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ONE

It was as I was just throwing the bag of trash into the bin when the heavy moving truck rolled past me, squealing to a stop outside the little white thatched cottage, next door, gravel crunching underneath the heavy tyres.  Old Mrs. Connor had passed away over a year ago, and since then the old cottage had remained untouched and empty.  Such a shame for a beautiful old white-walled cottage to sit empty.  I was glad that someone would be moving in finally.

Our two neighbouring cottages were the only two houses for about a mile, both surrounded by forest.  I had inherited my house when my parents passed away in a plane crash some four years ago.  Sandra, my wife, had been hesitant to move into the house, preferring to rent it out or even sell it.  “I’m a city girl Dean, I need city life.” Sandra had explained.  However, after trying it for a few weeks, even Sandra had to admit it was nice to come home to the cosy cottage with a roaring fireplace, and unwind after work.  Luckily for me, the city was too not far to drive, and the fact that I bought Sandra a Range Rover helped somewhat too.  For me, country life was fine.  A published author, I really did value the quiet of the countryside.

Mrs. Connor had been a wonderful old lady with white hair, who must have been very attractive when she was younger.  She was well-spoken and told stories about her activism during the sixties, when she had quite the amount of fun.  “Honestly dear, I’m amazed I made it this far!  The amount of drugs I took back then!” She had once told me with a cheeky chuckle.  She was the epitome of a former hippy, with her free attitude, self-sufficiency, and floral loose clothing.  

She lived alone, her husband passing many years previously.  She had two children, a boy, Mark, and a girl, Diana, both of which she couldn’t stand.  “Snobbish bores who turned out the exact opposite of me.  God help their poor kids.” She had once moaned.  I remembered both when I was growing up.  They were already much older than I was, and I remembered they had babies when I was young.  Then they stopped coming.

“Do you not see your grandkids?” I asked.

“My granddaughter, Paula, wonderful girl.” She said, leaning forward.  “Transsexual.  Came out as gay recently, and my idiot son kicked her out.  She stayed with me last summer.” Mrs. Connor said, as if I should have noticed her.

“I don’t remember.” I said.  “I was not here that often back then.”

“Oh yes, quite right.  Terrible loss.  Your parents were lovely.”

After she passed away, there had been some visits.  I remember seeing Mark and Diana arriving with their respective spouses, but I did not make time to speak to them.  Somehow, I could not help but still be on the side of old Mrs. Connor.  After those visits, everything lay abandoned.  The grass started to get out of control and the flowers started to die.  Sandra and I felt awful about how it was left, so we made an effort to keep the place looking fresh.  It was actually a relief for me to see the moving truck turn up, albeit I was unsure as to who had inherited the house in the end.

Moments later, a little silver BMW Z4 pulled up into the drive way.  Some sort of hard industrial sounding techno playing from inside.  The music stopped and the door opened.  A long slender leg stepped out, her foot wearing beautiful patent-leather high-heeled shoes, her leg clearly wrapped in black stockings.  This was confirmed as she raised herself from the car, the hint of lace from the stocking top visible for a briefest of moments, before the short black leatherette skirt was pulled down.  She was tall, wearing a red halter neck blouse, almost see-through over a black lacy bra.  Her chestnut brown hair, long and smooth, cascaded down her back, and partially over the right side of her face.  Her eyes were covered by huge sunglasses.  She looked so chic.

The woman looked at the house, then at the garden, before looking around and spotting me.  Her beautiful lips spread wide into a smile.  “Did you do this?” She called over to me.

“What?” I called back.

“The garden.  It’s stunning.” She called, before walking over, almost stumbling on the gravel.  “Really not the right shoes for the countryside, I know.” She stated as she reached me.  Her voice was soft and well-spoken; she sounded like Nigella Lawson.  “Anyway, I assume I have you to thank for taking care of grandmother’s place.  She always spoke so highly of you.”

I smile with gratitude.  “Thanks.  Yes, I couldn’t leave it to go to waste.”

“Of course not.  Terrible situation.  Awful.” She pulled off her sunglasses, revealing beautiful hazelnut eyes.

“What did happen?” I asked her.

“Oh well, Granny left the house to me, and well, my father and my aunt didn’t really like that.  It went to court, a whole lot of legal wrangling, right down to the point where they tried to claim that Granny had lost her marbles.  Anyway, my legal representation was far better than theirs, so here we are.” She said with a beam of pride.  “Paula.” She stated, holding out a lace-gloved hand.

I took it and shook it gently.  “Dean.” And suddenly I realised who this beautiful young lady was.  “Ah, Paula, you’re the…” I caught myself. “One who Mrs. Connor always spoke so highly about.”

“Good save.” She grinned.  “Yes, I’m that one.  Not a problem I hope?”

“Not at all.  I’m not that sort of guy.  Let people be who they want to be.”

“Quite.  Granny did say you were quite the charmer.  Mrs… er, Thomas, right?  Erm, Sandra?”

“Good memory.”

“I used to read all of Granny’s letters.”

“Yes, Sandra’s my wife.  She works in the city.  Lawyer, would you believe?”

“Really?  What line?”

“Civil rights and environmental.”

“Sounds like my kind of gal.”

I chuckled.  “I think you’ll get along like a house on fire.  She’s quite the party animal.  Took a lot of convincing to get her to move out here.”

“I’ll bet.”

“What do you do for work, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Um, well, various things really.  I’m a guidance counsellor helping those like me, wanting to come out and transition.  But, cards on the table, I’m also a part time dominatrix.  And I really mean, part time.  Maybe once a week these days.  If that.”

That was a new one for me.  Sure, I had seen BDSM stuff, I wasn’t a monk, but I didn’t know much about it.  “Why only part time?”

“Mainly because I really can’t be bothered anymore.  Not that I don’t like BDSM, but the whole doing it for money thing doesn’t do it for me.  I have an online show I do, on OnlyFans, which makes me more than enough money.  I really don’t need to have guys coming over.”

“So why not just stop?”

“Well, I do enjoy it sometimes, with the right people.  I keep some good ones in reserve.” She stopped and stared at me, slightly confused.  “Wow, Granny was right, you’re mega easy to talk to.  I’m going to need to be careful around you Dean Thomas.” She pointed at me, as she started to walk away.  “Really I am.  Anyway, thank you for all this.  I will repay you.”

“No need.”

“Of course there is.  I’d better go tell the movers where to put everything.  Let’s catch up later.”

“Sure.  Good luck, and let me know if you need anything.”

“Will do.”

By the time Sandra arrived home, dinner was already on the table, the fire was lit, and it was raining outside.  As usual, Sandra filled me in on how her day went, whilst I filled her in on mine.  I was always so proud to listen to Sandra talk about how she fought in court.  But I was most proud about the fact that she was a stunning modelesque blonde babe, who decided to go into civil rights law because of how she had been treated growing up.  She worked her arse off in university to get where she was, as well as holding down a modelling job at the time.  She even paid for her own boob job, going from an A cup to a D-cup. 

Now at the age of thirty, she had decided that if kids were to happen, they would happen, so gave up on the pill.  I always told her that she could focus on her career if that was what she wanted, but she said that she really didn’t mind.  “Look, if I get pregnant, then great, but if not, then it’s not the end of the world.” She was very rational that way.

On the other hand, I had instant success with my novel, or rather, my novel was not such a success, but the fact that Netflix liked it had been a success.  They bought the rights to the thriller, which had received widespread positive reviews, but had not really reached a wide audience.  Now the series was in its third season, and had long departed from my original novel, but I was still earning a nice tidy sum from it, as well as being invited to provide feedback on the series direction.  My second novel was already almost finished, and Netflix had already optioned it. 

“Oh wow!” Sandra chuckled after I told her about my conversation with Paula.  “So she really stuck it to Mark and Diana.  Good.  Couldn’t stand that Diana.”

I gave her a confused look.  “I didn’t know you knew her?”

“She came round here once.  You were at Waitrose.  Anyway, she noticed you’d trimmed the grass and instead of being grateful, she started claiming that you were trespassing.  I let her know about the county bylaws regarding the maintenance of gardens, and how I could simply report her.  Fucking bitch.” She spat.

“You never told me.”

“Feel sure I did, but it really wasn’t important.  I’m glad she lost.”

We were about to continue talking when the doorbell went.  “That must be Paula.  Probably needs help with something.” I said, getting up and walking over to the door.  I opened it to find the young woman soaked from the pouring rain.

“Hello.  You wouldn’t happen to have a tin of soup or something I could borrow would you?  I forgot to go shopping, and I have nothing at home.  Thought I’d get an UberEats or something, but they don’t come out here.”

“Don’t be silly.” I told her.  “Come inside.  I made a stew, and there’s plenty left.”

Paula stepped inside and took off the wet coat, revealing a red satin crop-top, straining against her huge bosom, a pierced belly button, which was as flat and firm as an ironing board, and the little black mini-skirt from earlier.  “I really don’t want to be a bother.”

“You’re our neighbour now.  Happy to help.” I told her, leading her into the dining room.  “Sandra, this is Paula.”

Sandra stood, smiling and walking over.  The ladies kissed each other on the cheeks and sat down.  “Lovely to meet you.  We were just talking about you actually.” Sandra said.

“Only good things, I hope?” Paula chuckled.

“Definitely.  We were just saying how happy we were you got the house.”

I left them to chit chat, as I went to fetch a bowl of beef stew and some homemade bread.  I brought it out to her, and then grabbed another wine glass, pouring out some red.

“Thank you so much.” Paula gushed.  “I’m so sorry about this.  I just thought I could order take-away.”

Sandra smiled.  “One of the downsides to living in the country, no take-away.  Luckily, I have a wonderful husband who loves to cook, and always cooks way too much, so you are more than welcome, anytime.”

Paula ate a spoonful of stew and smacked her lips together.  “You may come to regret saying that.  If everything tastes as good as this, then I might end up here every night.”

“The more the merrier.  Honestly, it’s not a problem for me.  I’ll be glad to have a girlfriend to chat to.”

For a moment, Paula looked a little nervous.  “Erm, you know I’m…”

“Transgender, yes dear, I know.  So you are one of the girls aren’t you?”

Visibly relaxing, Paula smiled.  “Yes, I suppose I am.  Thank you.”

I let the girls have a chit-chat, whilst I went and cleared up the dishes.  It was interesting to have two such beautiful women sat opposite each other, even if one was actually transgender, no-one would be able to tell.  She was stunningly beautiful.  In my college days, my mind would’ve run wild at seeing two women together like that.

We all ended up talking until late, about everything from law, politics, my book, the TV show, which she knew of but hadn’t seen.  Around eleven, Paula said it was getting late and she had a hard day of unpacking ahead of her.

“Oh crap.  I also need to sort out the internet and setup my cameras.” Paula said.

“Dean can help with that.” Sandra offered.  “He’s a computer wizkid.”

“Sure I can.” I nodded.  “Tomorrow?”

“Please!  Otherwise my fans will wonder where I am.”

“Out of curiosity,” Sandra began.  “How much do you make on Onlyfans?  I’ve heard people make a fortune.”

“I make about eight thousand a month.” Paula said.  “Give or take.”

“Wow!” Sandra gasped.  “That much?”

“Oh, that’s nothing.  There are people on there making way more.  But admittedly, most make a lot less.  It really depends on the production quality and the feeling of realism.  I have a couple of clients from my domination sessions who are okay with being on there, so long as I let them wear a mask, and when I do that, I make a lot more.”

“Interesting.  Thanks.”

“No, I thank you.  Really, you’ve both been so lovely.”

I shook my head.  “Don’t worry.  What time should I stop by?”

“Whenever it suits you really.  I’m up around eight usually.”

“Great.  I’ll pop over during the morning.”

With kisses good night, she headed home, and we went to bed, where we made love quickly, made chit-chat, and fell asleep, as we usually did.


TWO

Sandra was out of the door by seven thirty, and I was already cleaning up after the breakfast I made.  One of the things Sandra truly hated was cooking, whereas I loved it.  On the other hand, I hated doing clothes washing.  Yes, I know it is just putting stuff in the washer and dryer, but I hated having to work out what went where, whereas Sandra didn’t mind it.  So she did that.  We shared the house cleaning at the weekends, and we shared the ironing.

Around eight thirty, I decided to trot over to Paula’s house and help her with her internet.  I rang the doorbell, expecting her to already be awake.  After waiting a few moments, I heard a bang and then the sound of her swearing, having clearly banged her toe.

“Sorry, sorry!  I over slept.” She said upon opening the door.  She stood there in a very short red satin with lacy trim nightie.

“Erm, should I come back later?” I asked.

“No, no.  Please, come in.  My fault.  Forgot to set the alarm and, well…” She waved her arms about.  “Do me a favour though please.”

“Sure.”

“Please find my coffee machine in one of those boxes.” She pointed to the kitchen.  “And be a darling a make us a couple of coffees.  The cups are already out.”

“Sure.” I said again.

“I’m going to take a shower.  God, I must look a mess.” I looked her up and down, and noticed her nightie had tented.  She followed my eyes and looked down, gasping in horror.  “Oh, shit, shit.  Sorry!  Sorry!  Morning wood.  Fuck, shit!”

I began laughing.  “It’s fine.  I get it too remember.”

“I know, but you don’t go walking parading it around, do you?”

“Well, not normally, no.  Seriously, relax.  Go shower and I’ll make the coffee.”

“Thank you so much!” She said, quickly kissing me on the cheek and accidentally prodding me with her cock.  “Shit.  Sorry!” And with that, she ran off. 

I had to laugh at the whole comedy of the situation, but in no way did I feel disgusted by her; if anything, I found her terribly cute.

Twenty minutes later, she was hugging a cup of hot coffee, dressed in a long red skirt and a black t-shirt.  Her hair was pulled up into a ponytail.

“Thank you for this.” She sighed.  “I need coffee before I can do anything.”

“I’m the same.”

“And sorry for, you know, before.” She gave me an embarrassed smile.

“It’s fine.  Really.” I reassured her.  “I should get started.  Do you have a router already?”

“Yes, I do.  It’s in a box marked tech, up in the bedroom.”

“Okay.  I’ll need to get it connected to broadband.  I’ll need to contact BT.”

“Sure.  Just let me know when you do, and I’ll give you my details.”

I headed upstairs to the large white bedroom, and searched for the correct box.  I found it next to another box marked Toys 3.  With a million and one thoughts going around my head, I set about opening the tech box, and pulling out all the equipment, including the many high-quality cameras and stands she had.  In fact, all those camera and microphones must have been worth a fortune.  Clearly, this web-cam gig was no joke.

I found the Ubiquiti router, shocked that was holding in my hand a two thousand pound piece of equipment.  Taking out my laptop, I logged in and checked the settings, then I plugged it into the wall socket and called British Telecom.

After being passed around for about an hour, I was finally informed that the phone line was still connected and a contract was still active, being paid for out of the estate of Mrs. Connor.  I handed the phone to Paula, who proceeded to move the contract over to her name, before she handed back to me, so I could be transferred to a technician.

“I’ll need the MAC address of the router.” The technician explained.  I read it out to him, and he, in turn, read out the IP settings I needed to set in the router’s settings.  “Give it up to an hour and then it should kick in.  If it’s not up after an hour, then restart the router.  If it still doesn’t work, then call us back.”

The internet actually kicked in less than twenty minutes later.  I set to work on the cameras, and for that, I needed Paula’s help.  “I need to know how you want me to arrange these.” I told her.

“Okay, so camera one is my main view.  That needs to point directly at the bed.  Cameras two and three are ceiling mounted, at an angle.  Then camera four is from the side.”

“Right, but I have cameras five and six here too.”

“They are for the other room.  We can’t set those up yet because the room is not ready.  I need to find someone to come paint it and do the work.”

“Which room?”

“I’ll show you.” She led me to what was once another large bedroom.  It was completely gutted empty, and on the wooden floor sat several boxes, as well as what was clearly bondage furniture.  “I need this room painted red, and I need someone to put up the cross, the pulleys, and some of the other devices.”

“Okay, this is the dungeon.”

“Right.”

“What about the windows?”

“Black curtains which I’ll have drawn all the time.”

I made a look of feigned sadness.  “And right where I have such a good view!”

She chuckled.  “Okay then, I’ll leave them open for you.” 

With a smile, I said, “I can paint this for you.  We can go to B&Q later if you like?  There’s one not far from here.”

“Oh super!”

“And the equipment, well, I could put that up for you too.  I’ll need a couple of days, and I’m sure Sandra would be happy to help.  It’s Saturday tomorrow anyway.”

“I wouldn’t want to ruin your weekend.”

“Please.  What do you think we do?  Sandra will go out clubbing tonight with her friends, and I’ll end up picking her up at like, two, or she’ll taxi it.  Then we just rest for the weekend.”

“You don’t go?”

“Sometimes, but not so much.  It’s not that I don’t want to, but I like to give her space to unwind.”

“You’re a good guy Dean.  There’s not many out there like you.”

“Ah, no.  I’m lucky to have Sandra.  Look at her.  She’s the total package.  Looks, brains, kind heart.”

“That she is.  Exactly my type.”

“I thought you’re gay?” I said, surprised.

“No.  I’m pansexual.  I suppose Granny told you I was gay?” She asked.  I nodded.  “Yeah, she didn’t understand the whole concept of pansexuality, so for her it was easier to see me as gay, which she was cool about.”

“Interesting.”

“And you?  Straight as a whistle?” She grinned.

“Honestly, never really thought of myself as anything but straight, but never really given any thought to it, to be honest.”

“You don’t need to justify why you are straight, you know?  You just are, and that’s it.  Don’t be embarrassed just because I’m not.”

“I’m not embarrassed.  I just never really gave it much thought.  I had a couple of girlfriends at school, as you do.  Went to college, got laid a couple of times, then met Sandra a little after that.  Sandra is bisexual.  She used to have a girlfriend back in college.”

“Did she now?” Paula cooed, as if suddenly getting her hands on some juice gossip.  “Can’t say I’m surprised though.  She looks fun.”

“And I don’t?” I asked, feigning shock and sadness.

“Not, not fun, just, relaxed.  Like, you have the capability of being fun, but it has to be the right setting.  I get the feeling you are the type of guy who will go to a techno party and you won’t dance, but you will appreciate the music and the DJ.”  Shit, that was exactly who I was. 

“No.  Well, maybe.”

“Front left speaker.” She simply said.

“Damn it.” I shouted, walking out of the room to do the cameras, leaving her shaking her head, laughing. 

I was almost done setting up the cameras, so I told Paula we could go get the paint for the dungeon. 

“Sure.” She replied.  “I’ll get changed.  We can grab a bite to eat, if you like.  My treat for all the work you’re doing.”

“Don’t need to treat me, but I’ll be happy to have lunch with you.”

I was just adjusting the camera positions and making sure they were in focus, as she began getting changed. 

“Oh, I’ll just give you a moment.” I stuttered out.

“Don’t be silly.  I’m a big girl.  Stop worrying.  People see me naked all the time.” She said nonchalantly. 

She stripped down to her black thong panties, and I saw the bulge of her cock.  I tried to focus on getting the cameras aligned, but I struggled to keep my erection down, as I tried not to stare at her huge breasts, and tiny waist and arse.  She pulled out a six-strap suspender belt and clipped it around her waist, then slid up the stockings up her long thin legs.

“Want to help me clip them on.” She asked, looking over her shoulder at me.

“I really shouldn’t.”

“I’m not asking you to do anything naughty.  I’m just asking for help clipping them on.”

“Erm, okay.”

She clipped the front ones and then stood up.  I pulled each of the others down with trembling hands, and carefully clipped them to the stockings.

“Thank you,” she said with a smile, then looking down at my trousers, she said, “and now that’s us even.” Before grinning away and grabbing a black bra from a drawer.

“Shit, you did that on purpose?” I asked her.

“Yep.  You didn’t think I would be the only one embarrassed here did you?”

“Oh, you’re mean.”

“Come on, don’t tell me you didn’t like it.” She said, slipping on a short burgundy dress and pointing the open zip towards me.  Automatically, I zipped it up.

“I think this speaks for itself.” I said, pointing at my painful erection.

She looked at my crotch and then pointed at the bathroom.  “Go get rid of it then.  I’ll wait.”

“I’m not going to wank off in your bathroom.” I said, incredulously.  “It’ll go down on its own in a second.”

“Don’t be silly.  Go rub one out and we can go.”

“But…”

“Now!  Come on Mister.”

Feeling rather silly, I walked into the bathroom, closed the door, noting the distinct lack of a lock, and opened my pants.  My erection was rock hard and painful.  Trying to think of my wife, I began rubbing myself over the toilet.  I tried to remember sex with her.

“Going all right?” Paula called out.

“Do you mind?”

I felt sure I heard chuckling.  However, as my mind returned to Sandra, suddenly, Sandra changed into Paula.  Suddenly, I was imagining myself kissing the beautiful brunette, I even imagined myself holding her cock.  And then for some reason, I imagined her bending me over, and slowly pushing her…

“Ohhhhh, fuck!” I cried out, spraying semen into the toilet bowl.

I quickly washed up my cock, and put it away, stepping out of the bathroom to find Paula leaning against the doorframe, and biting the tip of her thumb.  “That sounded fun.  Better now?”

“Much.”

“Were you thinking about me, or Sandra?” She asked quietly.

“Sandra.” I replied, instantly.

“Liar.” She smiled.

Deciding that her car was not really the type of car you used for going paint shopping, we jumped into my Jaguar XJ, and I drove.  In the car, we chatted about the neighbourhood, the people in the main village, and the fact that we did not even have a post office nearby.  There was a pub though, but it was nothing special.  Twenty minutes later, we were in the industrial estate outside the city, and inside the B&Q hardware store.  Paula selected several tins of dark red paint, some brushes and other essentials for painting a room.

“There’s a Chinese nearby if you are up for that?” I asked her.

“Sounds great.”

Over lunch, the subject slipped into dangerous territory again, as we talked about her work on Onlyfans.  She ended up explaining what she normally does.

“So, I have a number of fans who just like to see me play with myself. Either playing with my cock, or fucking myself with dildos and whatnot.  Then I have fans who want to feel like I would fuck them, so I talk all dirty about what I would do to them.  Most of those are actually married straight men, who want to imagine I’m turning them gay.  Then I have several fans who like me to dominate them remotely.  For that, they send me money, and photos of themselves, and I tell them what to do.  Sometimes, they want me to threaten them, like blackmail, that I would expose them, but I would never do that unless they really wanted it and they didn’t have kids and stuff.  I wouldn’t ruin someone’s life, no matter how much of a turn on it is.  It would have to be something that all parties consent to.  Sometimes these men don’t consider their partners, family, and stuff.”

I was truly shocked by all this information.  “Honestly, I feel a little stupid really.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know.  I guess I feel so sheltered, like I didn’t know about any of this stuff.”

“And how do you feel about it?”

“I really don’t know.  I suppose I get it.  I get the turn on of being forced to do something.  I get that fantasy, of losing control.  I just never considered it until now.  I’m boring.”

“You’re not boring.  You just didn’t know.  It’s fine.”

“Yeah, but, what if Sandra’s bored with me?”

“She’s not bored.”

“You don’t know that.  You only just met her.”

“Want me to ask her?”

“What, like, just walk up to her and say, are you bored with Dean?”

“No, but,” she sighed.  “She’s going out tonight, right?”

“Yes.”

“You’re not?”

“No.”

“Maybe I can see if I can tag along, and see what she says.  But Dean, what if she says you are boring?  I mean, what will you do?”

“I don’t know.  Talk to her?”

“Okay.  But don’t go crazy, yeah? Don’t panic. Just talk.”

We ate and chatted then I drove her home and we unloaded the things.  I gave her Sandra’s mobile number and she said she would drop her a text. 

When I arrived home, I set to work on my book, but unfortunately, found myself in writer’s block.  In the end, I found myself Googling Paula’s name, and apart from some stuff around social work, I found nothing.  I then Googled Paula Transgender Model Onlyfans and finally got several links.  Eventually, I found her.  Mistress Paula Diablo TS.  I opened up Onlyfans and signed up, paying the $19.99 subscription fee requested. 

Immediately, I was confronted with pictures of Paula in various states of undress.  Of course, I also got to see her huge penis, which I had to admit was much larger than mine.  I then watched some of the videos, mainly of her playing with herself, using dildos, and such.  More interesting were the videos of her dominating men in masks, whipping them, kicking them around.  There was even one of her forcing a man to dress up in a very girly pink dress, like some sort of huge satin and lace party dress.  I had to admit, the way she was calm and almost whispering to the man, telling him what a slut he was, was a huge turn-on and I could easily picture myself in his position, much to my surprise.  Then I watched as the transvestite man dropped to his knees to take Paula’s cock in his mouth.  He sucked her for about five minutes, even encouraging and humiliating him, “Straight big man now a little sissy faggot.  I’ve turned you gay, haven’t I sissy?  No more pussy for you, only big hard cock.” She purred at him.

I looked down and found myself rubbing my cock through my trousers.  It was totally hot.  Even hotter was when she turned him around and pushed her condom covered cock into his arsehole. 

Suddenly, I became aware that the green dot was next to her profile picture, signalling that she was online.  With a ping, a message box popped up.  “If I’d known you wanted access, I would’ve given it to you for free. ☺” She wrote.

“I was curious…” I wrote back.

“They usually are. ☺  It’s fine.  What do you think?”

“I think you look really good.”

“Not too much for you?  Like, too much cock?”

“As I wrote, I think you look really good.”

“☺ You’re sweet.  I’m going out with Sandra tonight.  I’ll let you know how it goes.”

“Thanks.  I assume you’ll go from here?  She usually takes ages getting ready.”

“Yeah…women!”

“Hehe.”

“Which video is your favourite?”

“The one with the sissy.” I wrote back, wondering if I wasn’t making a mistake.

“Interesting.  That one made me the most money.  I assume it was because I was fucking the guy.  It was fun to make too; I enjoyed it a lot.”

“I’ll not lie, I enjoyed watching it.”

“Wow!  Thank you for being honest.  I’m about to go live.  Need to catch up with my fans.  Look out the window and let me know if you think I’m good to go.”

I turned to the window and looked out.  Paula was stood there, wearing a red lace bra, red corset, red stockings, and a matching red satin and lace robe.  She slowly undid the robe and revealed her large cock, hanging semi-flaccid in plain view. 

“So?   Think I’m good to go?” She called to me.

“Uh-huh.” I replied, unable to speak.

“Thank you for setting me up.”

“No problem.”

“Do me one last favour.”

“What?”

“Show me your cock.”

I gulped, considering what to do next, then I undid my jeans and pushed them down, along with my boxer shorts.  My six inch erection swung out, and she gave me a smile.

“That’s the reaction I was hoping for, thanks.” She said, and then shut the window.

I went back to the computer and watched the live feed.  Paula talked about her move and how she now lived in a very secluded area where nobody could hear her slaves scream.  “Well, apart from the neighbour who set up all my equipment for me, but he’s already my little slave bitch.  Hmm, I’m thinking of feminising him and making him my maid.  He’s married, but you all know how I love turning out straight men and turning them into little gay sissy bitches.  Once I do that, I’ll make sure you all see it.”

I was not sure why, but as she said that, I rubbed myself faster until I came all over myself.

“Anyway, still lots of work to do here, so I need to drop, but I’ll make sure to stop by every so often.  Bye bye sluts, and don’t forget to tip!”

As the feed ended, the message box came up again.  “Don’t worry, that was just for show.” She wrote.

I started to write back.  “Well, that’s a shame!” Then my nerves got the better of me.  I deleted it and instead wrote, “Thought so.  No worries.”  I then ended the chat, cleaned myself up, and closed my jeans.  Standing, I walked over to the window to find her stood there watching me with a smile, and one hand on her dick, wanking it. 

“Private show?” I asked after I opened the window.

“Well, I can’t let you pay all that money for nothing.” She replied. 

Our eyes locked as she masturbated, her other hand revealing a breast and pulling and twisting a nipple.  Her mouth opened and her eyes fluttered closed as her cock started spraying cum over the garden.  Her orgasm then subsided and she looked up at me with a satisfied smile.  “Mmm, would’ve preferred to have read what you were going to write.”

“What was I going to write?” I asked her.

“You were going to write that it was a shame that what I said was just for show.”

For a moment, I was a little shocked that I was so transparent, but given my current state of arousal, I simply replied, “Maybe.”

She smiled at me.  “Honey, I would love nothing less, but we are going to be neighbours and friends for a long time.  I’m not going to break up any marriages.”

“You’re a fine lady Paula.  Thank you.”

“Don’t worry.  There’s nothing wrong with fantasy.  And mind-fucking is sometimes so much hotter.” With that, she shut her window.

Sandra arrived home a little before six, and I prepared a soup and fresh bread for her, given that she didn’t like to eat a lot before going out for fear of being bloated.  We talked about our days as usual and I explained that I helped Paula, and offered to help her paint and setup her dungeon.

“Oh, think she’ll let us play in it?” Sandra cooed.

“I’m sure she will.  But, just for clarity, who would dominate who?” I asked.

Sandra shrugged.  “Never really gave it much thought.  What do you think?”

I looked around, as if trying to find the answer elsewhere, when I was really trying to build up my own courage.  “I guess, you, me.” I said quietly.

A grin slowly formed on her lips.   “That does make the most sense, really.  I am kind of am the one who wears the pants around here, right?”

“Yeah.” I replied, meekly.

“Anyway,” she said, changing the subject. “What else did you get up to today?”

I gulped again, and then decided to be honest.  “Well, out of curiosity, I went online and found her Onlyfans account and checked it out.”

“Oh, show me!” She said jumping around like a giddy girl.

As I was opening the computer, I suddenly realised that she would also see my chats with Paula too, and I tried to remember if I wrote anything that could be misconstrued there, but it was too late to say no.  I opened up the site and allowed her to scroll through.

“She has such a hot body.” Sandra mused. “And a huge cock.  Wow!  Sorry babe, but she’s bigger than you!”

“I…noticed.” I sighed.

Then she went to the chat window and saw my chats with her.  She read through them and chuckled.  “What did she show you?”

“At the window?  Oh, the outfit she put on.”

“Hehe.  Our transsexual neighbour flirting with my husband.  That’s funny.”

“She wasn’t flirting.”

“She was flirting honey.  Don’t worry.  I’m not angry.  I think it’s funny.  Must make you all sorts of confused.” Sandra clicked on the video from today and watched it, listening to what Paula was saying and giggling every so often.  “Now I understand what she wrote about saying what she said for her fans.  That’s funny though.”

She scrolled through some more videos, eventually landing on the one with the sissy.  She watched it, skipping through, becoming very quiet.  Then she said quietly, “Want to fuck?”

“Yes please.”

“Get your cock out then.” She stood up and leaned over the desk, the video still playing, with her eyes on it.

“Shall I close the curtains?” I asked.

“No.”

My cock was already rock hard from the video, of course.  I dropped my jeans and pushed my cock into my wife’s wet pussy. 

“Oh yeah, fuck me!” She cried out.

We stared at the video, with me thrusting now at the same rate that Paula was thrusting in and out of the guy.  I couldn’t believe we were both getting off on transsexual porn, but I think if it was anyone else, we wouldn’t; it was because it was transsexual porn with our neighbour in it.

My eye caught a movement through the window, and I saw Paula watching us with a smile on her face, her hand rubbing her exposed cock.  Instead of making me nervous, it made me want to perform better.  I began slamming into Sandra, causing her to cry out in ecstasy. 

“Yes!  Yes!  More, more!” She screamed.

Unfortunately, it was all too much excitement for me, and I cried out, pouring cum into her pussy. 

“Fuck, sorry!” I said.

“No, it’s okay babe.  I loved it.” She told me, turning around and kissing me.  “It’s nice to get fucked like that.”

“But you didn’t cum.”

“It’s fine, really.  Don’t worry.” She kissed me again, and then ran to the toilet.  As she did so, the messenger on Onlyfans popped up.

“Next time finish her with your mouth.” Paula wrote.

“I just came in her.” I wrote back.

“So?  It’s your own cum.  So what?”

“True.”

The moment Sandra came back in the room, I pushed her on the bed.

“What are you doing?” She giggled.

“This.” I said, lowering my face to her pussy.

“But you just came there.  There might be some cum there still.  Ohhhh.” She moaned, as I continued to lick and suck her.  A globule of my cum slid out of her, and she must have felt me lick it up, because she said, “That’s it, clean my dirty pussy baby. Mmm, this was a very good idea!”

Minutes later, I brought her to orgasm, with her hands pulling on my hair, pulling me into her pussy.  She snarled as she came, having a very intense orgasm.

“Thank you honey!  That was…wow, that was awesome.  And boy are you good at that.” She panted.  Then she sat up.  “What brought that on?”

“I just felt guilty for you not having an orgasm.” I sort of lied.

“Well feel free to do that every time!  Wow.”

I chuckled as I walked into the bathroom, watching her stride over to the computer to shut it down.  However, when I came out, I found she had not shut it down at all.  Instead, she had simply written, “THANK YOU!!!!” In the chat box.  To which Paula had replied, “You’re welcome Sandra. ☺”


THREE

I was up early, of course, so I made myself breakfast and watched morning TV in the living room.  Sandra was still fast asleep and she stunk of alcohol and cigarettes.  She didn’t admit it, but she smoked a lot when she went out.  She also drank quite a bit too.

Around ten, I heard a knock on the door.  Opening it, I found Paula there in old ripped jeans and a black t-shirt.  “Hey,” She whispered, “I assume Sandra’s still asleep?”

“Yeah.  How was it last night?”

“Boy, your wife knows how to party.  Erm, so, can you come help paint?”

“Yes, of course.  Let’s go.  I didn’t want to disturb in case you were as inebriated as Sandra.”

“No, I didn’t drink so much.”

Paula had already prepared the floors of the dungeon with plastic and old newspapers, and she had also carefully taped up the windows and doorframes.  Minutes later, we began painting the room together, with Paula telling me about the night.  “We went to a few bars, then a nightclub.  Her friends are all woo-girls.” She laughed.

“Yes, I know.  That’s why I’m never keen to go out with them.  They’re over-the-top.”

“A little bit, yeah.”

“So did she say anything about the sex?”

“Erm, well, yesterday was great.  She said if you do that more often, then things will be better.”

“Better?”

Paula seemed nervous.  “She said you’re not the best in bed.  Bit fast.”

“And small, I guess.”

“Actually no.  Just fast.”

“I’ll try to work on it.”

“Going down on her helps, especially after you cum in her, she found that really hot.  So, can I ask you a kink related question?”

“Sure.  Why?”

“You enjoyed the sissy thing, yeah?”

“Yes I did.”

“Why?”

“Erm, I guess the feeling of loss of control.  I don’t know how to put it.”

Paula nodded as she painted.  “I get it.  So you would it enjoy if Sandra was in charge?”

“Yes, and I already told her that.”

She grinned.  “Yes, I heard you did.  And yes, you can use the dungeon sometimes.  Hey, so I’m going to run some kinks by you and let’s see how you react, okay?”

“Okay.”

“Corporal punishment.” She said.

“Whipping and stuff?”

“Yes.”

“Yes.  Definitely.  I find that interesting.”

“Humiliation, for example, being made fun of, or put into a position where you feel embarrassed sexually.”

I nodded.  “Like being forced to wear that pink dress?”

“For example.”

“Uhhh, yes.  It turns me on.”

“Ummm, public humiliation.”

“Depends, but the idea of it turns me on.”

“Sexual blackmail.”

“Yes.”

“Cuckolding.”

“What’s that?”

“Watching Sandra get fucked by another man or knowing she is being fucked by other men.”

I stopped and looked at her.  “I.e. you?”

“Am I a man?”

“Well, no…”

She chuckled.  “I know what you mean.  Potentially, but I’m not singling anyone out specifically.  I just want to know your feelings on it.”

“I guess, I wouldn’t mind, so long as I didn’t feel like I was just a rug.  I mean, I would need to know she loves me.  Not that she was using me for my money or something like that.”

“Well one thing is for sure, Sandra loves you.”

I put my roller down and turned to face her.  “What’s going on Paula?”

She looked down and gulped.  “Sandra is having an affair.  Or rather, she’s not having an affair, but when she goes out, she pulls guys and fucks them.  I got home way before her last night because she went home with some guy.  I-I’m sorry.”

I went quiet, staring at the floor, conflicting emotions running through my brain.  “I don’t know what to say.”

“As I say, she loves you.  She doesn’t want to lose you, but she is still a kid at heart, a party chick.”

“Does she wear a condom?” I asked.

“Would you want her to?”

“Wha…no, look, she stopped taking the pill some time ago so we could try for kids.  So far I’ve not been successful.”

“I think she’s using condoms.  You didn’t answer my question.”

“Are we back to the kink thing?”

“Yes.  Let’s say she comes back full of another man’s cum, would you go down on her?”

“Yes.” I replied instantly.

“Then I think you shouldn’t worry about her infidelity.  And please don’t bring it up.  She begged me not to tell you because she loves you like crazy and doesn’t want to lose you.”

“She won’t lose me, but yeah, I’m confused.”

“Just relax.  People overthink sex.  In time, she’ll talk to you about it. If it is any consolation, she feels incredibly guilty about it, and she has tried to stop in the past, but she is a bit of a sex addict. Honestly, it eats her up inside, so anything you can do to make it okay for her, would go a long way towards her psychological health. You need to let me work on her and it will be okay.”

I took a deep breath and nodded.  “Okay.” The fact that Sandra was hurting inside seemed to bother me a lot more than the actual act of infidelity.  She had been with me for years and we had a great relationship together, so obviously, the sex meant very little to me.

“It does mean one thing.” She pointed out.

“What’s that?”

“I feel a lot better about the flirting I’ve been doing with you.”

We painted in silence for a moment. The more I thought about Sandra, what she must look like in the arms of another man, the more I felt my desire grow.  For sure, I didn’t understand any of this, but I did understand that I could enjoy it. Would you go down on her? Why did I say yes automatically? I asked myself. Because the idea that she is making me lick up the mess left behind by another man, puts me in such a subservient position, that it excites me.  I turned to Paula.  “Can you get her to go back on birth control?”

“I’ll try.” She smiled, understanding completely what had just gone through my mind.

Later that day, Sandra came by to help finish the painting.  I went home to cook a late lunch, still dizzy from a mix of paint fumes and the knowledge that all this time, Sandra had been cheating on me.  However, the more I thought about it, the more I realised I was turned on by the knowledge that my wife was such a slut.  I got it.  I understood it.  However, my natural instincts were of jealousy and hurt.  I needed to get over them.  The more I thought about it though, the more I simply wanted more.

Not long after, lunch was served and we all ate in relative silence, as if something important had been discussed which I was not privy to.  In the afternoon, we went back to painting and I then began putting together the dungeon equipment.  Again, the girls were fairly quiet, until Sandra spoke.

“I am going out partying again tonight.” She stated, though the slight quiver in her voice suggested she was extremely nervous about my reaction.  It didn’t take a genius to put two and two together and realise the girls had talked whilst I was cooking.  Clearly, Sandra needed to test the waters a little bit.

“Okay.” I replied.  “No problem.”

“Good.” She paused, as if building up the courage to say something.  “Um, I’m thinking, given that the kid situation isn’t really working out for us, I’ll go back on the pill.”

Obviously, this would be the ultimate test. There was absolutely no reason to go back on the bill, given that we were so far unable to conceive. “Sure.” I answered, looking quickly at Paula, who tried to conceal a smirk.

“I’ll speak to my doctor on Monday.” Sandra replied with confidence.

I turned to Paula.  “Are you going with her?  Tonight?”

“No, I have too much to do here.” Paula explained.

“You can help.” Sandra seemed to order.  The quiver in her voice returned, clearly unsure of what she was doing.

Around six, I made them both something small to eat.  After they finished, Sandra asked me to hang back and help her get dressed, something she had never asked me to do previously. 

“I need you to shave me, down there.” She told me. I prepared her using soap and water, then carefully shaved her bare.  “Good.  Go pick out what underwear you want me to wear.”

I selected a tiny red lace thong, matching push-up bra, matching suspender belt, and black stockings which had a red lace top to them.  The thong had clips around the front which allowed for it to be removed without being pulled down, which would make them interesting.

“Very sexy.  Now pick out what you want me to wear over them.”

With a gulp, I picked out a dark red satin crop-wench top, which barely went lower than her boobs, and with the bra made her breasts look enormous.  For the skirt, I selected a black faux-leather micro-skirt which allowed a tiny piece of the stocking lace to show.

“You sure about this?” She asked.

I nodded slowly.

“Everyone will see my belly piercing.”

“I know.”

“Okay.  Make-up, slutty or sexy?”

“Slutty.”

“Men are going to be all over me.” She grinned, sinisterly.

“I know.”

“Just so you know.”

“Who are you going with?”

“Don’t know yet.  Was going to text a friend.  Should I?”

“Male or female friend?”

“Do you care?”

This was it, cards on the table time.  I inhaled deeply.  “No.”

“Good.  Go over to Paula’s.  I’ll call you when I get home.  Don’t come over until then.”

“Yes, um, Mistress.”

“Good boy.” She smiled.

When I arrived over at Paula’s, she was waiting for me with a smile.  She seemed to know exactly what had just happened, and would not say a word about it, other than to say they had talked.  We worked for another two hours, until everything was done. 

“Now, come with me, I have something for you to wear.” Paula said.  I followed her to the bedroom, where she handed me some large pink satin with white lace trim knickers.  “Put these on.”

“Why?”

“Because, I told you to.”

Without another word of complaint, I stripped down and put them on, feeling myself become erect.  As I was doing that, she pulled out a pink latex hood.  She fit it over my head and polished it up.  I could see through it, and it had a mouth hole too, but my identity was completely hidden.  Straight away, I realised what was expected of me.

“We’re going to try out the dungeon, huh?” I asked.

“Uh-huh.”

“Are you going to fuck me?”

She grinned.  “Do you want me to fuck you?”

“I don’t know.”

“I’m not going to fuck you, if you don’t want me to.  BDSM is all about consent.”

“What if I want don’t want to make that decision?”

She seemed to muse the question.  “That’s what we call a legal grey area.  Essentially, what you are saying is that you consent to leaving all decisions up to me.”

“Yes.”

“Okay.  Then leave it to me.”

“So you will fuck me?”

Laughing, she said, “I’ve not decided yet.  Safe word is tangerine.”

Next, she put a pink leather collar on me, and clicked on a leash.  Finally, she walked over to her computer and signed into Onlyfans.  Using an application, she set the cameras to auto select based on movement and time. 

“I’m going to get changed.” She said.  Minutes later, she was back wearing a short black leather skater skirt, and a black leather bra which revealed her pierced nipples.  On her feet and legs, she wore lace-up over the knee boots which almost reached her crotch.

“Okay, so we’re going to go live.  This is my job, yeah?  Please try to get into the role, okay?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good.  Going live.  Get on your knees.”

I dropped to my knees and looked down.

“Hello sluts, I told you I would get my pussy neighbour, and look how fast that was!” She laughed.  “You’re just a little sissy slut, aren’t you?” I knew she was talking to me.

“Yes Mistress.” I said, trying to beat my nerves.

“But I think you have been a naughty sissy, hiding all these feeling from your wife.  How does it feel knowing you are a cuckold, slut?”

“Great Mistress.”

“Mmm. I bet it does, especially knowing you can’t satisfy her, right speedy?” She laughed.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Well fans, I will punish this slut in my newly built dungeon.  Come on slut, crawl behind me.”

I followed behind her on all fours, reaching the dungeon.  She pulled me up and tied me over a wooden whipping bench.

“Time you felt what it is like to be whipped.”

Over the next twenty minutes, I was whipped using many different implements.  It was painful, and it was sexy, especially when combined with the humiliating things she was saying.  Then the moment of truth, she stepped in front of me and unzipped her skirt, letting it drop to the floor.  Her cock stood hard to attention. 

“What do you think fans?  Should I make him suck me off?  I want to hear the sound of tips coming in.” She purred.  Sure enough, from the other room, I could hear the clinks of tips coming in.  “Looks like they want me to do it, sissy.  Open wide.  This is his first time sucking cock.  The first of many.”

The first moment it went into my mouth, I was surprised at how natural it all felt.  However, the romanticism did not last long, Paula wanted to put on a show.  She held my head as she forced it down, making me take it deep down my throat, even choking me with it.  My nose brushed against her shaven crotch. 

She pounded my mouth, fast and slow for nearly five minutes, until finally it erupted, filling me with warm semen.

“Don’t swallow just yet.” She whispered, slowing down the pace.  “Show it to the camera.”

I opened my mouth and showed the mouthful of cum. 

“Nice.  Swallow.” She ordered.

I gulped it down, surprised that the salty fluid didn’t taste or feel bad.

“That’s it sluts.  That’s today’s show, but I’m sure this little slut will be with me in a lot of my videos from now on.  Great times ahead!”

With that, she left me there, tied up, and went into the other room.  Moments later, she was back.

“Cameras are off.” She told me.  “You did great!”

“Thank you Mistress.” I told her.

“I said the cameras are off.”

“Aren’t you still my Mistress?”

She chuckled as she untied me.  “Sandra won’t be home for hours.  I want to watch your Netflix show.  Want to watch with me?”

“Sure.”

“Okay.  I’ll go open a bottle of wine.  Red work for you?”

“Perfect.”

Moments later, we were lying in her bed, getting ready to watch TV.  I was still in the knickers, but had taken the hood off.  She had changed into a pink and black chiffon babydoll nightie, meaning everything was still visible.

“I have a matching nightie for those knickers, unless you want to get changed.” She told me.

“What do you want me to wear, Mistress?” I asked her with a smile.

She grinned and pulled out the pink satin nightie and threw it at me.  “I knew you were a closet sissy from the moment I laid eyes on you.  It’s like a radar.”

“You knew before I did then.” I laughed, pulling the nightie on and shivering at how good it felt.

“You never tried on your mom’s knickers, nothing like that?”

“Nope.”

“Interesting.  You really are a virgin in all aspects of this, huh?”

“Yeah, something like that.”

She threw the remote control onto my lap and climbed in the bed under the duvet.  “Here, find your show.”

“It’s not my show.  It’s based on my book, but really only season one is, and they’ve taken some creative license.”

“Stop complaining and put it on.”

As I put the show on, Paula poured the wine, handing me the glass we clinked the glasses together and watched.  Twenty minutes later, Paula was lying cuddled up to me her right hand on my chest, and her right leg curled over my legs.  Once the episode ended, forty minutes later, she pressed pause, stopping the next episode from playing.

“It’s really good.” She said.  “Really good story, and really addictive.”

“Read the book, please.  As I said, they have taken some creative license.  I’ll give you a signed copy.” I smiled.

“Sounds great.”

“More wine?” I asked her.

“Not yet.” She whispered, pulling her lips to mine, we kissed passionately.  Then she gently pushed on my shoulders, sending me down to her cock, which I graciously took into my mouth, sucking and licking on it.  As I was doing that, she leaned over and pulled out a small bottle, and some lubricant from a drawer next to the bed.  “Get on all fours.”

Nervously, I climbed up.  She pulled down the knickers and put plenty of lubricant on my anus and gently inserted a finger, pushing it in and out, then inserting another, doing the same.  She then pulled her fingers out and took hold of the small bottle and opened it, placing her thumb over the top.

“Take a long deep sniff.” She whispered.

“What is it?”

“Poppers.  They’ll make it feel better for the start.”  She placed the bottle under my left nostril, closing my right.  “Long sniff.” I did, smelling the chemical.  Then she moved the bottle to the other nostril.  “Again.”  I sniffed again.  She then moved back to the left.  “Once more.”

By the time I finished sniffing, my head began to feel hot and it felt like my whole body became loose.  “Oh fuck.” I moaned.  I felt terribly horny all of a sudden.

She quickly placed her hard cock at my hole and pushed forward.  It stung with pain but at the same time, all my senses came alive.  As she pushed in slowly, I heard her sniff the poppers, before handing me the closed bottle.

“I’ll tell you when to sniff again.” She said, now pushing forward again.  Once she was all the way in, she held still.  “Sniff again.”

I did three long sniffs, and she began pumping in and out of me.  “Oh fuck, yeah, fuck me. Oh fuck!  Yeah, Mistress, fuck me!  Make me your little fuck toy.”

“Is that what you want to be?  My fuck toy?” She purred.

“Yes!  Yes please!”

“Fuck, yes baby, yes.  Anytime I want, I’ll fuck you.  Daily if I want to.”

“Please!  Yes, fuck, fuck, fuck me!”

I reached down for my cock.  “No!” She shouted, slapping my arse.  “No touching your cock.”

“Yes Mistress!”

We ended up fucking for nearly an hour, not once reaching orgasm, constantly edging.  She changed my position every few minutes, fucking me missionary position, and even flat on the bed with her whole body rubbing on my back.  I even rode her reverse cowboy, which when I saw myself in the mirror, in that nightie, I felt amazing.

“I’m gonna cum.” Paula panted.

“Yes, cum in me.”

“I am.  I’m gonna turn you into a sissy cumdump.  Is that what you want?”

“Yes!  Fuck!  Yes, make me gay!”

“You wanna be gay?”

“Yes, yes!  Make me gay!”

“Oh fuck!” She screamed, filling my bowels with her hot cum.  “Fuck yeah!  Rub yourself.  Cum for me.”

Her cock was still hard inside me as I quickly rubbed myself to orgasm.  It took maybe ten seconds.

We collapsed next to each other, panting.  I felt her reach onto my belly and grab some cum, putting it in her mouth.  She then took some more and placed it at my mouth.  I opened, allowed her to put it on my tongue.  Then she leaned up and kissed me.

That night, we didn’t watch any other episodes.  Instead, we drank and fucked.  She didn’t let me fuck her, as she said she was only top, which was fine by me, because I really enjoyed being fucked.

“So will you fuck me on camera?” I asked her.

“If you want.  Now?  Or…”

“No, I meant in the future.  Today you made me blow you.  But next time…”

“Oh, sure.  I’ll go live for my fans now if you like?  They can watch us fuck.”

“Um, will I wear the mask again?”

“You can, or I can give you a wig and make up your face.”

“What if people recognise me?”

She laughed.  “Honey, nobody would recognise you.  And if they did, what would they say?  I signed up for a transsexual porn site and saw you there?”

I realised what she was saying was true.  “True.” I thought about it some more.  “What if I didn’t wear a wig and make up?  It could be like a start in my feminisation journey.”

“Oh god, now you’re getting me horny.  Let’s do it.”

We spent ten minutes making ourselves look presentable.  Paula changed into some sexy black lingerie, then she prepared the cameras.

“Ready?” She asked.

“Ready.”

“You sure about this?”

“Yes.”

She clicked to go live.  “Hello my sluts.  I decided to treat you all.  Remember my slutty neighbour from earlier?  Well his wife away getting fucked by another man, so I decided to take his anal virginity.  I also decided that seeing as I own this slut now, I told him to take his mask off.  Wave to the cameras slut!” I waved, looking nervous.  “Good slut.  So, who wants me to put my thick cock in his tight virgin asshole?” She said, telling a little white lie.

Immediately, the chat lit up and tips came in. 

“Get ready, slut.” She purred, climbing on the bed, rubbing her erect cock.  “No lubricant for you.” She snarled, even though I was more than well-lubricated already.

I felt the cock at my hole and she pushed in hard all in one go, eliciting a shout and a moan from me.  “Fuck!” I cried out.

The text messages were flowing.  Fuck that sissy!  Turn her out!  Make her never want pussy again!

“Yes slut!  In a few weeks you’ll be a total sissy slut!” Paula told me.  “Maybe I’ll start you on hormones, would you like that sissy?”

“God!  Yes Mistress!  Yes!”

“Oh I bet you would.  Your wife won’t want you anymore, but that’s okay, she’s getting cock from real men, not sluts like you.  No more fucking your wife!  Understand?”

“Yes Mistress!  Yes!  Only your cock in my ass!”

“Yes slut.  You’re mine now.”

We fucked on camera for twenty minutes, with her humiliating me the whole time, until finally, she came inside me.

“Point your ass at the camera and push the cum out.” She told me.

With a gulp, I did exactly that, holding up my nightie as I did it.  I felt terribly dirty, but I loved every second of it.

“That’s it sluts.  My straight neighbour, turned into a gay sissy slut in less than forty-eight hours!  I think that’s a new record!  Keep sending those tips when you rewatch the video!  Night-night!” She told the camera, then clicked off the video.  She then turned to me.  “How did you enjoy your coming out?” She giggled.

“I loved it.” I smiled, pulling her in for a kiss.

“Your arse is going to really hurt tomorrow.  I suggest you get some preparation H or something, because it’s going to be sore.  It’ll get better with time.”

“Aw, so no sex tomorrow?”

She giggled again.  “I’d love that, but let it heal and then let’s see.  Let’s give it a couple of days, but yeah, I’m looking forward to doing it again.”

“Were you serious about the hormones?” I asked her.

“Were you when you said yes?”

“I asked you first.”

“If you want me to be serious, I can be.  That would be mega hot and would make a tonne of money, but you need to get yourself checked out first, health-wise.  Hormones can fuck up your body.  You need to know you can.”

“I don’t know.  It turned me on at the time.”

“It depends on what you want your life to be ruled by, cock, heart or brain.  I would approach this differently.  Would your work suffer for doing this?”

“No.”

“Check.  Would you be destroying someone else’s life?”

“Um, Sandra’s.”

“Maybe.  Maybe not.  Maybe she’d be open to this.”

“She’s open to a lot, but I doubt she wants her husband to get a sex change.”

“You wouldn’t be getting a sex change, just a feminine figure, some boobs, which would likely need implants anyway.  It would soften your skin and make your hair grow.”

I was about to say something else, but my phone pinged.  I picked it up and looked at the message.  I’m home.  “Sandra’s home.”

“Okay.  I’ll see you later.”

“I’ll just get changed.”

“No.  Put the knickers back on and go like that.”

With a gulp, I nodded.  “Not like anyone will see me.”

“Except your wife.”


FOUR

I arrived home to a dark house.  Usually, the first thing Sandra did when she got home was to shower, but this time, I didn’t hear a shower.  How long had she been home?  I headed upstairs to the bedroom to find the bedside light on and my wife, lying in her underwear on the bed, with her legs spread.  In her hand, she held a used condom.

“He just left.” She told me, smiling at the nightie.  “He drove me home.” She then proceeded to pour the contents of the condom out over hit clit, allowing it to slowly dribble towards her pussy.  “You’d better clean me up, otherwise some could slip inside and make me pregnant.”

“I…I’ll get a towel.”

“No no.  I think you should be used to this taste by now.” She purred.

“Yes…Mistress.”

“Lick it up.” She told me.  “Prove to me that what Paula told me is true.”

I dived between her legs and watched the cum sliding down.  I was about to lick when a dangerous thought entered my head.  I reached up with my fingers and dragged the semen down and pushed it inside her fertile pussy.  Looking up, I saw her eyes light up with surprise and a smile spread on her face.

“Oh baby!  You are such a pervert!” She laughed.

I began licking, pushing my tongue inside her and trying to get what I could out.  When I was done, she pulled me up for a kiss.

“Fuck me now.” She told me.  “Keep the nightie on and fuck your slut wife.”  My cock was rock hard, so it slipped in easily.  As we fucked, Sandra told me everything.  “We didn’t even go out.  Kyle fucked me over and over, from the moment I arrived, to the moment he dropped me off here.  He must have fucked me nine times, and do you know what got him so horny?”

“What?”

“That I told him that I was turning you into my sissy cuckold slave and that I could have any man I want.  That’s true, isn’t it?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Really?  I need to hear the truth.” She panted as we fucked.

“It’s all true!  I want you to cuckold me all the time.”

“I’ve never been faithful to you, but you don’t mind do you?”

“Not at all!  I love it!”

“Oh baby, this is such a relief!  Thank you! Thank you!”

“I wish he would fuck you without a condom!”

“He will, after I am back on the pill.”

“No!” I cried out, my cock overruling my brain.  “No pill!”

She grinned wide and her eyes went wide.  “No pill?  You want him to breed me?”

“Yes!  Yes!”

“You want me to carry someone else’s kid?”

“Yes!  It’s the ultimate humiliation! Do you want that too?”

“Yes baby, yes!  I’d love that!  No pills then, no condoms!”

“Oh fuck!” And with that, we both came hard.  Of course, she immediately pushed me down to her pussy which I licked up. 

We lay there, panting.  “How was your night?” She asked.

“Amazing.  She beat me on camera, made me suck her off, and then later, she fucked my arsehole.” I told her.

Sandra giggled.  “That must’ve been a new experience.  How did you enjoy that?”

“Great, but I’m going to be sore.  We must have fucked as much as you did.”

“And it’s on video?”

“Some.”

“Show me.”

So I ended up signing in to Onlyfans, where Sandra saw me being dominated by our sexy transgender neighbour, before moving on to the video of me being fucked.  She listened to her say I would be put on hormones, with me agreeing to it.

“Is that what you want?” Sandra asked, rubbing my cock.  “To be put on hormones?”

“It was a bit for the video, but, it made me horny.”

“You know, nothing would really happen if you did.  I mean, lots would happen to you, but it would not hurt us in any way.  I’d still love you.”

“I know, but come on, what about friends and family?”

“Any friend who can’t accept his friend coming out, is not a friend worth having.” She pointed out, which was true.  “And family, well, it can be dealt with somehow.  Still you should not put your life on hold just because you are scared of what people might think.”

“So you think I should do it?” I asked her.

“Yes, definitely.”

“Will you order me to do it?”

She grinned again. “Is that what you want, for me to force you to do things?”

“Yes.” I said quietly.

“Then sure.  I order you to go on hormones.”

“Paula said I need to have a doctor check me out first.”

“True.  Hormones can cause all sorts of problems, especially around heart and blood pressure.”

“I’ll make an appointment on Monday.”

She smiled, then climbed on my cock.  “Are we really going to do this?  Are we going to sissify you?”

“Yes, I think we are.”

She began rocking on me.  “Fake breasts?”

“Yes!”

“We’ll need to have your hair removed.”

“Can be done.”

“Maybe a little plastic surgery to smooth things out around the face.”

“Oh yeah.”

“Fuck, we’ll make you into a proper little whore for me and Mistress Paula.”

“And all on camera.”

“Yes!  I can’t believe you agreed to not wear a mask.  That’s so awesome!”

“It was so exciting!  You should let Paula fuck you too.”

“She’s gay.” Sandra replied.

“No, she’s pansexual.”

“Oh…” She grinned.  “Mmm, yes, I should.  Maybe I’ll let her breed me and have her baby instead.”

“Maybe you should.”

“Should I?” She asked seriously, still rocking on my cock.

“If she agrees to it.”

“Oh fuck.” And with that, she came.

She climbed off me, and told me to wank.  I did, and when I came, I licked up all my own cum.

“Good boy…or rather I should say good girl from now on, huh?” She grinned, before kissing me passionately.  “I love you Dean.”

“I love you too Sandra.”

At that moment, as I stared into her loving eyes, I could see that at no point did any of the lovers mean anything to her.  I could see that she loved me heart and soul, and nothing would ever change that.

“Are you sure you aren’t angry about what I did?” She asked.  “I felt so horrible, but I just couldn’t stop.”

“It’s really okay.  I just wish I knew sooner; about all this really. I wish I knew what I was and what I wanted sooner, because, well, I would’ve loved to have seen you getting fucked like that.  Hell, it turns me on that your friends know.”

She grinned at me.  “They all know what a slut I am.”

“Oh baby…” I said, my cock hard again.  She told me to rub it.

“Everyone knows you are a cuckold.  Everyone.  And soon, they will all know you are a sissy too.”

“Will you tell them?”

“Yes.  Soon.  Rub faster.”

“Please, text everyone tomorrow and tell them.  Let all your friends know.”

“I will baby.  I’ll text them all tomorrow. They’re going to want pictures though.”

“Take some!”

“Knickers up then, stand up!” With that, she clicked off several pictures of me in the nightie.  “Perfect!  Now cum into the panties so that you know your place from now on.”

Seemingly milliseconds later, I did just that.

I actually awoke late next morning.  My anus was sore and indeed some Preparation H would be needed.  Walking into the bathroom, I saw I was still in the pink satin nightie and smiled as the night came back to me.  I cleaned my teeth and had a quick wee, before heading downstairs, to find Sandra and Paula sat together, both in sexy satin nighties and robes, drinking coffee and eating toast.

“Morning sissy.” Paula beamed at me.

“Good morning Mistress Paula.” I smiled back at her, helping myself to coffee and then kissing my wife and then Paula on the lips.

“Morning baby.” Sandra said.  “I was just telling Paula everything that happened last night.”

“So in the end, I hear it will be you going to the doctor’s tomorrow, rather than Sandra.  It’s for the best really, but please, let me give you your first pill on camera.”

“Sure, I have no problem with that, but how do we do this?  Do I not have to speak to a psychologist or something first?”

Paula nodded.  “The doctor would send you to a gender dysphoria clinic, and you will undergo psycho-analysis.  Don’t bother with all that.  What we need is a full body workup.  Blood, urine, heart, kidney and liver function.  Once I have all those details, I’ll contact a friend of mine who is a gender dysphoria specialist in Edinburgh.  He’ll tell me which pills you should take and in which dosage.  Then I have a place online where I can order everything, and I know it’s all safe.”

“Okay.  Sounds like a plan.”

“There was something else which came up, but we can discuss that in a bit.” Sandra said.  “Have your breakfast.”

A little confused, I ate my breakfast, as the girls drank their coffee and smiled at each other.  Then, once done, I watched as they both stood and began to make out together.  Instantly, my cock became rock hard as their breasts came together.  It was a dream to see two sexy babes kiss like that.

“Are you coming with us?” Sandra asked, as she walked hand in hand up the stairs.

“You get to watch.” Paula grinned.  “As I put a baby in this belly.”

“Holy shit.” I breathed, following them up as if floating.

I was made to sit in a chair as I watched them fall on the bed in a passionate embrace.  They kissed and squeezed each other’s breasts, before Paula took one of Sandra’s in her mouth.  In turn, when she let up, Sandra did the same to Paula, before sliding down her hard body to her huge cock and taking it in her mouth.

“Oh baby.” Paula purred, stroking Sandra’s hair.

After a few minutes of oral, Sandra slid back up, and Paula pushed her on her back.  I watched as Paula aimed her huge cock at Sandra’s soaked pussy and pushed inside.  The two kissed with hot passion as Paula started slowly, romantically, then began to increase the pace, pumping in and out faster and faster.

“Oh fuck! Yeah, fuck me Paula!  Fuck me!  Oh my god, you’re amazing!” Sandra cried out.  I could tell she was getting closer.  The way her mouth was open, the beads of sweat.  She needed to cum, and she was going to.  “Oh my god!  I’m gonna, I’m gonna… cum!!!”

Feeling her orgasm on her cock, Paula began panting too, and then just as suddenly, she cried out, filling Sandra’s fertile belly with cum.  The two collapsed together, and kissed, then I watch Paula pull out, and Sandra pull her own legs back, wrapping her arms around them.

I got up, thinking I would need to lick her clean, put Paula pushed me back and Sandra shook her head with an evil grin.

“It turns out that this works out best for both Paula and I.” Sandra explained.  “Paula has always wanted a kid but thought that would never be possible, and we want a kid, so in the end, we’ll all be happy.”

Having always wanted to have a kid myself, I smiled.  “Really?  Oh my god!  Thank you Paula.” I rushed over and jumped on her, eliciting a scream and a giggle from the girl.  We kissed deeply, and then I pulled Sandra in for a kiss.

“Honestly, I never imagined I’d meet such wonderful people moving here.” Paula told us.  “Thank you.  You are making not only my fantasies come true, but also my dreams.”

Sandra smiled for a moment, and then had a moment of concern.  “Well, don’t get your hopes up just yet.  I have jokingly blamed Dean here for my lack of a pregnancy, but honestly, it could just as well be me.”

“Whatever happens, happens.” Paula reassured her.  Then she turned to me.  “But maybe that is something you can check tomorrow.  Maybe that could be your reason for the tests.”

“Good idea.”

The two girls made love again, before I made them a cup of tea and we watched another episode of the show on Netflix.  As they watched, Sandra was busy texting, occasionally smiling at what she was getting back.

“The girls all think you look super cute.” Sandra laughed.

“Huh?” I asked.

“I sent the photos of you to a select group of friends, and let them all know that I’m turning you into my sissy slaves.  These are all party chicks, so they think it’s hilarious.”

“Oh.” I said, suddenly remembering the agreement.  “Erm, great!”

A little while later, the two girls were horny again, but Sandra had another idea.              “How about I come over to your place and we do a show for your fans?” She suggested to Paula.  “Say, you’ve made the wife your bitch too now, and you’re breeding me.”

“Shit!  Do you know how much people will pay to see that?” Paula gushed.  “Are you serious?  What about your face?”

“Show it, I don’t care.  I’m a human rights lawyer.  This is my human right.”

“True.  Okay.  Sissy, you can sit in the corner watching as I take your wife.  I’m going to gag you and tie you up, even put a wig on you.”

I grinned.  “Gladly.”

Half an hour later, Sandra was stood wearing a white satin and lace basque corset with suspenders, white stockings, and white high-heeled shoes, as well as white lace gloves which went up her arms; something that Paula gave her.  Her make-up was not overly slutty, if anything she had an innocent look about her.

Paula, on the other hand, was wearing red latex lingerie, with her cock sticking out full mast, ready to go.  She was excited about this.

I knelt by the bed, in a puffy pink sissy dress and pink wig, with my arms bound by a pink leather arm sack.  I did not yet have a gag in my mouth, but it was lying on the bedside cabinet.

“Hello sluts,” Paula said to the camera.  “Today I have something very special for you.  Do you remember my neighbour from yesterday?  Well his wife found out and confronted me today, but then she saw my cock and she suddenly turned into a braindead cock hungry bimbo, didn’t you slut?”

“Yes Mistress Paula.” Sandra purred, looking at the cock and licking her lips.

Then Paula did something very unscripted.  “And what’s your name, slut?”

With a gulp, Sandra said, “Sandra Thomas, Mistress.”

Paula’s eyes went wide.  She had expected her to make up a name, but instead she said her real name.  Immediately, Sandra realised what she had done and after a momentary panic, she sighed and said, “Sandra Thomas.” Once more.  “And that is my husband, Dean Thomas.”

Realising what Sandra was doing, Paula said, “Dean Thomas, the writer?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“You are Sandra Thomas, the lawyer?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“But now you are just my sluts, aren’t you?”

“Yes Mistress.”

My stomach rumbled in nervousness as I realised that I was really out to the world now.  Paula continued.  “Tell me, are you on any birth control?”

“No Mistress.”

“Hmmm.  I think I should teach you why birth control is important, shouldn’t I?  But first, you get on the bed on all fours, and I’ll have your husband lubricate me.”

Paula walked over to me and then shoved her cock into my mouth.

“Suck!  Suck it!  Suck it all you little sissy shit!” She snarled at me.  “Dean Thomas, the big time author, now a simpering little sissy for a sexy transsexual Mistress.  I’m going to take your wife from you and make her adore me!  She won’t want your cock anymore, but that’s fine isn’t it?  Because you only want cock in your mouth and ass now, don’t you?” She pulled her cock out to let me speak.

“Yes Mistress!  I love your cock!”

“You love all cock, because you’re gay!  Say it!  Say, I’m Dean Thomas, and I’m gay!”

“I-I’m Dean T-Thomas and I’m gay!”

“Yes you are, slut!  Now, time to breed your wife.” Paula said, putting the gag in my mouth.

She climbed up on to the bed and pressed her cock against my wife’s pussy, pushing inside.  We had agreed that Sandra could keep her bra on and that the camera angles would not allow her pussy to be shown, however, as Paula fucked her, she reached up and unclipped the bra, pulling Sandra up.

“So Sandra Thomas, big time lawyer and now porn star.  Show everyone your beautiful tits.” She told my wife.

“Mmm…” Sandra moaned, squeezing her boobs together for the camera. 

“I’m gonna cum in your pussy, and then you’re going to show the cameras how full it is, aren’t you?”

“Yes Mistress!”

“What’s your name?”

“Sandra Thomas.”

“Fuck!  You dirty little slut!  Are you ever going to fuck your husband again?”

“Never!  Only you and anyone else you allow me to fuck.”

“Any man can fuck you, just not your husband.”

“Oh yes!  Yes Mistress!” My wife cried out, reaching climax.

“Oh fuck!  Sandra you slut!” Paula scream, coming deep inside my wife.  “Quickly, on your back, legs in the air.” Sandra did that, pointing her soppy pussy at the camera.  Paula sat beside her, and pulled her pussy lips apart, exposing the cum inside her.  “See sluts, I am breeding this slut, and I’m feminising the husband.  Soon, you will see Dean Thomas begin his transformation, as I put him on hormones, and eventually, you will see Sandra Thomas, with a nice round belly.  Remember to tip if you want to see me get dirtier with my sluts.  Bye sluts!  Say bye to your new fans Sandra!”

“Bye bye!”

“Oh, and maybe if you are good, these two will get their own Onlyfans account for you to follow too!”

And with that, she ended the show and then ungagged me.

“I’m so sorry, I fucked up.” Sandra gasped.

“No, it’s fine.” I told her.

“The moment I said it, I realised what I did, but I thought, fuck it, might as well double down.”

“Really, it’s going to be okay.  It would come out sooner or later.”

Paula was grinning.  “You were both amazing.  Thank you.  I fucking love you two.”

“I love you too.” I told her, giving her a kiss.

“Me too.” Sandra said, kiss us both.

“Can I keep this dress on?” I asked.

“You can keep the dress.  I have a few from when I offered this service.  I’m glad it fits you.”

We rested on the bed, watching another episode from the series, whilst at the same time discussing what Paula said at the end about our Onlyfans accounts.  Honestly, she was right, it made sense, now that we were out. 

“Look, my fans will pay money to follow you two.  That means they’ll pay me, and you.” Paula explained.  “It’s decent money.”

“Money isn’t really an issue for us.” Sandra explained, “But it’s definitely hot.  I’m all for it.”

“Me too.”

“We’ll need cameras for our house.”

I nodded.  “I can set that up.”

We all screamed and giggled, hugging each other.  This was going to be amazing.


FIVE

Three weeks later, and my pills finally arrived from the place Paula had ordered them.  Both Sandra and I already had busy Onlyfans accounts, and we spent a lot of free time recording for our fans.  Paula and Sandra were fucking almost daily and to our knowledge, Sandra was not yet pregnant.  To add a bit of flavour into the mix, Sandra’s friend Kyle had also visited a few times and fucked her bareback, twice with me watching in my sissy dress.  What Sandra had neglected to tell me was that Kyle was black.  That, of course, didn’t matter to me, but it did make things more interesting if she was to become pregnant by Kyle.

The doctor’s results were generally good, expect for my sperm which was considered to be snail pace.  In other words, I had sperm, but they were very lazy.  I did not tell Sandra that as Paula wanted Sandra to be surprised once she was pregnant.

Of course, the only sex I was allowed to have was with Paula, which was mostly on camera for the fans.  I did, however, come to enjoy Sandra’s nights with Kyle, especially when I got to spend the whole night with Paula, which meant cuddling up in bed watching shows on telly, and making love rather than intense fucking.  The best nights however, were the Sunday and Monday nights we gave ourselves off, where we all slept together, all making love together, albeit without me entering my wife.

The other big surprise was that either people were being very discrete, or our viewing audience was not as local as we thought it might be.  Yes, sales of my book, especially in Kindle format, massively increased, and yes, there was a sudden interest in the Netflix show that probably wasn’t there before, but nobody contacted us, nobody hassled Sandra at work and nobody said anything, even though we were using our real names.  I’m not sure why, but I got the feeling Sandra was a little disappointed about that.

“Ready to do this?” Paula asked me.  “It’s a big step.”

“I know.  I want it.” I told her.

“The moment we do this, you know what we agreed to do?” Ah yes.  This was Paula’s requirement, even though I did have some concerns, it became a two against one vote, and I eventually backed down and agreed to it.  The agreement was that I would immediately go and burn all my male clothes the moment after I had taken the first pill.  I didn’t like that, arguing that we should keep something.  That wasn’t allowed, so I tried to use the argument that burning good suits and clothes was silly, given that people needed clothes.  That didn’t exactly help me.  That morning, Sandra took all my outer clothes to be donated to charity, and what I agreed was to ceremonially burn all my male underwear.  Not that actually mattered because I hadn’t worn it in two weeks.

“Yes, I do.” I was mainly wearing dresses, skirts and blouses anyway, so it didn’t really matter.  We had gone out with the girls and done extensive shopping for me, and I was surprised to see that not everything was girlie-girl sissy stuff; there were jeans in there, trousers, and t-shirts and exercise clothes, but they were all female and all in feminine colours. 

When I discussed this with Paula, she explained it.  “You need to make the leap and get into the feminine mindset.  Look, I know it is fun believing you are being forced, but I think you know as well as I do, that you want to be transgender like me, don’t you?”

“Yes.  Yes, I definitely do.” I told her, feeling the need to wear the clothes and wishing I could just wrap myself in satins and lace.  I was jealous of her breasts, I wanted my own.  I wanted to look like a woman, just I wanted to keep my cock.

“Then begin behaving like a woman.  Okay?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good girl.” She told me with a smile.  “You can start by putting on your pink bikini and taking advantage of this lovely sun to get a tan.”  That was how I came to have a bikini tan over my chest, crotch, back and buttocks. 

The first pills on camera gained us both a lot of tips, and it also lifted a massive weight from my chest.  It was a great day in which I burned the last of my male clothing, made appointments for laser hair removal, and celebrated by dressing up in my most sissy pink dress I had.  Of course, the moment Paula saw me in it, she had to fuck me on camera!

When Sandra arrived home, she seemed a little off, nervous even.  After a few minutes space, we finally asked her what was wrong.

“Nothing wrong.” She started.  “Just, erm, I’m late.”

“Late?” I asked.

“Oh my god!” Paula screamed, jumping up and hugging my wife, pulling her in to a deep kiss.

Sandra grinned.  “Don’t get your hopes up yet.  I’ll get a test tomorrow, and we’ll see.  Might be nothing.”

“It also might be too early for the test to work.” Paula agreed.  “Oh my god, but I love you honey.” She told my wife, stroking her face.

“I love you too.”

I stood and gave them both a hug, feeling them rest their heads on me. 

“We love you like mad!” Sandra told me.

“We really do.” Paula agreed.

We stood there hugging for a while, until finally I said, “I don’t know if I can wait till tomorrow.”

“Me neither.” Sandra said.  “Can you go buy a test?”

“Sure.”

I shot out to the local pharmacy, where I bought about six different tests.  The lady behind the counter smiled and wished me luck as I left.

“Right.” Sandra nodded.  “Peeing on a stick.  How hard can that be?”

“Come on!” Paula told her.

“Right.” And with that, she disappeared into the bathroom for what seemed like forever.

“Oh my god, I’m so nervous.” Paula mumbled.  “Heck, what if it’s not mine?  What if it’s Kyle’s?”

“Would you mind?”

“Yes!  I want a kid of my own!” She gasped.

“I’m sure it’ll be fine.”

Minutes later, a sad looking Sandra stepped out.  “I’m sorry guys.”

“Oh, it’s okay.  We’ll keep trying.” Paula said.

“No, I don’t think we should anymore…” Then her smile spread out.  “Because you’re going to be a mommy!” She screamed, grabbing Paula and me and jumping up and down.  “Oh my god!  We’re all going to be mommies!  How cool is that?”

“Oh my god!  Oh my god!” Paula panted, her smile warming up the room.  “Wait.  What if it’s Kyle’s?”

“Babe, we knew that risk when we started this.” Sandra said with sad eyes.

“Yes, but, erm, well, shouldn’t you tell him.”

“I guess I should.”

She called Kyle and he was over the moon, whilst fully aware that he might not be the father.  He jumped in his car and drove straight over, stopping along the way for Champagne. 

“You can have a little.” He told my wife, giving her a deep kiss.

Finally, after a few drinks, we sat down and decided to discuss the plan.  Obviously, if the baby would be Kyle’s he would want to be a part of raising it.  However, Kyle added one more dimension.

“Well, I was thinking, even if the baby is yours Paula, it’ll need a father.  I’d like to be that father.  I could move in here, if that’s okay with you guys?” He said.

We all looked at each other, then back at Kyle.  “I,” Sandra began, “I never really thought about this.”

“Kyle, that sounds wonderful to me.” Paula nodded.

“What about sleeping arrangements?” Sandra asked.

Kyle shrugged.  “I guess we could change around every so often, but I guess me and Sandra, and you and Dean until we can get a bigger bedroom where we all fit.”

“Are you going to be okay with seeing me fucking Sandra and Dean?” Paula asked.

Again, he shrugged.  “Like, you’re hot, so I would have no trouble even being with you, if you’re open to that.”

“She’s only top.” I pointed out, earning a slap on the arm from Paula.

“Shush you.  I’m willing to go bottom for a hot black man with a huge cock.”

“Oh.” I replied, slightly jealous that Kyle was getting both the women in my life.

“It’s okay mate, I’ll fuck you too, especially once you get tits.” Kyle grinned.

“Oh!” I said, getting horny now.  “Then yes, I’m all in favour of this situation.”

The others agreed.  With Kyle agreeing to move in at the weekend.  Paula raised another interesting point.

“We should remember that these cottages are not huge on their own, but if we were to put them together, we could make one big bedroom for us all.” She said.

“That’s true.” I agreed.  “They are literally only meters apart.  It wouldn’t take much work.”

“You’d need planning permission.” Kyle pointed out.  “I can put together the architect diagrams to help with that, if you like?”

“You can do that?” I asked, surprised.

“Well, yeah.  I’m an architect.  What did you think I did?”

“Er, investment banker?”

“Why?” He asked with a confused smile.

“I…really don’t know.”

“Okay.  You know, if I’m going to live here, you’re going to have to learn your place.” He told me, and I nodded.  I watched as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his huge black cock.  “Go on then.  Learn your place.”

“Yes sir!” I said, breathlessly, and licking my lips with hunger.  I dropped to my knees and took him in my mouth, sucking him down.

“Oh yeah, she’s had practice.” He smiled at Paula.

With that, Paula and Sandra leaned in and began kissing Kyle as I blew him.  Then, I got up, turned around, and dropped my sissy knickers, lowering myself onto his cock. 

“Mmm, still tight.” He groaned, as I bounced up and down on the cock like a cock starved sissy.

That night, we all made love, with me watching Kyle take Paula’s arse, something she made a commitment would never show on her fans account.  Kyle even agreed to allow Paula to take his anal virginity, which he said was terribly painful at first, but actually enjoyable later on.  “But I won’t be doing that too often.” He told us.

“I do have one request though.” Kyle said.

“What?” Sandra asked.

“If we do all this, then Dean needs to be in chastity and I need to be the keyholder.”

“Agreed!” Sandra replied instantly.

“Seconded.” Paula nodded.

I raised my hands. “Now hold on, don’t I get a say in this?”

“No!” They all replied.

Sighing, I said, “Fair enough.”

My chastity began less than a week later.  It involved a steel cage which was locked and unlocked using a sliding lock mechanism.  The lock itself had four small screw holes, two from each side, and they lined up with screw holes in the metal frame.

“What is this for?” I asked, pointing at the screw holes.

Paula, who ordered the cage, answered.  “If we ever want to make this permanent, you can buy snap off screws.  Basically, you screw them in here and snap off the tops and they leave a flush smooth top which can’t be unscrewed.”

“You aren’t thinking of doing that are you?” I asked with a smile.

She held up a small baggie and in it the four screws.  “I thought, we would do a competition on line.  If we get a hundred thousand in tips, then we will do it.”

I licked my lips and stared at the screws.  I couldn’t really believe it would be truly permanent, but the more I thought about it, the more it turned me on.  “Okay.  Sure.  Let’s do that.”

Grinning, Paula said, “I thought you would agree to it.  I think it is for the best, don’t you?”

“Yes, but let’s try it on and off first.” I told her.

The metal itself was heavy and would take some getting used to, but there was a strange comfort in wearing the device, as if it belonged there.

“It’s not so uncomfortable.” I told her.

“Wait until you get an erection.” She warned.

“True.”

Later that day, as we were doing our usual video for the fans, I indeed did get an erection, and yes, in the cage it is quite painful, but the device does do a good job of telling the penis to go down, which meant the pain was short-lived.  However, what was interesting was the reaction from the fans when Paula started the competition.

“Now this cage can be made permanent with these four small screws.” She held up the screws to the camera.  “If we earn a hundred thousand pounds in tips, then we will make it permanent.  There is no time limit on this, but I will pin this video.  Let’s see if we can hit a hundred thousand, and then let’s make this sissy permanently unable to fuck a hole ever again!”

On our more daring videos, it was normal to earn a couple of thousand pounds in tips on a really good day, and usually, that built up over time.  We were live during the day in the UK, which meant it was early morning in the States and evening in Asia.  We did not have a huge fanbase in Asia.  However, I was shocked to see that we hit ten thousand pounds in under an hour.  This was huge for us.  I had expected it to take months to hit a hundred thousand, but at this rate, it might not be the day.

By the evening, when we were all together, we were at thirty thousand.  Whilst it was a lot, I firmly believed that it would peter out and we would hit a limit. Obviously, there were some serious fans who were willing to put money aside. 

“Holy shit!” Kyle laughed.  “Someone is promoting it on 4chan, and on Reddit.”

“Yeah, I’m getting hundreds of new fans signing up.” Paula noted.  “Mainly from the USA.”

By the time we fell asleep, after all making love that night, we were halfway there.

The next morning, I awoke to a little bit of morning wood, but it wasn’t so painful as I expected in the cage.  I got up, showered and did my make-up, dressing in my light blue sissy maid dress, and heading down to make everyone breakfast.

As everything was cooking, I decided to check on where Paula was on the tip situation.  To my horror, we were at ninety-seven thousand pounds.  Whilst it was a lot of money, I knew that my fate was sealed. 

“How long do you think it’ll take?” Paula asked me later. 

“It’s slowed down.” I told her, which made her laugh out loud.

“I don’t think you will be saved.  So close and so much money spent, someone will put it over the top, just wait and see.  Don’t tell me you’re thinking of backing out?” She asked.

I shook my head.  “A deal’s a deal.  And look, in the worst case, there is always a way out.”

“Exactly.  Eventually on the hormones, your balls might shrink anyway, so it might end up falling off.”

“Nice.” I said, rolling my eyes.

“How are you feeling on the hormones?” She asked.

“It’s only been a week.  Nothing yet.”

“You’ll notice some emotional stuff soon.  Your sex drive will drop in a couple of months.  It’ll take a few months for your body to change and that includes testicular shrinkage.”

“What about breasts?” I asked.

“Three-to-six months for them to show, and could take a couple of years for them to grow out.  Oh, and if you want to have kids, I suggest you go to a sperm bank.”

“Wait, how can Sandra be pregnant with you then?”

“One, it doesn’t have to lower your sperm count.  Two, I was on a very different hormone regimen and type than you.  I also got breast augmentation before hormones, because I already had a feminine body.”

“Oh.”

“Stop worrying.  You’ll be fine.”

“Can’t I go the same route as you?”

“Nope.”

“Why not?”

“Because, we want different outcomes.  I want to continue to use my cock without taking Viagra every time.  I want you to not use your cock anymore.  I want to feminise you to the point of no return.  Why?  Because it turns me on.  And why else?  Because I know it turns you on.”

I nodded, smiling.  “Good point.”

“Again, stop worrying.  I promise, you’ll be fine.”

By midday, we had already done a morning show for our very large fanbase, which consisted of me being punished in the dungeon, then fucked, when I heard Sandra’s car pull up outside.  I walked out to see her in tears as she slammed the door shut on the car.

“What’s wrong honey?” I asked her.

“I’ve been sacked.” She cried.

“Why?  They can’t fire a pregnant woman!” I told her, pulling her in for a hug.

“Well firstly, they don’t know I’m pregnant yet.  Secondly, I was fired for other reasons than the pregnancy.” She mumbled.

“Don’t tell me it’s because of the videos.”

“No, they know about that, but it’s in my private time.  They wouldn’t fire me for that.”

“Then?”

She bit her lip and looked down, then looked up.  “You’re going to hate me.”

“No, I promise I won’t.”

“I was fucking Don Jenkins, one of the senior partners, and his secretary, Julie.  And well, Tom found out.”

“Your boss, Tom?”

“Yes.”

“Oh shit.  And that’s why he fired you?”

“Well, sort of.  That’s the reason they put on the forms.”

“Why do I sense there’s a but here?”

“There is.” She took a deep breath.  Tom told me he wanted me to be his fucktoy, and I said no.  Look, Don is in a completely different branch to me.  We never work together, and he has zero influence on my career.  He has no voting rights on my part of the business, so I thought, why not?  But fucking Tom?  One, he’s kind of gross.”

I turned to Paula.  “He’s fat.”  She gave me a look of understanding, and an “oh”.

“And two, he’s my boss.  It wouldn’t be right.  But I fucking love that job.  It’s not fair.”

“And that’s all he wanted?  To use you to fuck?  Or did he expect something more?” Paula asked.

“Well, he saw the videos.  He wanted to come here and use both of us, me and Dean.”

Paula seemed to think about something, then she said, “How much did you love that job?”

“Terribly.  I was great at it.”

“Will you get a job elsewhere?”

“Not when I’m pregnant I won’t.”

“Okay, then I think the answer is easy.  I’m going to step in here as Mistress to both of you.  Call Tom and tell him yes.”

Sandra’s eyes went wide.  “I…I couldn’t possibly…” She gasped.

“Is he really disgusting?  Like, humiliatingly gross?”

“Pretty much, yeah.”

“Then call him and tell him you will be his fucktoy, but you want to meet here to discuss details.”

Sandra looked to me for support.  “You have a safe word.” I told her.

Nodding, Sandra looked at the ground.  If she wanted to, she could say her safe word and Paula would back down.  Instead though, Sandra pulled out her mobile phone and dialled Tom.

“Tom, yes, it’s me.  Yes, I’ve thought about it and yes, I’ve changed my mind.” She listened for a few moments, sniffling, and then she said, “Yes, thank you sir.  We have one request.  No, I know we shouldn’t, but it is a request from our Mistress.  Yes, you are right.  She says you should come visit us tonight.  No, this isn’t a trick.” She paused again, then handed the phone to Paula.  “Here, he wants to talk to you.”

Paula took the phone.  “Hello?” Paula listened for a moment and then smiled.  “I can assure you that all cameras will be off and this is no trick.  If it makes things easier for you though, then let’s meet at your place.  Yes, perfectly fine, but I won’t to discuss with you things like safety, security, health, and also some guidance so that Sandra’s job will remain safe no matter what.  Yes, absolutely.  Thank you.  Good bye.” Paula ended the call and handed the phone back to Sandra.  “We will all go to see him tonight at his place.”

“What about his wife?” Sandra asked.

“He didn’t say.  I suppose she’s not home.”

“Oh.  Well, okay then.”

“I am to dress you both up.  He’s expecting sexy little whores.” She grinned.

Two hours later, I was wearing a sexy pink satin little Bo Peep outfit, Sandra was dressed like a catholic school girl, and Paula was in a black latex mini-dress, carrying a riding crop.  Kyle was told what was going on, and he agreed to stay home and watch TV.

A half-hour later, we were pulling up in front of massive old stately home belonging to Thomas R. Fisher.  The moment we pulled up, Tom stepped outside dressed in black leather chaps, a black leather harness, and red satin lace trim panties, and black high-heeled boots.  Next to him, wearing a long leather skirt and a neck-high see-through lacy blouse, stood his wife, Karen.  She looked like an evil headmistress, with piercing eyes, and grey hair pulled up in a bun.  Considering Tom’s size, Karen was a stick next to him.

“Hello Sandra,” The fat man grinned.  “I must say you are looking lovely.” Then he looked at me, and then looked at his wife with an evil smile.  “What do you think of the little sissy now you see him in real life?”

Karen strode over and circled me, nodding approvingly.  “Wonderful.” She stated.  “Absolutely wonderful.  And she’s on hormones I saw?”

“Indeed she is.” Paula noted.

“Fantastic.  Exactly how sissies should be.” Karen said, approvingly. 

“And you must be the lovely Mistress Paula?” Tom said, taking Paula by the hand and placing a kiss in the air just above it.  “Beautiful.  Stunning!  Please, come inside, all of you.”

We walked into the huge mansion where we were greeted by a maid in a long black and white gown.  My heels clicked on the marble floors.

“This is Patricia.” Karen explained.  “Patricia has been with us for over ten years now.  Also went through hormone therapy.  Basically my work, but Tom’s little plaything.  Maybe your sissy can go help Patricia prepare the tea?”

“Good idea.” Paula noted.  “Off you pop sissy.”

“Yes Mistress.” I replied.

Patricia gave me a warm smile and a nod, and I followed her down a long hall and into a huge kitchen, where another woman was working, this one in a white maid’s dress which I learned was for kitchen staff.  Patricia looked to be in her late thirties, early forties, pretty, skinny, with long brown hair.  The other lady looked younger, early twenties perhaps, with shoulder length blonde hair.

“This is my daughter, Kim.” Patricia noted.

“Hello.” Kim said, shyly.

“Hi.” I said, confused.  I turned to Patricia.  “Your real daughter?”

“Yes.  She moved here last year after failing university.  Don’t worry, Mr and Mrs Fisher would never doing anything to her without her permission.  Kim chose to come here over her mother’s place.  Basically, she needed a place to stay, and Mrs Fisher said she could stay here rent free, so long as she worked.  Kim’s now taking culinary classes, and is preparing to be a chef.” Patricia said with pride as she looked at her daughter.  Then she turned to me.  “Don’t worry.  Mr and Mrs Fisher are lovely people.”

“He fired my wife, and she’s pregnant.” I told her.

Patricia simply smiled, and Kim giggled.

“What?” I asked.  “Did I miss something?”

“Tom is a poker player.  He was bluffing, and you guys fell for it.” Patricia explained, as she prepared the tea into a silver set.  “He would’ve hired her back tomorrow.  He wanted to see what would happen.”

“Well, that’s just mean, and risky.”

“It is, but sometimes you just need a little shove to achieve your dreams.”

“I don’t think Tom is exactly Sandra’s dream.”

“Don’t be so sure of that.  Tom has a lot of positive aspects.  You’ll see once you get to know him.” She picked up the tray with the teapot.  “Come on.  You take the cups.  Pour out the tea, then follow my lead.”

I picked up the tray and followed her into the sitting room.

“You really should have brought him with you.” Tom was explaining.  “The more the merrier.”

Without a word, I poured out the tea and helped Patricia distribute.  I then watched as she retreated to the edge of the room, where she knelt with head down and hands on knees.  I followed her lead and did the same.

“Wonderful.” Tom noted.  “Truly wonderful.”

“So,” Sandra said.  “We are in agreement then.  I return to work tomorrow, with a thirty percent pay increase.  Nothing sexual will happen on company property during working hours unless I initiate it first.  No innuendo, nothing to make anyone think something is going on.”

“Correct.” Tom agreed.

“Two nights per week, I will spend here, together with my sissy, where sissy will be trained by Mistress Karen, and I will be trained by you, Master Tom.”

“Correct.”

“On top of that, we are both to be used for whatever sexual purpose, including private parties and orgies, until such time where it is deemed unsafe for me to do so, close to my due date.”

“That’s right.” Tom agreed.  “On top of that, any special occasion where your services will be required, has to be agreed in advance with Mistress Paula.”

“Indeed.” Said Paula.  “At least a day’s notice.”

“Of course.”

Karen took a sip of tea, the put the cup down.  “I would, of course, place one suggestion.  This house is far too big for just us, and whilst having Patricia here is wonderful, and her daughter is a delight, at some point Kimberly will move on, and it will be just the three of us.  Please, over time, once you feel you can trust us, would you consider potentially moving in here with us?  Of course, that includes your boyfriend Kyle, and the baby, when it is due.”

“Let’s see how things play out here.” Paula noted.  “You played a risky game today with Sandra, and you deeply hurt her.”

“And I am sorry about that.” Tom said pleadingly. 

“Yes, water under the bridge, but we don’t really know you.” Paula said.  “Other than Sandra regarding work.  Let’s spend some time getting to know one another, and we’ll see.”

“That’s all we ask.” Karen smiled.

Sandra leaned forward.  “May I ask, what about Julian, Michael and Sarah?”  She was asking about Tom and Karen’s grown up kids.

“Julian is, of course, married, and Sarah is due to be married.  Michael is still single.  They visit from time to time, no problems there.” Tom explained.

“Yes, but this lifestyle…” Sandra stated.

“…is one they are all too familiar with, and they themselves lead too.  Julian’s wife is his dominant, and Sarah cuckolds her fiancée, for which he is grateful.  Michael is pansexual, and is open to all sorts of play, so no worry there.” Karen explained.  “We do not share toys though, so really, the only thing you can expect when they come here is to be a little bossy towards you as they would to any servant, but there will be nothing sexual in nature.  That is written in stone.”

“Interesting.” Sandra noted.  She then looked at Paula, smiled and nodded.  “In that case, I am ready to serve.”

“Wonderful.” Tom gushed, pushing down his panties to pull out his flaccid penis.  “Come and suckle me for a while.”

I allowed myself a peek upwards and saw my wife climb off the sofa and walk over to Tom, where she knelt down and quickly took his cock in her mouth, without a moment’s hesitation.

“Mmm, good girl.  Very good girl.” He told her softly.  “You want to be daddy’s good girl, don’t you?  Mmm.”

“Mummy and daddy are going to take good care of you.” Karen informed her, stroking Sandra’s hair, and then pulling up her skirt to reveal a knickerless, bare pussy, framed by a very classy looking suspender belt.  Karen began rubbing her clit slowly for a moment, before calling over to me.  “Sissy, lick.” She said firmly.

I stood, walked over to the older woman, dropped down, and began licking.

“Mmm, nice.  Good.  Talented, I like that.”

“Good girl.” I heard Tom say.  “Now climb on daddy’s cock and ride it.”

I felt Sandra shuffle next to me, then I felt the rocking of intercourse taking place.  As I licked, I listened.  It was clear that they were kissing, then I heard the sound of Sandra moan.  She was enjoying it.

“Come baby, onto the ground.” Tom whispered.  They moved onto the carpet where he mounted her missionary position, and then he said, “Mistress Paula, would you do me the honour?”

“Sure.” Paula replied.

I wasn’t sure what was going on, but I heard Tom moan, and then Paula moan.  I could only assume that Paula was fucking Tom, as Tom fucked Sandra.  This all seemed to set off Karen.  Her legs began to tremble as her hands grabbed me tighter.  “Oh, yes, that’s it!  Right there!  Yes!  Yes!” She moaned, and then I felt a jet of cum spray on me from her pussy.  She was a squirted, something I had read about but never seen.

When I looked up at her, I smiled, my face and mouth covered by her juices.  She grinned down at me.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” She chuckled.  “Naughty girl likes mummy’s cummy on her face?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“When we cuddle like this, you can call me mummy.”

“Yes mummy.”

“Come, sit next to me, and we can watch the wonderful gangbang happening right here in front of us.”

We sat next to each other, with Karen massaging my exposed balls under the cage.  She didn’t squeeze them hard, rather preferring to gently rub them.  I moaned a little as we watched the exhibition of Paula fucking Tom, and Tom fucking Sandra.  Sandra had a huge grin on her face, clearly enjoying herself.

“He has a very fat cock.” Karen explained.  “Not the longest, but certainly very fat.  I think Sandra will be begging for more.”

“Oh yes I will!” Sandra gasped.  “I changed my mind.  Fuck me whenever you want in the office.  I don’t care who knows.”

Tom grinned, knowing full well that was what she would say.  “Good girl.”

Karen shifted position a little and allowed her left hand to drop to my anus.  Slowly, she pushed two spindly fingers inside me and began rubbing my prostate, as she rubbed my balls with her right hand.

“Oh fuck.” I gasped.  “Oh wow.”

“You’re going to need to work out how to climax with the cage on, seeing as you can’t take it off anymore.” She explained.

“Let me guess,” I smiled.  “You paid the last part.”

“Tom did, yes.”

“I thought you might.”

“Looking forward to seeing those screws go in, but might I suggest using metal adhesive to make sure they stay there.  We did the same to Patricia.”

“Good idea.” Paula noted, panting as she slammed in and out of the fat man at high-speed.

The ministrations by Karen’s fingers became too much for me and I began to squirt cum out of my flaccid penis.

“Yes.  Good girl.  Good girl.” Karen purred, pulling her fingers out of my anus and placing them at my mouth.  “Suck them clean now.  Taste yourself.” She said softly.  I did as she asked.

On the floor, Sandra let out a loud wail, her back arching as she came.  Paula did not last much longer, herself coming deep into Tom’s arse, but Tom was still going strong.  Considering his size and the fact he was clearly obese, he was not even breaking a sweat.  Paula noticed it too.

“Oh, he can go all night without coming.” Karen explained.  “He has this tantric capability to have micro-orgasms which allow him to continue.  Would you be so kind as to leave her here?  We will drive her home tomorrow morning, and Tom will give her the day off to rest.”

“She doesn’t have court tomorrow.” Tom explained.

“Yes!  Yes!  Go, leave me here!” Sandra gasped, and then screaming out an orgasm again.

Paula chuckled.  “What about sissy?  Should he stay?”

“Not today.  I’ll send you the dates I need her.” Karen said.  “If you just hold on a moment though, I have some of that liquid metal which would work to cover the screws.  Oh, and I’ll give you a small metal file which you will need to smooth off the screws.  They don’t break off completely flush, no matter what the guide says.”

“Oh, excellent, thank you.”

Moments later, we were on the road, on the way home.  “How do you feel about it?” Paula asked.

“More comfortable now I have met them properly.” I said.  “They actually do seem nice.”

“Right?  I think they’re absolutely lovely.” 

Over the coming weeks, I would come to find out that it was true, that Tom and Karen were delightful people, who, whilst demanding and very dominant, were also kind, generous, and willing to do anything for the happiness of others.  Yes, both Karen and Tom would inflict a lot of pain on me in the dungeon, to the point that I would almost pass out, but they also knew everything about aftercare, making sure I was never left alone, always hugged tight, and treated with respect and love.  They would both become an important part of our lives, especially when the plans for our cottage expansion fell through.


SIX

It was six months later and after numerous legal battles and letters, we finally realised there was no point proceeding.  The argument of the local council was that the cottages fit into the style of the community and to change that and make them semi-detached would destroy the character.  That we lived far from anyone else, and far from any visible drive-by roads, meant nothing.  In truth, the council had come to learn about our lifestyle, as had many in the community, and that had become an issue.

The case was taking its toll on Sandra, who was now very large and just wanted to relax in the remaining eight weeks or so she had left in her pregnancy.  Tom had given her time off from work, and whilst we were still frequent visitors to the Fisher’s, Tom did not suggest sex with Sandra unless she initiated it first.  That being said, I found myself becoming a more frequent recipient of Tom’s cock, which was so fat that the first time he fucked me with it, I became so bloody that I had no choice but to visit casualty and get myself checked.  Luckily, it was a minor tear which healed quickly with some suppositories.

The chastity sealing was a big hit of course, and made us a lot of money.  In the time I had been wearing it, I had become completely used to it, and quite honestly, the hormones meant my dick was flaccid all the time anyway, so it wasn’t an issue.  Luckily, Karen was very good at anally milking me, which she did once per week, so there was that.

My breasts had begun to grow, and luckily for me, they grew fast and fairly large compared to most transwomen on hormones.  I hit B-cup at the five month mark, and I felt like they were still growing, which my doctor said was uncommon but not impossible.  Oh, and the doctor was pretty pissed off with me for not being honest about all this, but did not report me anywhere.  Instead, he insisted that I continue to be monitored by him and that he would make suggestions for adjustments to my dosages as required, which I agreed to without question.

The other major change over those six months were my bi-weekly hair removal sessions, which were successful.  I also got my ears pierced, as well as my belly button.  Nobody ordered me to do that, they were treats for myself.  Oh, and I also legally changed my first name to Donna.

“So, what are we going to do then?” Kyle asked.  “The living arrangements in two houses are not great.

Kyle was right.  It had reached a point where whenever we were home, I was living with Paula and Kyle was living with Sandra.  In fact, I had not slept with Sandra in one bed for months, which was not ideal for any of us.  Kyle had quite taken to sex with transsexuals, both as a giver and receiver, and wanted to be with us too.  We were all in love, and I missed the feeling of Kyle holding me was we fell asleep.

“We can sell them both and buy something bigger.” Sandra suggested.

“Or we could move in with Tom and Karen.” I told them.

“You really think they wouldn’t mind?” Paula asked.  “I mean, I would still need a place for my work.”

“They have a huge mansion Paula.” Sandra laughed.  “I really don’t think that’s going to be a problem.  We would just need to make sure that we all have time to ourselves too.  If we get a room where all four of us can sleep together, then it’s not an issue.  Either that, or an even bigger room, with an even bigger bed, and all six of us can sleep.”

“What about Patricia?” I asked.

“Seven then.”

We all looked at each other in silence for a moment, then Paula said, “I mean, why not right?  I love those guys.  The more time we spend with them, the better.”

“It would be a nice place for the baby to grow up.” Sandra agreed.

“I mean, I still haven’t been with Tom,” Kyle said.

“You fucked Tom.” I pointed out.

“Yeah, but he hasn’t fucked me.” Kyle replied with a smile.

“Huh,” I chuckled.  “Get ready for an embarrassing trip to the emergency room then.”

“I’ve been stretching my ass out to get it ready.  Got a butt-plug in every day and am increasing the size.” Kyle told me, looking rather smug.

“Hmm, good idea.” I replied, feeling a bit stupid that I didn’t think of that.

“I think we’re all in agreement.” Sandra said.  “Holy shit, are we really going to do this?  Oh my god, this is so hot.”

“It is.” Paula agreed.  “Who is going to call them and ask?”

“I will.” Sandra said.  “Let me call and ask if we can come over.”

Of course, we were more than welcome anytime.  An hour later, we were pulling up outside the huge sandstone mansion, the tyres of the car crunching on the large gravel driveway, parking up next to Tom’s 1964 grey Rolls-Royce Silver Cloud, one of a dozen cars he owned.

“Paula, Sandra, Donna and Kyle, such a pleasure as always.” Tom stated, walking out of the house in a red lacy long cocktail dress and full make-up.  Tom was a man who enjoyed all sorts of pleasures, often in extravagant ways.  It was completely normal to walk into his house and see him kneeling on the floor in full lingerie, masturbating to pictures of skinhead men, a guilty pleasure of his. “Come in, come in.”

As we passed him, he pulled us in for a long hug and a kiss on the mouth, full on, long and wet, as was normal with him.  None of us had an issue with it.  He also liked to press a finger against our arseholes, and diddle them a bit, something Kyle admitted he kind of liked.

The others went to sit down, as I went to help Patricia in the kitchen.  Her daughter had moved out about a month ago to go work in London as a trainee sous-chef.  It was a fantastic opportunity, and we were all terribly proud of her.  As was usual lately, the moment I walked in the kitchen, Patricia gushed with happiness to see me.  She would always grab me and pull me in for a long deep kiss, and we would always hold each other tight and close.  One time, Patricia admitted that the only regret she had was the fact that she had a chastity cage on permanently.  “Because I would so love to make love to you.” She told me.

“What are you doing here?” She asked.  “Please tell me it’s good news?”

“It is.  At least, I hope it will be.  We’d like to move in with you.”

“Oh sweetie!  That’s wonderful news!” She said, grabbing me and pulling me tight.  “They’ll say yes!  They have talked about it so often but didn’t want to push!  Oh wonderful!  Wonderful!”

“I’m so happy.” I beamed.  “I want to be with you all, all the time.” I said, kissing her cheek and then her neck.

“Oh baby, it’s amazing.  Such good news.”

We held each other a little longer, our faces buried in each other’s necks, and then we separated, finishing the tea.  By the time we arrived in the sitting room though, the discussion was seemingly over, and had descended into some form of celebratory orgy.  Tom was fucking Kyle, whose smiling face said a thousand words, whilst Paula was fucking Karen.  Sandra lying back, as Karen was licking at her pussy.

Patricia set the tray down, and then kissed me, sliding her fingers under my little white petticoat and pink skirt, into my pink satin knickers, and into my anus.  With her left hand, she pulled up the back of her skirt and invited me to do the same, which I did gladly.

The rest of the day was spent fucking.  Literally, we did nothing else.  I took so many loads in my arse, that I completely lost count.  It was a day to remember. 

The next morning was Sunday and I tried to suggest that we go home and begin packing our stuff, but Tom wouldn’t hear of it. 

“Nonsense!” He stated.  “There are people for that.  I’ll give them a call and they can be over within the next two hours!”

By the end of the day, our houses were packed up and moved.  We were each given a double-bed room, with the idea that the first floor state room, which currently housed a guest dining table and some old pictures of Tom’s family would eventually be converted into one big bedroom.  The room was huge.

“This week I will have this room painted, make it brighter.” Tom explained.  “I’ll have a custom made wooden canopy bed put in here.  Big enough for at least eight, preferably more if we grow out this little family of ours.” He grinned.  “Big screen TV on the wall, cameras all around to broadcast to our future fanbase.”

“What about your anonymity?” Sandra asked.

Karen giggled.  “I think regardless of how we do it, that will disappear fast.”

“Please, don’t worry about that.” Tom assured her.  “So, next door, a number of large bathrooms, and a very large walk-in closet.  In the basement, I will knock the wall through between the dungeon and the garage, so that we can use the extra space.”

“What about the cars?” I asked.

“I’ll have a garage built near the tennis courts.  Never use them anyway.  What do you think?”

“I think it will be wonderful.” Sandra said, wrapping her arms around Tom’s neck and kissing him.  “Thank you.”

“Thank you my dear.”

Over the next month, the work to build out Tom’s plans moved full speed ahead.  First to be completed was the bedroom, with the wonderful huge mahogany bed, which allowed all of us to sleep together.  But it also had another feature.  At certain points, straps could be pulled down to secure arms and legs when needed. 

The bathrooms and the closets came soon after that, and then after the garage was completed, work set out on the dungeon.

Finally, Tom had two surprise rooms.  One, on another floor, was a room filled with machines.  These were not exercise machines though, but rather fucking machines of differing types.  Of course, I jumped at the chance to try one, getting fucked hard in the arse and mouth at the same time.  However, this was not the big surprise.

We now knew the sex of the baby.  It was a girl, and we had decided on a name; Tamara.  The big surprise was a wonderful new nursery in pink, kitted out with all the best things money could buy for a baby.  The room was directly opposite our bedroom, meaning the walk would be short.  When Sandra saw it, she was reduced to tears, crying with happiness.

Two weeks later, we were all in the bedroom fucking.  Tom was fucking Sandra, which was a much more frequent occurrence than between anyone else, when Sandra suddenly said, “Ow, ow, ow.  Something just happened.”

Tom pulled back and looked down.  “I think your water just broke.”

“Oh shit!  I’m having the baby!” Sandra cried out. 

Immediately, everyone went into panic mode, rushing to get dressed.  We rushed to the hospital, where Sandra was immediately admitted. 

“Who is the father?” The nurse asked.

“We’re not sure.” Sandra told her.  “We have a polyamorous relationship.”

The nurse frowned and then said, “Okay, but you are married, right?”

“Oh yes.  Donna?”

I stepped forward and the nurse looked me up and down, in my bright pink sissy party dress and huge tutu.  “Right.” She said.  “You can come in, but the rest need to wait.”

To say the birth was an experience was an understatement.  It was life-changing to see it, and I couldn’t believe me luck that I got to be there.  I was even offered the chance to cut the umbilical cord.  With my hormones the way they were, I couldn’t help but cry like the little girl I looked. 

The next task, would be a little harder.  Telling the father.

I stepped outside, a smile on my face.  “Tamara Thomas has joined our world, at a little under seven pounds, four ounces.” I cried.  Everyone began to cheer and hug me, and then Paula and Kyle stood back.

“So?  Who is it?” Kyle asked.

I looked at them both and then said, “I’m so sorry Kyle.  Paula, you are the, erm, well, mother?”

Paula burst into tears with happiness, and Kyle, seemingly not upset in the slightest, pulled Paula into a huge hug.  “Congratulations baby.” He told her.

“You get the next one, okay?” She laughed, wiping away tears.

He chuckled and then stepped back.  “Well, that might end up being a toss-up between me and Tom here.”

Tom kissed Kyle on the lips and the two hugged.  “I accept your challenge, sir!”

I took Paula by the hand, and pulled her into the room where Sandra was breastfeeding her new baby. 

“Hello mummy.” Sandra said, warily.

“Hello mummy too!” Paula giggled looking down at her new daughter. 

“Do you want to hold her?  She’s about done I think.”

“Can I?”

“Of course!  She’s your daughter!”

“Oh my god, I’m so happy.” Paula picked Tamara up carefully.  “She’s so beautiful.”

“She looks just like you.” I told Paula.

“She really does.” Sandra agreed.

We watched Paula holding Tamara, talking to her, telling her how she would love her and care for her, and would never leave her.  Then she turned to me and said, “Thank you Donna.  Thank you for allowing this.  Thank you for giving me something I never dreamed possible.  I owe you everything.”

“No Paula, you don’t owe me anything.  You have given me more than I can ever dream of.” I told her.  “I have never been happier, and I owe it all to you.”

Moments later, the others were also allowed in, and everyone gushed at how beautiful Tamara was.  We were truly blessed, to have such a large, warm and loving family.


EPILOGUE

Eighteen months later and things could not have been better.  Tamara was growing nicely and was a sweet girl, although the first six months were kind of hard, we all got through fine.  Our lifestyle was going swimmingly, and it was actually surprising that we did not argue.  Sure, there were times where we simply had bad days, but there was always someone to talk to, and always a support system to deal with it. 

All the Onlyfans accounts were deactivated, except Paula’s, which was adapted to our new lifestyle.  Our fanbase had grown, and had even become public, to the point that Netflix asked me to write a new series about it.  Initially, they talked about a documentary, but we felt that might be a bit too invasive, so agreed upon a dramedy about it. 

Of course, my breasts grew to a larger B-cup and stopped there, and I desperately wanted them bigger.  Tom was more than happy to pay for implants, which I gladly took him up on.  To doubly seal the deal though, I had a little bit of minor cosmetic surgery done too, to make me look more feminine.  In the end, I have to admit, I became quite the looker.  Paula likes to make sissy hypnosis porn using me, which is fun.  A lot of it is on Pornhub already!

Paula has been a proud mummy to Tamara, and is often seen with her outdoors.  She began dressing down a bit for those walks, not wanting to harm Tammy’s chances of eventually finding friends.  She needn’t have worried though; people were so fascinated by Paula’s story that everyone wanted to know us.

Kyle came out to his parents as pansexual.  It was his greatest fear, and whilst his parents did not understand his lifestyle choices, they respected them.  They even came for a visit, where after a few nervous moments at the beginning, they soon relaxed and we had a lovely dinner.

My parents and family took it a little harder.  They made it clear they were unhappy, and whilst they didn’t stop talking to me, it became a clear point of friction.  Our calls became infrequent, but that did not bother me in the least.  I had all the family I needed.

Sandra’s family embraced her lifestyle choices with surprising ease.  Kevin, Sandra’s dad essentially said he was jealous, and if he was younger, he would jump at such a chance.  I tried to explain to him that he and Tom were the same age, but he simply brushed it off as, “too old.”  What was a little odd for me though, was when once we were alone, he squeezed my knicker-covered backside and said, “you’ve turned into a lovely bit of crumpet though, eh, eh?  Wouldn’t mind sneaking off with you for a quickie.”

I told Sandra about it, who giggled and said, “You should do!  Give the old man something to think about.”

“Sandra!  He’s your dad!” I said, shocked.

“So?  He’s not your dad!”

Later that dinner, when I headed off to the kitchen to clean away dishes, and Kevin followed me to help himself to another beer, he pinched my bum again, and said, “Any thoughts on that quickie, love?” Giving me a wink.

“Follow me then.” I told him, leading him upstairs to a second floor spare room where I knew we wouldn’t be disturbed.

“All right.  This is more like it.” He laughed.  I pulled down his pants and immediately pushed his cock in my mouth.  “Oh yeah, right dirty little bint, eh?  Let’s get ya bent over so I can get my cock up ya fanny then.”

There was no beating about the bush.  He wanted to fuck me, and that was what I let him do.  He barely lasted a few strokes until he came inside me, but it was worth it for the smile on his face. 

As we headed downstairs, I thought we would be discrete, but when Sandra’s mum, Jackie confronted us and said, “Where the ‘ell have you been?”  Kevin simply said, “Dean here let me take him up the fanny!  First time I ever fucked a bloke!”

“Oh right?” Jackie said.  “How was it?”

“It were all right actually.  I could do it again.” He laughed, squeezing my bottom and earning a playful whoop from me. 

“Dirty bugger.” Jackie laughed, earning a chuckle from the others.  Then turning to Paula said, “Go on you, take him upstairs and show him what it’s like to be on the receiving end!  Maybe that’ll stop him from putting up me all the time!”

“Sure, good idea.” With that, she took Kevin’s hand and led him enthusiastically upstairs.

In the end, Kevin and Jackie would actually become more involved with our activities, whenever they visited.  I asked Sandra if she didn’t feel strange about it, but she simply shook her head.  “Everyone deserves to be happy however they see fit.”

About nine months after giving birth to Tamara, Sandra became pregnant again.  Again, it was unknown who the father would be, but we knew it would be a boy.  This time, it would be a toss-up between Tom and Kyle.  Today was the day we would find out, as we were back in hospital again.

“Who is the father this time?” The same nurse asked, this time with an understanding smile.

“Either Kyle or Tom.” Sandra told her.

“You definitely lead a very interesting life.” The nurse chuckled.

Once again, I was the one present at the birth.  This was something I felt was owed to me, given I could never be a father.  At nearly five pounds, Oliver Kevin Thomas was born, and it was clear as day who the father was.  This time, Kyle was definitely not disappointed.

As Kyle gushed over his new baby boy, Sandra stated, “One more baby.  Tom, I guess this one is all yours.”

“We can do that.” Tom agreed.  “Or if you want to make it more fun, we can find a way to have Donna’s cage removed, and try with her?”

Sandra looked over at me with a raised eyebrow.  “I was actually just thinking, that the temptation to try is always there, isn’t it?  Maybe time to do something about that.” I said.

“Are you thinking of reassignment surgery?” Sandra asked me.

“No no.  Castration.”

“Good girl.” Sandra smiled, and then turned back to Tom.  “So?  Want to be a daddy for real again?”

Tom went bright red and teared up.  “Oh darling, that would be wonderful!”

Three weeks later, it would be me lying in hospital, now completely without testicles, and without a cage.  I was truly lucky to have such a loving dominant wife and family.

THE END
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