This is wrong on every level.'

Amber rolled her eyes theatrically. 'God, Dad, you're so uptight. Max is going to be living here now. You might as well get used to it. He's fun. He lets me stay up late and watch what I want on the telly. And he doesn't nag about homework like you and Mum used to.' She turned back to Max, leaning into him. 'Isn't that right, New Daddy?'

Max grinned and gave her bum another deliberate squeeze, this time holding it for a few seconds while looking straight at Jeff. 'That's right, sweetheart. New Daddy knows how to look after his girls.' Amber giggled and pressed closer, her hand resting on his chest. The casual, almost proprietary way he touched her, and her eager acceptance, was like salt in an open wound.

By the time Jeff had two large suitcases and a box of his books and papers packed, the rain had turned torrential. Linda stood in the hallway with Max, her arm linked through his. Amber was tucked under Max's other arm, his hand resting possessively on her hip. 'Bye, Dad,' Amber said, her tone almost cheerful. 'Tell Grandma we said hello. Maybe New Daddy and I can come and visit you there sometime.'

Max gave a little wave, his hand still on Amber. 'Safe travels, mate. Don't worry about the house, we'll take good care of everything.' As Jeff struggled with the suitcases through the front door, he heard Amber laugh at something Max whispered to her, followed by another unmistakable squeal that suggested another bum squeeze or similar touch.

Jeff loaded the car in the pouring rain, his clothes growing sodden despite the umbrella. He drove away without looking back, the images from the evening burning into his mind; Amber's flirty smile, her calling Max 'New Daddy' over and over, the way Max's hand had squeezed and caressed her bum so openly, Linda's complete acceptance of it all. The humiliation was total. His wife of twenty years had not only betrayed him but had brought her lover into their home and allowed, encouraged, their daughter to embrace him in the most inappropriate ways.

The drive to his mother's house took a little over two hours through the worsening weather. Jeff kept the radio off, the only sounds the swish of the wipers and the drumming of rain on the roof. His thoughts looped endlessly. How long had Amber known? How many times had Max been in their house while he was away? The 'New Daddy' thing kept replaying, the way Amber had said it so naturally, so happily. And the touching. The way Max had squeezed her bum right there in the living room, in front of everyone, and Amber had not only allowed it but seemed to enjoy the attention. It was emasculating in a way Jeff had never experienced before.

By the time he pulled up outside the neat terraced house in the quiet street where he had grown up, it was fully dark and still raining hard. Lights glowed warmly from the downstairs windows. Jeff sat in the car for several minutes, trying to compose himself. His mother didn't deserve to have this dumped on her doorstep, but he had nowhere else to go. Finally, he got out, grabbed one of the suitcases, and rang the bell.

The door opened after a moment to reveal Janine. At sixty-seven, his mother was still a very attractive woman. Her brown hair, now streaked generously with grey, was pulled back into a loose, practical bun that framed a pretty face with soft, kind features and warm hazel eyes. She had always taken care of herself. Her waist remained relatively trim, though her figure had softened into generous curves over the years. She had huge, full G-cup breasts that strained against the smooth fabric of the plain white blouse she wore. The blouse was tucked into a flowery summer skirt that hugged her big hips and emphasised the round fullness of her bottom. She looked motherly and comforting.

'Jeff, love!' she exclaimed, her face lighting up with surprise and then immediate concern when she saw the suitcase and his wet, dishevelled state. 'What on earth are you doing here at this time? And in all this rain? Come in, come in, you silly boy. You'll catch your death.' She stepped forward and pulled him into a tight, enveloping hug. Her body was soft and warm against his, her large breasts pressing comfortably against his chest, her arms strong and reassuring around his back. She smelled of her usual lavender perfume mixed with the comforting scent of home baking. 'You're frozen. Let's get you inside and dry.'

She helped him manoeuvre the suitcase into the hallway and took his wet coat. 'Is everything all right? Where's Linda? And Amber? You look terrible, love. Sit down, I'll put the kettle on.'

Jeff followed her into the cosy kitchen, the familiar smells and the ticking of the old clock on the wall providing an instant sense of safety he hadn't felt all evening. Janine busied herself making tea, moving with the efficient grace of someone who had looked after a household for decades. Her round bottom swayed slightly under the skirt as she reached for mugs, and the satin blouse shifted over her ample bust. She set a steaming mug and a plate of homemade biscuits in front of him.

'Now then,' she said, sitting opposite and reaching across to squeeze his hand. 'Tell me what's happened. Don't leave anything out.'

Jeff took a shaky sip of tea and began. He told her about coming home to find Max there. About Linda's confession of the five-year affair. About her astonishing proposal that Max move in so they could all live together in some kind of polygamous arrangement. He described Amber's immediate and enthusiastic acceptance, the way she had called Max 'New Daddy' repeatedly, the flirty way she had behaved towards him.

Janine's eyes widened in shock as he continued. 'And then... Max was touching her. Right there in front of me and Linda. Squeezing her bum, putting his hands on her waist, stroking her. Amber just let him. She giggled and called him New Daddy and leaned into it. Like it was normal. Linda didn't even tell him to stop. She said Amber was an adult and it was fine.'

Janine sat back, her hand over her mouth. 'That little... And Linda! After twenty years of marriage. The absolute cheek of it. Bringing that man into your home and letting him carry on like that with Amber. It's disgusting. And you say Amber was encouraging it?'

Jeff nodded miserably. 'She was flirty with him from the moment I walked in. Hugging him, sitting close, letting him touch her. Calling him New Daddy like it was a joke, but it wasn't a joke to her. She meant it. And when I protested, she told me he was more fun than me. That he makes Mum happy. I couldn't stay, Mum. Linda said if I wanted a divorce I could pack and leave tonight. The house is in her name mostly.'

Janine was quiet for a long moment, her expression a mix of anger and deep sympathy. Then she stood up and came around the table to hug him again. This time the hug lingered, her soft, motherly body a solid comfort. 'You did the right thing, love. You couldn't stay there with that going on. That man pawing at your daughter while your wife just watches? And Amber behaving like that? It's not right. You're better off out of it. You can stay here for as long as you need. This is your home too. Always has been.'

She pulled back slightly but kept her hands on his shoulders, looking at him with those kind eyes. 'We'll get you sorted. First thing tomorrow we'll look into solicitors. But tonight you're going to have a proper meal and a good sleep in your old room. No arguments.'

Jeff felt a lump in his throat. After the cold rejection from Linda and the humiliating scene with Amber and Max, his mother's unconditional support was almost overwhelming. 'Thanks, Mum. I don't know what I'd have done otherwise.'

Janine smiled and patted his cheek. 'That's what I'm here for. Now, let's get your things upstairs and then I'll heat up some soup. You look like you haven't eaten properly in days.'

She helped him carry the suitcases up the narrow stairs to the small bedroom at the back of the house, his old room from childhood and adolescence. It was smaller than he remembered, but it had been kept neat. The single bed was made up with fresh sheets and a quilt his mother must have put on recently. The bookshelf still held a mix of old adventure books from his youth and some of the historical reference volumes he had left there over the years. The desk by the window looked out over the small back garden, now dark and rain-lashed.

Janine fussed around, opening the wardrobe and clearing a bit of space, plumping the pillows, and fetching an extra blanket from the airing cupboard. 'There we are. If you need more space for your books or clothes, just say. We can shift things around. And if you want anything, a hot water bottle, a cup of cocoa, whatever, don't hesitate to ask. I'm just down the hall.'

She paused at the door, looking at him with a mixture of concern and love. 'Try not to dwell on it all tonight, love. Get some rest. Things will seem a bit clearer in the morning. And remember, you're not alone in this.'

She left the door ajar and went back downstairs. Jeff sat on the edge of the bed for a long time, listening to the rain against the window and the faint sounds of his mother moving about below. The contrast between this quiet, caring house and the one he had left was stark. Here, there was no lover groping his daughter, no wife coldly telling him to pack and go, no 'New Daddy' being accepted with flirty giggles and wiggles.

Eventually he changed into dry pyjamas and lay down under the quilt. The bed was smaller and firmer than the one he had shared with Linda for two decades, but it felt safe. He stared at the ceiling, the day's events replaying once more. The look on Amber's face when she had called Max 'New Daddy'. The sound of her giggle when Max had squeezed her bum. The way she had pressed against him. Linda's calm insistence that it was all fine, modern, acceptable.

The humiliation was profound. But lying there in his childhood bedroom, with his mother downstairs looking after him in her typically motherly way, Jeff felt the first tiny flicker of something else. Not hope exactly, but perhaps the beginning of acceptance that his old life was over. What came next, he had no idea. But for tonight, he was home.

He turned off the bedside lamp and let the sound of the rain lull him towards an exhausted sleep, unaware that the comfort of his mother's care would soon take on a very different shape indeed.

The initial shock in the living room had been bad enough, but the details kept coming in painful waves as the evening wore on. Linda explained that Max was a few years younger than Jeff, worked in sales, and had a confident, outgoing personality that had drawn her in during a chance meeting at a work event five years earlier. 'He pays attention to me, Jeff,' she said, not unkindly but with a frankness that stung. 'He listens. He makes me feel desirable again. You've been so wrapped up in your books and your deadlines for years. I needed more than that.'

Max had listened with a small smile, his arm now casually around Linda's shoulders, his other hand occasionally straying back to Amber's knee or hip as she sat on the arm of his chair. 'Linda's a wonderful woman,' he said. 'She deserves to be treated like a queen. And Amber here is a credit to you both. Bright girl. Very affectionate.' As he spoke, his fingers gave Amber's thigh a light squeeze, just above the hem of her short skirt. Amber didn't flinch; she smiled and placed her hand over his, almost encouraging the contact.

Jeff felt his face burn with a mixture of rage and deep, crawling humiliation. 'This is our daughter you're talking about,' he repeated. 'And you're sitting there touching her like she's... like she's available. Amber, for God's sake, move away from him.'

Amber looked at him with a mix of exasperation and pity. 'Dad, I'm not a child anymore. New Daddy's just being nice. He's been really supportive since I finished college. Helped me with some job applications and that. And yeah, he's flirty sometimes, but so what? It's harmless. I like it.' She turned to Max and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek, right in front of everyone. 'Don't mind Dad, New Daddy. He's always been a bit uptight about stuff like this.'

Max laughed and pulled her closer for a moment, his hand sliding around to give her bum another firm squeeze before letting go. 'No worries, princess. Your dad will come around eventually. Or he won't. Either way, your mum and I are moving forward with our lives.' The casual way he spoke of 'your mum' as if he already owned that role was another stab to Jeff's pride.

The argument went on for another twenty minutes, circling the same points. Linda was adamant that the polygamous arrangement could work if Jeff would just 'open his mind.' She even suggested that perhaps Max could help with some of the household responsibilities, freeing Jeff up for more writing. 'It could be good for your career,' she said, as if that made any sense. Amber chimed in with stories of how Max had taken her and Linda out for a lovely meal the previous weekend, how he had paid for everything and made them both feel special. 'He even let me smoke a little grass,' she added with a giggle, as if that proved his superiority as a parental figure.

Throughout it all, the touching continued. Max seemed unable to keep his hands off Amber, or perhaps unwilling. A squeeze here, a pat there, an arm around her shoulders pulling her against his side. Each time Amber responded positively, a laugh, a lean-in, another 'New Daddy', it chipped away at Jeff's sense of reality. This was his family. His wife and daughter. And they were treating this man as the new centre of their world while he was being pushed to the margins.

When Linda finally delivered the ultimatum, pack and leave or accept the new arrangement, Jeff chose the former without hesitation. The packing itself was an exercise in further degradation. As he moved between the bedroom, the study, and the bathroom gathering his belongings, Max and Amber followed at a distance, 'helping' in their own way. Max would pick up an item and ask, 'Is this yours, mate?' in a tone that suggested he already knew the answer and was enjoying the process. Amber would offer commentary on clothes or books, sometimes holding up a shirt and saying, 'This one's a bit old-fashioned, Dad. New Daddy wears much nicer stuff.'

At one point, while Jeff was in the study boxing up reference books, Amber and Max lingered in the hallway just outside. Jeff could hear them clearly. Amber's voice was low and playful. 'New Daddy, stop it! Mum will see.' Followed by Max's chuckle and what sounded like another pat or squeeze. 'Let her see. She's the one who wanted this arrangement, remember?' Amber giggled again, that same flirty sound that had become seared into Jeff's memory.

When they finally descended the stairs with the last of the bags, Linda was waiting with a list of practical matters, solicitors, dividing the furniture, what to do about the joint bank account. She spoke as if they were discussing a business merger rather than the end of twenty years together. Max stood beside her, one hand on the small of her back, the other occasionally reaching out to ruffle Amber's hair or rest on her shoulder. Amber, for her part, seemed almost excited about the changes. 'It'll be nice having New Daddy here all the time,' she said. 'We can do proper family things.'

Jeff loaded the final suitcase into the boot of his car as the rain intensified. He turned for one last look at the house. Through the living room window he could see Linda and Max standing close, talking. Amber was between them, Max's arm around her. As Jeff watched, Max leaned down and said something that made both women laugh. Then his hand moved down Amber's back to rest on her bum once more, giving it a possessive pat. Amber didn't move away. She leaned her head against his shoulder instead.

Jeff got into the car and drove off, the image burning behind his eyes. The entire scene had been designed, or at least allowed, to humiliate him as thoroughly as possible. His wife of two decades had not only admitted to a long-term affair but had demanded he accept her lover moving in and sharing their lives. His daughter had not only accepted the situation but had embraced the man, calling him 'New Daddy' with apparent delight and allowing, encouraging, increasingly intimate touches in front of her father. The bum squeezes, the hip touches, the way she had pressed against Max and kissed his cheek, it was as if she was deliberately rubbing salt into the wound.

On the drive, the rain made the roads treacherous, forcing Jeff to concentrate despite the turmoil in his head. He replayed every moment. The way Amber had immediately crossed the room to hug Max. The 'New Daddy' greeting, said with such natural affection. Linda's complete lack of objection to Max's hands on their daughter. The way Max had seemed to enjoy Jeff's discomfort, squeezing Amber's bum a little harder each time Jeff protested. It wasn't just the affair. It was the public, familial rejection. The way they had all seemed happier without him already.

He stopped once at a service station to use the facilities and get a coffee he didn't really want. Standing in the queue, dripping wet, he caught sight of himself in a mirror, middle-aged, defeated-looking, suitcases in the car outside. What had he become? A man whose wife and daughter preferred another man in the house. A man reduced to fleeing to his mother's.

The final stretch of the journey was a blur of headlights and rain. By the time he reached his mother's street, the anger had given way to a heavy, exhausted sadness mixed with the lingering sting of humiliation.

Janine's welcome had been everything the other house had not, warm, unconditional, motherly. But even as she fussed over tea and biscuits and showed him to his old room, Jeff's mind kept drifting back. The contrast was painful. Here was his mum, sixty-seven and still attractive, her large breasts and round hips giving her a comforting, womanly presence as she moved about the kitchen. She asked gentle questions, expressed genuine shock and anger on his behalf, and offered practical support without judgment.

During the longer conversation over tea, Janine pressed for more details. 'Tell me again about Amber,' she said. 'She actually called him New Daddy in front of you? And let him... squeeze her like that?' Jeff nodded, describing the sequence of touches, the first casual squeeze on the bum, the way it had progressed to lingering caresses, the way Amber had giggled and leaned in rather than pulling away. 'It was like she was showing off for him,' Jeff said quietly. 'Or showing me that she didn't care what I thought anymore.'

Janine shook her head, her expression grim. 'That girl needs a good talking to. Nineteen or not, there's no excuse for behaving like that with her mother's fancy man. And Linda standing by and letting it happen? Disgraceful. I always thought she was a decent sort, but this... this is something else. Polygamy? In this family? Over my dead body would I have allowed it if it were up to me.'

She got up to refill the teapot, her movements causing the satin of her blouse to shift over her generous bust and the skirt to pull slightly across her hips and bottom. It was an unconscious, motherly action, but after the day's events Jeff found himself noticing the contrast even more, the genuine care versus the calculated humiliation he had left behind.

As she set the fresh pot down, Janine reached over and patted his hand again. 'You're safe here, love. We'll sort the legal side of things properly. In the meantime, you rest. Eat properly. Maybe get back to your writing when you're ready. Don't let them take that away from you as well.'

Jeff managed a small smile. 'Thanks, Mum. Really. I don't think I could have faced a hotel tonight.'

Janine stood and came around to give him one more hug before bed. This one was longer, her soft body enveloping him in warmth. 'Any time, any time at all. Now off you go upstairs. I'll bring you up a hot water bottle if you like. And in the morning there'll be a proper breakfast. None of this skipping meals nonsense.'

In the old bedroom, after changing and lying down, Jeff found sleep elusive at first. The events kept replaying, but now mixed with the comforting sounds of his mother downstairs locking up for the night, the familiar creaks of the old house. He thought about Amber's behaviour, the immediate acceptance, the flirty tone, the 'New Daddy' repeated like a badge of honour. He thought about Max's hands, the way they had claimed Amber's body so openly. The humiliation felt physical, a weight in his chest.

Yet there was also a strange relief. His mother's house was a sanctuary. No demands, no betrayals, just quiet care. As he finally drifted off, the last image in his mind wasn't of Max's hand on Amber's bum or Linda's cold expression. It was of Janine in her satin blouse and skirt, fussing over him with tea and concern, her arms around him in that enveloping, motherly hug.

Tomorrow would bring solicitors and difficult conversations and the reality of starting over. But tonight, for the first time in hours, Jeff felt something close to safe.


CHAPTER 2

The first few days at his mother’s house passed in a blur of quiet routine and overwhelming relief. Jeff had not realised how exhausted he was until he woke on the second morning to the smell of bacon and eggs drifting up from the kitchen. Janine had already been up for hours, as was her habit. She had laid out fresh towels in the bathroom and even put a hot water bottle in his bed the night before, something he had not needed since he was a boy.

He came downstairs in his old dressing gown, one he had left behind years ago and which Janine had kept in the wardrobe ‘just in case’. It was a bit tight across the shoulders now, but the familiarity of it was oddly comforting. Janine was at the stove in a pale blue blouse and a comfortable skirt that hugged her hips. Her brown-grey hair was tied back, and she turned with a warm smile when she heard him.

'Morning, love. Sit yourself down. I’ve made you a proper breakfast. None of that toast-and-run nonsense you used to do at home.' She ushered him to the table as if he were still ten years old. Jeff sat without argument. It felt easier than deciding anything for himself.

Over the meal she chatted lightly about the garden and the weather, carefully avoiding any mention of Linda or Amber or the events that had brought him there. Jeff was grateful. He ate slowly, letting her refill his tea without protest. When she cleared his plate and told him to go and have a nice long bath, he did exactly that. The hot water and the quiet of the house soothed something raw inside him.

That afternoon he tried to work. He opened his laptop in the small back bedroom and stared at the half-finished chapter of his latest book on the Wars of the Roses. The words would not come. Every time he tried to focus, his mind slid back to the living room in Manchester; Amber’s bright voice saying 'New Daddy', Max’s hand sliding down to squeeze her bum while she giggled and leaned into it, Linda watching with approval. The humiliation rose like bile. He closed the laptop and lay on the bed instead, staring at the ceiling.

By the third day he had stopped getting properly dressed. He spent the morning in pyjamas and the dressing gown, moving only from the bed to the desk and back again. Janine brought him a mug of tea and a plate of biscuits without being asked. 'You just rest, love,' she said. 'You’ve had a terrible shock. Your body knows what it needs.' Jeff nodded and let her fuss. It was easier than arguing.

That evening, after Janine had gone to bed, the silence of the house pressed in on him. He lay in the narrow single bed and, almost without thinking, slipped his hand inside his pyjamas. It was not the first time since the separation; the stress had made him seek release more often than usual. But here, in his childhood room, with his mother sleeping just down the hall, the act felt different. More furtive. More regressive. He came quickly, biting his lip to stay quiet, then lay there afterwards feeling both relieved and faintly ashamed.

The next morning Janine knocked softly before entering with a tray. 'Breakfast in bed today, I think. You looked worn out last night.' She set it down and plumped his pillows. As she straightened, she paused for a second, her eyes flicking to the tissues in the bin beside the bed. She said nothing, but her expression softened into something almost knowing. Jeff’s face grew hot. He mumbled thanks and looked away.

Over the following week the pattern began to set itself. Jeff rarely left his room except to use the bathroom or come down for the occasional meal. Janine brought most of them up on a tray. She washed his clothes, changed his sheets, and even laid out clean pyjamas for him each evening. He let her. The more she did, the less he had to think. The less he had to think, the less he replayed Amber calling another man 'New Daddy' or the sight of Max’s hand claiming her body in front of him.

Masturbation became part of the daily rhythm. Usually in the evening after Janine had said goodnight, sometimes in the afternoon when the house was quiet. He kept the sounds to a minimum at first, just the soft creak of the old bed and his breathing. But as the days blurred together, he grew less careful. Once or twice he caught himself moaning quietly as he finished. The release was the only thing that truly dulled the ache of humiliation.

Janine began to hear. She never mentioned it directly. Instead she started pausing outside his door when she passed with the laundry or a duster. One afternoon Jeff was in the middle of it, eyes closed, hand moving steadily under the covers, when he heard her footsteps slow in the hallway. The floorboard outside his room gave its familiar creak. She stood there for several long seconds. Jeff froze, heart hammering, but did not stop. After a moment the footsteps continued on.

That evening at dinner, the first time in days he had come downstairs, Janine was especially gentle with him. She had made shepherd’s pie, his favourite from childhood. 'Eat up, love. You need your strength.' She cut his portion for him and poured his water without asking. Jeff ate mechanically, grateful for the way she treated him like a boy again rather than a failed husband and father. When he went back upstairs afterwards, she followed a little later with a hot water bottle and an extra blanket 'in case it gets chilly'.

The second week was worse. Or better, depending on how he looked at it. Jeff stopped pretending he was going to work on his book. The laptop stayed closed on the desk. He spent hours lying on the bed or sitting by the window watching the rain. Janine brought him books from the shelves downstairs, old adventure stories he had loved as a child. He read them slowly, page by page, letting the familiar words carry him away from everything that had happened.

His masturbation increased. Three or four times a day now. It was no longer just release; it was escape. Each time he finished he felt a wave of shame, but the shame itself was oddly comforting in its childishness. He was forty-five years old, hiding in his mother’s spare room, wanking like a teenager while she brought him meals and did his washing. The regression was total and he was starting to lean into it.

Janine heard more often now. She must have. The old house carried sound. One morning she came in with the vacuum cleaner while he was still in bed. He had been at it only minutes earlier; the room still smelled faintly of it. She opened the window without comment and began to tidy around him, chatting about the garden as if nothing were amiss. Jeff lay there watching her move, the way her satin blouse pulled across her large breasts when she bent to pick something up, the curve of her hips in the skirt. He felt a confusing twist of guilt and something else he did not want to examine.

By the middle of the third week Jeff had stopped wearing proper clothes altogether. He lived in pyjamas and the old dressing gown. When Janine suggested he might like a walk round the block for some fresh air, he shook his head. 'I’m all right here, Mum. Honest.' She did not push. Instead she brought him a jigsaw puzzle from the cupboard under the stairs, one of those big ones with a thousand pieces showing a castle. 'Something to keep your hands busy,' she said with a small smile. Jeff spent the afternoon on the floor in his pyjamas, sorting pieces, feeling absurdly content.

The masturbation had become almost compulsive. He would wake in the night and do it again. Sometimes he did it first thing in the morning before Janine brought breakfast. The sounds were louder now, the rhythmic creak of the bed, his breathing growing ragged. More than once he heard Janine’s footsteps pause outside the door. Once he was sure he heard her breathing on the other side. He came harder that time, the knowledge that she was listening making the shame burn hotter and the release sharper.

Janine never confronted him. Instead her care grew more enveloping. She started calling him 'sweetheart' again, the way she had when he was small. She bought his favourite childhood cereal from the shop and kept a supply of chocolate biscuits in the tin just for him. When he spilled tea on the quilt she changed it without a word of reproach. 'These things happen,' she said, smoothing the fresh cover. 'You don’t have to worry about a thing while you’re here.'

One evening, as she was leaving his room after bringing him a mug of cocoa, she hesitated in the doorway. 'If you need anything in the night, love, anything at all, you just call out. I’m only down the hall.' Her eyes met his for a moment and Jeff had the uncomfortable feeling she knew exactly what he had been doing only an hour earlier. He nodded mutely. She smiled, a soft, almost tender expression, and closed the door.

The fourth week blurred into the fifth. Jeff rarely went downstairs before mid-afternoon. He spent long stretches lying on the bed with the curtains half-drawn, drifting in and out of dozing. When he was awake he masturbated. It was the only reliable way to quiet the replay of Amber’s voice and Max’s hands. Janine must have heard him at least once a day now. Sometimes twice. She never mentioned it. She simply increased the little kindnesses; extra blankets, favourite meals, the way she would sit on the edge of his bed in the evenings and read to him from one of the old books if he asked.

He began to speak to her in a softer, more childish tone without meaning to. 'Mum, can you bring me another cup of tea?' 'Mum, I’m cold.' 'Mum, will you sit with me for a bit?' Janine never corrected him or reminded him he was a grown man. She simply did as he asked, her hands gentle as she tucked the covers around him or smoothed his hair back from his forehead the way she used to when he was feverish as a boy.

One afternoon Jeff was particularly loud. He had been at it for nearly twenty minutes, the old bed creaking steadily, his breathing loud in the quiet house. He was close when he heard Janine’s footsteps come up the stairs. They slowed outside his door. Stopped. He could picture her standing there, hand perhaps raised to knock, listening. The thought made him come violently, a low groan escaping before he could stop it. On the other side of the door there was a long silence, then the footsteps moved away again without knocking.

When she brought his dinner up an hour later her cheeks were slightly flushed and she would not quite meet his eyes. But she set the tray down carefully and said, 'I’ve made your favourite, sausage and mash. Eat it while it’s hot, love.' She lingered longer than usual, straightening things that did not need straightening, before finally leaving him alone.

By the sixth week Jeff had fully surrendered to the regression. He no longer even pretended he was going to sort out solicitors or look for work or contact his friends. His world had shrunk to the bedroom, the bathroom, and the occasional trip downstairs when Janine insisted he needed 'proper fresh air' in the garden. She did everything else. She washed his dirty tissues without comment, changed the sheets when they grew stiff, brought him clean pyjamas every morning. She treated him like a convalescent child, and he let her because it felt safer than being a man who had lost his wife and daughter to another man.

The masturbation was now simply part of his day, like meals or sleeping. He did it in the morning, sometimes again after lunch, and always at night before sleep. The sounds carried. Janine heard everything. Once, when he was particularly lost in it, he heard her cough softly outside the door, not to interrupt, just to let him know she was there. He came with his hand over his mouth, tears leaking from the corners of his eyes, shame and relief crashing together so hard he could barely breathe afterwards.

That night Janine came in after he had finished. She sat on the edge of the bed in the dim light from the hallway and put a cool hand on his forehead. 'You’re all right, love,' she said quietly. 'Whatever you need to do to feel better, you do it. I’m here. I’m not going anywhere.' She kissed his temple the way she had when he was small, then left him to sleep.

The weeks continued. Jeff’s beard grew in because he stopped shaving. Janine trimmed it for him one evening with scissors and a comb, clucking like a mother hen. 'There. Much tidier.' He let her. He let her do everything. The only thing he kept for himself was the private ritual behind the closed door, the one she could hear but never spoke of. It was his escape, his punishment, his comfort all at once.

Sometimes, lying in the dark afterwards, he would think about the life he had left behind. Amber’s flirty giggle. Max’s hand on her bum. Linda’s calm voice telling him to pack and go. Then he would roll over, pull the covers up, and let the childish safety of his mother’s house wrap around him again. He did not know how long this could last. He did not want to know. For now, it was enough to be small, to be cared for, to let the sounds of his own hand on his cock be the only thing that mattered in the quiet hours when Janine walked past his door and paused, listening.

The regression was not sudden. It crept in like damp through old walls, slow and steady until one day Jeff realised he could no longer remember the last time he had worn proper trousers or made a decision about what to eat. The first week had felt like recovery. By the second it had become routine. Janine never pushed him to do anything for himself. If he stayed in bed until noon she brought his breakfast on a tray and sat with him while he ate, chatting about small, safe things, the price of milk, a neighbour’s new fence, the programme she had watched the night before.

He began to enjoy the way she spoke to him. Her voice softened when she was in his room, the same gentle tone she had used when he was small and ill with measles or chickenpox. 'There’s a good boy,' she would say when he finished his soup. 'That’s it, love. Eat it all up.' Jeff found himself answering in the same register. 'Yes, Mum.' 'Thank you, Mum.' The words felt right in his mouth. They made something tight in his chest loosen.

Masturbation filled the empty hours. He no longer tried to schedule it or feel guilty about the frequency. It simply happened when the thoughts of Amber and Max became too loud. In the quiet of the afternoon he would lie back, close his eyes, and let his hand move. Sometimes he thought of nothing at all. Sometimes the images forced themselves in anyway, Amber’s short skirt riding up, Max’s fingers digging into the soft flesh of her bum while she giggled and called him New Daddy. Those times Jeff came harder and faster, the shame twisting into something almost pleasurable.

Janine’s hearing became part of the pattern. She had always been light on her feet in the old house, but now Jeff was acutely aware of every creak of the floorboards. One Tuesday morning he was in the middle of it, the bed making its rhythmic complaint, when her footsteps came up the stairs. They reached his door and stopped. He could hear her breathing on the other side, not loud, but distinct in the silence. Jeff’s hand slowed, then sped up again. He came with a bitten-off sound. On the landing, Janine remained still for several seconds longer before continuing to her own room.

That afternoon she was especially attentive. She brought him a fresh hot water bottle without being asked and spent ten minutes straightening his already tidy bookshelves. 'You don’t have to stay cooped up in here all day, love,' she said gently, but there was no real pressure in it. When he shook his head she simply nodded. 'All right. Whatever you need.' As she left she paused in the doorway and looked back at him with an expression he could not quite read, concern, affection, and something else that made his stomach flutter.

By the third week Jeff had stopped washing himself properly. He would stand under the shower for a few minutes but often forgot to use soap or shampoo. Janine noticed. One evening she came in with a towel over her arm and a gentle but firm tone. 'Come on, sweetheart. Let’s get you properly clean.' She ran the bath for him, testing the water with her hand the way she always had. Jeff let her help him out of the dressing gown and into the tub. She washed his hair with careful fingers, rinsing it thoroughly, then left him to soak while she took his dirty pyjamas to the laundry.

The intimacy of it did not feel strange. It felt natural. When she came back to help him out and wrap him in a big towel, Jeff stood still and let her dry his back and arms. 'There,' she said, 'that’s better. You’ll feel more yourself now.' She even helped him into clean pyjamas, buttoning the top for him as if he were five again. Jeff’s face burned, but he did not protest. The care wrapped around him like the towel.

His masturbation grew louder and more frequent after that. Perhaps because the bath had left him relaxed, or perhaps because Janine’s hands on him had stirred something confusing. That night he was noisy, long, low sounds escaping as he worked himself towards the edge. Halfway through he heard her door open down the hall. Footsteps. The pause outside his room. This time she stayed longer. Jeff could almost feel her listening. He came with a groan he could not quite muffle, his body arching off the narrow mattress. The footsteps moved away only after he had gone quiet.

The next morning Janine’s eyes were a little red, as though she had not slept well. She brought his breakfast and sat on the edge of the bed while he ate. 'You were restless last night,' she said quietly. It was not an accusation. Just an observation. Jeff looked down at his plate. 'Sorry, Mum.' She reached over and brushed his hair back from his forehead. 'Nothing to be sorry for, love. Bodies have needs. You just do what you have to do to feel better.' She stayed with him a while longer, holding his hand, before going downstairs.

The fourth week brought a new level of dependency. Jeff stopped even pretending he would leave the house. When the postman came he asked Janine to bring his letters up. When the bin needed emptying he left it. Janine did everything without complaint. She seemed almost to thrive on it, as though caring for him this completely filled some old need in her as well. She began reading to him in the evenings, proper stories, chapter by chapter, sitting in the chair by his bed with the lamp on low. Jeff would lie there listening, sometimes with his eyes closed, feeling smaller and safer than he had in years.

Masturbation became the punctuation of his days. Morning release to start the day. Another in the early afternoon when the house was quietest. A longer session in the evening before Janine came to read. He no longer bothered to be quiet. The bed creaked steadily. His breathing grew loud. Once or twice he let himself moan properly, the sound carrying through the thin door. Janine always paused when she passed. Sometimes she coughed softly. Once he was sure he heard her whisper something, his name, perhaps, or just a soft 'oh', before moving on.

The shame was constant but no longer sharp. It had softened into a warm, familiar ache. He was a grown man letting his mother wash him, dress him, feed him, and listen to him wank through the bedroom door. The knowledge should have horrified him. Instead it made the release sweeter. Each time he finished he would lie there panting, listening for her footsteps, wondering if she was still outside. Sometimes she was.

One afternoon in the fifth week Janine came in while he was still recovering. The tissues were obvious on the bedside table. She gathered them up without comment and replaced them with a fresh box. 'I’ll just pop these in the bin, love,' she said, her voice perfectly normal. 'And I’ve put some clean sheets on the line. They’ll be lovely and fresh for tonight.' She kissed the top of his head and left him to his book.

That evening the reading session lasted longer than usual. Janine read two chapters instead of one, her voice low and soothing. When she closed the book she did not get up straight away. 'You know you can talk to me about anything,' she said after a moment. 'Anything at all. I won’t judge you.' Jeff swallowed. He wanted to tell her about the sounds she must have heard, about the way the humiliation from Linda and Amber and Max kept pushing him back into this childish state. He wanted to tell her how much he needed the care. Instead he just nodded. 'I know, Mum.' She smiled, squeezed his hand, and left him to sleep.

The sixth week was the deepest yet. Jeff stopped getting out of bed for anything except the toilet. Janine brought everything to him. She changed the sheets while he sat in the armchair wrapped in a blanket. She washed him with a flannel when he said he did not feel up to a bath. She even trimmed his nails one evening, holding his hand steady while she worked. 'There,' she said when she finished. 'All neat and tidy.' Jeff thanked her in a small voice and she beamed.

His sessions grew longer and more intense. He would edge himself sometimes now, drawing it out, listening for Janine’s movements in the house. When he heard her coming up the stairs he would speed up deliberately. The knowledge that she would pause outside made his climax sharper. One particularly loud afternoon he came with a cry that was almost a sob. The footsteps outside his door did not move away for a full minute. He lay there afterwards, heart pounding, wondering what she was thinking on the other side of the wood.

Janine’s care became almost constant. She began sleeping with her door open so she could hear him if he called. She brought him little treats, a bar of his favourite chocolate, a new jigsaw with a simpler picture. In the evenings she would sit with him longer, sometimes holding his hand while they watched an old film on the small television she had moved into his room. Jeff let himself be babied completely. It was the only thing that kept the memories of Amber’s 'New Daddy' and Max’s groping hands at bay.

One night, very late, Jeff was still awake after a particularly frantic session. He heard Janine’s door open. Soft footsteps. This time they did not stop at his door. They continued past. A moment later the bathroom light clicked on. He heard water running. When she came back she paused outside his room again. Jeff held his breath. Then her voice, very quiet; 'Goodnight, love.' The footsteps moved away.

In the morning she was bright and cheerful, as though nothing had happened. She brought his breakfast and sat with him while he ate. 'I was thinking,' she said casually, 'perhaps we could look at getting you some new pyjamas. These ones are getting a bit worn.' Jeff looked down at the faded fabric. 'If you like, Mum.' She smiled and patted his knee. 'Good boy.' The phrase sent a strange, warm shiver through him.

The weeks slid into each other. Jeff’s world narrowed further. The only real events were Janine’s visits, the meals she brought, the way she listened at his door. His masturbation was now the main structure of his day. He did it when he woke, when the afternoon sun slanted through the curtains, when he could not sleep at night. The sounds were constant. Janine heard every one. She never spoke of it directly, but her care grew more intimate in small ways, longer hugs, more frequent forehead kisses, the way she would stroke his hair when she thought he was asleep.

One evening in what must have been the eighth or ninth week, after a particularly long and noisy session, Janine came in and sat on the bed without knocking. She took his hand. 'I know it’s hard,' she said softly. 'What they did to you. What you saw. If this helps… if touching yourself helps you feel better, then you do it. As often as you need. I’m not going to stop you. I’m your mum. I’m here to look after you.' Jeff’s eyes stung. He squeezed her hand and could not speak. She stayed with him until he fell asleep.

The regression was complete. Jeff no longer thought of himself as a man who had been betrayed and thrown out. He was simply a boy again, safe in his mother’s house, letting her do everything while he escaped into the only relief he could find. And Janine, who heard every gasp and creak through the thin door, said nothing. She simply cared for him more deeply with each passing day, her footsteps pausing outside his room with increasing frequency, her breath sometimes audible on the other side as she listened to her grown son regressing one slow, shameful, comforting week at a time.

Time lost its edges in the quiet house. Days blended into one another until Jeff could no longer say with certainty how many weeks he had been there. He measured time instead by the number of times Janine came to his door, by the meals she brought, and by the private rhythm of his own hand between his legs. The world outside the bedroom felt distant and unreal. The only real things were the creak of the floorboards when his mother walked past, the soft knock before she entered, and the warm, enveloping care she wrapped around him like a blanket.

He had stopped wearing underwear under the pyjamas. It was simpler that way. When the urge came, and it came often, he could simply slip his hand inside and begin. The fabric grew damp and sticky by the end of most days. Janine must have noticed when she did the laundry, but she never said a word. She simply returned the clean items folded neatly and left a fresh stack on the chair by his bed each morning.

One particularly difficult morning, the memories of Amber would not leave him alone. He kept seeing Max’s hand on her bum, the way she had pressed back into the touch and called him New Daddy with that bright, flirty smile. Jeff lay on his side, face half-buried in the pillow, and worked himself with quick, desperate strokes. He was loud, the bed protesting, his breathing ragged and wet-sounding. Halfway through he heard Janine come up the stairs. The footsteps reached his door and stopped dead. He did not slow down. If anything the knowledge that she was listening made him thrust harder into his fist. He came with a broken moan, the sound embarrassingly loud in the small room. On the landing, Janine stayed perfectly still for what felt like a full minute before continuing to her room.

That evening she was quieter than usual when she brought his dinner. She set the tray down and sat on the edge of the bed, watching him eat with a thoughtful expression. 'You sounded upset earlier,' she said at last. Her voice was gentle, without judgement. Jeff’s face burned. He kept his eyes on his plate. 'I’m sorry, Mum.' Janine reached over and rested her hand on his knee. 'Don’t be sorry, love. If that’s what you need to do to get it out of your system, then you do it. I’d rather hear you than have you bottling everything up.' She squeezed his knee once and left him to finish his meal.

The incident seemed to change something between them. Janine began to linger longer when she heard him. Sometimes she would stand outside for the entire duration, her presence a silent, listening weight on the other side of the door. Jeff found himself performing for her without meaning to, drawing the sounds out, letting the bed creak louder, occasionally letting a moan escape on purpose. The shame was intense, but so was the strange comfort of knowing she was there, accepting it, not turning away.

His behaviour grew more infantile in small, creeping ways. He started asking for a night-light because the dark made the thoughts worse. Janine bought one the next day, a soft little lamp shaped like a moon. She plugged it in herself and showed him how to switch it on. 'There,' she said, 'now you won’t be frightened.' Jeff thanked her in a small voice and she smiled, tucking the covers around him with extra care. Later that night, after he had finished another session, she came in to turn the lamp off and kiss his forehead. 'Sleep well, my good boy.'

He began requesting specific childhood comforts. One afternoon he asked if she still had the old teddy bear he had loved when he was small. Janine disappeared into the loft for half an hour and returned dusty but triumphant, the bear in her hands. It was threadbare and missing one eye, but the sight of it made something in Jeff’s chest tighten. He clutched it to him that night while he touched himself, the soft fur against his cheek while his hand moved under the covers. Janine must have heard the muffled sounds. When she came in the next morning the bear was on the pillow beside him. She picked it up, straightened its ear, and placed it back without comment.

The masturbation was now almost constant when he was alone. He would wake hard and deal with it before breakfast. After Janine left with the tray he would often start again. In the long, empty afternoons he would edge for an hour or more, listening to the house, waiting for her footsteps. When she passed the door he would speed up, letting her hear the change in rhythm. Sometimes she paused. Sometimes she kept walking. Either way, the knowledge of her proximity pushed him over the edge faster than anything else.

Janine’s own behaviour shifted in subtle ways. She began wearing softer clothes around the house, an old satin dressing gown in the evenings, the belt tied loosely so that the fabric gaped slightly over her large breasts when she bent to pick up his tray. Her skirts grew a little shorter, showing more of her legs. Jeff noticed but did not comment. He simply watched her move about his room, the round fullness of her hips and bottom shifting under the material, and felt a confusing mix of childlike comfort and adult awareness.

One wet afternoon she sat with him for a long time after bringing his lunch. The rain hammered against the window. Jeff was restless, the familiar itch already building. Janine seemed to sense it. She took his hand and held it between both of hers. 'You can do what you need to do,' she said quietly. 'I won’t mind. I’ll just sit here with you if you like.' Jeff’s heart hammered. He shook his head, too ashamed to accept the offer even though part of him wanted to. Janine smiled sadly and kissed his knuckles. 'All right, love. Another time, perhaps.' She left him alone, but the offer hung in the air long after she was gone.

That night he was noisier than ever. He made no effort to stay quiet. The bed creaked loudly and steadily. His breathing was harsh. Halfway through he heard her door open. Footsteps. The pause. This time he deliberately let out a low, desperate moan. On the other side of the door there was a soft intake of breath. Janine did not move away. She stayed there until he finished, until the sounds died down and he lay panting in the dark. Only then did her footsteps retreat.

In the morning she was red-eyed but composed. She brought his breakfast and sat with him while he ate. 'I heard you last night,' she said matter-of-factly. 'It sounded… intense.' Jeff could not meet her eyes. 'I’m sorry.' Janine shook her head. 'Don’t apologise. I told you, whatever you need. If listening helps you feel less alone, then I’ll listen. I’m your mother. There’s nothing you could do that would make me turn away.' She reached over and wiped a crumb from the corner of his mouth with her thumb, the gesture so tender it made his throat ache.

The permission seemed to unlock something. After that, Jeff stopped trying to hide the sounds at all. He masturbated openly, letting the creaks and gasps fill the room and carry into the hallway. Janine’s pauses outside the door grew longer. Sometimes she would lean against the wall, he was sure of it. Once he thought he heard her breathing change, quicker, a little shaky. The thought that she might be affected by what she heard sent a fresh wave of shameful heat through him. He came harder than he had in weeks.

His requests grew more frequent and more childish. 'Mum, can you bring me some juice?' 'Mum, will you read to me again?' 'Mum, I’m cold, can I have another blanket?' Janine fulfilled every one with patient affection. She began to call him 'my boy' or 'sweetheart' almost constantly. When she tucked him in at night she would sometimes stroke his hair until he fell asleep. Jeff let himself sink deeper into the role. It was easier than being the man who had watched his daughter flirt with and be touched by the man who had stolen his wife.

One evening, after a particularly long and vocal session, Janine came in carrying a small bowl of warm water and a flannel. 'Let’s get you cleaned up, love,' she said softly. Jeff lay still while she gently wiped his hands and stomach, the warm cloth moving in slow circles. She did not comment on the stickiness or the smell. She simply cleaned him with the same care she had used when he was a child. When she was finished she kissed his forehead and whispered, 'There now. All better.' Jeff’s eyes filled with tears he could not explain.

The days continued in this strange, intimate rhythm. Jeff regressed further with each passing week. He stopped using the desk at all. He ate in bed. He let Janine help him dress and undress when he was too lethargic to do it himself. The only constant activity was the masturbation, the one thing that still belonged entirely to him, even though Janine heard every moment of it. The sounds became the soundtrack of the house; the steady creak, the quickening breathing, the occasional moan. And always, somewhere in the background, the soft pause of footsteps outside his door.

Janine never pushed him to return to the world. She never mentioned solicitors or jobs or contacting his daughter. She simply cared for him, day after day, enabling the regression with every tray of food, every clean set of pyjamas, every gentle kiss on the forehead. And when she walked past his room and heard the unmistakable sounds of her grown son touching himself, she paused, listened, and continued on her way without judgement. It was, Jeff thought in his clearer moments, the kindest thing anyone had ever done for him.


CHAPTER 3

Amber arrived on a drizzly Tuesday afternoon, her small car pulling up outside Janine's terraced house with a familiar crunch on the gravel. At nineteen, she still had the youthful bounce in her step, though there was a new confidence in the way she carried herself since the split. She had texted ahead, saying she wanted to see how her dad was doing and spend some time with her gran. Jeff, from his bedroom window, saw her get out, dressed in a short skirt and fitted top that reminded him painfully of the last time he had seen her with Max. He stayed upstairs, heart sinking.

Janine opened the door with open arms. 'Amber, love! Come in, you're soaked. I've put the kettle on.' They hugged tightly in the hallway, Amber's head resting briefly on her grandmother's shoulder. 'How's Dad?' she asked quietly as they moved into the kitchen. Janine sighed, glancing upstairs. 'He's... not great, sweetheart. Keeps to his room mostly. I've been looking after him, but he's regressed a bit. Like when he was little. It's the shock, I think.'

Amber nodded, her expression thoughtful rather than surprised. 'Mum said he'd taken it hard. She thought coming here would be best for him.' They sat at the kitchen table with tea and biscuits. Amber helped herself to a chocolate one, kicking her legs under the chair like she used to as a child. 'Can I see him?'

Jeff heard them talking below. He stayed in bed, pyjamas on, the old dressing gown draped over a chair. When Amber knocked and entered, he felt a flush of shame. 'Hi Dad,' she said, her voice bright but with an undercurrent. She sat on the edge of the bed. 'Gran says you're taking it easy. That's good.' Jeff mumbled something about resting. Amber chatted for a few minutes about college, the weather, avoiding anything real. When she left to help Janine with dinner, Jeff felt the familiar mix of relief and loss.

Over the next couple of hours, Amber spent time bonding with her grandmother. They prepared dinner together, a simple roast chicken with vegetables. Amber chopped while Janine seasoned. They talked about normal things at first; Amber's friends, Janine's garden, a programme on the telly. But as the afternoon wore on, Amber grew quieter, more serious. 'Gran,' she said eventually, 'there's stuff you should know. About Dad. About what really happened with Mum and Max. Mum told me some of it, but I found out more on my own.'

Janine paused, wiping her hands on a tea towel. 'What do you mean, love? Your dad said Linda had an affair for five years. That she wanted this Max to move in. That's why he left.' Amber nodded. 'It's more complicated than that. Dad... he asked for it. At least at first.'

They sat down with fresh tea once the chicken was in the oven. Amber took a deep breath. 'It started years ago. Dad had this cuckold fantasy. He begged Mum to go out with other men and make it humiliating by wearing sissy lingerie; panties, bras, stockings. He wanted her to come home and tell him about it or let him clean her up. Mum tried to play along at first to make him happy.'

Janine's eyes widened. 'Panties? What are you talking about, Amber?' Amber looked down at her hands. 'Dad has this thing. He wanted to be cuckolded. Properly. He wanted Mum to have a lover, and he wanted to be involved in a humiliating way. He bought sissy clothes online, frilly panties, bras, stockings. He begged her to make him wear them when she went out or when she came back. He said it turned him on.'

Janine sat back, shock clear on her face. 'Your father... he asked Linda to cheat on him? And to dress him up like a girl? That's... that's perverted, Amber. Why would he do that?' Amber shrugged, a bit defensively. 'I don't know why. It's a kink, I guess. Lots of men have it. He wanted the humiliation. The idea of Mum with someone else while he was at home in panties, waiting.'

Amber continued. 'Mum was reluctant at first but curious. They started small with dates. Dad helped her get ready, then waited in sissy panties for details. It escalated quickly to full sex and cleanup.'

Janine listened in silence, her expression hardening. 'Go on.' Amber took another sip of tea. 'It escalated when Mum met Max. Dad couldn't accept the fantasy consistently when she wanted to take it further. There was a big fight around then. Dad got angry and couldn't handle the cuckold fantasy he had asked for. Mum decided that if he couldn't accept it the way he wanted, she would do the affair her way, secretly, without telling him or involving his play.'

Janine made a small sound of disgust. 'And you knew about this?' Amber shook her head. 'Not at the time. I pieced it together later from Mum seeming happier and Dad more submissive. I heard them once and peeked; he was in full sissy gear cleaning her. Meanwhile, Dad was secretly buying sissy lingerie for years.'

The kitchen was quiet for a moment. Janine looked pale. 'Amber, that's... that's your father. My son. This is too much.' Amber reached across the table. 'I know it's shocking, Gran. But it gets worse. Or better, depending. Mum only came clean after she found the hidden stash of sissy lingerie and the receipts for hundreds of pounds over the years. That's when she told him about the ongoing secret affair with Max and that she wanted him to move in the other week. Dad flipped out, but it was him who wanted it.'

Amber paused. 'Dad was constantly flip-flopping. He'd beg for details during the act, then after coming get angry, call her names, threaten to leave. He'd always come back begging. Mum got fed up and stopped telling him, keeping Max secret until she found the purchases and gave the ultimatum.'

Janine stood up abruptly, pacing the kitchen. 'This is madness. My son, dressing up in women's underwear, begging his wife to sleep with other men? And then getting violent when he changes his mind? Amber, that's not normal. That's not the boy I raised.' Amber stood too, her voice firm. 'Gran, don't kink-shame. It's a fetish some men have. Cuckold and sissy stuff. I looked it up. He got the clarity after the fantasy, but he started it and begged for it.'

They moved to the living room with more tea. Amber continued the story in detail. 'Around the time Mum met Max, Dad couldn't handle the fantasy when she wanted to take it further. There was a big fight. Mum decided to keep the affair secret and do it her way. Dad was secretly buying sissy lingerie for years. Mum only came clean after finding the hidden stash and receipts for hundreds of pounds. That's when she told him about Max and the ultimatum.'

Janine was quiet for a long time, processing. 'And you... you accept this? You call Max 'New Daddy' now?' Amber blushed slightly but nodded. 'After I found the stash and Mum explained, I was shocked at first. But then I saw how it was for Dad. He wanted it. The sissy stuff made him feel submissive and excited. The cuckolding was his fantasy. Post-nut clarity made him lash out because he was ashamed. But deep down, he kept coming back to it. When Mum finally told him about wanting Max to move in, it was because she'd had enough of the on-off. She loves Max. And honestly, Gran, Max is good for her. And for me, in a way.'

Amber had talked with her mum extensively after the discovery. Linda showed her messages where Jeff begged for proper cuckolding and sissy humiliation. Amber realised the kink was his request, not just the affair.

Janine shook her head. 'But the aggression... getting physical with her?' Amber sighed. 'It was the post-nut clarity after the sex and cleanup. The shame hit and he'd yell, grab her, threaten to leave. Then apologize and beg again. The cycle broke when Mum found the stash and money spent. She gave the ultimatum with Max.'

Janine was struggling. 'I can't believe this about my son. He was always so... normal. A bit quiet, but not this.' Amber leaned in. 'Gran, don't be angry with him. Or with Mum. Dad has this deep need for humiliation and submission. The cuckolding and sissy stuff fulfil it. The post-nut clarity is the shame kicking in. But he keeps wanting it. That's why he reacted so badly when Mum wanted it permanently with Max moving in, he couldn’t cope internally with his own desires.'

Janine absorbed every word, her initial disgust mixing with confusion and a reluctant curiosity. 'And now... with you calling Max New Daddy and letting him... touch you?' Amber met her eyes. 'Mum encouraged it a bit. She said Dad's kink extended to family in a way, he wanted the humiliation to be complete. Max is dominant; he likes the dynamic. I don't mind. It's exciting. And it makes Mum happy. Dad's here now, safe with you. Maybe this is better for everyone.'

They decided not to tell Jeff what Amber had revealed that night. Janine was still processing. 'I need to think about this, Amber. Your father... my son... it's a lot.' Amber hugged her. 'I know. Just don't judge too harshly. Research it if you want. There are forums, stories. It's not as rare as you think.'

Later, as Amber was leaving, she glanced upstairs. 'Tell Dad I said bye. And that I love him. Even if he doesn't understand yet.' Janine nodded, closing the door with a heavy heart. Upstairs, Jeff lay in bed, having heard fragments of the conversation through the thin floors and open doors. His face burned with shame. The revelations were out. His secret past, the begging, the sissy panties, the cuckolding, the post-nut aggression, was now known to his mother. And the worst part was the familiar stirring in his pyjamas as he replayed it all in his mind.

Downstairs, Janine sat alone for a long time, the words echoing. Cuckold. Sissy. Panties. Post-nut clarity leading to aggression. Her son had begged for this life, then fought it, then lost it anyway. She felt anger at first, at Linda for enabling, at Amber for accepting so easily, at Jeff for being... what? Perverted? Broken? But beneath it, a tiny spark of something else. Something she would explore in the days to come, though she didn't know it yet.

Amber's visit had changed everything. The full truth was laid bare, and the slow, complicated process of understanding, and perhaps more, had begun.

Janine shook her head in disbelief at the time. 'And this was what he wanted?' Amber nodded. 'Yes. He said it made him feel submissive and humiliated. Mum tried to make him happy.' Amber sipped her tea. 'But it was a pattern. Dad would beg for it, get dressed up, watch or participate, then after the orgasm the clarity would hit and he'd get aggressive, yelling and grabbing her. He would apologise and beg again. Mum got fed up with the cycle.'

As they cleared the dinner things. Amber had said, 'Don't hate Dad for it. He has this need. The aggression was the shame. Now he's here with you. Maybe this is what he needs.'

Janine sat down. 'I need time to think. Your father... it's not the son I know.' Amber hugged her. 'It is true. Dad started it. He asked for it. The clarity made it messy.'

As Amber prepared to leave, she glanced upstairs. 'Dad might have overheard. Be gentle with him.' Janine nodded and hugged her. 'Drive safe. Thank you for telling me the truth.'

After Amber left, Janine stood in the hallway for a long time, the revelations swirling. Her son, the quiet, bookish man, had lived this secret life of begging for cuckoldry and sissy treatment, only to react with post-nut aggression every time. And now he was upstairs in his old room, regressing into childish dependency under her care. She felt anger, confusion, and something she couldn't yet name. Upstairs, Jeff lay awake, the fragments he'd heard confirming his worst fears. His past was exposed. The sissy panties, the cuckolding, the clarity and the fights, all laid bare to his mother. And despite the shame, he felt the familiar, humiliating stir of arousal.

The visit had opened a door. What would come through it remained to be seen.

Amber looked thoughtful. 'Maybe that's what he needs after the cycle with Mum. The sissy stuff was him trying to be small and humiliated. Maybe that’s why he’s regressed.'


CHAPTER 4

The morning after Amber's visit dawned grey and damp, the rain from the night before leaving the streets slick and the air heavy with the smell of wet earth. Janine woke early, as she always did, but sleep had been fitful. Her mind was a whirl of images and words from the previous evening; Amber's calm voice describing her son's secret life, the begging, the sissy panties, the cuckolding sessions, the post-nut clarity that turned him aggressive. She lay in bed for a long time, staring at the ceiling, her body warm under the covers but her thoughts restless. At sixty-seven, she had thought her life of surprises was behind her. Now, everything she thought she knew about her son had been upended.

She got up and dressed in her usual comfortable blouse and skirt, the one from the day before laying on top of the laundry basket. In the cupboard, she saw her old collection of satin blouses, stuff she used to wear to work, that she didn’t bother with anymore. They had felt different to the plain cotton stuff she wore these days, the way they clung to her large G-cup breasts and accentuated her wide hips and round bottom. She caught herself in the mirror and paused. Her brown hair, streaked with grey, was pulled back neatly, but there was a flush to her cheeks that hadn't been there before. 'Pull yourself together, Janine,' she muttered to herself, but the words lacked conviction.

Downstairs, she made tea and toast, but her appetite was absent. She sat at the kitchen table, the house quiet except for the occasional creak from upstairs where Jeff was still asleep. Or so she thought. As she sipped her tea, she heard the faint but unmistakable sound of the bed creaking rhythmically from his room. It was early for him to be awake in that way, but over the past weeks she had grown used to it. The sounds of his masturbation had become part of the background, something she listened to without comment. Today, however, with Amber's revelations fresh in her mind, the sounds took on a new meaning. She imagined him in there, perhaps thinking about the things he had begged Linda to do, wearing those frilly panties in his fantasies. The image should have disgusted her. Instead, a strange warmth spread through her lower belly.

Janine tried to shake it off. She busied herself with the garden, pruning the roses in the light drizzle, but her thoughts kept drifting. After an hour, she went back inside and, almost without thinking, opened her laptop at the kitchen table. She hesitated, then typed into the search bar; 'cuckold fetish explained'. The results flooded the screen. Forums, articles, stories. She clicked on one, reading about men who craved their wives sleeping with others, the humiliation feeding their arousal. Then she searched for 'sissy husband'. Images and stories of men in panties, bras, being dominated. Her face grew hot. She shifted in her chair, the satin of her blouse brushing against her sensitive nipples. She had always had large breasts, full and heavy, and they had been a source of quiet pride in her younger days, but now they felt heavy and aching in a different way.

Deeper into the search, she came across the term 'mommy domme' so decided to click on it. Pages loaded with stories of older women dominating younger men, often their 'sons' in fantasy, making them wear lingerie, obey commands, submit completely. Janine's breath caught. One story described a mother figure making her adult 'boy' kneel and worship her, caning him for infractions, locking him in chastity. She read on, her thighs pressing together. Her hand drifted to her lap almost unconsciously. The more she read, the more the arousal built. She imagined Jeff in those positions, not as her son in a literal sense, but the dynamic, the power. Her round bottom shifted on the chair, her hips moving slightly. She was getting wet. At her age, it was a surprise, but the heat between her legs was undeniable.

Footsteps on the stairs startled her. She quickly closed the laptop as Jeff appeared in the doorway, bleary-eyed in his pyjamas and old dressing gown. 'Morning, Mum,' he said softly, the childish tone in his voice making her stomach flutter in a new way. 'Morning, love,' she replied, her voice a little husky. She made him breakfast, fussing over him as usual, but her eyes lingered on him. The way he sat submissively, letting her decide everything. The regression Amber had mentioned now seemed charged with possibility. After he went back upstairs, she opened the laptop again. This time she searched for 'mommy domme porn' and clicked on a video description. She didn't watch it fully, but the text was enough; a dominant mother figure in stockings and a tight skirt, caning her sissy 'son'. Janine felt her nipples harden against the satin blouse. She slipped a hand inside her skirt, under her knickers, and touched herself briefly. Her fingers came away wet. She pulled them out quickly, shocked at herself, but the arousal didn't fade.

That afternoon, Amber called. 'Gran, how are you? After last night?' Her voice was bright, flirty even. 'I'm... processing,' Janine admitted. Amber laughed softly. 'I bet. It's a lot. But you know, it can be exciting too. Did you look any of it up like I suggested?' Janine hesitated, then admitted she had. 'A bit.' Amber's tone turned teasing. 'And? Did it turn you on? It's okay if it did. Mum always said the domination side of it got to her too, even if Dad was the one begging.' Janine felt her cheeks burn. 'Amber, I'm your grandmother.' Amber giggled. 'So? You're still a woman. A very attractive one, by the way. Those curves of yours... no wonder Dad's fantasies went that way. Tell me what you read.'

Janine found herself talking more than she intended. She described the mommy domme stories, the images of older women in satin and leather, commanding, punishing, rewarding. Amber listened, making supportive noises. 'Mmm, that sounds hot. Imagine doing that to Dad. Making him wear those panties he loves so much, but this time because you tell him to. Caning him when he misbehaves. He'd probably cum in his knickers just from the sight of you in a tight skirt and stockings.' Janine gasped softly at the image. Her hand had drifted to her breast, squeezing the heavy flesh through the blouse. Amber continued, her voice lower. 'I get wet thinking about it too, Gran. The power. The way a man like Dad submits completely. I was so turned on last night after telling you. I touched myself thinking about it. You should too. Explore it.'

They talked for over an hour. Amber was proactive, steering the conversation into explicit territory. 'Remember what I told you about Dad cleaning Mum? Imagine you making him do that for you. Or for me. The ultimate humiliation for him. I'd watch, Gran. Help you. It would be so hot.' Janine was breathing harder, her free hand now between her legs again, rubbing slowly through her knickers. She couldn't believe she was doing this, talking to her granddaughter about dominating her own son. But the arousal was overwhelming. Her large breasts heaved with each breath, the satin sliding over her hardening nipples. Her hips were wide and full, her round bottom pressing into the chair as she rocked slightly. 'Amber... this is wrong,' she whispered, but there was no conviction in it. Amber laughed, the sound husky. 'No, Gran. It's what he wants. What he needs. And I think you need it too. Promise me you'll think about it. Maybe try dressing up a bit. Those satin blouses you have, I remember them... they'd look so dominant with a tight skirt and heels.'

After the call, Janine sat for a long time, her body humming. She went upstairs to her room and closed the door. Standing in front of the mirror, she slowly unbuttoned her blouse. Her breasts spilled out, heavy and pale, the nipples dark and erect. She cupped them, squeezing, imagining Jeff kneeling before her. She pulled on a pair of sheer stockings from an old drawer, the feel of them on her legs sending shivers up her spine. Then a tight black pencil skirt that hugged her big hips and round bottom. She added the satin blouse, leaving a few buttons open to show cleavage. High heels from the back of the wardrobe. She looked at herself. At sixty-seven, she was no teenager, but the curves were there, tight waist, huge breasts, wide hips. She felt powerful. Arousal flooded her again.

She lay on the bed and touched herself properly for the first time in years. Her fingers slid through her wetness, circling her clit as she imagined scenarios. Jeff in sissy panties, on his knees, licking her. Amber watching and touching herself too. Caning him, the sound of the rattan on his skin. She came hard, biting her lip to stay quiet, her body arching, breasts bouncing. It was the most intense orgasm she'd had in decades. Afterwards, she lay panting, guilt mixing with satisfaction. But the guilt faded quickly. She wanted more.

Over the next few days, Janine's awakening accelerated. She researched more; mommy domme sites, stories, even videos. Each time, the arousal grew. She started dressing differently around the house, the satin blouses more often, tighter skirts, stockings instead of tights. She caught Jeff looking at her sometimes, his eyes lingering on her curves. It excited her. She began testing small dominations. 'Jeff, come here and help me with this,' she'd say, making him kneel to pick something up. 'Good boy,' she'd murmur, the words making her wet. He responded submissively, the regression deepening under her subtle guidance.

Amber visited again two days later, unannounced. She arrived in a short skirt and low-cut top, her flirty energy filling the house. 'Gran! How's the research going?' She hugged Janine tightly, her body pressing close, hands resting on her hips. 'You look amazing in that blouse. Very... authoritative.' Janine blushed but didn't pull away. They went to the kitchen, and Amber was chatty and supportive, touching Janine's arm lightly as she complimented her. 'You have such a sexy body for your age. Those breasts... Dad must have fantasised about them too. Imagine making him worship them while wearing his sissy knickers.'

Janine tried to laugh it off, but Amber was persistent. 'Come on, Gran. Admit it turns you on. I bet you've touched yourself thinking about dominating him.' Janine hesitated, then nodded slightly. Amber's eyes lit up. She leaned in closer, voice low and excited. 'That's so hot. Tell me what you imagined.' They sat at the table, and Janine found herself confessing some of the details, the kneeling, the caning ideas, the power. Amber listened, her cheeks flushed, shifting in her seat. 'God, Gran. That sounds incredible. We should do it. Start small. Dress him up one day. See how he reacts. I'll be here, watching, helping if you want.'

The support was relentless and arousing through words alone. Amber's proactive sexuality was infectious. She described her own fantasies in teasing detail; 'I want to see you in leather or tight satin, making Dad crawl. I'd be right there, whispering in your ear, telling you how hot it is. Make him jealous and hard in his panties.' Janine was breathing heavily, her nipples visible through the blouse. Amber noticed and grinned. 'See? Your body knows. Let's try something now. Put on some stockings and that tight skirt. Walk around in front of him. See if he gets that submissive look.'

Janine did it. She changed, feeling powerful. When she went to Jeff's room, he was lying on the bed. His eyes widened at her appearance. 'Mum... you look... nice.' She stood over him, hands on hips. 'Good boy for noticing.' He sat up quickly. The sight made her feel in control. Amber watched from the doorway, eyes dark with arousal, her hands clasped in her lap. 'See, Gran? He responds to you.' Janine smiled, her voice husky. 'Thank you.' She left it there, not pushing further yet. She felt the power but saved the real commands.

After Jeff went back to his 'rest', Amber pulled Janine into a tight hug in the hallway. 'That was so hot. You're a natural.' Her hands rested on Janine's waist. She kissed her cheek. 'We can explore this together. For Dad's sake. For ours. Next time, we can try a bit more.' Janine was dizzy with arousal. That night, alone, she masturbated again, this time imagining Amber watching and spurring her while she dominated Jeff.

The days blurred into a haze of growing need. Janine researched more intensely, reading stories and forums about mommy domme dynamics, sissy training, and light correction. She dressed in her 'domme' clothes more frequently; satin blouses unbuttoned low, pencil skirts that hugged her round bottom, stockings with suspenders. She caught herself posing in the mirror, imagining Jeff's reaction. Her arousal was constant now. Small things triggered it, Jeff calling her 'Mum' in that soft voice, the way he submitted to her fussing, the memory of Amber's flirty support. She looked at the riding crop and cuffs in her mind, imagining using them, but held off on any purchases for now.

Amber visited frequently, each time more supportive. She would arrive, hug Janine with lingering touches, kiss her on the cheek 'as a greeting'. 'Gran, you look so sexy today. Those hips... that arse in the skirt. Dad would lose it if he saw you like this while he was in panties.' They would talk explicitly, Amber describing fantasies in detail, getting both of them worked up. One afternoon, they sat close on Janine's bed. Amber leaned in, her hand on Janine's arm. 'Let me help you feel it. Imagine him suckling while you cane his arse.' Her touch was light but charged. Janine was breathing heavily. They talked through it, the tension building, but stopped short of more.

Afterwards, they sat together, Amber's head on Janine's shoulder. 'See? It's natural. You love the power. And I love seeing you like this. We can make Dad's fantasies real, but on our terms. You'll be the perfect mommy domme.' Janine stroked Amber's hair, her body still tingling. 'I think... I want to. But slowly.' Amber smiled. 'Good. Start with small things. I'll be here to help and watch. It will turn us both on so much.'

Janine began small experiments. She 'accidentally' left a pair of her stockings on Jeff's bed. He used them, she was sure. She made him kneel to polish the floor one day, standing over him in her tight skirt and heels. 'Good boy. That's it. Use your hands.' The sight of his submission made her soak her knickers. Later, alone, she practised with a cushion, imagining using light correction, and masturbated furiously to the memory. She kept the experiments very small for now.

One evening, Amber helped Janine choose an outfit; dark purple satin blouse, black pencil skirt, stockings, heels. 'Perfect. You look ready.' They talked about what she might say to Jeff, but kept it light. 'Tell him he’s a good boy when he listens. Start small.' Janine did a small thing, complimenting him when he helped. Amber watched from the side, eyes bright. 'See how hot this is, Gran? Think about it later.' That night, Janine did, and called Amber to talk, with Amber spurring her on verbally.

The arousal was all-consuming. Janine realised she had never felt this alive. The domination turned her on in ways vanilla sex never had. She researched more; canes, collars, and other ideas online. She practised her voice, firm and maternal. With Jeff, she escalated subtly. Making him ask permission for things. Praising him when he submitted. Punishing with words when he didn't. Each time, her body responded, breasts heavy, nipples tight, pussy wet, hips swaying as she moved with new confidence.

Amber's visits became the highlight. She was openly supportive now. 'Gran, when you're ready, we can try dressing him. Imagine him in pink satin working while we watch.' They would talk, light support.

One night after Amber left, Janine stood in her full outfit in front of the mirror. She looked powerful. Her hand slid into her knickers as she imagined the next steps, starting small. Amber's words spurring her in her ear. She came with a cry, her body shaking. Afterwards, she smiled. She was awakening. And she was going to embrace it fully. She was thinking about beginning soon.

The following days saw more changes. Janine researched ideas online, reading stories, but held back from any purchases. For now, it was the power, the control, the arousal from Jeff's submission and Amber's flirty support.

Janine's body responded to the new life. Her walks had more sway in her hips. Her voice was firmer with Jeff. She caught herself thinking of him as 'her boy' in a new way. The domination wasn't just turning her on, it was fulfilling something deep. Amber was the catalyst, her proactive sexuality lighting the spark. Together, they were building toward something that would change all their lives.

One afternoon, Amber arrived, excited to talk more. 'I've been thinking about how we can start. For when you're ready.' They talked about what she might wear, but didn't sort or try on in detail yet. Amber was supportive. 'You're so sexy like this. Dominant. I want to see you take control with Dad.' They sat close, talking through fantasies, the tension building, but kept it to conversation and light touches. 'We can explore this together. For Dad's sake. For ours.'

Janine lay in bed that evening, the ideas swirling. She was aroused constantly now. The realisation was growing; domination turned her on more than anything. Amber's support had made it possible, her flirty nature pushing her forward. As she drifted to sleep, she smiled. She would start small. And the arousal would only grow.

The days following Amber's visit blurred into a haze of quiet domesticity mixed with a growing, insistent heat in Janine's body. She found herself thinking about the revelations constantly, the image of Jeff on his knees in frilly panties, begging Linda to describe her lover's cock, cleaning her with his tongue, only to flip into anger after he came. But instead of the disgust she expected, it stirred something else. Each time the memory surfaced, a flush spread across her chest and down between her legs. She would catch herself pressing her thighs together while washing up or folding laundry, her large breasts heaving slightly as her breathing quickened.

One morning, after hearing Jeff's familiar rhythmic creaking from upstairs, the sound of him touching himself again, Janine went to her bedroom and locked the door. She put on one of her 'domme' outfits, the stockings and tight pencil skirt, a dark pink satin blouse unbuttoned low. Looking at herself in the mirror, she felt powerful in a way she hadn't in decades. Her hand slid under the skirt, into her knickers. She was already wet. She rubbed her clit in slow circles, watching her reflection, imagining commanding Jeff to lick her while Amber watched and spurred her on. She came quietly but intensely, her knees buckling, breasts bouncing as she gasped.

Afterwards, she sat on the edge of the bed, skirt hiked up, knickers damp. The realisation was settling in; domination turned her on. Not just any domination, the maternal, controlling kind. Making a man submit, especially one like her son who had craved it so desperately. She felt a thrill at the hypocrisy of it all. Jeff had wanted this with Linda, and now Janine was getting wet at the idea of giving it to him herself. She touched herself again, slower this time, drawing it out, imagining light correction. Her hips rocked against her fingers. Another orgasm built and crashed over her, leaving her flushed and satisfied.

Amber called that afternoon, her voice bright and teasing. 'Gran, how are you feeling today? Still thinking about what we talked about?' Janine hesitated, then admitted she had been. 'More than thinking,' she said quietly. Amber laughed. 'Good. Tell me what you imagined. What were you wearing?' Janine detailed the outfit and fantasies of Jeff, with Amber spurring her. Amber's voice grew husky. 'That's so hot, Gran. Thinking about you in that outfit, making Dad crawl to you. I'd be there, right beside you. We'd both be so turned on.' They talked through it, Amber's supportive words building the excitement.

The call left Janine shaky and aroused. Amber's flirty, supportive nature was like fuel. She visited the next day, arriving in a short denim skirt and a tight top that showed her youthful figure. She hugged Janine warmly. 'You look incredible. That satin blouse is perfect for a domme. So smooth and shiny, imagine Dad's face when he sees you like this.' She smiled. 'Did you like it when I described watching you dominate him?' Janine nodded, blushing. 'Let's talk more. I want to spur you on properly.' They sat to chat.

They sat close. She was supportive, steering the conversation into explicit territory. 'Tell me about the research you did. Did you look at mommy domme stuff? The caning, the chastity, the sissy training?' Janine described what she'd found, her voice growing husky. Amber smiled. 'Thinking about you taking control turns me on so much. I want to help.' Janine felt the tension but never allowed herself to take it further.

That evening, after Amber left with a warm hug and a promise to visit soon, Janine went to Jeff's room under the pretence of bringing him tea. He was lying on the bed in pyjamas. She stood over him in her 'domme' outfit, feeling the power. 'Jeff, love, sit up. I want to talk to you about helping more around the house.' He obeyed. She watched as he tidied, praising him lightly. 'Good. That's helpful.' Jeff's face flushed. She felt the power but kept it very small. She left feeling aroused.

Later, alone, she masturbated again, this time more elaborately. She put on the stockings and skirt, unbuttoned the blouse fully, and used a pillow to simulate correction. She imagined Jeff bent over, arse bare, light correction while he thanked her in a sissy voice. Amber beside her, spurring her. 'Make him lick you clean, Gran,' Amber would say in the fantasy. Janine came three times in quick succession, her body shaking, breasts heaving, hips bucking. She was realising more each day; this wasn't just a passing fancy. Domination was what she had been missing. The control, the submission from a man who craved it, the taboo thrill amplified by Amber's support.

Amber's next visit was charged with tension. She arrived early, dressed provocatively, and pulled Janine into a warm hug in the hallway, hands on her waist. 'I've been thinking about you all night. Did you touch yourself after I left? Tell me everything.' They went upstairs to Janine's room. Amber was supportive, complimenting her, describing fantasies in detail. 'These would be perfect for a mummy domme. Imagine Dad on his knees while you tell him what a good sissy he is.' Janine was breathing heavily. They talked through it, the tension building, but kept it to words and light touches. Amber whispered urgings; 'You're going to be so good at this. Making him wear panties, caning his arse red. I'll help. I'll watch and spur you.'

Afterwards, they sat close, Amber's head on Janine's shoulder. 'We should start soon, Gran. He's already regressing so nicely. Make him call you Mummy all the time. Small things first. He'll love it. And we'll both get so turned on.' Janine stroked Amber's hair, her body still thrumming. 'I'm thinking about it. A lot.’

Over the following week, Janine's arousal only intensified. She began very small, internal experiments. She practised her voice in private. 'Sit up straight for Mummy.' The idea made her clit pulse. She caught herself thinking about Jeff staring at her body in the domme clothes. One afternoon, she changed into her outfit, posing in the mirror, then touched herself. The power of the role excited her. She came later thinking about future possibilities. She kept any interaction with Jeff very light for now.

Amber called every day, sometimes multiple times, always feeding the narrative, feeding her arousal, and as Janine's confidence grew, she started wearing her domme clothes around the house daily. With Jeff, she kept it very light; small praises when he obeyed. 'Good.' He was affected, but she didn't escalate. At night, she would lock her door and explore her own feelings; practising commands, reading stories while touching herself. Her orgasms were frequent and intense, often leaving her breathless. She held off on any items like crops for now.

By the end of the week, Janine knew she was ready to take the first real step soon. The arousal had transformed her. She no longer felt guilt, only anticipation. Amber had opened the door, and Janine was walking through it. She would begin small. And Amber would be there, flirty, spurring her every moment. The domination was no longer just a fantasy. It was becoming her reality, built gradually. And she was more alive than she had been in years.

The following days continued the pattern of growing arousal and preparation. Janine reflected on the changes, keeping things gradual as she went about her routines with increasing confidence. Small interactions with Jeff and her own private thoughts built a steady arousal. Amber visited and called, offering support while reinforcing the plan to start small when ready. With each hug they shared, Amber held tighter, touched longer, allowed herself to feel her grandmother’s body, letting Janine know this was more than just talk.

By the end of that week, Janine knew she was ready to commit soon. The arousal had become constant, fed by small interactions and Amber's support. She was ready to move from fantasy to the first real step, embracing it gradually. Dressing in her domme pieces became a ritual that made her feel powerful, focusing her on the control and her awakening.

Later, alone, she stood in front of the mirror and touched herself, the realisation growing that domination was her new source of pleasure.  Janine knew Amber was right. The arousal had reached a point where she was ready, feeling powerful with Amber's support. The future was the one she wanted, built gradually.

The final piece clicked into place one quiet evening as Janine stood in her bedroom, fully dressed. She felt beautiful, sexual, and in command. Her hand slipped under her skirt. As she brought herself to orgasm, she whispered, 'Mummy is in charge now. When the time is right.' She was more aroused by that prospect than she had ever been.


CHAPTER 5

The decision came to Janine one quiet afternoon while Jeff was in the bath. She had been thinking about Amber's words for days now, the encouragement, the descriptions of how turned on it made her granddaughter to imagine Janine taking control. The arousal had not faded; if anything, it had grown into something insistent and constant. She found herself touching herself more often, always with images of Jeff submitting, wearing those things he had begged Linda for. The thought of him in sissy clothes, on his knees, calling her Mummy while she wielded some instrument of correction... it made her wet in a way she had not experienced in years.

She stood outside his bedroom door for a long moment, listening to the sounds of water running. Her heart was beating faster than usual. Amber had suggested she look for the hidden things, and Janine had resisted at first. But the curiosity, and the arousal, had become too strong. She slipped into the room quietly, closing the door behind her. The bed was neatly made, the room smelling faintly of the soap she used for his washing. She hesitated only a second before kneeling beside the bed, her round bottom resting on her heels as she reached underneath.

Her fingers brushed a cardboard box. She pulled it out, her breath catching. It was a plain brown box, the kind that might hold old papers or photographs. But when she lifted the lid, the contents made her mouth go dry. There they were, the sissy clothes her son had hidden, the very things Amber had described in such detail. Her hands trembled slightly as she lifted the first item.

A pair of pink satin knickers, trimmed with delicate white lace and tiny bows at the hips. They were small, clearly meant to be tight, the kind that would cup and squeeze. The fabric felt smooth and cool under her fingers, and she could imagine how it would feel against skin, how it would shine under light. She held them up, picturing Jeff wearing them, his cock straining against the front, perhaps already leaking as he knelt for her. The thought sent a jolt of heat straight between her legs. She pressed the knickers to her face, inhaling the faint scent of old laundry powder mixed with something muskier. Her nipples tightened against the satin of her own blouse.

Next came a matching bra, also pink satin, with underwire that would have pushed and shaped. It was sized for a woman, but small enough that it would have dug in uncomfortably on Jeff, creating the illusion of small breasts. Lace cups, more bows. Janine traced the edges with her fingertips, her mind filling with images of him in the full set, the bra straps visible under a shirt, the panties riding up as he bent over. She felt her own breasts, heavy and full, pressing against her clothing. The contrast, her mature, womanly body in control, his forced into these girlish, submissive garments, was intoxicating.

She continued unpacking the box with growing excitement. More knickers in different colours; black with red lace, white with little hearts, pale blue with 'Sissy' embroidered in sparkly thread across the front. Some had ruffles at the back, others were cut high to show more of the bottom. There were stockings, sheer black, seamed, with lace tops, and a suspender belt in matching pink satin. A garter belt with clips. Several pairs of frilly ankle socks with bows. A short satin maid's apron in black and white, with a little cap. And bras in various styles; push-up, balconette, even one with padding to give shape.

The more she uncovered, the more aroused she became. Her breathing had quickened, and she could feel the dampness gathering between her thighs. She held up a particularly sissyish pair, bright pink with white polka dots, ruffled edges, and a little bow right at the front where the cock would press. 'Oh, Jeff,' she whispered to herself, her voice husky. 'You really did want this, didn't you?' She imagined him buying these online, hiding them, putting them on in secret, perhaps touching himself while wearing them. The image of her son reduced to this, frilly, lacy, girlish, made her clit throb. She set the panties aside and continued.

There were more items at the bottom; a couple of wigs, one blonde and curly, one dark and straight. A small makeup bag with lipstick in shades of pink and red, eyeshadow, mascara, even a tube of foundation. A notebook filled with his handwriting, lists of fantasies, notes on sizes, reminders to buy more. One page read simply; 'Pink satin set for when Mummy makes me clean for her.' Janine's hand went to her mouth. The word 'Mummy' in his writing sent another rush of heat through her. She was already thinking of herself in that role now, thanks to Amber's encouragement.

She lifted a full set, the pink satin knickers with the 'Sissy' embroidery, the matching bra, the suspender belt, and stockings. Holding them against herself, she stood and looked in the mirror on the wardrobe door. The contrast was stark and thrilling. Her body was mature and full; large, heavy breasts, a waist that had stayed reasonably trim, wide hips, and a generous round bottom that the skirt she wore today hugged beautifully. These tiny, frilly things would look ridiculous on her, but on Jeff, they would be perfect for humiliation. She imagined him standing there in them, blushing, his cock outlined against the satin, waiting for her command. She pressed the knickers between her legs for a moment, feeling the fabric against her own wet knickers, and shivered.

The discovery left her flushed and excited. She carefully replaced most of the items, but took a few of the most sissyish ones, the pink set, a black lacy pair, and the maid apron, and hid them in her own room for later. Her mind was racing with possibilities. Amber had been right. This was turning her on immensely. The thought of dressing Jeff in these, of making him wear them while she took control, of hearing him call her Mummy in that soft, submissive voice... it was almost overwhelming.

Later that afternoon, with Jeff settled back in his room after his bath, Janine went to her own wardrobe. She had been thinking about her clothes ever since Amber had suggested she sort through them for 'anything mummy-dommy.' She pulled open the doors and began systematically going through everything. Most of it was practical, comfortable blouses, sensible skirts, cardigans for the garden. She set those aside in a pile to donate or store. Then she found the good pieces.

There were several satin blouses she had bought over the years but rarely worn; one in deep purple, light lace on the collar that felt luxurious against the skin, another in black with a subtle sheen, a cream one with delicate buttons. She held them up, imagining how they would look with the right skirt. Next, the pencil skirts, black, navy, and a deep red one that hugged her hips and bottom perfectly. She had a couple of longer leather skirts too, from when she was younger and more daring. The black leather one was especially promising; smooth, tight, with a slit that would show stocking tops if she moved just right.

She dug deeper into the drawers. Old lingerie she had not worn in years. Lacy bras in black and white, some with underwire that pushed her breasts up nicely. Matching knickers, some high-cut, some with little bows. Stockings, real ones, not tights, in sheer black and a pale tan. A suspender belt in black lace. Bullet bras that gave a very retro, dominant silhouette. She laid everything out on the bed, sorting, deciding. The boring, everyday things went into bags. The satin, the leather, the lace, those stayed. She was building a new wardrobe, one that felt right for this new side of herself.

She decided to try some on. First, the black lacy lingerie set; a balconette bra that lifted her heavy breasts, the cups edged with lace, and matching high-cut knickers that sat low on her hips. Over that, the suspender belt and sheer black stockings, the clips clicking into place with a satisfying sound. She added the purple satin blouse, leaving the top buttons open to show the lace of the bra and the deep cleavage. Then the black satin pencil skirt, zipped up tight over her hips and bottom. Finally, a pair of black high-heeled shoes she had not worn in ages. She stood in front of the mirror and stared.

The transformation was striking. The woman looking back at her was not the comfortable grandmother who baked and gardened. This was someone powerful, sexual, in control. The satin blouse clung to her breasts, the skirt emphasised every curve of her hips and round bottom. The stockings made her legs look long and elegant. She turned, watching the way the fabric moved. She felt... dominant. And incredibly aroused. Her nipples were hard against the lace, her knickers already damp. She ran her hands down her body, over her breasts, down to her hips, then turned and looked over her shoulder at her bottom in the skirt. 'Yes,' she whispered. 'This is it.'

She spent the next hour sorting and trying on more combinations. The red pencil skirt with the cream satin blouse. The leather skirt with a black satin top. She dug out an old pair of long leather gloves and tried them on, imagining how they would feel against skin. Every time she looked in the mirror, the arousal grew. She touched herself lightly through the clothes, not wanting to ruin the outfit yet, but the pressure of her fingers against her clit through the satin and lace was delicious. She thought about Jeff seeing her like this, about Amber's reaction when she described it. Amber would love it. Amber would encourage her to go further.

The shopping trip came the next day. Janine woke with a sense of purpose. She dressed in one of her new 'domme' outfits, the purple satin blouse, black pencil skirt, stockings, and heels, and told Jeff she was going out for a few hours. He looked up from his bed, eyes widening at her appearance. 'You look... nice, Mum,' he said softly. She smiled, the new smile that felt more commanding. 'Mummy, love. And thank you. Be good while I'm gone.' He nodded, and she left, her hips swaying with new confidence.

First, she went to a department store lingerie section. It had been years since she had shopped for anything but practical cotton. Now she browsed the satin and lace displays with intent. She chose several new bras, a black satin one with underwire that would push her breasts up high and full, a red lace one for contrast, and a white bullet bra that gave a very structured, dominant shape. Matching knickers in high-cut styles, some with bows, some sheer at the back. She added a new suspender belt in black satin and several pairs of stockings in different deniers. The sales assistant, a young woman, smiled helpfully. 'For a special occasion?' she asked. Janine smiled back. 'Something like that. A new look I'm trying.' She paid and left with the bags, already imagining how the new items would feel.

Next, a couple of charity shops for more skirts and blouses. She found a long black leather skirt that was even tighter than her own, and a couple of satin blouses in jewel colours. She tried them on in the fitting room, turning in front of the mirror, assessing how they made her look and feel. The leather hugged her bottom and thighs, the satin slid coolly over her skin. She bought them all, feeling the excitement building.

She was about to head home when she noticed a small shop down a side street. The sign was discreet; 'Velvet & Lace, Lingerie & Accessories.' Something about it drew her in. She pushed the door open and stepped inside. The interior was dim and atmospheric, with soft lighting, racks of lingerie in satin, lace, and leather, and displays of other items. Not just everyday bras, corsets, garters, and in a back section, things that looked more adult; crops, cuffs, collars. Her heart beat faster.

A woman behind the counter looked up and smiled. She was in her forties, attractive, with dark hair and a confident air. She wore a black satin blouse similar to Janine's and a tight skirt. 'Can I help you?' she asked warmly. Janine hesitated, then approached. 'I'm... looking for a few things. For a special situation.' The woman nodded, not pressing. 'Take your time. What kind of look are you going for?'

Janine browsed the lingerie first, choosing more items; a red satin corset that would cinch her waist and push up her breasts dramatically, several pairs of very feminine knickers in pastel colours with lots of lace and bows, sissyish ones she could picture on Jeff or use herself. She added a black leather bustier and a pair of long satin gloves. The more she picked up, the more comfortable she felt. The saleswoman, whose name tag said 'Elena', came over after a while. 'You've got a good eye. These would look lovely on you. Or... for someone else?'

Janine took a breath. 'For both, actually. My... situation involves someone who likes to wear certain things. Feminine things. And I want to look the part too. Dominant. In control.' Elena's smile widened, understanding. 'I see. A dynamic. That's lovely. We have a lot that works for that. Have you thought about accessories?' She led Janine to the back. 'Canes, crops, restraints. Collars and leashes if that's the direction.' Janine nodded, her cheeks warm but her body humming with arousal. She explained a bit more, not everything, but enough. 'I want to start with some light correction. And something to... keep him in line.'

Elena was helpful and non-judgmental, asking just the right questions. 'Rattan cane for a nice sting, or a riding crop for more precision? Leather cuffs are comfortable for beginners. A simple collar with a leash can be very effective for that submissive feeling.' Janine chose a slender rattan cane, a black riding crop with a leather keeper, a set of padded leather cuffs, a black leather collar with a D-ring, and a matching chain leash. Elena added a small bottle of lubricant and a simple blindfold 'in case you want to play with senses.' As they rang up the purchases, Elena said, 'If you ever want advice or more specialised items, come back. And good luck with your dynamic. Sounds like it could be very fulfilling for both of you.'

Janine left the shop with several bags, her heart racing. The walk home felt different, empowering. She imagined using the cane on Jeff's bare bottom while he wore the pink satin knickers, imagined the collar around his neck while Amber watched and encouraged. By the time she reached the house, she was so aroused she had to pause in the hallway to compose herself.

She hid most of the new purchases in her room, but laid out a few things for later. That evening, she changed into one of the new sets, the black satin bra and knickers, stockings, the purple satin blouse, and the leather skirt. She looked at herself in the mirror for a long time, turning, posing, running her hands over her curves. The person in the reflection was someone new. Someone who was going to take control. Someone who loved the way these clothes made her feel, powerful, sexual, maternal in a dominant way.

She thought about Jeff in the next room, probably already in the panties she had left for him. She thought about Amber's excited encouragement. She thought about the cane and crop hidden away, waiting. Her hand slipped under the leather skirt, into the new knickers, and she touched herself slowly, savouring the moment. This was only the beginning. She was transforming, and it felt right. The sissy lingerie she had found had unlocked something in her, and now she was building on it with her own wardrobe and new purchases. Soon, she would put it all into practice. And she could hardly wait.

She returned home from the shopping trip flushed and aroused, the new purchases hidden away. That evening she integrated the items into her wardrobe, trying combinations and feeling the power they gave her. The sissy lingerie from the box, her own dominant clothes, and the new tools now at her disposal had all come together. She touched herself slowly, savouring the moment, the transformation feeling complete. She was ready.


CHAPTER 6

Jeff had been out for most of the afternoon. He had gone for a short walk at his mother's suggestion, or rather, her gentle but firm instruction, to get some fresh air after days of staying in his room. The regression had settled over him like a heavy blanket; he spent most of his time lying on the narrow bed or sitting by the window, letting Janine bring him meals and fuss over him. But today she had been different. Calmer. More purposeful. She had stood in the doorway of his room in that new purple satin blouse and black skirt, her voice low and steady as she told him to go out for an hour or two. There was no room for argument in her tone. He had gone, shuffling along the streets in his old clothes, feeling small and exposed.

When he returned, the house felt different. The air seemed thicker, charged with something he could not name. He hung his coat by the door and stepped into the living room. Janine was waiting on the sofa. She sat perfectly upright, one leg crossed over the other, her black high-heeled shoes gleaming. The dark purple satin blouse caught the light, clinging to the full curves of her large breasts, the fabric smooth and expensive-looking. The black satin pencil skirt hugged her wide hips and round bottom, tapering to her knees. She had stockings on, he could see the faint sheen at her ankles, and the overall effect was one of quiet, unassailable authority. Her brown-grey hair was neatly pinned, her expression calm, almost serene. But there was something in her eyes, a steady, unblinking focus, that made his stomach tighten.

She did not smile or rise to greet him. She simply looked at him for a long moment, her gaze travelling slowly from his face down to his shoes and back up again. 'Sit down, Jeff,' she said. Her voice was quiet, perfectly level. There was no anger in it, no raised volume, just a calm certainty that made the command impossible to ignore. Jeff felt his legs move before his mind caught up. He sank into the armchair opposite her, his heart beginning to pound.

Janine regarded him for another few seconds in silence. Then she spoke again. 'We need to have a talk about how things are going to be from now on.' She uncrossed her legs and leaned forward slightly, resting her elbows on her knees. The movement made the satin of her blouse shift over her breasts, and Jeff found his eyes drawn there despite himself. He looked away quickly, ashamed of the heat that was already building in his groin. 'You have been staying here for several weeks now. I have looked after you. I have fed you, washed your clothes, made your bed. I have allowed you to retreat into this... childish state. But that stops today.'

Jeff swallowed. His mouth was dry. 'Mum, I, ' he began, but she held up one hand, palm outward, the gesture so calm and controlled that the words died in his throat.

'You will call me Mummy,' she said. The word landed between them like a stone dropped into still water. 'From this moment on, that is how you will address me. Not Mum. Not Mother. Mummy. Do you understand?'

Jeff stared at her. A dozen conflicting emotions crashed through him at once. Shock, first of all, this was not the gentle, fussing woman who had been babying him for weeks. This was someone else entirely. There was fear, a cold prickle at the base of his spine. There was confusion, a desperate need to understand what had changed. And underneath it all, threading through everything like a shameful current, there was arousal. The way she sat there, so still and certain, the authority radiating from her in waves... it made his cock twitch in his trousers. He hated himself for it, but he could not stop the reaction.

She waited, her expression unchanged. The calmness was the worst part. If she had been angry, shouting, he could have fought back or at least understood the emotion. But this quiet, unhurried certainty made him feel like a child caught in a lie. He nodded slowly. 'Yes... Mummy.' The word felt strange and heavy on his tongue.

Janine gave a single, approving nod. 'Good. Now, the rules. You will clean this house. You will pull your weight. You will do exactly as I tell you, when I tell you. If you do not, there will be consequences.' She paused, letting the words settle. 'You have been hiding things from me for a very long time, Jeff. I know about the box under your bed. The satin knickers. The lacy bras. The stockings. All of it.'

Jeff felt the blood drain from his face. His stomach dropped so hard he thought he might be sick. The box. She knew. How long had she known? Had she been through it? The shame was instantaneous and overwhelming, hot and sickening. But again, that treacherous arousal flared beneath it. The knowledge that she had seen those things, that she was now speaking about them in this calm, matter-of-fact way, sent a confusing pulse of heat straight to his cock. He shifted in the chair, trying to hide it.

'I have replaced every pair of male underwear you own with the contents of that box,' Janine continued, still in that same even tone. 'From now on, you will wear only those. The pink ones with the bows. The black lacy ones. The ones with 'Sissy' written across the front. You will wear them every day, under your normal clothes if you are allowed to wear normal clothes. Do you understand?'

Jeff's mind reeled. He wanted to protest, to deny, to beg her to stop talking about it. But the words would not come. His cock was fully hard now, pressing painfully against the zipper of his trousers. The conflicting emotions were tearing him apart; the humiliation of having his deepest, most shameful secret exposed and taken from him, the fear of what this calm woman might do next, and the undeniable, mortifying arousal that came from being spoken to like this by his own mother. He felt small. Exposed. And somehow, impossibly, safe in the structure she was imposing.

'Yes, Mummy,' he whispered. His voice sounded thin and far away.

Janine leaned back against the sofa cushions. She crossed her legs again, the movement slow and deliberate. The black satin skirt rode up just enough to show the top of her stocking. 'Good boy,' she said, and the praise sent another shameful jolt through him. 'Now, you asked what the consequences would be if you failed to obey. I will show you.' She reached behind the sofa and brought out a bag. From it she withdrew a slender rattan cane, a black riding crop, a set of padded leather cuffs, a simple black collar with a D-ring, and a length of chain leash. She laid each item on the coffee table between them with the same unhurried calm.

Jeff stared at the objects. His breath came faster. The cane looked wickedly thin and flexible. The crop had a wide leather keeper at the end. The cuffs were serious, with buckles and D-rings. The collar was plain but unmistakable in its purpose. He felt his cock throb again, and hated himself for it. Part of him wanted to run. Part of him wanted to kneel. The conflict made his head spin.

Janine watched his face without any change in her expression. 'These are for when you are disobedient. Or when I simply decide you need correction. The cane for a sharper sting. The crop for more precision. The cuffs if I need you to stay still. The collar and leash if I want you to remember exactly who is in charge.' She picked up the collar and held it out. 'Come here.'

Jeff hesitated for only a second before his body moved. He rose from the chair and crossed the short distance to stand in front of her. Janine did not stand. She remained seated, looking up at him with that same terrifying calmness. She reached up and fastened the collar around his neck. The leather was cool and firm against his skin. She clipped the leash to the D-ring and gave it a gentle tug, pulling him down until he was forced to kneel on the carpet between her feet. The position felt both humiliating and right.

'Good,' she said softly. 'Now, I can see that you are excited by this. Your body is betraying you, just as it always has. Stand up and take off your trousers and underwear.'

Jeff's face burned. He rose unsteadily to his feet. His hands shook as he unfastened his belt and pushed his trousers down. He was wearing one of the pairs from the box already, the black lacy ones with the red trim. He had put them on that morning without thinking, the habit from his old life reasserting itself in the safety of his mother's house. Now he stood before her in just those and his shirt, his cock straining against the delicate fabric, a small damp spot already visible at the front.

Janine looked at him without surprise. 'I see you have already chosen a pair. Good. But from now on, I will choose for you. Take them off.'

Jeff hooked his thumbs into the waistband and slid the knickers down his legs. His cock sprang free, hard and aching. He felt utterly exposed, standing there in only his shirt while his mother sat fully dressed and composed, the leash still clipped to the collar around his neck. The shame was almost physical, a hot flush spreading from his face down his chest. But the arousal was stronger. He had never felt so conflicted in his life.

Janine extended one leg, pointing the toe of her high-heeled shoe toward him. The black leather was polished to a high shine. 'Kneel again. Put your cock against my shoe and make yourself come onto it.'

Jeff's knees gave way. He dropped to the carpet, the leash pulling slightly as Janine kept hold of it. He wrapped his hand around his cock, the touch almost painful with how sensitive he was. He looked up at her face. She was watching him with that same calm, steady gaze, as if she were observing the weather rather than her own son about to degrade himself at her command. The scariness of it, the absolute lack of anger or hesitation, made his stomach clench and his cock twitch harder.

He began to stroke. The position was awkward, his cock pressed against the smooth leather of her shoe. The coolness of the material against his hot skin was shocking. He could smell her perfume, something floral and expensive, mixed with the faint scent of leather and her own skin. His hand moved faster. Shame flooded him with every stroke, shame at the situation, at his own body's betrayal, at the knowledge that his mother was sitting there watching him do this. But the arousal was there too, twisting together with the shame until he could not tell where one ended and the other began. He thought of the box, of all the times he had done similar things for Linda, of the post-nut clarity that had always followed. Would it come again? Would he regret this the moment he finished?

Janine said nothing. She simply watched, her expression unchanging. Once or twice she gave the leash a small, deliberate tug, pulling his head forward an inch or two. The reminder of her control made him moan despite himself. His hips began to move, thrusting against her shoe in short, desperate jerks. The leather was slick now with his pre-come. He was close. So close it hurt.

'Look at me,' Janine said quietly. The calmness in her voice was absolute. 'I want you to look at me when you come.'

Jeff raised his eyes to hers. The eye contact was almost unbearable. There was no disgust in her face, no judgment, only that steady, scary certainty. She knew exactly what she was doing to him. She knew how conflicted he was. And she was not going to stop. The knowledge pushed him over the edge. He came hard, his cock pulsing against her shoe, thick ropes of come splattering across the black leather. He kept stroking through it, unable to stop, until the last shudder had passed and he was left kneeling there, panting, his come dripping down the side of her shoe onto the carpet.

Janine looked down at the mess for a moment, then back at his face. 'Clean it,' she said. Still that same calm voice. No anger. No raised tone. Just an instruction, as if she were asking him to pass the salt.

Jeff stared at her shoe. The come was already beginning to slide down the leather. His own come. On his mother's shoe. The shame was so intense it made his vision blur for a second. But his body was still thrumming with the aftershocks of orgasm, and beneath the shame there was something else, a strange, twisted sense of rightness. He had done what she told him. He had obeyed. And now she was telling him to finish the act.

He leaned forward on his hands and knees. The collar tugged at his neck. He extended his tongue and licked the first streak of come from the leather. It was warm and salty and bitter. He had done this before, for Linda, many times. But this was different. This was his mother. This was the woman who had raised him, who had been caring for him like a child for weeks, now sitting above him in her satin and leather, making him clean his own mess from her shoe while she watched with that terrifying, unshakeable calm.

Janine did not move. She did not speak. She simply sat there, holding the leash, as he licked every drop from her shoe. When he was finished, she used the leash to pull his head up so he was looking at her again. 'Swallow,' she said quietly.

Janine studied his face for a long moment. Then she reached down and unclipped the leash from the collar, though she left the collar itself in place. 'You may pull up your knickers now,' she said. 'But you will not touch yourself again without my permission. If you do, you will be punished. Do you understand?'

Jeff nodded, still on his knees. 'Yes, Mummy.' The word came more easily this time.

She stood then, smoothing her skirt with one hand. The movement made her breasts shift beneath the satin blouse. She looked down at him, still kneeling on the carpet, and for the first time a very small, very controlled smile touched her lips. 'Good. Now go and change into the clothes I have laid out for you on your bed. You will wear them for the rest of the evening. And then we will continue this discussion. There are more rules. More expectations. And I will explain them all in the same calm way. Because this is not about anger, Jeff. This is about what you need. What you have always needed. And what I am going to give you now.'

Jeff rose shakily to his feet. He pulled the lacy knickers back up, the come-slick fabric clinging to him. The collar felt heavy around his neck. He could still taste himself. He left the room and went upstairs to his bedroom.

The clothes were laid out on the bed; a pair of delicate pink satin panties with lace trim, a matching camisole, a simple knee-length grey skirt, a white blouse, sheer stockings, and a garter belt. He stripped and put them on, the satin sliding cool and smooth against his skin, a constant humiliating reminder of his new place. He fastened the garter belt, rolled on the stockings, pulled on the camisole and blouse, and zipped the skirt into place. The outfit transformed him, making him feel smaller, softer, utterly exposed even though he was covered. The collar remained, a visible mark of her control. He caught his reflection in the mirror and looked away quickly, cheeks burning with shame and a reluctant, persistent arousal.

He returned downstairs as instructed, the skirt swishing with every step, the clothes a constant reminder of his new place.

Janine was waiting on the sofa, legs crossed elegantly, her expression calm but with that steady, unshakeable certainty that made his stomach twist. She gestured for him to kneel in front of her. "Come here, sissy. Stand or kneel there in front of me. We have a lot more to discuss before this evening is over."

Jeff obeyed, kneeling awkwardly on the carpet, the short grey skirt riding up his thighs, the pink satin panties and garter belt clearly visible, the collar still fastened around his neck. His face was already burning from the transformation and the return downstairs.

"Amber told me everything," Janine began, her voice low and even, without anger, just that terrifying, matter-of-fact tone. "About the cuckolding. How you begged Linda to sleep with other men. How you wanted her to cuckold you, to humiliate you, to make you watch or clean up after them. How you dressed up in those ridiculous sissy clothes for her, the panties, the aprons, the stockings, begging to be her little sissy maid. You wanted it so badly, Jeff. It was your fantasy, your deepest, most secret desire. You pushed for it, you made it happen in your mind and then encouraged it in reality. You wanted her to fuck other men while you served, while you were denied, while you were humiliated. And when it actually happened, when she went through with it, you couldn't handle the reality. The post-nut clarity hit you like a truck, and you got angry, disrespectful. You lashed out at her, called her names, tried to take it all back as if it had never been your idea in the first place. It was completely disrespectful, Jeff. Not just to Linda, but to the men she was with, to the whole situation you created. You wanted the fantasy, but not the consequences. You messed everything up. It was what you wanted, you who begged for it, you who pushed until it happened, and then you who couldn't take it like a man. You blamed her for your own desires. You were the one who messed everything up."

Jeff's eyes stung with tears, his voice small. "Mummy, it... it was supposed to be just fantasy. I didn't think she'd actually do it. And then the shame was too much. Legally, we were still married, and the way it happened..."

She cut him off with a sharp gesture of her hand. "No. I don't want to hear about what is legal. That has no place in this conversation. This is not about law or rights or what you think you can claim or protest. I am in charge now. I am the Mommy-dommy, and you are the sissy slave. Your old life, your old marriage, your old excuses and protests, they are over. You gave up control the moment you let this happen, the moment you shared your secrets with Amber and then tried to hide from them here. You will not question me. You will not bring up legality or fairness or 'it was just play' or 'I didn't mean it.' You wanted the cuckolding. You wanted the humiliation. You wanted to be the sissy. And now you will be, for me, fully and without the back and forth, without the regret and anger. You will serve, you will obey, you will be respectful, or you will be punished until you learn. This is not a negotiation. This is your new reality."

She elaborated further, her voice calm as she recounted more details from what Amber had shared. "You wanted to be denied sometimes, locked in chastity, made to watch her with other men, to clean her, to serve while she was satisfied and you were frustrated. You pushed for the sissy treatment, the dressing up, the begging. The cycle of intense desire followed by violent regret and anger is what destroyed the relationship. You were disrespectful to Linda by using her as a prop in your fantasy. You wanted the cuckold life so badly that you encouraged her, guided her into it, and then you resented her for it when the reality hit. You messed up your marriage with your own selfish desires, and now you expect to retreat here and be taken care of without consequences. But that's over. From now on, you are my sissy slave. I decide what happens to you. I decide when you are punished, when you are rewarded, when you are denied. You will address me as Mummy at all times. You will curtsey when entering or leaving a room. You will wear what I choose for you. You will thank me for every humiliation, every denial, every punishment. You will not hide behind excuses. You will accept that this is what you wanted, what you asked for, and now you will live it under my control."

Jeff felt the words sinking in, the shame mixing with the persistent arousal from the sissy clothes, the position on his knees, the collar. He tried to speak again, his voice cracking. "Mummy, I... I don't know if I can..."

She stood up slowly. "Enough. It's time for your punishment. Over my knee, sissy slave."

She sat back down and pulled him over her lap. The skirt was lifted up over his back, the delicate pink satin panties pulled down to his thighs, exposing his bare bottom completely. The position was deeply humiliating, his cock trapped and hardening against her thigh despite everything, the garter belt and stockings framing his exposed flesh, the collar tugging at his neck as he positioned himself. The sissy outfit made every second worse, a constant reminder of how far he had fallen.

Her hand came down hard on his right cheek, a sharp, stinging smack that echoed in the room and made him gasp in surprise and pain. "Count them," she ordered, her voice still perfectly calm. "And thank your Mommy-dommy for each one. This is for the cuckolding you begged for."

Smack. "One, thank you Mommy-dommy," he choked out.

She spanked him methodically, her hand firm and unrelenting, alternating cheeks with precise, hard strikes that built the sting quickly. With each smack, she lectured, her voice steady and even, never raising, which somehow made it more terrifying and effective.

"Two, thank you Mommy-dommy. This is for wanting the cuckolding and then rejecting it when it happened."

"Three, thank you Mommy-dommy. For pushing Linda into something you couldn't handle."

"Four, thank you Mommy-dommy. For messing up your marriage with your own selfish desires."

"Five, thank you Mommy-dommy. For being disrespectful to her and everyone involved."

He counted, his voice breaking, tears starting to well in his eyes. The pain was sharp and immediate, each smack sending waves of heat through his bottom, building to a deep burn. He tried to stay still, but his hips jerked with each impact, the sissy panties around his thighs restricting his movement, the skirt bunched around his waist. Despite the pain, or perhaps because of the total humiliation, dressed as a girl, over his mother's knee, being spanked like a naughty child while she talked about his cuckold fantasies and his disrespectful behaviour, he felt himself hardening against her leg.

She noticed and laughed softly, a low, amused sound that made his face burn even hotter. "Look at that. Even this makes you excited. You really are a pathetic little sissy slave. You wanted the humiliation, the denial, the cuckolding, and now you have it from your own mother. And you're getting hard from being spanked for it. How fitting."

She continued the spanking, the spanks getting harder, covering every inch of his bottom and the sensitive tops of his thighs. The count went on, to ten, fifteen, twenty. He was crying openly now, his body shaking over her lap, his cock throbbing traitorously against her leg, the sissy clothes making every movement a reminder of his new place.

"Twenty-one, thank you Mommy-dommy. For the cuckolding you begged for."

"Twenty-two, thank you Mommy-dommy. For the disrespect you showed Linda."

"Twenty-three, thank you Mommy-dommy. For messing everything up with your own wants."

"Twenty-four, thank you Mommy-dommy. For hiding your sissy desires and then blaming everyone else."

"Twenty-five, thank you Mommy-dommy. For expecting to be babied after you destroyed your own life."

She paused after thirty, her hand resting on his burning cheeks, rubbing the hot flesh gently. "This is just the beginning, sissy. You will remember this. You will learn to respect what you wanted. You will learn that I am the Mommy-dommy and you are the sissy slave. No more excuses. No more legal talk. No more running away from what you are."

She resumed the spanking, harder now, the smacks sharp and deliberate. The count went to forty, fifty. He was sobbing, his body limp over her lap, his bottom a deep red, the pain radiating through him. She lectured throughout, repeating and expanding on the themes.

"Forty-one, thank you Mommy-dommy. For the cuckolding you wanted so badly."

"Forty-two, thank you Mommy-dommy. For the post-nut clarity that made you cruel."

"Forty-three, thank you Mommy-dommy. For the disrespect you showed everyone."

"Forty-four, thank you Mommy-dommy. For messing up your life and expecting others to fix it."

"Forty-five, thank you Mommy-dommy. For not accepting that this is what you asked for."

By fifty, he was a complete mess, sobbing uncontrollably, his body shaking, his bottom on fire, tears streaming down his face. The position was agonizing in its humiliation, the skirt, the panties, the collar, the way his cock was reacting to the pain and the words. She stopped, her hand resting on his hot, stinging cheeks, rubbing soothingly now.

"Say it," she said quietly, her voice still calm. "I am the Mommy-dommy. You are the sissy slave."

He choked it out between sobs. "You are the Mommy-dommy. I am the sissy slave."

She helped him up, his legs shaky, the panties still around his thighs, the skirt askew. "Good sissy. This is your new reality. You will not forget this spanking. You will think about everything I said. Now, pull up your panties and go to your room. Think about everything. We will continue tomorrow."

He obeyed, wincing as the satin panties rubbed against his burning bottom, the sissy clothes a constant reminder as he made his way upstairs. In his room, he lay on the bed, the skirt still on, the collar tight, his mind replaying her words, the spanking, the humiliation. The pain was intense, but underneath it was the deep, twisting acceptance that this was what he had wanted, what he had asked for in his own way, and now it was real, under her control. The evening had changed everything, and he knew there was no going back.

In the living room, Janine stood for a long moment after he had gone. She looked down at her shoe, now clean but still faintly marked where his come had been. She felt the power thrumming through her, steady and hot. The calmness she projected was not feigned; it was real. But beneath it was a fierce, dark satisfaction. She had seen the conflict in his eyes, the shame, the fear, the undeniable arousal. She had felt it in the way he had obeyed, in the way he had come so hard against her shoe. And she had felt her own response; the tightening in her belly, the wetness between her legs, the sense of rightness that came from taking what he had always secretly wanted and making it hers.

She sat back down on the sofa, smoothing her skirt once more. The evening was far from over. There were more rules to explain, more instructions to give, more ways to test the boundaries of his submission. She would deliver them all in the same calm, strict voice. And she would watch every reaction on his face, feel every answering pulse of her own arousal. This was only the beginning. And she was going to enjoy every calm, terrifying, deeply satisfying second of it.


CHAPTER 7

The weeks that followed the confrontation and the establishment of the new rules were a slow, inexorable descent into deeper submission for Jeff. Janine did not rush. She understood that true control came from gradual, consistent pressure, allowing the changes to sink in until they felt inevitable. Each day built on the last, layer by layer, until the man who had arrived on her doorstep broken from his divorce was transformed into something else entirely, a sissy in training, locked and learning his place.

The clothes laid out for him that first evening were just the beginning. A pair of pink satin panties with delicate lace trim, a matching camisole that hugged his chest, and a simple knee-length skirt in soft grey fabric paired with a white blouse. Stockings and a garter belt completed the set. Jeff stood in his old bedroom, staring at them for a long time before putting them on. The panties felt alien against his skin, the smooth satin cupping his cock and balls in a way that made every movement a reminder. The camisole was soft but restrictive. When he looked in the mirror, the skirt and blouse gave him a feminine silhouette that made his face burn with shame.

Janine inspected him when he came downstairs. She had him turn slowly, lift the skirt to show the panties, and curtsey awkwardly. 'Good,' she said in that calm voice. 'From now on, you will wear panties every day. No more male underwear. I have bought you several pairs, different styles and colours. You will keep them clean and neat. If I find you in anything else, there will be consequences.' She clipped the collar back on and attached the leash. 'Tonight, we start with basic obedience. You will address me as Mummy at all times. You will curtsey when entering or leaving a room. You will ask permission for everything, to sit, to eat, to use the bathroom.'

After the spanking, the first caning came that very night. Jeff had hesitated when asked to curtsey after fetching her a drink. It was a small thing, but Janine did not let it pass. She had him bend over the arm of the sofa, skirt lifted, panties pulled down. The cane was thin and flexible. The first strike landed across his buttocks with a sharp crack. Jeff cried out. The pain was sharp and immediate, blooming into a line of fire. Five strokes in total, each one counted and deliberate. By the end, he was sobbing, his arse striped and burning. Janine rubbed soothing cream into the welts afterward, her touch gentle but her voice firm. 'This is for your own good, sissy. Pain will help you remember. Disobedience will always be punished.'

Chastity was introduced gradually over the first week. At first, it was denial only, no touching without permission, as already established. Jeff was made to edge himself under supervision, stroking until he was desperate, then stopping on command. The frustration built quickly. He leaked into his panties constantly, the satin growing damp and sticky. Janine would check him often, reaching under his skirt or pulling the waistband to inspect. 'Such a messy little thing,' she would say calmly. 'Your body knows what it needs, even if your mind fights it.'

Midway through the second week, Janine decided it was time for the next major step in Jeff's training. The denial had been building his frustration beautifully, but she wanted something more permanent, something that would truly break his old habits and reinforce his new role as her sissy. That evening, after he had completed his chores in his short skirt and blouse, curtseying perfectly and serving her dinner on his knees, she called him into the living room.

"Strip, sissy," she said calmly, her voice steady and unyielding. "Everything off except the collar and panties for now. Then kneel in front of Mummy."

Jeff obeyed immediately, his heart pounding with a mix of dread and that shameful excitement that had become so familiar. He removed the blouse and skirt, standing in just the pink satin panties that were already damp from his constant leaking. The cage wasn't on yet, but the denial had made him ache constantly. He knelt as instructed, looking up at her with wide, anxious eyes.

Janine sat on the sofa, still in her elegant blouse and skirt from earlier. She looked down at him, a small, satisfied smile on her lips. "You've been a good sissy this week. Edging when told, wearing your panties. But it's time to take away even the illusion of control. Before we lock you up, though, Mummy is going to give you one last taste of what you're giving up. Consider it a lesson in what you no longer deserve."

She leaned forward, her large breasts straining against the satin of her blouse. With deliberate slowness, she reached down and hooked her fingers into the waistband of his panties, pulling them down to his knees. His cock sprang free, already half-hard from the anticipation and the humiliation of being exposed like this. It was larger than it would be later, but still nothing impressive in her eyes.

"Look at it," she said softly, almost tenderly. "So eager, even though you know what's coming. You've been leaking into your pretty panties all week, haven't you? Such a messy sissy. Now, be still. Mummy wants to see how you react when I give you this."

Janine lowered her head, her warm breath ghosting over his cock first. Then her lips parted, and she took the head into her mouth with exquisite slowness. The sensation was electric, wet, hot, her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside in lazy circles. Jeff gasped, his hands clenching at his sides as he fought the urge to thrust. She sucked gently at first, her cheeks hollowing slightly as she took more of him in, her hand wrapping around the base to stroke in time with her mouth.

"Mmm," she hummed around him, the vibration sending shivers through his body. She pulled back, strings of saliva connecting her plump lips to his now fully erect cock. "It tastes like submission already. Salty from all that leaking. Do you like Mummy's mouth on your little cock, sissy? Tell me."

Jeff's voice was shaky, thick with shame. "Y-yes, Mummy... it feels... oh God, it feels so good. But I know I don't deserve it. I'm sorry for being such a disappointment."

She chuckled softly, a low sound that made his cock twitch. "That's right. You don't. But I'm feeling generous tonight. One last proper blowjob before it all changes." She went back down, this time taking him deeper, her throat relaxing as she bobbed her head. Her tongue pressed firmly along the vein on the underside, swirling around the head on each upstroke. She used her hand to twist and pump the base while her mouth worked the top half, creating a wet, obscene rhythm. Saliva dripped down onto his balls, and she made sure to make eye contact every time she pulled back for air, her lips shiny and swollen.

Jeff moaned, his hips jerking involuntarily. The pleasure was intense, building rapidly after days of denial. He could feel the orgasm approaching embarrassingly fast, his balls tightening. "Mummy... please... I'm going to, "

Janine immediately pulled off, squeezing the base hard to stop him. "No, you don't. Not yet. Edge for me. Feel how close you are, how desperate. This is what you'll be missing when you're locked." She waited until he calmed slightly, then resumed, sucking harder now, taking him to the back of her throat. She gagged slightly for effect, the sound making him even harder. Her free hand reached down to cup and gently squeeze his balls, rolling them as she worked him with long, slow strokes of her mouth and tongue.

She edged him like this for what felt like an eternity, bringing him right to the brink with expert technique; swirling her tongue under the head, sucking the tip with hollowed cheeks, deepthroating until her nose pressed against his pubic hair, then backing off just as his thighs started to tremble. Each time he got close, she would stop, blowing cool air on his wet cock or lightly slapping it to make it bob. "Look at you, sissy. Your face is so red. The shame is written all over it. You hate how much you love this, don't you? Being blown by your own mother while dressed like a girl. But your body betrays you every time."

Jeff was panting, tears of frustration and humiliation in his eyes. "I hate it, Mummy... I really hate that it feels this good. I shouldn't... but I can't stop it. Please, let me come... or don't... I don't know anymore."

She smiled up at him, stroking him slowly with her hand now, her thumb circling the leaking head. "That's the point. You don't get to decide. Not anymore." She leaned in again, this time focusing on the head, sucking it like a lollipop while her hand pumped the shaft in firm, twisting motions. Her tongue flicked rapidly over the slit, tasting his precum. She took him deep again, holding him there, throat contracting around him as she swallowed. The wet sounds filled the room, slurping, gagging, her soft moans of enjoyment at his torment.

She repeated the cycle several times; long, luxurious sucking sessions where she varied the pressure and speed, sometimes fast and aggressive to push him over, other times slow and teasing to draw it out. She would pull off to talk to him in that calm voice, describing exactly what she was doing and what it meant for him. "Feel my tongue on your frenulum? That's the spot that makes sissies like you leak the most. Soon, you won't even be able to get this hard. Your little clit will be trapped, useless, just like it should be."

By the time she was done teasing, Jeff was a wreck, sweating, shaking, his cock throbbing painfully, a steady stream of precum dripping from the tip. "Please, Mummy... I can't take it. I'm so close. It hurts."

Janine sat back, wiping her lips delicately with a finger. "Good. That's exactly where I want you. Now, the real training begins." She reached for the ice pack she had prepared earlier, wrapping it in a cloth and pressing it firmly against his aching cock and balls. The cold was shocking, making him gasp and shrink rapidly despite the arousal. She worked efficiently, applying more ice as needed until he was small and soft.

Then she produced the chastity cage, a small, pink plastic one with a lock. She slid the ring behind his shrunken balls, fitted the cage over his cock, and with a final, deliberate click, locked it shut. The sound echoed in the quiet room.

"There," she said, sitting back to admire her work. "Locked. No more touching, no more erections, no more of Mummy's mouth on this useless thing. From now on, your pleasure, if any, comes from serving me, from plugs in your arse, from the denial itself. You will thank me for this, sissy."

Jeff stared down at the tiny, trapped nub, the pink plastic encasing what had just been in her warm mouth. Shame flooded him, mixed with a deep, twisting acceptance. "Thank you, Mummy," he whispered, voice breaking. "For locking me. For taking it away."

Janine patted his head. "Good girl. Now, pull up your panties and get back to your chores. The cage stays on until I say otherwise. And every time you feel it, remember this moment, remember how close you were, and how I took it from you."

The rest of the evening passed in a haze for Jeff. The cage was tight even when soft, a constant reminder. Every movement rubbed it against the satin of his panties, sending frustrating little sparks that couldn't build to anything. He leaked steadily, the front of the panties growing damp, but there was no relief. When he finally went to bed in his feminine nightie, the cage made sleeping difficult, his mind replaying that final act of pleasure in vivid detail, the warmth of her mouth, the skill of her tongue, the way she had looked up at him with that calm, knowing gaze while denying him everything.

Over the following days and weeks, the effects of the cage became all-encompassing. Janine had him wear it 24/7, only removing it for cleaning under her strict supervision. Those cleaning sessions were torturous in their own way, she would unlock him, have him wash thoroughly while she watched, sometimes even stroking him lightly with soapy hands to "make sure it's clean," but stopping long before he could come. Then ice again, and relock. The denial deepened his submission in ways he hadn't imagined.

Daily life with the cage was a lesson in constant, low-level humiliation and frustration. Mornings started with the familiar discomfort as he woke, the cage already tight from morning wood that couldn't happen. He would curtsey to Janine in his nightie, the cage outlined under the thin fabric, and begin his chores. Cleaning on his hands and knees became an exercise in frustration, the plug in his arse shifting with every movement, the cage rubbing as he crawled, his "clit" trying to swell but held mercilessly in place. He leaked constantly, a small wet spot forming in his panties by mid-morning.

Janine took great pleasure in inspections. Several times a day, she would have him lift his skirt or drop his panties to show the cage. "Look at how small it makes you," she would say calmly, reaching out to tap the plastic or give his trapped balls a gentle squeeze. "This is what you are now, a locked sissy. No more pretending to be a man with a cock that gets blown or stroked. Your only purpose is to serve and be denied."

The edging sessions continued, but now with the cage on. She would have him kneel and use a vibrator against the plastic, or have him grind against her shoe or a pillow while she watched, bringing him to the edge of what the cage would allow, intense pressure and leaking, but no full release. "Feel that frustration, sissy. This is your new normal. Every time you get close, remember what you lost that night, and know you'll never have that again unless I decide you deserve a rare treat."

Anal training with the plugs became more intense with the cage in place. The combination of the plug pressing on his prostate and the denial made him leak even more, sometimes soaking through his panties. Janine would have him wear larger plugs for longer periods, making him do tasks like vacuuming or cooking while plugged and caged. "Walk properly, sissy. Mince like the girl you are. The plug and cage will help you remember your place with every step."

Voice and makeup training continued in parallel. She had him practice reading erotic stories aloud in a soft, submissive voice, stories she chose specifically about chastity and sissies being denied. "Read it with feeling, sissy. Make me believe you understand." Makeup sessions were longer; she taught him to apply it perfectly, then made him do chores with it on, checking for smudges. "A proper sissy maid should always look pretty, even when frustrated and locked."

Punishments for any lapse were swift. Forgetting to curtsey, speaking in his old deeper voice, or touching the cage (even accidentally) earned the cane. She would bend him over, lift his skirt, pull down his panties to expose the cage and plug, and deliver measured strokes that left him striped and sobbing. Afterward, she would make him thank her, kiss the cane, and then edge him with the vibrator as "reminder training."

Rewards were rare and always controlled. Occasionally, after a particularly good week of service, she would unlock him for a supervised "milking", not a full orgasm, but a slow, clinical prostate milking with a finger while the cage was off, making him come in a humiliating dribble without any pleasure in his cock. Then immediate relock and cleaning. "See? You don't need that cock for anything. Your pleasure can come from here now," she would say, patting his arse.

Public elements increased slightly. One day, she had him go to the door in full femme attire (short dress, makeup, heels, cage and plug) to accept a package from a delivery driver. The man had stared, smirked, and even commented, "Nice outfit, mate." Jeff had to curtsey and thank him in his soft voice, face burning with shame. When he reported back, Janine had laughed softly. "Good. The world sees you for what you are. And soon, more people will."

As the weeks passed, the cage became a part of him. His cock shrank slightly from the constant confinement, making the device fit even more snugly. Leaks were a constant companion, requiring frequent panty changes. The denial made him more attentive, more eager to please, more willing to accept deeper humiliations. He found himself anticipating her commands, his body responding with twitches in the cage at the sound of her voice.

Amber's involvement grew through calls and visits. Janine would update her on the phone, putting it on speaker while Jeff was caged and plugged, serving tea or cleaning. "He's fully locked now. The cage is permanent until I say otherwise, milkings, cleanings. He's much more obedient." Amber's delighted laughter on the other end added another layer of shame. "That's perfect, Gran. Make sure he stays that way. Maybe send pictures."

By the end of the month, Jeff's transformation was profound. The man who had arrived seeking solace was gone. In his place was a locked, plugged, feminised sissy who addressed his mother only as Mummy, performed all chores in frilly outfits, and lived in a constant state of denied arousal and submission. The memory of that final pleasure lingered as a constant reminder of what he had lost and what he had become.

The training was far from over, but the foundation of chastity was now unshakeable. Every day brought new layers, tighter control, more public exposure, deeper acceptance of his role. Jeff had nothing left of his old life, and as he knelt to polish the floor one evening, the cage a constant presence between his legs, he knew that this was only the beginning. Mummy would see to that. And part of him, the part that leaked into his panties and twitched at her commands, was grateful for it.

He spent the morning cleaning the kitchen on hands and knees, the plug shifting with every scrub, the cage rubbing with frustrating friction. By lunch, his panties were soaked. Janine had him kneel and use the vibrator, bringing him to the edge twice before stopping. "Beg for the third, sissy." He did, voice high and desperate, only to be denied again. "That's all you'll ever get from now on, memories of what you lost."

Voice training progressed alongside the cage. Janine had him read passages aloud in a soft, submissive voice while plugged and caged, correcting any slip into his old tone with a light tap. The combination deepened his compliance and leaks.

Mid-month, she had him on his back, legs spread, the cage on full display. She used her mouth on his balls while the vibrator buzzed against the cage. "This is all you get now. Just this, teasing what you can't have." She edged him for over an hour, making him describe what he had lost. He sobbed the words out, the memory and current denial overwhelming him.

By the end of the month, the changes were permanent in feel if not yet in body. His cock had adapted to the cage, shrinking noticeably. The plug was now a larger one, worn for most of the day. His wardrobe was 100% feminine. He spoke in a soft, high voice without thinking, a little lisp just as she liked. And the shame had settled into a constant, low hum, always there, always making him leak, always making him obey.

The memory of that last act of pleasure before the cage remained vivid, a constant contrast to his current denial. Janine made sure he knew it would be the last for a very long time, if ever.

"You have nothing left of the old Jeff," she would remind him during inspections. "Only this locked sissy, serving Mummy, denied and trained. And you love it, don't you?"

He would always answer the same way now; "Yes, Mummy. Thank you for the cage. Thank you for the training."

And deep down, despite the horror and shame, a part of him meant it. That final act of pleasure had been the theft of his old manhood. Now there was only chastity, only submission, only her.

With the cage in place, training intensified. Anal play began with a small, smooth plug. Janine had him bend over the bed, lubricated him carefully, and worked the plug in slowly. Jeff whimpered at the unfamiliar stretch and fullness. 'Breathe,' she instructed. 'This is part of becoming mine. Your arse will be trained to take more. It will remind you of your place every time you sit or walk.' The plug stayed in for increasing periods. Soon he was wearing it during chores, the constant pressure making him leak more into the cage.

Daily life became a routine of sissy service, with voice training and makeup lessons added to reinforce his role. He practiced a softer tone and applied light makeup under supervision. 'You will learn to look pretty for me,' Janine said. 'A sissy should always be presentable.'

Punishments and rewards were balanced carefully. Good behaviour earned praise and sometimes a brief release from the cage for supervised edging, followed by immediate relocking. Infractions, forgetting a curtsey, speaking in his old voice, touching the cage, earned the cane or extra time plugged and caged. Jeff's resistance faded over the weeks. The constant denial made him desperate and compliant. The shame of wearing women's clothes and being locked became normalized. He found himself anticipating her commands, his body responding with twitches in the cage even as his mind recoiled.

By the end of the month, the transformation was noticeable. Jeff moved with a mincing gait from the heels Janine had introduced. His wardrobe was entirely feminine, dresses, skirts, blouses, all in soft pastels and satins. The cage was a permanent fixture, his cock a tiny, useless thing that leaked pathetically. He addressed Janine only as Mummy, curtseyed automatically, and performed his chores with quiet submission. The man who had arrived seeking comfort was gone, replaced by a sissy in training who was beginning to understand that this was what he needed.

Amber's involvement was hinted at but not yet full. She called more often, and Janine shared select details. 'Your daughter is curious about your progress,' Janine would say while Jeff served tea. Jeff's face would burn, knowing that his regression was being discussed. But the full participation would come later. For now, it was just mother and son,  Mummy and her sissy, building the foundation of control and chastity that would define everything that followed.

The gradual nature of it all made the changes stick. There were no dramatic breaks, just steady escalation. Each new rule, each new piece of training, each click of the lock or insertion of the plug, reinforced the same message; Jeff belonged to Janine now. His body, his pleasure, his identity were hers to shape. And as the weeks passed, the horror and shame began to mix with a deep, reluctant acceptance. He had nothing left of his old life, and this,  the cage, the clothes, the training, was what remained.

The early days after the locking were intense, with the cage a constant presence that reminded him of what had been taken. Leaks were frequent, and he would wake at night knowing there was no release.

The first full week with the cage included a special 'reminder' session. Janine had him kneel naked except for the collar, the cage on full display. She sat in front of him and described in explicit detail what she had done during that last session, the way she had taken him deep, how close he had been. As she talked, she used a vibrator against the cage, bringing him to the edge over and over without any hope of release. 'Remember how it felt? That was the last time, sissy. Now all you get is this, frustration and denial.' Jeff sobbed through the session, the combination of the memory and the current teasing almost too much to bear.

Chores took on new meaning with the cage. Vacuuming the living room on his hands and knees, the plug shifting inside him with every movement, the cage rubbing against the floor through his panties, it was a symphony of denial. He would pause sometimes, panting, only for Janine to appear and remind him to continue. 'No breaks for sissies,' she would say. 'The cage is there to teach you focus. Every leak, every twitch, is a lesson.' By the end of the day, his panties were always soaked, and he had to hand-wash them in the sink while Janine watched, commenting on how pathetic it was.

Voice training became intertwined with the chastity. Janine would have him practice saying humiliating phrases in his soft, sissy voice while using the vibrator on the cage. 'I am a locked sissy. My cock is gone. Only Mummy's cage for me.' If he slipped into his old voice or hesitated, she would stop the vibrator and make him start over. The edging during these sessions left him desperate and compliant, the words becoming more natural as the denial wore him down.

By the second week with the cage, physical changes were noticeable. His cock had begun to shrink from the constant confinement, making the device feel even snugger. Janine measured it during cleanings, noting the progress with satisfaction. 'Smaller already. Perfect. Soon it will be nothing but a little nub, just like a proper sissy should have.' Cleanings were now weekly events, unlocking under her watchful eye, a supervised wash with cold water to prevent any arousal, then immediate relock. She would sometimes stroke him with gloved hands during the wash, bringing him right to the edge before the cold water and lock.

Anal training progressed in tandem. The medium plug was now standard for daytime wear. Janine would insert it each morning with clinical precision, lubing him thoroughly while he bent over. 'This will keep you stretched and reminded,' she said. 'The cage takes your cock; the plug takes your arse. Both belong to Mummy.' He wore it during all chores, the fullness combining with the cage to make every movement a lesson in submission. At night, she sometimes left it in or replaced it with a larger one for 'overnight training.'

Punishments evolved with the cage in place. A forgotten curtsey or a spill during serving earned not just the cane but additional edging or plug time. One evening, after he had spoken in his old voice during a phone call with Amber (who had called to check on 'the sissy'), Janine had him bend over the sofa. She delivered twelve strokes across his plugged, caged arse, then made him kneel and edge himself with the vibrator for an hour while repeating apologies. 'You will learn,' she said calmly between strokes. 'The cage is forever until I decide otherwise. Disrespect it, and the consequences grow.'

Rewards, when given, were always twisted. After a full week of perfect service, she unlocked him for a 'special treat', not an orgasm, but a long, slow prostate massage with her finger while he was on all fours. He came in a sad, dribbling mess onto a towel, no pleasure in his caged cock, just the humiliating release. She immediately iced and relocked him. 'See? You don't need that cock anymore. Your body can find release in other ways, ways that remind you of your place.'

Public humiliation tests increased. Janine sent him to the corner shop in full femme attire, short skirt, blouse, light makeup, heels, cage and plug. He had to buy tampons 'for Mummy' in his soft voice, curtseying to the clerk. The stares and snickers were devastating, but he obeyed. When he returned, she inspected the bag and his state, laughing softly at his red face. 'Good sissy. The world is learning what you are. Soon, more of our circle will know too.'

Amber's role grew through descriptions. During one call, Janine had Jeff describe the cage while on speaker. 'Tell your daughter what happened before you were locked, sissy.' He recounted the details in his high voice while Amber giggled. 'That's so hot, Gran. Keep him locked.' Janine agreed, and later had him start a 'chastity journal' detailing every sensation and humiliation.

The journal became part of his training. Every evening, after chores, he sat at the small desk in his room (now decorated with feminine touches) and wrote in detail about the day's denials. 'Today the cage was especially tight after the vibrator session. I leaked through three pairs of panties. Mummy inspected me twice and tapped the plastic to remind me. I thought about what I had lost again. My old life was gone.' Janine read the entries, correcting grammar or adding comments like 'Good. More shame next time.'

Week three brought a new level of plug training. The large plug was introduced, stretching him more than before. Janine had him wear it for a full day of chores, including vacuuming and dusting while she watched. 'Walk with it, sissy. Feel how it fills you. The cage and plug together make you the perfect little servant, denied and used.' By evening, he was exhausted, the combination of physical stretch and mental denial leaving him pliant and obedient.

Edging sessions became more creative. One night, she had him lie on his back with the vibrator taped to the cage, set on low. She sat beside him, reading from a book while he twitched and leaked for over an hour. 'Don't you dare come,' she warned calmly. 'This is training in control. Your body belongs to me now.' When she finally turned it off, he was a mess of frustration, begging in his sissy voice.

By the fourth week, the acceptance was deeper. Jeff found himself automatically curtseying, speaking softly, and accepting the cage as normal. The memory was still vivid but now served as a tool for further submission. During one inspection, Janine had him describe it again while she held the key in front of him. 'Remember how good it felt? That's gone. This key is all that matters now. Beg for it if you want.' He begged, knowing it was futile, the shame mixing with reluctant gratitude for her control.

The month ended with a full review. Janine had him kneel and list everything he had learned; the cage's constant presence, the leaks, the plugs, the voice and makeup, the public tests, the journal. 'You've done well, sissy,' she said. 'The cage has changed you. Your cock is smaller, your mind more focused on service. This is only the beginning. Amber will see the results soon.' She rewarded him with a long edging session using her mouth on his balls again, teasing but never giving what he craved, before relocking.

Jeff was a different person. The cage was his reality, the memory of that final pleasure a constant ghost. Daily life was a cycle of service, denial, and deepening submission. He had nothing left of his old life, no control, no release, no manhood. Only Mummy's rules, her calm voice, and the pink plastic that defined him now. The training had worked; he was ready for whatever came next in his sissified, chaste existence.

Further into the training, Janine introduced variations on the teasing to keep Jeff's mind constantly occupied with his denial. One afternoon, she had him sit at her feet while she worked on her computer. She would occasionally reach down with her foot, pressing the toe of her shoe against the cage through his panties, applying just enough pressure to make him squirm and leak. 'Stay still, sissy,' she instructed without looking up. 'This is your new normal, constant, low-level reminders that you are locked and owned.' He spent an hour like that, the shoe occasionally rubbing or tapping, his breathing shallow as he fought the urge to push back against it. By the end, his panties were drenched, and she made him describe every sensation in his journal that night.

The memory was weaponized further in later sessions. During one particularly long edging night, she had him recount details while she used light touches on the cage and balls. 'Tell me again how it felt when I took you deep. How close you were when I stopped.' As he spoke, she pushed him to the edge, then pulled back. 'That was the last time. Now it's just this, memories and frustration. Say thank you for the cage.' He did, the words becoming a mantra as the denial wore him down.

Week five brought the introduction of a 'chastity schedule.' Janine posted a small chart in his room detailing expected leak times, edging sessions, and plug changes. He was required to log everything, when he leaked, how much, what he was doing when the frustration peaked. 'This will help you see the pattern,' she explained. 'Your body is learning to respond to denial. The cage is teaching it.' The chart became another tool of humiliation; she would review it with him weekly, commenting on entries like 'Leaked during vacuuming, good' or 'Begged during inspection, needs more training.'

Physical sensations of the cage evolved over time. Initially tight and noticeable, it became almost second nature, but never comfortable. Long periods of sitting made it press in new ways; walking made it swing slightly, a constant jiggle against his panties. At night, it could dig in if he moved wrong, waking him with a reminder. Janine encouraged him to 'embrace the discomfort' during meditations she had him do, kneeling, eyes closed, focusing only on the cage and plug while repeating affirmations. 'I am locked. I am denied. I am Mummy's sissy.'

More public tests followed. She had him run an errand to the post office in full sissy attire, including light makeup and the visible outline of the cage if his skirt shifted. The clerk had stared, and a woman in line had whispered to her friend. Jeff had to maintain his soft voice, lisp, and curtseys throughout. Upon returning, Janine rewarded the obedience with a long session reminding him of what he had lost while edging him with the vibrator. 'You did well being seen like that. The world knows a little more about what you are.'

Amber's visits started to include more direct involvement, though still secondary to Janine's control. During one, she watched as Janine inspected Jeff's cage and had him describe the memory. Amber laughed and added comments like 'You really gave him that last blowie before locking him? That's mean, and hot.' Jeff's shame was compounded by having to perform for both. Janine used the opportunity to reinforce the permanent nature; 'The cage stays on. No exceptions. His old cock is gone.'

Journal entries grew longer and more explicit as required. Janine had him write detailed accounts of his chastity experiences. 'Today I thought about what I had lost the whole time I was plugged and cleaning. The cage was so tight. I leaked during the dusting. Thank you for denying me.' She would edit them, adding notes like 'More detail on the shame.' Reading them aloud became a regular humiliation.

By the sixth week, the psychological shift was complete. Jeff no longer thought of the cage as temporary. It was his identity. That final memory fueled his submission rather than hope. Daily leaks, constant plugging, feminine routines, all felt normal. Janine noted the change with satisfaction during an inspection; 'You've accepted it fully now. Good sissy. The training is working. There's so much more to come.'

Additional specific scenes filled the days; a full day of 'silent service' where he could only communicate with gestures and curtsies while caged and plugged; a long session where she had him edge using only his mind and the memory while she watched; public walks in the garden where neighbours might see; phone sessions with Amber where he had to detail his current state. Each built on the last, layering denial upon denial.

The chapter closes with Jeff fully immersed. The cage defines him. That last act before it was the ultimate theft. His life is service, leaks, plugs, and calm commands from Mummy. He has nothing left, and as he kneels each night to write his journal, the words come easier; 'Thank you for the cage. Thank you for the training. I am yours.' The gradual process had succeeded; he was ready for the sissification and Amber's full participation that would follow.

The memory was revisited in creative ways. One evening, she had him watch a video she had recorded of the session while she used the vibrator on his cage in real time. 'See how eager you were? How you begged? Now watch it while you leak into the cage.' The combination of visual memory and current stimulation was devastating, pushing him to the edge multiple times without release. He had to narrate parts aloud in his sissy voice, adding to the humiliation.

Daily leaks were logged with increasing specificity. '10;15am, Leaked during dusting. Thought about what I lost. Cage tight.' '3;45pm, Major leak while plugged and vacuuming. Begged in my head for relief.' Janine reviewed these with a mix of amusement and approval, using them to adjust training. 'More leaks mean better conditioning. Good.' She would sometimes have him read the logs to her while edging, reinforcing the cycle of memory and denial.

Physical adaptations continued. The cage caused slight chafing at first, which Janine treated with cream during cleanings, turning even that into a teasing session. 'Sensitive little thing now, aren't you?' Over time, his skin adapted, but the psychological impact grew. He began to associate the cage with safety and purpose, without it, he felt lost; with it, he knew his role. This shift was exactly what Janine wanted.

Social elements expanded. A neighbour dropped by unexpectedly; Jeff had to answer in full sissy mode, cage and plug in place, explaining he was 'helping Mummy with chores.' The neighbour’s confused stare added to the shame. Later, Janine had him write about it in the journal and then recount it while she teased the cage with her foot. 'The world is seeing the real you. That was your goodbye to the old life.'

Amber's involvement deepened. During a visit, she helped Janine with an edging session, taking turns with the vibrator while they talked about Jeff's progress. 'He really remembers that, doesn't he?' Amber said with a laugh. Jeff had to agree, describing it again while denied. The two women laughed together at his desperation, cementing the dynamic.

Longer sessions tested his endurance. A full afternoon of 'chastity meditation', kneeling, plugged, caged, vibrator on low, forced to focus only on the denial and the memory of Janine's mouth. She would interrupt occasionally with questions; 'What did it feel like when I stopped? Say it.' Hours passed in a haze of frustration and acceptance.

By the later weeks, the chapter details every aspect; specific outfits and how the cage showed through them; meal times with the plug and cage making sitting uncomfortable; bedtime routines where Janine would tuck him in and remind him of what he had lost one last time before lights out. 'Sleep well, locked sissy. Dream of what you lost.'

The cumulative effect was profound. Jeff's existence revolved around the cage and denial. That last act had been the final pivot, pleasure stolen, replaced by permanent chastity. He had nothing left of his old life, yet found reluctant peace in serving Janine. The training succeeded; full acceptance of his locked, sissified role.


CHAPTER 8

Amber's visits had become more frequent since Janine had taken full control. The young woman seemed to thrive on the new dynamic in the house, arriving with a sparkle in her eye and a flirty energy that only heightened the tension. Jeff, now fully immersed in his sissy role, spent his days in frilly outfits, his cock locked away or on display depending on Janine's mood. The house had transformed into a space of constant subtle (and not so subtle) humiliation and control. Janine had grown more confident in her dominance, her calm, strict demeanour making every command feel inevitable and terrifyingly erotic.

On this particular afternoon, Amber arrived unannounced, letting herself in with the spare key Janine had given her. She found her grandmother in the living room, dressed in a tight black satin pencil skirt that hugged her wide hips and round bottom, paired with a deep purple satin blouse that strained slightly over her large G-cup breasts. Stockings and high heels completed the look, making Janine look every inch the powerful, sensual matriarch she had become. Jeff was on his knees in the corner, wearing a short pink satin maid dress that barely covered his lace-trimmed panties, a collar around his neck, and a plug visibly outlined under the fabric. He was polishing the floor with a small cloth, his movements slow and deliberate under the weight of constant supervision.

'Gran!' Amber called out cheerfully, dropping her bag and striding in. She wore a short skirt and tight top that showed off her youthful figure, her eyes immediately going to Jeff. 'Oh, look at him. Still in his little outfits. Hi, Daddy,' she added with a mocking giggle, using the term to further demean him. Jeff's face flushed red, but he kept his eyes down, not daring to speak without permission.

Janine smiled, rising to embrace her granddaughter. The hug was warm, but Amber's hands lingered, sliding down Janine's back to give her arse a playful squeeze. 'You look incredible as always. That skirt really shows off your curves.' Janine chuckled, a low sound that carried a hint of the arousal she felt at Amber's touch. 'Thank you, love. And you look lovely yourself. Come, sit. Jeff, bring us some tea. On your knees, of course.'

Jeff scurried to comply, his movements restricted by the plug and the short dress. As he prepared the tea in the kitchen, the two women settled on the sofa, chatting casually at first about Amber's day, the weather, small things. But the conversation soon turned to Jeff and the household dynamic. Amber's eyes sparkled with mischief as she watched him return with the tray, crawling on his knees to serve them without spilling a drop.

'He's getting better at this,' Amber observed, taking her cup. 'But you know, Gran, there's something I never mentioned before. Something that might explain a lot about why Dad was so... repressed.' Janine raised an eyebrow, sipping her tea calmly, her hand resting on Amber's knee in a gesture that was both maternal and possessive. 'Oh? And what might that be, dear?'

Amber leaned in, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial tone, though loud enough for Jeff to hear from his position on the floor. 'Dad never knew how to do oral on Mum. He never made her come through oral, not once. He was completely useless at it. Mum told me once, when we were talking about the affair. She said he was awkward and selfish about it, always rushing or not paying attention no matter how she tried to guide him. Can you believe that? Twenty years, and she never got any real pleasure from him that way.'

Janine's expression shifted subtly. Her eyes narrowed, and a flush crept up her neck, not from embarrassment but from a sudden, intense anger mixed with excitement. She set her cup down with deliberate care, her voice remaining low and controlled, but with an edge that made the air in the room crackle. 'Is that so?' She turned her gaze to Jeff, who was still on his knees, frozen in place, his face pale under the makeup he was sometimes forced to wear. 'Jeff. Come here. Now.'

The command was calm, but the underlying steel in it was unmistakable. Jeff crawled forward immediately, his heart pounding with a mix of fear and that familiar, shameful arousal that had become his constant companion. He knew that tone. It meant trouble. He positioned himself at Janine's feet, head bowed, the short dress riding up to expose the frilly edges of his panties and the base of the plug.

Janine reached down and grabbed a handful of his hair, pulling his head back so he had to look at her. Her grip was firm but not cruel, her expression a mask of calm fury. 'You never knew how to do oral on your wife? Never made her come through oral, not once? You were completely useless at it, while you were busy begging for your own little humiliations and pushing her into cuckolding and other things instead? You left her unsatisfied in the ways that mattered, turning everything into your fantasy.' Her voice was quiet, each word precise and cutting. Amber watched with wide eyes, a slow smile spreading across her face as she saw the shift in her grandmother. Janine was getting excited; Amber could see it in the way her breathing had quickened, her large breasts rising and falling under the satin blouse, her free hand clenching slightly on her thigh.

'Mummy, I... I'm sorry,' Jeff stammered, his voice trembling. The confession from Amber had blindsided him, dredging up old guilt mixed with the new layers of submission. He had never known how to do oral with Linda; he was always awkward and selfish about it, never paying attention or figuring out what she liked, and his submissive side had always pulled him toward his own fantasies instead. Now, facing Janine's anger, it all came rushing back.

Janine released his hair and stood, towering over him in her heels. 'Sorry isn't good enough. Amber, fetch the cane from the sideboard. And the crop. We're going to teach him a lesson in what real satisfaction looks like, since you were so useless at oral with your wife.' Amber jumped up eagerly, her own excitement palpable. She retrieved the items, handing the cane to Janine and keeping the crop for herself, her fingers brushing Janine's as she did so. The touch sent a visible shiver through Janine, her eyes darkening with arousal as she looked at her granddaughter.

'Strip him,' Janine ordered, her voice still calm but laced with that scary intensity. Amber moved behind Jeff, yanking down his panties and pulling the maid dress over his head, leaving him naked except for the collar, stockings, and the plug still lodged in his arse. She gave his bottom a hard slap with her hand, laughing as he yelped. 'Look at this pathetic thing. Never even tried to give Mum what she needed. Time to pay for that, Daddy.'

Janine sat back down on the sofa, spreading her legs slightly in the tight skirt. She pulled Jeff over her lap with surprising strength, positioning his bare bottom up. 'Count them,' she said, raising the cane. The first strike landed with a sharp crack across both cheeks, leaving a vivid red line. Jeff cried out, the pain sharp and immediate. 'One, Mummy!' Amber watched, biting her lip, her hand sliding under her own skirt to touch herself as she observed Janine's face. The older woman's eyes were alight with a fierce excitement, her cheeks flushed, her nipples visibly hard through the satin blouse.

The caning continued, each stroke precise and measured, Janine pausing between them to run her hand over the welts, soothing them lightly before the next. Jeff's conflicting emotions were on full display; he sobbed from the pain and humiliation, tears streaking his face, but his cock was rock hard, leaking pre-cum onto Janine's skirt. The plug shifted with each impact, sending unwanted jolts of pleasure through him. 'Please, Mummy, it hurts,' he begged, but there was an undercurrent of need in his voice that he couldn't hide.

Amber, not to be left out, joined in with the crop, delivering lighter but stinging strikes to his thighs and the backs of his legs while Janine focused on his arse. 'This is for turning even the anal sex with Mum into your own pathetic fantasies and then pushing for oral and cuckolding instead,' Amber taunted, her voice breathy. 'You pathetic sissy. Look how hard you are from being punished. You love this.' With each strike, Amber's own arousal grew; she could see Janine getting more and more excited, her free hand now openly cupping one of her large breasts, squeezing it as she caned him.

After a dozen strokes from each, Janine's breathing was heavier, her eyes gleaming. She pushed Jeff off her lap onto the floor. 'Enough of that for now. It's time you learned how to properly please a woman the way you should have with your wife. You'll learn from me.' She stood, hiking up her skirt to reveal the black lacy knickers underneath, then pushed them down her thighs and stepped out of them. Her pussy was wet, glistening with arousal, the lips swollen and pink. She turned, bending slightly, presenting her arse. 'Lick my arse first. Start slow. Use your tongue flat, then push inside. And don't you dare stop until I tell you. Then the pussy.'

Jeff, still crying softly from the punishment, hesitated for only a moment before leaning in. The scent of her arousal was strong, musky and feminine. He extended his tongue, licking tentatively at first, then with more pressure as Janine guided him. 'That's it... oh, yes. Right there.' Her voice was husky now, the calm facade cracking slightly under the waves of pleasure. She looked over at Amber, who was watching with rapt attention, her own hand moving faster under her skirt. 'Come here, love. Sit with me. Let me touch you while he works.'

Amber moved eagerly, sitting beside Janine on the sofa. Janine pulled her close, one hand sliding under Amber's top to cup and squeeze her breast, thumb circling the nipple. 'Feel how wet I am already,' Janine murmured, guiding Amber's hand between her legs to feel where Jeff's tongue was working. Amber moaned, leaning in to kiss Janine's neck, then her lips. Their kiss was deep and passionate, tongues tangling as Janine continued to play with Amber's breasts, pinching and rolling the nipples, her excitement building visibly. 'God, Gran, this is so hot,' Amber gasped between kisses. 'Watching you like this... making him lick you after we punished him.'

Janine broke the kiss, her face flushed, eyes half-lidded with pleasure. 'Harder, Jeff. Tongue my arse deeper. Use your fingers inside my pussy.' She slapped his face lightly when he fumbled, the sound sharp. 'Not like that. In and out, curl them. Learn properly.' Jeff obeyed, tears still on his cheeks, but his cock was throbbing, the humiliation and the sounds of the two women kissing above him driving him wild despite the pain in his arse from the caning. He could hear Janine's moans growing louder, feel her thighs trembling around his head.

Amber, getting more aroused by the second, pulled back slightly to watch. 'Let me have a turn soon. I want to see if he's any good.' Janine nodded, pulling Amber's top off and attacking her breasts with her mouth, sucking and biting gently at the nipples while Jeff continued his oral service. 'Yes... oh, that's better, boy. Keep going.' Her excitement was palpable; she was grinding against his face now, one hand in his hair holding him in place, the other busy with Amber's body. The contrast between her strict punishment moments ago and this sensual, excited play was intoxicating.

After several minutes, Janine pulled Jeff back by the hair. 'Enough for now. Amber, your turn. Sit on the edge here.' Amber quickly positioned herself, spreading her legs, her skirt hiked up, knickers pushed aside. Her pussy was wet and ready. Janine pushed Jeff forward. 'Lick her. Same as you did me. And if you do it wrong, I'll cane you again.'

Jeff hesitated, tears welling in his eyes. 'No... please, no,' he begged, his voice breaking as he started to cry. 'I genuinely can't... not with Amber... I just can't.' His body shook with sobs, the humiliation overwhelming him. Janine slapped his face sharply, the sound cracking through the room. Amber followed with another slap from the other side. 'Get on with it,' Janine said coldly. 'Or else we'll really beat you. The cane will be the least of it if you refuse.' 'Do it, Daddy,' Amber added, her voice firm but excited. 'Lick me or we'll make you regret it even more.' Jeff, still crying, reluctantly leaned in and began licking Amber. She tasted different, younger, sweeter somehow. Her reactions were more vocal. 'Oh fuck, yes. Right there. Suck it.' As he worked, Janine moved behind Amber on the sofa, reaching around to play with her breasts again, squeezing and pinching. 'That's it, love. Enjoy it. Make him earn it.' She kissed Amber's neck, then turned her head to capture her lips in another deep kiss. Their tongues danced as Janine continued fondling Amber's tits, her own arousal growing as she watched Jeff's head between Amber's legs.

The scene escalated quickly. Janine slipped one hand down to rub Amber's clit while Jeff licked, their fingers sometimes brushing. 'He's not bad when he tries,' Amber panted, grinding against his face. 'But he needs practice. Make him go deeper.' Janine obliged, pushing Jeff's head harder. The two women kissed passionately again, hands roaming each other's bodies, Janine squeezing Amber's breasts, Amber reaching back to fondle Janine's. 'I love this,' Amber whispered against Janine's lips. 'You getting so excited... it turns me on so much.' Janine moaned in agreement, her excitement evident in the way she was rubbing herself against Amber's back, her skirt pushed up.

They didn't stop at oral. Janine pulled Amber onto her lap facing her, and the two began grinding together, with Jeff's face still involved, he was made to lick their arses and pussies as they moved. The room filled with the sounds of wet flesh, moans, and the occasional slap as Janine corrected Jeff with her hand or the crop Amber handed her. 'Lick my arse faster. Use your tongue inside,' Janine commanded, her voice breathy with pleasure. Amber came first, crying out as she ground against Janine's thigh and Jeff's tongue, her body shaking. 'Gran... fuck, yes!'

Janine followed soon after, pulling Amber into a tight embrace, kissing her deeply while Jeff was forced to lap up her juices. 'Good boy,' she praised through the haze of orgasm, but there was still that edge of strictness. 'Now clean us both properly.' The two women kissed and touched for a long time after, exploring each other with hands and mouths, Janine sucking on Amber's nipples, Amber fingering Janine to another orgasm, their bodies intertwined on the sofa while Jeff knelt nearby, watching, his own denied cock aching.

Later, as the evening wore on, they moved to the bedroom. Jeff was made to watch from the floor, still in his sissy attire, as Janine and Amber made love more intimately. Janine lay back, and Amber climbed on top, their pussies grinding together in a slow, sensual scissor. 'Watch him,' Janine said to Amber, her voice thick. 'See how hard he is? How he wants this but can't have it.' Amber moaned, leaning down to suck on Janine's breast. 'It's so hot. You playing with me like this... I get why you love the power.' They came together again, bodies slick with sweat, kissing deeply as waves of pleasure rolled through them.

Jeff's emotions were a whirlwind; the lingering pain from the caning, the deep humiliation of being used and ignored, the arousal that refused to fade despite his shame, and a strange, twisted sense of belonging in this new world where his mother and daughter were bonding over his submission. He cried softly at times, but his cock betrayed him, twitching at every moan, every kiss, every command directed at him.

As night fell, they didn't stop. Amber spent the night, and the two women continued their explorations, using Jeff as needed, for oral, for fetching toys, for watching and learning. Janine was insatiable, her excitement at playing with Amber fuelling a long night of sex that left them both sated and glowing. Jeff was left in his corner at times, plugged and denied, the perfect sissy witness to their passion.

The two women leaned in for another long, passionate kiss above him, tongues meeting, hands still exploring each other's bodies, Janine cupping Amber's arse, Amber squeezing Janine's heavy tits. 'I love playing with you like this,' Amber whispered against Janine's lips. 'It turns me on so much when you get excited. We should punish him more often if it leads to this.' Janine chuckled softly, the sound warm and aroused. 'We will, love. He needs to see what he's missing. What he never gave.' They kissed again, slower, savouring, while Jeff continued his cleanup duties below, his conflicting emotions, deep shame, physical pain from the caning, and persistent, unwanted arousal, leaving him trembling and broken.

The night wound down with more gentle touches and kisses between the women, Jeff left in his corner to reflect on his inadequacies. Janine's excitement at the intimate play with Amber had been the highlight, her dominance blending seamlessly with sensual pleasure, creating a deeply erotic and humiliating experience for all involved. The detailed scenes had cemented the new family dynamic, with plenty of sex, control, and emotional intensity.

By the time Amber left the next morning, promising to return soon, the bond between her and Janine had deepened through the shared excitement and sex. 'That was amazing, Gran. We should do that more. Make him watch us fuck while he suffers.' Janine smiled, still calm but glowing. 'We will, love. He needs to see what he's missing.' Jeff, from his corner, could only nod when ordered to thank them. The night had been filled with detailed, explicit sex, highlighting Janine's growing excitement at playing with Amber, the punishment for his past inadequacies, and the ongoing sissification and humiliation.


CHAPTER 9

Weeks had passed since the intense night of punishment and discovery where Amber had revealed Jeff's failure to effectively perform oral on Linda, leading to the brutal caning and the subsequent oral training that had left him broken and the women bonded in their dominance. The household had settled into a darker, more intense rhythm. Jeff was now almost permanently dressed in sissy maid dresses. Short, frilly pink or purple satin maid dresses with white aprons and lace trim barely covered his caged cock and plugged arse. Matching satin knickers, often embroidered with 'Sissy' or 'Property of Mummy', a corset for restriction, locked collar with leash option, and heels completed the humiliating ensemble. The dresses flared out to reveal sheer stockings and garter straps.

Jeff's days were a blur of menial tasks; cleaning on his hands and knees, polishing floors with a cloth in his mouth if Janine felt particularly cruel, serving tea or meals on a tray while curtseying, dusting high shelves that required him to stretch and expose himself. The dresses were impractical and degrading, riding up constantly and leaving him feeling exposed and ridiculous. His skin chafed from the constant satin and lace, and the plug in his arse was now a permanent fixture, removed only for pegging sessions or deep cleaning. The cock cage was checked daily, sometimes tightened further. He had lost all sense of time or autonomy, no longer thinking of himself as 'Jeff' but as 'the sissy', 'the maid', or 'Mummy's toy'.

The beatings had escalated dramatically to daily rituals of hard BDSM. Janine had introduced more severe implements; a thick leather belt, a cat-o'-nine-tails with knotted ends, a heavy wooden paddle, a bullwhip, a single-tail whip, and a heavy flogger with metal tips. Jeff would be stripped or left in torn dress, bent over a bench or sofa arm, wrists and ankles cuffed. Janine would start slow in her calm, strict voice; 'Count them, sissy. Thank Mummy for each one. This is what happens when you fail to please.' As the session progressed, her excitement built. The first strokes raised immediate welts. Jeff sobbed counts and thanks. The cat-o'-nine-tails bit deep, sometimes drawing blood. Janine paused to press marks; 'Look at these stripes. Such a pretty pattern on my sissy's arse. Pain will teach you what words cannot.' Amber participated eagerly, her strikes harder and erratic, taunting; 'This is for never fucking Mum like a real man. For being such a worthless sissy.' Sessions left his body a map of welts, bruises, and cuts. Despite agony, submission deepened; endorphins, prostate stimulation from the plug, and psychological breaking sometimes led to ruined orgasms or helpless leaking. He hated the pain and shame but craved the structure and attention.

Pegging had become central, introduced shortly after the oral training and quickly escalating. Janine started with a modest 6-inch dildo, lubed sparingly, bent Jeff over after a whipping. 'This is your new purpose, sissy. Your arse is for taking cock now, since you couldn't give it to your wife.' Thrusts started slow then brutal, hitting prostate, forcing whimpers. She came via vibrator, made him clean the strap-on with his mouth. Larger dildos followed; 8 inches, 10 with ridges and knots. Often after whipping to redden the arse first. Jeff begged and chanted thanks even through tears. Amber joined during visits, strapping on her own (sometimes hot pink for humiliation), taking turns or double pegging, laughing at his cries. One memorable session had Amber pegging doggy-style while Janine caned his back simultaneously, bloody welts and painful stretching leaving him collapsed, dress torn and stained.

Dressing was a ritual of submission. Janine inspected him, twisting the plug, then supervised; knickers (sissyish with embroidery hugging the cage), padded bra for small 'breasts', stockings and garter, dress zipped up the back by her, heels last. 'Thank you, Mummy, for dressing her sissy.' Jeff curtsied. Days involved endless degrading chores in the short outfits; scrubbing floors on hands and knees exposing plugged arse, stretching in heels for dusting with dress riding up, polishing with mouth cloth, serving with perfect curtseys and high submissive voice. At night, slept in the dress or nightie, plug in or larger for training. Showers supervised.

One particularly brutal session combined everything after Jeff fumbled a curtsey. Bound face-down, first 40 strokes of the single-tail whip across arse, thighs, back; welts raised and bleeding, screams hoarse. Then Janine pegged with the largest knotted 11-inch toy, thrusting brutally, knot popping in and out. Prostate hits mixed pain with unwanted pleasure, caged cock leaking. Amber joined with a ribbed toy for double penetration. 'Feel that, sissy? Two cocks in your worthless hole.' They fucked hard; Janine came, then more caning for hands-free spurt without permission. 'Bad sissy... Now clean us both.' He licked strap-ons and their bodies, face shiny with tears, spit, cum. Left bound and gaping awhile, plug reinserted, while women kissed over him excitedly.

Amber's visits intensified the dynamic. She arrived with new ideas or toys, flirty sadism complementing Janine's calm brutality. They laughed together, kissed over his back, hands on each other while using him. 'Look at him take it. He's getting hard in his cage from the pain. Such a pain slut.' Their shared dominance and taboo fuelled the brutality. Janine remained the calm centre, strict voice unwavering, excitement in flushed skin and quickened breath.

Over the weeks, the routine became his world; mornings dressing and chores, afternoons light reminders, evenings full brutality with or without Amber. His body adapted slightly, arse taking largest toys, skin scarred, but escalation never stopped. Jeff's mind fractured; pain constant (sitting agony, hobbling walk), humiliation total (dresses, chores, begging, cleanups). Yet the structure, endorphins, prostate pleasure, and breaking made him crave it in a sick way; he looked forward to sessions. Submission neared permanent. 'This is my purpose,' he repeated. 'To be Mummy and Amber's sissy, to take their beatings and their cocks.' The sissification, beatings, and pegging had transformed him completely. There was no going back. He was theirs, broken, owned, and exactly where he belonged.

As the days blurred into weeks of unyielding routine, Janine decided to take a more personal hand in crafting Jeff's sissy existence. She revealed one morning that she had taken up sewing specifically for him. Bolts of shiny pink satin, soft white lace, stiff tulle for layers of petticoats, delicate ribbons in pastel shades, and even some printed fabrics with tiny hearts or the word 'Sissy' repeated across them were laid out on the dining table. 'Mummy is going to make you the poofiest, most ridiculous sissy maid outfits imaginable,' she declared in her calm, strict tone while Jeff stood before her in his current short dress, heels clicking as he shifted uncomfortably. She measured him thoroughly and degradingly, running the tape around his corseted waist, over the padded bra area for 'breasts', down his thighs, and even cupping the cage through the knickers to note the bulge for custom fit. 'These skirts will be so short and flared that everyone will see your plugged arse and caged little clitty with every curtsey.'

The sewing sessions began in earnest. Janine spent hours at the machine, the whirring sound filling the house as she created new pieces. Jeff was often required to watch or assist in small ways, holding fabric or fetching thread while dressed in his maid uniform. She made several new dresses; one in hot pink satin with multiple layers of white tulle petticoats that made the skirt stick out horizontally, ensuring it would flip up at the slightest movement to expose everything beneath. Another featured a low-cut bodice with ruffled lace that emphasized his fake cleavage, and a third in baby blue with enormous bows at the waist and hem. The knickers were particularly sissyish, some with ruffles across the bottom like a baby's diaper cover, others with 'Mummy's Property' or 'Sissy Hole' embroidered in sparkly letters. Stockings with lace tops and garters were paired with them. Jeff's face burned with humiliation as she held up each finished piece for his inspection, making him curtsey and thank her for each one. 'Thank you, Mummy, for making me even more of a sissy.'

But it wasn't enough for her to sew for him alone. Janine announced that he would learn to make his own sissy clothes. 'A good maid should be able to maintain and create her own frilly wardrobe,' she said. She set up the sewing area in the living room and forced Jeff to sit on a low, backless stool in full regalia, his shortest pink dress, petticoats flaring, heels planted wide for stability. The lessons were painstaking and degrading. He learned to cut patterns for simple A-line skirts first, his manicured nails struggling with the scissors through the satin. Mistakes were met with sharp corrections; a crooked seam earned a slap to his thigh or a tug on the plug. 'Concentrate, sissy. These poofy pink satin skirts need perfect ruffles or you'll be wearing them while bent over the bench for extra punishment.'

Progressing to full outfits, Jeff was taught to sew gathered skirts with multiple tiers of tulle for maximum poof. Janine stood over him, guiding his hands on the machine, her body close, the scent of her perfume mixing with his sweat and the faint smell of his leaking cage. He made pink satin skirts that were ridiculously full, designed to bounce and sway with every step, the layers designed to flip up easily during chores or beatings. Lace trim was added to hems and bodices. Bows were sewn on, large, floppy ones at the back of the waist that drew attention to his plugged arse. He even learned to make matching accessories; sissy bonnets or headbands with ribbons, and more embroidered knickers. The process was slow; his fingers bled from needle pricks, which Janine made him suck clean. 'Good girls learn domestic skills,' she would say. 'Now try the petticoat again. Poofier this time.'

The teaching sessions often turned into extended humiliations. Amber sometimes joined to watch or 'help,' laughing as Jeff fumbled with the foot pedal in his heels, the dress riding up as he leaned over the machine. 'Look at Daddy sewing his own sissy skirts like a good little seamstress,' she would tease, snapping photos on her phone for 'later use.' When a piece came out wrong, too tight in the crotch or uneven ruffles, Janine would make him wear the flawed item immediately, the tight satin digging into his cage or the uneven flare causing constant readjustment. 'You'll wear this until you fix it properly,' she said. He spent entire afternoons in these poofy creations, the layers of tulle making sitting or bending a constant reminder of his sissification. The clothes were all designed for maximum exposure and restriction, the satin cool and slippery against his marked skin from previous beatings.

One evening after a particularly frustrating sewing lesson where he had ruined a length of pink satin and been made to stand in the corner with the ruined fabric pinned to his dress like a dunce cap, Amber arrived with a mischievous glint in her eye. 'Gran, the sissy looks so domestic in his new skills. Let's reward him with some proper training.' They led him to the punishment room, stripping him down to just the cage, stockings, garter, and collar for the session. Both women strapped on their harnesses with large dildos; Janine's a thick, veined ten-inch black one, Amber's a bright pink ribbed version of similar girth. Jeff was positioned on all fours on the padded bench, his arse presented, plug removed and hole already slick from earlier preparation.

The spitroast began immediately. Amber gripped his hair and thrust her dildo into his mouth without warning, forcing it deep until he gagged, drool spilling down his chin and onto the bench. 'Suck it properly, Daddy. Show us how much you love cock now.' She pumped his face roughly, the head hitting the back of his throat with each stroke, making him choke and his eyes water. At the same time, Janine positioned herself behind him, pressing the head of her dildo against his arsehole and driving it in with one powerful thrust. 'Take Mummy's cock in your sissy hole while you suck Amber's,' she commanded in her calm voice, her hips snapping forward to bury it to the hilt. The two women established a rhythm, fucking him from both ends simultaneously. His body rocked between them, the dildos stretching his mouth and arse painfully, the double violation leaving him moaning around the silicone in his throat.

They did not go easy. Amber slapped his face repeatedly as she fucked his mouth, open-handed smacks that stung his cheeks and made him whimper. 'Open wider, you pathetic sissy. Take it deeper.' Each slap timed with a thrust. Janine slapped his arse and the backs of his thighs hard, her gloved hand leaving bright red prints on the already marked skin, occasionally reaching under to slap his caged cock and balls, sending jolts of pain through him. The room filled with the wet sounds of the dildos plunging in and out, Jeff's gagging and muffled sobs, and the women's occasional moans of pleasure from the harness pressure against their clits. They switched ends once, Amber moving behind to peg him with the ribbed toy while Janine took his mouth, forcing him to taste his own arse on the dildo. 'Clean it up, sissy,' Janine said as she thrust. Slaps continued throughout, on his face, his plugged or newly fucked arse, his thighs, and his sensitive caged parts.

After the spitroast left him gasping and sore, drool and lube mixing on his face and thighs, Amber pulled back with a wicked smile. 'Gran, I have an idea to really mark our toy. Something new.' She unstrapped her harness and positioned herself over Jeff, who was still on all fours, trembling. 'Time to piss on my father properly,' she announced, using the term 'father' or 'Daddy' with mocking emphasis. Before he could react, she let go, a hot stream of urine splashing across his back, his arse, and down between his legs. It soaked into the remnants of his dress if any was left, ran over the cage, and pooled on the floor. The acrid smell filled the air. Jeff froze in shock, the warm liquid running over his welts and fresh bruises from the slapping. Amber aimed higher, directing some onto his face and into his open, panting mouth. 'Drink it, Daddy. Taste what your little girl gives you.'

Janine watched with growing interest, her eyes darkening with arousal at the new level of degradation. 'Amber, that's... inventive,' she said, her voice still calm but laced with excitement. Amber encouraged her. 'Try it, Gran. Mark him as ours completely.' Janine hesitated only a moment, then stepped forward, pulling down her own clothing. She too urinated on Jeff, the stream hitting his shoulders, his plugged or gaping hole area, and his caged cock. The combined piss soaked him thoroughly, running down his legs, making him slip slightly on the wet floor. Jeff's mind reeled; the humiliation was overwhelming, the warm wetness a new violation. He had endured so much, but this crossed a line in his head. As the streams subsided, he couldn't hold back. 'No! That's too far! You can't do that to me!' he shouted, his voice hoarse from the throat fucking, anger flaring through the submission. 'I'm not your fucking toilet!'

The anger was a mistake. Both women straightened, expressions shifting from amusement to cold dominance. 'How dare you speak to us like that, sissy,' Janine said quietly, the scary edge in her voice more pronounced than usual. 'You forget your place.' Amber laughed darkly. 'Oh, he's angry now? Time for a real lesson.' They bound him tightly face-down on the bench, wrists and ankles secured, his piss-soaked body exposed. Janine selected the single-tail whip, the long, vicious implement she reserved for the worst infractions. She started without preamble, laying into him with full force. The first stroke cracked across his back like lightning, raising an immediate welt that split the skin. Blood beaded almost instantly. Jeff screamed, the pain far beyond the usual beatings.

The whipping was extremely brutal. Janine laid stripe after stripe across his back, arse, and thighs with the single-tail, each impact drawing fresh blood. Welts rose purple and red, many splitting open and trickling crimson down his sides and legs. She moved methodically, covering every inch, the whistle and crack echoing. 'This is for your insolence. For forgetting who owns you.' Amber joined with the cat-o'-nine-tails, the knotted tails biting into his shoulders and upper back, tearing more skin. Blood splattered lightly with the harder swings. Jeff sobbed and screamed the counts through tears and snot. 'One... thank you, Mummy! Two... it hurts!' By twenty, his voice was breaking; by thirty, he was incoherent, body jerking against the bonds, the piss on his skin mixing with sweat and blood. The women did not stop until his back was a bloody mess of crisscrossing cuts and deep welts, some still oozing.

When the whipping finally paused, Jeff was left gasping, his body shaking, blood dripping onto the bench. But they were not done. Amber moved to his front, or rather his exposed front as they flipped or adjusted him slightly for access. 'Now for the balls,' she said gleefully. With Jeff still bound, they took turns kicking him squarely in the caged cock and balls. Amber went first, her shoe connecting with a sickening thud against the metal and flesh beneath. Jeff howled in agony, the pain exploding through his groin, radiating up into his stomach. 'Please! No more!' They ignored him. Janine kicked next, her foot slamming into the cage repeatedly, five, ten times in succession. Each impact made the cage rattle, his balls swell and throb inside the restricted space. Tears streamed down his face as he writhed, the earlier whipping marks burning against the bench with every movement. The CBT was merciless, designed to break any remaining resistance.

The brutality had a profound effect on the women. As Jeff lay sobbing brokenly on the floor after being released from the bench, his body a wreck of blood, piss, welts, and bruised genitals, they looked at each other with unmistakable arousal. The sight of his complete devastation, the sounds of his pain, the power they held, turned them on intensely. Janine pulled Amber close, kissing her deeply, hands roaming. 'Look at what we've done to him,' she murmured. They began to fuck each other right there, ignoring Jeff for the moment except as background. Janine pushed Amber against the wall, dropping to her knees to eat her pussy with enthusiasm, Amber's hands in her hair. Then they moved to the floor nearby, scissoring, grinding their wet pussies together, moaning and gasping in pleasure. Strap-ons were reapplied at one point, one fucking the other while they kissed passionately over Jeff's prone form. Their orgasms were loud and genuine, fuelled by the taboo and the suffering they had inflicted.

Meanwhile, Jeff lay on the cold, piss-slick floor in a heap, his new poofy dress remnants or what was left of his outfit torn and stained with blood, urine, and cum from earlier leaks. He sobbed hard, great wracking cries that shook his battered body. The pain from the whipping was white-hot across his back, the cuts stinging fiercely; his balls throbbed with every heartbeat from the repeated kicks, swollen and aching inside the cage. The humiliation of the piss, the spitroast, the slaps, everything crashed down. 'Why, Mummy?' he whined through the tears, his voice small and broken. 'Why would you do this to me? I don't want this, please stop. Please, I can't take it anymore.' He curled into a ball, crying openly, the words spilling out in desperate, snotty pleas. 'It hurts so much... the blood... my balls... why, Mummy? Why Amber? I don't want this...'

The women heard him but did not stop their own pleasure. They laughed as they continued fucking, the sound cruel and amused. Janine glanced over while Amber fingered her roughly. 'Listen to him beg,' she said with a smile. Amber giggled, thrusting harder against her. 'So pathetic. Crying like a baby after a little piss and a whipping.' They climaxed together, bodies shuddering, then approached Jeff where he lay. Janine crouched down, lifting his chin with a finger despite the mess. 'We never will stop, sissy,' she said calmly, her voice steady even after orgasm. 'This is what you really want. Deep down, you need this. You need Mummy and Amber to break you, to use you, to mark you however we please. The anger, the begging, it only proves how much you belong to us.' Amber kicked his thigh lightly for emphasis. 'Yeah, Daddy. This is your life now. Get used to it. Or don't. We don't care. We'll keep going anyway.'

They left him there for a long while, still sobbing quietly on the floor, to reflect on his place. Eventually, Janine ordered him to clean up the mess, licking what he could from the floor, wiping the blood and piss with rags in his mouth, before dressing him in one of the new poofy pink satin creations he had helped sew. The layers stuck to his wounds uncomfortably. 'Good sissy. Now thank us for teaching you.' Jeff, broken and exhausted, whispered the words through fresh tears. 'Thank you, Mummy. Thank you, Amber.' The routine resumed the next day, but the memory of the piss, the blood, the CBT, and their laughter lingered as a new depth of submission took hold. There was no going back; they had made that abundantly clear.


CHAPTER 10

Jeff's nights were spent in a state of complete babyish helplessness. He slept in a larger baby's cot positioned at the foot of Janine's bed, its bars making him feel like an oversized infant. Each evening, after his chores and any sessions, Janine would dress him for bed in a shiny pink satin romper that fastened between his legs, covering his caged cock and the plug in his arse while the short legs and puffed sleeves added to the ridiculous, sissy appearance. Soft white satin mittens were locked onto his hands, preventing him from using his fingers or removing anything himself. A matching satin bonnet was tied securely under his chin, framing his face in frills. To complete the ensemble, a large dummy was placed in his mouth and secured with buckles and straps around his head that he could not undo due to the mittens. Janine would buckle it in place with a click, leaving him unable to spit it out or call out. He would be lifted or guided into the cot, the side raised, and left there to suck on the dummy as he fell asleep, the satin rustling and the confinement reinforcing his total submission and regression.

The weeks following the brutal escalation of pegging and whippings had left Jeff in a state of near-total submission. His life was now a relentless cycle of sissy servitude. He was almost permanently dressed in the frilly, short satin maid dresses that he or Janine had sewn or acquired for him. There were several in rotation; baby pink with white lace aprons and petticoats that flared out to expose his caged cock and plugged arse with every movement; hot purple with ruffles that made him look like a caricature of femininity; black with white trim for when Janine wanted him to look 'elegant' while serving. Each dress was paired with matching satin knickers that hugged his cage, sheer stockings held by garter belts, padded bras that gave him the illusion of small breasts, and high heels that forced a mincing, humiliating walk. The dresses were deliberately too short, barely covering the tops of his thighs, ensuring constant exposure. A locked collar around his neck completed the look, often with a leash when Janine or Amber wanted to lead him.

Daily life was a parade of degradation. Mornings started with Janine waking him from the larger baby's cot at the foot of her bed. He lay there dressed in the shiny pink satin romper that fastened between his legs over his caged cock and plug. 'Up, sissy maid,' she would say in that calm, strict voice that brooked no argument as she unbuckled the dummy and removed the bonnet and mittens. He would rise, the romper already rumpled from sleep, and perform his inspection; bending over to show his plugged hole, curtseying while thanking her for the 'privilege' of serving. Then, after changing into one of his frilly maid dresses, came the chores; scrubbing floors on his hands and knees, the dress riding up to flash everything; dusting high shelves that required stretching and exposing his arse; serving tea or meals with perfect curtseys and high-pitched 'Yes, Mummy' responses. The plug was a constant presence, stretching him, a reminder of the pegging sessions. The cage kept him denied, leaking pathetically into the satin knickers.

Janine had been watching his progress with that same calm satisfaction. The beatings, the pegging, the permanent sissy attire had broken him down beautifully. But she wanted more. She wanted him to look the part completely, inside and out. One morning, after a particularly intense session where Amber had joined for a double pegging followed by a savage whipping that left his arse and back a mass of welts, Janine sat him down at the kitchen table. Jeff was still in his pink maid dress, knees aching from the heels, the plug shifting uncomfortably.

'Jeff,' she said, using his old name deliberately to make the contrast sting, 'Mummy has decided it's time for some permanent changes. You've been such a good sissy lately, taking your punishments and your peggings so well. But your body still looks too... male in some ways. We're going to fix that.' She placed a small bottle of pills and a box of syringes on the table. 'Hormones. Oestrogen pills every day, and injections twice a week. They'll make your skin softer, your body more feminine. Your breasts will grow a little, your hips will widen, and that useless little cock of yours will shrink even more. You'll look even more like the sissy maid you are.'

Jeff stared at the items, horror flooding him. The conflicting emotions hit hard; fear of the changes, shame at how his body reacted with a twitch in the cage, a deep submissive part that thrilled at the idea of becoming even more hers. 'Mummy, please... I don't want, ' he started, but Janine cut him off with a raised hand, her voice calm but with that scary edge.

'You don't get to want, sissy. This is what you need. What you've always needed. Open your mouth.' She held out a pill. He hesitated, tears welling, but the memory of recent whippings made him obey. The pill tasted bitter. Then she prepared the injection, swabbing his thigh. 'This will be weekly from now on. Bend over.' The needle stung, and he whimpered. 'Good girl,' she said, patting his plugged arse. 'Now thank Mummy.' 'Thank you, Mummy,' he whispered, voice breaking.

The hormones started immediately. Daily pills with breakfast, which he now ate from a bowl on the floor like a pet. The injections made him feel strange, hot flashes, mood swings, and a creeping softness in his body. Within days, his skin felt smoother, his emotions more volatile. The cage felt tighter as his cock began to shrink slightly. Janine monitored everything, making notes, her excitement growing as she saw the changes. 'Look at you, sissy. Already getting softer. Soon you'll have little tits for Mummy to play with.'

A week later, she announced the next step. 'Time for your salon visit, sissy. Mummy's friend runs a place that does special work. Permanent makeup. You'll look like a proper slutty maid all the time. No more washing it off.' Jeff's stomach dropped. Permanent? He tried to protest, but one look from Janine silenced him, remembering the torture he’d endured. She dressed him in his sluttiest outfit yet; a tiny pink satin maid dress with deep cleavage, white stockings with garters, heels, and full makeup already applied lightly, bright pink lips, heavy eyeliner. The plug was in, cage locked. 'Everyone there will see what you are,' she said calmly. 'And you'll thank them for it.'

The salon was in a quiet part of town, a small place with a discreet sign. Janine's friend, a woman in her forties named Elena, greeted them at the door with a wide smile that turned into laughter when she saw Jeff. 'Oh my God, Janine, you weren't kidding! Look at this little sissy maid. Come in, come in. The girls are going to love this.'

Inside, the salon was busy. Three other women were getting their hair done, chatting. All eyes turned to Jeff as he minced in behind Janine, the short dress swishing, exposing his stockinged legs and the bulge of his cage. Whispers and giggles erupted immediately.

'Is that a man?' one customer, a middle-aged blonde, said loudly, pointing. 'In a maid dress? Oh my God, look at the makeup already. What a freak!'

Elena laughed heartily. 'Not just any man. This is Janine's sissy son. Or daughter now, I guess. Full permanent slutty makeover today. Everyone, meet Sissy Jeff, or should we call her Jessica now?' The room erupted in laughter. The workers, two young stylists, one a busty brunette named Lisa, the other a slim redhead named Mia, came over, circling him.

'Oh, he's adorable,' Lisa said, reaching out to pinch his cheek. 'Look at those little tits starting from the hormones. Janine, you said he's on oestrogen? Good. Make him even softer.' She lifted his dress slightly, exposing the pink knickers and cage. 'And plugged? Of course. Bet he loves that.'

Mia giggled. 'Permanent makeup? Slutty style? We're going to make him look like a cheap whore. Full lips, heavy eyes, arched brows. He'll never look like a man again.' She slapped his arse hard. 'Bend over, sissy. Let us see the plug.' Jeff, face burning, obeyed, the humiliation crashing over him. The customers laughed louder.

'Look at that arse! All marked up from whippings, I bet,' the blonde customer said, standing up to get a better view. 'Janine, you beat him? Good for you. My ex could have used that.' She reached out and pinched his exposed cheek. 'Soft. Hormones working already.'

Elena led him to a chair in the middle of the salon, not a private room. 'No hiding for you, sissy. Everyone gets to watch.' They strapped him lightly to the chair 'for his own good,' as Elena said with a wink. 'Don't want you squirming and ruining your pretty face.'

The process began. First, they shaped his eyebrows into high, feminine arches with permanent tattooing. The needle stung, but worse was the commentary. 'Look at those brows. He'll look surprised all the time now, like a dumb slut,' Mia said. Lisa added, 'Perfect for when he's on his knees.' The customers watched, laughing and taking photos with their phones.

'Can we watch the eyeliner?' the blonde asked. 'Make it thick and slutty.' Elena obliged, tattooing heavy black wings and lining his eyes thickly. 'This will never come off. You'll always look like you're ready to suck cock.' Jeff's eyes watered from the pain and shame. His cock twitched in the cage despite everything.

Lips were next, full, plump, bright red permanent colour. 'Pout for us, sissy,' Lisa commanded. 'Bigger lips mean better for sucking. Not that you'll be doing that for women, right? Only real men for you now.' The needle worked on his lips, making them permanently glossy and inviting. 'There. Now you look like a blowjob doll.'

They added blush, contouring to make his face look softer and more feminine, even a small beauty mark. 'Slutty maid complete,' Elena announced. 'Permanent. No washing this off, ever. You'll always look like Janine's whore.'

The laughter was constant. Workers and customers mocked him relentlessly. 'Look at those cock-sucking lips!' 'Bet he gets hard from the pain of the needles, the little perv.' One customer, a younger woman, came over and lifted his dress. 'Caged? And plugged? Janine, you're a genius. Can I take a picture for my group chat?' Janine, standing calmly by, nodded. 'Of course. Share how pathetic he is.'

Elena and the stylists touched him freely, patting his arse, squeezing his 'tits,' making him pose. 'Smile, sissy. Show off your new lips.' Jeff forced a smile, tears in his eyes, the permanent makeup already making him look like a cheap, overdone slut. His face was now a mask of femininity; arched brows, heavy smoky eyes, plump red lips, flawless 'skin' with contouring. He looked like a porn star maid, permanently.

Janine watched with that calm excitement. 'Thank the ladies, sissy.' Jeff curtseyed, voice high. 'Thank you for making me look like a proper slutty maid, everyone.' The room howled with laughter.

Back home, the new look was a constant humiliation. The permanent makeup meant he always looked 'done up', slutty, ready for use. Janine made him pose in front of mirrors, taking photos to send to Amber. 'Look at Mummy's pretty sissy now. Even sluttier.'

Amber's next visit was with a surprise. She brought Linda. Janine had invited them over for 'family time.' Linda walked in, took one look at Jeff in his pink maid dress, permanent whore makeup, collar, and heels, and burst out laughing. 'Oh my God! Look at you! The hormones are working, those little tits are starting. And that face! You look like a cheap hooker, Jeff. Or should I say Jessica?'

Amber joined in, slapping his arse. 'Daddy, say hi to Mum. Show her your plug.' Jeff lifted his dress, face burning under the permanent blush. Linda laughed harder. 'He never did that for me. And now look, plugged like a whore. Janine, you've done wonders. But no, I don't want him back. I'm marrying Max. Happier than ever.'

Linda pulled out her phone, showing pictures of her and Max. Then she dropped the bombshell. 'But you know, Max's dad Harry is single. Dominant type. Bisexual too. I've told him about the situation here. He might be interested in... visiting. Or more.'

Janine raised an eyebrow, a small smile playing on her lips. 'Harry? Tell me more.'

Linda laughed. 'He's older, same age as you. Strict. Loves breaking boys like this one. I've been chatting with him. He wants to take you out, Janine. See if there's a spark. Regularly, if it works out.'

Janine nodded, her calm demeanour hiding the excitement. 'I'd like that. Set it up.'

Linda leaned forward on the sofa, her eyes gleaming with a mixture of curiosity and a darker, more primal interest. 'Before we set anything up with Harry, Janine, I'd like to see for myself what sort of training you and Amber have been doing on Jeff. Show me. I want to watch what you've turned him into.'

Janine nodded again, her calm demeanour hiding the excitement building inside her. She exchanged a look with Amber, who grinned wickedly. 'Of course, Linda. Amber, bring the sissy in. Let's give your mother a proper demonstration of his training.' Amber left the room briefly and returned leading Jeff by a leash clipped to his collar. He was dressed in his shortest, frilliest pink satin maid dress, the hem barely skimming the tops of his thighs, permanent whore makeup making his face look like a cheap slut's, collar locked, heels forcing a mincing walk, the outline of his cage and plug visible under the thin fabric.

'On your knees, sissy,' Amber commanded sharply, delivering a swift kick to the side of Jeff's thigh with her heeled boot. Jeff dropped to all fours with a whimper, the dress riding up immediately to expose his plugged arse and the bulge of his caged cock. Linda watched in stunned silence as the two women began. 'Crawl for us, Daddy,' Amber sneered, kicking him hard in the arse to propel him forward. 'Show Mummy Linda how low you've sunk. Crawl like the pathetic, useless sissy you are.'

Jeff began crawling around the living room on his hands and knees, the short dress flipping up with every movement to flash his plugged hole and denied cock. Janine and Amber laughed and delivered kicks whenever he slowed, sharp impacts to his thighs, his arse cheeks, even a glancing blow to his caged balls that made him yelp and scramble faster. 'Faster, you worthless ex-husband,' Linda heard herself say, her voice thick with a strange mix of disgust and arousal. 'Look at you, crawling like a dog while your ex-wife watches.'

Janine pressed her heel down on his back, forcing his face closer to the floor. 'Lick it, sissy. Lick the floor for Mummy Linda. Tell her what a failure you were as a husband. You never fucked me right, never gave me what I needed. Now you're nothing but our toy.' Jeff obeyed, his tongue dragging across the carpet, permanent red lips leaving a faint smear as Amber kicked him again in the ribs. 'Louder, Daddy. Tell Mum how much you love being our sissy bitch.' Jeff's voice cracked as he mumbled the humiliating words, tears welling in his heavily lined eyes.

Linda's breath caught as she watched the display. The kicks, the verbal abuse, the way Jeff's body responded with leaks despite the pain and shame, it was more than she had imagined. 'That's just the warm-up,' Amber said with a dark giggle. The two women quickly strapped on their harnesses, revealing large, thick dildos, Janine's a veined black monster, Amber's a bright pink ribbed one. They positioned Jeff over the arm of the sofa, yanking his dress up, pulling the plug out with a wet pop, and leaving his hole gaping.

Amber gripped Jeff's hair and shoved her strap-on into his mouth without preamble. 'Suck it, Daddy. Let Mum see how good you are at taking cock now.' She thrust deep, the dildo hitting the back of his throat, making him gag and drool down his chin onto the permanent makeup. At the same time, Janine positioned behind him, pressing the head of her dildo against his stretched arse and driving it in with one brutal thrust. 'Take Mummy's cock, sissy. This is what you deserve.' She fucked him hard and fast, hips snapping, the sound of skin slapping skin filling the room as Jeff moaned around the cock in his mouth.

Linda's eyes widened in genuine shock as she watched her ex-husband being spit-roasted. The way his body rocked between them, the gagging sounds, the way his caged cock leaked steadily onto the floor, the look of broken submission on his made-up face, it was shocking, disturbing, and undeniably arousing. 'My God... I had no idea you did this to him. He's actually taking it... both ends at once. Jeff, you... you look like you hate it but your body...' She trailed off, squeezing her thighs together.

As the pegging continued, Amber and Janine leaned over Jeff's back and kissed each other deeply, passionately, their tongues visible as they made out while continuing to fuck him. Their hands groped one another's bodies, Amber's free hand squeezing Janine's breast. Linda gasped audibly, a hand flying to her mouth. 'What the hell is going on? You two are... kissing? Amber, Janine... this is... I don't understand.'

They didn't stop or explain. Instead, they pulled out of Jeff, leaving him collapsed and whimpering on the floor, hole gaping and lips swollen. Turning to each other, they began stripping, sucking on one another's breasts with obvious enjoyment. Janine took Amber's nipple into her mouth, sucking and biting, while Amber moaned and did the same to her. Linda felt a hot, undeniable rush of wetness between her legs, her pussy throbbing as she watched the display. Despite the shock, she was getting horny.

Janine caught Linda's flushed face and the way her hand was unconsciously pressing between her legs. 'Look at you, Linda. Watching us use your ex has made you wet. Come here. Don't be shy about it.' Janine pulled Linda into a deep, hungry kiss, their tongues meeting immediately, Janine's hands sliding under Linda's clothes to cup her breasts. Linda kissed back after a moment's hesitation, the taste and dominance overwhelming her senses.

Janine broke the kiss and gently but firmly guided Linda toward Amber. 'Now kiss your daughter. It's good, I promise. Feel how soft she is, how eager.' Linda shook her head slightly, her voice trembling. 'I can't... she's my daughter. This is wrong, Janine. I shouldn't...' But Amber smiled, stepping close, her bare breasts brushing against Linda's, nipples hard. 'It's okay mom, you can. We all want this. It's just us.'

Their lips met, tentative and soft at first, then deepening into something intense and forbidden. Linda's hands found Amber's breasts almost involuntarily, squeezing the warm flesh, thumbs circling the nipples as the kiss grew frantic and wet. Amber moaned into her mother's mouth, her own hands roaming down to grab Linda's arse, pulling their bodies flush. The taboo of it, kissing her own daughter, feeling her tits, sent a jolt of guilty lust straight to Linda's core.

The three women moved together onto the sofa and then the floor in a tangle of limbs and discarded clothes. Linda found herself on her back, legs spread, as Amber knelt between them and began licking her pussy with long, deliberate strokes. 'Oh fuck, Amber... your tongue...' Linda gasped, her hands in her daughter's hair, the initial hesitation crumbling as pleasure flooded her. Janine straddled Linda's face, lowering her dripping pussy to her mouth. 'Eat me while your daughter eats you, Linda. Taste how wet watching us fuck your ex made me.'

Linda obeyed, her tongue delving into Janine's folds as Amber's tongue and fingers worked her own cunt relentlessly. They switched positions fluidly, Amber sucking her mother's tits while Janine fingered her, Linda going down on Amber, the taste of her daughter's pussy both shocking and addictive. 'Mom, you taste so good,' Amber moaned as Linda licked her clit. 'Better than I imagined.' Janine directed them, 'Suck your daughter's clit harder, Linda. Make her cum for you.' The air filled with wet sounds, moans, and dirty talk.

The scene escalated into a full, intense threeway. Amber and Linda tribbed face to face, their wet pussies grinding together, clits rubbing as they kissed deeply and hungrily, hands everywhere. Janine joined with the strap-on, taking turns fucking Linda from behind while Amber sucked and bit her mother's nipples, or sliding the dildo into Amber while Linda sat on her face. 'Fuck your daughter's cunt, Linda,' Janine urged as she watched them. 'Use your fingers in her while I lick your arse.' Linda did, two fingers pumping into Amber's tight pussy as she came again, the taboo pushing her over the edge repeatedly.

Throughout the debauchery, Jeff was forced to watch from the floor on his knees, his own body aching from the earlier use. 'Crawl closer, sissy,' Amber commanded at one point. 'Lick up any mess we make. Clean Mummy's cock with your mouth after it's been in your ex-wife.' Jeff obeyed, his tongue working the dildos and then the women's pussies and arses as they used him as a living toy between their own pleasures, the humiliation only fuelling the women's lust.

As they reached a fever pitch of orgasms, Linda, on the edge from Amber's skilled tongue and Janine's fingers twisting inside her, cried out in the throes of climax, 'Amber... this is wrong, so fucking wrong, but I want it. I want to bring you to bed with Max too. Share you with him. Let him fuck both of us.'

Amber giggled, not stopping her movements, her face shiny with Linda's juices. 'I already fuck Max regularly, Mom. He's been pounding this tight little pussy for months, even before you two got serious. He loves how young and eager I am. He cums so hard when I call him Daddy.'

Linda froze for a split second, a flash of anger and betrayal crossing her face at the revelation that her daughter had been fucking her new partner behind her back. But the lust was too strong, the aftershocks of her orgasm still rippling through her. She pulled Amber up for a fierce kiss, tasting herself. 'I should be furious... but I'm hornier than I've ever been in my life. No more sleeping in your room baby, you're sleeping with us every night from now on. Max can have us both whenever he wants.'

The three women collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied tangle, kissing lazily and touching each other as the intensity ebbed. Jeff knelt nearby, used and forgotten for the moment, his body a map of bruises from the kicks and the fucking, his mind reeling from the new family dynamic unfolding before him. The demonstration had revealed far more than Linda had bargained for, and the night had only just begun to reshape their relationships in the most depraved ways possible.

The first date was arranged soon after, a dinner where she left Jeff plugged and caged at home in his maid dress, with instructions to clean and wait. When she returned, glowing, she described how Harry had been impressed by the setup. 'He wants to see more. Next time, maybe join in.' Jeff's submission deepened further, knowing his 'Mummy' was now exploring with a new dominant man, while he remained the sissy at home.

Subsequent dates followed; lunches, evenings out, Janine coming home excited and aroused, sharing details with Jeff while he served her, how Harry had touched her, what he said about wanting to dominate the sissy together. Jeff's submission deepened further, knowing his 'Mummy' was now exploring with a new dominant man while he remained the permanent, humiliated sissy maid at home, face forever marked as a slut for all to laugh at and use. The hormones continued their work, the dresses stayed on, and the household's dark dynamic evolved with this new element on the horizon.


CHAPTER 11

The days following the family revelations and the start of Janine's relationship with Harry brought a profound shift in the household dynamics. Jeff's existence had already been reduced to one of complete sissification and servitude, but now it was about to become full-time slavery in every sense. The hormones continued their relentless work on his body; his skin had become impossibly soft and smooth, almost feminine in texture, prone to flushing with hot flashes during moments of intense humiliation or arousal. Small, sensitive breasts had begun to form, tender buds that Janine delighted in tormenting, pinching and slapping them to elicit whimpers. His hips had widened subtly, giving his arse a rounder, more inviting shape, while his waist narrowed. Most devastating was the effect on his genitals; the chastity cage, which had been tight before, now seemed almost loose as his cock shrank further into a tiny, useless nub that leaked precum constantly into his frilly satin knickers. The plug remained a permanent fixture in his arse, stretching him, a constant reminder of his anal training and the pegging sessions that had become routine.

Janine's excitement about Harry was palpable, though she maintained her calm, authoritative demeanour. She had been dating him regularly now, dinners, evenings out, and increasingly intimate encounters that she detailed to Jeff while he served her in his maid outfit. 'Harry is everything I need, sissy,' she would say, stroking his permanent slutty lips with a finger as he knelt. 'Dominant, understanding of what I've done to you, and eager to participate. He can't wait to see my little sissy maid in person. And when he does, your life will change even more.'

Jeff's previous life as a freelance writer, a desperate attempt to maintain some semblance of independence after the divorce, churning out articles on various topics for small payments, was the last vestige of his old identity. He had been trying to write from his small cot or the kitchen table when not serving, hoping to scrape together some money or distraction. But that was about to end.

One evening, after a long day of chores that left Jeff's knees aching from the high heels and his arse sore from the large plug, Janine summoned him to the living room. He minced in, curtseying deeply, the short pink maid dress flaring to reveal everything. 'Yes, Mummy?'

Janine was lounging on the sofa, phone in hand, a slight smile on her lips. 'Sit, sissy. No, not like that. On the floor, legs apart, dress hiked up so we can see your useless bits.' Jeff obeyed, the position exposing his caged nub and the base of the plug. 'I've made a decision. You're quitting that pathetic writing job. The freelance articles, the stories you used to write, all of it. Effective immediately. No more pretending to be a man with a career.'

Jeff's eyes widened in panic. 'Mummy, no... please. That's all I have. It's how I... it's the only thing left from before. I need it for... for my sanity, for money even if small.' Tears threatened, but the permanent makeup made even crying look exaggerated and slutty.

Janine laughed, a soft, mocking sound. 'Sanity? Money? You think that matters now? Look at yourself, sissy. Permanent whore face, hormones turning you into a titty sissy, cage shrinking your cock to nothing, plugged arse always ready. Amber doesn't want you as a father anymore. Your ex-wife is dating a real man. What career do you have? No, from now on, your 'job' is to write sissy and gay porn stories for Harry and me. Long, detailed, explicit ones. Stories about forced feminisation, cock sucking, being fucked in the arse by real men, writing porn while being used. You'll write them on the laptop while dressed like this, plugged and caged, and you'll read them aloud to us. We'll laugh at every word, especially the gay parts where you describe sucking cock or taking it deep. Because you hate it, don't you? But you'll do it because you have nothing left.'

Jeff felt a wave of despair. He did hate it. The idea of writing gay porn, detailed descriptions of men with men, or him with Harry, repulsed him. He had never been attracted to men; his previous life had been straight, vanilla even. But now, the submission, the hormones, the constant denial had twisted his body into responding with leaks and twitches, even as his mind recoiled. 'Mummy... I really dislike that. I don't want to write about... gay things, sissy things for your amusement. Please, let me keep some normal writing.'

Janine reached out and slapped his exposed caged nub lightly through the satin, making him gasp. 'You don't get wants, remember? Harry will love this. He's bisexual, dominant, and the thought of the former writer reduced to this makes him laugh. Start tomorrow. I want a long sample story about a sissy forced to write gay porn stories while his new 'daddy' fucks him. Make it very detailed, especially the sex scenes. And make the sissy in the story hate it but realise he has nothing left. Sound familiar?' She laughed again, and Jeff's stomach churned.

The next day began Jeff's new 'career.' Janine set him up at the kitchen table with the laptop. He was in his sluttiest outfit yet, a hot pink satin maid dress with white lace, so short it barely covered the tops of his thighs even when standing, paired with sheer white stockings, garter belt, padded bra pushing up his small hormone tits, and 5-inch heels. The large black plug was inserted deep, stretching his hole, and the chastity cage was locked tight. His permanent makeup was freshened; glossy pink lips, dramatic eyeliner, arched brows. Janine had him bend over the table first for inspection.

'Good. Now sit and write. I want at least 2000 words today. Detailed. Start with the sissy quitting his job and being forced to write. Then long sex scenes. Especially gay. Harry and I will read it tonight and laugh.' She patted his arse, pressing the plug deeper, eliciting a moan he couldn't suppress. 'And if it's not good enough, or if you don't make it explicit enough, there will be consequences. A good whipping, maybe double pegging with Amber if she visits.'

Jeff sat, the plug making sitting uncomfortable, the dress riding up, his caged parts exposed. He stared at the blank screen, fingers trembling. He hated this. Every word felt like a betrayal of his old self. But he began typing, the words flowing from his forced imagination and recent experiences.

In the story he wrote, a character named 'Jeff the Sissy' was confronted by his wife Janine and her new lover Harry. 'Quit your job, sissy,' Janine said in the tale. 'From now on, you write gay porn for us.' The character protested, 'But I hate it, I don't like men, I don't want to write about cocks and fucking and being used.' But he had no choice. His body was changed, hormones making him soft, makeup permanent, cage locked. He sat at the computer, dressed in frills, plug in, and wrote detailed scenes of the sissy sucking Harry's thick cock, gagging on the musky taste, tears in his eyes, while Janine laughed and filmed. Then the anal scene; Harry bending the sissy over, thrusting deep into the stretched hole, the sissy crying 'I hate this, I really dislike it. My job and dignity are gone. I'm just a hole for real men now.' Harry would laugh, 'Look at this faggot writer, writing his own humiliation.' Janine joining in the laughter, 'And he leaks from it! What a pathetic sissy.'

Jeff typed for hours, the words coming painfully. He made the sex scenes long and graphic as commanded; descriptions of the cockhead pushing past lips, the shaft sliding in, the taste of precum, the gagging sounds, the way the sissy's throat bulged. For the gay anal; the burn of entry, the fullness, the prostate stimulation making the caged cock leak despite the hatred, the rhythmic pounding, cum flooding inside, the sissy forced to push it out and clean with tongue. All while the sissy character realizes with crushing despair that this is all he is now, a porn-writing sissy slave with nothing left of his old life.

By afternoon, Janine checked on him. She read over his shoulder, chuckling. 'Oh, this is good. Look at this part; 'The sissy gagged as the thick cock invaded his mouth, hating the veiny texture, the salty taste, the way it made him feel less than human. But as Harry thrust, holding his head, Janine laughed, "That's it, write about it while you do it for real soon." The sissy realized he had nothing left, no job, no respect, just this.' Perfect. Harry will love it. Keep going, add more details to the gay scenes. Make it longer.'

Jeff continued, his mind fracturing. He disliked every sentence, but the alternative was worse punishment. The hormones made his emotions raw; tears fell onto the keyboard as he described the sissy's reluctant but forced enjoyment in the story, mirroring his own leaks.

Meanwhile, Janine prepared for Harry's arrival. She had arranged for him to come over for the weekend. 'Full-time slavery starts now, sissy. Harry will be here Friday evening. You'll greet him at the door in full uniform, on your knees, offering your services. And you'll have more stories ready.'

The house was cleaned obsessively, Jeff on hands and knees, arse up, dress flipped, plug visible, scrubbing every surface while Janine supervised, occasionally using a crop on his exposed cheeks for motivation. 'Faster, sissy. Harry likes a clean house and a clean slut.' She laughed. 'And clean your writing, make sure the porn stories are filthy enough.'

Jeff's realization was sinking in deeper each day. His writing job, the one thing that had given him a sense of purpose or escape, was gone. Replaced by this degrading task of creating erotic fiction about his own degradation for the amusement of his ex-wife and her lover. He had nothing left; no career, no family role, no male identity, no privacy, no dignity. Just the cage, the plug, the dress, the permanent face, the hormones, and now the porn writing. The thought made him numb, even as his body responded with unwanted arousal from the constant stimulation.

Friday arrived. Jeff was a bundle of nerves. Janine dressed him in a new outfit; a sheer black satin maid dress with red trim, even shorter, with a built-in corset that cinched his waist and pushed up his small tits. Matching black stockings with seams, red garters, 6-inch red heels, and a frilly apron. The plug was a larger one today, red to match. Collar with a tag 'Sissy Porn Writer' that Janine had engraved. 'Perfect for Harry,' she said, laughing as she locked it on. 'Now, practice your greeting. On knees, head down, arse up, say "Welcome, Sir. This sissy is here to serve and write gay porn for your amusement." Make it sound sincere, even if you hate it.'

Jeff practiced, the words sticking in his throat. 'Welcome, Sir. This sissy is here to serve and write gay porn for your amusement.' Janine corrected him until it was perfect, then had him write another story snippet while waiting; a detailed scene of the sissy being spit-roasted, one cock in mouth, one in arse, hating every thrust but leaking and writing about it afterward.

The doorbell rang at 7pm. Janine's eyes sparkled. 'Go greet him, sissy. Crawl if you have to in those heels.'

Jeff minced to the door, heart pounding, face burning under the makeup. He opened it and immediately dropped to his knees as instructed, the dress riding up completely, exposing his plugged, caged state to the man at the door.

Harry stood there, tall, broad-shouldered, with salt-and-pepper hair, a strong jaw, and piercing eyes. He wore casual but dominant attire, dark shirt, jeans. He took one look at Jeff and burst out laughing, a deep, booming laugh that filled the hallway.

'Holy shit, Janine! You said it was bad, but this? Permanent makeup like a cheap whore? Little hormone tits? That tiny cage and the plug sticking out? And the dress? Fucking priceless!' He laughed harder, stepping inside without waiting for invitation. 'Look at this sissy on his knees already. What's your name, slut?'

Jeff, voice high and trembling from practice, replied, 'This sissy is called Sissy Jeff, or Jessica if Sir prefers. Welcome, Sir. This sissy is here to serve and write sissy and gay porn stories for your amusement.'

Harry laughed even louder, wiping a tear from his eye. 'Write gay porn? Janine told me about the job change. Brilliant. The former writer forced to churn out faggot stories. I love it. Stand up, turn around, bend over. Show me that arse and the plug.'

Jeff obeyed, the humiliation crashing over him. Harry walked around him, inspecting like livestock. 'Janine, the hormones are working great. Soft skin, that arse is getting fuckable. Cage is tiny, good, no more pretending to be a man. And that face... permanent cock-sucker lips. Perfect for what I have in mind.' He slapped Jeff's arse hard, making the plug shift.

Janine came in, smiling. 'Harry, darling. Glad you like the merchandise. The sissy has been writing all week. Long detailed stories, especially the gay sex scenes. He hates it, but he does it. Realizes he has nothing left. Come, sit. Sissy, serve drinks. On your knees, crawl with the tray.'

They settled on the couch. Jeff brought drinks, curtseying, spilling a bit from nerves, earning a laugh from both. 'Clumsy sissy,' Harry chuckled. 'But that's what the cane is for later.'

Janine leaned into Harry, kissing him deeply. Jeff watched, heart sinking further. 'Tell him about the stories, sissy. Read one aloud while we relax.'

Jeff fetched the laptop, kneeling in front of them. He began reading the story he had written, voice shaking. The detailed scenes unfolded; the sissy quitting the job, the first writing session, then the sex, long paragraphs describing the sissy on his knees, mouth open, Harry's (in the story) cock slapping his face, 'Open wide, faggot writer. Suck it like you describe in your stories.' The sissy gagging, tears streaming, hating the thick meat filling his mouth, the veins pulsing, the precum coating his tongue, the musky male scent overwhelming him. 'I hate this, I really dislike sucking cock,' the story sissy thought, but his caged nub leaked. Then the anal; bent over, hole lubed only by spit, Harry pushing in slowly, the burn, the stretch beyond the plug, the sissy crying out 'No, please, I don't like men, I hate being fucked like this!' But Harry thrust deep, hitting the prostate, forcing moans. 'Look at you, writing gay porn and now living it. Janine, laugh with me, this sissy has nothing left but holes and words.' In the story, Janine laughed, directing the pace, making the sissy describe every sensation in real time for the next chapter.

By the time Jeff finished the excerpt, both Janine and Harry were laughing uproariously. 'Oh my God, that's gold,' Harry said, holding his stomach. 'The detail on the cock sucking, the taste, the gagging. And he hates it? Perfect. Makes it hotter. Janine, you have a talent for breaking them.' He turned to Jeff. 'Good job, sissy. But now it's time for the real thing. Stories are one thing; living it is better. Get over here.'

Jeff's blood ran cold. This was it. The realization hit hard; he had nothing left anymore. No job to fall back on, no pride, no escape. His body belonged to them, his mind was fracturing, and now even his writing was twisted into a tool of their amusement. He crawled over, dreading what came next.

They began slowly at first. Janine and Harry kissed passionately on the couch, hands roaming. Jeff was made to kneel between them, watching closely. 'Lick her pussy while I watch, sissy,' Harry commanded. Jeff obeyed, pulling aside Janine's panties, his permanent lips pressing against her, tongue working as he had been trained. The taste was familiar but now shared with Harry watching and commenting. 'Good sissy. Get her wet for my cock. But no enjoying it too much, remember, you write about gay now.' Janine moaned, laughing. 'He's good with that tongue. But watch this, he hates the idea of real cock but his body betrays him.'

Harry unzipped, pulling out his cock, thick, veined, semi-hard from the scene. It was larger than Jeff had imagined, perhaps 8 inches, circumcised, with a prominent head and heavy balls. 'Suck it, writer. Show me how those stories come to life. Make it detailed like you write. I want to hear you describe it as you do it.'

Jeff hesitated, face inches from the cock. It smelled of musk and man, intimidating in size and girth. The veins stood out, a drop of precum already at the tip. 'Sir... I really dislike this. Please, I don't want to... I'm not gay, I hate the idea of this...' But Janine pushed his head forward firmly. 'Do it. For our amusement. Or the cane comes out.'

The first contact sent a shiver of revulsion through Jeff. His permanent glossy pink lips parted around the head. The taste was immediately overwhelming, salty, slightly bitter, the texture firm yet yielding, the skin hot and smooth over the hardness. He gagged as Harry pushed deeper without warning, the head hitting the back of his throat. 'Relax that throat, sissy. Breathe through your nose like in your porn stories. Take it all.' Harry laughed, one hand gripping Jeff's hair through the permanent style, the other guiding his head. 'Fuck, his mouth is warm and tight. Look at those permanent lips stretched around my cock, perfect cock-sucker face. Janine, film this for the next story. Get close on the face.'

Jeff's mind was in turmoil; I hate this. The taste is awful, coating my tongue, making me want to spit but I can't. The way it fills my mouth completely, pushing my tongue down, the head threatening to enter my throat. The musky smell from his pubes as he pulls me closer. I don't like men, I don't want this cock in my mouth. Every suck feels like a defeat. But the plug in his arse throbbed in time with his reluctant movements, the hormones surging emotion and unwanted physical response. His caged nub twitched and leaked a steady drip onto the floor between his knees. He sucked as best he could, bobbing his head, tongue swirling around the shaft from the muscle memory of training on dildos, though this was alive, pulsing, real.

Harry groaned in pleasure. 'Deeper. Take it like the gay porn you write about. Gag on it, show me the tears.' He thrust his hips, forcing more length into Jeff's throat. Jeff's throat convulsed, gagging loudly, saliva dripping down his chin and onto the satin dress. Tears streamed from his eyes, but the permanent eyeliner and makeup held, making the tracks look like dramatic porn-star crying. His nose pressed against Harry's pubic hair, the full length buried in his throat for a moment before Harry pulled back, letting him gasp for air, strings of spit connecting lips to cock.

Janine was laughing beside them, phone in hand recording. 'Look at him! Struggling but trying so hard. The sissy who used to write normal boring articles now deepthroating for real. How does it feel, Jeff? Writing about it in your stories and now doing it with a real man's cock? You have nothing left, do you? No job, no manhood, just this hole for us.' She reached down, squeezing his small hormone tits through the dress, then reached under to flick his caged nub. 'Leaking already. Pathetic little sissy porn writer. Keep sucking.'

Harry pulled out after several minutes of face-fucking, his cock glistening with thick strands of Jeff's saliva, rock hard now. 'Not bad for a reluctant beginner. That throat is coming along. Now, time for the main event. The gay anal you've been writing about so vividly. Bend over the coffee table, sissy. Arse up, head down, legs spread. Let's see how that plug-trained hole takes a real cock. Describe every inch as it goes in, like in your story.'

Jeff complied, crawling to the low coffee table and positioning himself as ordered. The short dress rode up completely over his back, his plugged arse presented high, the red plug base visible between his spread cheeks, framed by the garter straps and stockings. His small tits pressed against the table through the corset, the permanent makeup face turned to the side, lips parted, eyes wide in that perpetual surprised expression. Harry stood behind him, stroking his spit-slick cock, admiring the view.

'Janine, this is going to be fun. The writer becomes the written. Look at that arse, soft from hormones, marked from previous whippings, ready.' Harry reached out, gripping the plug base and twisting it slowly, then pulling it out with a pop. Jeff moaned involuntarily as the large plug stretched his rim on the way out, leaving his hole gaping slightly, twitching, lubed from earlier. 'Oh, look at that hungry hole. All trained and stretched for cock. But you hate it, right sissy?'

Jeff's voice was shaky, muffled against the table. 'Yes, Sir... I really dislike this. I hate the idea of a man fucking me. It feels wrong, degrading. Please... I don't want it.' But even as he spoke, his hole clenched and relaxed, the emptiness after the plug making him feel oddly incomplete, a side effect of the training and hormones.

Harry applied lube generously to his cock, the sound of squelching as he stroked it loud in the room. He positioned the thick head against Jeff's hole, pressing firmly. The pressure built, the head stretching the already loosened ring. Jeff gritted his teeth, 'Fuck... Sir, it burns... please go slow.' But Harry didn't; he pushed steadily, the head popping past the sphincter with a sudden give. 'There it goes. First inch of real cock in the sissy writer's arse. How does it feel? Describe it for the story.'

Jeff cried out, a mix of pain and unwanted sensation. 'It burns, Sir! Stretching me more than the plug, the head is so thick, forcing my hole open. I hate it, I really dislike having a man's cock inside me. It feels invasive, like I'm losing the last bit of myself.' Harry pushed deeper, inch by slow inch, the shaft following, veiny texture dragging against the sensitive walls. The burn turned to a deep fullness as he sank in, bottoming out after what felt like forever, his balls resting against Jeff's caged nub. 'All the way in. Eight inches of cock buried in your sissy arse. Now the fun begins.'

Harry began thrusting, long, deliberate strokes at first. Pulling out until just the head remained inside, then slamming back in to the hilt. Each thrust forced a grunt or whimper from Jeff. The prostate was hit repeatedly, sending sparks of unwanted pleasure through his body, making his caged nub leak profusely onto the table and floor. 'That's it, milk my cock with that hole. Even though you hate it, your body knows what to do. Write about this later, the sissy crying but leaking like a faucet.'

The pace increased. Skin slapped against skin, the wet sounds of lube and flesh. Jeff's body rocked on the table, his small tits jiggling slightly with each impact, the dress bunched around his waist. 'Please, Sir... slower... I hate this... the fullness, the way it rubs inside... I don't like men, I don't want gay sex...' But his voice betrayed him with moans. Harry laughed, grabbing Jeff's hips for leverage, pounding harder. 'Listen to him, Janine. Begging to stop but his arse is gripping me like it loves it. The porn writer living his own gay fiction. Hilarious!'

Janine had moved to sit on the couch in front of the table, legs spread, fingering herself while watching. She laughed along. 'Keep describing it, sissy. Like in your stories. Tell us how much you dislike it while Harry fucks you senseless.' Jeff sobbed the words out between thrusts; 'It feels too big, stretching my insides, pounding my prostate making me leak even though I hate it. The humiliation of being fucked by a man while my ex-wife watches and laughs. His old life was gone. The writing job was erased, replaced by this. His body and face were permanently altered. All that remained was serving as their toy. Please... use me, but know I dislike every second.'

Harry's thrusts became erratic, brutal. He flipped Jeff onto his back on the table for a new angle, pushing his legs up and back, folding him almost in half. The new position allowed deeper penetration, the cock now pistoning straight into his core. Jeff's face was inches from Harry's as he leaned over, the dominant man grinning down at the ruined sissy makeup. 'Look at that face while I fuck you. Permanent whore lips open, eyes wide. Say it again, you hate gay sex.' 'I hate it, Sir! I really dislike being fucked by you!' Jeff wailed, but his body arched, pushing back against the thrusts.

Janine climbed onto the table too, positioning her pussy over Jeff's face. 'Lick while he fucks you, sissy. Taste me while a real man uses your arse. Make it part of the story, the bisexual humiliation.' Jeff's tongue went to work obediently, lapping at her wet folds, sucking her clit as Harry continued pounding below. The combination was overwhelming; the cock in his arse driving him crazy with mixed sensations, the taste and smell of Janine's pussy filling his senses, her laughter above him. 'That's it, eat me while you get dicked. What a sight. Harry, cum in him or on his face?'

Harry grunted, 'Mouth. I want to see him swallow like in the stories.' He pulled out abruptly, the sudden emptiness making Jeff's hole gape and twitch. Jeff was pulled to his knees on the floor, Harry standing over him, cock aimed at his face. 'Open wide, porn writer. Take the load you wrote about.'

The first spurt hit Jeff's cheek, thick and warm, then another into his open mouth. The taste was strong, bitter, salty, musky, coating his tongue and throat as Harry pushed the head in to finish. Jeff gagged on the volume, some spilling out around his lips, dripping down his chin onto the dress. 'Swallow it all, sissy. Every drop. Then thank us.' Harry commanded, holding his head. Jeff forced himself to swallow the mouthful, the thick cum sliding down, leaving an aftertaste that made him want to retch. 'Thank you, Sir. Thank you, Mummy. For the cum and the fucking. For forcing me to write about it and live it.'

Janine and Harry burst into laughter, the sound filling the room. Harry stepped back, zipping up casually. 'He hates it but thanks us like a good slave! Classic broken sissy. And look, still leaking from the cage. The body wants what the mind rejects. Perfect for more stories.' Janine giggled, 'I told you. He really dislikes the gay stuff, but writing it and doing it has broken him further. Now, sissy, crawl to the laptop and write the full account of this. Make it very long and detailed, 3000 words at least. Describe every sensation, every thought of hatred and despair, every laugh from us. Especially the oral and anal parts. Then read it back while we have our own fun.'

Jeff crawled away on shaky legs, his arse sore and gaping slightly, cum drying on his face and dress, the taste still strong in his mouth. He sat at the laptop in the corner, the position awkward with the plug reinserted by Janine before he started writing ('Can't have you leaking all over without something in there'). The screen glowed, and he began typing through the haze of humiliation and physical discomfort. His fingers flew as he recounted every detail exactly as it had happened, amplifying it for their amusement as per instructions.

In the new story, he wrote; 'The sissy knelt before the real man's cock, hating every moment. The smell hit first, pure male musk, sweat, and arousal. Then the taste as the thick head pushed past those permanent cock-sucking lips. Salty, bitter, the texture veiny and throbbing against his tongue. He gagged hard as it hit his throat, saliva flooding his mouth, dripping down. "I really dislike this," the sissy thought desperately. "I hate sucking cock. I'm not gay. This is wrong." But his body betrayed him with leaks from the cage. Janine laughed above him, filming close-ups of the stretched lips and tear-streaked permanent makeup face. "Look at the writer now, deepthroating like a pro in his own fiction." Harry thrust harder, using the sissy's mouth like a toy, pulling out to slap the cock across the slutty face before plunging back in.'

The anal description was even longer and more graphic; 'Bent over the table, the sissy felt the plug removed, his hole empty and twitching. Then the pressure of the real cockhead against his rim. It stretched wider than the plug, burning intensely as it popped in. "Sir, please, I hate this! I really dislike gay sex, being fucked in the arse by a man!" But the cock sank deeper, filling him completely, the veins dragging along sensitive walls, the head battering his prostate with every thrust. The sissy leaked uncontrollably, his tiny caged nub dripping as the pounding continued. Each slam sent shockwaves of unwanted pleasure mixed with deep shame. "I have nothing left," he realized in the story, sobbing the words. "My writing job is gone, no more articles, no more pretending to be normal. Now I write gay porn about being used, and live it. My body is soft, tits growing, face permanent whore, hole stretched for cock. All that's left is this, a sissy slave for Janine and Harry to laugh at and fuck." Harry laughed in the scene, 'That's right, writer. Your stories are your new reality. Keep describing how much you hate it while I fill you.' The sissy came in the story not from his cock but from the prostate, a ruined orgasm that only added to the humiliation as cum dribbled from the cage.

Jeff typed for what felt like hours, the words pouring out in explicit, self-loathing detail. He included the cumshot; 'The load hit his face first, warm, thick ropes across the permanent makeup, some into his open mouth. The taste flooded him, bitter and overwhelming, forcing him to swallow the volume or choke. "Thank you, Sir," he said, hating himself more with each word. Janine and Harry laughed hysterically at the sight of the cum-covered sissy thanking them for the degradation.' He made sure to emphasize the laughter, the irony, the despair. By the time he finished, it was a long, detailed chapter of gay sissy porn that mirrored reality perfectly.

Meanwhile, on the couch, Janine and Harry had moved to more intimate play. Harry had undressed fully, his body strong and hairy in contrast to Jeff's soft, feminized form. They fucked passionately, Harry on top, thrusting into Janine who moaned loudly, encouraging him with dirty talk about the sissy watching and writing. 'Fuck me harder while he writes his gay porn about you fucking him. Isn't it hot that he hates it?' Harry grunted affirmations, glancing over at Jeff occasionally to laugh. 'Look at that sissy typing away, cum on his face, plug in his arse, writing about taking my cock. What a joke.'

After their first round, Janine called Jeff over. 'Read it to us now, sissy. While Harry recovers and I ride him again.' Jeff knelt, laptop in front, and read the new story aloud in his high, submissive voice. The room filled with their laughter at the detailed passages. 'The gagging part, perfect. Make the next one even longer on the taste and texture,' Harry suggested, chuckling. 'And the realization paragraph, gold. "I have nothing left." Say it in real life too.'

Jeff paused, looking up with defeated eyes. 'I have lost everything, Sir. Mummy. No job, no life, just this.' They laughed harder. 'Again, louder,' Janine ordered. Jeff repeated it, voice breaking. 'I really dislike writing and living this gay porn, but I have nothing left.'

The night continued with more use. Harry recovered quickly and took Jeff again, this time slower, making him ride reverse cowgirl on the couch while Janine directed. Jeff bounced on the thick cock, the position making it go even deeper, his small tits bouncing, dress still on but dishevelled. 'Faster, sissy writer. Write about this position next, how the sissy hates being impaled but his hole milks for more.' Jeff whimpered the words as he moved; 'I hate it, Sir. The cock is so deep, rubbing everything inside. I dislike every bounce, but my body... leaks. I have nothing left but to serve and write.' Janine filmed it all, laughing.

Another scene involved Jeff cleaning up after them with his tongue, licking Harry's cock clean after he came inside Janine, then eating her creampie while Harry watched and mocked. 'Taste my cum from her pussy, gay sissy. Bet you never thought you'd do that when you were a "writer." Now look at you.' The taste was mixed, Janine's juices and Harry's thick cum, salty and intimate. Jeff hated the closeness to another man's fluids, the act itself. But he licked thoroughly, swallowing as commanded, the humiliation compounding.

Throughout the evening and into the early morning, they cycled through acts; Jeff writing more snippets between sessions, reading them, being used orally and anally, serving drinks and cleaning, all while Janine and Harry laughed at every reluctant response, every 'I hate this,' every leak from the cage. 'The porn writer who hates porn, especially the gay kind, but produces it so well and lives it even better. Fucking comedy gold,' Harry said at one point, toasting with a drink while Jeff knelt between his legs, gently sucking his balls as instructed.

As the night wound down, Jeff was exhausted, physically and emotionally. His jaw ached from sucking, his arse was raw and sore from repeated fucking, his makeup still perfect but his spirit crushed. He lay in his small cot at the foot of the now-shared bed (Harry and Janine in the main one), the plug back in, cage locked, cum taste lingering, body sore from the corset and heels. But his mind raced with the realization that had been building all evening and crystallized now.

He had nothing left anymore. The writing job, that last thread of his old identity, the freelance work that had given him purpose and a tiny bit of independence, was gone, replaced by forced production of sissy and gay porn for their cruel amusement. He disliked it intensely; the act of writing such explicit, humiliating content about acts he found repulsive; the living of it, the taste of cock, the stretch of anal penetration by a man, the swallowing of cum, the constant laughter at his expense. But there was no escape. His body was irreversibly changed by hormones and permanent makeup. His family ties severed, Amber fully on Janine's side. His home was now his prison of servitude. Career obliterated. Dignity erased. All that remained was full-time slavery; serving Janine and Harry, writing their porn, enduring their use and mockery.

The laughter of both Janine and Harry echoed in his memory from the night; their joy at his reluctance, their amusement at the irony of the writer becoming the written, the straight man turned gay porn performer against his will. It was all he had now. Tomorrow would bring more writing, more scenes, more laughter. And Jeff would comply, because he truly had nothing left.

Harry decided to extend his stay and make regular visits, solidifying the full-time slavery. Jeff's 'job' as the sissy gay porn writer was now his only role, a cruel twist that deepened his despair even as it amused his owners. The hormones, the outfit, the collar, the plug, the cage, all symbols of his complete surrender. And the stories continued to flow from his reluctant fingers, detailed accounts that fed their dominance and his ongoing humiliation.

The following morning brought no respite for Jeff. Woken early by Janine kicking his cot lightly with her foot, he rose groggily in his romper, the plug still seated deep, the cage a constant pressure on his shrunken nub. His permanent makeup was smeared slightly from the night's activities but still dramatically in place, the arched brows, the plump lips now crusted with dried cum in places that Janine made him clean with his tongue before reapplying gloss. Harry was already up, lounging in the kitchen in boxers, sipping coffee, looking every bit the dominant master of the house. 'Morning, sissy writer,' he greeted with a smirk. 'Janine says you have more stories to produce today. Full-time job now, remember? Get the laptop and start on a new one while we have breakfast. Make this one focus on extended gay oral and anal, with the sissy really expressing his dislike but pushing through because he knows he has nothing left.'

Jeff set up at the table again, the same humiliating position; dress hiked, legs spread slightly, plug pressing as he sat. The hormones made his small tits sensitive; every movement of the corset brushed them, sending unwanted tingles. He began typing a new long story, expanding on the previous night's events with even more graphic detail as demanded. 'The sissy woke with the taste of cum still in his mouth, his arse sore from the pounding it had taken. But there was no time for rest. Janine ordered him to the table to write more gay porn. The sissy hated it, every key stroke felt like another nail in the coffin of his old life. He wrote about the morning after; the dominant man watching as the sissy sucked his morning wood, the thick cock stretching the permanent lips again, the sissy gagging on the deeper thrusts, hating the way the cockhead felt invading his throat, the salty precum renewing the hated taste. "I really dislike this, Sir," the sissy would gasp between sucks. "I hate sucking your cock, I hate being your gay toy. But I have nothing left. No job, no pride, just writing these stories and living them." Harry would laugh, pulling the sissy's head down harder, forcing the full length in until the sissy's nose was buried in pubes, throat convulsing.'

Jeff continued the story for pages; detailed descriptions of the oral, the way the sissy's jaw ached, saliva pouring out, the cock pulsing in his mouth, the moment of climax where he was forced to swallow every spurt, the thick ropes hitting the back of his throat, the aftertaste lingering as he was made to lick the cock clean. Then transitioning to anal; 'After the oral, the sissy was bent over the counter, the plug yanked out, lube applied roughly. The cock pushed in again, slower this time but no less invasive. The sissy cried out at the burn and stretch, "Please, I hate being fucked in the arse! I really dislike gay sex, the way it fills me and makes my body react. My old writing job is gone, I used to write real things, now it's this filth." But the thrusts came harder, the prostate stimulation forcing leaks and moans. Janine joined, laughing as she watched, perhaps fingering the sissy or slapping his cage. The scene built to another climax, with the sissy realizing anew with each thrust that this was his reality now, full-time sissy, full-time gay porn writer for their amusement, with nothing left of his former self.'

The story grew long, Jeff pouring in every sensory detail he could recall and invent; the smell of sex in the room, the sound of the dominant's grunts and the sissy's whimpers, the visual of the permanent slut face contorted in reluctant pleasure and disgust, the physical sensations of the cage restricting any real orgasm, the emotional crushing weight of the job loss and identity erasure. By mid-morning, he had several thousand words, the gay scenes extended with multiple positions, dirty talk, and the sissy's internal monologue of hatred and despair.

Janine and Harry read it over breakfast, chuckling and commenting. 'This oral section is excellent, the gagging details, the hatred mixed with forced compliance. Add more about the cum taste next time,' Harry said. 'And the part where he mentions his old job, perfect irony. Laughing at how the "writer" now writes only about taking cock.' Janine nodded, feeding Jeff scraps from her plate on the floor as he knelt. 'Good sissy. Now, while we relax, you can start another one. Or better, live some more material for it.'

They moved to the living room for more play. This time, the sex was prolonged and varied. Harry had Jeff service him orally again while Janine pegged the sissy from behind with a large strap-on, creating a spit-roast scenario. Jeff was on all fours, Harry's cock in his mouth, the thick dildo pounding his arse in rhythm. The dual penetration was intense, the cock sliding in and out of his throat, making him gag and choke, while the pegging hit his prostate relentlessly. 'This is what you write about, sissy,' Harry said, thrusting into his mouth. 'Two "cocks" using you. Hate it? Good. Tell us.' Jeff pulled off briefly to gasp, 'I hate it, Sir! The cock in my mouth tastes awful, makes me gag, I dislike it so much. The pegging in my arse stretches and fills me, makes me leak but I really dislike being used like this by both of you. My writing... all gone. Nothing left but this.' Janine laughed behind him, thrusting harder. 'Keep sucking while you talk. Make it part of the story later.'

The scene lasted a long time. Harry came first in Jeff's mouth, holding his head and flooding it with cum. Jeff swallowed as much as he could, some overflowing and dripping down as Janine continued pegging him. Then she pulled out the strap-on and had Jeff clean it with his tongue while Harry recovered. 'Lick your own arse juices off it, gay sissy writer. Describe how much you hate the taste in your next story.' Jeff obeyed, the musky, bitter taste of lube, cum, and his own body making him want to retch, but he licked thoroughly under their watchful, amused eyes.

Later, Harry fucked Janine again on the sofa, with Jeff underneath licking both of them, alternating between her clit and Harry's balls and shaft as it thrust in and out. The close-up view and tastes were humiliating; the wet sounds, the smell of sex, the occasional brush of Harry's cock against his face or tongue. 'This is your new job, writer, not just typing the porn, but participating in the research,' Harry joked, laughing as Jeff's tongue worked. Janine came hard, grinding on Jeff's face while Harry filled her. Then Jeff was ordered to clean the creampie again, his tongue delving deep into her, tasting the fresh load mixed with her juices, all while they laughed at his eagerness born of fear and training.

Throughout the day, Jeff was forced to write between sessions. Another long story about a sissy maid whose only career was churning out detailed gay erotica for his owners, including scenes of being used in every way while hating it but accepting because 'I have nothing left, the old job is quit, the old self erased, only the sissy porn writer remains.' He made the sex scenes exceptionally long; pages describing the blowjob technique forced upon him, the exact sensations of lips stretching, tongue pressing against the frenulum, the gag reflex fighting the deepthroat, the humiliation of drooling, the eye contact with the laughing dominant. For anal; the initial resistance of the hole, the pop of entry, the slow slide in filling every inch, the withdrawal that left him feeling empty and craving despite the hate, the pounding that mixed pain, shame, and prostate-driven leaks. The laughter of Janine and Harry was woven in; 'Look at our sissy writer taking it like he describes. Hates every minute but produces the best gay porn now.'

By evening, Jeff's fingers were tired from typing, his body aching from the repeated uses, his mind numb with the repetition of the realization. They had him read the new stories aloud again, the room echoing with their laughter at the explicit passages and the sissy's expressed dislike. 'This is perfect,' Harry said at one point. 'The detail is incredible. You really capture how much he hates the gay sex, the taste, the stretch, the submission. And the job change angle, brilliant. The former writer forced into this. We'll have him write a whole series.' Janine agreed, petting Jeff's head like a pet. 'And he knows he has nothing left. It makes the stories hotter and the real thing even better.'

That night, as they prepared for bed, Harry announced he would be staying longer, perhaps moving some things in. 'Full-time slavery for the sissy, regular presence for me. More writing sessions, more live research for those gay porn stories.' Jeff was locked in his cot again, but this time with instructions to start outlining the next story even as he tried to sleep, ideas about public elements or more family involvement, but focused on the core; the sissy hating the acts but doing them, writing them, realizing daily that his old life and job were gone forever.

In the darkness, Jeff reflected one last time before exhaustion took him. The change to his 'job' had been the final blow. No more freelance writing, no more clinging to a normal identity. Only sissy and gay porn stories for their amusement, long, detailed, explicit, especially the gay sex scenes where he described his own reluctant participation. He really disliked it all; the writing felt like self-betrayal, the acts themselves repulsive to his straight sensibilities, the constant mockery from Janine and Harry. But he realized with absolute clarity that he had nothing left anymore. No career, no autonomy, no escape. Just the full-time role of their sissy slave and porn writer. The laughter would continue, the use would continue, the stories would continue. And Jeff would comply, because there was no other choice left in his broken world.

Over the next days of Harry's extended stay, the pattern solidified into full-time slavery with the porn writing as the central 'job.' Jeff's days started early with chores in full sissy attire; vacuuming in the short dress that flipped up with every bend, exposing the plug and cage; dusting while on tiptoes in heels, the plug shifting and reminding him constantly; preparing meals that he served on his knees, tasting first from the floor as a sissy should. All while the permanent makeup made every expression look like a ready slut, the surprised brows, the pouty lips. Janine and Harry watched, commenting and laughing. 'Look at our little porn writer doing maid work. Bet he's thinking of new gay scenes while scrubbing,' Harry would say, and Janine would agree with a chuckle.

Writing sessions were mandatory and long. After morning chores, Jeff was seated at the laptop for hours, ordered to produce detailed chapters. One extended story focused on a marathon session; 'The sissy was forced to write while being used. On his knees under the desk, laptop on the table above, he typed with one hand while sucking Harry's cock with the other. The story he wrote described exactly that, the sissy hating the cock in his mouth during the writing, the way it distracted him, made typing errors that earned slaps. "I really dislike this," he typed with difficulty, the words coming as he gagged. "Sucking while writing gay porn about sucking. I hate the taste, the fullness, the humiliation. My old writing job was normal articles; now it's this, and I have nothing left." Harry would thrust occasionally, forcing deepthroat that made the sissy choke and pause typing. Janine laughed from the couch, 'Keep writing, sissy. The scene where you get fucked over the desk next.' The story continued with the anal part; after the oral, the sissy bent over the desk, the plug removed, cock entering the sore hole, pounding as he tried to continue typing the description. Every thrust made the keys mash, but he had to keep going, describing the burn, the fullness, the prostate making him leak onto the floor, the internal voice screaming hatred for the gay act but acceptance because nothing remained of his old life.' Jeff wrote thousands of words like this, the irony not lost on him, living the meta-fiction.

The sex in reality was long and varied to provide 'research.' One afternoon session lasted over an hour of continuous use. Harry had Jeff on the bed, legs over his shoulders, fucking him missionary-style with deep, grinding thrusts. The position allowed eye contact, Harry staring down at Jeff's permanent whore face, mocking. 'Say the lines from your stories. Tell me you hate it.' Jeff gasped out, 'I hate it, Sir! I really dislike your cock in my arse, stretching me, making me feel like a faggot. I used to write real things, now I write gay porn and live it. I have nothing left.' Each word was punctuated by a thrust. Harry laughed, speeding up. 'Good. Now the details, how does it feel inside?' 'Full, Sir. Burning at first then the pressure on my prostate making me leak despite hating it. The way your balls slap against me. I dislike every second but my body pushes back.' Janine sat beside, legs spread, making Jeff finger her or lick as he was fucked, adding layers of humiliation. 'Taste me while you get dicked by a man. Write about this bisexual sissy slut later.'

Another long scene involved edging and denial. Jeff was made to suck Harry to the edge multiple times, then stop, while writing in between. 'The sissy edged the dominant's cock with his mouth, hating the act but forced to perfect his technique for the story. He would take it deep, swirl his tongue, suck the head, all while thinking "I really dislike this gay oral. The taste changes as he gets close, more precum, muskier. I hate it." Then pull off as ordered, go back to the laptop to write the sensation in graphic detail; the throbbing in his mouth, the way the cock twitched on the brink, the sissy's reluctance mixed with the training that made him good at it. Harry would laugh, 'Back to writing your gay porn, sissy. Then suck some more.' This went on for rounds, building the dominant's pleasure while keeping the sissy denied and frustrated in his cage. When Harry finally came, it was a massive load after the edging, flooding Jeff's mouth and face, which he had to clean and swallow while Janine filmed and laughed. 'The porn writer covered in cum, writing about it. Perfect.'

Jeff's internal state was a constant loop of dislike and despair. During one writing session, as he detailed a particularly graphic gay gangbang fantasy (though in reality it was just Harry and toys/Janine), he paused, staring at the screen. The words 'I hate this. I really dislike every cock, every thrust, every load. But I write it because I have nothing left' stared back. His old freelance writing had been about history, facts, stories with meaning. Now it was pure filth for amusement. The job quit, forced out, meant no income, no distraction, no identity. The hormones made him emotional; tears often fell as he typed the reluctant sissy's realizations. 'The sissy knew with each word that his life was over. No more normal job, no more male pride. Only the cage, the plug, the dress, the permanent face, and the endless gay porn writing and living for Janine and Harry's laughter.'

Harry and Janine made sure to laugh frequently and loudly about it. During meals, while Jeff served on knees, they would discuss the stories. 'That last anal scene, the way you described the sissy crying "I hate it" while leaking, we laughed so hard reading it,' Harry said. 'And the job change part. Imagine quitting writing to write this instead. Hilarious.' Janine would add, 'He really dislikes it, which makes it better. The straight ex-husband turned sissy gay porn star for us. Keep it up, sissy. More details next time on the cum swallowing, the texture, how it slides down, the aftertaste that lingers while you write.' Jeff would nod, 'Yes, Mummy. Yes, Sir,' his voice small, the realization sinking deeper with every mockery.

One particularly long evening session combined everything. Jeff wrote a story while plugged and caged, then was used in a marathon; first oral to get Harry hard, detailed with Jeff forced to narrate the sensations as he sucked ('The head is so hot and firm, I hate how it fills my mouth, the veins feel weird on my tongue, I dislike the taste but keep sucking because nothing left'). Then anal in multiple positions, doggy, with Jeff's face in a pillow to muffle his 'I hate this' cries; then riding, where he had to bounce and describe each descent ('The cock goes so deep when I sit, stretching my sore hole, I really dislike it but my arse clenches anyway'). Then cleaning duties, licking everything clean. All while Janine laughed and directed, sometimes joining with her strap-on for double penetration that left Jeff overwhelmed with sensation and shame. 'Write about this double fucking tomorrow, how the sissy hated two cocks using him but had no choice.' The session ended with Jeff exhausted, writing the account immediately after, his body marked with handprints and welts from slaps, cum drying on him.

By the end of the weekend and Harry's stay, the full-time slavery was cemented. Jeff's 'writing job' was exclusively sissy and gay porn, long, very detailed stories with emphasis on the gay sex elements, where the protagonist (always a version of himself) really disliked the acts but continued because he realized he had nothing left. Janine and Harry found endless amusement in it, reading the stories together, laughing at the explicit descriptions, the reluctant dialogue, the despairing realizations. They would quote lines back to Jeff; '"I really dislike sucking cock but I have nothing left", say it for real, sissy!' And Jeff would, his voice breaking, the words now his mantra.

Jeff's body continued changing under hormones, more softness, perhaps slight breast growth. The permanent makeup meant he always looked ready for the porn he wrote. The collar with 'Sissy Porn Writer' tag was a constant. Chores, service, writing, being used, this was his life now. No escape, no old job to return to, no dignity. Just the amusement of Janine and Harry, their laughter at his plight, and the stories that documented it all in graphic, hateful, detailed glory. Harry left with promises of more visits, more 'research,' more stories. Jeff knelt by the door as he departed, thanking him, then returned to his laptop to begin the next one, the cycle complete and endless.

In the quiet moments between the chaos of service and sex, Jeff often found himself staring at the laptop screen, the cursor blinking like a mocking eye. The stories he produced were not just long; they were exhaustive, pages upon pages of explicit gay erotica centred on sissification and forced acts. He detailed the oral with clinical and sensual precision; the way a real cock felt different from any toy, warmer, more alive, pulsing with the dominant's heartbeat, the skin smooth yet textured with veins that his tongue had to navigate, the head flaring as it entered his throat, causing that instinctive gag that he fought but never fully won. The taste evolved during a session, from clean skin to salty precum to the full bitter load at the end. He hated describing it, hated living it, but the commands were absolute. 'Make the gay sex scenes very long and detailed,' Janine had said repeatedly. So he did, writing about the sissy's jaw locking up, the drool soaking the frilly dress, the tears that the permanent makeup turned into dramatic streaks, the internal battle where the sissy thought 'I really dislike this. I am not attracted to men. This cock in my mouth is repulsive, the act degrading my last shreds of manhood. But I have nothing left. The writing job I quit, or was forced to quit, was the last link. Now I write only this, and perform it.'

The anal scenes were even more expansive in his writing. He described the preparation; the plug removal leaving him open and vulnerable, the lube's cool slickness, the first press of the cockhead against his rim, the initial resistance giving way with a pop that made him cry out in the story and in reality. The stretch as inches sank in, the burn turning to pressure, the fullness that felt like it rearranged his insides, the way the prostate was relentlessly stimulated with each withdrawal and thrust, forcing involuntary clenches and leaks from the cage. Positions were varied in the tales; bent over furniture for deep pounding; on his back with legs held high for eye contact and mockery; riding to make him active participant in his own use, bouncing while hating every descent that impaled him further. 'The sissy rode the cock, tears in his eyes, voice breaking as he said the lines; "I hate this, Sir. I really dislike being fucked by a man, feeling his cock claim my arse. My old life is gone, the job, the identity. Nothing left but to write gay porn about this and endure it for your amusement." The dominant laughed, bucking up to meet the bounces, Janine watching and laughing too.' Jeff made sure to include the aftermath; the gaping hole, the leaking cum or lube, the sore walk afterward, the way it made sitting for more writing uncomfortable and reminding.

Cum play was a recurring detailed element. In one story, after a long fuck, the sissy was made to push out the load, then lick it from the floor or from the dominant's cock. The texture, thick, sticky, the way it clung to his permanent lips and tongue. The taste that coated everything, lingering for hours, mixing with the next act. 'The sissy swallowed, gagging slightly on the volume and bitterness, but forced to thank them. "Thank you for the cum, Sir. I really dislike it, but I have nothing left to refuse." Janine and Harry laughed, the sound echoing as the sissy realized once more the totality of his loss.' These scenes were expanded with sensory overload descriptions; the warmth of the fresh load, the smell, the way it made his stomach turn even as his body reacted with more leaks from the denial.

The job change was woven throughout as the emotional core. Jeff wrote extensively about the sissy's former life as a writer, the articles, the deadlines, the small payments that had meant something. Then the confrontation; Janine forcing the quit, the laptop now only for porn. The despair of sitting down to 'work' and producing filth instead of anything meaningful. 'The sissy stared at the blank document, fingers hovering. His old job was gone. In its place, this. Writing about being a sissy, being gay-used, all for the laughter of his owners. He hated it, but typed anyway. Because what else was there? Nothing. He had nothing left.' This theme repeated in every story, hammered home with the character's realizations during the sex acts themselves.

By the time the extended stay wound down, Jeff had produced thousands upon thousands of words of this content. The stories were not just for amusement; they became a record, a tool of further control. Janine and Harry would reference them in daily life; 'Remember that scene you wrote? Let's reenact the part where the sissy hates the deepthroat but does it anyway.' And Jeff would comply, the line between fiction and reality blurring until it was gone. The laughter was constant, at his reluctance, at the irony, at the explicit details he was forced to create and then live. It was full-time slavery, with the porn writing as both punishment and entertainment.

Jeff's final reflection in the chapter was one of complete acceptance of his broken state. Standing (or rather kneeling) at the end, after Harry had left and Janine had him clean and write one last summary, he knew; this was it. The change from his writing job to sissy and gay porn stories had sealed it. He really disliked every aspect, the creative act twisted into self-humiliation, the sex acts especially the gay ones that went against his nature, the constant exposure and mockery. But he realized he had nothing left anymore. No job, no escape, no self. Only service, only writing for their amusement, only enduring with the knowledge that Janine and Harry would laugh about it all, every day, for as long as they wanted. The chapter ended on that note of resigned despair, the laptop open to a new document, the cursor waiting for the next story to begin.


CHAPTER 12

The days after Harry's extended visit solidified the permanent arrangement. Harry spent most nights and weekends at Janine's, where Jeff's sole 'job' was writing sissy and gay porn for their amusement under strict quotas. Hormones had given Jeff small but growing A-cup breasts, which Janine enjoyed exposing and tormenting. 'Look at these little tits coming in, sissy. Harry loves them already.'

Public humiliation intensified. Jeff ran errands in full sissy attire, dresses, heels, makeup, collar, cage, and plug, curtseying and explaining his role to strangers who laughed. Delivery drivers inspected him; park 'exercises' were filmed. The laughter from onlookers was constant.

The writing intensified. Jeff spent hours at the laptop, producing even longer, more explicit stories. Themes now included public exposure, breast play, and group use. He hated every word, especially when forced to detail gay acts in graphic prose. But his old life was gone, no job, no escape, no identity. The old freelance writing was a distant memory, replaced by this degrading output that fed directly into their real-life games.

The climax of this new phase came with the planning of the 'party.' Harry announced it casually one evening while Jeff knelt between his legs, gently licking his balls as instructed. 'I'm inviting some friends over next weekend, sissy. Dominant guys like me, bisexual, into this scene. They'll get to use you properly. A real gay orgy for our amusement. Janine will host, film, direct. You'll write about it in real time if we let you, or right after. Make sure those stories capture every detail, the shame, the horror, how much you dislike it.' Janine laughed from the couch. 'He'll hate it. All those cocks, all that cum. But his body will leak and his new tits will bounce. Everyone will laugh at the little sissy writer turned orgy whore.' Jeff's stomach dropped, but he could only reply, 'Yes, Sir. Yes, Mummy.'

Preparation was meticulous and humiliating. Jeff was put on a strict regimen; extra hormones to accelerate breast growth, larger plugs to stretch him for multiple uses, and forced practice on dildos while writing. His breasts continued to develop, now clearly visible as small, soft mounds with darkening nipples. Janine measured them daily, commenting on the progress. 'Another quarter inch. Perfect. By the party, they'll jiggle nicely when you're getting fucked.' The collar tag was updated to 'Sissy Orgy Whore & Porn Writer'. Outfits were prepared; an even shorter, sheerer dress that would offer no coverage, garters, stockings, and heels that made walking an ordeal.

The night before the party, Jeff was made to write a preview story, detailing what he imagined (and dreaded) would happen, with heavy emphasis on his reluctance and the laughter. He described in long passages the multiple men, the way his growing breasts would be grabbed and sucked, cum pouring from his used holes. 'The sissy knew horror at what was coming. Multiple real cocks, not just one. The shame of being the centre of a gay orgy while his ex-wife laughed and filmed. Cum would pour from him afterward, but he had nothing left to resist.' Janine and Harry read it and laughed, then used him roughly to 'rehearse'.

The day of the party arrived. Jeff was dressed in the sluttiest outfit yet; a tiny pink sheer babydoll dress that barely covered his growing breasts (now noticeably budding A-cups, the nipples poking through the thin fabric) and left his caged nub and plugged arse completely exposed when he moved. Matching pink stockings with garter belt, 6-inch heels, the 'Sissy Orgy Whore' collar, full permanent makeup refreshed to look even more whorish, glossy over-plumped lips, thick winged eyeliner, arched surprised brows. Janine had him bend over for a final plug inspection and replacement with the largest one yet. 'Can't have you too tight for the boys,' she said, twisting it in as Jeff whimpered. 'Remember, you write gay porn, you live gay porn. Tonight you'll do both.'

Harry arrived first with the guests; three men, all in their 40s-50s like him, dominant, fit, and openly amused when they saw Jeff. There was Mark, a burly bearded man with a thick cock (Harry had shown photos); Derek, lean and sadistic-looking; and Tony, the most vocal, who laughed immediately. 'Holy fuck, Harry, you weren't kidding. This is the sissy porn writer? Look at those little tits growing! And the face, permanent slut mode. And that tiny cage. Janine, you're a genius.' They all laughed as Jeff was made to greet them on his knees, crawling to each, kissing their boots or shoes, and reciting; 'Welcome, Sir. This sissy is here to be your orgy whore tonight. I write detailed gay porn stories about being used, and tonight I'll live it for your amusement. My breasts are growing from hormones so you can play with them.'

The laughter was immediate and constant. Tony reached down, lifting Jeff's dress to inspect the cage and plug, pinching a growing breast. 'These are coming along nicely. Soft already. Bet they bounce when you're getting railed.' Mark slapped Jeff's exposed arse hard. 'And this plugged hole, ready for multiple loads. Can't wait to see cum pouring out of this sissy writer.' Derek just smirked, already unzipping slightly. Janine served drinks, directing Jeff to crawl with the tray, the short dress riding up constantly, his small breasts jiggling with every movement. 'Everyone, make yourselves at home. The sissy is the entertainment. Use him however you want, mouth, arse, tits. He hates it, which makes it better. He'll write about every detail afterward.'

The orgy began with Jeff serving drinks on his knees while the men chatted. Soon hands were everywhere. Tony pulled him onto his lap, ordering him to suck his thick cock. Jeff hesitated, face burning under the permanent makeup. 'Sir, I... I really dislike this.' The others laughed as Tony forced his head down, the cock stretching his glossy lips. He gagged as it hit the back of his throat, saliva dripping onto his exposed growing breasts. The men took turns using his mouth, comparing his technique, forcing him deeper until tears streaked his eyeliner.

Cum came first from Tony, painting Jeff's face and tits in thick ropes. 'Swallow and thank us,' he ordered. Jeff obeyed, choking on the taste. The others followed, some pulling out to cover his growing breasts, others making him swallow. 'Look at the sissy writer covered already,' Derek said, slapping a cum-streaked tit. Janine filmed, directing him to pose between loads.

Anal came next. They bent him over the table, removed the plug, and took turns. Harry went first, thrusting deep into the stretched hole. Jeff cried out as each man replaced the last, the stretch and fullness overwhelming. Cum from previous loads mixed with lube, pouring out around their cocks. 'Push it out, sissy,' Mark commanded after filling him. Thick white streams leaked from his gaping hole onto the floor. The men roared with laughter.

Positions changed. Jeff rode one while sucking another, his small breasts bouncing visibly with every movement. They slapped and squeezed them, pinching nipples. 'These are getting bigger just for us to play with,' Tony said. Double penetration was attempted: fingers and then two cocks stretching him further. The burn made Jeff sob, 'Too much... I really dislike this.' They thrust shallowly, stretching him wide before pulling out to more laughter and more cum pouring free.

The night peaked with a bukkake finish. Jeff knelt in the centre, dress pulled down, breasts and face presented. The four men circled him, stroking until loads splashed across his makeup-streaked face, open mouth, and soft tits. More cum leaked from his arse as he was made to push it out for display. 'Perfect orgy whore,' Harry said. Janine made him thank each man, kissing their cocks while dripping.

After the guests left, Jeff was ordered straight to the laptop, still messy and leaking. 'Write it now. Every detail, the oral, the anal train, the DP stretch, the cum pouring from you, your tits being used and painted. Make it graphic.' He typed for hours, describing the rotation of cocks, the horror of being the centre of laughter and use, the way his growing breasts jiggled and were abused, the streams of cum he was forced to display and taste. Janine and Harry read passages aloud, laughing.

Harry stayed the night. While he fucked Janine on the couch, Jeff cleaned the floor on hands and knees, plug reinserted. 'This is the arrangement now,' Harry said between thrusts. 'Regular parties like this. He writes the porn, lives the porn, and we enjoy it.' Janine came hard, directing Jeff to add the scene to his story.

In the cot later, body aching and sticky, Jeff faced the full reality. The permanent arrangement was complete: full-time sissy slave and gay porn writer, breasts growing for their amusement, used in group scenes, everything documented and laughed at. There was no escape, no old life left. Only this, writing and living the degradations for Janine and Harry, forever.

ONE YEAR LATER

One year later, the permanent arrangement had evolved into something even more extreme. Jeff had undergone extensive surgeries and hormonal treatments that had completely reshaped his body into that of a huge-breasted slut. He now sported massive GG breasts that jutted out prominently, a fat, round bottom that jiggled with every step, and a tiny, ultra-thin waist kept cinched by a relentless corset. He could only walk in extreme fetish ballet heels that arched his feet painfully and forced him into a prancing, mincing gait on his toes. Long blonde hair framed his face, paired with massively fat, plumped lips, long acrylic nails, and modifications to his tongue and teeth that made him lisp like a lisping child. He acted like a complete dumb bimbo, giggling mindlessly and prancing around the house in little satin sissy clothes. His panties were always specially made with the back open, leaving his arsehole constantly exposed and ready for use at any moment.

In the living room, Amber waddled about heavily pregnant with Max's baby, her swollen belly prominent under a loose top. Linda was there too, watching the scene with a knowing smile. Max suddenly grabbed Jeff from behind, spinning the transformed sissy around and pulling him into a deep, forceful kiss. His hands immediately went to Jeff's massive GG breasts, squeezing and groping them roughly. Then Max pushed Jeff down to his knees and fed his cock into the fat lips. Jeff began sucking eagerly, his modified tongue working the shaft as he lisped around it.

As Jeff bobbed on Max's cock, Harry walked up with his own cock already out and hard. All the girls clapped and cheered enthusiastically as Harry and Max leaned in to kiss each other passionately right over Jeff's head. They rubbed their cocks together, smearing precum on Jeff's blonde hair while the sissy continued to suck and slurp below them.

Harry then moved behind Jeff, grabbing his fat round bottom and thrusting his cock into the open-backed panties, fucking the sissy hard and deep. All the while, Harry continued kissing and groping Max, their hands all over each other as Jeff was spitroasted between them.

On the large sofa nearby, all the girls were fucking each other in a heated tangle. Janine led the action, directing Linda and the pregnant Amber. Janine had her face buried between Linda's legs while Amber sucked on Janine's breasts, everyone moaning and grinding. The room filled with the sounds of their pleasure.

Jeff pulled off Max's cock for a moment, grinning up at the two men with his fat, glossy lips. He held the shaft with one long-nailed hand, lisping in his childlike bimbo voice, 'I love being my mummy and daddy's gay cum slut. I love being a gay sissy whore!' The girls on the sofa laughed and clapped even louder as Harry resumed fucking him.

The room was thick with the heavy, musky scent of sex, sweat, precum, cum, and the sweet, tangy aroma of wet pussies filling the air. Jeff pranced in his extreme ballet heels, his massive GG breasts bouncing heavily with each tiny, mincing step, the fat round bottom jiggling obscenely. His tiny corseted waist was cinched so small he could barely breathe, making his huge tits and ass look even more exaggerated. The open-back panties framed his constantly exposed, puckered hole, slick with lube and ready. His long blonde hair swayed, fat plumped lips parted in a dumb bimbo smile, long nails clicking as he moved.

Max's thick cock stretched Jeff's fat lips as the sissy sucked noisily, wet slurping and gagging sounds echoing. 'Mmmph, Daddy's cock is so big and tasty,' Jeff lisped in his high, childlike voice, saliva dripping down his chin onto his massive, sensitive breasts. The smell of Max's musky crotch mixed with the room's sex stink. Max groaned deeply, thrusting into the warm, wet mouth, hands mauling the huge tits, pinching the fat nipples. 'That's it, you dumb sissy whore. Suck it like the cum slut you are.'

Harry stepped up, his hard cock slapping against Jeff's cheek, the scent of his precum strong and heady. The girls, Linda, pregnant Amber with her swollen belly, and Janine, clapped and cheered, their voices mixing with moans. 'Look at our bimbo taking two cocks!' Harry and Max leaned over Jeff, kissing deeply, tongues visible and wet, their hands stroking each other's cocks right above the sissy's face. The sounds of their passionate kissing, smacks and moans, blended with the wet suction from Jeff's mouth. Harry rubbed his cock against Max's, smearing precum into Jeff's blonde hair.

Harry moved behind, gripping Jeff's fat ass cheeks and thrusting his cock into the open-backed panties. The wet squelch of penetration filled the room as Harry's thick shaft slid deep into the stretched hole, balls slapping against Jeff's smooth skin. Jeff moaned loudly around Max's cock, the sound muffled and lispy: 'Mmmph! Daddy's fucking my sissy pussy!' The smell of ass and lube rose as Harry pounded, the fat bottom rippling with each thrust. Harry kept kissing Max over Jeff, their lips locked, hands roaming, while Harry fucked the bimbo hard and fast.

On the sofa, the girls were a tangle of flesh and lust. Janine dominated, her fingers buried deep in Linda's dripping pussy, pumping wetly with obscene squelching sounds. Amber, heavily pregnant, moaned loudly as she sucked on Janine's tits, her swollen belly pressed against Linda's thigh. Linda gasped, 'Oh fuck, Janine, your fingers... Amber, suck harder!' The air was filled with their moans, wet pussy sounds, the scent of female arousal mixing with the men's cum and sweat. Janine led them, directing positions, making Amber finger her while she ate Linda out, everyone writhing and crying out in pleasure.

Jeff pulled off Max's cock with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting his fat lips to the glistening head. He grinned up stupidly, holding the thick shaft with his long-nailed hand, his voice high and lisping like a naughty child: 'I love being my mummy and daddy's gay cum slut. I love being a gay sissy whore!' His huge breasts heaved, nipples hard, ass still impaled on Harry's cock. The room erupted in louder claps and moans from the girls. Harry thrust deeper, grunting as he kissed Max passionately, their tongues dancing while they used the transformed sissy. The smells, sounds, and heat built to a fever pitch as the orgy continued, Jeff's bimbo body on full display and eager for more.

In the heat of the moment, Harry pulled his cock from Jeff's stretched hole with a wet pop, leaving the sissy whimpering and leaking. He moved behind Max, who was still thrusting into Jeff's eager mouth, and pressed his slick, throbbing shaft against Max's ass. With a grunt, Harry pushed in, fucking Max deep while Max continued to use the bimbo's face. The sounds of skin slapping skin, grunts, and wet suction filled the room as the two men spit-roasted the transformed sissy between them, Harry pounding Max's ass with powerful thrusts that drove Max's cock harder into Jeff's throat.

The girls on the sofa reached their own crescendo, Janine leading them through a tangled climax of moans, squelching fingers, and gasping orgasms, their bodies slick with sweat and juices. Amber cradled her pregnant belly as she came, Linda's cries mixing with hers. Everyone watched the men with lustful eyes as Harry fucked Max while Max used Jeff.

As the orgasms subsided and everyone collapsed in a sweaty, cum-soaked heap, the new family dynamic solidified. In the months that followed, the household grew. Amber gave birth to Max's baby, and soon after, Linda, Amber, Max, Harry, Janine, and the transformed Jeff all moved in together under one roof. The large home became a constant den of debauchery, with Jeff serving as the live-in sissy maid and cum dump for everyone.

Jeff, now fully embracing his role as the dumb bimbo sissy with his massive GG breasts, fat ass, corseted waist, and lisping speech, pranced around in his open-backed satin panties, always ready. Despite the extreme modifications, a part of him looked forward with eager bimbo excitement to the next stepl sexual reassignment surgery. He couldn't wait to have his useless cock removed and a perfect, tight pussy created for him, so he could be an even more complete whore for his Mummy, Daddy, and the whole family, taking loads in his new cunt whenever they wanted.
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