

This story is a work of submissive erotic fiction and as such touches on subjects that some may find offensive, including but not limited to: homosexuality, feigned incest, feminization, sexual abuse, sexual slavery, grey-area consent and abuse of power.

All characters are over the age of 18 and unrelated. Their consent for all sexual acts is assumed, but not always explicitly stated. The author does not support any real world examples of any of the behaviour or ideologies represented within.

This is a piece of erotic entertainment aimed at those who wish to enjoy the fantasy of submission, not encouragement for those who seek to oppress others.

This story and all characters and settings within are copyrighted property of the author.

The cover image was generated using Midjourney.com and is also property of the author.


Table of Contents

Content Warning1

Chapter 13

Chapter 25

Chapter 37

Chapter 49

Chapter 511

Chapter 613

Chapter 715

Chapter 817

Chapter 919

Chapter 1021

Chapter 1123

Chapter 1225

Chapter 1327

Chapter 1429

Chapter 1531

Chapter 1633

Chapter 1735

Chapter 1837

Chapter 1939

Chapter 2041

Chapter 2143

Chapter 2245

Submitting with Step-Sister Part 3: Chapter 147


Chapter 1

You woke up mid-climax. Filling the fleshy grip of your step-sister’s cunt with another few spurts of incestuous semen. Not that that gushing passage was particularly picky about who splashed chromosomes up the wall of it. By the end of the day, your own deposit would be very much lost among many, many others.

A deep, internal squelchy-feeling was what had caused your morning wood to mature so prematurely. As it had more than once before. The sensation of your own back passage being delved into quite roughly, the presumably more gentle build up having occurred while you slumbered on. The panting grunts of Skeg were an alarm clock you knew well by now, though it was ever a coin toss which one of you he’d pick to utilise first. It had been four months since you and Jenny had first moved into this old pervert’s apartment, and by now the idea of him creeping up on your still-unconscious form and just sliding on in, barely registered. That was just how your day started… as it promised to go on.

On the other side of Jenny, you spotted the sleeping shape of Nancy. The daughter of your employer and landlord was spending more and more nights here, these days. She seemed to like the idea of living here, and mothering both you and your step-sister… though she wasn’t actually so much older than you both. A slight bulge now visible in her belly, reminding you again of last week’s news.

With a grand and shuddering groan, you felt Skeg cum inside you. Another sticky delivery into the far depths of your bowels. The little, glowing burst of dirty pride it always gave you, waking you up more properly. You didn’t get much pleasure, out of that first drowsy fucking of the morning… but it got your small heart pumping back to its normal, hummingbird pace. Once he’d pulled himself free and wiped the last few dribbles upon your asscheeks, you clambered up and stretched to let him move over toward your step-sister. Four on that battered, old mattress was always a very cozy affair. Better to head for the bathroom now, while he was warming back up for round two.

You sat upon the porcelain throne, casting your slightly-crusty nightie aside. Rod and Dave had come over to watch a movie the night before, so of course the silky thing had not survived unscathed. You let Skeg’s dawn greeting dribble out of you, then jumped in the shower with a rubber douche to wash up and rinse out for more. Practical necessities of your daily life that might once have embarrassed you utterly… but now were just standard chores. You were at the point of sorting your make-up: carefully drawing black lines around your eyes, when Nancy wandered unsteadily in… naked as she ever was. The older woman sat down and started peeing, without a care for your presence at all. There was little you hadn’t seen of each other by now, and until she’d got a coffee in her, you knew very little even registered. Once you were looking as pretty as you could manage, you set off to sort that for her… wandering naked through the kitchen.

Telltale sounds of moaning were emerging from the bedroom, so you daren’t try and get dressed without risking getting dragged in as well. It was always best to let the lipstick and mascara dry a bit before you risked it getting smudged. You put on some toast and smelled the milk, aware that no-one had gone shopping for a bit. Living in a household that was near-incessantly distracted meant that more usual chores quite often got forgotten. Take-out packets and discarded underwear lay strewn almost everywhere. You did try to clean up, in moments like this… but there was just so little time when your services weren’t needed for other matters.

Once everyone else was up and awake, you found yourself under the breakfast table. Having already eaten your share, it was rather inevitable that you’d get a second meal of flesh as well. This time it was a mouthful of Nancy’s pussy as she ground her hips against your face and sipped the scalding mug you’d given her. You knew just how to lightly nibble on her clitoris to bring her back to the world without earning a spank for being too rough. The clenching scratch of her fingers in your hair telling you how much she appreciated such diligent attention to detail. They all went to Jenny if it was simply raw passion that was wanted… but everyone applauded how studiously you’d learned what specific actions their different bodies craved. You found it quite fun, really… to experiment with all sorts of different techniques and watch carefully how they reacted. It was actually becoming something of a hobby, more than just the necessities of living here.

When breakfast was done, you were sent down to man the shop. Knowing that there still wouldn’t be many customers yet… even with the change in core business strategy. You didn’t mind. You like just watching the people wander past, outside. Wondering which ones would come in… and what they’d ask for.


Chapter 2

Your first customer of the day was Officer Brandon, the local beat cop and collector of passed out drunks or particularly slow and stupid thieves. This was not the sort of neighbourhood where the rule of law was expected to stick its nose too deep into, a survival lesson that the man had clearly picked up early. He mostly just wandered around picking up bribes and passing them on to his higher ups… only noticing things when he absolutely had to. Skeg had already had arrangements with him over some of the more questionable suppliers of tools, back when that was still what the shop actually rented out. Now, though… a new deal had been made, and you knew well enough to go skipping after the man in blue when he knocked for you.

The mid-morning street was as bustling as ever, though you held little fear over the various leering grins anymore. You recognised most of them, and knew no-one was likely to get too grabby while you were trailing behind Brandon. The weakening, autumn sun felt nice upon your arms, thighs and stomach where your skimpy outfit revealed them. Today’s cleanest choice had been a ‘cheerleader’ set. One of the many such flimsy, themed costumes that Skeg had ordered off the internet for you and Jenny. Whenever the old man got drunk he seemed to end up trawling through dodgy websites, finding more poorly-made kinky stripper-wear to dress you up in. Still… it meant you always had something to slip into, when the last set ended up in a shredded pile on the floor.

The officer led you back to his station, a ramshackle affair with little more than two large cells, a receptionist and three half-asleep guards/desk-jockeys. Any real criminals they caught were presumably taken much further into the city, where the cops holding the keys were less likely to pickpocket anyone who wandered in. You knew the game you were going to be playing by now, anyway… it was one of the man’s favourites. He ran his baton along the bars of the largest cell, startling awake all the very-hungover troublemakers from the night before.

“Wakey-Wakey ya buncha useless alkies. Got a little present for ya…”

Bleary eyes struggled to focus through the bars, but you knew what your role was… You stepped forward tentatively and bobbed a little curtsy. You didn’t have to play up your nervousness in facing this cage full of dirty, smelly men… yet this was the third time Brandon had got you to do this now, so the humiliation had worn off a bit.

“Best lock-up I’ve ever been in!” Exclaimed one of the prisoners, in a bedraggled suit and tie. You were working on the pillar of flesh he had stuck through the bars with your mouth, while your hands occupied two other shafts on either side. “I can’t believe such a pretty, young sweetheart would offer to do her community service like this… It’s kinda sad, really… my daughter’s about her age.”

Despite his words… you felt the man stiffen up a little as he said that, clearly actually more turned on by the thought. You tried to just ignore him, and the growing smirks of a few recognisable previous-offenders at the back. They’d still come forward for their turn, despite the chuckling… you were sure of it.

By the end, your face and chest were quite liberally coated with trails of splattered ejaculate. Officer Brandon liked you to catch most of it all over yourself, rather than let you just swallow it all down. ‘Added to the fun of it’, he argued… whenever you’d finally reached the end of the line of poked-through cocks. For, of course, that was the moment when he finally ordered: “Show em the goods Jo!” and got you to lift up your little mini-skirt. The cop seemed to delight in watching the shocked faces when it was revealed the well-practiced mouth that had just attended to all of them… belonged to a teenage boy. You found the whole thing pretty disturbing and offensive, really… but that was just the way of things around here. If that was what it took to keep your life in the shop safe… then so be it.

The cop would then fuck you over the desk in front of all of them, before letting you back out onto the street to head home. The cum-covered walk of shame this meant for you, being just another source of fun for him. Of course… by now, a good proportion of the people you passed already knew something about who and what you were. Dripping your way between them with one eye half-closed was more just an embarrassing reminder to yourself how far you’d come in the last four months. There seemed little danger that anyone would recognise you as the rich, young private-schooled young man who’d gone missing so long ago. You were Jo the femboy-fucktoy now… just another piece of weirdo street-trash among all the others that you bumped into on this side of town. People might chuckle and slap your ass as you power-walked by, but they wouldn’t probe any further. The anonymity in plain sight made you feel oddly secure.


Chapter 3

Arriving back at the shop, you pushed open the door to find a new figure already waiting impatiently. Dressed in a long, expensive-looking coat he was ringing the little bell upon the counter repeatedly, peering down the passageway behind for any sign of some service. You stepped inside quickly, hoping he wouldn’t notice, but unsure how to proceed… There was always a chance that the stranger was actually someone interested in renting a lawnmower or having a drill repaired. The cut of his clothes already told you he wasn’t from anywhere around here. Which meant the sight of what appeared to be a high-school cheerleader absolutely drenched in slowly-drying cum might earn a whole host of awkward questions.

Swarmed by indecision… you crept toward the stairs up toward the apartment. Perhaps you could rush straight up them and send either Skeg or Nancy down while you took a moment to change and wash your face. The problem being that there was no way to get there without also getting closer and closer to the man himself. He was tall and slender, with smartly-cut brown hair. You still couldn’t see his face, but were beginning to suspect it might be quite handsome. Some hidden part of you was beginning to hope he was here for the normal reason…

In the very instant that thought was passing through your mind, he did turn around! And the bottom fell out of your entire universe. Objectively… the face was sort of handsome, in a middle-aged sort of way… but it was also one you recognised. One you feared the judgement of more than any other, and never thought you’d see again. Especially not while dressed and dirtied as you currently were. For there… looking down at you with a growing look of mild disgust… was your own step-father. His piercing eyes pinned you to the spot and seemed to dissect every whorish detail of your current outlook. For a moment… you thought you saw a flash of recognition deep in those dark and sneering pupils. Yet, if there was… he made no move to acknowledge it.

“Ah, finally. I assume you… work here?”

The condescending pause made sure to inform you that he didn’t consider anything you might do day-to-day as actual employment... Not that you particularly did either. It was that same, haughty, down-the-nose attitude that you had seen him dish out upon anyone remotely below him though. The limitless store of oppressive self-measurement that had drained all your own confidence away over years. The urge to stand up straight and apologise for running away to be a human sextoy was palpable… but he still hadn’t given any confirmation that he recognised you! Perhaps there remained a possibility you could hide from this.

You nodded nervously and scurried around to the other side of the counter, forgetting about the splatterings of semen running down your face… for the moment. As you passed the stairway up to the apartment your fear-heightened senses heard the distinct sounds of Skeg and Nancy ‘intimately discussing management practices’, which explained why they hadn’t heard the bell ringing. While you didn’t need to hear the moans coming from the shop’s back room to know where your step-sister would be. Most of your more regular customers knew by now that a little waiting might be in order to get what they were after in this… less professional of business outlets. You knew well how little patience your parent had for standing around though.

“I’ve been told I should come to this place and ask for a… ‘drill bit, with extra attachments’?”

He knew the right codewords! Reciting them as if not quite believing they meant what he thought they might. Had another customer recognised one of those old posters and rang a tip in for him? Had he hired some sort of P.I. who had tracked you down to the shop? Or was he actually just here as a customer himself… having learned what to ask for by coincidence and word of mouth? You still didn’t know whether he could tell it was his own son standing opposite him, dressed in a hideously-short skirt and a jail’s worth of man-gunk. Your skill with make-up and tight-braided pigtails had only improved over the last few months, making you seem more and more effeminate. Even the way you moved and stood idle had naturally shifted into more teasingly feminine postures. Maybe he really didn’t know! You held onto the thought with all your heart.

Still, the reality of what he’d actually asked for had to be addressed… You were faced with the knowledge that you were an item on the shop's menu more poignantly than ever before. How many strangers had come in and asked for that very same thing to date?

You couldn't risk replying to him in anyway different than you had to all of them:

In your softest, squeakiest voice you answered… "T-hat costs $50, Sir… u-up front."


Chapter 4

The ringing clunk of the cash register was like the tolling of a death-bell. A sealing of unavoidable fates. Your step-father had handed over the single, large bill without a blink. To him that was just pocket change… but to you it was an inescapable contract for things to come.

For months, you hadn't really had a single doubt about where your life had taken you. Once it had all began happening, you had just moved on to accepting it as you always had. Strangers came. They paid. They fucked you or your step-sister. Skeg took the money. Nancy took it back off him to buy you nice food, or new movies, or pretty clothes. It all just worked, without you really having to think about the connotations of any of it. You liked the simplicity. The fact that you could just muddle through and let other people make all the big decisions for you. You liked feeling another satisfied customer grunting his climax into your rear-end… or down the back of your gagging throat. It was such an immediate and undeniable moment of success. Of knowing you had made another human feel good.

Suddenly it all felt a bit more complicated, though… as you led your own step-father along the passage at the back of the shop. There was only really that one room where Skeg and the others played cards, which had been set up to contain a bed and some other… useful supplies: Ropes and paddles and dildos and things that a few customers had requested or graciously donated. So if both the shop’s ‘assets’ were required at once… one of you had to take their work into the yard out back. It had high enough walls and a mouldy, old couch to lie out upon, if that was what was wanted. But you were always very aware that anyone in the buildings above could look out their windows and watch everything. You had caught glimpses of ghostly faces leering down more than once, so always tried to just not look up and pay attention. Of course, no-one had ever complained or called the cops… in this neighbourhood, such a thing just counted as some free, backyard theatre.

You blinked in the sunlight as you stepped out through the doorway. It was actually quite a lovely day. You wondered what would happen come Fall and Winter… but didn’t really have to wonder too much. One man had already asked to bend you over in the pouring rain the other day, delighting in tugging upon your bedraggled hair and watching how your sopping clothes clung tighter to your shape. It had been quite refreshing, in its own way… though you had spent all the next day stifling cute, little sneezes.

You turned back to check your step-father had followed. Twisting your hips and sticking your butt out a bit, just on instinct. It was funny to think… how you had started picking up poses that were ‘sexy’, by admiring his daughter’s unquenchable urge to tease and all the movies and magazines and music videos that society threw at you. None of it was on purpose, really… It was just there was a certain expectation in the eyes of every man who came to claim you, and your inherent need to live up to those expectations. A need that had almost definitely been put in place by your life-long desperation to live up to what this particular one present had demanded of you. A desperation that had so often seemed to fall short.

Bending yourself suggestively over the arm of the couch, and just letting your skirt ride up a little… you wondered: Was this what he’d really wanted, all along, maybe? Was this how you could finally earn Daddy’s pride? Presenting the rise of your bouncy, young butt to him and looking back over one shoulder with big, doleful eyes. It seemed almost empowering… in a way. Certainly the most settled you’d ever felt in his presence. Whether he recognised you, or he didn’t… what happened next you knew how to deal with.

You’d had plenty of practice, after all… Plenty.


Chapter 5

The sun beat down from a wide, blue sky, weaving between chipped-concrete tower blocks. Chained dogs barked at pigeons in neighbouring yards. Horns beeped at junctions and music blared from windows. The city hummed with its own sense of continual, chaotic energy. So many people rubbing up against and colliding with each other in these rough and tumble surrounds. Yet, in that one yard. Behind a barely noticeable little shop with a half-shuttered, dirt-smeared window. You were colliding with your own step-father. Feeling the fleshy pillar which once belonged to your mother, now pumping into you. None of them would be able to tell, you were sure… thinking of the multiple, unseen onlookers that must be able to lean out of their balcony windows and smoke cheap cigarettes while watching the little whore-boy get fucked again. Maybe half of them hadn't even worked out that you had been born a boy at all.

None of it really bothered you much, anymore. The constant worries about what everyone else thought of you had shrank down and condensed. Now you only cared whether the person currently fucking you was enjoying it. You lived for the sound of their grunting breaths. The rippling shake of their thrusts through your entire body. The intense opening and closing feeling where the tip of them spilled in and out of your puckered star, and that deep, inner churning sensation where each invasion passed your prostate. There was a freedom to it... Letting your body just buck its slender hips back upon every fleshy meeting. A sense of giving yourself over to a realm of pure, innocent physicality. Your basest humanity didn’t care what clothes you wore or what role you were supposed to play. It didn’t care who this man was, or whether he deserved to take pleasure from you like this. It was just a slave to the intensity of sensation that these precious moments throughout your day provided. You knew, now… what your step-sister had been trying to give you all this time: Not a freedom in that others would stop taking advantage of your all-too-eager-to-please nature. But a freedom to just say ‘fuck it!’ and throw yourself into the den of wolves, then revel in the experience.

Perhaps it was not the most healthy option… psychologically or physically. However, it was one you could choose for yourself and then ride the wave of. Wearing whatever made you feel like an exposed wire and sexy. Doing whatever the world you’d come from really thought you shouldn’t. It was a dirty, grimy, disorganised and chaotic lifestyle. But it was yours and it fit in with everything else going on in this crazy, bustling part of town… just fine. People knew you around here now. Street sellers gave you little gifts of food when you passed. Working boys offered a wolf-whistle or a little squeeze on the bum as they scuffled over who could try and chat you up. Whether they meant it as a joke, or not, they weren’t cruel about it. You were part of the streets and scenery, the shapes and stories of this place. None of it was anywhere near so cold and clinical, so callous and shallow… as the circles your parents still lived in.

Your step-father finished inside of you… It was a little early, to be honest. A little disappointing. You had been a little too tangled up in realising how little his opinion might mean to you anymore… to enjoy the taboo reality of being fucked by him. As he pulled out, a little of his semen dripped out of you onto the concrete. Several of your other skimpy outfits were hanging out to dry, nearby. They flapped loosely in the breeze. He rocked back, panting, onto his heels.

“That was… hmm… I needed that…”

You turned around and hopped yourself up to sit on the arm of the couch… offering small, teasing glimpses of your own penis under the skirt, and giving your asshole a few moments to close up.

“I’ll come back… Now and then… When I can.” He stumbled through his words, caught up in a way you’d never thought he could be. You nodded, non committedly.

“Marie’s been… different, since…” Your mother’s name barely registered. You didn’t care much about her, either. You just stared at him with those big, round eyes. Did he know? Or didn’t he?

“I’ll... let myself out.” He murmured, just starting to regain the pomp which you were sure would be back at full blast by the time he reached the street. You watched him do up his fly and head back through the shop. While you sat in the sun for a while… and just listened to the city.

When you headed back into the corridor, Jenny’s gangbang had just finished up. Four men  came out of the door ahead of you and ruffled your hair as they too, turned to leave. You slipped in to where they’d come from, and cuddled up to the cum-smeared remains of your step-sister. They’d clearly gone at it hard… even by her standards. She was a dribbling, barely-conscious wreck of a teenage cocksleeve. She knew your gentle touch though… and leaned in for a kiss.

You didn’t tell her who had come calling. It would only make her angry. She wasn’t ready to forgive and forget, quite yet. The pair of you just lay together, sticky and sweaty and slimy… as you so often ended up by this point in the day. Upstairs thumps and creaking floorboards made it hard to tell whether the father and step-daughter duo were fighting or fucking. Both scenarios amounted to the same thing, really. That was what love meant, to them.

You might have dozed off… but a sound echoed out, dredging you back to the present. The bell in the shop had rung. One or the pair of you were wanted.


Chapter 6

“Like this?” The younger boy asked, dragging his little tongue up the underside of today’s tool of practice. He really was beginning to show some marked improvements in confidence and technique… though there was still that distinct shyness, wherein he almost seemed desperate not to recognise the further contexts of where he was and what he was doing.

“Yes... but look your customer in the eye when you’re doing it!” You instructed, glancing up and down the alleyway just one more time for safety. These little ‘public training sessions’ made you incredibly nervous, every time. Not for the first time, you wondered how you had let yourself be persuaded to come out here and do this alone. The terror of being caught put cricks in your spine as you hunkered down in high-heels and mini-skirt beside the kneeling schoolboy. While the gormless, toothy grin on Mr Landsdale’s face as he looked down on the pair of you didn’t help at all. He was one of your more regular clients, and certainly a good choice for this. Generally calm, easy to please and just about smart enough to be discreet. Meeting you near his own place of employment for a ‘freebie’ was an offer he’d never refuse.

Terry tried his best to obey your orders, glancing up at the large-bellied stranger with those wide, watery eyes. But again and again, that focus slipped back over. You weren’t stupid. You knew where the precious, young thing’s real devotion lay. The innocent, naive obsession he had for absorbing every inch of your slutty, effeminate outlook. It made you a little sick in the stomach to see the growing roots of your corruption over that blinding, heartfelt adoration. Yet also… oh so horny… to watch him twist himself around any task or fleshy limb you asked of him. Insatiably hopeful to win your affections by doing whatever you wanted him to. Your own masters had made you come here… made you use yourself as bait to lure just such a prize, true. But that was really just an excuse… It also sent your tender heart fluttering to watch someone else go through the same process you had. To revel in the nostalgic observation of someone giving up on every hang-up learned from a more civilised sense of self; in order to bask in the opening freedoms of caring only about other’s unkempt desires.

This had all been your step-sister’s idea, of course. Frustrated by the physical limitations that the fruits of your shared labours were having upon your ‘success’. The tool shop sometimes had strangers near lining around the block, to rent out the very specific set of implements that had become its main attraction. Yet there were only so many cocks that you and her could handle at once… however good at multitasking with mouth, hands and feet you both had become. Her own swelling condition only adding further complications to the pot. So ‘recruitment’ had become a new game to play, and sending you into schools you weren’t enrolled to; dressed in long white socks and a scandalously short skirt; had been the giggling ploy to do so.

In all honesty… you hadn’t expected it to work. Wandering the halls and corridors of buildings you’d never entered before, trying to flash a little leg at likely targets while convinced any second you were going to be caught by some teacher. Yet, already you had two new recruits just begging to fall into Skeg and his compatriot’s laps: Katie was a sharp-eyed brunette who had seemed to see through your disguise immediately, striking up a conversation between the stalls of the girl’s bathroom after you had retreated there as all the real students headed off to classes. She’d worked out you didn’t belong… but when she discovered the real reason you were there, simply offered her services immediately. It turned out she’d been after some way of earning extra cash outside of classes, and barely blinked at the idea of using her body to earn it. Unsurprisingly, she and your step-sister had become fast friends… a situation that unnerved you greatly.

And then there had been Terry. The pretty, doe-eyed creature who had began following you from a distance, as you appeared and disappeared in the churning crowds of another day’s end. It had taken you longer than you’d like to admit to notice the timid creature stalking you, yet barely any time at all to steal his first kiss. The boy was smitten with simply the shape of you… and his surprise in learning that you couldn’t really be his girlfriend, so-to-speak, did not seem to hamper the attraction at all. He seemed to see you as some fae and mystical being, from a realm outside of anything he knew. Everything you said to him was absorbed like holy scripture. Every skimpy outfit you wore the pinnacle of fashion to his eyes. Bringing him back to the flat to be fawned over and played with like a dress-up doll by Jenny and Nancy had felt like the greatest betrayal. All that followed was simply the unravelling thread of inevitability. He was your pet now… as much as you were only a chained and collared plaything yourself.


Chapter 7

The rotund older man grunted, cueing a surprised-sounding reply from Terry... and a glistening spurt across the eighteen year old cutie's features as he lost track of the hose he was slurping on. Dribbling beads of slime dotted themselves down from his short, dark fringe to his softly sharp chin. You almost sighed with delight at the sight of a face so suitably adorned, before remembering you were supposed to be teaching him to swallow down such gifts as any good slut would.

Once again the dichotomy of this role against your natural sense of place in the world was jarring and yet alluring. Your instructions were to craft this boy into just as pliable a plaything as yourself: desperate for the approval and arousal of anyone who’d offer such. The urge to sidle in and help him tend to your paying client was palpable, yet you knew he would learn better by tackling the task alone. You scraped a globule of cum away from his eyelashes to let him look up at you adoringly, then offered it for him to suck from your finger. The wet tickle of his tongue a delight in itself, as he diligently cleaned up the rest of the mess he'd made of himself.

Meanwhile, Mr Landsdale had tucked himself away and held out a scrunched up banknote as a tip, for you to squirrel away in the padding of your bra. He was in no hurry to hang around so close to the school, having just cum all over one of his own students. It was actually rather worrying how many of your regular clients turned out to be teachers. Not that Terry particularly seemed to even notice who you were having him pleasure each day.

So now you were left in the alleyway alone: One twenty year old dropout dressed like the cheap, sissy whore he was and one still-innocent schoolboy well on his way to becoming the same.

"Let’s go buy you some clothes…" You sighed, remembering the instructions Skeg and Jenny had given. 'Take him in as a boy, bring him out as a bitch in heat!' The prospect of facing the checkout girls midway through such a process already giving you palpitations. Why did it have to be you doing all this?!

You knew the answer of course… It was because it would be making your dear step-sister wet to think about, as she struggled around the flat with that big, round belly. Maybe letting Rod or Dave get off using her swollen tits, but listening to the muffled sounds of Katie having a lot more fun downstairs. Getting pregnant hadn’t been part of the master plan. She’d taken all the pills she was supposed to. It just turned out getting fucked nearly all day every day for a year and a bit meant there was a good chance one would fail. And while there were certainly a few customers who liked her even more like this… it certainly put limits on the appeal in both directions. What Jenny called 'accidental watersports' was a circumstance she was getting a little tired of.

What also was constantly rotting away in the back of your brain, of course… was who the father might be? You had certainly ejaculated in or around your step-sister a few times over the course of your new life together. Though not as often as every other Tom, Dick and Harry in the local area. Chances were heavily in Skeg and his two friend's favour, really. But there was still the ever-so-slim possibility that together you had cemented yourselves even further into the realms of taboo than your roles as sibling prostitutes already set you. What made it worse was the fact that it wasn't fear you felt at such a prospect, deep in the inner reaches of your soul. The obsessive, unhealthy lust you held for the girl you had shared a home with had not decreased over all this time, and some part of you definitely saw the idea of having planted a baby in her as… wonderful. It sickened you to see the same kind of devotion in Terry, and understand so fully how trapped you both were.

He'd definitely impregnate you… if he could.


Chapter 8

As you left the alley and skirted around the various tennis and basketball courts at the back of the school, various gaggles of students were still hanging around. You could pick up vague snatches of whispered conversation as you passed, from those who clearly recognised Terry.

"Who's that with creepy T… his girlfriend?"

"I hear she's older… and a total slut…"

"She's gotta just be wringing money out of him or something right? For drugs and stuff?"

It was a long time since your own struggles through teenage sociability had bothered you. The idea that these gossiping strangers thought you were a young lady ready to spread her legs for a little cash wasn’t going to upset you... after all: you basically were. In fact, since the money all went to Skeg and co anyway, they were missing the mark in more ways than one. You were just a submissive, crossdressing little whore. A slave to the whims of your step-sister and the extended family of perverts she had placed you both in the hands of. You liked being bent over, day after day and invaded by a new parade of strangers. You liked the various, small unsubtle ways your outward appearance now advertised just who and what you were: The pretty, entwining flowers that had been tattooed on your smooth inner thighs, always leading the eye up under whatever too-short shorts or skirt you were wearing. The pinch of a thong between your buttcheeks and light bounce of the glass gem dangling from your belly button.

You had come to terms with all that. Learned to revel in the sexy, sleazy honesty in which your outfits begged others to leer at you and so many were happy to oblige. Drew self-worth from the hungry way your friends and clients desired you as a plaything, where 'civilised' society had never made it half so simple. You were a walking, talking human sex-toy… and perfectly content to be so.

Turning Terry into the same though… that was different. You couldn’t help but feel you were taking advantage of his love, much like those whisperers insinuated. Twisting him around your finger and then sliding it inside someone else. Sure that was sorta what had happened with you, too. But you and your step-sister’s situation had been different, no? And she simply knew you better than you knew yourself.

All this echoed around your mind as you entered the department store and headed upstairs to find a quiet section where you wouldn't be disturbed. Terry clung to your arm in glee and excitement, clearly happy as anything to be trawling through the lingerie aisles with you. Even against all your doubts, some part of you was already undressing his slender form in your mind. Coming up with all sorts of ways you could make a pretty, young prostitute out of him. He was a doll… just like the ones you'd secretly played with whenever your step-father’s stern frown wasn't glaring through your childhood. Dressing him up was a game you couldn’t help but have fun with.

The pair of you scuttled down the short corridor to a changing room with a whole armful of options, escaping the suspicious gaze of its attendant. There you finally found an alcove of enclosed safety where the threat of judging eyes seemed distant. Terry dropped his clothes to the ground without a second’s thought, unveiling his slender form before you as if he had been just waiting to do so. His every inch was waxed smooth and hairless, courtesy of Katie and Jenny’s giggling malice… and it was only in moments alone like this that you ever remembered that the boy was actually taller than you. Thin and long-limbed, where you actually mimicked some of your stepsister’s curviness. His blind devotion so often had him on his knees before you, yet here he loomed above… naked and beautiful.

“A-are you sure you want to do this?” You asked, unsure who you were really posing the question too.

“Of course...” Smiled the boy who loved you. “I want to be everything you are!”


Chapter 9

One eighteen year old schoolboy and his wholly unsuitable escort had entered the store… but two giggling, little whores left it. Somehow you had ended up spending most of your time in that overly cozy booth making out. Terry had leaned in from above to say something… and you'd pulled him into a kiss. From there, there was only a pink, rosy haze as each of you helped each other in and out of a whole parade of scandalous, girly outfits. It had somehow become fun to figure out just how utterly obvious you could dress each other up as nothing but a treat for perverse eyes.

Tight, faux-leather skirts and boob-tubes. Skin-clinging denim shorts with thongs that rode out above. Free-flowing dresses with straps just made to fall from one shoulder or another. Form-fitting leggings and yoga pants for when you were just lounging around being screwed by Skeg and his friends. All these had been tools of your trade for so long that you’d almost forgotten the nervous thrill that blossomed across Terry's face every time he wriggled his emasculated form into them. Baggy trousers and oversized hoodies were the uniform that timid boys, like you both had been, could hide behind. But, to earn your keep as slaves to strangers lusts… a wholly more garish wardrobe was required. It almost seemed to drive you to wear the most skimpy and outrageous outfits you could, in fact. To detach yourself further from that forgotten other self, and make it clear that your appearance was only ever really for others enjoyment and consumption.

The checkout girl's stare was piercingly polite, as you unfurled a roll of loose notes from your bra. Ideas like 'bank accounts' and 'taxable income' were obviously kept a long way from the dirty side-streets Skeg’s tool shop occupied. You honestly had no idea how much you and your step-sister earned each week, handing over your bodies to stranger after stranger. If you needed something… all you had to do was ask. Your landlord, employer and owner was always more than happy to provide. Which of course implied that whatever your needs cost, your clandestine earnings far outstripped them. It didn’t matter. With a baby on the way and the 'business' expanding… you simply did not want to think about the admin of it all. You just wanted to suck the cock in front of you, with a hand on the next one waiting. Life was so much simpler that way.

The outfits that you and Terry had ended up in were two matching glittery crop tops: one gold, one silver. Below that were a pair of tight and oh-so-short miniskirts, slit down the side to show as much sleek, shaven leg as possible. These were combined with fishnet stockings and the customary stripper heels to leave no doubt at all what kind of glances you might draw. You had spent a good fifteen minutes on your apprentice-in-whoring's make-up, the kind of up-close delicate attention that clearly sent him mad with desire for you. By the time you were done you were positive that no-one who didn't know precisely where to look would have any idea that your two, slim forms were actually masculine by birth. The thrill of basking in femininity still tingling beneath your skin as much as it ever did.

You could see the same excitement in Terry, even by the way he walked. The sultry sway he tried to put into his hips, despite still clumsily coming to terms with pavements balanced beyond stiletto heels. You didn’t quite know where you stood, upon the grand and complex graphs of sexuality. Didn't know if you were actually some glaring insult to those born with wombs or unfairly left without. Personal identity was not something you registered as a facet of your very existence, since you had handed the reins over to others more interested. You lived as a girl because your various masters and mistresses wanted you too. That was all there was to it. The clients you served wanted something soft and squeaky and delicate to bounce upon their laps, so that was what you gave them. The tool to fit their needs, rented right from the shelf.

It was thinking these thoughts that you turned down the street that led towards the shop. Walking arm in arm with Terry through the dirty, trash-strewn neighbourhood. Always keeping one eye open for creeps, perverts and weirdos… although perhaps only to offer a sweet smile towards the ones you recognised. You were part of the scenery around here now, after all. Offered a kiss on the cheek or a cigarette by the other 'girls of the night' you might pass. Given the occasional squeeze on the ass by people who knew you… or some that just wanted to. This was an ecosystem that you had been thoroughly entrenched in now. One that ran endlessly on back-alley exchanges of cash or drugs or bodily fluids. Your innocent companion stared out at it from behind false lashes with perhaps the same excitement and terror that you once had… but to you it just felt like sanctuary. The rules and restrictions of the ‘real’ world held no sway here. No-one was shocked or tutting about the amount of flesh you had on display. No cops might come questioning who you were and where you lived. This was the street that you were meat upon. This was home.


Chapter 10

Arriving at the tool shop, there were two dishevelled-looking figures waiting for you; either side of the counter.

Katie was leaning on her elbows, wearing nothing but a loose set of denim dungarees. One of the straps had fallen from her shoulder, completely baring a small, round breast to the world at large. Perhaps somewhere in the world it would be considered suspicious or at the very least, unprofessional, to have a barely-dressed teenager manning your business's front of house. You'd lost all fears for the need of subtlety around here though… if a visitor didn't already know what your shop actually sold, they'd find no-one to complain to who'd care.

Across from her, waiting patiently, stood a familiar, gaunt figure… albeit looking more out of sorts than ever. His once-fine suit looked like it hadn't seen a dry cleaner in months. Great bags were showing under his eyes and his hair stuck out at all angles, grey stubble lining sharp cheekbones.

"There you are, Jo…" Breathed an exasperated sounding Katie. "This one's been waiting for an hour. Wouldn't even leave and come back…"

The second part was stated with a needling sideways glance at the man in question, not that he seemed to notice at all. He simply stared at you with pitiably hungry eyes, like a puppy waiting for the can to be opened. You sighed heavily, but passed your bags of newly purchased lingerie over to Terry; indicating that he should take them up to the flat.

"You sure you don't want some… help?" Asked the taller, younger crossdresser, eyeing the customer with something between suspicion and jealousy. The overprotectiveness of this boy you were leading astray was… cute. But this was a weekly chore you had to face alone. Even Jenny called you an idiot for putting up with it.

You assuaged his worries with a kiss and a slight rummage beneath the hemline of his skirt, then led the way toward the back room.

Your step-father stood over you, staring into the middle distance, as you freed his cock from its zipper and confines. He still barely even looked at you in any of these sessions, despite coming back every single week like clockwork. You tried to concentrate on the task of sucking and stroking, rather than listening to the usual spiel of self-pitying misery.

"Juliana's moving in with her personal trainer… her lawyer says she's pushing for half the house."

Throughout all these interactions since he'd first found you, your parent had never referred to his wife as 'your mother'. Never acknowledged that the pretty, little whore he kept a date with every week was his own son. Yet he'd tell you all the comings and goings in their failing marriage. The nose-dive that his career had taken. Let you know just how much everything had fallen apart since you and your step-sister had ran away.

As you bent forward over the bed and presented your ass enticingly you couldn’t help but wonder if there was something in this weekly exchange which affected you both. Some draining of spirit from one vessel into another when he buried that thick phallus which had first produced you, deep into your well-practised rectum. For you had only ever become more comfortable and confident in this life you were leading, every time you received this donation of incestuous flesh. Every time he paid for the pleasure of screwing his own child that he'd spent so many years trying to shape into someone else. The house and home you had abandoned was falling apart… and you felt nothing for them anymore. You were done with that life. All you could offer was a nice, warm hole for your parent to bury all his sorrows in.

After five minutes or so of heaving and grunting, your step-father came inside you once again. You supposed you could keep track of how many times that had happened by now, just by counting back the weeks since he'd first appeared in the shop. But why bother? It was just another bellyful of ejaculate among the many others you'd receive: each and every day. You were a cumbucket for all such lost and prideful men. Those who could not feel fulfilled in themselves without creeping down to this dirty, old tool shop and ploughing themselves into the little drops of sweetness that resided here. You were a receptacle for all their pent up inadequacies, that was what had slowly become clear. Squeaking and panting and gasping as the pleasure of their rude entries overcame you. You provided some short pretence that they were worth what they imagined they should be.

That was a charity you were happy to grant, as your parent pulled himself free of you. But your relationship ended in that small transaction. He would clean himself up and disappear off to one high-class bar or another. You would lie there for a moment longer, and feel his seed cooling inside your colon. Another week passed. Another step away from your childhood.


Chapter 11

You clambered your way out from the back room of the shop, thighs trembling a little from the aftermath of today's taboo invasion. It didn’t matter how regularly your lower colon received guests these days… the intensity of the experience and jelly-legged response was always the same. You supposed that was why you found yourself quite so addicted, like how eating spicy food drew you back to face the same delicious pain, time and time again. There was no longer any doubt in your mind as to whether you were simply playing the slut for the benefit of others. Being pounded into the never-cleaned-regularly-enough bedsheets of that cramped, sweaty fuckpit was something you craved after every minute it wasn’t happening.

Emerging behind the counter, you found Katie still holding her position… waiting for the next hungry customer wanting to claim her. From here you could see the trail of creamy fluids already dribbling out from under the cutoff shorts of her outfit and down her inner leg. No wonder she was slouching so. It must have been quite the busy afternoon since you went to pick up Terry. Not for the first time, you wondered just why this nearly-graduated highschooler had so immediately agreed to put herself in this position. She didn’t seem like a slave to some deep, submissive urges. She wasn’t lost in love with someone she really shouldn’t be. Nor was she running away from a home that sought only to break her. The girl caught the bus home every day to a normal suburban home, having cleaned up any evidence that she’d skipped out on half her classes to instead erotically service a parade of unknown perverts. Sure, she also earned a back pocket full of badly crumpled banknotes… but there had to be more to it than that, right?

You gave her a hug from behind, still bathing in the glowing warmth of receiving another man’s climax inside you. There was a certain feminine camaraderie that came with all of you being laid out and screwed side by side, day in, day out. It made you all feel like sisters, to a degree. Whether Katie acknowledged that connection as well, you weren’t sure… but she accepted the hug and a little bit of booby-fondling nonetheless. Body autonomy was certainly not recognised around here at any rate. Anything that could be grabbed and played with: was fair game.

Progressing up to the flat, you weren’t at all surprised to hear the familiar sounds of moans and gurgles coming from within your place of residence. The door was left ajar and it would seem Terry hadn’t got five paces before being made to kneel down and take his second throatful of man-meat since leaving school that afternoon. Rod nodded to you jovially, not pausing for a moment in his pistoning against your devoted young protege. Over on the couch, your step-sister was being similarly put upon. Skeg was astride her chest, thrusting between her swollen breasts as she squeezed them together to provide a tight corridor for him.

There was no sign of Dave, so you assumed he was off baby-sitting for Nancy. The bond that giant man had already formed with the inbred daughter of his two close friends was sort of beautiful. That baby was raised in a sheltered world of love and harmony, far from this sordid chaos which had both spawned and supported her. Skeg seemed to have settled more into the role of grandfather, than father for her… living apart from his former step-daughter come lover, yet showering the little creature with gifts whenever he could. It was sort of strange to think… how naturally you’d all formed an extended family around that babbling little bundle of joy, despite the fucked-up other side to all your relationships. It gave you hope for your step-sister’s child-to-be: that he or she might yet be able to live a relatively normal life. Raised by a whole collective of aunts and uncles… with no hint of what they all got up to, behind closed doors.

You said your hellos and put away the shopping. Not put out in the slightest by all the sexual activity you had to weave between. Every day was the same. This flat was simply a den of debauchery, and you’d feel strange if it ever seemed different. You’d cook dinner and then wash it down with the flavour of another penis or another, snuggled up with Terry as you each shared that perpetual task. Life was easy when all you had to look out for was the next lump of meat to grab hold of. Nothing was so cozy as feeling another cock you recognised slide inside you without a hint of friction or hesitation. That was the realisation you’d come to, in accepting this role in life forever. That was true happiness… for a little, crossdressing whore like you.


Chapter 12

Much later that evening, you were walking Terry home through the quiet darkness of a city not-quite sleeping. Shadows moved in the darkness and the breeze whispered between your shaven thighs, making you really feel rather exposed and vulnerable.

Up ahead though, your fellow crossdresser didn't seem perturbed at all. He was practicing walking in high-heels. Making sure to wiggle his little rump seductively from side to side in a pornographic pastiche of how most women actually walked. Everything he knew of sex and love now revolving around that dirty flat and everything that went on in there. It seemed so wrong and yet… Even you had to admit how pretty a little whore he made. How fast it made your heartbeat to see him on his knees with all that innocence and naivety on display. It was terrible to know how horny it made you: to see him being twisted and corrupted as you had. To watch the blooming colour in his cheeks as you remembered how it had felt to back there yourself; first learning what you now knew as everything.

"Are you sure you're still okay… with everything they do to us?" You asked, trying desperately to escape the sway of those hips as they pulled upon your eyes.

Terry turned to look at you over his shoulder, a coy, coquettish excitement on his painted face.

"Yes! It's amazing! I wish I didn't ever have to leave!"

The honesty on his face was both pure and white as snow. The beautiful creature's joy and innocence so contrasted to the sordid hours which had inspired it. Flashes back to lying on the carpet next to him; both of you with knees up near your shoulders as two much-older men drove themselves inside you; came over in a wave. All the times you had kissed him, rolling in the aftermath of feeling Skeg and co come inside you both. Feeling their semen drip slowly out of your asses.

"I could spend all day, everyday being their little plaything… if it meant I was doing it with you!"

The love and adoration burned bright in his gaze, too bright to be refused. You pressed your lipstick against his own, as tongues tangled within. Just at that moment a car full of drunken young men rolled past, wolf-whistling and slowing down to admire your embrace. Yet you could barely hear their convincement that they had stumbled across the cutest lesbian couple around. All you could do is wrap yourself around him and explore every inch of his mouth you could.

Once the car had driven on, he finally pulled away from you for a moment… leaving your lips still stinging out for more.

"The only person who hasn't fucked me all month… is you!" He plucked up the courage to state, the hurt plain in his eyes. "Not since they got you to take my virginity… all those weeks ago…"

It was true; you hadn't. Hadn't felt your own meagre meat inside of him in all the time he had been properly introduced to the flat. Had tried to block out the memory of his tightness clenching around you as your own step-sister gently pushed your back into every thrust. Twisted delight shining in her eyes as she sent your penis into one of the only other bodies it had ever entered, save hers and Nancy’s. As always, it was her word that had finally got you to invade your doting follower so. Your devotion to her every lurid delight still as strong as it ever was.

But now… now you could no longer resist what lay in the unsettled depths of your servile heart. The boy had made a request, plain as day. You could no longer hold back on everything your body yearned for, pressed up so close against his.


Chapter 13

You dragged him to a nearby phonebox, just for some vague sense of shelter. The walls were clear perspex, bathed in the mouldy yellow light of street lamps… but at least there was enough graffiti and flyers pasted across them to obscure some view of the interior. It was a grimy, claustrophobically tight space, which only drove you to cling even tighter to the femboy angel you had dragged in with you. A thousand dirty messages and declarations of love had been scratched into every surface available, but your eyes caught one almost immediately: It recommended a certain tool shop and gave precise instructions on how to order up 'the tightest boipussy around'. A strange pride lit up in your chest to be so publicly reviewed and advertised. It drove you yet further into the whirlwind of your own horniness.

You pulled up on Terry's microskirt and down upon the silken panties beneath, dropping them to tangle around his knocking-together knees far below. Your own matching outfit received similar treatment as the aching erection you had been desperately hiding was finally released from its effeminate prison. You ran hands across his smooth, bubbling rear and reached around to find a similar staff waiting… swollen by the thought of what you were about to do to him. One finger slipped up inside the teen, just to check his readiness. A twitch in his cock and moan in your ear told you all you needed to know, the taller sissy simply needed you inside him, here and now.

The embrace of his rectum was a soft grasp of warm welcome. You could immediately feel the presence of other men’s leavings, and the adjustments Terry’s body had made to accommodate much bigger tools than yours. Still, his eagerness to absorb you completely was physical and apparent. His slim body sucked you in to the hilt, craving every centimetre of love you could offer. In some ways it felt so strange… to be the wrong side of this equation, but doing it with your veritable apprentice in sluttery sent everything topsy turvy. It was almost as if you were fucking yourself, in a way… the scantily dressed mirror of all you had become. That was what drove you mad with lust, watching the gradual corruption of this beautiful boy: the chance to masturbate over your own identical fall from grace, from a different angle. You loved what you both had become… as much as it worried you you shouldn’t. Sex and shame and sucking cock were all that interested you, anymore. Terry was just a doll that you could play with too, even as you were for the others.

The taller femboy pressed his hands against the cold, smearing perspex. The hot breath pouring from both of you condensating on every surface. You could feel the leftover liquids from Skeg and Rod and Dave, sloshing around your own flesh with each thrust inside him… Along with the occasional drip still escaping down your own thighs from all this exertion. It gave the sense that you were all still trapped in that endless orgy, wherever you might go. There was no escaping what they’d left in you, what they’d made of you. Even out here together… you were both just property of others. Terry’s girlish moans reverberated around the enclosed space, making you feel like you were screwing a whole choir of shapely femboys. Your hand remained gripped upon his own shaft, echoing the movements inside him. With every twitch and throb, you could tell just how excited it made him. Just how long he had been aching to experience this connection with you once more. The boy-made-whore adored having you buried in his deepest trenches, and would wait patiently for a thousand years… pleasuring every stranger who came along… just to get another chance to feel that.

Outside, more car lights flashed past… once, twice, maybe three times. Perhaps it was the same pervert driver able to see far more than you realised and crawling along at the view for as long as he could. It didn’t matter. You were beyond caring what others thought of this wholly unsuitable scene. You were hot, sweaty and delirious with the grimy thrill of it all. You could feel your mascara beginning to run down from the corner of one eye, but simply could not stop pumping. Thrusting into the centre of the schoolboy you’d stolen from civilised society. Ready to fill his bowels with yet another sticky fountain of raw, unfiltered lust. Ready to drag his hips just that little bit closer to yours and pull him further down into your world…


Chapter 14

Half an hour later, the pair of you were hidden in the shadows along the side of just another suburban townhouse. Just about free of the cheek-reddening exaltations that had splattered across the wall of that lonely photo-booth and given Terry yet another slimy skip to his step.

The boy was tugging the high heels from his delicate feet, half-in and half-out of his slutty attire already. A precautionary action you had helped him with many times before, just against the risk that someone heard him climbing in the window so late at night and the fact that he was dressed like a tarted-up little whorelette added even more complications to that scenario. As far as you knew… none of Terry’s family had any idea what had been happening to their son over the past month or so. You had been introduced, briefly, as a ‘female friend’... but had been too embarrassed by the whole situation to really engage with them at all. As far as they knew, their politely shy offspring had simply met a nice girl at school and now spent an awful lot of time with her family. You weren’t even sure if he was facing any repercussions or consternation over those habits. It was so far from the stifling household you had grown up in, or the new one that had adopted you.

Still, you could never complain at another brief opportunity to see Terry’s naked form in the moonlight. Goosebumps growing on his skin as he tried to dig through a bag for the more masculine uniform he had been wearing earlier. It seemed strange, watching him try to drag on the false-flag trappings of a ‘real boy’, even with a generous amount of makeup still all over his face. It seemed so backwards, somehow… so far from who you now knew him to be. Personally, you couldn’t remember the last time you wore trousers… or anything that hid your pierced belly-button. The surgery had already been booked to add more than a little weight to your chest… in all honesty, you could hardly wait.

“Come up with me… for just a bit?” The hope was clear and watery in Terry’s eyes. He couldn’t bear for you to go just yet. You sighed heavily… knowing it would be an early morning’s fucking that woke you up, however late you got back to the flat. But still… you couldn’t break the boy's heart here, and there tended to be ample opportunities to catch a nap, during your average working day.

The pair of you clambered up the well-known tree that led to his bedroom window. You feeling the wind whistling up under your skirt as you left the ground an awfully good view, should anyone have been around to claim it. Your companion slid the frame open and clambered inside… waiting a moment or two for any sounds of sudden interest from the otherwise silent house. Then beckoned you on inside, to land upon his soft bed.

The room seemed like any general teenagers, with perhaps just a few subtle hints of something more. Hanging proudly on the back of his door was a schoolgirl outfit Skeg had bought him, most certainly not up to standards for his own institution. Somehow his parents had clearly never noticed it, hidden in plain sight. Much like the secret collection of thongs and lacy underwear stuffed to the back of his drawers, some of which had once belonged to you… and perhaps never been washed since. Or the high-heels secreted to the back of his wardrobe and glittering miniskirts and bikinis hidden inside rarely-worn suits. The only real sign of the boy’s submissive new reality were the posters on his wall… which had all slowly become androgynous characters upon their knees. Tongues out and eyelashes fluttering. Unregistered role models for any sissy femboy looking to earn himself a place below the table.

You listened to him tiptoe off to wash his face, and relieve a bladder that you yourself had been pushing against, not so long ago. It was so strange to be staring up at someone else’s ceiling, like the snuck-in girlfriend of so many mainstream sitcoms. It was almost soothing, to hear your heart beating in your ears for what was really a more normal state of trepidation than you were used to. If his parents really did wake up now it would be… awkward… but not world ending by any measure. They would just see their son as having snuck in his slightly under-dressed friend late at night. The kind of teenage hijinks which were actually swiftly forgiven. With no knowledge that you were both, in fact, still filled with the semen of several different strangers and had just screwed each other senseless in full public view. It really was a veneer of normality that you so rarely got to breach the surface of these days… A reminder that outside the shop and flat, another world still kept turning over, the same as it ever had.

Terry finished in the bathroom and returned to snuggle down next to you. Before long you were both just naked again. Softened penises touching beneath the covers and breath stirring against each other’s cheeks. Cuddling up in the womb of the night, a place of limbo that belonged to neither side of your existence.


Chapter 15

You woke up to a strange softness, not the usual battered mattress of the flat. For a moment you thought you were back in your own bed in your parents house. That everything that had happened with your step-sister and Skeg and all the others, was just a dream… But then you spied the smear of makeup upon the pillow, left there by your own face. You hadn’t meant to stay the night here, so hadn’t taken it off. Your eyes felt sticky and crusty from all the mascara and eyeliner still glueing their lids shut… offering the perfect excuse to just keep them shut and drift back off to sleep.

Other matters called though… and demanded you force yourself upright. A young sissy couldn't spend the entire evening before having her lower colon filled with spunk, without needing to relieve herself come morning. Terry was still slumbering, so you took the risk of clambering out from between the bedsheets and creeping through the silent house.

It was only when you were securely locked in that further haven, that it struck you you were still completely naked. Wandering around with little to no clothing was such a casual part of your life above the tool shop, that it barely even registered anymore. Yet here, the sight of the son of the household's femboy lover, completely exposed… might certainly cause a stir. A sudden nervousness came over all of you, setting the soft hairs on your nape alight. But of course, there was nothing you could do for the moment. You were trapped with your fears and your thoughts. Grasping for any string of focus and distraction.

It dawned on you that you had also been considering yourself as a 'her', ever since that morning where you had first dropped your panties in front of that jury of three. While Terry remained, to your mind, 'him'. It seemed nothing to be considered a girlfriend by his family, classmates or strangers in the street. Yet, how would they react… to see what dangled between your legs, if they caught you here and now? Did they have any inkling, that their youngest child was anything more or less than the heteronormative expectation? That, day by day… he was becoming a more and more dedicated cock-swallower. You wondered how Terry himself saw you, or him? He had fallen for you thinking you were a girl, after all… and just sort of followed along with every revelation after. It didn’t matter to him who you were… as long as you were you.

It was just as you were reaching the door, having washed off and rinsed away such quandaries… that the very sounds you didn’t want to hear rang true. Out in the corridor a door opened, and footsteps sent the floorboards creaking. Split second decision making took over. You had already slid the latch open, and couldn't very well slam it back closed without drawing attention. So instead your only option was to hop into the bathtub and hide behind the shower curtain. Someone's heart was beating a thousand times a second in your ear and every inch of your uncovered skin prickled with lightning fear. You hoped against hope that whoever it was would just wander on past, towards the kitchen… but your life had never been so lucky.

The bathroom door opened and someone came in, though you had no way of knowing who it was. The sounds of a bottom hitting toilet seat and the following watery tinkle made you inordinately embarrassed. There was no escaping this situation now. If they caught you they'd definitely decide you were some kind of pervert… and not even any of the kinds that you actually were. All you could do was hold your breath and shiver with barely-restrained nervous adrenaline.


Chapter 16

Before the first entrant had even flushed… there was another frustrated knock on the door. A muffled voice on the far side wheedled: "Moooom, let me in! I really need to go!"

You heard a heavy sigh closer by, and the resigned sound of a mother giving up on her only moment of peace. She got up and flicked the latch, but clearly made no move to exit the room.

"Alright, alright… but I need to get ready so we'll have to share."

The hurrying newcomer didn't seem too perturbed by this arrangement, so you guessed correctly that it was Terry’s older sister. A tall and ferocious girl who's bullish behaviour had been extensively recounted by your fellow sissy. You had only met her once, but had seen immediately the predatory way she looked at you… the same look some of your clients got if you were about to have a rough and sore evening. The dominant and sadistic, unable to help but recognise those they could bend to their desires and whims. Much like yourself… you felt a lot of who Terry was, possibly stemmed from this particular sibling.

"Did you hear your brother get in last night?" Asked the matriarch of the family, shuffling through some pots of creams and poultices near the sink.

"No… He must've been out pretty late with that skank again."

"Fiona! Don't call her that! She seems like a perfectly nice young-"

"Don't kid yourself Mom… You saw the way she dresses. I bet she's got five more like our spindly dweeb on the hook… Bleeding ‘em all dry."

The accusations hurt. Not least because Terry’s mother didn't exactly turn around and disagree… nor because the truth was possibly worse. You felt so guilty, listening in to these private judgements of your perceived sins.

“Well… At least he’s met someone… I was starting to worry he was-”

“A little cocksucker? He totally still is Mom… I wonder if she has a brother he’s after, or something…?”

The older woman sighed again, clearly despairing a little at her foul-mouthed daughter. Yet still did not go out of her way to defend Terry himself.

“Well either way… all these late nights can’t be good for his schoolwork. I’ll have to wake him up now. Don’t take too long in the shower okay?”

The sound of one player leaving left you with very little time for relief… before pure terror set in. ‘Fiona’ took very little time at all to finish up on the toilet and reach for the shower curtain. She pulled it aside in one quick flourish and, in a flash; you were face to face with the equally shocked and surprised features of Terry’s sister. She took several age-long seconds to look you up and down: Taking in who you were. How exposed you were… and what additional features that exposure was revealing. All you could do was cower meekly in the corner of the bathtub, as she slowly made judgement over your fate. A sly smile crept across her lips, a wicked glint within her eyes. You knew then that screaming for her parents to call the police was not on the cards… but that other plans might be afoot.

The awkward silence dragged on. Almost to the point where you were freed from your paralysis enough to try and speak a word in your own defence. Except… she immediately placed a finger across your lips. The much-taller girl discarded her night clothes and stepped into the bathtub with you. She set the shower running and proceeded to begin washing herself, just as if you weren’t there. You were forced to simply remained huddled beside her knees, blinking away the constant splashes of soapy water that ricocheted toward your eyes. You barely dared look up, at the unveiled form of a twenty year old woman in all her glory. Terry had revealed she did gymnastics at some semi-professional level… and the muscular curves of her frame made it all too apparent.

Halfway through, she handed you the washcloth. Watching from above as you begrudgingly gave yourself a half-hearted scrubbing as well. Normally, considering the… grimier aspects of your lifestyle… You took personal hygiene very seriously, and enjoyed your long, cleansing moments as a chance to be rid of yesterday’s soreness and stains. This, however, was possibly the most unbalanced you’d ever felt… scrubbing your slender limbs in front of a silent, threatening witness.

Once you were done, she simply turned the water off. Pulling you to your feet and offering a large, fluffy towel. It was wrapped in one of these each… that she stuck her head into the corridor, checking the coast was clear before dragging you along by the hand. You scurried after her as quickly as you could, still with no idea quite what was happening. Yet, over your shoulder… you could see the door to Terry’s room. That was apparently not where you were headed.


Chapter 17

You watched the door pull closed with fear and bemusement. Suddenly… you were alone, in the middle of a strange bed in an empty room, just one wall away from the much cozier space where you’d spent the night. All around were the trappings of a young woman on the cusp of adulthood: open wardrobe full of going-out dresses, scattered bras and high-heels and, in the corner, a set of exercise equipment and training weights that you doubted you could even begin to lift. It was like when Dave took you along to his house or gym… just a gulping reminder of how feeble and delicate your own physicality was really, compared to those who had put the work in.

You wriggled a little, trying to breathe through your nose. The first thing Fiona had done was immediately stuff a pair of panties from her drawer straight into your mouth. You had squeaked in muffled confusion at this sudden gagging, but she had just smiled and pushed you bodily down onto her bed. From there she had grabbed your arms and pulled them up and together, trapping your toweled form between her hips as she tied your wrists to the centre posts of her headboard. She had used the soft, fabric belt of a dressing gown to achieve this… and had another just to hand for your ankles as well. She didn’t secure these to anything else, but left them bound tightly together, without any hope of pulling one free. Then she had simply got dressed and left, completely ignoring your occasional, pleading whines from behind a wall of cotton.

You could move your body fairly freely, and could probably spit the panties out of your mouth if you really tried. But bending with your stomach to bring your feet up above your head didn’t really achieve anything… and in fact just risked opening up the towel which was all you had covering you. More to the point, you didn’t know exactly what you’d do if you did regain the ability to yell or thump for attention. Call out for Terry at the risk of attracting his parents instead? Your meek determination not to make this any worse for him than it already was really boiled down into knowing you’d just have to wait this out and see what his sister had planned.

For a brief moment, you heard his voice in the corridor, replying to his mother’s insistence that he’d be late for school if he didn’t hurry up. You imagined him waking up in confusion at the empty bed… deciding that you must have left in the night. Perhaps not registering the clothes you’d still left scattered about in his late-night bleariness. You imagined them all sitting down to breakfast somewhere below, chatting about normal family things while Fiona shot teasing, meaningful smirks across at her bemused little brother. You imagined all this because there was precious little else to do, trapped and strung out like a fly in a web. Your still-wet hair flowed out around your head. Your arms complained of this unnatural position to be held in, shoulders at max stretch. One of your small, shaven testicles itched… but there was absolutely no way to reach it. You squirmed your little hips in the humiliating discomfort of it all, but had no choice at all but to wait for the black widow who had caught you to unveil her further schemes.

It bothered you that the thing that bothered you most… was the idea that you really should be back at the shop. Getting ready to spend another day pleasuring your regulars and strangers off the street alike. Your dearest step-sister might be worrying about you, or all the others in their varying fashions. But it was your duties as an always-open set of warm holes which called out to you. People had come to rely on you as part of their daily routine, popping in for a quick blowjob on their way to work. You liked the casual regularity that your life of prostitution had taken on. You felt proud to be that little ray of sunshine in other’s day to day drudgery. All of which was bleeding away by the second as this sibling of your fellow sex-pet decided how to make use of all she’d just learned.

It sent you into minor spirals of panic and palpitations. Your mouth felt dry and tongue heavy. Your asshole unnaturally empty. Were you really so habitually addicted to being used as a cockholster, that a morning without sent you skittish? It was a worrying realisation to come to… yet one that came from the centre of your heart. If you weren’t being fucked, then someone else would need to pick up the slack. Which meant your heavily pregnant step-sister would be drowning in spare cocks. That was, after all… why Terry and Katie were being trained up in the first place: The tool shop now had an always-open reputation to uphold. You and your step-sibling had single handedly made it into a pillar of the local community. A small family business that everyone knew and loved. What more could a haphazard brothel hope to be?


Chapter 18

After what seemed like an entire age of man… Terry’s step-sister returned. You had heard two cars leave through the open slit of her bedroom window. Which presumably meant you were now alone in the house with this smirking predator. She certainly prowled like some carnivorous feline, as she circled her own bed. Taking time to enjoy and admire the quivering treat she had cornered. A trailing hand reached down and unwrapped the towel from you, leaving your smooth and naked form exposed for her inspection.

"Well this explains a lot…" She said, finally. Eyes crawling over your body hungrily, leaving goosebumps shivering in their wake. "I never would've guessed… you really do a good job, you know! With that soft, squeaky voice and strutting your hips around. I bet you get a thousand straight boys a day checking you out, without realising for a second…"

There was a strange little burst of pride in your chest at these unexpected compliments from an intimidating provider. After all, you really did put a lot of effort into looking and sounding like the most feminine little slut around. It was, for you, a kind of survival instinct. A detachment from who you used to be. The more like a girl you felt, the safer you felt… and every pair of red-blooded, obliquely heterosexual eyes that strayed across your assets only encouraged that feeling. But… here and now… all of that had been stripped away. Fiona had your secrets laid out before her, like a frog on the dissecting table. Just what did she plan to do with them? And you?

The young woman crawled up onto the bed with you, her loose black dress riding up at the hips. She always had a hint of the gothic about the clothes she wore… though in a more muted, adult way than the over-the-top plastic fashion of teenagers. Terry called her ‘the witch’ sometimes, and for clearly more reasons than simple sibling rivalry. You imagined in more medieval times her blunt confidence and piercing glances might well have got local housewives sneaking out in the dead of night to buy secret poultices from her… and full grown men to tremble at the prospect of being judged or cursed by those thin, smirking lips. She took her time clambering over your bound and pinned-down body. Enjoying and admiring the various, supple details of your feminised self. You felt the hot kiss of her breath and pointed prod of long nails against your small penis, as if still unconvinced the thing could possibly be real.

Then, she was suddenly sat upon your chest, with bare feet beside your ears. Her legs seeming to stretch and spread for several miles up, to reveal her lack of underwear. Fiona’s weight sat crushingly upon your lungs while your eyes had nowhere to go except her pink and presented privates, or fiercely burning gaze. The fact that you were trapped and at her mercy bled into every aspect of this moment, something she was clearly allowing herself to enjoy quite liberally.

“So my brother’s so-called ‘girlfriend’ isn’t a girl at all…” She smiled to be proven so right in her earlier estimations about her sibling. “Is there anything else you’ve been hiding about who you are and what you get up to?”

The way she said those words: with cruel and casual confidence. Made you feel like she had all the answers already. As if this interrogation was more of a formality than anything else. You knew she couldn’t possibly know about the shop and Skeg and everything you had been getting her little brother to do… yet it seemed like you couldn’t possibly hide any of it from those hawk-like, piercing eyes. Your courage faltered… and you feared you might just spurt out everything, if you didn’t give her something to take hold of.

"I-I am a whore… I have sex with men… and women... f-for money. B-but it's not like that with Terry! I really do like him! And he doesn't pay me!"

The half truths stung your lips. He didn’t pay you… but neither did he ever take any money from all the strangers you'd got him to service. He did it all out of misplaced love. The underlying sense of guilt you felt over that was as heavy as the press of Fiona upon your chest. You deserved to be tied up and punished by his family. She just didn't know the breadth of the reasons why.

"So you've been giving out freebies to the little dweeb, huh? Well I think I can keep that quiet… if you start playing nicely with me, as well…"

So there was the rub. She grinned down toothily at you, a shark that had you in the tank. The girl would keep your secrets… if she was just added to the long list of those who could make use of your body at will. It hardly seemed much of a choice at all… what was one more mistress holding a leash around your neck? You'd do anything she wanted, to stop poor Terry being exposed. It seemed a small and paltry penance, for all that you’d taken from him. Trying to look as timid and browbroken as you could… you gazed up at her and nodded.


Chapter 19

The squeeze of Fiona's thighs around your ears had begun to make them ring a little. Who knows how long you had been trapped in that crushing embrace? The smell and taste of her sex was all-encompassing: A tapestry of changing texture between strange sweetness and fluid flesh... Her little patch of fur kept tickling your nose.

Of course you were quite used to pleasuring women in this fashion by now. Nancy and your step-sister seemed to see your face as just another beanbag in the living room… and even Katie had started taking her turns upon that throne. If ever there was a hierarchy among the whores of your home, it was certain the 'honorary' females among you bowed lowest. You didn’t particularly mind though. Switching from worshipping your only sibling to this further host of strong-willed women was hardly much of a jump. In the end… it didn’t matter what equipment anyone had; you were just a tool to help get them off.

Tied up and pinned to the bed of this veritable stranger, you had very little option but to just go along with whatever she wanted. To be honest, it soothed your worries about being missed at the shop a little… to at least be going through very similar treatment here. Lying there alone and anxious had been torment… this was just fairly regular servitude. The contented sighs and slight moans you could occasionally hear from above, gave little bubbles of submissive joy. It didn’t matter who it was, or how it happened; bringing pleasure to others simply sparked up your soul.

At some point, you realised those audible murmurs of appreciation had given way to actual conversation. You had been sheathed in vague darkness for most of this event… the top of your face covered by the flapping hem of Fiona’s dress. Able only to look up upon the shadowed body she wore beneath, unfettered by any bra or vest. Now though, this had been pulled up…  revealing the young woman staring down with glee upon the head trapped betwixt her knees. She had a smartphone in her hand, with the beady eye of its camera aimed directly at your predicament.

“Check out what I’ve got going on, Mel!” She stated with wicked glee, to whomever was on the other end of the line.

“Umm… Okay… Why is there some little girl licking you out?!” Asked a reedy voice in reply.

“That’s the best part! It’s not a girl! Check this out…” She twisted round to aim the phone at your bare and bound lower half, exposing you in front of this third party without a thought for your feelings on the matter.

You squirmed to think of yet another stranger taking ownership of your secrets. Yet another figure who might control or bribe or blackmail you into serving at their beck and call. But, the worst part was… the last of your manhood had already risen to the pinnacle of its pitiable stature at the thought. Standing tall and twitching for that digital connection’s perusal, purely from the humiliation of being trapped here lapping at your lover’s sister’s vag.

Fiona brought the device back round to focus on your blushing face, still trying to hide your embarrassment by burying your face in the gushing folds of her labia. “You remember I told you about that barely-dressed little skank my brother was hanging round with? Well it turns out he’s genuinely some kind of tranny hooker… So I decided I’d take a turn at having some fun with him as well!”

“Oh Fi, you’re terrible…” Said the voice of ‘Mel’, sounding exasperated… but not exactly surprised or particularly appalled by her friend’s behaviour. “So what are you going to do with the poor thing? Lounge around in bed all day with her tongue in your pussy?”

“Why not?! My job interview got cancelled again… and how often do you get a chance to play around with an actual femboy?! You know you’re desperate to come have a go too, really…”

There was a long sigh at the other end, as if that exasperation was leaking out into considerations of one’s own failings… But it appeared ‘Mel’ could not override Fiona’s accurate judgement of her with mere moral qualms and decency.

“Fiiiiiine… I’ll come over in a bit. Just don’t… break her before I get there, okay?”


Chapter 20

"Fi… are you in here?"

The nervous tremolo of a voice just about reached your ears through all that was obstructing them… and the fogging haze that had descended upon your mind. Terry’s sister and her friend had ground you down into little more than human paste by now. Hour after hour, they had taken claim of your small, slim body and used it however they saw fit. Tossing your still-bound form about the bed and kissing and biting and licking and striking every inch of your soft, smooth skin they could reach.

Fiona had continued to show you nothing but cold disdain, clearly seeing you as little more than an object to take out her desires upon. Yet ‘Mel’ had possibly been worse. The more voluptuous, blonde stranger seeming to smother you with unkempt adoration, while feeling no less entitled to use you like a doll. She had even brought her own gigantic, rubber strap-on with which to drive into the very depths of you. It had become very clear over the course of your encounters with the young woman: that you were the epitome of some fetish and fantasy she had built up within herself. A devoted, sordid ideal that she had constructed over years and years of pornographic imaginings and yet never quite dreamed she would get a chance to live out. The absolute overflow of her desire threatened to crush and drown you almost right from the very start. The excited squeal as she had first seen you… only a starting whistle for her race to squeeze every moment she could out of this opportunity.

"Is that… Jo?! What are you doing to her?!"

The cry from the doorway was desolate and guttural. Filled with all the love and unconscious devotion you knew Terry held for you. It hurt him physically to think he might have led you into any situation that might hurt you. To see you pinned between the thighs of his terrifying older sister was clearly a nightmare he hadn’t even dared consider.

The dark sister herself smiled languidly. Rocking gently back and forth upon the piece of you she had securely engulfed betwixt her thighs. She had impaled herself upon you several times by now, grinding and squeezing your more-often ignored manhood until it shot raw and spluttering excuses into her depths. There was no confusion who was really penetrating who in such exchanges though. She was the one completely in control.

"Oh, hi little brother… Did you have a nice day at school?" She asked, full of false sweetness and ignoring his own shock entirely.

"I found your little whore running naked round our house this morning… and thought you wouldn't mind sharing?"

Terry’s mouth hung open, agape and aghast and unable to even completely contemplate the scene unfolding before him. Of course, you knew little of this… buried as you were with an exhausted tongue still lapping feebly up into Mel's sex.

"Let her go…" Was all the poor boy could plead. Unable to overturn all the fear and self-doubt that years of his sister’s domineering nature had built up in him.

"Why?" Was the older sibling’s answer, flat and cold. Why would she even consider such a request? From one she had so little respect for, in relation to another she barely considered human. "This is what little whores want, brother dearest. This is why he talks and walks and dresses like that. He's a dirty, slutty cumrag who's probably sucked more cock than you could ever dream of. You should be happy to see him getting what he asks for! Lord knows you wouldn't be able to provide it…"

She gave out this lecture like it was remedial maths 101. As if everyone else in the world would understand her position on the matter. Terry even glanced over to Mel in exasperation, always believing her to be a kind and gentle soul. The other twenty something had her eyes closed though, and a beaming smile upon her face. Nodding along appreciatively to all the nasty things her BFF was spouting. Love and adore the aesthetic ideal of 'femboys' she might… but it was clear her appreciation was just as carnal. Differing outlooks over a shared, carnivorous hunger.

Defeated before he'd even begun… Terry deflated. Unable to tear his eyes away from the two women riding gleefully upon the creature he loved mostin all the world. .


Chapter 21

“Well if she’s a whore… then I am too!”

The trembling words were squeaked out so quickly, you almost wondered if you’d actually heard them at all. No! You wanted to yell. Don’t give yourself up to them; you silly, pretty boy!

But Fiona had heard too… and looked down on her little brother with scathing disbelief.

“What?”

“If you think Jo’s a whore… Then I am too. I dress up like she does! I’ve started shaving my legs! I’ve… done things… with men and women I’d never met before. I’m just as much of a… ‘sissy slut’, or whatever, as she is!”

Terry’s words hung in the air, like a sweet scent before hungry predators. One of the elder sibling’s eyebrows rose in fascinated contemplation, as she looked over her brother with new eyes. Perhaps adding a little make-up here, a mini-skirt there. Seeing the slight boy as you had, so many times by now. You could feel Mel’s attention shifting too, from your blind place between her thighs. Could almost taste her commensurate joy in finding out there was not one, but two of her favourite fetishised fantasies here, within reach.

Within moments… your young apprentice was scooped up and taken command of. Make-up was gathered. Clothing argued over, discarded and shoved over your heads. What had moments before been some sort of prolonged bondage endurance test, suddenly became a dress up session. Both girls set about cleansing the mess of you they’d made, with detailed attention. Terry too, was preened over and pampered. His terrifying sister somehow seeming delicate and precise as she drew eyeliner around his eyes. You were just as trapped and controlled as you had been all day, yet this was certainly a change in the assault. Till suddenly… they stepped back. And you and Terry were left holding each other: blushed up with rosy cheeks, lipstick… off-the-shoulder crop-tops and miniskirts. Two pretty, little prostitutes ready to start a day upon their knees.

“Wooooow…” Exclaimed Mel, with hearts forming in her eyes. “They are the cutest pair of slutty femboys ever! I can’t believe you never told me how sexy your little brother looks in a skirt…”

She glared this objection over at Fiona, as if it was a genuine hurt upon their friendship. The dark-haired girl just laughed, though… unable to tear her eyes away from her sibling either.

“I never even imagined it… He’s always just been so annoying…” She reached forward with her thumb and pulled down one of his ruby-painted lips. “This changes everything…”

Half an hour later… you and Terry were splayed out upon his sister’s bed, side by side. Two sets of smooth-shaved legs waggling in the air. Fiona and her friend were both strapped up tight with crotch-mounted dildos, pounding their way into your rectums. The girth of Mel’s chosen rubber weapon set you gasping and moaning, as big as any fleshy equivalent you had so far coped with. Yet it was the sight of the pair beside you that really sent shivers up your spine. Terry’s only sibling was driving her way inside of him with insatiable relish, clearly working through the complicated relationship they’d built up over all those years through wholly unsuitable means. You worried what this might mean for the sweet boy’s homelife from here on out. What it might mean for you anytime you might end up back in this so seemingly-normal household.

But your young lover bounced a small, soft kiss over to you with every thrust. His eyes closed and breath catching from these incestuous invasions. There was no doubt about it: you were peas in a pod. The debasement and humiliation of all of this was washed away by the plain and simple fact: That both your little hearts beat for it anyway. You were everything these two monstrous young ladies said you were. You would let them do this to you again, a thousand times over. The squirming, heart-lightening acknowledgement of that was as part of the moment as all the physical stimulations. Terry’s transformation was complete. He was now exactly as fucked up as you… and all that meant was that your heart leapt at the thought of all the further trouble the two of you could get into from now on.

It disgusted and excited you in equal parts. Just as your own flowering also had.


Chapter 22

You sat at the dining table in your crop-top and miniskirt. Feeling the cold of a varnished wooden chair against your asscheeks, left very much exposed by Fiona’s thong you were also wearing. Every time you moved or breathed, strange sensations echoed from within the depths of you; for the same young woman had made sure to leave a dildo buried stem to root in your anus. The constant dirty, guilty reminders of its presence threatened to overwhelm you at any moment, sending blood rushing to your cheeks in waves. Which, of course… only made you feel more self-conscious and embarrassed.

Across the table, you could tell Terry was sharing similar struggles. He had been graciously allowed to slip back into his school uniform, to avoid parental horror… yet there were still the hints of eyeliner around his lashes. The pretty boy squirmed and shuddered visibly, every few seconds. Clearly more than a little uncomfortable to be sat with his parents while pierced with a plastic addition. Your heart cried out for the boy, still so new to all such humiliating games… when you could barely remember any other existence.

Mel had also been invited to stay for dinner, seemingly a common enough visitor to this household. She sat grinning like a mad woman, always trying to jostle you and Terry, or get you to stand up and fetch something. It was clear that even Fiona was slightly worried her friend was going to give the game away, though she also seemed to enjoy the tortured looks upon her little brother’s face. Yet, if either of the sibling’s parents could tell something was going on… they made no mention of it. Terry’s mom was full of nothing but polite and welcoming smiles, while his dad seemed to be simply trying not to stare too long at your outfit.

With a shiver, you realised the older man's surreptitious glances were already having an effect on you as well. You couldn’t help but preen a little, under that uncertain, unseemly distraction. It sickened you to realise you were already beginning to daydream what it might be like to be fucked by your dear friend's father as well. Was it just the still-boiling blood you held, from being tossed between two harpies all day? Or was it simply another of your own unlocked perversions? You let your own dad fuck you every week after all… would this be any more particularly taboo?

When all was said and done, after dessert, you finally escaped that house. You had considered popping to the bathroom to remove the silicon lump from your rear… but hadn't really known where you'd put it. To your mind, setting off an awkward discovery among Terry’s family was far worse a risk than just trying to keep the bloody thing from falling out as you walked home. The idea of ducking into an alley and just discarding it seemed wrong as well… it belonged to someone else after all. You would take it home, clean it, then make sure it got back to Fiona. In the meantime its swollen presence inside you was actually almost comforting in a way… it gave you a warming focus against the chill of the night.

Mel also left at the same time as you, offering a lift back to the shop. This you politely declined, quite convinced that if you got in that young woman's car you might very well not make it home for another week or two. So instead she dragged you out of sight and shoved her tongue down your throat, forcing one of your little hands into her pants and getting you to masturbate her to completion, one last time. You didn’t really mind… you had time to kill anyway.

For, sure enough… once Mel had driven off, and all the lights had slowly clicked off within that suburban fortress in which you'd been trapped. The window you'd been watching slid open. Terry clambered his way down, dressed once again as a slutty, young femboy. You kissed and held hands, as he slipped on his high heels. Then walked out together, into the night.

In the distance the tool shop called… surely filled with pent-up friends and strangers desperate to fuck you both. Yet there was a long waddle left between you and there…

Who knew what else might happen… before you made it back. What further sordid adventures might claim you. You looked up at the pretty, make-upped whore you'd made from your schoolboy companion… and were glad to have his company. Whatever the world laid in wait… you'd face it together. As good, little sluts.

End of Part 2.

Thank you kindly for reading this far into a tale of misplaced love, insatiable lust and gentle submission. I do hope you have enjoyed it so far. Our story will continue in Submitting with Step-Sister: Part 3, a small taste of which can be found following.

You may also support the author by supplying caffeine funds at:

https://www.buymeacoffee.com/JerkgentlyC should such an idea tempt you.

Either way, your perusal of this less than mainstream little slice of half-baked erotica is very much appreciated.

Love, Life and Lust,

Jerk Gently


Submitting with Step-Sister Part 3: Chapter 1

You looked around the grimy, little flat above the tool shop for possibly the last time. So many memories were caked into the walls, floors and dilapidated furniture of this place. So many stains of spilt takeout sauces and bodily fluids. Right here was where you had lost every virginity you'd had. The cracked mirror in the bathroom had seen your reflection turn every shade from innocent young schoolboy, into make-upped, balloon-breasted cumbucket. 

You'd had some good times here… as well as difficult ones. Laughing and joking with Skeg and his friends, your new adopted family… even as they'd plonked you from lap to lap like a fuckable game of pass the parcel. You'd certainly learned some things about yourself, over the years. Your truest wants, dreams, purpose and capabilities. The scared little crossdresser who'd first crossed this threshold could never have known just how many unknown men and women he'd end up bringing to climax here. You felt a strange burst of pride there… and nostalgia. For those times when you'd first set out upon this path; a timid eighteen year old boy in your step-sister’s ill-fitting dress and panties. The degrading, humiliating embarrassment of trying to pretend you were someone you weren’t… before sucking cock became just second nature to you.

There was a piece of peeling wallpaper, next to the light switch. You tore it off and popped it into your pushed up cleavage… still not quite used to the novelty of having an ample storage area there. Skeg had spent a small fortune getting you the best breasts money could buy, so you felt you should make use of them in every capacity you could. You'd keep that little memento of times gone by there, as long as possible. Then you clicked the lights off and headed downstairs, to where the others were waiting.

Your step-sibling was leaning against the counter, looking as radiant as ever. No hint of the two pregnancies she had now gone through left on her perfect body… Though the baby glued to her unveiled breast might count as one. Little Jakob looked up at you with calm, clever eyes. His older sister, Josephine, made herself known in much more raucous terms. 

"Aunty Joooo! Let’s gooooo…"

Your nephew of so many possible fathers swang on the arm of Terry, the other femboy suffering such attentions amiably. It was strange to think that they had started life with such a wide range of scantily-clad babysitters, all of whom they simply saw as surrogate parents. So different from your own, arm's-length upbringing. Nancy was also now on her second swelling. It was a good thing you were all about to have a lot more space. By the way things were going it was a miracle even you and Terry hadn’t got pregnant… and not from lack of trying.

There had been one last, grand fuckathon over the previous day… while Nancy had babysat elsewhere. All the toolshop's menu on offer, and not a penny to pay for any hole of any of you. Your rectum still felt sore enough to make you walk with a limp and throat remained full of the cloying flavour of who knew how many separate loads of semen. Every customer you'd ever had seemed to turn up to deposit one last donation inside you or Jenny or Terry or Katie. It had been a non-stop orgy for hours on end, lubricated mostly by the leavings of the previous visitor. You'd barely had time to mull over the changing course of your existence… in a constant state of simply stroking or sucking or bucking your hips back against whatever was presented to you.

In fact there had been a moment of pristine clarity… as you finally caught a breath among the bucking, sweating bodies of your companions. You had gulped down yet another salty expulsion, and had a few scant moments before the next provider might arrive. All around you, the people you cared for most in all the world were naked and writhing. Moaning and gasping through the invasions of stranger after stranger.

You'd watched Terry, limp and long-limbed, lying back and basking on the edge of euphoria as his own gullet and asshole were filled and ravaged. Katie, stalwart and calm as ever, burying her tongue in someone's cooch while two men fought over the use of her lower holes. And closest of all… your own dear step-sister. Able to take two phalluses in her vag at once, since the pregnancies. The one that had, ultimately, brought you all here and chosen this life for you. Blonde hair drenched in sweat. Breasts, belly and chin dribbling with cooling puddles of ejaculate. Her eyes met yours and she had smiled, wider and warmer than she ever had before. This was everything she had ever wanted, and you were part and parcel in that. Even now, that second-hand fulfilment sent shivers down your spine.

But, back in the present… things were moving forward once again. The five of you headed out to the waiting taxi, locking the door of the shop behind you. That era of your life was over… but much more was yet ahead.
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