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Author’s Note

This book is a bit of a tongue-in-cheek novel, which contains plenty of femdom, cuckold kink.

I’m trying to get these books out more frequently, but honestly, work has been pressing, and on top of that, I’m gearing up for party season, Prague Fetish Week and whatnot. Anyway, this book should satisfy the reluctance-type feminisation fantasy readers. I hope you enjoy it!

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

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I recently started an Instagram account (@juliagwenslater), though I’m not really a social media person. I just can’t get into it, but feel free to add me and once in a while I try to post a picture of myself.

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.
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Prologue

When I met Amanda, she was dating a huge black guy who was a member of the university rowing team. With her long mahogany locks, her huge navy-blue eyes, high cheekbones, DD-breasts, and tiny waist, she was the picture of beauty who for me would always be unattainable. Still, somehow, Amanda and Jaydon became members of our social group, a social group which included me, Kyle, a skinny computer science student with messy red hair and scruffy clothes; Maxwell, a legal student and my halls roommate, a tall rugby player with a heart of gold, and Penny, a student of English literature, short, skinny, with lighter red hair than mine down to her shoulders, extremely pale white skin, and perky little boobs.

At the time, Amanda was studying criminal psychology and forensics, and Jaydon was studying to be a trainer/sports coach. Neither of them really fit the dynamic of our group which was more geeky, but somehow, Amanda simply introduced herself to me at a student bar and we ended up chatting. I think at the time I thought I had an in, until Jaydon showed up and suddenly, I realised she was just being friendly.

The next day, as I sat at a table with Max and Penny, both of whom were dating at the time, Amanda and Jaydon showed up and made a beeline for me. They were introduced to the others and suddenly, our group of four was now a group of six.

Both Amanda and Jaydon were a lot of fun, a real good laugh, but we soon discovered something quite strange about them. On the off-times they were alone with us, each would flirt or even pull others. Jaydon liked to chat-up other black women, or really blonde women, whereas Amanda pretty much chatted up anyone, man or woman. When we asked them about it, they both admitted to being young and in an open relationship.

“Hell, if I ever get tied down to a monogamous relationship, shoot me!” Laughed Amanda.

Honestly, hanging with Amanda and Jaydon was a bit like hanging with Barney Stinson, albeit two of them. They had plays to get people, and regularly pinged off each other to score.

Strangely, that was not the weirdest thing about the couple. Sometimes, Amanda would turn up with boys on leashes, who she treated like dogs. She said they were her little kink slaves who would do anything for her. Occasionally, some of those boys she’d dress up as girls. I thought Jaydon would find that bizarre but to our surprise, Jaydon was in on it, and said that he had no issue swinging both ways for Amanda.

Penny thought the whole thing was hilarious though she wished they would be less upfront about it all. The couple were not averse to lying to getting a girl or boy into bed, which Penny had a problem with. Max, on the other hand, had a bit of a problem with the whole slave thing. It wasn’t that he thought people shouldn’t do it, but it did make him a little squeamish, especially as Amanda admitted that she loved to trick men into being feminised into little girls for her.

Regardless of her proclivities, however, I still found Amanda desperately attractive. The confidence she exuded went beyond anyone I’d ever seen. She was so proud of the way she was, so proud of her sexuality.

She was a year older than each of us, and when she graduated and found herself a job in some huge corporation doing god-knows what, she drifted away from our group and moved down to London. We thought that was the end of it. Three members of our group were depressed that Amanda was gone. Jaydon, because he’d lost his partner; Penny, because she’d lost her new best friend and shopping partner, and me, because I had lost the most attractive woman in my life.

Still, Jaydon became the player of our group, embodying the Stinson persona to the maximum. Hell, he even had a playbook. Sociopath as he probably was, nobody ever seemed angry about how he bedded women. I once asked a girl he’d played why not, and she said it was because it was the best sex she’d ever had in her life and he was by far the least selfish lover she’d ever had. High praise indeed, even though she’d essentially let herself get used.

Eventually, each of us graduated and we thought that would be the end of our little group, but life, thankfully, doesn’t work that way. Max got an entry-level position in a law-firm in London, and as Penny was his girlfriend at the time, she moved with him and then found a job as a content creator for an online lifestyle magazine. I, on the other hand, found work quickly as a cloud architect for a large American corporation, also in London. In the end, in order to save money, I moved in with Max and Penny.

The one who did leave us though, was Jaydon. He took a junior position as an assistant coach for Glasgow Rangers. It was sad to see him go, but he was happy that he didn’t need to join some non-league club.

In our first night out in the pub in London, who should walk in the door but Amanda, dressed to the nines in a tight black, elegant dress, and black Louboutin heels. Gone was the cheap handbag she used to carry around, replaced by a Birkin a lover had bought for her.  Penny was the one who had informed her of where we were and just like that, Amanda was part of our lives again.

Nothing about Amanda had changed though. She still bedded a different person, man or woman, or other, every night, and told us stories about her conquests. Heck, we even cheered her on when she had the chance of pulling a young couple, a pair who looked so sweet and innocent, but somehow, Amanda convinced them to come back to her place, where she fucked the girl, then dressed up the boy in lingerie and pegged him. It was so bizarre, but she had the knack.

Eventually, Max proposed to Penny and I began to feel like a third wheel in their place. Finding a place cheap enough in London was a chore and I really didn’t want to go far into the East End. When I talked about this privately with Amanda one evening, she told me she had a huge apartment in Battersea and that I was more than welcome to live there.

“I don’t want to intrude on your lifestyle.” I smiled.

She brushed off the comment. “Please. So long as you don’t mind me bringing people home to bang sometimes, it will be nice to have someone around. Besides, maybe you can help me get rid of them in the morning.”

“Deal.” I laughed.

When I finally moved into her apartment, I was gobsmacked. The place was this huge penthouse affair in one of the nicest new towers in London. It had to cost a fortune, not something I’d be able to afford, probably ever.

“What is it you do again?” I asked her.

“I could tell you, but then I’d have to kill you.” She laughed. I assumed she was joking, but I wasn’t too sure.

Over the first year of living with Amanda, I got to learn more about her. She was a clean freak, liked everything spick and span, but rarely did the cleaning herself. That surprise came when a man dressed in a pink French’s maid dress turned up and began cleaning the place. When I asked Amanda about it, she said it was one of her sissy slaves. All I could do was shake my head and walk off, but it did make me wonder what the guy got out of it. I would discover that another day, when I found Amanda with him in the bedroom. She was dressed up in a latex body, fucking him with a strap-on dildo, whilst she hurled insults at him.

Scenes like that were not unusual. Neither was it unusual to come home to find Amanda being railed on the sofa by three men at once. It was not unusual to find her surrounded by gay and bisexual men, putting on a show for amusement. Whenever that happened, I usually turned around and headed to the bar.

Max used to tell me to find somewhere else to live, that it wasn’t a nurturing environment to be in, but I couldn’t draw myself away from her. There was something so captivating about Amanda, and in some weird way, I felt like she felt the same about me. We were great together, we never argued, we laughed, joked, talked, even cuddled, but never kissed, never did she make a move on me, and I put that down to being just a friend, not anyone she found attractive.

Things began to change at Max and Penny’s wedding. I was Max’s best man, Amanda Penny’s maid of honour, but also in attendance was someone we hadn’t seen for a long time; Jaydon. On the phone, we joked that there would be plenty of hot women for Jaydon to hit on, but he didn’t seem so enthusiastic. It wasn’t until he arrived that we found out why. Jaydon had arrived with his pregnant girlfriend, Naya.

Clearly, Jaydon had been playing around an gotten Naya pregnant, but for some reason, instead of scaring Jaydon off, it made him super happy. He doted on Naya, and he genuinely blushed with radiance.

There was something about seeing Jaydon like that which knocked Amanda for six. The whole wedding, she seemed off and very clingy around me. Normally, she would be off pulling men and women, but this time, she didn’t want to.

For the next two months, Amanda’s dates dwindled down to just a couple per week, and nothing to the extreme, instead preferring to spend time with me, until one day, we kissed. It was so random, mid conversation about something benign, I don’t even remember what, maybe talking about a book I’d read, but she just placed her lips on mine and we kissed.

“Am I talking too much?” I asked, smiling, my heart racing at the fact that I was kissing the woman I was so madly in love with.

“I love you.” She said.

“I love you too.” I replied, but suddenly, my heart felt heavy. What if this was an overcorrection by her. What if she was in slump and was using me? What if this wasn’t real? “But I can’t do this.” I said, my eyes tearing up.

“Why?”

“Because I’ve loved you from the moment I laid eyes on you. I’ve sat here watching you be with everyone but me…”

She placed a hand on mine, silencing me instantly. “Do you know why I haven’t hit on you? Because I knew that if I ever felt ready to do that, it was because I was ready to settle down. I’m ready, Kyle. I’m ready to be a girlfriend, a wife.”

We stared into each other’s eyes, reading one another, until finally, I pounced, kissing her like I was trying to make up for lost time. From that day forward, our lives changed. We became inseparable, and whilst I never asked Amanda to give up anything, or change, she changed herself. She ended things with all her regular lovers. She told the slaves to find a new Mistress, which was a bit annoying because it meant we had to clean the apartment ourselves. But it was a commitment, to me.


One

My medical condition kicked off about three years into our marriage. We had talked about having kids but with work and travel our priority, neither of us felt in any sort of hurry. We were both still in our twenties, barely, so it made sense to wait. However, something new cropped up, and that was a bizarre skin condition which made my body look like the veins were trying to burst threw my skin. That’s how it started, but soon, I began having weird temperature fluctuations, feeling hot when it was icy cold, or cold when it was really hot.

Amanda began to panic when I got sick. She thought that maybe her previous sex life was responsible, that perhaps she’d caught something unknown and given it to me. If there was ever one thing about Amanda though, even when she fucked around when she was single, she was constantly getting herself tested for everything.

Life with Amanda up to that point was amazing. We were such a good couple together; everything worked. She had such a great sense of humour that we simply clicked in everything. Our sex-life was good too, albeit boring compared to what she was used to in the past. I always worried that she would run off because of that, but she never complained. Honestly, I never once believed she was being faithful, but I didn’t care, because I wasn’t there to change her, I knew who I was marrying; but she always told me she was and that was fine by me.

Eventually, I saw a doctor who ran numerous tests, and then I was sent from specialist to specialist. Over the months of tests, the conditions began to get worse, to the point that my muscles began to ache in my joints. Googling the symptoms suggested lupus, but that was ruled out.

In the end though, I wasn’t far off. It turned out to be an autoimmune disorder that I probably had all my life but wasn’t aware of. My body somehow decided that certain glands, such as the pituitary, were undesirable so decided to kill them. As my body began attacking itself, so the glands attacked back. So I had a diagnosis, that was good. It meant it could be fixed, right?

“Right?” I asked the doctor.

The young man frowned behind the thick black-rimmed glasses. “Hmmm…” He mused. “Unfortunately, we need to try a combination of drugs, some may end up harming you in other ways. What we need to do is balance your body’s immune system and calm it down, without killing it, or you. It might end up being trial and error I’m afraid, and it also may mean you’ll need to live with some more minor side effects.”

I blinked. This wasn’t good news at all. This was far from good news. The word kill was used, that’s never a good word to use. “So I could die?” I asked.

“What?” The doctor snapped. “Oh, sorry, bad turn of phrase. I just meant we didn’t want to give you a drug which would harm you, or something. We need to get the variables right.”

“Oh.”

“Look, I know it’s easy to worry about these things, but I’m sure we’ll take care of this. In the meantime, let me consult with a few experts in the field and try to think of which drugs will work best.”

Of course, I told all this to Amanda and she was mortified. She was genuinely worried that she would lose me, so I tried to calm her down and explained that everything would be all right, even though I wasn’t so sure myself.

When I told Max about it all, he switched to lawyer mode, explaining that incorrectly prescribe pharmaceuticals were responsible for nearly eighteen percent of all medical malpractice suits, and asking if he wanted me to check to see if my doctor was on any of the lawsuits. Something, I did not.

Penny wasn’t any more helpful, in fact, she was downright useless. She just sat there crying, saying she couldn’t lose her best friend, that life was useless. If I remember correctly, she was suffering from a little post-partum depression at the time…or was that later? I can’t remember.

Anyway, by the following week, the doctor had a prescription for me. It was a cocktail of three drugs which he felt sure would work best, though admitted sometimes a brand change could make a world of difference, so told me to keep a journal of any occurrences.

I would need to take the three pills every day for the rest of my life, that was how I understood it. That was fine, so long as they didn’t shorten my life.

For the first few days, they didn’t seem to be doing anything. The pain remained, my skin looked like it had been left out to dry like a date, and even though it was twenty-eight degrees outside and everyone else was sweating, I was in sweaters and a jacket and still felt cold. However, before my first weekly check-up where I was about to complain that the drugs didn’t work, something changed.

It was my skin. Gone was the purple, dry scales, replaced by smooth skin. Sure, my body hair had long fallen out, attacked and destroyed by my own body, but that was fine, because for the first time, I saw patches of normal skin popping through. The next day, on the day of the check-up, my skin was almost back to normal. I looked human again, and on top of that, the jacket felt like overkill. I was still cold, just not that cold.

The doctor was ecstatic. He asked if I felt anything odd, worse, but I said that for now, everything seemed normal.

“It’s possible that this medication will resolve some of your issues, but not all.” He explained. “You still have the pain, correct?”

“Yes.” I said, but I was beginning to feel positive once more.

“Let’s continue the course for now, and check back next week.”

After the skin cleared up totally, so too did the heat issue. I was back to wearing shorts and t-shirts again, but the pain remained. When I met the doctor the following week, he swapped out one of the drugs and told me to try that.

Again, no change for a few days, but then as the pain began to disappear, the heat issues returned. I immediately told the doctor who changed the drug once again. This time, both the heat and the pain disappeared. I was back to normal again.

For the next month, the doctor tracked me, checking for side effects, and till that point there did not appear to be any. At least, that was what I thought. You see, when my medical conditions started, I lost my sex drive entirely. It wasn’t anything to do with the glands, more just how I saw myself. I didn’t want Amanda to see me the way I was, and she was kind enough to understand and keep her distance, sexually. However, back to normal once again, I was ready to get on up onto Amanda. I Was… My penis less so.

Initially, I thought that was psychological, but when I finally mentioned it to the doctor, he told me it was likely a side effect of the drugs. I was devastated of course, but according to the doctor, I needn’t have been.

“I can write you a prescription for Cialis. That should curb the effects of the drugs and allow you to achieve a full erection. Don’t take more than one tablet every forty-eight hours.”

And so, thanks to the wonders of modern medicine, I was able to fuck my wife once more and everything seemed to be coming up roses. I kept the journal just in case, but I really didn’t see any real side-effects.

It was about a month after that when Amanda noticed something about me. She didn’t tell me, given that she wasn’t one to body shame, not at first anyway, but she noticed I was getting a little flabby in parts. She assumed the drugs were maybe messing with my metabolism, so instead of telling me that I was getting fat, she suggested we exercise together more frequently.

She was always at the gym anyway, so I decided to join her, and when we weren’t at the gym, we were cycling or rock-climbing. In fact, we were exercising a lot, so much so that both of us became quite muscular; and yet, still, a couple of months later, she noticed that I was getting increasingly flabby around the chest. Again, she didn’t say anything, until during sex she brushed against a nipple and I hissed.

“Errr…Okay, honey…” She began, her mouth open. “I think we’ve found a side-effect.”

“What side-effect?”

“Well, I didn’t want to say anything, but did you notice you’ve developed man-boobs? I thought you were putting on weight, but now your nipples are sensitive.”

I looked down the swell of my chest, and she was right. I was growing breasts; not man-boobs, real boobs. “Holy shit! I’ve got tits!” I gasped, cupping them. “That’s not bad actually.”

Amanda giggled. “Honey, if you want to keep your titties, you know that’s fine by me, more to play with, but I guess you need to tell the doc.”

“Yeah, probably should.”

Still, as we fucked that night, Amanda didn’t miss an opportunity to feel up my new A-cup titties, or suck on the nipples, and honestly, if they stayed small like that, I’d probably keep them for the fun factor. But she was right, perhaps something was afoot.

As I prepared to meet the doctor the following day, Amanda stopped me on the way out, holding my arm but unable to look me in the eye. Then she said, “There’s maybe another side-effect you should tell him about.”

“Go on.” I asked.

“I don’t want you to freak out because it’s negligible, and maybe nothing, but I think it’s something that maybe he should check.”

“Go on…” I said again, now getting a little nervous.

She paused and bit her lower lip, then looked right into my eyes. “Your penis shrank.”

I blinked. “What?”

“It’s about a couple of millimetres, not much, but it’s smaller.”

“How can you tell?”

Blushing, she smiled nervously, “Come on Kyle, it’s me you’re talking to. I’ve fucked over a three hundred men, do you think I can’t tell?”

“Touche.” I replied. “Okay, well, that’s not concerning at all, is it?” I said sarcastically. “I’ll tell the cock, I mean, doc. Fuck!”

The doctor checked me out and agreed that it appeared that the drugs were doing something with how I process oestrogen. He ordered a blood panel and told me that he would call me with the results, and will look at which drug to swap-out.

Two days later, the doctor called me with the results which showed that there wasn’t really an increase in oestrogen or a decrease in testosterone. It seemed that my body’s glands were essentially telling my body that I was both a man and a woman but in doing so, my penis was not getting the benefits. As such, he gave me a new set of drugs to try.

Of course, the new drugs sent my immune system spinning again, and the issues began to return. Instead of getting healthy, I was back to square one and trying new drugs, until I gave up and told the doctor that I was going back to the ones which gave me boobs until such time that he found an answer.

By the time that happened, my boobs had grown to a B-cup and were noticeable. So much so that Amanda had to give me a sports bra to wear to squash them down under my shirts and t-shirts.

Then, as I was about to give up hope, the doctor called me. “I think I have a fix, without changing the pills. Or rather, we add one more pill.”

The pill would essentially tell my hormones that I was a man. It wouldn’t really reduce the breasts by much but would stop my cock from shrinking, and it would stop the boobs from growing. It was a fix, for sure.


Two

The phone call from Jaydon came out of the blue. We’d heard from him, of course, via email mostly, the occasional visit to London, but then for a while, it had been radio silence. He surprised us all with good news and bad news. The good news was, he’d been offered a job with Arsenal football club on the coaching staff, and would be moving to London. The bad news was, he was divorcing Naya and she would not be moving with him.

It wasn’t until Jaydon was finally moved to London that we found out why he was getting divorced. It seemed that whilst Jaydon appeared to be settled with Naya, he simply couldn’t stop himself and had regular flings on the side. Naya found out and divorced him.

Even though Jaydon cheated on Naya, I couldn’t feel like it was his fault that the marriage ended. When we arrived home after meeting him in the pub, I discussed this with Amanda who kept saying things like, “Poor Naya”, or, “that poor kid”, or “Stupid Jaydon.” But I simply shrugged.

“I think Naya’s being a bitch.” I said matter-of-factly.

Amanda gave me a very surprised and confused look. “Excuse me? How so? He was the one that cheated.”

I chuckled. “Jaydon is Jaydon. Naya knew what he was like and she tried to change him. Why? Why try to change people? It makes no sense. Either you are with someone, faults and all, and you accept who they are, or you are living a lie. Naya was clearly living a lie, and that wasn’t fair on Jaydon.”

For a moment, Amanda was speechless. Then she muttered out, “I was slut in the past, but I changed.”

“Not for me, I hope?” I said. “Sorry, I never asked you to change. I asked you to love me.”

“So you’d be okay if I was still out whoring around town would you?” She asked sarcastically.

“Perfectly. I came to terms with that not long after I met you. It’s who you are. I kind of assumed you probably still had some shags on the side. I mean, I’m not exactly a sex god?” I snorted, laughing.

But Amanda’s mouth was open wide, a look of sheer shock on her face. “I don’t know whether to be impressed, offended, happy, or I don’t know…” She gasped, then flopped down on the sofa, her mouth still open in shock. “I guess, I should be grateful.”

“What for?”

“For how much you love me that you’d be willing to let me be a slut.”

“Do you still want to be?”

She shook her head slowly. “No, of course not. But… well, I guess, sure, there are times I’m horny and I remember those days, the fun I had, but in my head, I keep saying that I couldn’t do that to you.”

“To me? Babe, do what makes you happy. Look, I don’t want you to go running out and banging every man on the street. I just want you to be you. One day down the road, we’ll hit a bump, and this will come out, how much you had to change for me, and so on. It happens. I don’t want that to ever be an excuse.” I sat down and held her hands. “I know you. I knew you. I accepted you for you. Do whatever makes you happy.”

Suddenly, her arms were on me, pulling me tight. I felt so good to have her hold me like that, with such romance, such love. Then she sat back and nodded. “I suppose when you look at it like that, it’s hard to be angry at Jaydon. Communication is important though.”

I shrugged. “He told her at the beginning that he would try to behave, but couldn’t promise because it was foreign to him, and she told him to make sure he tried. He tried, he failed, end of story.”

That night, we made love as we usually did but something felt different about Amanda, as if she was thinking about what I had said. There was a different passion to how we made love, more intimate, like she was showing me gratitude.

After, I fell asleep quickly, not realising that Amanda was laying there still wide awake thinking about what I had said, about how Jaydon had tried so hard to be good only to destroy his marriage. But I had openly told her that I accepted her for who she was. I had given her freedom, and slowly, that was dawning on her.

Nothing more was said about it for the next few weeks, but what I didn’t notice was how Amanda watched Jaydon in the bar. It was like the old times, watching the hot black guy picking up women as if he had some sort of magical ability. We laughed and joked about it, but the whole time, Amanda was watching him play the game and the more she watched, the more she wished she could play too. Still, in her mind, she told herself over and over that she was married and that she didn’t need to play anymore, even though I told her that she could.

Then one evening, Jaydon had a play that required help. Automatically, he asked Amanda if she’d be his wingman. Initially, she said no, but he kept pushing. Max offered, but Jaydon rolled his eyes, remembering a time when Max chatted up another girl to deflect her away so Jaydon could swoop in for her friend, only for Max to get cold feet and run back to Penny apologetically. Anyway, the person Jaydon needed deflecting this time, was the girl’s partner, a man.

“Come on Amanda, please!” He begged.

“Go on.” I said, laughing.

“Are you sure?” She asked me.

“Sure. Have fun.”

She smiled at me, knowing not to kiss me on the cheek in case the couple saw, then ran off with Amanda. Of course, Penny gave me a look that asked if I was crazy, so I told her the truth.

“I’m not willing to end up like Naya.” I told her. “When we met Amanda, we saw what she was like, right?”

“Right.”

“So do you think it is right to try to change someone?”

Shrugging, Penny said that people change.

“People change, yes,” I began, “But they can’t be changed. You cannot force someone to change their personality, nor should you have the expectation that they should change just for you. That’s selfish. I married Amanda knowing that she’s a nymphomaniac and is amoral in that aspect. Therefore, I am not willing to throw away my marriage because she likes to bang.”

Penny looked confused for a moment, and I thought she hadn’t understood me, but rather, she struggled to find an argument against what I had said. “That’s…totally fair.” She admitted. “I mean, so long as she doesn’t fall in love and leave you.”

“I don’t think she ever did what she did for love. For her, it’s like going playing a video game, or football, it’s just a game.”

The couple were silent for a moment, then Max was about to say something about gaming but Penny snapped her head around and snarled, “Don’t even think about it!”

I watched as Jaydon and Amanda worked the couple just like old times. They laughed with them, made subtle movements, then I saw the hand land on the forearms, the little touches, until one of the other couple made a suggestion to leave, to go somewhere else. Suddenly, it was on. I saw Amanda say something and point to us. The handsome man and the pretty blonde woman nodded and smiled, and Amanda ran over to us.

“Erm, they want us to go to this wine bar.” She told me. “Can I help Jay out or…?”

“Honey, go, have fun!” I said.

But Amanda became serious. “I’ll not do anything. Just keep him busy whilst Jay makes his move.”

“I get it. Do what you need to do. I’ll see you when you get home.”

She smiled. “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

And that was it, she was gone. Max and Penny stayed a half-hour longer before saying they needed to relieve the sitter, and then they were gone too. So, I finished my beer and then headed home.

As I rode the tube, I received a ping from my phone. “Were you honestly serious when you said I could play too?” My wife wrote. “I don’t want to hurt you.”

“You won’t hurt me. I understood you a long time ago. Let’s say you were one of the best chess players in London, and now you’re coming out of retirement.”

She sent a smiley. “Oh honey; I was a chess grandmaster. In fact, I was the best chess player in the world. So I can play again?”

“You remember where home is?”

“Of course…”

“Then see you after you win.”

Another smiley. “You’re the best. I love you.”

I stared at the messages. I’d just given my wife permission to fuck another man, perhaps many men, if the game took hold again, but I’d made my peace with that many years ago. I had assumed she had been cheating this whole time, but she hadn’t been. Strangely, knowing that she was fucking someone else, well, it did something unexpected to me. The previous day’s Cialis should’ve worn off, but the more I thought about the fact that Amanda was about to cheat, the more I felt the blood return to my dick.

Rather than get an erection on the tube, I thought about anything I could to keep it down. The moment I arrived home though, I thought about it again and there it was, my own erection, from zero to hero in a few seconds flat. I did something I hadn’t done for a very long time; I masturbated.

When Amanda arrived home, it was gone one in the morning, but there was no way I could sleep. She said nothing when she saw me, though her face was the picture of nervousness.

“Do you hate me?” She asked.

“No, of course not.” I laughed. “Did you have fun at least?”

“Yes, I did, but I feel horrible. I just had an orgy with a married couple and Jaydon.”

My cock swelled. I thought she fucked one guy, I hadn’t imagined she’d had a four-way. I couldn’t speak, I just felt my cock swell. Her eyes lowered and spied my crotch in my pyjamas and her lips parted a little.

“I took a cock in both ends whilst the wife sucked on my tits.” She mumbled, still staring at my crotch, seeing it inflate further.

Without another word, she pounced forward, ripping my pants down and gobbling my cock down with gusto. She sucked on it with a ferocity I’d never seen from her before. Then, she climbed up and reached under her skirt, pulling her panties to one side and lowering her pussy on my cock.

There was something different about how she felt, wetter, slicker; then it dawned on me. “They didn’t wear a condom?” I asked, a little concerned about diseases.

“Jaydon was tested recently, and the other guy hadn’t been with anyone else but his wife.” She frowned. “Are you upset?”

“No…” I felt my cock harden at the thought that I was getting very sloppy seconds. “Definitely not.”

Her eyes widened and her surprised turned into a naughty grin. “Oh Kyle, are you kinkier than I thought? You dirty boy!” She gasped, biting her bottom lip and riding me.

The squelch of her cum filled pussy reverberated around the bedroom and it didn’t do anything to sate my excitement. On top of that, she continued, testing how I would react.

“They banged me so hard, and you just know Jaydon has a huge cock, right, but the other guy did too. I know we have great sex, you and I, but when I get into slut mode, I scream like a banshee. You haven’t seen what a dirty fucking bitch I am!”

I came. There was no way I could hold back, I fucking came hard!

She giggled and climbed off me. “I take it you don’t wanna lick my pussy?” She laughed, spreading her legs and allowing a glob of cum to drop onto my side of the bed.

“I…erm… I…” I really didn’t. “I don’t think so, sorry.”

Once more, she giggled and then scurried off to the bathroom. “I was kidding.” She laughed, but I looked at the damp glob of cum on my sheet and wondered if she really was. She told me about the times she fucked guys before and had her slaves licked her clean, and I knew she enjoyed it, but whilst I was happy to let her sleep around, and use it to further our own sex life, I didn’t really want to descend into the bizarre abyss she was used to. “By the way,” she called out, “did you take a pill earlier?”

“No.” I called back, using a tissue to wipe up the cum, throwing it in the bin.

“So me cheating turns you on?”

“I wanked earlier.”

She stepped out of the bathroom, toothbrush in mouth. “And you got hard again? Wow! I’m impressed. I guess I should sleep around more often.”

“You weren’t planning to?” I asked, hoping she would.

“Kidding. Yeah, I plan to.” Then she held up a finger and ran to spit, before returning. “Seriously though, you don’t mind?”

“No, I don’t mind. So long as it is just sex, not love.”

“Ugh, no, just sex.”

“Then I don’t care.”

As she climbed into bed next to me, she smiled and then sighed. “I’m glad. I missed nights out like tonight. I’m a whore, I know it, but I never imagined being about to have my cake and eat it. But you know I don’t want you fucking other women, right?”

That seemed a little unfair, not that I wanted to fuck other women, but if she could fuck other men and women, why couldn’t I? “Isn’t that a little hypocritical?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Nope. Using your own argument, we both knew how we were in the past, and I know that you would never cheat on your partner. I’m not saying that we would never have a threesome or something, when I’ll let you fuck a woman in front of me, but I also know that you don’t have the detachment between sex and love that I have. For me, it would make me nervous to know you are with a woman who might convince you to fall in love with her.”

Damn it! She was right. She had some form of psychological detachment that allowed her to fuck men and women and not feel anything for them. It would be far too risky for me. I was about to confirm that with her, but when I turned to look at her, I found her fast asleep. And instead of falling asleep myself, I found myself remembering that my wife had a fourway and came home with a cum-filled pussy; which I put my cock in; and once again, I was hard.


Three

Over the next few days and weeks, Amanda got back into her old lifestyle again. Whilst it was not a daily occurrence, I got the feeling that that was only because she was concerned for my feelings, but on the days she didn’t get out there, she did get antsy, fidgety, until I told her that if she wanted to make it a daily thing she could, but it would be good if some days were a quickie so that we could have the rest of the evening together. And that was exactly what happened.

I’m not going to lie, our sex life didn’t suffer for it. Whenever she came home, she was open and honest with me, telling me with whom she’d fucked, male, female, how many, and so forth. Amanda liked sex in so many ways it was incomprehensible for me. Most days she made sure the cock entering her wore protection, which was good. She only forgo protection if she was sure the cock was clean. But all that meant that we fucked like rabbits too.

It was about a month into our new lifestyle that Amanda made a suggestion. We were cleaning the apartment on a really hot day, and whilst we could’ve put the air-conditioning on, we had the windows open because of fumes.

“How would you feel if we got a sissy maid again?” She asked.

I remembered the sissies that used to come around, how she would beat them and peg them. She’d pegged me over the years, I wasn’t going to say no to that, many people did it, and I’ll admit, it was a lot of fun. But what I remembered most about those sissies was how well they worked. They took the cleaning seriously. I shrugged. “Sure, if you want.”

“It means dominating them. Here, in the apartment.” She told me, in other words, this wasn’t something she could hide from me.

In the weeks that she had been fucking others, she had never brought anyone home with her. I never said that she couldn’t, but one thing she never let happen was for her philandries to crossover into our homelife. Again, I assumed it was to protect our relationship. To be honest, I felt a little sad about it, because if she was going to be a slut, and I was to allow it, then why couldn’t I watch?

Now was as good a time as any to bring it up.

“Mandy, you know I’m okay with you bringing lovers here, right?” I pointed out.

She looked up at me with guilt-ridden eyes. “This is our home, for us.” She said softly.

“Babe, I mean, if you’re going to do this, shouldn’t I get something out of it too?”

It began to dawn on her what I was talking about. Slowly, a smile crept onto her face and she nodded. “I never thought of it like that.” But then the smiled disappeared. “I change when I’m in the zone. I might not be so nice to you. I might get vocal, dominant, maybe say things I don’t mean.”

I rolled my eyes. “I think I can handle it.”

The smile returned. “Okay then. I’ll not worry about that next time. And on the sissy maid topic?”

“Sure, if you can find one…”

Her turn to roll her eyes this time. “Pah! You’d be surprised!”

Sure enough, it took her just a day to find a young man who was so head over heels into her, that he accepted it when she told him to put on lingerie. She filled me in on all the details, going to his place, bringing panties and bras with her, dressing him up and edging him. The poor lad had never dressed up in women’s clothes in his life, but here he was, willing to do anything for her. The moment she pegged him whilst dressed in lingerie and a wig, wearing make-up, she knew she had him. She then collared him and made him hers.

Two weeks was all it took, two weeks and Cameron, now Cally, was over at our flat in a traditional French maid’s outfit being introduced to me as the master of the house, and he accepted it.

“Behave or I’ll make you suck Master’s cock!” She snapped at the poor sissy. That earned her a concerned stare from me, but she waved it off.

A month later, Cally was joined by Sindy, another sissy maid, albeit this was one who was a more than willing participant, unlike Cally who was converted. Sindy was clearly more into it, humming and buzzing as she worked, whilst Cally was very quiet and subservient. But I knew Cally was into it by then, and was dressing as a woman regularly, as required by my wife.

Now, at this point I should point out that after the mix-up with the tablets, my breast growth stopped but they didn’t reduce. The sports bras successfully managed to squash them, and given they were plain like male footballers and runners used, they didn’t bother me. In bed, Amanda loved to play with my titties so I saw no reason to go through an operation to remove them. However, at home, because the sports bras were not exactly comfortable, I’d let those puppies hang free. They weren’t huge by any stretch, a bigger A or a smaller B, two mounds, nothing special.

As Sindy and Cally worked around the large apartment, Sindy would sneak glances at my chest but for weeks wouldn’t say a word, until one day, once she was more settled, she asked me whether Amanda had me on hormones.

I laughed, of course. “No, I had a medical condition and the tablets did this to me.” I told her.

“Mmm… And you kept them?”

“Well, yeah, Amanda likes them.”

“Mmm-hmm.” The skinny blonde sissy giggled, rolling her eyes.

“I’m serious.”

“I’m sure. But I also think Mistress Amanda is probably holding back. She does like to sissify men like you.”

I knew that, of course, but she never once mentioned that to me, and never once tried. I decided not to pursue the line of conversation further as it was lead me down a rabbit-hole I really didn’t want to go down.

There was also something else going on during this time that I hadn’t mentioned. Amanda had begun to bring men home with her. So far, Jaydon hadn’t joined her, but I did notice the men she came home with were all big, very masculine men, and when I happened to be around when she did bring them back, she very openly said I was her husband. Then one of the men, a tall black man named Darren, asked if I was a cuckold. Before I could answer, Amanda answered for me.

“No,” she said quickly. “I mean, yes, I’ve cuckolded him, but I’m not his mistress or anything. I’m more of a hot-wife who he lets out to play. We still fuck, a lot!”

The man didn’t seem surprised, just nodded and added, “That’s cool.”

In that period though, the bedroom door remained closed and I wasn’t invited in to watch. I asked her why and she said that she needed to get there. I pointed out that before we were a couple, when I moved into the apartment, she would regularly fuck guys in front of me, but she said that was different because she didn’t realise we would end up a couple.

The situation changed one evening when she arrived home a little tipsy with Jaydon and another couple. When the woman, a beautiful blonde called Renata saw me, she laughed drunkenly. “Oh my god, please tell me he’s your little cuckold!” She gasped, running over to me to hug.

Amanda was about to give the same speech she gave the other guy, when I jumped in for her. “Yep, I’m her little cuckold.” I smiled, earning a queer look from Amanda.

“Oh my god! He’s wearing a bra!” Renata laughed, pulling off my t-shirt. “Oh, but it’s so plain and boring! Please tell me you have something sexier to put on him!” Suddenly, she was unbuttoning my pants and I was staring at Amanda with questioning eyes, but now Amanda was getting into it, smiling and wondering where this was going. “Oh boo! No knickers! Bad sissy!” Renata snapped, spanking my backside, much to the amusement of the two men and my wife. “Quick, Amanda, getting him something sexy! If this little slut is going to watch us fuck you then he should be in uniform!”

I’m not sure what came over Amanda, maybe it was my need to say I was a cuckold, but she didn’t hesitate, telling me to come with her to the bedroom. Once I was alone with her, I began to hyperventilate.

“I can’t do this.” I gasped.

“Babe, chill. You don’t know them.”

“I know Jaydon!”

“And he’s not going to care. Come on. It’ll be fine. Indulge them.”

She handed me a pink satin with lace-trim bralette and matching full-cut panties, and with a sigh, I slipped both on. It felt weird; I felt weird. I shivered with nerves, embarrassed that my cock could fit so well into the stretchy smooth knickers.

The others soon joined us in the room, and Amanda quickly told me to sit in the wicker armchair in the corner of the room. “Don’t speak, don’t get involved.” She told me. “Just enjoy it, wank if you want, but better would be to just watch and then we can have fun together after. Most of all, just relax.”

I nodded, then watched as Jaydon pulled her back, undressing her. Amanda’s eyes never left mine as piece by piece her clothes were pulled off, and then hands were on her. My eyes caught Jaydon’s who gave me a questioning look, and I could tell he was asking me if I was okay. I gave a quick nod and he returned the favour.

For the next half hour, I watched my wife suck two cocks before licking a pussy whilst two men took turns pounding her pussy bareback. I’d heard Amanda before through the door, and I remembered what she was like when we weren’t together, but seeing her like this, transformed, raw, animalistic, it was so fascinating that I leaned forward to watch. She writhed and screamed, snarling for more, demanding they destroy her pussy, and then the whole scenario took over her and she turned to me, staring right at me with wild eyes and after a few moments, said, “See cucky! See how a real man fucks! Play with your titties for us!”

“It’s so cool you put him on hormones!” Renata gushed as I cupped my breasts. “Shame they didn’t grow bigger.”

“I could make them bigger.” Amanda laughed, still staring at me. “What do you say, sissy? Shall we make them bigger?”

“Y-yes Mistress.” I replied, thinking that was what she wanted to hear.

The sex continued until finally, the husband, I forget his name, unloaded in my wife. Renata hadn’t noticed, so Amanda jumped off the bed and to the bathroom to quickly wash-up. Unfortunately, whilst she was doing that, Jaydon was now unloading in Renata, and not totally privy to the game, Renata gave me an order I didn’t know how to respond to.

“Sissy!” Renata sang. “Clean-up time! Come on! Lick!”

My panicked eyes sought out Jaydon, but he was on his back panting as Renata beckoned me. He clearly wasn’t aware of the dynamic, and Amanda wasn’t in the room. I said the one thing I hoped would save me. “I’m not allowed to lick another pussy with Amanda’s permission.”

“I’m sure she’ll be fine, but okay, then lie back and I’ll let it drip into your mouth.” Renata suggested.

I was panicking, and yet I was standing, moving to the bed, when the door opened to the bathroom and my eyes found Amanda’s, a panicked help me stare. She instantly knew what was going on but at the same time, her eyes gave me another look, one which begged me to just give in, to just try it once, that it could be fun. Again, another shared look, no, please. So one last look from her, do you want me to force you to do it?

The pause in my response was all Amanda needed. She stepped forward and pushed me down to the bed with a laugh. “Go on sissy, you know your place.” She said, just was I saw the pink used lips of Renata’s pussy over my head, a globule of yellowish-grey cum forcing its way out of her.

“Can I use his mouth?” Renata asked.

“Sure.” Amanda replied, and suddenly, Renata was planted on my lips.

There was no getting out of this, and Amanda was right, if I was to play along with the game, I might as well be a total part of it. I opened my mouth and closed my eyes and just let it happen. A sickness flooded my gut, nerves mixed with my brain telling me how disgusting it was for me, a straight man, to drink the cum of one of my best friends.

“That’s it sissy, suck her nice and clean.” My wife purred next to my ear. “I’m so proud of you sissy, so proud. You’ll be a nice cumdump sissy soon enough.”

I’d like to say that was the first and last time that happened that night, but Amanda was not a one and done person when it came to sex, and with Jaydon there, she could go all night. Obviously, having licked Renata clean, I had to lick my wife clean, and once that happened, it just became expected from them both for the night.

I left them at two in the morning, falling asleep in each other’s arms. Amanda didn’t even notice that I’d left to the spare bedroom, where I slept in lingerie for the first time in my life, wondering if I’d gone too far in my encouragement of my wife’s return to the game.


Four

When I awoke the next morning, I found Amanda cuddled up next to me fast asleep. I don’t know when she moved rooms but I crept up, suddenly aware that I was still in lingerie. Next door, the bedroom was empty except for Jaydon who was spreadeagle, fast asleep on the bed, his huge six-foot-five body splayed across it like he was trying to stop the bed from leaving. For moment though, I thought the couple was gone, but when I entered the kitchen, I found them in their underwear drinking coffee.

“Hey, good morning.” Renata said with a smile. “I hope we weren’t too hard on you last night? I understand it was your first time.”

There was a sweetness to her voice, it had a calming effect rather than stressing. I couldn’t help but feel disarmed by her admission. “Yeah, it went somewhere I wasn’t expecting.”

“You should’ve just said. I wouldn’t have played out the whole sissy thing if I’d known.” She blushed. “Though, we all said it suited you. We had a lot of fun, I never imagined doing what we did last night, but it was so good. And having you there servicing us made it extra special. I think you’re super cool.” She looked at the lingerie. “And that suits you by the way.”

As we ate breakfast and drank coffee, I went into detail about the medical condition that caused all this, but both were more interested in how I ended up with a girl like Amanda, someone who was clearly such a player. I explained that I always had the hots for her but believed she’d never settle, so didn’t bother. That she enjoys sex as much as I enjoyed a good beer meant little in the bigger scheme of things.

Eventually, Amanda also got up and kissed me on the lips, a reminder that I was her man, though she placed a hand on the smooth satin of the panties on my backside and held it there, a reminder that at that moment, I was her sissy. It was a Saturday but we really wanted this couple to leave so that we could enjoy our day.

Before we could think too much about it though, the buzzer went, signalling the arrival of Sindy and Cally. The moment Sindy saw me, she smiled and cocked her head. “Told you.” Was all she muttered.

The couple showered and left just as Jaydon awoke but he was in no hurry to leave and we were in no hurry to kick him out. It was odd seeing Amanda greet Jaydon with a passionate kiss and for the first time in this bizarre journey, I felt a little odd about it. This two was a couple once, they were in love, even in their very bizarre relationship, so it was right for me to be cautious about how close they were getting.

As Sindy and Cally cleaned, Amanda pulled me to the bedroom, where we made love. I was going to take the lingerie off but Amanda begged me to keep it on, that she found me so incredibly sexy in it that she wanted to watched me in it as we fucked. I’d had it on all night, a few more minutes wouldn’t hurt anything.

I thought we’d be alone as we had this moment together, but as she rode me, the bedroom door opened and Jaydon stepped inside. Without a complaint, Amanda turned and smiled at him as he pushed off his boxers and climbed the bed, moving to place his cock in her mouth. That he’d interrupted our personal time should’ve pissed me off; heck, it did piss me off, but at the same time, my dick got harder. Then, as he pulled out of her mouth and walked behind her, I wondered what was about to happen. He pushed her forward and there he was, pushing into her anus whilst I was in her pussy.

This was the most unique and bizarre experience of my life. There was one of my best friends fucking my wife in the arse, whilst I fucked her pussy, but she was loving it, and admittedly, I was enjoying it too.

I came too fast. The feeling of his cock thrusting as I thrust was too much, and I unloaded inside her, but Amanda wasn’t letting me go anywhere, holding me through the bra on my breasts. I just watched as he pounded her arse, clawing at her DD breasts whilst kissing her neck, until he too let go and came inside her.

We all held still until he pulled out, but when he did, I felt his cum drizzle until my scrotum beneath. With one final kiss, he disappeared into the bathroom.

Amanda looked down at me apologetically. “I’m sorry.” She mumbled.

“We need to talk about Jaydon.” I said softly. “I’m worried you have feelings for him.”

“Not feelings that would cause me to leave you, I promise you. I love you far too much. Please, don’t ruin this for me.”

I looked away, no matter how I felt about Jaydon, I couldn’t bring myself to put her on the spot like that. I turned back and smiled. “I trust you.”

“Thank you.” She smiled, then kissed me. “Did you enjoy last night even a bit?”

That was a loaded question. In truth, I had a lot more fun that night than I should have had, but admitting it would carry consequences, I was sure. In my head, I was telling myself to lie, to prevent her from sending me down the rabbit-hole I was so scared of, but at the same time, I didn’t want to lose out on other fun adventures.

“I…” It was so hard to get words out, but in the end, fear won out. “I didn’t like it. I liked watching, but not what you made me do.”

She stared at me and I could tell she didn’t believe me for a second, she knew me as well as I knew her. Instead, she smirked and then nodded. “Okay honey. I understand.”

“Really?”

“Of course. Don’t worry. I love you, and I won’t ever put you into a position you shouldn’t be in.”

I felt her comment was a bit ambiguous but decided not to push it. Jaydon stepped out of the bathroom washed up and immediately got dressed, thanking us for a great night, kissing my wife before high-fiving me and then leaving. He left the door to the bedroom open and Sindy knocked asking if she could clean, which Amanda said she could.

As we lay there in bed, watching the sissy dust, Amanda traced the tips of her fingers across the lace of her bralette that I was wearing. I had a feeling she wanted to say something, something that would test the boundaries of what she had just stated, something that would prove to me that she would push me. But, in the end, she let go and said she was going to shower. However, as she entered the bathroom, she stopped, turned to Sindy, and clicked her fingers. “Sissy, come wash me.” She snapped.

“Yes Mistress.”

I should’ve been shocked by such a brazen allowance for someone to touch her naked body, but nothing surprised me anymore, nor should it have, after all, this was just who Amanda was.

After Amanda stepped out of the bathroom, wrapped in a towel, she told me I was next. At first I thought she just meant next to shower, but as I stepped into the bathroom, there was Sindy, still crouched next to the tub, waiting for me. I wondered if it made sense for me to argue, to say I didn’t want that, but then I remembered Sindy’s snappy comments about what Amanda was going to do to me, and I thought, “Fuck it.”

It felt odd to feel another man’s hand on my body, soaping me up, if I could call Sindy a man. But at the same time, there was something pleasant about it too. When Sindy’s hands cupped and washed my cock and balls, gently massaging them, carefully soaping every millimetre, my eyes dropped and found hers. There was a hunger to them, a need to do more, a wanton request to ask her to suck me, or kiss me, but I wasn’t gay, or bi, so it was of no interest to me to offer. And yet, in her hands, my cock grew, stiffening as she rubbed me.

A click drew me towards the doorway, Amanda leaning, looking, not smiling, just looking, interested. Sindy began moving on me faster and my hands grabbed the tub the more she rubbed. Soapy hands on my balls moved down and suddenly, a finger was cleaning my anus. My eyes widened and my mouth opened as I looked at Amanda questioningly, what should I do? She nodded at me, once, slowly, and my eyes found Sindy’s again.

“Oh, no, stop.” I think I said, I felt sure I said, as Sindy’s thin finger thrusted inside me. But she didn’t stop, she just moved in and out a little, teasing me, making me clench on her as her other hand continued to work my cock. “Oh god.” I gasped.

Like a dream, Amanda moved forward, seating herself on the edge of the tub and stroking my hair. A second finger entered now and it was becoming too much. Amanda told me to cum soon and when she did, the hand was removed and Sindy leaned over, engulfing my cock with her warm mouth, fingers still moving inside me, until finally, release inside that warm, moist mouth.

She sucked and swallowed without missing a beat. In the doorway where Amanda had stood moments ago, stood the other sissy, masturbating as she watched on with jealous, hungry eyes.

“Do you want to taste?” My wife asked me softly, looking at Cally.

“No.” I whispered. I really didn’t. Why would I?

“Okay honey. I understand.” There it was again, I understand. What did she understand? Did she understand me better than I did?

Just like that, Sindy was back to washing me, and Amanda was on her knees sucking off Cally. My life had been so plain for the beginning of our relationship, but now it felt like I was on another planet. Was this how things were going to be from now on?

The day was far from over.

When I got out of the bathroom, I moved to put on a T-shirt, as I usually did on a home day, however, Amanda had something else planned. Lying on the bed was another bralette, a black lace one, and matching panties. She gave me a look with those big eyes, a pleading look, to indulge her. “No.” I said.

“Why not?” She asked.

“Because it’s the beginning of something which will descend me somewhere else. I’ve seen you transform men, why would you want to transform me?”

She inhaled deeply and held. “Because I like it. Because it turns me on to force men into women’s clothes. Because I want you to be a bigger part of my sex life and to do that I think you should let me make the decisions. I think because I think deep down, you like that I’m a dominant bitch who is cuckolding you.”

“I thought you didn’t want to use that word?” I said.

“I thought you didn’t want me using that word,” she said firmly, then raised an eyebrow. “Until last night.” She paused, staring at me. “Kyle, I’m not asking you. Put the bra and panties on, right now, or else.”

“Or else?”

“Yes, or else.”

“Or else what?”

“Or else you will feel what it feels like to be punished. I’m not playing now.” She said. “You’re going to try this, and if at the end of it you don’t like it, then we’ll stop. But I’m not willing to let you run away from pleasure just because you are scared. I know you too well and you overthink things. Do as you are told and put on the lingerie.”

The other sissies were watching now. Sindy was stood there was a shit-eating grin that told me everything she had expected to happen, was indeed happening. But how could Amanda possibly know that this attitude wouldn’t piss me off? Because the human lie detector wouldn’t allow it. My dick was hard the moment she told me she wasn’t asking me.

Without another word, I picked up the lingerie and put it on. It still felt odd, not right, like I was doing something terribly wrong. My body trembled as I pulled the panties up my smooth legs, it must have been fear that I was descending into a pit of despair or something.

“Very pretty,” she said, smiling warmly, “sissy.” Then she stood and cupped my crotch through the soft lace of the Brazilian cut knickers and whispered into my ear. “If you relaxed more and just let things happen, you’d be surprised at just how fun life can be.”

Thankfully, she didn’t make me wear a dress or anything, so I could put on normal clothes over the lingerie, but throughout the day, I knew what I was wearing, and so did she.

The sissies were done cleaning at two. Cally needed to go, but Amanda asked Sindy to stay behind. Inspections went well so Amanda put on her strap-on dildo and told Sindy to wait in the bedroom. Then, Amanda walked over to me and stroked my face, smiled and said, “You’re going to get undressed down to your lingerie and you’re coming with me to the bedroom where you will climb under Sindy and suck her cock whilst I fuck her, is that understood?”

Tears formed in the corners of my eyes. I so didn’t want to do that, but at the same time, I didn’t want to disappoint my wife. “Please don’t…” I hissed.

“You are going to try it, once, with Sindy, someone who has no connection to anyone we know.” She explained. “Just once. One, I think it’s only fair to Sindy, who sucked you off. And two, who better to experiment with than with a pretty sissy, a sissy who looks female? Do this for me, and I will reward you.”

I stared at her, but then nodded. I’d do it for her. “Yes Mistress.” I said, unsure of what else I could say.

She was right though. If I was to do this with anyone, then Sindy was perfect. Her cock was small, smooth, hairless, and as a girl, she was pretty hot. The added bonus was that as I sucked on that little four-inch erection, she sucked on mine.

I’ll admit that sucking on her wasn’t bad. I don’t know why I was expecting something horrible, it really wasn’t. If anything, it was strangely comforting to be sucking on a warm stick like that, and like it or not, Amanda knew it.

After Sindy left, after I’d swallowed cum from the source for the first time in my life, she looked at me as I sobbed and nodded. “Tell me the truth.” She said softly, and she knew full well I couldn’t lie.

“I liked it.” I admitted, crying. “But I’m scared.”

She sighed and pulled my head to her chest, stroking it like I was her baby. “It’s okay honey. Just trust me and go along for the ride. I promise you, by the time we’re done, you’re going to be so happy you let me make the decisions.”

It seemed that her test was complete. There was no coming back from this, she’d made a decision about our future, and that involved me being a sissy, I was sure of it.


Five

If I expected some sort of rapid change in our habits, I was mistaken. The next day, I was not given lingerie this time, and we behaved as if nothing had happened. We went out for lunch, then did some grocery shopping, and in the evening we went to the cinema with Jaydon, Max and Penny. It was a normal nice day. Even Jaydon was on his best behaviour.

The next day, after work, Amanda called me to say that she had a surprise for me, my reward for Saturday. She told me to be ready for her when she got home, and I had to assume that meant take a pill, which I did. Sure enough, she arrived home with Renata, the girl from Friday night, and with another girl called Erica, a sexy redhead who looked as slutty as she sounded. She was American and good to go.

That was my surprise. I got to have a foursome with all three women, and yes, Amanda made sure that I had my turn fucking both Renata and Erica. I watched all three girls munch on each other as I kissed, licked and fucked each, and boy, these girls were game for anything. And no, this wasn’t an evening thing and then good night, no, I got to sleep with them too, and fuck them in the morning again. It was amazing.

But with the carrot, there is always a stick. After I showered on Tuesday morning, there on the bed, between the three sexy women, was a large box. When I opened it, I found what I knew was coming. Bras, panties, suspender-belts, stockings, nighties. “It’s time sissy.” Renata said.

“Come on slut, dress up for me.” Said Erica.

Amanda’s dark eyes focused on me. “Do not embarrass me.”

With a gulp, I picked out a purple set and put it all on, the girls helping with the clips on the suspenders. Looking in the box, there were about ten sets in there, more than enough to keep me going, so I knew what was coming. “Put the rest into your drawer and remove the sports bras.” Amanda ordered.

“Yes Mistress.” I muttered, barely able to speak.

I went to work with that lingerie on, came home and was made to walk around in it, before Amanda went out on the pull with Jaydon. In just a short space of time, my life was flipped upside down and I really had no idea where it was going.

That night, Amanda didn’t bring anyone home, but did go to someone else’s place. She arrived home at eleven and joined me in bed, surprised that I was still in the lingerie and not in a nightie. After changing, she told me all about her night which was tame one by her standards, pulling some banker type and getting fucked in the bathroom. Thankfully, for those sort of interactions, she insisted on a condom.

After we made love with me in a nightie, we held each other quietly. Then finally, she spoke. “You’re wondering why I’m doing this to you, aren’t you?” She said.

“Sort of.” I admitted. “I mean, I think I know, but I don’t know where it’s leading.”

“I don’t know either. I’m doing this to you because you said you didn’t want me to change. I love you like mad, but let’s be honest, you’re the type of guy I would sissify. When I first met you, I wanted to convert you, but Jaydon got in the way, then when I came back, I met Max and Penny, and well, you became a friend. But from the moment I met you, I knew there was something more about you. I loved you for some reason, you fascinated me. I pushed the idea of sissifying you to the back of my mind but when you released me to play, I kept wanting to bring you in, to experience the most amazing sex life I could give you. I know you’re straight, but I wished you weren’t. I realised that sissifying you could allow me to force you to be the man I wanted, but then I thought I couldn’t do it to you, that you would end up hating me. That was why I was so hesitant to use the cuckold analogy. But when you used it, and I saw your reaction to saying it, that was when I knew.” She smiled. “You like me being dominant. You like being a sissy. You like being forced. So, I’m going to force you, because we both like it, and I know, you aren’t going anywhere, no matter what I do to you.” She grinned.

“Why do you think that?”

Her hand grabbed my erection. “I just said that last sentence, probably the most evil thing to say, and it made you hard. That’s why.”

She was right. The more I saw her as a sociopath, and evil sex addict who would fuck whoever she wanted, and do whatever she wanted, the more turned on I got by her. We loved each other, but that also meant we were connected in ways that couldn’t be explained.

I stared at her with a pained expression, desperate to tell her that she was wrong, that I didn’t want any of that, but all I could do was pounce on her, kiss her, enter her again.

She giggled as I fucked her. “That’s it sissy, fuck me with that little dick.” She giggled.

The next morning, I walked over to my pill box and counted out my pills for the day, but before I could take them, Amanda stepped over and grabbed my wrist. “Which one stops your breasts from growing?” She asked.

I gulped, then picked up the little grey one. She took it from my hand, then opened up the pillbox and took the others.

“You are not to take that anymore.” She said.

“But my dick will shrink.”

“Does it matter?” She asked me, her eyes focused on mine. I really didn’t know what to say. I simply took the three usual pills and watched as she found the remaining grey pills and flushed them down the toilet. “Just make sure you don’t have any weird side effects later on. If you do, then we’ll get the pills back, but I don’t think you will.”

That was it, as far as I could tell, it would take a few days for the other pills to clear my system, but if my body behaved the same as it did before, then my breasts would grow quickly, and I honestly didn’t know how far. All the women in my family were huge breasted women, would that be the same for me? What about my cock? What if it became as small as a clit?

“Wait.” I said. “Amanda, are you serious about this? This could essentially destroy my sex life.”

She laughed and shook her head. “Don’t be silly! Your cock size has nothing to do with your sex life. You’re panicking over nothing, I promise you.”

“But what about kids?”

“Honey, I think if we were going to have kids, we would’ve done by now, right?” She asked, stepping over and kissing my cheek. “I’m okay not having kids. Are you?”

Honestly, one part of me had hoped to have my own kids one day, but at the same time, it was less of a priority for me than being with Amanda. “Yes.” I admitted.

“Honey, please don’t hate me for what I’m doing to you. I know it isn’t what you imagined or wanted even, but I want it for you. I want it because I love you, and if you trust me, I promise you, you’ll love it.”

“I’ll trust you.”

“With every decision from now on?”

That was a huge question, a huge request, but the more I considered the answer, the harder I became. “Yes, of course, Mistress.”

Friday night came around and once again, Amanda came home with Jaydon and another young couple. How they managed to pull couples, I didn’t know, but this time, Amanda didn’t hide anything from the couple.

“This is my sissy husband, Kylie.” She told them. “Sissy,” she said, clapping her hands. “Nightie, kneel by the bed, ready to serve.”

“Yes Mistress.” I mumbled, scurrying off to the sound of laughter behind me.

By the time they entered the bedroom, they were already naked and in throws of passion. I knelt there in the pink lingerie Amanda had ordered me to put on that night, covered by a short pink chiffon baby-doll nightie. Between kisses, each gave me a look, the husband giving me a smirk, the wife curiosity, and Jaydon a look of apology. For Jaydon, I was still his buddy and drinking partner, but the game was just that little bit more important.

As my wife kissed the husband and Jaydon kissed the wife, everything seemed par for the course like last week, but then when Amanda broke off her kiss and moved to the wife, I got to see Jaydon’s bisexual side come out, and sure enough, he was kissing the husband. I knew Jaydon played both teams, he never hid that, but I never imagined seeing it first-hand. But most of all, perhaps selfishly, I imagined that I would be brought into this at some point, especially given that I’d already sucked one cock.

And yet, I knelt there and watch as my wife licked the woman’s pussy, whilst the husband fucked my wife, and then Jaydon fucked the husband. I was watching a genuine bisexual gang-bang happen right in front of me, and I was speechless at how they were going at each other.

When the husband came in my wife, I was called up to duty, and that was to lick my wife clean. Something told me to expect more, especially with the man’s dripping cock right by my head, but nothing was requested of me. I was just there to clean-up the women, nothing more. They fucked until three in the morning, and I cleaned up the girls four times each, before being dismissed to the spare room.

It was gone nine when I was awoken by the buzzer. As I walked by the master bedroom, I saw the four of them asleep in a heap, legs a tangled mess. Walking on by, I buzzed up Sindy and Cally, and when they both saw me, they smiled with that knowing look, the one that said they’d gone through something similar.

“How are you?” Sindy asked softly, caring, considerate.

“Fine I suppose. Confused.” I admitted.

The two sissies, in their funky, puffy satin and lace sissy maid dresses, pulled me in for a hug, but as Cally let go, Sindy held on and kissed my neck. “It’ll be okay, I promise. I know it’s tough being feminised against your will, or what you think is your will, but I promise, it’s so much fun. Anyway, you’re so lucky to have a woman who loves you. I wish I had a girl like Amanda as my wife.”

“You’re single?” I asked him.

“Yep. This and the occasional professional dominatrix is all I have. Women aren’t really into this too much.”

She was still holding on to me as she told me this, albeit now she was looking into my eyes. There was a sadness there, a loneliness, and I knew that moment we sent her away was probably the worst she felt, because it was the one escape from reality that had to end. It was in that moment that I felt guilty for not being engaged with my new sissy persona, not actively enabling this fantasy, because I was hesitant about being with someone who was willing to give me everything and more, to push my boundaries.

I don’t know why I did it, perhaps because I felt sorry for her, or maybe because I simply wanted to accept who I was turning into, but I placed my lips on Sindy’s and we kissed. Her slender arms wrapped around my shoulders and pulled me tighter, and rather than be repulsed by the entry of her tongue into my mouth, I welcomed it, moaned against it and felt my penis swell.

When we finally broke, she smiled at me, a warmth I hadn’t expected to feel from her, and then she said thank you. “You’re a good guy Kyle.” She said.

“I…” As I held her, I frowned. She thought I was kissing her our of sympathy, but that wasn’t the case. But if that wasn’t the case, why had I kissed her. Rather than say what I felt, I kissed her again, and when I broke, I saw confusion on her face, and then the beginnings of a smile of recognition.

“I thought you were straight.” She laughed, letting go of me.

“So did I. I guess we never know, right?”

For the first time, Cally spoke up. She’d always been shy, nervous, and came across like she would rather be anywhere but there, but then she said something that shocked me to my core. “I thought I was straight until I met Amanda. Then she feminised me and introduced me to a man. Now I’m gay and living with a male lover. I never imagined it, never dreamed it, but I wouldn’t go back, never.”

I let go of a Sindy and she gave my bum a light spank. “You look cute by the way.” Said Sindy. “And have your boobs grown?”

“Probably.” I shrugged, though if they had, it was lightly. “I’m not taking the inhibitor anymore.”

“Lucky bitch.” Sindy laughed, washing dishes whilst I prepared coffee and breakfast.

As the girls cleaned, I watched them, working away without a care in the world, prancing in their sexy little satin dresses, satin bonnets perched on their heads. Why did they just accept it? Why did they work for free?  “Do you not mind you don’t get paid for this?” I asked.

Cally looked up at me. “I used to but I don’t anymore. I love that Mistress Amanda owns me, that she gave me Master Dan.”

Sindy shrugged. “I do this in the hope that one day Mistress Amanda will ask me to be a permanent slave.”

“Is that what you want?” I asked her.

“I’d love that, but I’m getting increasingly uncertain that will ever happen.”

“Would you like me to ask her?”

Her eyes widened in astonishment, running over in her high-heels, holding my wrists. “Are you serious? You wouldn’t mind?”

I shrugged. “I think normal in my relationship with Amanda went out the window a while ago. I don’t mind you living here but I can’t speak for Amanda. I’ll discuss it. Maybe I’m missing something as to why we shouldn’t have a live-in slave. What about your work?”

She giggled. “I don’t really work. I’m pretty rich. I make money on my stock portfolio.”

“Lucky for some!”

Still, she grabbed me and pulled me tight, kissing me again. “You’re lovely, Kylie.” She giggled, before skipping off.

There was a rustling sound from the bedroom and someone closed the door. The look from the girls suggested that the foursome were about to fuck again, but a few minutes later, the married couple came out of the bedroom looking rather sheepish. I offered them a coffee but they simply smiled nervously, took in the sight of two sissies…well, three, including me, and said thanks but no, thanks, and left. When I asked Amanda about it later, she said it was because the guy had never been with another guy before so was a bit embarrassed about it in the morning.

Jaydon left after breakfast and Amanda called me in to fuck. This time, it was just us two, but after I came in her, I suggested she might let Sindy clean her. She gave me a look of surprise and asked why, so I told her what happened with Sindy, right down to the kissing. That I had proactively embraced Sindy made her so happy. However, when it came Sindy living with us, she didn’t seem unhappy by the idea, but she didn’t jump at it either.

“Is that what you want?” She asked me, “a live-in sissy maid?”

“I mean, she seems so lonely, and well, I dunno. You know her better than I do. She doesn’t seem to be a serial killer.” I joked.

Amanda smiled. “She isn’t. Honey, I don’t mind her living here, but being around someone full time is a bit different than sometimes. So, why don’t we invite her over some nights instead?”

That was a good compromise. I smiled and kissed her. “Thanks.”

“But…” She began, and I knew something was coming, something that involved me. “If she stays here, then you both sleep together. You don’t want her to be lonely, that’s fine, then you are responsible for making sure she never is.”

“All…all the time?”

“Yes.”

“But what if she ends up staying here a lot? Or living here?”

“You get to decide how often she stays.” Amanda smiled sweetly.

I was stuck between a rock and a hard place. Before I could think about any of this any further though, Amanda called Sindy in and spread her legs. Without hesitation, the sissy dived in and licked, whilst I was left contemplating how I was going to have to let the poor sissy down.


Six

Sindy showered and washed us both again, but this time she didn’t wank me off or suck me. She wanted to, of course, but I told her that I couldn’t, so soon after climaxing in Amanda. Thankfully, Amanda had a hairdresser’s appointment so couldn’t hang around. However, before leaving, Amanda gave me strict instructions to put on lingerie and a nightie, and help the girls clean the apartment, noting it wasn’t fair that there were three sissies in the apartment, and only two cleaned.

Still, I didn’t put the effort into it that the others did, as my mind was somewhere else. The fact was, I knew what Amanda was saying when she suggested I share a bed with Sindy. It wasn’t just sleeping, nor was it kissing or even a blowjob; this would mean sex, at the very least me fucking Sindy in the rectum. But the appeal of either scenarios made me nervous. Would that be a step too far? What if I discovered I liked it too much? What if it awakened something inside me I couldn’t control?

When the girls were done, Cally said goodbye and left, but Sindy remained behind, sheepishly trying to find something else to do, something to finish. I knew she wanted to hang with me, to talk, maybe see if I already spoke to Amanda, but I couldn’t bring myself to break her heart.

As I sat on the sofa and watched her organise some magazines next to the TV, I realised she was bending over in such a way to show off her panty-covered backside to me. She was flirting. I knew I had no other choice than to tell her the truth. “Sindy, come here.” I sighed.

Smiling, Sindy trotted over in the heels, but inside of sitting down next to me, she straddled my lap and sat down on me, positioning herself directly onto my crotch. Rather than argue with her, I held her hips and looked up at her.

“I spoke to Amanda.” I said solemnly, and immediately, her face changed, visibly expecting the worst. I felt horrible, I should never have gotten her hopes up; and yet, I couldn’t bring myself to lie to her. “She said that living together with someone we don’t know so well is a risk, so instead suggested you stay here some nights and we see how things work out.”

Immediately, she perked up. “That’s great news! That’s amazing!”

“There’s one thing though,” I began. “If you stay here, then I am to be your, erm, bed partner.”

Instead of making her hesitant about the arrangement, she smiled even more, then dropped her lips to mine, holding my cheeks as she kissed me passionately. I felt her move her hips, grinding against my cock which was stiffening by the second.

“Wait.” I said suddenly. She sat back, worried I was about to say no. “I’ve never been with, erm, well, you know?”

Her eyes studied mine for a moment, and then she smirked. Rather than say anything, she reached down and pulled her panties to the side, and then pulled my dick out, and without another word, she sat onto my cock, lowering herself down slowly. “I think you’ll enjoy fucking me, and don’t worry, you don’t have to return the favour if you aren’t comfortable bottoming.”

“You’d be okay with that?” I asked her.

“Of course. I’m a vers-bottom, which means I prefer getting fucked anyway. It’s fine.”

I held her hips as we kissed and she rode me, until her thighs began to hurt, so we changed positions so that I could fuck her sideways and still kiss her. It was the tightest hole I’d ever put my dick in, and she was so smooth and soft in how she moaned and begged me to fuck her. “Stay the night with me?” I asked her. “Tonight.”

“Of course.” She giggled. “But I’ll need to go home for my overnight bag.”

After I came inside her, she asked if I’d at least suck her off, given that I’d done that already once, and after some contemplation, I said I would. She didn’t last long, just a few sucks, and then I was swallowing her cum down. Again, it wasn’t something I thought I’d enjoy, but in a strange way, I did.

Amanda arrived home after Sindy had left, and I told her exactly what had happened and been discussed. My wife hugged me and told me she was very proud of me. “But I think it’s time I get you some sissy dresses then.” She said.

“Why?” I asked, having been glad up to that point that she seemed happy with lingerie.

“Because it’s time. You’re my sissy, that’s just the way it is. Don’t argue with me Kylie, just don’t. You won’t win. Just accept you are a sissy, and that’s it.”

I flopped down on the sofa, looking at the floor. “What will happen to us?” I asked her.

“I’d like to say life will go on and we’ll be the same, but you know that would be a lie. I love you and we’ll always be together, but you know that we’re not equals, not anymore. If you are willing to accept that, that I am your superior, then I think we’ll be the happiest couple in the world. If you fight me, then we’re on borrowed time.” She sat down next to me and took my hands. “I’m grateful for what you gave me all these years, but I’m more grateful that I am who I am now. I love being the real me, and I love the fact I can do it with you. Are you okay with that?”

I read between the lines. There was no going back from this; the train had left the station and there was no stopping it. It was be with the new, or rather, old Amanda, or call it a day and end our marriage right there. It was a huge life-changing decision, and not one that I could just say yes to, I needed to experience it more. “Can I have more time?” I asked her. “To see?”

“As long as you are with me, then you have all the time in the world.” She said, stroking my face. Then she stood. “Now, if you have company tonight, then I will too. So, I need to call Jaydon and find out what’s cooking for tonight.”

“Sure.”

An hour later, Jaydon was at our place, whilst Amanda prepared for a night out. In the times Jaydon had been over, he never once discussed any of this. We talked about sports, work, life, but not this. This time though, I needed to pick his brain.

“When you’re with a man, how do you know you don’t want to be with a woman?” I asked. The question confused him. “I mean, if I am with a man, I’m scared I might never want to be with a woman again.”

The big black man chuckled and shook his head. “No reason for you to worry about that. You’re straight discovering your bi-side, but you’re not gay man, no way. And if you were, then better you find out now, than live a lie.”

Damn, that was right. If I ignored my feelings, then I would be in the closet forever, and never know true happiness.

“Let me ask you something.” He began. “Does it bother you? Me being here?”

“No, not at all.” I said, and it didn’t.

“What about seeing me with your wife?”

“No.” I said without hesitation.

He nodded, still staring at you. “Okay. Does it bother you that I ignore you in the bedroom?”

That was a very interesting question. I saw him with another man, but not once did he involve me, and I put that down to our friendship, but it did resonate with me, did make me feel a little bit sad that in the group dynamic, he didn’t even suggest it, didn’t give me the chance to say no, thanks, and I said that to him.

Again, he nodded, but this time, he smiled. “You’re a good man, Kyle.”

I looked down at myself in the lingerie. “I was a good man. Now I’m a good sissy.”

“Well, you make a damned hot sissy.”

Before we could continue the conversation, the buzzer went signalling the arrival of Sindy. She had changed into a different sissy dress, and was carrying a pink sports bag. “Hello you.” She said softly, kissing my lips.

“I’m going to be a sissy too.” I said in way of reply. “Mistress is buying me some dresses.”

“That’s wonderful. I’m looking forward to all the fun we’ll have.”

Amanda was ready soon after and she told us to have fun. We were under zero expectations or rules, but she said that she may call on us if they came home with dates.

I didn’t know what to expect with Sindy, but I certainly didn’t expect a nice night in with takeaway food, a bottle of red and a nice movie in the background, as we talked about our lives; but that was exactly what happened.

Sindy was born to a rich, eccentric father and a mother who died whilst skydiving, of all things. Her father was some sort of former duke or something, from France, who moved to the UK decades ago. He made his money inventing some sort of scientific device that I didn’t really understand, but was used all around the world. Then, out of nowhere, he had a heart attack and died. Some sort of congenital heart defect he didn’t know about, which skipped Sindy.

As a child, Sindy, then Samuel, would dress up in her mother’s old clothes. Her father being the eccentric guy he was didn’t care, said dress how you like, so by twelve, Sam became Sindy, and that was how she stayed. But, she never felt like a woman, she just like the way the clothes made her feel.

When she went to university, she reverted back to Sam, and dressed like a boy, eventually meeting a girl who indulged the dress-up play, and taught Sam about female domination and sissification. Sam loved it. Sindy came back, but as a hyperfeminized person, living in lace and satin, pinks and pastels, and being as girlie as possible. The girlfriend, his Mistress, was perfect…right up until she died in a train crash.

For a long time, Sam and Sindy cross-sectioned, until Sam’s venture capital company was bought by a huge corporation, who took over his client base. “They were after one specific customer.” That company was Amanda’s company. “Amanda already knew I was a sissy. She knew the contents of my wardrobes, how I dressed at home, everything. That’s her job.”

“I don’t know her job.” I said.

“Are you serious?” He gasped, laughing.

“Yep. I have no idea.”

“Her job is to dig dirt on people for the company, find our compromising material, and then use it to destroy them, or leverage them, like she did me.”

“Jesus!” I gasped, and yet somehow, it seemed to fit her perfectly.

It turned out that up to that point, Sam/Sindy had never been with a man, wasn’t interested in it, but there Amanda was, seducing Sindy, demanding to be with Sindy for the night, and then coming up with the great idea of inviting another male friend. Then, last minute, Amanda had to leave, leaving Sindy with the guy, who knew exactly what he needed to do, because it was a professional.

“That was the time when Amanda was still faithful to you.” She laughed. “I remember that.”

And so, Sindy was banged six-ways from Sunday, and then Amanda kept bringing her men, until one day, Sindy didn’t know any better. At that point, Amanda made sure that Sam became no more, and only Sindy the sissy remained.

“Holy shit, my wife is evil!” I sighed.

“Yeah.” She nodded. “Sexy ain’t it?” She laughed.

I don’t know why, but I had to kiss her, and that was when our nice evening of chit-chat, turned into a nice evening of passion. The television was turned off and we moved to the spare bedroom, where I lay down and I watched her strip down to her lingerie. I gulped, seeing her penis jut outwards, the penis I’d sucked twice already, but this time, I was looking at it and wondering if now wasn’t the right time to just bite the bullet and try it.

“Be gentle.” I whispered.

Her eyes widened and she began to smile. “Seriously?” She asked.

I nodded quickly. “I think I’m ready.”

“I promise sweetie, I promise I’ll be gentle.”

I had lubricant in the bedroom. We had lubricant in all the bedrooms, because we never knew what was going to happen where. After sucking on her for a bit, she moved me onto my hands and knees, telling me that would be the best position for the first time, because it would give me more control too. After a dash of lubricant and two, then three fingers stretching me, she placed her cock there and pushed inside. She wasn’t too big, and apart from a quick sting, it wasn’t painful. What I felt instead, was a great sense of fullness, and a pressure in my colon that felt very pleasurable. And when she began to thrust, I knew that I was bisexual, but not gay, because this wasn’t a man fucking me, this was a beautiful woman.

When Sindy finally came inside me, we fell back together and kissed. The grin the stretched across her face was matched to mine, the overwhelming feeling of relief and acceptance that I felt inside me at that moment. And then, our eyes found the open doorway to the bedroom, where I found my wife watching, smiling naughtily, with Jaydon stood behind, a shit-eating grin on his face, along with another couple they’d found who looked wholly confused. And I knew nothing would be the same again.


Seven

The doctor checked me out, noting that there was a small amount of breast growth. He said nothing about the fact that I was in lingerie, professional that he was, but he did frown about the breast growth. He then measured my penis, squeezed it, checked my balls and frowned again, before having me lie down so that he could ultra-sound them and my kidneys.

“Are you still taking the inhibitor?” He asked me finally.

I gulped, this was the moment I felt sure he’d tell me off for my recklessness. “No. We decided with my wife to, erm, pursue my feminine side.”

The doctor looked over his half-rim glasses at me, then chuckled. “I noticed.” He mumbled, then snorted. “Probably for the best. Those tablets I gave you don’t do nice things long-term and I doubt we could’ve kept you on them for long.”

“No?” I asked, sitting up.

“No. They can cause osteoporosis. Your wife is probably doing you a favour.” He mumbled. “But, your body is still attacking your penis, and bit by bit, it is killing the flesh inside which makes it a penis. I don’t think you’ll have it much longer. Of course, if you’re okay with that, then nothing to worry about. It’s not going to harm you, just puts a damper on the old sex life, what.”

It was strange, but up to that point, I felt forced into this position. Don’t get me wrong, I was enjoying the dominance of my wife, I was enjoying this whole lifestyle, but inside, I was scared, not ready to give-up my masculinity. However, hearing that becoming a woman was saving my life made me feel better about the changes that were happening.

That afternoon, I left the doctor’s office feeling better about myself. It was a Friday night and I knew Amanda and Jaydon would be bringing home fun again.

How Amanda and Jaydon constantly managed to convince these couples to join them to bed was beyond me. The previous couple seemed to accept that Jaydon was bisexual, hell the guy seemed fine letting Jaydon fuck him; and yet, the husband was not bisexual up to that point. Given the internal fight in my head, how was it so easy for Amanda and Jaydon to flip these people?

And yet, here I was that evening, in the Master bedroom, on my knees in a pink nightie on the side of the bed, Sindy next to me in a sissy dress, watching Jaydon pound my wife, whilst the wife of the other man ate Amanda’s pussy, and Amanda sucked on the husband.

We were there, just watching, as we were told to do but I had a feeling we would be doing anything but, and sure enough, Sindy was called to action, told clean my wife and suck Jaydon clean.

Jaydon stood and disappeared to the bathroom. When he came back, I watched as he mounted the woman bareback and slammed his cock in and out at a furious pace. Honestly, it was like a jackhammer at work, just sheer stamina, in and out, over and over. I’m going to be honest here, even at my very best, I could never achieve anything so sexually powerful as that.

Of course, the wife was screaming like a banshee, something that the husband was not able to achieve with my wife. In fact, looking at the husband who was in his thirties I think, he looked a little mortified by Jaydon’s skill.

The woman came loudly, her body thrashing on the bed like her life depended on it, and still Jaydon continued. To his left, my wife was clearly not receiving the same benefit from the woman’s husband, and I was beginning to feel a little sorry for her. I needn’t have, because it turned out that Amanda had a reason for all of this, and it connected to her work, but more on that later.

Jaydon came inside the woman shortly after her second orgasm, and this time, I was called to action. The pretty brunette sat up on her elbows to watch me suck Jaydon’s cum from her pussy. Initially, she seemed a little disgusted by the act, but that look soon changed into something else entirely. She began grinning and moaning, but gone was any look of innocence, replaced by a dire realisation that she was in control, that she could control. Suddenly, she was feeling powerful, dominant. She’d had two of the best orgasms in her life, and now a submissive male was sucking cum from her.

Her eyes darted to her husband, albeit it briefly. He was struggling, sweating, unable to make Amanda cum, and on top of that, his jealousy over how well Jaydon had serviced his wife had his head in a kerfuffle. He gave up trying and pulled out, his cock a semi-flaccid failure, unable to cum let alone make someone cum. Instead, he just sat there, panting as I licked his wife to another orgasm.

I felt a tap on my shoulder and when I turned to look, hanging there, still semi-hard, was Jaydon’s cock, dripping with remnants of his last climax. This was a first, and it was the answer to the question from earlier of if I wanted him to involve me more. I needed to make a decision now, because the implications of both options of doing it or not doing it were huge. If I did it, then that would change the dynamic of my relationship with Jaydon, it would make him my Master, and it would mean that eventually, he would fuck me. If I chose not to do it, then I’d keep my friendship as it was with Jaydon, but there would always be an unspoken tension, and it would probably impact my relationship with Amanda.

Making a decision, I decided on the safest route. I opened my mouth and accepted his cock. My eyes found Amanda’s and I don’t think I’d ever seen her so genuinely happy. She was giddy with happiness. It meant that I was part of their unique lifestyle now, and somehow, that made me feel good, it made me enjoy the fact that I was choking on an eight-inch black cock, it made me enjoy the fact that he was now skull-fucking me, it made me moan.

“Honey, don’t you want to try?” I heard to my right. It was the wife talking to her husband.

“What? Why? No!” The man stuttered out, but there was little conviction to his words.

“Martin, you’re in a safe space.” My wife told the man. “Here is the one night you have to be whoever you want to be. Never will you have a better chance to expand your horizons, to feel the freedom of sexual revolution that they felt in the sixties and seventies. Imagine how free you would feel, knowing you knew more than many others, that you’d experienced life in ways most hadn’t, without judgment of others. I promise you, Katie will respect you more for being so open with your sexuality.”

“Really?” Martin asked, looking at his wife as I continued to suck.

“Really Martin.” Katie replied. “That’s why we came here isn’t it? You saw that I ate pussy for the first time.”

Gulping, the thin blonde man nodded, looking at me as I worked the cock in my mouth as if it belonged there. Then with a plop, I released it and signalled for Martin to join me. With tentative hesitation, the man dropped down and stared at the huge dick in front of him, and then he slowly opened and took it in, little by little.

“That’s it honey.” Katie purred, stroking his back.

“See!” My wife said encouragingly. “It’s nice, right? It’s good!”

Martin blinked as he worked the top of the cock in and out of his mouth, before trying deeper and choking. Katie gave him instructions on how to deepthroat, so he tried it, but ended up coughing and wiping away tears. Not one to give up though, he went back on it.

To my side, Amanda came up to me and whispered. “Fuck him.”

I was unsure about that. The guy was just learning to blow a guy, it kind of felt wrong to just take him, but the look that Amanda gave me was one I hadn’t seen before, a look that dared me to defy her. So, without waiting to see what the consequences of ignoring her might be, I lathered lubricant on my cock, and then lined up with Martin’s hole, whilst Katie and Jaydon held him. I was inside him before he knew what was what, and he wailed in panic the moment I was, but with a cock in his throat, there was little he could do, and by the time I’d built up a rhythm, he was no longer wailing, but moaning and sucking without anyone holding him. Amanda was right, this was a man who wanted it.

It hadn’t occurred to me that I had been privy to a side of Amanda that I rarely saw, the manipulative Amanda, the one who used a few choice sentences to get people to do what she wanted. Amanda clearly had a skill, and later, as I reflected on the night, it would come back to me, the tone, the language, the dialogue; she knew exactly what to say to get people to do anything she wanted.

By midnight, Jaydon was the one fucking Martin, except Martin wasn’t Martin anymore. It took absolutely nothing for Amanda to convince the skinny man to try on one of my sissy nighties, and that was when Katie knew he marriage as she knew it was over, that it was now a totally new marriage. But why had Amanda gone through the effort?

Well, it turned out that Katie Pierce was a lawyer in a very conservative legal outfit, one which would soon be representing a company which was suing the company Amanda worked for. Whilst Katie probably wouldn’t be on the legal team, that was unclear, it was definitely clear that Katie’s behaviour and homelife would not stand up to scrutiny in her company. Everything was about leverage, and Amanda was building up a fuck-tonne.

The couple spent the night and the sex continued until morning. I had the chance to fuck Martin one more time, and had expected Jaydon would want to fuck me, but that didn’t happen. I did blow him several more times, as I blew Martin and Sindy, but the only person who did fuck me was Sindy with her little cock.

When Martin and Katie left us, I’d kindly given Martin one of my lingerie sets, and a collar and leash, which Katie walked him out on. In the cold light of day, there was a look of confusion as to how he got there on Martin’s face, but there was a firm confidence on Katie’s, one that was resolute in the new dynamic.

Then, with the couple gone, I was invited to fuck my wife, but as I did so, she gave me a choice. “How about we play a game?” She said. “You fuck me whilst Jaydon fucks you. If you cum in less than a minute, then we don’t fuck anymore, and you become a bottom bitch. If you last longer than a minute, then you can continue to fuck me.”

“Is there a choice to not play the game at all?” I asked.

“Of course.” She said softly.

“Then I’d prefer it to just be me and you, for now.”

“That’s fine.” She smiled. “But you will blow him whilst we fuck.”

There wasn’t a question there, just a statement. So as I fucked my wife, I blew Jaydon. It was quite strange because I hadn’t blown a big dick like that before, and yet I seemed to be managing fine, not choking or anything. In fact, Sindy later told me she’d never seen someone take to oral so quickly and effortlessly. I guess I should’ve been proud, but my anxiety got the best of me, and once again, I found myself worrying that perhaps I was gay. And when Jaydon climaxed in my mouth, it was such a huge amount compared to Sindy, and still, I had no issue swallowing it all down.

Later that day, after Jaydon and Sindy had left, Amanda and I spent some time together as husband and wife. It was a time to cuddle and remind ourselves that we were a couple, but it was also a moment of reflection together.

My mind returned to the proposition she had, and I found myself wondering if her game wasn’t really her way of saying she didn’t want to fuck me anymore. I wanted to ask her about it, but internally, I knew that I wouldn’t be happy with the answer, I knew the real reason was because my dick was getting smaller and would, eventually, be useless. Still, the torment of not knowing was killing me, and eventually, I just came out and asked her, was it really that she didn’t want to fuck me anymore.

She stared at me in silence, analysing and preparing for what she had to say. In the end, honesty won and she simply said, “Yes, I don’t get pleasure from your cock, and I think you would enjoy anal far more.”

I nodded. Strangely, the answer didn’t hurt me as much as I thought it would, perhaps because I had been expecting it, perhaps because I knew she was right. Before I could answer her though, she continued.

“Look, you know as well as I do your cock is smaller than it was. It’s bigger than Sindy’s yes, but a far cry from Jaydon’s. I can see in your eyes that sexual penetration stresses you, that you are thinking hard about staying hard. The Cialis dailies that you’ve been on will soon require a higher dosage, and honestly, we don’t know what the long-term effects of those tablets will be. Today, you are on a lot of medicine, which will impact your liver and kidneys. Does it make sense to strain them further? For me, you will always be my one true love, and there are better ways for us to have sex than you penetrating me. So why is it important?”

I blinked. I’d heard her speech to Martin the night before, and now I heard this one. She was manipulating me, maybe for the right reasons, because everything she said made sense, but it was manipulation.

“I have never asked you about your work. You told me not to, but I want to now.” I told her. “Let’s agree that I will begin your game soon, but I need to know you, the true you.”

Again, she sat in silence, analysing me, and then she nodded and began to tell me everything, about Sindy, about Martin and Katie, and then about how she came to get the job at the corporation.

After university, she thought about what to do with the skills she’d acquired. She thought about joining the police, the security services, but she realised that that would put a strain on her personal life. She wanted a role that mixed business with pleasure. So, she decided to make a position for herself.

The safest bet was the Arcadia-Carradine corporation. The more she dug into that company, the more she realised how the female leadership were very open to diverse sexual preferences. She also noted that they were not averse to using not-so-legal business practices as a means to an end. But just applying to the company would never be enough, so instead, she spent two weeks working people within the company, finding information, creating leverage, until she’d built up a strong dossier, and then presented it to the UK leadership. She was hired on the spot. She would work as an agent to the company, using any method necessary to persuade others, from other businesses, to lawyers, to politicians.

“Have you ever killed anyone?” I asked her.

She snorted out a laugh. “Me? Of course not!”

Her answer hadn’t convinced me. “Why did you say it like that?” I asked. “Okay, let me rephrase the question. Has anything you have done led to someone dying?”

This time, there was no laugh, but there was concern in her eyes. “Yes.” She admitted. “Three people have committed suicide, and I have arranged for the disappearance of about four people.”

“Does that not bother you?” I asked, trying to understand my wife better. I think in my mind, I always knew she was a sociopath, but I never imagined her being a psychopath.

“No, it doesn’t.” She answered, firmly, owning what she had done. “I am good at my job and I get results. It’s eat or be eaten. If I didn’t do it, someone else would. The question is, does it bother you?”

I looked away. That was a good question, and quite possibly one which would determine our relationship from now on. “Before I answer that, let me ask you this. Do you feel nothing? No emotion?”

This time, she smiled and a tear formed in her right eye. “I know what you are thinking. You’re worried that my emotions are fake, that I am pretending to care about you because I can feel no emotion. You think I’m a psychopath, but I promise you, I feel emotion, and I do love you. I get hurt, yes, so no, I’m not a psychopath. I just don’t feel a connection to everyone. I feel a connection to you, to Max and Penny, even though we haven’t seen each other in forever, and I feel a connection to Jaydon. I even feel a connection to Sindy and Cally, in a way. I just detach myself from my work as much as possible.”

Her answer was good, but it made me wonder if this wasn’t more manipulation. And yet, as I looked into her huge eyes, I just felt an overwhelming feeling of love, that I would do anything and everything for her. “Of course it bothers me that you do what you do, but only because I don’t understand it. That doesn’t mean I think less of you for it, and it doesn’t mean I want our marriage to end. I guess I feel better knowing the truth.”

“Promise me you’ll never ask me to stop.”

“I won’t. It’s not fair of me to do that.”

She pulled me tight, into a long hug, and we kissed. Then she slid down to my panties, pulled my cock out and blew me, something she hadn’t done for a while. And whilst she didn’t swallow my cum, choosing to hand it back to me in my mouth, I appreciated the gesture.

“Last question.” I said.

“Go on.”

“How much do you make?”

This time, there was no hesitation, just a proud smile. “I have more than ten million pounds in offshore accounts, and a million here in the UK. Including bonuses, I make more than enough, and will be making even more.”

“Holy shit.”

“Yeah, you really don’t need to work, if you don’t want to.”

I hated my job. I hated my employer. I hated working for an American company which didn’t understand that employment law outside the US was different. I hated that they called me on my vacation days, even though that was illegal. I hated that they bullied HR about the legally required benefits. I hated that my team of ten people was more productive than the US version which had over one-hundred. I hated that the US team complained that we were hardly ever at work, that we had over twenty-five days of paid holiday, that we didn’t work after five PM, whereas they all worked twelve-hour days, and yet still our code quality was higher, we delivered faster, and client satisfaction was higher.

“So I can quit?” I asked her.

“Yes, of course. But, if you do, then I want two things from you.”

“Of course.”

“One, you become my sissy maid, just like Sindy and Cally. You cook, you clean, you take care of the place.”

“Seems fair.”

“Two, you don’t give up on programming. Instead, you find time during the day to code for yourself. I will put money towards a business if you want to start one, or if you want to write a game or whatever, I don’t care. Just don’t give up on your skill.”

It was very hard to ever be angry with this woman because she was so fucking intelligent. She knew exactly what to say, and all I wanted to do was kiss her, so I did. Yes, I’d become her sissy maid, of course I would.


Eight

Jaydon had to go away for two weeks on a tour with the football club, much to Amanda’s annoyance, but in the end, she was glad, because she too had a lot of work to do. So in the end, we spent more time together than we usually would, although a couple of nights that I spent with Sindy, she spent with Renata, as the two had become quite close.

From my side, I’d begun to notice changes in myself. Without the inhibitor, my body went into overdrive and my breasts just ballooned. At first, I began to notice it in the bralettes that Amanda had bought for me; they were beginning to get a little tight and stretchy, and by Friday, I realised that I was no longer a small B-cup, but bordering a C-cup.

The second thing I noticed was that my cock was, indeed, shrinking, and at an exponential rate. I used to be five and a half inches. By the time I began on the inhibitor, I was approaching five and a quarter. This time, I measured myself, and I was just under five erect.

Amanda and I weren’t really fucking, so she didn’t notice, but Sindy did, and knowing my problem as she did, she found it hilarious. For me though, I was concerned. It had been about two or three weeks since I reversed the inhibitor. If things continued at that rate, I’d be dickless by the end of the year.

Still, my priority was the comfort of my breasts. I had handed in my notice at work and whilst I couldn’t legally just quit, I decided not to give a fuck about how I dressed anymore. So, I was turning up to work in lacy bralettes and t-shirts, no-longer compressing my boobs. But the bralettes weren’t working and I needed something with more support, so at lunch, I popped to M&S and bought a bra for myself, a proper one.

Of course, at work, this got noticed and raised a tonne of questions, but I couldn’t care less. I was one foot out of the door, and they could kiss my arse.

I didn’t want to buy a load of bras though, as I had a feeling they weren’t going to stop at C-cups, and that got me thinking. Where was I going with this? I never wanted to be a woman, and I had read horror stories about men who had transitioned but realised they’d made a mistake and then suffered psychologically. What if I end up in a state of depression?

I talked about my concerns with Amanda, and of course, she calmed me down. Essentially, she made it clear that I had a medical condition, and first and foremost, my long-term health was what was important. “Once you come to terms with the fact that the inhibitor was probably hurting rather than helping you, then you should be able to come to terms with the emotions you feel about your body. At the end of the day, you are surrounded by people who love you, and that is what matters.”

Perhaps she was right, after all, I never imagined looking forward to being fucked by Sindy, but my nights with her, albeit sparse, were a real joy. In fact, I was moving closer to the idea of Sindy being there more often, and eventually, permanently. But again, what did that mean for me and Amanda? Surely she didn’t want to spend her nights alone.

Again, I discussed that with Amanda, noting that I appreciated her involving me and Sindy in her sex life, but when it came to sleeping in bed, was she happy sleeping alone? Amanda simply stroked my face and told me not to worry about it, that she already had an idea for that. Her cryptic response confused me, but in my brain, I didn’t dare ask further, to afraid was I of the answer.

By the time Jaydon returned, my breasts had grown slightly again. Thankfully, it appeared my breasts were growing faster than my penis was shrinking; silver-linings I suppose. It was Friday night and they were out once more, and once again, they came back with a couple. This time though, it was a couple they already knew, Renata and her muscular husband, Vince, and both wanted Sindy and I in the room with them.

We watched as the four of them kissed, moving between each other. Vince didn’t shy away from kissing Jaydon, and sure enough, he didn’t shy away from kissing me, either. This time, we weren’t kneeling by the bed, we were up there with them, on the bed in our lingerie, kissing each, and then, I was sucking cock. First Jaydon’s, and then when he was ready for Renata, I joined Sindy and we sucked Vince’s together.

“You’ve made so much progress with her.” Vince said to Amanda, referring to me.

“Her breasts are growing nicely, and she’s really accepting her role in the relationship.” Amanda agreed.

As Vince mounted Amanda, he turned to me and told me to get behind him and lick his balls. I was hesitant, of course, because that essentially meant putting my nose near his anus, but he reached out and grabbed me by the hair, not taking no for an answer.

I felt ashamed at my actions, like I was becoming some sort of destroyed pervert, but at the same time, that he had forced me to do it made me feel better, like I wasn’t responsible for my actions.

Amanda loved Vince’s cock; this was a big, hard one, and it hit her in all the right places. There was no repeat of the other incident with Martin, this was a real man, and she was savouring it. When Vince and Jaydon fucked Amanda, they were fucking a different woman to the one I fucked. I didn’t get that sort of loud, wild woman, I got a tame, loving woman, or, I usually did.

After Amanda climaxed twice, Vince came in her, and that meant my duty was required. I bent down and licked at her used cunt, sucking that man’s nectar from it, and now appreciating my role far better than I ever did. Once I was done with that, I was told to suck Vince clean, which I did, before returning to my wife.

“I want you to fuck me.” She whispered to me.

“Now?” I asked, surprised that she wanted my little thing after that.

“Yes.” And then she smiled. “It’s time.”

I knew exactly what she meant. I knew she meant time for the game, time for me to give up everything, to hand myself over to my new life. This moment, with everyone around us, would be the last time I would ever penetrate my wife.

It was probably for the best. The Cialis Dailies were becoming less effective anyway. It was only a matter of time until I’d need to move back to the high-dose tablets I was on a few weeks ago.

As I entered my wife, I saw Vince was hard again, and tapping Jaydon on the shoulder, like some sort of prearranged message. Jaydon pulled out of Renata, his glistening shaft still rigid, incomplete. I turned back to look at my wife, concerned, scared, but she simply smiled and said, “Sixty seconds start now baby. But maybe you won’t cum. I can’t feel you at all with that engorged clit, so I guess you can’t be getting any pleasure either.” Behind me, Jaydon was moving into position and Sindy was slathering lubricant on my anus, pushing fingers in. “That means, if you cum,” Amanda said, continuing, “it’ll be because of the cock in your arse. It means I’ve made you gay. But you want that, don’t you baby? To be my little gay servant?” She said in a way a mother would speak to her baby, infantilising me.

The cock pushed forward, and honestly, I cried it. It was bigger than anything I’d had up there, even the dildo Amanda used on me, and still Jaydon pushed.

“Yeah Jay, fuck the sissy!” Vince snarled.

“She’s so tight.” Jaydon gasped, still pushing inside me, ripping me in two.

“Cum baby.” My wife grinned. “Ruin yourself for me. End your heterosexual sex life. Do it, cum. I hate your cock baby, hate it! Come on, you know you want to cum.” Jay’s cock was thrusting in and out now, using me, and it felt like the best pleasure in the world. I was moaning, trying not to beg for more, but I couldn’t stop myself. “That’s it!” Amanda said, “beg him to make you gay.”

“Oh Master! Master Jaydon, fuck me! Make me gay!” I cried out, and the moment I said it, I came.

Instantly, Amanda pulled away from me and let Jaydon continue to rail me. Vince pulled out of Renata and replaced Amanda’s place, thrusting his cock in my mouth, and suddenly, I was being used, doubleteamed, spit-roasted, and I loved it so much. Beneath me, Sindy was sucking on my cock, bringing it back to life, but this was it for me, this was the life I wanted. I was scared of becoming gay, when I really should’ve been looking forward to it.

It was not the last time that night that I was fucked. Both Vince and Jaydon wanted more turns on me, but none more so than Jaydon. For Jaydon, he was like a man possessed, a man making up for lost time. When I ended up going to the spare room with Sindy, Jaydon went with me, so that he could fuck me one more time, and then cuddle with us both. The whole thing made me wonder; had Jaydon always had a crush on me?

The next day, Renata and Vince left because they had plans, and Sindy set to work after Cally arrived cleaning the apartment. I put on my sissy dress to help them, as I did nearly every day since they had arrived, but before I could begin, Amanda called Jaydon and I to the bedroom, where she told me to shut the door.

“We need to talk.” She said, and the tone of her voice got me worried. I felt sure this was her moment to tell me that it was over. “I want Sindy to move in permanently.” She said. “From this week.”

“Oh.” I said, kind of happy she suggested it first, but as I thought about that, I saw her move closer to Jaydon and hug him, and finally, I remembered her previous cryptic comment. “And Jaydon is moving in with you.” I said, finally acknowledging what was happening.

“Yes.” She said, her eyes never leaving mine, trying to communicate her feelings as well as her words. “You will remain my husband, and you will remain the love of my life. Jaydon knows that. We will holiday together, we will do all the things couples do normally, but we will add two people to that life. I want you to be okay with that.”

She was saying that I got to keep my wife, my life, and at the same time, have more to love in the flat. A few weeks ago, I would have panicked, but not this time. This time, I felt excited for the future.

The moment she saw my grin, she knew she had me, and she grinned too. I pounced on them both, hugging them tight, kissing them both deeply. “I love you!” I told them.

“I love you too!” Amanda gushed, holding me tight.

“I love you so much.” Jaydon said, kissing my neck.

I turned to look at him and smiled. “I know. You’ve loved me for some time, huh?”

“You saw that then?” He said, blushing. “I can’t believe I’m so lucky to have such beautiful girls in my life.”

I was so excited to tell Sindy, but before I could get my hopes up, Amanda stopped me. “So, we talked about this with Jaydon. Sindy can live here and she will be our servant, and you are welcome to sleep with her, but Jaydon would like you to sleep with both of us sometimes.”

“I want you to be my girl.” Jaydon said. “Both of you.”

“That’s not to say that Sindy isn’t welcome, but you need to make it clear that she will be the sissy maid, not you. You are a sissy, of course, just not a servant, we’ve decided.”

This was a bit confusing, but if it meant I got to keep my special girl around, then I was happy for it. However, when I finally told this to Sindy, she didn’t seem as enthusiastic about it as I thought. When I asked her why, she said she felt like it might end up with me getting what I needed from Jaydon and she would become less important. I saw her point, but I also saw something else too.

“So, as of this week, I am officially unemployed.” I smiled. “I’m going to start doing some basic freelancing, maybe inventing something, but I’m going to be home all the time. I’ll learn to cook, and I’ll want to do stuff around the flat.” I let that sink in, then I continued. “If you live here full time, and don’t need to work either, then we’ll be like a married couple, and yeah, we can fuck, a lot, during the day.”

Finally, it began to dawn on Sindy that she was overthinking things, and once it did, she jumped into my arms, and we kissed. “I love you baby.”

“I love you too Sindy!”


Nine

In the weeks that followed Jaydon and Sindy moving in, things were kind of up in the air. It wasn’t that we were uncomfortable with each other, but big as the apartment was, we realised that four adults in an apartment on a permanent basis had us tripping over each other. However, rather than find a bigger place and move, Amanda simply decided to buy the apartment below us and make the place into a duplex. Of course, that meant construction work in our apartment, and whilst I was looking forward to a bigger place, it felt a little odd prancing around the place with Sindy in our sissy maid dresses when big construction workers were there.

“What are you meant to be then?” One man asked me, noting that I was clearly male, even though I had breasts, very large breasts.

“I’m a sissy.” I told him. “I’m a man who was turned into a transgender woman by my wife in order to serve her and her boyfriend.” I said all this matter-of-factly. I thought that if I owned who I was, didn’t shy a way from it, then maybe he wouldn’t bother me about it. The guy was huge, muscular, though with a beer belly, and handsome in that rough sort-of-way.

He shrugged. “Takes all sorts, I suppose. Whatever floats your boat love.”

During the day, I caught him sneaking glances at me, looking at my E-cup tits, or licking his lips when he saw my smooth, stocking-covered legs. I don’t know what came over me, perhaps it was Amanda’s influence over me, but I found myself flirting with him, raising the octave of my voice a little, or dropping things and bending over in front of him. At one point, I heard another co-worker tease the man. “I think you’re in there, Mick.”

“Give over.” Replied Mick, but I caught his gaze in a reflection and I realised that indeed, he was indeed interested.

Amanda and Jaydon were out that evening at some Arsenal gala, so it was just Sindy and I at home with the workers. As each worker packed up to leave, I noticed Mick hanging around, just finishing something up, telling the others to go on without him. Then, once we were all alone, he sheepishly made his way over.

“Any chance of a cup of tea?” He asked politely.

“Of course.” Sindy said, jumping to it, but not before giving me a wink.

“Want to sit down?” I offered.

“Oh, ta love, but I’m a bit grubby. It’s fine.” He said, blushing. “I’ll get changed in a bit and head off.”

Part of me was wondering what he was after, if he was waiting for me to make some sort of move, but another part was worried that any advance would not be taken well, after all, I doubted this guy was into men. Then again, I didn’t much look like one anymore, even though I had a masculine voice.

“Why don’t you shower here first?” I asked him, smiling seductively. For some reason, it had become my mission to bed this man, but why? I had spent so long telling myself I wasn’t gay, but now, I was addicted to cock.

“Can I?” He asked, cocking his head, giving me a questioning look. There was meaning behind his look, a connection which I tried to understand.

“Sure.” I smiled. “Let me show you where.”

As I stood, I spied Sindy through the kitchen door, grinning at me naughtily. She knew exactly what was what. I walked the gruff man through to the spare bathroom, stepping inside and turning.

“You can shower, or,” I paused and looked him up and down, “have a bath.”

“A bath sounds nice.” He mumbled, still looking at me. For such a big strong man, he seemed awfully nervous, but why wouldn’t he? What would his mates say if they saw him flirting with a tranny?

“Great.” I sang, swaying my hips, feeling the lacy petticoat and the little satin skirt swish around me. “Let me run it for you, you go get undressed and ready.”

“Th-thanks.” He mumbled again.

I prepared the hot bath as I would for myself, introducing a blend of salts and foam to the bath for the most relaxing experience. By the time it was done, Mick was stood beside me, in just his grey boxers. Rather than push him too fast, I smiled and stood, walking to the door. “If you need anything at all, a back scrub, for example, just holler.” I smiled, my made up wide brown eyes fluttering seductively.

“S-sure.” He said.

As I left the room, I heard the sound of him relaxing into the bath with an ah! I decided to give him some time to calm down in the suds before suggesting my presence again, but I would need a good reason to go back in there. Thankfully, Sindy was on hand with a hot mug of milky tea.

Taking the mug, Sindy smiled and wished me good luck. I told her that if everything worked out, she could join us too. As I walked into the spare bedroom and made my way to the bathroom, I heard him whistling as he washed. For some reason, that he whistled in such a way made me giggle, girlishly. I waited, listening to him for a moment, then knocked on the door.

“I have your tea.” I called out.

“Oh…erm…”

“Would you like it in there?” I asked.

“Erm, sure, if you don’t mind.”

I stepped into the steam-filled room, swaying my hips as I walked in the ridiculously high-heels. “I don’t mind sweetie.” I purred. He was covered by the foam anyway, but still, it was my in.

Placing the mug down behind him, I knelt down by the side of the bath.

“Can I wash you?” I asked softly.

He picked up the mug and blew on the tea, then sipped it, his dark brown eyes on mine. “If you like.” He said, his voice barely audible.

I started slow, his back, his chest, his arms, gentle movements, soft. Then I moved to his feet, legs, moving up, but the higher I got, the more I felt his eyes on me. I still wasn’t sure that touching him wouldn’t land me a punch to the face, but I wanted to trust my instincts. Thankfully, as I moved higher, his legs parted, just a little, and I took that as an invitation to touch him. The moment my soapy hands cupped his balls, I knew I had him, and the little gasp he made, made me certain.

Bit by bit, I moved up until I was rubbing his erection. He was huge, massive, bigger than Jaydon, and I knew I had to have him. My eyes were locked on that huge thing, jutting out of the water. I leaned over and slowly took him in my mouth. With a gasp and a moan, he was ready for me and soon, he was mumbling words of encouragement.

There was movement around me and I knew it was Sindy. She had seen that I’d made progress so decided to join me, and above my head, she was kissing the worker. Hands tapped my shoulder and Mick was telling me to stop. “I wanna make it last.” He smiled.

Sindy and I finished washing him and then towelled him off once we were done. Satisfied he was dry, each of us took one of his hands and led him to the bedroom, where we took turns kissing him. Then, dropping to my knees, I sucked him a little longer before passing his huge dick to Sindy to suck. When I looked up at him, he seemed in shock at the prospect of fucking two hot sissies. He just stared at us as we both licked a side of his cock each.

Now I was ready to be fucked by this thing. I stood and walked to the sideboard where I grabbed a tub of lubricant, and adequately spread some in and around my anus. I then climbed up on the bed and readied myself. Wasting no time, Mick climbed up behind me, led by Sindy, and she then lined him up with my hole.

“Oh yes Mick!” I gasped as the head of his huge dick filled me. “Fuck, yes!”

“You’re fucking tight! Jesus!” He laughed. “Oh, promise me I get to fuck you tomorrow as well.”

“Yes Mick, tomorrow, the day after, whenever you want.”

He pushed forward and my eyes rolled back. This thing was huge and it seemed to never end, not that I minded, I was well and truly a cock slut now, and if they came like this, then I was never turning back!

As Mick pounded my arsehole, Sindy climbed under me and pulled out my tits, sucking and chewing on my nipples and sending me into overdrive. Within seconds, I was thrashing about the bed as Sindy rubbed on what remained of my cock, using the tip of her index finger to rub the head like a clit, because that was all that remained. Combining that with the nipples and the hardcore shafting I was receiving, I was like a bitch in heat, screaming out for more. I came once but it wasn’t enough.

Sindy moved away from my clitty and rubbed beneath it, between my tiny balls, working me back up. It didn’t take much to make me ready to go again, and sure enough, she was rubbing my clit again, and I was coming again.

Even though my ballsack was gone, even though my balls were small, even though my dick was now a clit, it didn’t matter, I still came a fuck tonne, jetting cream onto the bed.

“Break, break!” I panted. “Fuck Sindy a second.”

Sindy assumed the position and Mick wasted no time pulling out of me and thrusting into her. As I rested, I sucked on her little swollen tits, the small nubs the hormones had created in her. She was constantly telling me how jealous she was of my E-cups, but honestly, I would’ve been glad if mine stayed smaller, because the backache was awful.

I moved my mouth down to her cock and sucked whilst he fucked, and sure enough, she didn’t last long, unloading in my mouth. I thought she’d want to go for round two but Mick clearly had a choice of who to fill with his sperm, and before I knew what was happening, he was inside me again, and now thrusting like the Flash. “Oh-uh, oh-uh, oh-uh…” I panted in quick succession as the huge ten-inch dick piledrived me over and over, until finally, with an almighty deep roar, I felt his cum fill me, a hot, sticky load deposited in me.

“I’ve got a few more in me if you’re good for it?” He chuckled.

My arse was going to be sore but how could I say no to the best fuck of my life? Sindy and I shared a cheeky grin, then kissed each other and turned seductively to the sexy builder and grinned. “I think you should destroy our assholes.” I told him.

The smile on his face told us he intended to. But first, he grabbed me and thrust his tongue into my mouth, before sliding down to my tits and sucking on them. “Your tits feel real.” He said.

“That’s because they are.” I grinned.

“Holy shit. That’s hot.” He then dropped lower and looked at my clit. For a moment, he stared at the little nub and wondered what he was looking at, but then it dawned on him. “Holy shit, is that your cock?”

“It was.” I shrugged. “I had a medical condition that I had to take pills for, and it fucked up the way I process hormones. I grew tits and my dick shrunk. According to the doc, my body essentially killed off a lot of mass from my dick, forcing it to turn into a clit.”

“Do your balls work?” He asked.

I shrugged. I hadn’t really tested it. “Dunno. I suppose not.”

Mick, Sindy and I fucked until the wee hours of the morning. In fact, Jaydon and Amanda came home when we were on round six, and for a while, they watched from the doorway, before leaving us to have our fun.

In the end, Mick spent the night but set an alarm to make sure he was up and working before the others arrived. It was the first time he had been with a transsexual, and whilst he considered himself an everyday bloke, he was not averse to a bit of kink, and had often wondered what being with a transsexual would feel like.

“And how does it feel?” I smiled, already knowing the answer.

“That was the best fucking night of my life.”

“Night number one.” I purred, biting his bottom lip and pulling on it with my teeth.

“I think I fucking love you.” He sighed.

Moving to his left cheek, I licked his face then kissed it. “Just the sex, lover-boy, just the sex.” I purred into his ear, grabbing his crotch.

When spoke to Amanda the next day, she found the whole thing exciting, telling me she’d love it if I became a slut like her. I said that if I could get cocks like that in me, then I’d be glad to, and that gave her an idea.

“What if I had someone who could give you a vagina?” She asked me.

“Full reassignment surgery?” I asked, a little nervous about that.

“Not exactly.” She smiled. “You see, usually, the cock is used to create the pussy, but you don’t have one anymore. So, the doctor would need to do something else. You’d keep your little clit, as, well, a clit, and then the balls would go…”

“Wait, I have a question. What if my balls still work?”

She gave me a look of incredulity. “Kylie…” She began softly.

“No, trust me on this. I cum still. Like, a lot. Maybe I should test it first?”

The look she gave me said she thought I was insane for even considering it, but she simply shrugged. “Agree to see my man and I’ll have him check.”

“Deal.”

She grinned; it was one of those naughty, evil grins of hers, one that said she was looking forward to seeing three cocks pound me at once. But then again, so was I.


Ten

The surgery was a success. Skin grafts and a clever use of my scrotum tissue allowed for a very nice pussy. The Cowper glands were redirected from the base of my penis to flood the new pussy with precum, allowing me to self-lubricate when I am horny, whilst my penis would still ejaculate, except now it really looked like a clitoris, complete with little hood from what was left of my foreskin. But the pièce de resistance, were my new labia, formed with each side containing a small testicle hidden away.

Why? Well, it turned out that not only were they still working, but for some reason, my sperm were in hyperdrive. Yep, those little fuckers are overactive and ready to impregnate. Now, obviously, as Amanda liked to point out, my dick was too small to impregnate anyone, or so we both thought, but Amanda’s friendly surgeon friend thought differently.

“Get enough of that sperm around and into your vagina, it won’t take much to get you pregnant. Push it in with your fingers if you have to.” The female surgeon laughed.

And that seemed to give Amanda another idea, but for that, she needed to wait until I had fully healed.

In the weeks that followed, Amanda and Sindy waited on me hand and foot. Any dominance I’d felt from Amanda had disappeared, and most of the time, the four of us, Jaydon included, spent our time relaxing and watching streaming shows. It seemed they didn’t want to expose me to anything that could cause me to get jealous, so decided to stick it out with me. Of course, they still fucked around, they just didn’t bring anyone home with them.

One of the things Amanda did do though, was hang around with the wife of a tech-CEO she’d become friendly with. The woman was in her fifties, far older than Amanda, but was pretty for her age, with a toned body and long blonde hair. Not that I saw her in person, mind, just photos. Still, I knew something was up, because Amanda didn’t hang out with people without an ulterior motive. Heck, none of us had seen Maxwell and Penny for ages, though we did exchange memes and jokes regularly.

Whenever I asked about Helen, the woman Amanda was with all the time, Amanda refused to divulge anything other than it was in her interest to befriend Helen and to not get involved.

Eventually, once I was healed, I was looking forward to trying my new pussy; but unfortunately, the doctor told me to avoid anything big to begin with and to use a range of smaller dildoes and build myself up to it. However, Amanda had a more important question for her doctor friend.

“Can we scissor?” She asked the doctor.

For a moment, the cute redhead blinked. “Mandy, are you asking me or Kylie?”

Amanda rolled her eyes and smiled. “I meant, can Kylie and I scissor?”

“Oh. Yes, of course.”

The moment was awkward because I got the feeling the doctor was a little disappointed, but Amanda didn’t press it.

That evening was the first time I had my pussy eaten, and the first time I tried scissoring. It was quite a bizarre yet comfortable feeling, especially given how wet we both got. But if I thought this was to be a fun experience for us both, I’d mistaken. Instead, Amanda gave me instructions, as if teaching me how to scissor.

This continued for the next few nights, and in between that, I tried fucking myself with various dildoes, trying to expand the muscle that was in there. Eventually though, I reasoned there was one dick small enough that I could enjoy it, and I asked Sindy to fuck me.

My sissy girlfriend was only too happy to fuck me, especially given how long it had been since she last fucked a pussy. This time though, when she fucked me, she told me I had the tightest pussy she’d ever fucked. “It feels like the pussy of a…”

“Don’t fucking say it Sindy! One, I fucking hope you don’t know that.”

Her eyes widened. “Sorry, it was a joke. You know, like saying a woman has a little boy’s arse. I don’t mean it.”

“Yeah, not cool.”

I pushed her off me, the moment was gone. When I told Amanda later, she told me to stop being so serious, that of course she was joking, but I didn’t find it funny.

Eventually, after two weeks of scissoring and training with my dildoes, I got the chance to have an orgy with Jaydon, Renata, Vince and of course, Amanda. Amanda wanted me to scissor with Renata and then asked how she enjoyed it, to which Renata gushed that it was the best ever.

“I hate scissoring normally. But she gets so wet!” Renata gushed. “And that she cums at the end! Wow!”

Then came the real fun, Jaydon and Vince tag-teaming me, mouth, arse, pussy, fucking me over and over. At first, getting fucked in my new pussy with their huge cocks hurt, but the dildo training helped, and after a while, it became a very pleasurable experience. There was something else about this experience. At no time during the orgy did any of them, or the girls, make me feel like a sissy. They kissed me, sucked on me, and used me as if I was one of the girls. When I realised that, I actually cried with happiness, which made the girls coo and hug me.

That night, I got to experience a normal Friday night for Amanda, getting used all night, then the next morning, and then saying goodbye to them on Saturday. I felt like a slut, and I loved every second of it.

On Saturday though, Amanda finally sat me down and let me into her plan. She told me that there was a reason for the scissoring, and she needed my help by using it.

“The company is trying to buy out OrixTech, but the CEO is refusing to sell. We have been slowly building up shares, but the two main shareholders refuse to let go of their shares. Each have an equal amount and all it will take is one of them to give up their shares. Now, the CEO, Frank Morrison, takes his private life seriously. He had a strong prenup with his wife, and basically avoids anything which can upset his company. There’s also another thing about him. He can’t have kids. An accident when he was young ruined any chances of having kids.

“Now, his wife, Helen, is the other main shareholder. In the event they get divorced, her shares get divvied up between the other shareholders, but not Frank. That was the agreement when he convinced the board to give her a piece of their shares. It was how they kept Frank on.

“Helen is a closet lesbian. She doesn’t fuck her husband anymore, and we came to an arrangement whereby I keep her satisfied. She’s addicted to scissoring, and well, she wants to have a threesome with another woman.”

I leaned forward. “And you want to photo her fucking me?”

“Mmm, that would work, if we were allowed cameras in the room. Her driver keeps all her secrets, arranges rooms for us to fuck in, checks for cameras, bugs, anything that could be used against her. Phones are handed over and put in a safe. So no cameras.”

I chewed my lip trying to work out what benefit I could bring to the whole situation. If we couldn’t record proof then how on Earth did she plan to do something to force a divorce? And even if she got proof of her scissoring, any real man would forgive that, after all, two women, right? No, she would need proof of a man fucking her, and I was anything but anymore. The only things male about me were hidden…except for the cum…

And just like that, it dawned on me what she was asking for. My eyes widened in recognition as I looked up at my wife. “No!” I gasped.

She smiled and nodded slowly. “Yep.”

“Wow! That’s dastardly! That’s evil!” I said, still shocked that my wife could come up with such a wretched plan. “There are issues with your idea.”

“Go on?” She asked, but from her smile, I could tell she already had this worked out.

“One, she’s in her early fifties. What if she’s in menopause?” I asked.

“She’s not. And I know her cycle now.”

“How?” I asked, cocking a head.

She rolled her eyes and smiled. “And that’s why I’m a real woman.”

“Boo! Okay, two, what if your plan works but she aborts?”

“She and her husband are prolife, and regularly donate to anti-abortion foundations. If she does abort, we’ll know and we’ll make it public.”

I stared at her. She had it all worked out.

“Look Kylie, all you need to do is scissor whilst I suck her tits or something. Then when you cum, try to cum on her pussy. I’ll tell her you are a gusher, that you are one of those women who properly cum, she’ll love that. I’ll immediately push it inside her.”

“What if it doesn’t work?” I asked her.

“Then we keep fucking her until it does. In fact, we’ll probably need to keep fucking her anyway, because we’ll need to be sure, and it’ll take time before we know if she’s pregnant or not.”

The right thing to do would’ve been to say no, that I won’t be part of such a horrible way of destroying a married couple’s life, but I knew that if it was not this, it would be something far worse. It didn’t take me long to reach a conclusion, I’d married this woman for better or for worse.

Amanda made the arrangements for two nights from that night. It was an upmarket hotel room in central London, and Helen seemed to care less about her marriage. The moment we were let into that room, after being checked for bugs and cameras, she was all over us.

I’ll admit, for her age, Helen was very, very hot, but not having kids does that to a woman. Her breasts were firm and perky B-cups, and her body was smooth and tight. When I ate her, she tasted clean, recently washed, and then scented with an expensive perfume, Baccarat or similar. And of course, Amanda was right. This woman loved the feeling of pussy on pussy, and so, we scissored as Amanda coaxed us along.

Helen was a vocal woman, screaming out on my little clit-cock as she rubbed against it with her own clit. The friction moved me in ways not too dissimilar from penetrative sex, and sure enough, it didn’t take long for me to shoot. Remembering what I needed to do, I came as close as possible to her entrance.

I got it right on target, but just to make double sure, Amanda’s fingers pushed my load deep inside her.

“She’s a squirter!” Helen laughed. “Oh my! I love that! Where did you find her?”

“Oh, Kylie’s been my girlfriend for years!” Amanda smiled at me, then leaned over and kissed me with a passion I don’t think I’ve felt from her since our wedding night.

After we left the hotel that night, Amanda told me that I was awesome, that she couldn’t have been prouder. Horrible as what I did was, I did feel proud that I made my wife happy.

“Come on.” She said, taking my arm in that way girls walked together. “Let’s go to a bar and pick-up a couple of guys. After that kebab, I’m in the mood for sausage.”

“Me too!” I laughed.

We ended up in a dive-bar not far from Soho, where we quickly picked up a couple of young investment bankers. I watched my wife work, reeling off lies like a storyteller, and rather than be upset by it, I found myself in awe of how skilled she was.

“So yeah, we both fly for the RAF and tomorrow we go back to the Baltics to cover the border.” She said. “Kylie here was the first British woman to master the F-35.”

“Seriously?” Said one of the lads, a tall gruff lad who looked a lot like a young Ben Affleck.

“Yep.” I nodded. “I preferred the Harrier though. For vertical take-off, accept no substitutes.”

“Aw! Classic British engineering!” The lad smiled, edging closer to me now. “So, tonight’s your last night before your next tour? Jeez.”

“Yeah,” Amanda said, picking up where I left off. “In fact, we have an hour left, then need to head back to base.”

“Oh shit!” The other lad whined. “I thought we would have a nice night out.”

Amanda pulled him tight and then kissed him. “Maybe another time.” She purred. “How about you both take us out back and rail us in the bogs?”

The men shared a look, then one said, “That’ll work too.”

As the men had us bent over in the men’s toilets, holding onto each other as they fucked us from behind, Amanda smiled at me and then kissed me. She didn’t need to say anything, but I knew this was her way of welcoming me into her fucked-up world of nymphomania. It was her way of saying, however much she loved our marriage, it was now on a completely new level. It didn’t matter if I had a cock before, or a pussy now, but she married me because of me, on the inside; and now she had the perfect lover, and the perfect partner. I felt the same way, no matter what she did for work.

It took three weeks of semi-regular meets with Helen before one evening, she didn’t seem herself. When we asked her what was up, she said that she was late but didn’t understand why. It wasn’t like she was upset or suspected something, but rather, she was concerned it was to do with becoming menopausal.

Eventually, when one day Helen decided to buy a pregnancy test, one of Amanda’s watchers noticed it. She followed Helen to the toilet, waited, and when eventually Helen came out crying, throwing the test in the bin, the watcher fished it out and gave Amanda the result. It seemed I was going to be a dad after all.

It would take a well-placed conversation between Helen and a company representative for her to do the right thing. A divorce would take a long time, and whilst the company was patient, things could go wrong. She would keep the baby, and would sell her shares, if the company put the money in an offshore account, hidden from her husband so that he couldn’t touch it when they divorce. Amanda, of course, said yes.

It was a job well done, but it also woke something else up inside Amanda.

We had been partying a lot, fucking lots of guys, and quite frankly, I was proving to be a great wingman for Amanda and Jaydon, but seeing me impregnate another woman got Amanda thinking.

“Hey, so, if I removed my IUD,” Amanda began, “Think you can put a baby in me too?” She asked with a sly grin.

I returned the grin. “You wanna become a mom?” I asked softly.

“If you want to be a mom too?” She asked back, holding me tighter.

“I do.”

“Then how about, you put a baby in me?”


Epilogue

The bar was bustling, just how I remembered it. It felt so weird to be back in my old college bar, but in a way, it also seemed so fitting to come back as the new me. After all those years walking in in jeans and t-shirts, to step inside in an black latex pencil skirt and a white lace croptop to reveal my firm pierced belly, felt more like a relief than a chore.

Of course, the moment Jaydon saw the old place, packed full of college girls, he grinned and nodded. “Daddy’s home.” He said to himself.

“Not tonight mister!” I snapped. “Tonight is about Max and Penny, remember? The last hoorah before they move to the US.”

Max and Penny had no idea that I was no longer Kyle. When they told us they wanted us to travel up to the university to do one last big blow-out before the move, we decided that it was no better time to share the news about my transition. Part of me was excited to see their reaction, and part of me was nervous that they’d reject me, not that I ever believed they would.

They saw Jaydon first, and when they saw me next to him, Max asked if I was his latest squeeze. I smiled at Max, flicking my long bleached blonde hair to one side. “Why Max, don’t you recognise your best friend?” I gasped in a very effeminate voice.

Still smiling, Max stared at me, confused as to what I was talking about. To his side, Penny, who looked exactly like she did in college, began to realise who I was, and her mouth dropped open.

“Shut up!” Penny shouted, jumping to her feet and vaulting over Max to hug me tight. “Oh my god, you look amazing!”

“Thanks Penny.” I said, feeling tears come to my eyes.

“What’s going on now?” Max asked, still confused as to who I was. I strode over and took his hands, making him stand up and stare at me. Then, bit by bit, it began to come together, and then like a huge crashing pain of glass, I could see recognition in his eyes. “You are beautiful.” Was the first thing out of his mouth. “Oh my god, yes, doing away with male Kyle, best decision ever. You’re hot! Like, wow, yes, yes indeed, yes!”

We hugged, and then I gave him a kiss on the cheek, and stepped back.

“But, where’s Amanda?” Penny asked, clearly scared that she wasn’t coming.

“Um, she needed a bit more time at the hotel, but she’s on the way.”

Of course, the couple wanted to know everything, so I told them, all about my illness, the tablets, the fact that I really had no other choice than to become a woman, and how it brought Amanda, Jaydon and I closer together. In turn, they told me about their lives, about the fact that Max did so well at work that the company sent him to run the US office in New York, where he will sit the state bar.

Eventually, the door to the bar opened and everyone turned to look over at the prissy sissy girl in the huge pink party dress, helping the very pregnant Amanda make her way inside the room. Sindy had been a rock for Amanda, helping with everything she could. In many ways, for Sindy, knowing that she would be our baby’s full-time nanny was like a dream come true for her, a culmination of everything. We loved Sindy and we made sure she knew that she was a part of our family, as well as our sissy slave.

Introductions were made to Sindy, but it was Amanda Penny and Max were most interested in. They thought Jaydon was the father, given my situation, but I made it very clear that I was the father, much to Penny’s surprise.

We drank and talked into the wee hours, with Max asking what sex with a man was like. I told him that it was one of the most eye-opening experiences of my life, and one I believed every man should try once.

He nodded and was quiet for a moment, and then said, “So Penny and I talked, and we thought, seeing as we are going away, why not see it off in a big way? Jaydon and Amanda used to pull couples all the time, right…”

I grinned, “So what if we pulled you two?”

He grinned back. “Yeah.”

That night, Max and Penny joined us all in our hotel room, where we fucked the night away. I was a little sad that I no longer had a penis so that I could fuck Max, but I did get to use my strap-on to peg him. However, there was a very special moment when Max fucked me, using my pussy, when he stared into my eyes and said, “I love you buddy.”

“I love you too.”

“And I love you guys too.” Said Jaydon, right before he pushed into Max’s virgin hole.

We fucked all through the night, each getting a turn with each other, even with me fingering Penny whilst she fingered me, and we fell asleep at around five.  An hour later, we were awoken by the first screams from my wife.

“My water broke!”

THE END
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