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One

The phone vibrated again, and I allowed myself a glance.  It wasn’t a number I recognised, and given Professor Grant’s hatred of the mobile phone, I decided to keep it hidden for the remainder of the lecture.  Whilst I loved architecture and desperately wanted to be an architect, I did not love the physics element, especially not by Professor Grant, a seventy-something year-old man who not only hated mobile phones, but also calculators.  “If you can work it out on paper, then you shouldn’t be an architect!” He would snap at us.

The phone vibrated for a third time.  Clearly something important, so I moved to stand. 

“Somewhere you need to be Mr Collins?” Grant asked suddenly.

“Yes sir, erm, there’s a number trying to call me repeatedly, I think it might be important.  I was going to take it outside.”

“Hmm, take your things with you then, because if it is more important than this lesson, then you needn’t return.”

Sighing, I flopped back down in my seat and sulked.  The ancient professor turned back to his lecture.  To my right, Marie Dickens, a sexy brunette student, gave me a smile.  She understood; she’d born the brunt of Grant’s wrath on more than one occasion.  Urgh, physics!  I mean, why did we need to learn this?  Surely this was stuff engineers and surveyors needed to know?

Eventually though, the lesson ended and we filed out of the old hall. 

“He’s a twat.” Marie told me.  “Don’t let him get to you.  Nobody likes him, not even the other professors.”

“Thanks.” I told her, watching as she ran to her next lecture. 

I dialled the number which had been calling me and waited for it to connect. “Casualty?” The rather harried female voice said by way of greeting.

“Er, I had three missed calls from this number.” I told her, confused as to why a hospital was calling me, and then suddenly concerned something had happened to my mother.

“Can I have your name, and I’ll try to find out who called you?” The woman asked.

“Mark Collins.”

“Just a sec.” She said.  I heard some mumbling in the background, and then she came back.  “Yes, Mr Collins, it seems we have admitted your father and he’s in a rather poor state.  He’s been asking for you.”

I froze.  This had to be a mistake; my father died years ago.  “Are you sure you have the right Mark Collins?” I asked her.

“Yes, 227 Grove Avenue?” She asked.

“Correct.”

“Then yes.  When can you make it down here?”

“Erm, City General?” I asked, confirming the hospital.

“Right.”

“I guess, erm, well, half an hour.  But I really don’t think…”

“Please be as quick as you can.  I, well, I don’t think he has much time.”

“What’s wrong with him?”

“I can’t divulge that over the phone.  Please, be as quick as you can.” And with that, she ended the call.

That was a bizarre call.  Mum told me that my dad had died when I was a baby, why would she lie?  It had to have been a mistake, surely.  There was only one person who could help me to understand this, and that was my mum, so as I walked out the University campus, I dialled mum’s number.

“Hi honey!  Done with school already?” She asked.  Having grown-up in a university town, I had used the opportunity to get in locally and live from home, saving on costs, and keeping my mum company.  I was an only child, raised by a single mum who rarely dated or had company, it was the best for both. 

“Erm, mum, I just received the strangest of phone calls.” I told her.  “City General Casualty called me to say they’ve admitted dad and that he’s dying.  Any idea what they might be talking about?”

The phone was silent, and in that moment, I realised that I had been lied to all my life.  Finally, mum spoke.  “Don’t go there Mark.  Just, trust me, you won’t like the truth.”

“So my dad has been alive all this time?” I asked, feeling disappointment, sadness and anger growing inside me.

“Physically, yes, but the man, he’s been gone a long time.  Trust me, it really…”

“Mum!  He’s my father!  Even if he was in prison, I have a right to know!”

“It’s more complicated than that!”

“Enlighten me, mother!” I snarled.

“He ran away from me to be with another woman!”

“And that was a reason to tell me he was dead?” I screeched.  “You know what mum, we’ll talk about this later.  I’m going to the hospital, and I’m going to ask him, on his deathbed, why, why did he leave?”

“Ma…” I ended the call.  I didn’t need to hear any more from her right now.

I forked out for a taxi, given the buses to the hospital were not reliable and would take too long.  As a student, this was something very unique for me, given that I really didn’t have much money, but I felt that time was of the essence.  I arrived at the run-down NHS hospital and ran into the casualty department and over to reception.  There, I informed the nurse I was there to see my dad, and she immediately called over the doctor who had been looking after my father.  A pretty blonde woman possibly in her late thirties in a white doctor’s coat, walked over.

“Mr Collins, thank you for coming so quickly.” The doctor spoke softly, with compassion, and I knew it wasn’t good news.  She invited me to take a seat in a small private room.  “Your father was admitted earlier this morning.  He has been coming in here for the past six months for chemotherapy for a rare type of intestinal cancer.  For a while, it looked like things were going our way, but the cancer spread, and well, today he arrived with multiple organ failure.  He’s on a ventilator, one of his final requests was to see you, but unfortunately, I don’t believe that will be possible anymore.  The ventilator is the only thing keeping your father alive.”

I wiped a tear from my right eye.  “Can I see him?” I asked her.

“Yes, but, well, we know about your history, and given the time we spent with him, we know his.  When you see him, you maybe a little shocked, so, please, try to be tolerant.”

She stood, leaving me feeling confused by her statement.  I followed her through the corridor, before arriving in a small dark room with the sound of a heart monitor beeping away, along to the click-whizz of the breathing machine.  There lay a heavily made-up old woman, with huge breasts, and blonde hair. 

“I…” And then it clicked; that was no woman, but rather a shemale.  My dad didn’t leave my mum for another woman, he left to become another woman, or at least, that’s what I thought.  However, I spotted another woman sat in a seat next to the bed, eyes red from tears.  She was younger than him, maybe forties, though she looked much younger in the face, attractive, slim, long jet-black hair, dark make-up, wearing a lacy black corset, and a long leather skirt.  The woman was looking up at me.  “Hello.” I said, softly.

“Mark?” She whispered, shocked.

“Yes.”

Finally, the woman stood and walked over, high-heeled boots clicking on the ground.  She pulled me in for a tight hug, and then I heard her begin sobbing.  “I’m so sorry.” She sobbed.  “I’m so very sorry.”

“For what?” I asked her.

“He wanted to see you for so long, he wanted you to understand, but your mother didn’t allow it.  Your mother got a court order to stop him from seeing you.  I’m sorry it ended up like this.”

She finally let go of me and I looked at the woman in the bed.  “He got breasts?” I asked her.

“Yes.”

“Why?  Was he transgender?”

She gave me a weak smile. “No, not as such.  It’s far more complicated than that.  But, we’ll have time to talk about this.  For now, please just know that he loved you very much, more than you can imagine.”

“But he left us.” I mumbled.

“Yes, he did, but he did so with the best of intentions.”

“I don’t understand.”

Sighing, I could see she didn’t want to get into a heavy discussion, but I couldn’t fathom my feelings for him without understanding him.  She knew she had to tell me.  “Your father loved your mother very much, but he was different, sexually.  He’s submissive, wanted your mother to dominate him, and well, at the beginning, she did, but after getting married, it all seemed to stop.  He tried to explain that for him, it wasn’t something he could just switch off, but she didn’t want to hear it.  Eventually, he started seeing me, erm, professionally.” She stated, but I didn’t have the foggiest what she was talking about.  “I’m a professional dominatrix.”

“Oh!”

“Honestly, the majority of my work is therapy, listening to problems and dealing with them.  Your father was suffering, and it pained me to see him suffer like that.  Yes, a bit of an oxymoron coming from a domme, but there is a difference between suffering for gratification, and depression.  Your father was depressed.  I offered him a position as a live-in slave, and he took it.  Then your mother told him she was pregnant with you, and he said he would come back, but she told him that he would need to give-up any hope of happiness.  Instead, we tried to fight. It went to divorce court where she brought out the truth.  Of course, back then, it didn’t go down too well.  The judge was old-fashioned and well, blocked your father from seeing you.”

There were a range of emotions spiralling around me.  I was angry, that was for sure.  I was angry with dad for not trying to fight, I was angry with mum for lying, and I was angry with this woman, whatever her name was, for stealing my father away from me, even though in my heart, I probably knew that wasn’t the case.

However, I did not have much time to think about it, as the heart monitor began beeping rapidly.  The doctor and nurse ran back in and the dominatrix and I stepped back.

“V-fib!” Someone shouted, performing chest compressions, whilst another nurse wheeled in a cart.

“Charging 200.”

“Clear!”

The monitor changed to a long constant pitch.  “Asystole!”

“Charging 250.”

“Clear!” They shocked him again, but to no avail.  They injected him and screamed orders, but no joy.  Finally, the doctor called time of death, looking over at us with apologetic eyes. 

I cried.  I didn’t know the man, the person, but I cried all the same.  In fact, I hadn’t realised it, but the dominatrix and I were holding each other, crying together.  The doctor offered her condolences, but honestly, given the cancer, it was probably for the best.  I just wish I had the opportunity to have talked to him, just once. 

Eventually, we left the room.  I finally found out the dominatrix’s name was Iris.  “I’ll take care of everything.” She told me.  “I know we weren’t married, but he was the closest thing I had to a husband.”

“What about a will?  His things?” I asked her.

“He didn’t work, so no money I’m afraid.  I was the breadwinner, and he was the serving girl.” She gave a wry, almost apologetic smile.  “But he has some things back home.  You are more than welcome to them.  I don’t want to take any family possessions.  I never did this to take anything away from you.  The house that he owned was transferred to me, but I’ll transfer it over to you.”

I tilted my head.  “The house?  What house?”

“Your house.”

“What?” I gasped.  The house we had been living in all these years was in this woman’s name?  “How?”

“It was a house which was in his family for generations.  I don’t think even the judge had the nerve to take that away from him, so she ordered him to find you and your mother alternate accommodation.  Given that he was going to be living with me anyway, well, we decided to let you stay in it, rent free.” Iris explained.  “He transferred it to me as his Mistress, but obviously, it is your house.  It should stay in your family.”

“And you don’t want anything?” I asked her, a little surprised that this so-called tough woman wasn’t going to ask for anything in return.

“No,” She smiled, warmly.  “Whatever you may think of me because of my lifestyle, I can assure you that I am a very decent human-being.” She then opened her handbag to procure a business card, small, black, with silver text, Mistress Iris and her number and address.  “Call me when you wish to visit to get your father’s things, and we can discuss how to handle the transfer of the house.”

“Thank you.” I told her, genuinely. 

She sighed and stared at me, looking at my eyes.  “You have his eyes.  He was a good man, and I loved him very much.  We had a lovely time together, and I’ll miss him dearly.  Whatever you may think, Mark, please remember this, your father deserved to be happy.  We all deserve to be happy.”

“You’re right.”

“And promise something.” She said, wiping away a tear with a gloved hand.

“What?”

“Don’t be angry at your mother.  Love makes us to crazy things, and well, she handled it differently, but she did what she thought was right.”

Nodding, I said I wouldn’t but it was an empty promise.  How can you promise not to be angry at someone who has been lying to you your whole life?  In fact, the more I thought about things, dad, the house, the excuses growing up, I found myself seething inside.  We were living in a house which was technically owned by my father’s dominatrix lover, and my mother never said anything?

When I arrived home, I found mum sitting in her usual seat.  She had been crying.  Then as I looked down and saw her wedding photos, I realised why.  I wanted to feel sorry for her.  I wanted to understand why she did all those things, but I couldn’t, I couldn’t fathom it. 

“Why?” I asked her, softly.  It was the first word I said, coming into the small cottage. 

“I couldn’t do the things he wanted.  It was…” She looked around the room, as if trying to find the right word amongst the old magazines and pillows.  “Sick.”

“Sick according to you.”

“You don’t know the stuff he wanted to do.  I can’t even bring myself to talk about it with you.  He was addicted to this disgusting habit, and I needed him to stop. I needed him to be a normal human being!  How would you feel growing up knowing your father was prancing around in pink dresses, getting his bottom spanked?”

Growing up, I had viewed mum as an example, a hero, someone who seemed to manage everything.  I never had political debates with her, and we never talked about anything sensitive, we just made-do.  But in an instant, little memories crept back in; mumblings about the crime rate increasing because of immigration, about the importance of traditional family values, about how the EU was destroying farming, which was not true.  I never engaged her in these conversations because they were said to other people, not me, so put them out of my mind, but now, I realised what the problem was.  My mum was a bigot. 

“You know what mum?” I began.  “I don’t know how I would have felt.  I don’t know how I would have reacted.  Do you know why?” She looked at me blankly.  “Because I never fucking met my dad until now!” I screamed, and stomped upstairs, slamming the door to my room behind me.

I sobbed.  I sobbed in sorrow and anger.  I shared a house with this woman, a woman who I really didn’t want to see anymore.  I needed to get out. 

The first option was to call my mate Greg, but he wouldn’t understand, he’d just want to drink.  I didn’t need to just drink, I needed to drink and rant.  Then a thought occurred to me.  Marie Dickens was someone who seemed open, always one to join a protest, fight against Brexit and other stuff, maybe she would be a good drinking partner.  I found her number on my phone and was going to press dial before freezing.  I’ve never really talked to her about anything except school before, and now I was about lay out all this heavy personal crap on her?  Fuck it, needs must. 

I pressed dial.


Two

Okay, I hadn’t been expecting this sort of response, but fine, good.  Marie not only jumped at the chance to go out with me, something maybe I could’ve picked up on sooner, but also was the voice of reason that I was looking for to help me with my problem.  She listened intently as I told her the whole story, and then summarised where she thought the problems were. 

“Your dad should have fought harder to win rights to see you.  Your mother should’ve been honest with you from the outset.  Your dad’s sexual preferences are perfectly fine.  Your mother needs educating.  You need to get out of that house.” She said, before raising her glass of white wine at me. 

“Nicely summarised.” I told her.

“Look, at the end of the day, you are the victim of your parents.”

“What about Iris?” I asked.

“The domme?” She asked back.

“Yeah.”

“She did absolutely nothing wrong and honestly she sounds like a stand-up lady.”

“Nothing wrong?” I asked her.  Surely her enabling him was not great?

“Nope.  She gave him the life he wanted, it was not her job to fix their marriage, which was clearly not fixable.  It was also not her job to make him speak to you.  They weren’t married.”

I sighed.  She was right, of course, there was no reason at all for me to be angry at Iris, and really, I knew I wasn’t.  Dad deserved to be happy, that was true, but I also deserved to have a dad.  I also deserve to have a mum, and yet I was on my way to losing her too, again, because of her own choices. 

“I wonder why my dad wanted to be a tranny servant to this woman.” I mused.

“Sissy maid.” Marie replied.

“Huh?” I asked, wondering if she was insulting my dad or telling me something I didn’t know.  It was the latter. 

“A sissy maid, is a man who wishes to become a feminised servant of a dominant woman, and they usually want to be forced,” she made air-quotes, “into extremely feminine clothes.  It’s quite a common fantasy.”

“First I’m hearing of it.”

“Not surprised, given your mother.  Anyway, it’s a perfectly acceptable fantasy.  Most sissies want to be kept in chastity, some even want their wives to cuckold them.” I knew that word.  I read books.  “It’s certainly not sick as your mum described it.”

“No, it’s not.  It’s just different.” I sighed.  “How is it you know so much about it?”

Smiled cheekily, “bitch, please.  I know all about this stuff.”

“You’re dominant?” I asked her, as she downed the rest of her wine.

“Nope, I’m like your dad, I’m submissive, but I’m involved in the BDSM scene, I go to munches, meets, and I know the ins and outs of the opposite dynamic.”

That was quite the surprise, because she came across as very extroverted and dominant in her everyday life, I actually believed she was dominant, and for some reason, it disappointed me that she was submissive; why?

“Just because someone is extrovert and dominant in their daily life, does not necessarily mean that is what they want at home.” She smiled. 

We decided to call it a night after that.  I had a feeling she wanted me to go home with her, but for some reason, I simply didn’t feel attracted to her in that way anymore. Instead, I wished her a good night, and thanked her for her company, before heading home.

Mum was in bed by the time I arrived back, which was fine with me.  I realised I hadn’t eaten the whole day, so grabbed myself some leftovers and then headed to my room, questioning what I should do next. 

The next day, I avoided my mother and headed straight to university.  There was nothing for me to say to the woman.  Marie was chipper that morning and for the first time, made beeline to me to wish me a good morning and find out how things went with my mother.  It was actually nice to have a friend to talk to.

“Are you going to speak to the dominatrix?” She asked me.

“Well, yeah, I suppose I have to, right?”

“You should.  Get things in order with her.”

It was something which I had been thinking about all night.  That afternoon, I decided to call her, to ask if she needed help packing up dad’s things.  I had already stored her number in my phone, so I pulled it up and called.

“Yes?” The stern voice asked upon answering.

“Um, Iris, this is Mark…”

“Oh Mark, hello.”

“Yes, I was wondering if I could come over, help go through some of dad’s things?”

“Sure, when?”

“Well, now.” She lived five minutes away from my university.

“Um…” She thought for a moment.  “Okay, ping me when you get here.  I have a client here, but you can be upstairs whilst I work.  Once I’m free, I’ll come help.”

The fact that she would have a slave there for a whipping whilst I was in another room gave me pause. “Erm, are you sure?  I can come when you are free.”

“No, it’ll be fine.  Come on by.”

And so, five minutes later, I was being let into an old stone cottage by the beautiful raven-haired dominatrix, who was dressed in a shiny black latex mini-dress.  She welcomed me in and showed me the kitchen if I wanted a drink, and then showed me to the master bedroom upstairs, which was a beautiful mix of black and red, with a gorgeous four-poster bed, mounted on top of a caged bed underneath.  She then led me into a side-room, which was another bedroom, smaller, this one very pink.

“This was your father’s room.  All his things are in those cupboards.” Iris explained.  “I’ll be done in twenty minutes or so.”

“Thanks.”

“There are boxes in the attic about the landing.”

“Thanks.” I told her again.

I watched her leave and then sat on the pink silk bedding, taking in the effeminate room I was in.  It was pretty, that was for sure, but definitely for a girl.  With a sigh, I stood and opened up one of the wardrobes, revealing lots of different extravagant dresses, in various shades of pink, purple, red and white.  Some were visibly maid’s dresses, and some were like over-the-top little girl party dresses. On the bottom of the wardrobe was a selection of shoes and boots, all high-heeled, some with crazy spikes.

Closing the cupboard, I moved over to the next one, finding more clothes, dresses, some skirts, some blouses, and also several types of whip, collars, and sex toys.  With a gulp, I closed that and moved over to the drawers.

Of course, the first drawer was filled with knickers, all silky and lacy.  More than half were actually still packaged, unused, unopened.  The next drawer were bras, similarly, some were unused.  Below that, suspender belts and stockings, along with corsets.  Another drawer…nighties, lots of them.  I sighed, wondering what my dad felt was so special about such clothing.  Next drawer, some strange cages in the shape of a penis, dildoes, nipple clamps, and other implements.  The last drawer was more interesting.  Photos.  There were photos of me, things posted online either by friends, mum, or myself over the years, and a lot of letters.  I opened them and realised he had written letters to me over the years and never had the courage to send them. 

I pulled out the most recent one, and read.

Mark,

I heard you’re going to be an architect!  I’m so proud son.  I never went to university, so knowing my own flesh and blood made it makes me mega-proud.

I wish I could say it to your face. I don’t have much time left on this Earth, but know this, follow your heart, be who you want to be, and never let anything stand in the way of happiness.  I found my happiness with Iris, but I was always missing one part – you.

Tears were rolling down my face as I read.  The letters talked to me, explained why he did what he did.  What Iris meant for him.  They were deeply personal, and at the same time, I understood why he couldn’t find the courage to reach out to me, he was hurt by how he was treated in court; hurt by his wife; hurt by his brother, an uncle I never knew I had.

When Iris entered the room, I hardly noticed until she sat down on the bed, pulling me to her.  My head rested on her large cleavage, pushed up higher by the corset part of the latex mini-dress.

“Thank you.” I told her.

“For what?” She asked softly.

“Making my father so happy.” I said, looking up in her eyes.

“He was wonderful.  I enjoyed every moment I had with him.” There was something about the way she said that which made me really believe it; the wistful look in eyes as she talked about him made it clear that he was an important part of her life.

“There’s so much stuff here.  The clothes, surely you’ll want them for your customers.” I told her.

“I don’t want my customers wearing that.  It’s too personal.  Do what you want with it,” she told me, “but please, take it away.  I can’t…” She began to tear up.

“Sure, of course, I will.”

“What about the house?” She asked.

Urgh, I really didn’t want to deal with lawyers right now.  “Can we deal with that later?” I asked her, and she smiled at me.

“Yes, please.  Later is good.”

“Thanks.”

I spent the next hour boxing up dad’s things.  She asked me how I would be getting it home, and I told her that I would call a taxi.  “Nonsense, I’ll drive you.” She told me.

“Iris, can I ask you a question?” I wanted to understand how my father discovered he was submissive, what drew him to the lifestyle.

“That’s a complex question.” She replied.  “He always knew he was submissive, and even told your mother on the first date.  I’m not sure what started it in him, but he knew he worshipped women.  The humiliation part of it was what drove him.  He lived for that.”

I wondered if I should tell her about my evening with Marie, and then I just went for it.  “I went out with a girl from Uni, Marie, she comes across as this tough, don’t mess with me, type, but she’s actually submissive; she’s involved in the BDSM community.”

“Interesting.” Iris mused, staring at me as I spoke.  In fact, there was something intimidating about her presence, maybe it was the latex, maybe the sharp, dark, smoky eyes, or maybe the long jet-black hair pulled up tight in a ponytail, but I felt like I needed to tell her everything, or else.

“Well, when she told me she was submissive, I, well…” I struggled to get it out.

“Felt disappointed.” She finished the sentence for me.  “You maybe submissive, or you maybe focusing too much on your father and trying to understand him.  What I will say is don’t put yourself in a box, and don’t let anyone tell you who or what you are.  If you are submissive, and you need someone to talk to, I’m always here for you as a friend.”

“Thank you.”

She drove me home.  I would’ve invited her in, but I didn’t want her running into mum.  Instead, I carried the boxes inside, putting them in my room.  Mum wasn’t home, thankfully.

I stared at the three large boxes, most filled to the brim with strange sissy clothing, and wondered what I would do with it all.  I didn’t like throwing away clothes, not when so many people needed clothing, but at the same time, I couldn’t imagine such erotic clothing doing well at the local Oxfam.  Maybe I could sell it online?

The slam of the door signalled mum’s arrival, and I realised that I needed to talk to her.  I wasn’t sure about what exactly, but things needed to be said. 

“Hi.” She said, as I walked down the stairs.  “Look, Mark, I’m sorry I lied to you.  I thought I was doing the right thing, but…”

“Mum, this is bigger than a sorry.” I told her, calmly.  “I don’t want a sorry from you.  I don’t exactly know what I want from you.  I’m just so…disappointed.” I stared at her sad eyes, and rather than feel sorry for her, I wanted to dig in further.  “Did you know that Iris owns this house?” I asked her.

She looked at me blankly, confused, wondering how Iris could possibly own the house.  “But they didn’t get married.” She pointed out, assuming I meant she inherited it.

“No mum, dad signed it over to her years ago.”

Mum almost shrieked.  “What?  How could he do that?”

“Because he didn’t trust you to keep your side of the agreement.  Honestly, I see his point.”

“Mark!  I’m still your mother!” She told me, sternly.

“You are also the person who lied to both me and my father.” I wanted to stand my ground on this one.  I wanted her to realise what she did was wrong.

“I never lied to your father!”

“Oh?  Didn’t he tell you he was submissive on the first date?  Didn’t he always tell you who he was, and didn’t you tell him it wasn’t a problem?”  My mother looked down at her feet.  She knew full well that what she did was wrong, but the one thing I never understood was why she did it.  I don’t even think my dad knew why she did it, why she went for him in the first place.

“Your dad was the guy all the girls wanted at school, but could never have.  He always said no to them all.  I never understood why, until finally we were out and he told me.”

“So you told him you were okay with it.”  It was a statement, not a question.  Mum wanted to show off that she got the guy all the other girls couldn’t. 

“Yes.  Honestly, I didn’t really understand it.  Once I did, well, I couldn’t break up, but you need to understand how sick this stuff was!  Pink dresses, on a man!”

“Oh my GOD mum!  How small-minded are you?  There is nothing wrong with the kink dad had.  It hurt nobody at all!”

“It hurt me!” She screamed.

“No!  It didn’t!  You knew from beginning, and if it was a problem, then you should’ve said.”

Mum burst into tears and ran into her bedroom, slamming the door behind her.  I felt vindicated, that her running away proved to me that she knew full well that it was all her fault.  But bedroom or not, I really didn’t want to be in the same house as her.  I dialled Marie to see if she wanted to hang out, but she already had plans.  I even called my mates, but nobody had time for me. 

“Hey,” I said into the phone, dialling one number I wasn’t sure if I should call for such things.  “I need to get out of the house…”

“Say no more.” Iris told me.  “Come on over.”

What did I expect hanging out with a dominatrix?  I really didn’t have a clue, but right now I felt closer to her than my own mother.  And honestly, she was very easy on the eye.

When I arrived, I was expecting to find her in latex again, but no, she was in a normal-looking long black dress.  I must’ve been taken-aback by her appearance because it made her chuckle.  “You were expecting me to be dressed in latex, right?” She asked.

I shrugged…well duh.  “Kind of.”

“Do you know how hard it is to get into latex?” She asked, inviting me in. 

“Nope, but honestly, I know nothing about any of this.”

“Wanna see my dungeon?”

“Yes please!”

She led me into a large black room, adorned with a cross, whips, dildoes, crops, and more.  I walked around, looking at a large cage and a whipping bench.  I reached for a crop but then held back, looking over at Iris for permission; she smiled and nodded, seemingly impressed that I didn’t just take the things.  I swished the crop through the air a couple of times, but it didn’t feel comfortable for me.  She stepped forward and took the crop from my hand.

“Here, like this.” She said, showing me how she flicked her wrist with the crop, a woman with serious whip skills.  “It’s important to have control of crop because you have to use the right amount of force for the right purpose, but more importantly, you don’t want to hit anywhere which could cause serious harm; the kidneys, for example.  Always stick to the muscled areas, they provide protection.”

“Hmm, I don’t think I’ll be doing the whipping, to be honest.” I smiled, and she giggled sweetly. 

“Tell me Mark, have you had a girlfriend before?” She asked.  She was accusing me of being a virgin.

“Yes, actually.  I lost my virginity some years ago.  I’m just between girlfriends right now.”

“I really don’t care about your sex life.  I’m more interested in how you feel being around girls who you’re interested in.  Why did you break-up for example?”

“I don’t know.  I guess because none of them felt right as partners.”

“So you broke up with them?”

“Yes.”

“Hmm…” She swished the crop again, menacingly, before putting it back on the wall.  “Have you ever watched BDSM porn, namely femdom porn?”

“Nope.  Though, I did see Lucy Liu in that movie…”

She grinned at me.  “I know which one.  What did you think of her in that?”

“Hot.  Very, very hot.”

“Wanna watch femdom porn with me?” She asked me.

Did I want to sit watching pornography with a hot dominatrix who once had a relationship with my dad?  Weirdly, yes.

After grabbing a bottle of red wine and two glasses, she led me into the sitting room where she put on the large TV and then selected a video.  “This is a good one from Kink.com.  They have a line called Men in Pain.  Pretty kinky.”

I watched the sexy blonde woman tie up a masculine man, using rather complex bondage, then caning him on his feet and other areas.  She then took strap-on dildo, putting it on, and then fucking him. 

“What do you think?” Iris asked me.

“It was interesting, good.  I suppose there is something about the guy which just doesn’t do it for me.  He’s too…” I struggled for the right word.

“Manly?” She asked.

“I suppose.”

“Okay.” She found a new video and put that on.  It was about a wife who was having an affair, only to be discovered by her husband.  Rather than apologising, the wife makes him put on lingerie and watch the lover fuck her, then the husband sucked out the cum, and cleaning the lover’s cock by sucking on it as she whips him to do it better.  My cock was rock-hard throughout.  “What about this one?”

With a gulp, I nodded.  “This one.”

“Thought so.” She grinned.  “Like father like son.  My advice?  Read up on this, find out what you actually like, and then lets talk about it.  If you want to be happy with a girl, you need to find one who makes you happy, and who you can make happy.  It means you need to find compatibility.”

Right now though, I was more concerned about my own cock which was jutting up.  I desperately wanted to wank, but there was no way I was going to do that in front of Iris.  That said, there was something about how she was looking at me which made me think she already understood my struggle.

“By the way, what did you do with those boxes?” She asked me, changing the subject.

“Nothing yet.  I was thinking of selling the stuff on eBay.”

“Hmm…  What about this Marie girl?  Any progress with her?”

“I’m not really pursuing her.  She’s not my type.”

“Of course…” There was something leading about this conversation, but at the time, I could, or rather didn’t want to, analyse it too deeply.  She looked at her watch and then her expression changed to one of surprise.  “Shit!  I forgot, I have a customer in a half-hour.”

“Oh, I’ll go then.”

“No, actually, hang on for a bit.  I need your help.”

“How?”

“I need to clip on some latex stockings, which is next to impossible on my own.  Can you help me?”

Once more, I gulped.  “Sure.”

“Great, come on then, I need to change.”

She led me up to the bedroom and told me to sit on the bed whilst she rummaged around in a drawer.  Then, I kid you not, right in front of me, she stripped naked.  I stared in shock at this sexy forty-something-year-old, with huge breast, pierced nipples, pierced belly, pierced clit, standing naked in front of me.  I averted my gaze, much as a struggled to do so, but she was having none of it.  I felt her hand grab my chin.

“I work hard on this body, and if you want to look at it, you can.” She told me.

“I…”

“Look at me Mark.” I looked up at her, and I moaned in pain.  “You want to cum, don’t you?”

“Y-yes.”

“You wanted to downstairs, didn’t you?”

“Y-y-yes.”

“Help me dress.”

I helped her into the black latex lingerie, even polished it up for her, spending far too much time on her tits and arse, but she didn’t seem to mind.  She told me to kneel whilst I clipped on the stockings, and then once I was done shining them, she told me to stay kneeling and to wank off.  I pulled out my cock, feeling nervous and shocked to be doing so, and rubbed myself, as she gently tapped my balls with her latex covered foot.  I stared up at her, as if worshipping a goddess, and she simply smiled down at me, a knowing, sinister smile.

I came.  I came hard, all over her foot, and that’s when my libido collapsed and I began shaking.  What had I done?  This woman was the woman my father loved, and yet here I am, wanking over her.  Now what was she going to make me do?  Lick up my cum?  Heck, my cock was telling me that was a good thing, but my brain still hadn’t returned to normal.

I needn’t have worried.  Iris understood.  She threw me a box of tissues and told me to wipe it up, and then if I wanted, I could go.

“If I want?” I asked her.

“Sure.  You can stay if you want.  This client who’s coming won’t mind if you want to watch.”

I gulped again.


Three

The door slammed shut behind me and I ran upstairs to my room.  What had I done?  Fuck, should I have stayed?  I had just spent time at a dominatrix’s house, wanked on her, and been invited to take part in her session.  I came this close to actually staying…Fuck!  I should’ve stayed, that would’ve been so hot!  What am I thinking?  I am so horny right now… 

The boxes of clothing and sex toys were in front of me, calling out to me.  Part of me wanted to go through them, put of me wanted to burn them.  I went for the former, pulling out satin knickers, dresses, looking at them and wondering what made dad want to wear them.  Then I found the cages, the weird penis shaped things.  I searched the internet and found out what they were; chastity cages, designed to keep your penis in check.

One of the cages was made from a solid pink plastic.  When I put it together, the cage appeared flat against the ring, and I found myself wondering how a penis would fit inside.  Curiosity, of course, got the better of me, and with some fiddling, I slid the pink ring behind my balls, and then pushed the cage onto my cock, lining up two pins to two holes whilst carefully trying to push any skin which could be trapped away.  Pubic hair did get trapped and I winced a little as they pulled, but eventually the cage clicked into place.  I noticed there was a hole in the side of the plastic, and I assumed that was for some sort of lock.  Going through the bag, I found a little pink piece of plastic with nodules on the side which looked like they were designed for the hole.  I pushed it in, and with some twisting and fiddling, got it all in with a click. 

Funny.  It didn’t feel uncomfortable, and essentially what I was left with was two balls jutting out and literally no cock.  Actually, I found it weirdly satisfying, whilst at the same time wondering if I wasn’t cutting off blood supply to my cock and balls, and, well, beginning to feel a little panicky.  I decided it was time for it to come off.  Unfortunately, the little plastic contraption didn’t want to come out.  FUCK!  It didn’t want to come off!  I’d trapped myself in chastity!  Fuck, fuck, fuck! 

I spent an hour trying to get the damned locking thing out but no dice.  In the end, I did the only thing I could do; I called Iris.

Of course, Iris was in hysterics when she heard what I did.  She chuckled down the line and said, “You didn’t put the usual lock in, you put a perma-clip in.  They’re not designed to come out.”

“What am I going to do?” I began to hyperventilate.

“Calm down.” She laughed, “It’s plastic.  The whole thing is plastic.”

That made sense, and suddenly, I began to feel like a bit of an idiot.  “Snap the cage off and it’ll come off.”  I began to reach down, but then a thought occurred to me.  Snapping the cage would break it.  “If you don’t want to break it, then leave it on and come see me tomorrow.  I’ll get the clip out.”

“But, can’t that damage my cock and balls?” I asked her.

“Do your balls hurt?  Are they going a funny colour?” She asked me.

I looked down.  My balls were the usual shade of red.  “No, they’re fine.”

“Then you’ll be perfectly fine.  The only problem you would have with that cage would be if you used the wrong ring, but after this amount of time, you’d know.  Come see me tomorrow afternoon, and we’ll sort it out.” She chuckled again.  “What on Earth possessed you to try such a thing?”

That was a good question.  Did I want to understand dad better?  Did I want to understand what he was feeling?  “I was horny.” I replied.

“Yeah,” she laughed, “well done sorting that problem.” She replied, sarcastically referring to the fact that I wouldn’t be able to wank now.  “Good night Mark, enjoy your first time in chastity, I have a feeling it won’t be your last.” And with that, she ended the call.  What did she mean by that?

The next day, I woke up with a pressure in my groin.  I was beginning to panic when I realised that it was just my cock trying to get hard and being told no fucking way by the cage.  I showered, dressed, and headed downstairs, surprised to find the house empty.  There was a note on the kitchen table.

Mark,

I need to sort things out in my head, and right now, I don’t think you and I understand each other.  To save more arguments, I’ve decided to go stay with your aunt Betty for a while.  There’s plenty of frozen food for you to throw in the oven, but I know you can look after yourself. 

I’d say look after the house, but it isn’t mine, so burn it down for all I care. 

Love,

Ya ma

Typical, I thought, running away from a challenge, and running away to aunt Betty, her sister and sounding-board.  Better was your typical small-minded little English woman.  Never went on holiday outside the UK, doesn’t eat anything not typically British as she said she avoided that foreign muck, and had a latent xenophobia which often descended into downright racism.  It made sense that my mum would run off to her, and I was pretty sure mum would come back worse for it.

Whatever, I was done worrying about her.  I had the house to myself, and a cage on my cock…fuck, what an idiot. 

Of course, I found a way to tell Marie, as I thought she’d might understand.  She laughed so hard that I swear tears created a puddle beneath her. 

“I wanna see it!  I wanna see it!” She begged.

“You wanna see my cock and balls?” I asked, incredulously.

“Yes!  Yes!  Show me, show me!”

“Where?”

“The toilets.  Come on!”  She literally dragged me into the men’s toilets, and into a cubicle.  I dropped my pants and boxers to reveal the little pink device.  “Oh my god, it looks like a clit!” She gasped.

“Shhhhh!” I urged her.  “People will hear!”

“Pffft, there’s nobody there.” She said, crouching down and handling my balls to get a better look.  “Oh my god, that is so cute.  I love it!  Wow!” She stood up rapidly, which I assumed was my cue to dress again.  “Keep it on!” She said.             

“What?” I asked, buckling my belt.

“Don’t remove it. Keep it on.”

“No!” I snorted, leading her out of the cubicle just as two guys came in.  They gave us both a look and then a smile, but Marie ignored them. 

“Go on!  Please!” She begged.  “It’s so hot knowing you are wearing it and you can’t play with yourself.”

“No!” I told her again.  “Anyway, why is hot for you?”

“I don’t know, it just is.” Then as we walked, her voice dropped an octave.  “I could make you wear it.”

My cock twitched a little inside the cage.  I turned to look at her.  “Excuse me?”

“I could order you to wear it.  To keep it on.”

“You’re submissive.” I told her, rather than saying, no, because I have a mind of my own.

Shrugging, she replied, “Yeah, but I never thought it would turn me on to see a boy caged up like that.  It turns me on, so wear it.”

“Or else what?” This was the crux of it.  I framed it in a joking manner, but deep inside me, what I wanted her to do was give me a genuine reason to keep it on.  If you don’t, then I…

She didn’t.  She just shrugged, because she knew she had nothing on me, and weirdly, I felt deflated, disappointed, and for the first time I realised, I desperately needed this.  I was definitely submissive, and this proved it.

I didn’t see her the rest of the day.  In fact, she even skipped lunch, something I had been looking forward to.  Then as I was on my way to Iris’ to get the cage removed, I received a text from Marie.

Marie: If you remove it, then I’ll be desperately disappointed in you…

That did it.  At first, I thought, ah, so what? But then I realised how sad it made me to disappoint Marie.  Fuck, that did it.

The point of my trip to Iris’ was now moot, given that I had resolved to keep the cage on, albeit for the life of me, I didn’t know why.  No matter, at least it was plastic, so worst case, if I ever wanted it off, I really could just break it.

Of course, Iris found the whole thing hilarious.  “You will jump in headfirst, don’t you?” She laughed.  “That said, not disappointing a lady is a jolly good excuse to keep it on.  Bravo.”

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

“Absolutely, but I’m completely the wrong person to ask because I think all men should be caged.”

Still, hearing that two women wanted me caged made me feel somehow more alive than ever before, so I simply nodded and told her that I would keep it on for now.

“Show it to me then.” Iris ordered.

I felt the heat around my cheeks.  “I’d rather not.”

“I wasn’t asking.” She had a firmness to her voice which made her sound sexy but very threatening.  “Actually, follow me.” She said, leading me into her dungeon.  “If you’re going to show me your cage, I’d rather do it here in the right place for subs like you.”

With a gulp, I dropped my pants to reveal the little pink nub.  Like Marie, she looked it over, although, Iris seemed to look at it from the point of view of making sure I was okay in it, and then she nodded and stood.

“The hair is unsightly and needs to go.” She told me.  “Boxers and a pink chastity cage, especially one which all but makes cocks disappear, just seem wrong to me, but everything has a time and a place, I suppose.  Bit silly putting the clip in, but maybe that will give you the little push you needed.”

A thought occurred to me, something which had bothered me ever since I’d put this cage on.  “Did dad wear this one?” I asked.

She smiled, but there was a sadness to her smile.  “No, not this one.  He had a few, but only wore one or two.”

“Can I ask another question?  A more personal one?”

With a nod, she frowned a little, seemingly knowing what I was about to say.  “Did you ever sleep with my father?”

“Once.  Just once.  When your mother divorced him, he was suffering because the torture she’d put on him.  Anyway, we had sex, it was nothing special for either of us, we didn’t have that sort of relationship, but we felt it was right to get it out of the way.  I don’t often sleep with men.” She paused, looking away for a moment.  “Don’t get me wrong, I like sex, I just don’t want everything that goes with it.”

I nodded.  I could understand that.  I’d had sex a few times and sometimes it all just felt so rushed.  Maybe I was in the minority, but I liked foreplay more. 

We stood there, quiet, both lost in our own thoughts.  Then, as if coming back to reality, we looked at each other and smiled.  I was still standing there with my pants around my ankles, and strangely, I didn’t feel any urge to pull them back up.

“Would you like to feel what it is like to be whipped?” She asked me.

I gulped, and then nodded.  “Yes please.”

She told me to take my pants off and then bend over the whipping bench.  Once I did that, she clipped my wrists into cuffs.  “This is to stop you from moving around and covering your arse.  Do you understand stop words?”

“Erm, no?”

“Saying stop is a fairly easy word to say, but too easy.  We often want to go past stop, so we use stop words instead.  For now, let’s stick to red, amber, green.  Green is good, amber is reaching my limit, red means stop.”

“Makes sense.”

“Okay.” With that, she grabbed a red leather crop and flicked it a couple of times, before tapping my right bottom cheek a few times.  Then with a quick flick, I felt the crop land on the cheek.  I cried out in pain.  It was a sudden searing pain which gradually faded.  “How was that?”

“Tolerable.” I told her.

“Good.” She tapped the left cheek a few times and then flicked again.  She did that a few times on both and I felt both cheeks become warm.  The pain from the smacks seemed to dissipate.  However, before I had time to contemplate this, she lay down a series of three fast thwacks right across both cheeks.  I screamed out as she giggled.  As she giggled, she gently tapped my balls with the tip of the crops, before letting a quick flick go, smack on the balls.   Fuck, that hurt!  Still, I didn’t say red or amber.

Once again, she smacked my backside and then she did my thighs, getting faster and harder, until she lay ten hard hits on my backside and then five on my thighs.

I was panting, absorbing the pain, but through closed teeth I said, “Green.”

“Good boy.” Iris told me, a hint of pride in her voice.  She gave me twenty or so hits on my backside and legs, and then put the crop back, picking up a cat of nine tails.  “This allows me to hit your back safely.” She said, pushing my t-shirt up.  “It’ll hurt in a different way.”

She swung the whip left and right and honestly, it felt good on my back, but then she increased pace and swing and soon she was raining down hard hits left and right on the top of my back.  I screamed in pain but for some reason I didn’t dare say stop or red or anything.  The whip moved down to my damaged backside and hit it another thirty or so times.  Then, it stopped and I lay there over the bench, panting. 

I felt cream being applied with my buttocks and back.  “Okay?” She asked.

“Yeah.  It was good.”

Her hand remained on my backside and then I felt it taken away.  She walked over to a wall and picked up a five-inch black strap-on dildo.  It wasn’t huge but it was big enough.  “Wanna go a step further?” She asked.

I nodded.  “Yes, please.”

“I’ll be careful.”

“I trust you.”

The cold sensation of lubricated fingers making contact with my anus made me jolt a little, but the sensation was at all unpleasant, as she slowly massaged the gel into my passage with her fingers.  I moaned a little, as two fingers entered and exited.  Then, the feeling of cold plastic or latex pressing against my hole.  The cock seemed fairly small to look at, but when it was trying to gain access to what had only been an exit for me, I began to wonder if I had bitten off more than I could chew.

“Push back a little, and try to open your anus.” She said, softly, soothingly.  I did as she suggested and with a slide I felt the head of the phallus slip inside.  I felt a stinging sensation from my ring and for a moment wondered if I was bleeding.  “Good, very good.” She told me, and I relaxed a little.  I felt her movements, slight, in and out, but bit by bit I realised she was edging inside, until I finally I felt her body against mine.  “All in.  How does it feel?”

It felt good, not painful, but like a full feeling with a tingle of pleasure from one spot inside.  “Nice, actually.” I told her, as I felt her rock back and forth a little.  “Very good in fact.”

“I thought you’d like it.” I could tell she was smiling because I could hear it in her voice.  “I’m hitting your prostate, which is essentially your G-spot, meaning the most pleasure you’ll feel.”

Holy shit, this was good.  She had increased her pace and now shockwaves of pleasure were shooting through my body.  “Fuck me.” I cried out, although at first I wasn’t sure if it was a fuck me, this is good, or fuck me please.  It was both.  “Oh, yes, fuck me.  Oh harder, fuck me, oh fuck, yes!”

“Yes Mark, yes, take my cock, take it!” She was clearly getting off on it too, even though I didn’t know how or why.  I didn’t care, I just wanted that cock inside me.  “Think you can take a bigger one?”

“God!  Yes!  Yes!”

I saw her grab a much bigger dildo from the shelf and then I felt the one inside me slide out, much to my disappointment.  She switched the dildos in the harness and then lubricated the new one and push against me.  My god, this felt like an arm.  “This is eight inches long, but only a little fatter, just a half-inch.” She informed me.  It felt like ten inches fatter, but once it was inside me, the pleasure was immense.

Minutes later, the slap-slap-slap of fast skin on skin action mixed in with my oh-oh-oh moans.  My head bounced as rapidly as she slammed the cock in and out of me, until finally I felt my cock leak.

“I…I think I came!” I told her, shocked that I had cum inside the cage, and without an erection.

“Good, that’s what I had hoped would happen.” She laughed, pulling the cock out of me. “It’s called milking.  I thought you deserved it.” With the cock still jutting out in front of her, she unclipped the cuffs and let me up.  “How do you feel?”

That was a good question; how did I feel?  I didn’t actually feel embarrassed or ashamed.  I’d cum but I still felt horny, which was not how I usually felt after climax.  In fact, for the first time in a long time, I felt like all was right with the world, even though I knew it wasn’t.  “The happiest I’ve ever felt.” I told her.

She kissed my forehead and that was the first time I realised she was actually a good couple of inches taller than me.  “You’re submissive, just like your father.  I’m glad you are beginning to understand it.”

“I guess that means I should start calling you Mistress, huh?” I grinned.

She returned the smile, albeit briefly.  “No, I’m not your Mistress.  This was just a playtime for you to see what it is like.  Over time, we’ll see, but honestly, I was with your father for so long I almost see you like the son I never had.” I saw a hint of sadness in her eyes and realised that she had wanted kids but for some reason never had them. “Anyway, that doesn’t mean I’m not open to becoming your Mistress, but I need you to explore for yourself before you reach that conclusion.”

“I suppose it would be weird, right?” I told her, trying to justify the rejection.

She tilted her head from side to side.  “Um, nothing wrong with weird sometimes.  Weird often leads to kinky, and kinky is very fun.  I’m not rejecting you Mark.  I’m just saying go out and explore and if you still feel like you do, then we’ll talk.  Okay?”

“Okay.”


Four

Okay, so, I was kinky.  I left Iris’ place that evening feeling alive and full of energy.  The whipping, whilst painful, was desperately satisfying, and getting fucked in the arse?  Jesus, guys, if you haven’t been pegged, do it!  Oh my fucking god!  It is just wave after wave of intense pleasure.  Oh, and the first thing I did after leaving was call Marie.

“I kept it on.” I told her, by way of greeting. 

“Oh thank god.” She replied.  “Do you know how often I’ve masturbated this afternoon since I saw that thing?  Wanna meet?”

“Yes!  I have so much to tell you.”

“Great.  Let’s not meet at the usual place, too many people we know.”

“The White Swan in thirty?”

“Is that the pub on Bennett Grove?”

“Yeah.” It was my local, just around the corner from my house.  It was this oldy-worldy English pub with low ceilings, velvet benches, and about fifty beers on tap.

“I know it.  There in thirty.”

So I was on my way there now, with a skip in my step.  It was quite bizarre that just a couple of days ago I was upset to find out Marie was submissive, only to be reinvigorated by a small plastic contraption, but hey-ho, it is what it is.  It did make me wonder if I was missing out on anything else in my life though, I mean, maybe all of this was the reason for my insular attitude towards women. 

The pub was dead when I arrived, just as I had hoped.  It was the type of pub which livened up on the weekends and on quiz nights, but other than that was fairly quiet.  The couple who owned it had owned it for decades and for them, it was a reason to get up in the morning.  They had enough money to keep the pub going, even though it wasn’t profitable. 

“Alright Mark, not seen you in a while.  What’ll it be?” Neville the bartender and owner asked.

“Erm.” I perused the choice of ales and then selected a pint of the Thornbridge Jaipur IPA.

“Good choice.” Neville stated.  “How’s ya mum?”

“Urgh, don’t get me started.” I rolled my eyes and Neville cackled out a laugh.  For seventy something, Neville looked spritely, with rosy cheeks and grey mutton-chops, he looked more like a farmer, but I always remembered him as a jolly man.  “My dad passed away this week.”

Neville’s cheery demeaner changed to one of sadness.  “Oh, no, not Clive!  Oh, he was one of the best!  How’s Iris taking it?”

I realised the Neville knew more about my dad than I did.  “Wait, you knew my dad?”

“Of course I did!  Never agreed with what your mum did, but I couldn’t say nowt.  Anyway, lovely chap your dad, heart of gold.  Kinky fella, hanging out with Iris, but we didn’t mind.  He stopped coming here after a while, but I ran in to him now-and-again.  What happened?”

“Cancer.”

He hissed.  “Fucking big C.  They should do something about that once and for all.  Got my cousin Susie a couple of years back.  Pancreas.  She went fast.  It was like one minute she found out, the next she was gone.” He looked down at the bar, shaking his head.

I gave him a moment before pursuing my own agenda.  “What was my dad like?  I mean, after…”

“Oh, lovely.  Lovely.  He always had a story to tell.  Of course, when he turned up in those frilly dresses, some of the customers had comments, but I wouldn’t hear of it.  Anyone who had a problem with Clive had a problem with me.  Anyway, I would act as a back channel for information on you, sneak him pictures and such-like.  Then he gave me letters to try to get to you, but your mother always intercepted them, until it became problematic for me.  Saw a lot less of them after that.  Iris was always lovely.  How’s she holding up?”

“Oh, seems fine, but there are moments when I can see it’s getting to her.  I’m trying to keep her company.”

“That must really piss off your mother though.” He allowed himself a satisfied chuckle.

“It does, to the point where she’s gone to live with her sister for a bit.”

“Good!” He said, slamming his hand on the bar, before realising it was my mother he was talking about.  “Sorry…”

“No, no, it’s fine.  Right now, I feel the same way.  I met my dad for the first time just to watch him die.  That’s where I met Iris.  I’m not sure I can forgive my mother for that.”

The barman nodded.  “Aye, I would like to say that she’s ya mother and that ya should respect her, but honestly, Clive deserved better, and so did you.”

The door squeaked over and Marie stepped inside, looking from side to side before spotting me.  “Ah, my date is here.” I told Clive.

“Very nice.” He winked.  “What’ll it be love?” He asked Marie as she stepped over to the bar. 

“Erm…” Her eyes went wide looking at all the beers on tap.  “What have you got?” She asked me, picking up my pint glass and taking a sip without asking.  “Mmm, that please.”

“I haven’t had any of that yet, but be my guest.” I joked.

“Shut-up subby.” She grinned.

“Like father like son, eh?” Winked Clive as he pulled hard on the long handle.

“Something like that.” Marie nodded.

I paid for the beers and we retreated to a quiet corner where we could talk.  Marie was wearing a tiny mini-skirt, pink, pleated, with a white scalloped tank-top.  Her breasts weren’t big, in fact, she had nicely shaped B-cups, if that. 

“How’s the cage?” She asked me.

“Comfortable.”

“Comfortable enough to wear permanently?” She grinned.  I wasn’t sure if permanent was the right word, but certain for the foreseeable future, and I told her that.  “That’s hot.” She nodded.  “So tell me, what’s the news?”

I repositioned myself a little to get closer to her, and then I checked the room to make sure the five patrons in the bar couldn’t hear me.  “So, Iris asked if I wanted to try being whipped, to see what it’s all about.”

“Right, and you did it?”

“Yeah, in fact, my arse is purple.  She used the riding crop at first, then moved on to a cat-of-nine tails.  She gave me stop colours to use, but I took it all.  The pain was actually kind of nice.  She had me tied up to this bench, bent over, and she just kept laying into me, but it all felt so, um, controlled, like she knew exactly where to hit and how.”

Marie shrugged.  “I mean, she’s a professional, so she should.”

“Right, but I suppose everyone is different.  Everyone has a different pain threshold.  She found mine so fast and knew how to push it.”

“That’s great!  I remember the first time my master whipped me.  He used a bullwhip but fuck me, I came so much I thought I pissed myself.”

“But that’s not all.” I needed to gulp down half of the ale for this next part.  “Then she put on a strap-on dildo and fucked me.”

Right at that moment, Marie had just had a mouthful of beer, and right at that moment, I received a fine spray of ale right in the face.  Marie was laughing, not at me, but at the incredulousness of what I had just said.  She was still laughing as I wiped my face dry.  “I was not expecting that.” She chuckled.  “How was it?”

“Amazing!  Probably the best thing I’ve done in my life.” I grinned, watching her settle down.

“Yeah, I’ve heard that it’s actually more pleasurable for men than it is for women.  Prostate?”

“Prostate.” I nodded.  “I actually came inside the cage.”

Marie’s head tilted to one side and she looked genuinely surprised.  “Really?  That’s interesting.”

“The funny thing is, normally when I, like, erm…” I didn’t know the nicest way to say this.  “Cum, well, my libido hits rock bottom and I feel stupid, but not this time.  I still felt mega horny.”

“That is interesting!” She agreed.  “In fact, it kind of makes the cage that much more important, right?”

“When you look at it like that, yeah.”

“So what next?”

“Well, I asked Iris to be my Mistress, but she said no, for now.  She said I should explore myself first, and then decide later.”

Nodding, Marie agreed with her, stating that it was important for me to learn about BDSM and define what it meant for me.  “Don’t forget, you’re going through a traumatic experience right now, it’s important not to compartmentalise that and put it all into BDSM.  You may find that you are just associating yourself with the father you thought you never had.”

“Urgh, I forgot you also study psychology.” I whined, earning a punch on the arm.

“Regardless, we don’t want you broken, we want you happy.”

“But this is making me happy.”

“Good, but let’s make sure it stays that way.  In the meantime, I’ve come to a decision myself.”

“Which is?” I asked her.

She took another sip of beer and swallowed.  “Well, I’ve always been submissive.  I’ve felt submissive, and I enjoy being submissive.  I don’t find myself dominant around men or women.  That is, I didn’t find myself dominant around men, until I saw the cage on you.  Now though, whilst I’m not fully convinced that I can switch, I am interested in exploring what I can do with you, if you are open to exploring with me?”

I nodded quickly.  Of course I was open to exploring with her!  She’s a hot blonde who wants to try her dominant side, yes, yes indeed, I’ll be your Guinea pig!  “Yes, I definitely am.” I replied, trying not to appear so excited.

“Good, so, it may turn out that we do stuff and I find out it is not for me, in which case, we need to end it.”

“Okay.” I said, nodding.

“And it may turn out that I don’t know what the hell I’m doing, and you might not like my kinks.”

“Right.” I didn’t even know my own kinks, so whatever.

“And it may not happen at all, because I need to get permission from my master, first, in order to take you on.  He may say no, but I doubt it.”

“Um, right.  When will you ask him?”

“Tomorrow night, when I see him.” Then she took another sip.  “I want you to keep seeing Iris, to get trained, as honestly, she knows more about femdom than I do.”

“I can introduce you…” I started.

“In time, sure.  For now, let me sort things out with master and I’ll come back to you.”

It was a dream-come-true, well, a dream I never knew I had until today, but sure, it was a dream.

“That is, of course, if you’ll have me as your Mistress.” She asked, suddenly realising that she had just assumed.

“Yes, of course, Mistress Marie.”

“Not your Mistress yet.” She reminded me.

“Right.”

“For now though, I suggest you study the internet for ideas and identify what you like.  I’ll do the same and then we can exchange ideas.”

That evening, I went home and opened up my laptop, laying on my bed and studying BDSM.  For now, I wanted to learn the basics, such as what did BDSM actually stand-for.  With that out of the way, I then read up about SSC or Safe Sane Consensual, understand consent, limits and so on.  The more I read, the more I realised how much BDSM was actually involved in our daily lives without us even knowing.  Even the most vanilla couple in the world probably incorporated a little kink into their lives every so often, which made mother’s predefined notions of my father all the more confusing for me. 

Anyway, obviously, sadism and masochism were interesting for me to experience, but to watch was okay, but it felt a little dull.  I then came across cuckolding stories, and that turned me on a great deal.  The cuckolding stories became force feminisation stories and they also turned me on a great deal.  In fact, any story where the man was subjected to humiliation or humiliating experiences, turned me on a lot. 

“Hmmm…” I said, looking over at the boxes of my father’s old clothes.  “Fuck it.” I said, stripping down to the cage and walking over to the box with the lingerie.  I found an unworn pair of pink satin with white lace trim full-cut knickers and slid them up my legs, and OH my fucking god, what was this that I was feeling?  Fuck me, why does this feel so good?  They were soft, cool, but every little movement felt like heaven.  Tiny sensations on my balls or around the tops of my legs, on my buttocks, and fuck me, I didn’t want to ever take them off! 

Okay, I’m a sissy.  There was no denying it, I got turned on by wearing satin knickers.  I looked at myself in the mirror and I looked ridiculous; and the moment I told myself I looked ridiculous, I got even more turned on. 

With shaking hands, I pulled out my phone and texted Marie, telling her that I tried on knickers and loved it.  She asked to see, so I sent her a picture.

Marie: Oh wow, that is priceless!  You look amazing!  Skinny pale white boy in pink pretty panties!  Love it!  This is going in my private files.  Send more!  Put a bra on!

The bra was a matching pullover affair.  More like a satin crop-top, but I didn’t care.  I wanted it to match.  Of course, Marie loved the combination, and told me I should wear knickers all the time, and to be honest, if they all felt this good on me, I would!

Next I sent the picture to Iris.  I don’t know why but I was expecting a quick response, but instead, the message sat in delivered for a long time, and then eventually read, but without a response.  I decided not to press it or stress, after all, she was probably working. 

Instead, I found a short nightie which matching the knickers and bra, and put that on.  Holy shit, it also felt good.  I decided I would sleep in it, given there was minimal risk anyone would see it.  My only real problem was how horny it made me.  I desperately wanted to wank, but that wasn’t possible with the damned plastic cage.  It reached a point where I thought about breaking it off, but I did everything I could inside to prevent that from happening. 

By one in the morning, I was so restless, I realised I had to do something.  I went back to the boxes and found one of the dildos, a white one, maybe a little wider than the bigger dildo I had in my arse, with a suction cup on the bottom.  I knew I’d see lubricant in the stuff that I had packed, and sure enough, found it at the bottom of a bag inside the box.  I smothered as much as possible on the big dildo and affixed it to the wooden floor.

I frowned at the fact that I would need to lower the knickers.  I wanted to keep them on.  Luckily, I found a similar pair in the box which had an open crotch which extended to the backside.  I swapped the knickers and then squatted over the dildo and let myself fall, gingerly.

The suddenly searing pain made me wonder if I had done something wrong.  I immediately lifted off and put my hand to my anus to see if there was any blood, but there was none.  Satisfied, I tried again.  The pain arrived but I pushed through it and eventually felt the dildo head slip in.  The pain transformed into a stinging sensation, so I held still for a moment, feeling the pain disappear, and then allowed myself to rock down, until the dildo was all the way inside.

Sweat poured from my forehead.  It was surprisingly hard work, but worth it, as I began riding the huge dildo, faster and faster.  “Oh yeah, oh fuck me.” I cried.  “Fuck me, make me your bitch!” I allowed the fantasy to take over, closing my eyes and picturing it.  “Yes Mistress Marie, make me your whore!” The picture in my head of Marie changed to Iris, and in my head, I heard Iris say, “call me mommy.” I was too lost in the fantasy to consider how weird that was.  “Yes, fuck me mommy, fuck me mommy!” I cried, my left hand holding the nightie whilst my right massaged my balls. 

Just like before, I came, spurt, spurt, spurt with each thrust of the dildo.  Just like before, I didn’t lose my libido.  My hand was covered in cum, which normally, I would wipe up, but this time, without hesitation, I pushed it all in my mouth and ate it.  Slightly salty, but pretty much tasted of nothing.

I slid the cock out of me, wincing a little as the large head struggled to get through my ring, then headed into the bathroom to wash it.  I felt the urge to sit on the toilet and release, pushing out the copious amounts of lubricant inside me.  However, as I wiped, I saw small traces of blood and began to panic.  Fuck, what have I done?  Will I need to go to hospital?  What if I tore my colon?

Now, it’s important to note here that it was literally a tiny dot of blood, but at that time, I thought it was a litre or two.  I needed to speak to someone, but I didn’t know whom.

I did the most ridiculous thing I could think of at the time.  I called the NHS hotline and asked.  I kid you not, the lady on the other end laughed when I described the situation.  She was very clear, I think for purposes of the recording, that she was not laughing at me for engaging in anal sex with a dildo, but rather at panicking at the idea of having a spot of one by one millimetre blood on the paper.  Either way, she said that a small amount of blood like that could be because of a minor tear, and that I should be more careful and use a smaller dildo until I’m used to something bigger.  She suggested getting haemorrhoid cream in the morning and then wished me a good night.

Of course, sleep eventually found me, but it did so with me naked in bed.  The knickers, bra and nightie went back in the box.  I felt ridiculous and stupid and rather than blame my lack of knowledge, I blamed clothes.  What an idiot.


Five

It was about ten in the morning when my phone buzzed.  I immediately sent it to voicemail without checking as I was in Grant’s class again, I really didn’t need the hassle.  Marie was sat next to me and whilst she glossed over the pictures, I did not tell her about my adventure with the NHS hotline.  She let me know that she would be with her master from five that afternoon and planned to discuss the situation with him.

“What’s he like?” I asked her.

“He’s a business man, divorced but not looking for a relationship with a younger woman, we just satisfy our desires.” Marie explained.

“Wait…younger woman?” I immediately saw him as some sort of old man.  “How old is he?”

“Mid-forties.”

“Oh.” I don’t know why I thought he was someone our age.  It made sense that she would look for an older man as her master, or at least, it seemed to.

After leaving Grant’s lecture, Marie ran off to her next lecture, promising to call me tomorrow.  I had a half hour break, so pulled out my phone and checked who had called.  I listened to the voicemail. “Hi Mark, it’s Iris.  Saw your message but didn’t want to text you back, so thought I’d call.  You look great!  Call me back.”

I dialled her back but this time I was sent to voicemail.  A second later, I received a text. 

Iris: I’m with a client.  When do you finish?

Me: One-ish.

Iris: I have a client at two, but you can watch if you want?

Again, I had the offer to watch.  This time, I said I would. 

I arrived at her place a little after one-thirty.  She was wearing a red PVC body with exposed breasts, her pierced nipples visible.  On her legs, red PVC lace up boots which extended all the way to her crotch. 

“Please tell me you’re wearing panties.” She stated.

My face flushed red.  “I’m, err, not.”

“Oh Mark!” She frowned.  “Come with me.” She led me upstairs to her bedroom, where she opened a drawer and pulled out a pink chiffon babydoll nightie.  “Put that on at least.” She said, throwing it at me.  “Really Mark, you can’t just send a picture like that and get a lady’s hopes up!  When you’ve changed into that, meet me in the dungeon.  I think we have a little time to punish you for your behaviour.”

“Erm, yes…” I struggled.  She had already told me not to call her Mistress.  Also, I had my fantasy from last night playing in my head; mommy, mommy.  Fuck!

“Yes Iris is fine…” She said, and then continued, “for now…”

“Yes Iris.”

She left the room and I quickly changed into the see-through nightie.  It was a sixties style babydoll, trimmed with thick black lace.  The tag said Victoria Secret on it.  Then, I ran downstairs to the dungeon where she was sat on a throne flicking the crop in preparation.

“Feet.” She said, pointing with the crop at her boot.  I had read about this.  She expected me to kiss her feet as a greeting, and did just that.  She smiled.  “Well done.  Clever little sissy, aren’t you?” She stood and circled me as I knelt there.  “Bend over, arms on the ground.” I felt a boot heel on by back; it dug in painfully as I rested myself on my wrists.  The crop tapped my backside a few times.  “You still haven’t heeled I see?” She said, and for a moment, I thought she was talking about my anus.

“I actually, I fucked myself with a dildo last night, and it was maybe a little too big.  I started bleeding a bit, so I had to call the NHS hotline.”

I don’t think I’ve ever heard anyone laugh so hard in my life.  She was in tears laughing.  The crop fell to the floor and I felt the boot lift from my back.  “Oh my god, get up.” She laughed.  “I can’t whip you now, I think you punished yourself enough, you silly boy.  What did they say to you?”

“Erm, to use a smaller dildo.”

Once again, she let out a roar of laughter.  “Dear oh dear, I don’t think anyone has made me laugh like that in years.” She said, wiping away a tear.  The doorbell went and she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek.  She then gave me a warm smile and walked off to get the door.

She returned moments later.  “He’s getting changed.  I’m going to gag you so you can’t speak.” She told me, picking up a penis-shaped gag and buckling it around my head.  “Come on, into the cage.” She pushed me into the cage and locked the door.

A slightly overweight man in red lingerie appeared.  He was wearing a blonde wig and make-up done very badly.  “Oh my god, you look terrible.” Iris told him.  The man was maybe fifty or so, and looked very nervous.  He looked over at me and licked his lips then looked down.

“Yes Mistress.  I’m sorry Mistress.”

“Is that how you greet me?” She asked, slapping the top of his thigh with a crop.

“Sorry Mistress.” He said, dropping to his knees and practically licking her boots, and then sucking on the heel.

“That’s it, clean my boots you vile piece of shit.  God, you’re disgusting.”

The man’s cock swelled with each insult she threw at him.  I realised that he was getting off on the abuse, and weirdly, I understood it.  He missed a spot, so she slapped him around the face, and then spat on him.  Fuck, there was something so deeply erotic about seeing a woman spitting on a man. 

“Open your mouth, you sick fuck.” She ordered.  He opened his mouth and raised it, she let a large globule of spit drizzle into his mouth.  “Swallow.” He did so with gusto.  “Crawl over to me and lick my arsehole.” She told him, unclipping the base of the body and bending over.  The man hurried over like a dog, tongue at the ready, and thrust forward.  “That’s it.  Get it in deep.”

As he did that, she reached over to the shelf and grabbed the strap-on harness.  She then dropped it on the ground and told the slave to put it on her.  As he did that, she selected a dildo.  She looked them over and chuckled a little, looking over at me and shaking her head as she remembered what I did. 

“Bend over the bench and look at my sissy in the cage whilst I fuck you.” She hissed.  Then, as she entered him, he moaned but his eyes never left mine.  “Do you know who he is?”

“No Mistress.” He moaned.

“He’s my son.  I’m sissifying him for my own pleasure.  Am I evil?” She grinned.  My cock tried to harden inside the cage as she played out my forbidden fantasy.

“Yes Mistress, but I’m sure he deserves it.”

“All men deserve it, don’t they?”

“Definitely Mistress.”

“It’s what you want, isn’t it, mister powerful businessman?  You want to give up your powerful job to be a little sissy whore for me, don’t you?”

His eyes fluttered closed.  “Oh yes Mistress.  Please, make me your little gay whore.  Turn me!”

“Taking cock day in, day out.  Have you ever sucked cock before?”

“No Mistress, but I want to! I’m scared though.”

“Sissy!” She was looking at me now.  “Step closer to the edge of the cage.” I did as she told me.  “Whore, you see that his cock is all locked up, but do you see a lock anywhere?”

“No Mistress.”

“Reach out, touch it, look where the lock should be.”

I felt his fingers touch the cage, pulling at it from side to side.  “It’s not there Mistress.”

“That’s because I’ve locked him up permanently.  No sex for my son.  I’m keeping him a virgin.  Well, he already lost his anal virginity, of course.  Anyway, that’s how I want you locked up.  Why aren’t you?”

“My wife…”

“My wife, my wife.” She mimicked.  “God, you’re like a broken record.  You don’t even fuck your wife anymore, so why not lock it up?”

“Yes Mistress.  I’ll order one, but my business travel…”

She slammed her hand down on his buttocks as she fucked him.  “Do you see any metal on that cage?”

“No Mistress, but 3d scanners…”

“I don’t care.  If you are caught, then you explain it to them.  Suck on his balls.  I don’t want you talking anymore.”

The nervous man leaned forward and I felt his mouth take a ball in his mouth, sucking hard.  My eyes widened at Iris who simply smiled sinisterly, as if suggesting to me that she could do anything she wanted.  There was also something else about how she looked at me, a knowing smile, as if she could read my mind. 

She stared into my eyes as she spoke.  “How does it feel to have my son’s balls in your mouth?  Knowing you are sucking on Mistress Iris’ son?”

“Mmmmm.” He moaned, no daring to remove the ball.

“What about you sissy?  Is mommy’s little friend making you happy?” She asked.

Now, when I grew up, I once had a little incident at school where I came for no reason at all.  I think it was something most boys grew up with, random erections, but I had random climaxes.  Over time, they went away.  One day, I was watching a movie with my then girlfriend.  I think I was still in school back then.  It was a movie on BBC2 called Desert Hearts and it had an amazing lesbian lovemaking scene.  I remember feeling uncomfortable because I was going to be losing my virginity that evening.  That didn’t happen because I came in my pants randomly watching that movie.

Fast-forward to me being in that dungeon, a crossdressing man sucking my balls, my cock in a cage, a sexy dominatrix who just the night before dominated my fantasies as my fantasy-mommy, now somehow seeming to become a reality.  I came, and not just a bit.  Stream after stream shot out of the cage, and landed on the guy’s face.

Of course, Iris was a little lost for words for a moment.  The guy stopped sucking but didn’t let go of the ball.  He seemed confused as to what to do next.  Thankfully, Iris came around.  “Here you go, you have the chance to try another man’s cum for the first time.  Just wipe it off your cheek and eat it.  Look at you, like a little whore with cum on your face.”

The man moaned and sucked on my ball again, occasionally reaching up to push cum into his own mouth. 

Iris leaned over and scooped some up and rubbed it on my face with a wink.  “Let mommy make you look like a pretty whore too.” She said in a type of boo-boo voice. 

For the rest of the session, I watched her beat him, make him drink her piss, she even smoked and used him as an ashtray, which was pretty hot.  Eventually, his time came to an end and he was released to get changed.  I heard them talking, with him thanking and asking if the same time next week worked. 

“Yes it does.” I heard her say.

“Erm, will your son be here?” He asked.

“I don’t know.  Maybe, why?” She asked back.

“I’ll pay extra if he can be.”

“I’m sure that can be arranged.”

“Can I eat his arsehole next time?”

“Definitely can be arranged.”

The door shut and I heard her approach.  “I can’t believe you came on him.” She laughed.  I watched her approach the cage, but not unlock it.  “What should I do with you?” She asked, staring at me.  “So, mommy fantasy huh?” How did she know?  “I’m not into the ageplay thing too much, but I have a feeling that’s not it for you either, right?  It’s not that you want to be a little, you are happy with your age, so what is it?” She mused.  “It’s hotter like this though.  I told you, sometimes our kinkiest fantasies lead somewhere fun.” She paced backwards and forwards.  I could have easily unbuckled the gag, I wasn’t cuffed or anything, but I didn’t dare.  “Do you have anywhere to be tonight?” She asked me.  I shook my head in the negative.  “Good.  I have another client in less than an hour.  He’ll get off on you being here, and then one more at six.  You’ll remain caged during that time.  Don’t worry, I’ll give you something to drink shortly.”

I was left alone for about fifteen minutes, and then she arrived back with what looked like an IV bag and tube.  She hung the bag on a small hook inside the cage, and then attached the tube to a small hole on the cock gag.

“Suck on that.” She told me.  I did and immediately found myself taking in the acrid taste of piss.  “Yes, drink mommy’s piss, darling son.  Sip and enjoy my warm nectar.”

I was finally released from the cage after eight, told to kneel, and then collared with a think pink leather collar.  She clipped on a leash but didn’t remove the gag for now.  I followed her on my hands and knees, into the kitchen, where a meal was waiting for us on the table.  She unbuckled the gag and told me to sit and eat.

“Did you enjoy today?” She smiled at me, taking her first bite from her plate.

“Yes Iris.  It was amazing!” I gushed.

“Yeah, I think we can dispense with the yes Iris and move directly to mommy, don’t you?”

“Yes Mommy.” I said nervously, embarrassed and turned on at the same time.  “How did you know?”

“The first time I said you were my son, as a joke, your eyes.  The reaction.  I knew immediately.  When did you first fantasise about me like that?” She asked.

“Last night.”

“When you fucked yourself?”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes Mommy, when I fucked myself.” I told her, saying what I expected she wanted to hear.  She smiled.

“Did you imagine me fucking you, and begged mommy for more?”

“Yes Mommy, that’s exactly what I did.”

“And I think we have our new dynamic.  Do you feel comfortable being that for me?  Honestly?  This has not been an easy week for you, I don’t want to do something which you might regret later.”

I shook my head.  I needed to be serious now.  I leaned forward.  “Mommy, this has been a difficult week, but unbelievably, the best.  I understand my dad more and more, and well, you have been amazing.  I wish I’d known you before.”

She teared up.  “I wish I’d met you sooner, but I doubt we would’ve had this sort of relationship.  I guess that might have been a little too weird, right?”

“We’ll never know.  But it doesn’t feel weird to me now.”

“Me neither.”

One thing I felt I had to tell her about was Marie.  If I was about to start some sort of D/s relationship with Iris, I suppose I had to tell her that I might have a similar relationship with Marie.  If I was worried that Iris might be jealous, I needn’t have worried.

“That’s great!” She gushed.  “And she knows about me?”

“Yes, she does, and she wants me to continue to see you, erm, like this, because she wants us both to learn.”

“Best of both worlds.  I’d be proud to be mommy to you, especially if you have a dominant girlfriend.”

“If her master lets her.”

“Well, hopefully he will.”

After dinner, we sat on the sofa, watching TV.  She painted my toe and fingernails a lovely shade of hot-pink, adding glitter to it as it dried, and then she showed me how to pedicure and paint her toe-nails.  “That will be one of your duties for mommy.”

“Thank you Mommy.” I gushed. 

Around nine, she switched the TV off.  “Time for bed.” She said.

“Would you like me to go?” I asked.

“No, you’ll sleep with mommy tonight.” She took my leash and led me up to the bedroom.  I watched her change into a sexy red silk nightie, and then handed me a disposable toothbrush.  “Go clean your teeth and do what you need to do before bed.”

Ten minutes later, we were in bed together, cuddling.  She held me, pulling me close, and then I felt her lips on mine.  “Kiss mommy.” She whispered, slipping her tongue into my mouth.  We kissed for several minutes, and then she took my head and pulled her right breast out of the nightie, presenting the nipple to my mouth.  “Suck mommy’s titties, baby, suck.”  I gladly took the huge fat nipple into my mouth, feeling the metal of the bar clinking on my teeth.  She moaned as I sucked, moving my head to the other breast, and then finally, pressing hard on the top of my head and pushing me down to her pussy.  “Now lick mommy’s cunt and bring her off.” She hissed.

For the next three hours, I brought her off, took a break, then did it again.  She then took a small dildo, and as she held me and we kissed, I felt her push the dildo inside me and fuck my anus.

“Do you like it when mommy fucks you in the arse?” She asked, grinning at me as we stared into each other’s eyes.  “Tell mommy.”

“I love it Mommy.”

“You’ll do anything for Mommy, won’t you?”

“Yes Mommy, anything.”

“You’ll get rid of all those horrible boy underpants and only wear pretty, sissy panties, won’t you?  You’ll do that for mommy, won’t you?”

“Of course, Mommy.  I’ll wear whatever you want.”

“In time baby.  In time, you’ll be just like your daddy.  Did you like his boobies?  I made him get those.”

I began to moan, I could feel my climax approaching.  I didn’t answer her though.

“You’ll get boobies for mommy too.  You’ll be mommy’s special little girl, won’t you?”

“Yes Mommy, yes!  I’ll do anything you want.”

“Boobies, hormones, you want that, don’t you sissy?”

“Yes Mommy, yes!” And I came all over her hand, which she had waiting.  She then brought it to my mouth and told me to lick it up.

We lay back, panting.  In the heat of the excitement, the fantasy she said was amazing, but I couldn’t imagine myself getting boobs.  “You weren’t serious when you said about getting boobs, right?”  She was looking up at the top of the four-poster bed and chuckled softly.  “What?” I asked.

“Your dad said the same thing to me.” She explained.  “Then two weeks later, he was taking his first pill and investigating surgery.”

I think my eyes went wide as I realised she was absolutely serious.  “You expect me to get breasts?” I asked her, incredulously.

She looked me in the eyes and nodded. “In time, if we go down this route, then yes.  If you are to be my sissy daughter, then you’ll be exactly that.  It really depends on what you want out of this, but I don’t need another client Mark.  If you want to be my friend, then sure, I’ll take a friend.  If you want me to be your dommy-mommy, then yes, I would love that.  More than you can imagine.”

I didn’t even need to think about it.  I knew what I wanted.  “I want you to be my dommy-mommy.”

“Then eventually, you will get breasts.”

“How will I work?”

“You think transgender women can’t work?”

“Porn?”

She laughed.  “Well if you want, but I thought you wanted to be an architect.”

“You think I could be?”

“Does getting breasts somehow take away your ability to be an architect?” She asked.

Fair point.  At the end of the day, it was nobody’s business how I lived my life.  However, Iris continued, highlighting that it was far too early anyway, that she hadn’t been expecting this and we were still getting to know each other. 

“I wouldn’t panic if I were you,” she explained, “you’re young and we have a lot of time ahead of us.  Enjoy life.”

I fell asleep in her arms, with my head against her breasts.  I dreamt of myself in flowing pink satin dresses, dancing with Marie, and worshipping Marie and Iris both.  And then, faceless, I was presented to a man in a suit, who pulled out a huge cock; and without a second thought, I took it in my mouth.  “Thank you Master.” I said, sucking it down, as both women stroked my hair.


Six

“So, he’s okay with it, but he wants assurances.” Marie explained.  We were sat in university park, soaking up the sun.  Whenever the sun came out, the park became busy with rollerbladers, bikers, and picnickers.  Marie was explaining how her conversation went with her master the night before.

“What sort of assurances?” I asked her.

“Mainly that you don’t top from the bottom.”

“Huh?” I hadn’t heard that term before.

“Basically that you don’t become a dominating submissive.  Possessive, jealous, and so on.”

“Oh, yeah, sure.  How?”

“Pictures.  You in your sissy outfits.  I already gave him the two you sent me, but he wants more, and private contacts to use should you misbehave.”

I wasn’t sure how happy I was giving blackmail material to a guy I’d never met.  It felt a little odd, something I would need to discuss with Iris.  “Hmm, can I discuss with Iris?”

“Of course, please do.  In fact, master would like to meet Mistress Iris.  He wants to discuss her involvement and how she might keep you in line.”

This was a good segue into my topic.  “Actually, erm, Iris and I discussed this last night when I was caged in her dungeon, and then in her bed.”

Marie looked very confused. “O…kay…”

“I had a fantasy, the other night, and it got weird.”

“Weird how?”

“I called her Mommy, weird.”

“Not sure weird.  I sometimes call my master, daddy.”

“Yeah, this was a little more than that.”

She tilted her head and smiled, “You have an ageplay fetish?  Nappies?”

“Erm, no.  Not ageplay.  I just see her as a, erm, dommy-mommy.”

She grinned at me.  “That’s actually really hot.  So you call her mommy now?”

“Yes.”

“Very hot.  That’s nice.”

I then continued to talk about everything that Iris and I had discussed, and Marie nodded.  I explained about the breast implants, and as I did, I watched as Marie gently rubbed her pussy under her little skirt.  This was turning her on deeply. 

“Yes, yes, a million times yes!” She gushed.  “I want to be part of all of that.”

“Really?”

“Really.  I told master the same.  I’ve never had a dominant thought in my life, and yet here I am, I can’t stop thinking about all the kinky, dirty things I’d do to you.  I’m not really interested in hurting you, you know, whipping and stuff, but humiliating you, wow, what a turn-on.”

It was weird really.  In just a week, I had fallen into some sort of hyper-erotic dream-world where two sexy women were about to turn me into their kinky sissy sex slave, and not only did it not bother me in the slightest, I couldn’t even begin to remember how I lived my life without it for so long.

“Would you like to meet Iris?” I asked her.

“Mommy.” She corrected me.

“Huh?”

“You are not in a position to call her Iris anymore.  She’s your mommy, as such, call her mommy.”

I rolled my eyes.  “Would you like to meet Mommy?”

“Don’t roll your eyes at me.  And from now on, it is, would you like to meet Mommy, Mistress?  I’m to be referred to as Mistress at all times.”

“Even in class?” I asked.

“Even in class, Mistress…”

“Even in class, Mistress?” I asked again.

“Yes.  Unless you don’t want to do this.”

“I do Mistress.”

“Then it’s clear.  I’m your Mistress, Iris is your mommy, and you are sissy.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Are you wearing knickers, sissy?” She asked me, louder than I would’ve liked.

“No Mistress.”

“Why not?”

“Because I haven’t been home yet.  I spent the night at Mommy’s.  But I plan to get rid of all my male underwear the moment I get home.”

“Good.  Do this.  After your last lecture, we will both go home and you will put on a bra and knickers, and if you have them, stockings and suspender belt.  Call your mommy and ask if we can visit.  Understood?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good.” She smiled, and then took off her shoes.  “You can massage my feet.” She placed her sexy bare feet on my legs and smiled at me.  Then, looking at my hands, her smile grew to excitement.  “Oh, look at your fingernails!  How cute are they?” She gushed, looking at my sparkly hot-pink nails.  “Did you do your feet too?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Wonderful!”

Strangely, this compliment made be feel incredibly proud.  There was something deeply satisfying about making my new Mistress this happy, and it cemented my belief that what I was doing was the right thing.  I was submissive, I needed to see my betters happy, ergo, I was doing everything right.

Having Marie at home with me opened me up to one small issue; the boxes.  With a number of boxes of sissy clothing, she was like a kid in a sweet-shop.  She began pulling out item after item of pink sissy lingerie, and eventually, I found myself in a hot-pink and black satin bra, a matching underbust corset, connected to matching stockings, and over that, matching crotchless full-cut sissy-panties.  The bra was filled out with silicone breast forms which I guessed were my dad’s from before he got breasts.  They were DD-cup, which made Marie a little jealous, but I told her that I thought her breasts were amazing.

“Master wants me to get them enhanced.  I’m thinking of doing it.” She explained.

“It’s up to you, of course, but I think they are perfect, Mistress.”

“Thank you sissy, but it is none of your business.”

Out of the box, she pulled out frilly hot-pink sissy dress, lined with lots of black lacy ruffles, and a black petticoat.  She handed it to me and told me to put it on.  With a gulp, I accepted it and slipped my legs inside and pulled it up, and then turned to Mistress so she could zip it up.  Then she rummaged through another box until she found pink high-heel pumps. 

“What size shoe are you?” She asked me.

“Nine.”

“Perfect.  Put these on.”

The heels must have been over four-inches and I was unsure of how to even begin walking in them.  I slipped my stockinged feet inside and wobbled a bit, wondering if I would break my ankles. 

“Take small steps, and try to walk heel to toe.  Keep a very straight posture and focus on where you want to go rather than looking down.” She told me.  I did exactly that and found that actually it was a lot easier than I thought. 

“Wig and make-up.” She told me, pulling my dad’s make-up and a long curly ginger wig.

“Are we going out to Mommy’s like this, Mistress?” I asked her.

“Hold on, I wasn’t planning to, but now that you mention it, yes, I’d like to.  But if you’re not ready…”

“No, no.  Let’s do it.”

“Really?”

“Yes.  Screw it.  If my daddy could do it, then I can.”

Marie made a little chuckle.

“What, Mistress?” I asked.

“You said daddy.  I don’t think you would have said that yesterday.”

She helped me put the make-up on, explaining each step as she went, before placing the wig on my head and then styling it.  “This is an expensive wig.  Your dad must’ve spent a fortune on it.”

“I think he took it very seriously.”

“Ready?” She asked, with a concerned smile. 

I took a deep breath in and then nodded.  My heart was beating at a million miles per hour, but at the same time I desperately wanted to do it.  “Let’s do it.”

“Handbag.” She said, handing me a little pleated pink handbag.  I put my keys, mobile and money in it, and some make-up.

We walked downstairs, taking the stairs carefully as I still wasn’t confident, and then I made it outside.  Neither of us had a car, which meant we needed to take public transport.  I had to admit, she did a great job on me, but I still was wearing a sissy dress.  Of course, this got a lot of looks on the bus, but nobody commented.

“How do you feel?” Marie asked me.

“Nervous and humiliated Mistress.”

She grinned.  “Nice.  So turned on?”

“Very much so.”

We finally arrived at the Iris’ street and walked up to the door.  Iris must’ve been watching for us as the door opened the moment we approached.  She literally gushed when she saw me, fussing over the dress, smiling and even wiping a tear from her eyes, perhaps as she remembered my father.

“He looks wonderful.” Iris told Marie.  “And you must be the lovely Marie.” The two women hugged.  “I assume this means that you received permission from your master to train Mark?”

“Yes, well, with conditions.”

“Which are?”

“Well, he wants reassurances that he won’t top from the bottom.”

Iris nodded as if knowing exactly what she was talking about.  “Makes sense.”

“Photos and the like.”

“I guess we can provide that.”

I decided to voice my concerns. “I’m slightly worried that if he has photos, that they might get abused or fall into the wrong hands.”

Iris actually rolled her eyes.  “My dear sissy, you just travelled here by bus, where I assume someone had their camera phone pointed at you at some point.  Don’t be surprised to see yourself on Ladbible or something in the near future.”  That was actually a good point; I had essentially outed myself anyway.

That afternoon was spent with Iris training Marie in how to handle the crop, whips, the right way to peg a man, and so on, and yes, for most of the time, I was the test-subject.  Occasionally, Iris had a client and Marie was introduced as her Comtesse in training.

We didn’t stay for dinner with Iris as she had plans, so Marie and I left, with me under the impression we would go straight home, after all, my anus had been heavily pegged, my bottom was purple from the beating, something that Marie had initially said she was not interested in but seemed to get into it all the same, and I had been wearing heels all afternoon.  However, Marie had other plans.

I had been given a pink leather collar by Iris, which was padlocked on with one key handed to Marie, the other kept by Iris.  It was trimmed with a little white lace and had a little jingle-bell on it.  It came with a matching leash.  Marie led me in the street and walked me to the University students club.

“Before we go in.” She told me, “I need to ask you for sure.  Is this something you want?  Do you want to be outed and humiliated publicly?”

It had been a discussion we had had at Iris’ about my likes and dislikes so far, and public humiliation came up as a massive plus for me, so I now realised, she was giving me what I wanted.  After all, if I couldn’t come out to my peers at school, how could I come out at all?

“I defer to you, Mistress.  But on a personal level, I do not wish to use my stop word.” I told her.  She kissed me lightly on the lips and smiled, before leading me inside.

Do you know that moment in every western movie where someone walks into a bar and the music stops and everyone looks over?  That’s how I felt right at that moment.  I genuinely felt like the whole small bar was looking over at me.  I heard some snickers of laughter, and a girl say, “shut up!” to someone laughing, but what was loudest was the deafening silence.  My cock struggled inside the cage, and at that moment I had confirmation; humiliation was definitely a turn-on for me.

“Hey everyone, I just wanted to let you know that I have taken Mark on as my slave and personal possession.” Marie announced.  “Anyone messes with my property, and they mess with me.”

And just like that, everything seemed to return to normal, noise and bustle returned, and for the life of me, I couldn’t work out why.

“It’s a student bar, sissy.” Marie explained, leading me through the room to the bar.  “Do you know how many people here look up to Harry Styles and Sam Smith?  You can be who you want.”

“Huh…” I nodded.  “I never thought of it like that.” All of a sudden, I felt much more confident, as these days, amongst my peers, I wasn’t being weird, well, too weird, I was being different.

We ordered beers and sat down with a couple of girls Marie knew.  Of course, they wanted details, so we shared everything, from my dad dying, to Iris, to Marie discovering her dominant side.  They said it was cool and also expressed an interest in having a personal slave to look after them.

“So, are you two dating, or is this just some sort of special relationship?” Gayle, a pretty, yet plump girl, with a short boy-cut hairstyle, asked.

Marie and I looked at each other.  I felt like this was not for me to answer, so I left it to her.  “Well, I’d be very pissed off if he starts dating someone.” She said, “so I assume we are dating.”

Now it was time for me to step in.  “Of course, Mistress is free to date whoever she wants.  It is not my place to restrict her freedom.”

Still looking at me, Marie’s lips extended into a proud grin.  “Of course.” She agreed, softly.

“So…” Gayle began.  “You’re free to fuck whoever you like, and Mark is not free to fuck anyone but you?”

I let out a little cough, and Marie picked up on it.  “Actually, sissy here is not free to fuck anyone at all.  He can’t even wank.” Explained Marie.

“Excuse me?” Tamara, the other girl, asked.

“I have him locked in permanent chastity.”

The girl’s eyes went wide.  “This I have to see!” Gayle stated, and so I was led to the girl’s bathroom, where Marie proudly presented my locked up cock not only to Gayle and Tamara, but also to three other girls I didn’t know, who thought the contraption was fantastic, and that Marie had the best deal in the world.

“Fuck a twat with a big cock who you wouldn’t wanna date, but come home to the nice guy who looks after you hand and foot.” Nodded one girl.  “Yep, you’ve officially won dating.” She said to Marie. 

Marie looked at me with pride, but what surprised me most was the fact that I was stood there with pretty sissy panties around my ankles, holding up a lacy satin skirt and petticoat, presenting my locked cock, and instead of feeling embarrassed, I felt incredibly happy and confident.  I felt a sense of pride in being told that I was providing Marie with the perfect dating life.  I had enabled that.  I was her nice guy at home.  And the look she gave me just seemed to suggest the same.  She later told me that when the girls said all that, any concerns or uncertainties she had went right out of the window.

We spent another couple of hours in the bar, chatting with others who joined us.  The ladies actually didn’t make me feel like a slave, but rather one of the girls, even discussing what shades of make-up would work for my complexion, and what to do with my hair once it grows out.  When I went to the toilet, a girl always went with me and made sure that I went into the ladies and not the gents. 

Upon arriving home later, Marie said that it was quite possibly one of the best nights out she’d had in a while, and it restored her faith in humanity, just a little.  I had to admit, she was not wrong; if anything, it was probably the best night out I’d ever had.

“What about lectures tomorrow?” I asked her.  “Should I dress up?”

She frowned.  “I have a feeling the university will be less open to sissy dresses.”

“Dad had some blouses and skirts.  They were more extravagant but not too over-the-top, probably for this reason.”

“Let’s have a look.”

We eventually settled on a long purple satin skirt which was covered in black lace, and a black satin blouse.  “They can’t stop you from being transgender.  This is nice, it’ll work.” Marie explained.

“Will you spend the night with me?” I asked her.

“I don’t have my things here.” She said, giving me a sorry expression.  “But I promise I will tomorrow.”

“How are you getting home?” I asked her, concerned about her taking the bus this late.

“Uber.”

“Okay, let me know you are safe, please, Mistress.”

She smiled.  “I will.” And then she stepped forward and placed her lips on mine, and I felt her tongue touch mine.  “Remember sissy, you belong to me now, me and Iris.”

“Of course, Mistress.” I replied with a grin.

After Marie left, I actually made a formal decision to unpack my dad’s old things.  I emptied my underwear drawer, throwing all my male underwear into the bin, and the filled it up with so much satin and lace that I actually struggled to close it.  In fact, I decided the feminine clothing needed to take priority, so I began removing shirts and other male clothing and putting it into one of the boxes.  I would put those in the goodwill bin for charity.  By the time I was done, I filled my room with my new sissy items, and rearranged my desk to be a make-up table.  Wigs were placed on mannequin heads, and sex toys were placed in a crate under the bed. 

I looked at my new belongings and instead of the initial confusion I’d had when I first saw them, I felt a sense of pride in myself.  For the first time in my life, I felt happy and relieved.

The next morning, I dressed in purple lingerie, even a proper corset, which I tightened as tight as I could without it hurting, and then put on the black blouse and the long skirt.  I found a nice pair of purple velvet heels and slipped them on, then then sat down to do my make-up, remembering some of the tips from Marie, but also consulting Youtube on how to do more goth styles.  Finally, I put on a long black wig, carefully brushing it so it was perfectly straight, and carefully arranging the fringe so that it neatly cascaded down my face to one side.  I actually looked at myself and said, “I’d do me.”

I put my things in a purse, and headed out, dropping the majority of my male clothes into goodwill, and then with a spring in my step, and my head held high, wearing my slave collar with pride, and headed off to university as a new person.


Seven

In the two weeks since I first went to lectures as a sissy, I had transformed as a person.  No longer was I a shy introvert, but a confident transgender woman who was not afraid to speak.  My grades began to improve, my overall physical well-being improved, and not once did I stress or panic about anything.  Life with Mistress and Mommy was fantastic, and I found myself regularly visiting Mommy Iris after lectures to work as her sissy slave with clients.

Marie spent most evenings with either me or her master, and whilst I hadn’t yet met him, he sent along his own message of pride that I was falling into the lifestyle like a duck to water, and noted that I made a very pretty sissy. 

In the time I had the house to myself though, I hadn’t once heard from my actual mother.  In fact, I hadn’t even considered the possibility of her return.  Then one evening, I received a phone call from her.

“How are you?” She asked, somewhat carefully.

“I’m actually doing great.  Really having a great time.”

“That’s good.” She replied, though she sounded sad saying it.  “Look, I’m coming home tomorrow.  I’ve overstayed my welcome here as it is, and well, I suppose it is better to sort this out rather than let it stew.”

And just like that, my happiness came crashing down around me. I didn’t even have Marie to confide in because she was with her master that evening.  “Okay…” I replied, though I was anything but. 

I spent the night wondering about how mum would react to me.  Heck, as I lay in my bed, looking at the new pink curtains, the lacy sissy bedding I had ordered from the internet, and the new pink, flowery wallpaper I put up, I wondered whether her heart would survive. 

Two weeks previously, I had disposed of most of my male clothes.  Two weeks later, I now official did not own a single item of male clothing.  I had literally embraced my new persona and had no intention of going back.  Now my mother was returning, my xenophobic, homophobic, transphobic mother, the one who just spent the past three weeks with her even worse sister.

I did the one thing I could think of, I called Mommy Iris and told her the bad news.

“Look, worst case, pack up and come stay with me.” Iris told me.

“You own the house.” I reminded her.

“Which is something we should sort out.” She reminded me.

“I don’t want to sort it out.”

“What do you mean?” She sounded a little put out, as if I expected her to take care of everything, but that wasn’t what I meant.  I meant I literally did not want to transfer it to me, I wanted her to own it.

“I mean I don’t want to be entitled to it.  My dad gave it to you because you are a goddess and you deserve it.”

She laughed for a moment.  “Silly sissy. Your dad gave it to me to protect himself, legally, from your mother.”

“So?  I want you to have it.”

The line was quiet for a moment, and then, seeming to reach some sort of conclusion, she said, “Okay, fine.  Then I expect you to pay rent.”

“Fine.”

“I’ll define what the rent is.”

“As you wish Mommy.”

“It most likely won’t be money.”

“I got that.” I smiled.

“Or it might be money, but you’ll need to earn it working for me.”

“Anything you wish, Mommy.”

Again, I heard a chuckle.  “This could work.  In fact, this could be a lot of fun.  Just be very careful with what you say to your mother.  I don’t want this becoming a legal problem.”

“I get that, Mommy, but I do agree this could be a lot of fun.”

The phone was quiet for a moment.  I sensed Mommy Iris was working up to something, and then she simply made a decision and said it, “I loved your dad.” She began.  “I loved him like a husband.  Maybe it didn’t set out to be like that, but I did.  Your dad worshipped me, but he didn’t love me, not like that.  He didn’t want to love me like that.  The funny thing is, I am falling in love with you now, and maybe that is because of the similarities between you and your father, and maybe it’s because you are a very genuine person, but I love you Mark.  I don’t want to take you away from Marie, and I don’t want to scare you off; I’m not that sort of person, but I want you to know that you always have a place here.”

It didn’t scare me off, if anything, it made me feel a lot better about my feelings towards her.  “I love you too Mommy Iris.” I smiled.  “I love that I met you and I love what we have, and I hope we can have more.  I think that Marie understands that, which is why she encourages me to spend more time with you.”

“I like Marie a lot.” Iris admitted, “and I’m happy she’s part of our lives.  I just hope that she can share you with me.”

“I’m sure she can and she will.”

“I love you, my darling sissy daughter.”

“I love you, my goddess Mommy.” I smiled into the phone.

“I’m in bed and you’re making me want to play with myself.  Does it bother you knowing you’ll never fuck a woman again?”

“No, because I serve and pleasure in other, better ways.”

“Mmmm, you know just the right things to say to make Mommy wet.  I’m rubbing my pussy so hard right now, thinking about you, darling sissy daughter.  Tell Mommy you love her.”

“I love you Mommy.”

“Oh yes, again.”

“I love you Mommy.”

“I’m cumming!”

“Yes Mommy, cum for your sissy daughter!”

I heard her long moan and I could picture that sexy slender body arching as she did whenever she climaxed.  The huge firm breasts lifting in the air. 

“I love you, Mark.”

Somehow I knew that in that moment, she wanted a connection.  “I love you, Iris.” I told her.

“Good night baby.”

“Good night my love.”

We ended the call and my heart felt warm.  Strangely, I didn’t feel guilty at all towards Marie, if anything I wanted to tell her what had happened.  Maybe that was naïve but I still wanted to do just that.

The next day, I sat in my lecture wearing a new leatherette pink skater skirt, complete with matching fat belt, and pink collared mesh blouse with a white lacy bralette underneath.  Mistress Marie sat next to me, as she always did when we had a lecture together.  I told her all about my mother returning home and followed that up with details of my call with Mommy Iris.  As expected, Marie was not jealous or upset at all, and if anything she raised the question about how I feel about polyamory..

“I mean, I think monogamy was an invention of the Roman Catholic church,” I told her.  “I love Iris and I love you.” It was actually the first time I had told Marie that I loved her, but it came off the tongue very easily. 

Of course, Marie beamed at me and then held my hand.  “I love you too sissy.  Then I’m fine.  I’m fine sharing you if Iris is fine with it.”

“She is.”

“Then nothing to worry about.  I think it’s amazing.” Marie reassured me.  “As to your mother coming home, well, be patient, don’t argue, and try to reason with her.  Getting heated with someone with a one-sided view on life just enables them.”

Truer words were never said. 

I arrived home that afternoon and entered the house.  Mother was sat on the sofa and the moment she saw me, she teared up and began shaking her head. 

“I knew it.” She told me.  “I knew the moment you got anywhere near your father and that whore, that you’d be dragged down this hole.”

“I’m sorry you feel that way, but maybe I am more like father than you thought.  Nobody forced me to do this, I researched it, studied it, and when I tried it, it made me happy.  Do you not want me to be happy?” I asked her.  No good mother would say no to that.

“Of course I do!  But surely you be happy in other ways?” She pled.

“Actually, no.  I spent my life feeling unhappy and confused, and now for the first time I’m confident, I’m self-assured, I’m genuinely happy.  I even have a girlfriend now.”

Mother looked confused.  “From school?”

“Yes, from university.” I told her.

“And she likes you like this?”

“She loves me like this.”

Once again, she shook her head.  “I just don’t understand it.  I don’t understand why.  I don’t understand, they’re just clothes!”

I jumped on that.  “Exactly!” I cried out.  “They’re just clothes, so why can’t I wear them?  You don’t understand the psychology of it because you never cared to learn.  You have a singular focus on what you believe to be correct, that you block out the truth.  Scientists can tell you millions of facts, but you will stick to your guns.”

She waved me away.  “Scientists aren’t always right.”

“That doesn’t mean you are!” I told her.  “I’m an adult.  You can’t throw me out of this house because it isn’t yours.  I am not going to throw you out because believe it or not, I’m a good person and wouldn’t do that to my own mother.  But you are going to need to get used to this pretty quickly, or leave if you don’t like it.  My girlfriend is dominant, well, at least towards me, which is what I want and what I need.  I no longer have any male clothing, this is how I dress now.  Can you live with that?”

She sighed and shook her head, but then said, “I’ll have to.  Mark, you’re my son.  I love you no matter what.  I’m sorry I didn’t tell you the truth about your father, but I did what I thought was right, and well, maybe I wasn’t.”

It took me a moment to react to that; never in my life had I heard my mother apologise for something, and certainly not this.  It made me wonder what had happened to have caused it, what changed.  “Well, thank you mum, it’s appreciated.”

“Can I get a hug?” She asked, not bothering to get up though.  Ever the last word, she expected me to come to her.  We hugged for a few moments and then I pulled back.  “I have to admit though, you make a very pretty girl.”

“Thanks.” I told her.

I went back to the bedroom feeling a little sick.  I had essentially won, but it was a bitter-sweet victory over nothing.  Regardless, I was out, I was proud, and that was all that mattered to me. 

I wouldn’t be seeing Marie that night, but Mommy Iris asked me to come over in a maid’s outfit as she had her usual businessman and he wanted me there again.  Of course, I agreed but there was nothing to agree, I was the submissive, I did what I was told, and frankly, I was excited to be there again.

I changed into the bright pink sissy maid uniform, putting on the lacy satin apron and various accessories, and then redid my make-up, before heading downstairs.  Mum saw me and once again rolled her eyes but didn’t dare say anything. 

“I’m going out.” I told her.

“Like that?” She gasped.  “You can see your stocking tops!”

“Yes, like this.”

“You’ll get yourself killed.”

“Doubt it.  We don’t exactly live in a dangerous town.  Anyway, I don’t know when I’ll be home, maybe I won’t be.”

Without another word, I left and headed over to Iris’ house.  I was running a little late, and of course, I missed the bus.  I thought about getting a taxi, when a BMW 7 pulled up.  The window dropped down.

“Need a lift?  I think we’re going the same way, right?” It was the businessman. 

“Oh, yes, thanks.” I said, getting in the car.

He held out his hand to me.  “Colin.” He said.

“Erm, Mark.” I replied.  “Or just sissy is fine.”

Pulling away, he said, “You’re adventurous going on public transport like that.  I wish I had the nerves.”

“I suppose not having responsibilities helps.” I told him. “My friends at university accept me as I am.”

“I take it you’re not really Iris’ son?” Smiled Colin.

I returned the smile. “No, do you mind?”

“I guessed as much the first day.  You don’t look alike.  I don’t mind, no.  How are you connected?”

“My dad used to live with Mommy Iris.”

“Oh, yes, I think I saw him.  He was also a sissy, right?”

“Yes, he was.”

“Wow, like father like son.” He was quiet for a moment and I thought it was just because he had nothing to say, but it turned out he was just building up courage.  “Can I touch your legs?” He asked, licking his lips.

Frankly, I didn’t really care, so I shrugged.  “Okay.”  I felt his hand gently stroke the white stocking, and then his fingers traced the lace at the top, before twanging a suspender strap.  His eyes focused on the road as his hand travelled up, touching my exposed thigh.  Fuck, I was getting turned on my this dirty old man touching me, and I wanted him to go higher.  Thankfully, so did he.  I felt his fingers touch the soft satin of my knickers, and then his hand cup my balls, gently massaging them. 

“We have some time, do you want to earn a little extra?” He asked.  “I know a quiet place to stop.”

“Oh, erm, I don’t think that would be a good idea.” I told him.

“Think Mistress will be upset?” He asked.

“Yeah, maybe.” I lied.  I just didn’t want to give this guy a blowjob, or whatever he wanted.

He continued massaging my balls for a bit, but then let go as we pulled onto Iris’ street.  “Fuck, I’ve got a stiffy.” He complained, pulling into a quiet spot a few doors down.  “Sure you can’t help me with this?” He asked again, this time unzipping his pants and pulling out his erection.  It was not a small dick by any means, but I really didn’t want to suck cock. I wasn’t gay, and it really didn’t interest me, albeit being asked to do it did make me weirdly excited.

“Yeah, sorry, no.” I told him, politely.

“Okay, well, can’t blame a guy for trying.  Hottie like you.”

I blushed and said thank you, and then let myself out of the car.

Mommy Iris was surprised to see us arrive together, but after I explained about my mother’s arrival and missing the bus, she was glad that it worked out. 

The session with Colin went well.  I was not caged this time and took a more active role.  As Colin usually did in the sessions now, he sucked my balls, and ate my arsehole.  However, this time, during the beating portion of the session, he decided to relieve himself of the burden of what he said in the car.

“I’m sorry Mistress, but I propositioned your sissy when we were driving here.” Colin admitted.

“What do you mean, you propositioned her?” She asked, sternly.

“I offered her money to suck my dick.”

Instead of getting angry, Iris stifled a laugh. “And?  Did she accept?”

“No Mistress.”

“And you were left with blue balls.” She tutted, before kicking him square in the balls.  Turning to me, she asked, “Why did you say no?  Don’t you have rent to pay now?”

“Yes I do Mommy, but I’m not gay.” I told her.

“Oh you’re not gay?” She replied sarcastically.  “I didn’t know you were a man?”

“I…I am?” I was confused.

“Are you?” She looked me up and down. “Could’ve surprised me.  Colin, does sissy look like a man?”

“No Mistress.”

“No!” She agreed.  “So, explain to me, if you are not a man, but are a sissy, does it make you gay to suck off another man?”

I didn’t know how to respond, or rather, I realised what she didn’t want to hear, so I said the opposite.  “No Mommy.”

“No, it doesn’t.  But!” She paused, and then turned back to Colin.  “You are not a man either, you are a speck of filth who should be caged, and yet week-in, week-out, you are not.  Why not?”

“I have ordered one Mistress, but it will take time to get here.” He whined.

“Where did you order it from, China?” She asked him sarcastically, and then he blushed.  “You did!” She screeched, “You ordered it from Wish or something, didn’t you?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Mister successful businessman and he buys a cheap knock-off from Wish.  Don’t blame me if your cock falls off.” She laughed, kicking his balls again. 

After the session, Mommy Iris sat down with me over a cup of tea and asked me about how things went with my mother.  I told her the details of the conversation and she nodded as she listened.  Then she reached the same conclusion I did.  “Something happened to make her want to apologise.  There’s no way she would apologise unless she somehow felt that she was in the minority.  Could it be her sister?” She asked.

“No way.  Her sister is worse, trust me.”

“Doesn’t mean I’m wrong.  Try to find out how her stay was, maybe she’ll let on.  Other than that she won’t cause you problems?”

“Too soon to tell really, but it seems not.”

“Good.” She replied, placing the cup and saucer down on the table and then stretching her legs wide and pulling back the long black leather skirt she was wearing.  She revealed the sexy black seamed stockings, and the thick suspender-belt, and the fact the she wasn’t wearing knickers.  She placed a hand at her shaved, pierced pussy and gently rubbed her clitoris whilst staring at me with a naughty smile.  “So, Colin propositioned you like a common whore did he?”

“Yes Mommy.” I told her, feeling myself get excited.

“What was he doing whilst he asked you that?”

“Driving.” I replied.

“Just driving?”

“And massaging my balls, Mommy.”

“And you let him?”

“Yes Mommy.”

“Good girl.  Sissies should let men play with their balls.  Sissies don’t have rights, do they?”

“No Mommy.” I replied, smiling.  I dropped to my knees in front of her, and her legs widened to give me more comfortable access.  She moaned as my mouth made contact with her pussy.

“Mmm, good girl.  Now, as a good sissy, if you get propositioned to blow a man, you should really say yes, shouldn’t you?” She asked, and I moaned in response.  “It really is the correct thing for you to do, after all, you’re not a real man or woman, you’re a sex toy, aren’t you?”

Fuck, this conversation was turning me on.  “Mmm-hmmm.” I moaned into her pussy.

“A sex toy to alpha men who want to play with you.  Fill you with their strong cocks.” She told me, and then a revelation.  “Your daddy used to take cock from men.  Did you know that?  Your daddy loved taking cock up his bottom, and you will too.”

I moaned into her pussy and came inside my panties.  Once she realised that had happened, she too came into my mouth, grabbing my head and holding it there for several minutes.

“I need to piss now.” She told me, and I dutifully opened my mouth wider and latched on, allowing her warm fluid to enter my mouth.  There was something so terribly demeaning and yet erotic about drinking her piss.  “I love you.” She told me.

“I love you too Mommy.”

“Did you speak to Marie?” She asked.

“Yes, and she’s excited.”

“I know.” Iris smiled.  “I talked to her already about my feelings for you and I know that she is open to a polyamorous relationship, as am I.”

“Excellent.” I said, as Iris pulled me to my feet and onto her legs.  I felt her lips on mine as her tongue entered my mouth.  We kissed for several minutes and she said that she wanted something from me.  “Of course, anything.” I told her.

“I’ve always wanted a child, but I never had the chance, and well, your father wasn’t interested in doing that again.  I’m still able to have a baby, but I suppose that I’m running on borrowed time.” She explained.  “I can get any donor for a sperm bank, but I don’t want any donor, I want yours, if you’ll have me.”

The question shocked me, but I suppose it shouldn’t have done.  I always felt that Iris looked like she felt something was missing from her life, and I put it down to the sadness of the passing of my father, but really, it was that she wanted my father as her husband.  “Mommy, of course, I’d do anything to make you happy, but what about the cage?”

“As you saw, we can milk you, which means artificial insemination.  Of course, I wouldn’t dare remove your cage, this would have to be this way.  As to your responsibilities as a father, I promise, you need not do anything.  If you want, I will keep it a secret from them.”

“No, that’s not what I want at all.” I explained.  “I never want to keep any secrets from my children.”

She smiled warmly.  “I thought that might be the case.”

“When do you want to do this?”

“I ovulate from next week.  Ideally then.”

“Have you discussed this with Mistress Marie?” I asked her.

“No, not yet.  I thought it best to discuss it with you first, but indeed, she should be informed, and I’d be happy to do that.”

“No, this is up to me.  If she says no, then, well, I don’t mean to sound rude or mean, but Mommy, you take priority here.”

She shook her head.  “I can’t ask you to jeopardise your relationship…”

“Mommy Iris, I love you.  I love you more than you can imagine.  Yes, I love Marie too and there are no priorities in terms of love, but we are talking about giving you the thing you desire the most.  Yes, I want to give you that.  Yes, I want to do it with you.  I love you.”

Tears poured from Iris’ eyes, and she placed her palms on my face.  “I’m not a young woman anymore.  I’m old enough to be your mother.”

“Only just.  And age is a number.”

“And my number if forty-four.” She told me softly.

“You don’t look a day over thirty.” I smiled.  “Listen, I don’t care about your age, and neither does Marie.  You have given me something nobody else has, and I care deeply for you.  Does it bother you that I am only twenty-one?”

“Not at all.  I like it that I can attract such sexy young sissies like you.” She grinned.

“Then let’s leave it at that, and we’ll never speak of it again.”

“Agreed, and thank you.”

I didn’t end up spending the night with Iris because she actually encouraged me to be home with my mother on her first night back.  When I arrived home, I arrived to find she had been cooking.  She’d made a lasagne, which was my favourite.

“I’ll go get changed.” I told her, not really wanting to throw my sissy extravagance in her face all at once.

“No, don’t, if you are comfortable like that.” She told me with sad eyes.  “I don’t want to stop you from being happy, and well, if dressing like that is what it is, then fine.  I can’t lose you son.”

“You won’t lose me.” I told her, sitting down at the table and feeling the petticoat bunching up around my legs.

“Where were you?” She asked as we sat down to eat. 

I considered whether or not to lie, and decided that she would find out sooner or later anyway, better to be honest now.  “I was with Iris.” I told her.

Mother nodded.  She knew, or she’d worked it out.  “Do you see a lot of her?”

“Yes, I try to.”

“Do you love her?”

“Yes.” I replied, looking up at her to gauge her reaction.

“And this girl from school?”

“I love her too.”

Again, mother nodded.  “I read about this.  Polyamory.  It’s quite fashionable now.” She said, as if trying to appear like she was on top of all the new lifestyles.  All it would take now is to be asked what my pronouns were.  “How do you identify, by the way?” And there it was.

“He, him.” I said.  “For now.  Erm, I’m not transgender mum, I’m submissive.  I’m a sissy.”

“Yes, of course.” She replied, though this conversation felt desperately painful.  I decided I needed to change the subject.

“How was aunt Betty?” I asked.

The moment I asked that question, mother’s entire body changed.  She shifted uncomfortably in her seat and shrugged.  “Fine.” She replied, but that wasn’t it.  Something had happened.

“Mum, what happened there?” I asked her affectionately, trying to show I wanted to help.

“Nothing, it doesn’t matter.”

“No, please.”

“Erm, well, Betty has a boyfriend now.  He’s, erm, well, he’s like Iris in a lot of ways, and let’s just say Betty has become more like your father, or well, you.” Once again, she shifted in her seat.  “I didn’t know, I only found out about their relationship the other day, and well, we argued.”

Ah, so that was the problem; everyone around my mother was turning against her.  Except, that wasn’t it.  And then mum explained the real problem. 

It turned out that all those years ago, before mum and dad were married, mum would happily engage dad’s pleasures.  Then somehow, her mother and father, my grandparents, found out that dad liked to play dress-up and it became a scandal.  Mum turned to Betty for support but told mum to dump him.  Dad had already proposed and mum had said yes, and there was no way she was going to cancel the engagement so she asked Betty what to do, and Betty told her to phase out the play and to turn him normal, so that’s what mum did.  When the relationship broke apart because of it, Betty encouraged her to essentially destroy my dad, stating that he was sick for having such desires.  Mum asked her why, and Betty told her that it was simply disgusting and should be stopped.

“Betty was the reason for everything that happened.” She explained.

“And now Betty is doing it…”

She nodded.  “She’s a hypocrite.”

“Yes but mum, couldn’t you think for yourself?”

“Honey, when the world is against you…”

I sighed.  “I get it.” Mum was weak-willed, as were most people who were so single-minded.

“I’ve had this drummed into me.  I want you to be happy, but it’s hard for me to deal with.  Give me time.  I’ll try, I promise I’ll try.”

“I will mum.”


Eight

Marie held the pipette as Iris slammed the fat dildo in and out of me.  The agreement was that Iris should be the one to make me cum, and then Marie would take the sperm into the pipette and place it into Iris’ vagina.  It was attempt three.  We didn’t know if attempt one or two worked yet, but we all agreed that as long as Iris was ovulating, we would keep trying. 

Of course, when I told Marie the idea, she was over the moon.  This was a girl who not only supported our crazy schemes, but seemed to revel in them too.  In fact, she was so excited about it, she called her master and told him the plan, which he thought was absolutely wonderful. 

“He couldn’t have kids.” Marie explained to me.  “That’s why his marriage failed.  He always wanted kids.”

“Huh, you should introduce him to Mommy.” I joked, but Marie wasn’t laughing.  She turned to me with a spark in her eyes, and I realised that what I had said was actually not a joke, but a really good idea.  “You should introduce him to Mommy.” I told her seriously.

“I should!” Marie agreed.  “But do you think two dominant people can be together?”

“Yes, if they have submissive slaves to work on.”

“Right?” Marie grinned.

And so, here we were, attempt number three, and an agreement to all go out together after to celebrate.  Marie’s master was invited too, and whilst initially reluctant, agreed to join.

The bar of choice was actually a BDSM meeting place for munches which Marie suggested.  Essentially, we could all feel comfortable and still have fun, and in the words of Marie, “Should master get bored, he can take me downstairs and beat me.”

I was wearing a very short puffy pink lace sissy dress with ruffles from top to bottom, including the short arms.  I had a matching pink bonnet on my head, white stockings, and white lace gloves.  Marie was wearing pink leatherette hot pants which had a zip from front to back, and a little white see-through crop-top which did nothing to cover her nipples.  Her blonde hair was put up into two pigtails.  Mommy had put on a tight red latex mini-dress, and over that a black latex underbust corset.  She looked awesome as usual. 

Of course, neither of us had told Mommy that this was a setup, but as we sat down waiting for Marie’s master to arrive, Mommy asked, “So do you think he’ll find an forty-something dominatrix attractive?” We both looked at her in shock.  “What? You think I didn’t get that this was a blind date from beginning?” She smiled.  “Well, I thought, you seem pretty smitten by the man, and if we are all going to make this relationship work, then I should make an effort.  Just be aware that I will not give up my darling sissy daughter!”

Marie smiled warmly.  “I wouldn’t dream of it.”

A tall man with greying hair, kind of the George Clooney look, walked in.  He was in a smart suit and looked like he worked out a lot.  He approached Marie and kissed her on the lips, and then turned to Mommy and I.

“Mistress Iris I presume?” His voice was deep, well-spoken, and desperately sexy; heck, even I found him completely dreamy.  His eyes were dark, but he actually looked kind, gentlemanly.  Mommy stood and the man leaned in to gently kiss her cheeks as he held her hand.  “I’m Alex, Marie’s master.”

“Lovely to meet you Alex.” Iris replied, her cheeks flushing; yeah, she found him hot.

Alex turned to me.  “And you must be the lovely sissy I’ve been hearing about.  I must say you are even more beautiful in real life than in the photos.” And then if felt his lips on mine, not on my cheeks; it was his way of saying, I can take you whenever I want, and hell, I would’ve let him.  Alex then took our orders and headed to the bar, and Iris sent me with him to help.  “So how have you been enjoying your transition so far?” He asked me.  “I heard about what happened with your father, I’m very sorry.”

“Thank you Sir, well, I think this journey of discovery was the best thing that could’ve happened to me.  I love every bit of it.  It’s funny.  It’s so freeing to enter into submission.”

“That’s wonderful to hear.” He leaned closer.  “So, tell me, what’s the expectation here?  I assume this is some sort of setup you and Marie cooked up to get me to date Iris, right?” Jesus, this guy was so perfect for Iris it was unbelievable, in fact, my smile made him realise that Iris had just reached the same conclusion.  “Just got the same grilling from Iris, huh?” He smiled.

“Yes Sir.” I chuckled.

“What’s she like?”

“Amazing in every single way.”

“Certainly sounds like it from how Marie describes her.  By the way, I meant what I said before, you genuinely are very beautiful.” He told me as we gathered up the drinks and walked back to the table.  “Are you considering hormones?”

I nodded.  “Yes Sir, soon.  I’ll need to see a therapist first, go through all the motions, but ultimately, we decided it would be best if I take a lose dose hormone to smooth out some of the more masculine features, and then breast augmentation later on.”

Mommy continued.  “I want her to be the best version of herself, rather than a masculine sissy like her father was.”

“Hmm,” Alex nodded.  “Good, I was saying I don’t think I’ve seen a sexier sissy.”

For the next fifteen minutes, we discussed all things BDSM, and how things were going between me and Marie, before gradually the conversations shifted allowing Alex and Iris to get to know each other better.  They seemed to be hitting it off, laughing and chatting, and then at the end of the evening, it was agreed that Marie should join him and I should go home with Iris.

“So, what did you think?” I asked Mommy.

“Very attractive, nice guy, but he’s quite a powerful businessman.  I don’t think he wants to be seen with a professional dominatrix, and there’s no way I’m going to give up my studio.” My heart sunk.  I thought everything went so well, but it seemed her heart was not in it.  “Anyway, think you’re up for another milking?”

“Mistress is not here though.”

“She won’t mind.”

“Then sure, absolutely.”

The milkings lasted another couple of days and then we decided to take a break and see how things went.  At home, things with mother were actually going better than I had expected, in fact, I had found that she had washed and put away my clothes, even though I had told her that I could do it myself.  She had even ironed my sissy dresses to be more presentable.

Then one day, she told me that she felt that the foundation that I had been using was not the best for my skin.  I told her that it was originally dad’s as I didn’t want to waste it, but she told me that there were better ones. 

“If you like I can take you shopping and we could look at alternatives?” Mother asked.

I was taken-aback.  “Really?  You’d want to be seen out with me?”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

This was a complete shock but I’d take any opportunity I could to get closer to mum and help with this modernisation of her views.  However, rather than go over the top, I slipped on one of my more conservative outfits, a long, tight burgundy halter-neck dress. 

“Very pretty, and you have such a nice body.  Women kill for a body like that.” She told me. 

I was tall, slender, toned, and with the breast forms, looked like I had large boobs and a tiny waist.  “Thanks mum.” I smiled.  “Ready?” I asked, putting the chain from my handbag over my shoulder.

“Ready.” Mum said, and we set off.  “How do you walk in those heels?” She asked, looking at my black stilettos.

“Carefully.” I smiled.

We stopped off at Sephora where we tried out several types of make-up, and even made an appointment for me at the brow-bar, where a young lady carefully plucked my eyebrows into a very feminine shape. 

“Oh honey, look at this.” Mum said. “These are those Korean facemasks.  We could do a spa evening!”

“Sounds great!” I told her, shocked at this sudden change in my mother.

We left Sephora and walked over to Ann Summers.  “Oh, let’s get you some new knickers and nighties.” She said excitedly.

“Really?” I asked, really confused.

“Yes!  Come on!  I want to treat my new daughter.”

In Ann Summers, we selected some sexy red and black satin underwear, corsets, bodies, pinks, whites, stockings, and so on.  It was quite spectacular, but mum really went all out, holding things up to me to see how they might look on me. 

By the time we arrived home, we had dozens of shopping bags, including things for mum too.  She asked for my advice as to what could make her more attractive to men, and I helped her, telling her to stop being so frumpy.  Like me, she was naturally slim, which meant she could easily wear tighter clothes.  She was the type of woman who aged well but simply let herself go dressing style.

That evening, we had ourselves a spa evening, putting on the masks, drinking wine, and I even showed her my new skills performing a pedicure.  It was actually a wonderful evening, which made it all the more strange that after I went to bed, I heard the sound of my mother crying.

“Mum?” I asked, knocking on her door.

She sniffed.  “Yes?” She said, meekly.

I stepped inside and she took in my look, dressed in the pink lace-trimmed satin nightie I was in.  “Mum, what’s the matter?  I thought you had a nice evening?”

She sat up and shook her head.  “That’s the thing.  I had a wonderful evening.  How many wonderful evenings like that could I have had with your dad?  What was I thinking?  I ended up a lonely bitter old woman, and for what?  I’m so stupid.”

“Mum, what’s done is done, but you’re not old, and you’re not stupid, just poorly informed and poorly raised.”

“You turned out okay!”

“Because you raised me well.  Honestly, whilst you didn’t present me with this, you didn’t really ever say the negative things in front of me.  But you always raised me to be a kind person, and that rubbed off.  As to being lonely, well, what can I say?  There are plenty of good people out there, you just need to look.”

She shook her head dismissively, a trait I hated in her, but in this case it was a negativity of her own self-worth.  “I’m not attractive enough.”

“Mum, start going to the gym, not because you’re fat, but because working out raises self-confidence.  Or if not the gym, find a sport.”

“That’s not a bad idea.  A hobby would be good.”

“Exactly, and you never know who you might meet.”

“Also true.”

“I promise you mum, it’ll all be okay.”

We hugged and she dried her eyes, smiling at me.  “What did I do to deserve a wonderful daughter like you?” She asked, and I smiled back at her, feeling happy that she had accepted me.  “I always wanted a daughter.  I wanted a girlie evening like tonight, and I was silly to think that I couldn’t have it just because you have a…thingy.”

“Sure mum.  And I’d be happy to do it again.”

“I’d like that.  I’m sorry these past weeks I’ve been like this.  I’m sorry for everything I did.”

“In the end, it all worked out.  And it will work out for you too, trust me.”

Over the next few days, mum spent time looking up things to do.  She worked from home as a freelance accountant, making enough to have a good life without wanting for much.  The negative impact of that was that she didn’t have a work collective, meaning she never really made friends.  So when looking for a sport, she wanted to find something she could do alone, with the potential to meet someone.  She initially tried a gym, but didn’t know how best to workout and really didn’t want to pay the money for a trainer.  However, at the gym, she saw an advert for a climbing centre in the next town along, in a converted factory, which claimed to have auto-ropes for self-climbers.  She gave that a go and was hooked.  In fact, she would have gone every single day, if it wasn’t for the muscle pain she felt.

During that time, I saw a little less of Mommy Iris, but more of Mistress Marie.  Eventually, I introduced Marie to my mother, and surprisingly, they both got on extremely well.  For me, it felt a little strange to call Marie, Mistress, in front of my mother, but that eventually passed, and it became second nature.                Mum and Marie got on so well, that the two would eventually also meet up to go shopping, always finding cute things for me. 

Three weeks on, and Marie asked a question.  “Hey, so, you and I, where is this going?” She asked.  I dreaded that question, not because I didn’t want to commit to Marie, but because I didn’t know what exactly she wanted to hear.

“Well, I love you and I want to be with you, Mistress.” I told her, nervously.

“No, I know, and I love you too, but I live in a student dormitory, where you can’t easily visit, and well, you have this huge house…”

Oh!  She wanted to move in!  Well, hell yes!  “Oh!  Oh right, I…I…  Sorry, yes of course!  Please, move in with me.  I just thought, you know, with your master, and my with mum here, you wouldn’t want to.”

“No, no, I get it, but, like, tiny shared room with an annoying girl, or living with my sissy boyfriend?” She made a weighing motion.

“Get it, got it, and consider it done.  I’ll get you a new key made.” I told her.

“Shouldn’t you ask your mum first?”

“Well, it’s kind of my house, well, Mommy Iris’ but you know.”

“Yeah.”

“But, yes, for politeness purposes, I can ask her tonight.  You’re with your master, right?”

She frowned.  “Actually, no.  He cancelled again.  I thought you were meant to be with Mommy Iris?”

“She cancelled…”

We looked at each other as it slowly dawned on us.  This had been happening a lot recently, and we had thought nothing of it, but as realisation slowly crept into us, we began smiling.  Iris and Alex had hit it off, and they were seeing each other.  It had to be that.

“Okay, then let me talk to mum alone, and then come over after?” I asked her.

“Sounds like a plan.”

That afternoon, I spoke to mum and told her what I wanted to do.  For all of mum’s previous faults and strange right-wing beliefs, she was firmly anti-religion, which meant that the whole sex before marriage thing and such like meant very little to her.  Of course, she had no problem with Marie moving in, and was very happy for her new darling daughter, namely, me.  In fact, she was so happy for us, she actually headed out to buy champagne; not cheap stuff, proper champagne.

It's important to note here that mum had changed a lot over the past weeks, and I put that down to various factors.  However, lately she was constantly smiling, singing to herself, laughing, giggling and overall, just really, really happy.  I thought it was thanks to the climbing, which she was now doing daily, and in a way, it was.  It turned out that mum had made a friend there named Susan.  Mum talked about Susan a lot, as you did when you made a new friend.  I knew she was younger than mum, in fact, she was only a few years older than me, and I knew she was heavily into climbing and had actually taught mum how to properly belay, and hold ropes, clip in, and so on.  They met regular so they could support each other, and had even met for drinks a few times.  In other words, mum had made a great new friend.  Ergo, mum was very happy.

So, whilst mum was out getting champagne and snacks, I was surprised to find she had forgotten her mobile phone.  She’d left it in the kitchen, I’d noticed because she received a text message which pinged right by me.

Susan: Hi Pam! Shame! I was looking forward to seeing you again tonight, but that’s great news.  I’m so happy for Mark!

Clearly, mum was happy to share the information that Marie was moving in, and she must’ve sent the text before heading out.  I smiled, thinking it was cool that mum was really making an effort to change.

And then the phone pinged again.

Susan: And obviously I can’t wait to get between your hot thighs again…

Ohhh-kay, that was unexpected.  My previously homophobic mother had course corrected in a major, major way.  I was shocked by the message, but at the same time, I couldn’t help but grin.  Obviously, I wouldn’t talk about this with mum until she was comfortable talking about it, but wow, this was great news; mum had fallen for someone!

Marie arrived before mum did, and I made sure to tell her the news, not just about her moving in, but also about mum being in a lesbian relationship. 

“That’s amazing!” Marie clapped excitedly.

“I know, but you can’t let on that we know.  I don’t want to scare her off or out her until she’s ready.”

“Of course.” And she made a zipping motion on her mouth.

Mum eventually returned, having bought champagne and snacks. She greeted Marie warmly, hugging her tightly.  “It’s going to be so nice having more people in the house.” She told her.  Then she rummaged through her handbag before saying, “Have you seen my phone anywhere?  I hope I didn’t lose it.”

“You left it in the kitchen.” I told her.

“Oh, thank god.” And she dashed into the kitchen.

A few minutes later, mum returned and nervously asked if we minded if her friend Susan came over too.  We told her we would love to meet her friend and she was more than welcome.  She blushed but thanked us and darted into another room to make a phone call, whilst Marie and I shared an excited look.

We had hoped that mum would come out and say she was in a relationship with Susan, but initially, that did not happen.  However, once Susan arrived, they held hands and generally appeared more than friends, and eventually, they kissed.  She came out without actually saying she had, and that was fine by me.

Susan was not what I expected, or rather, I don’t know what I expected, but not a very attractive, yet pierced and tattooed girl.  She didn’t have tattoos on her face, but her arms were quite heavily painted.  She wore a black denim mini-skirt with ripped edges, black fishnet stockings, and a lace bralette covered by a black fishnet crop-top.  Her nose was pierced on the left and the right, as was her tongue, and her left eyebrow.  Her black hair was not short, not long, but pulled tight into a small ponytail.  However, what was standout was her extroverted, happy-go-lucky attitude which was extremely infectious.  I could see why mum hit it off with her.

“So, if Marie is your Mistress, then what is Iris to you?  Mistress too?” Susan asked.

Now, this line of conversation made me a little nervous, as I had yet to explain the dynamic of my relationship with Iris to my mother.  One, I worried she might get upset, and two, I worried it might come across as weird.  However, I decided to take a deep breath and just say it.  “Yeah, so I refer to Iris as Mommy.  Not in an ageplay way, just like, a dommy mommy.” I said, trying not to look at my mum.

Susan nodded, not smiling or laughing, just nodding in an understanding way, her hand on my mother’s legs.  “Yeah, that’s cool.  I think we have the same, right?” She looked up at my mum, who was smiling warmly at her.

“Yep.” She said, leaning over to kiss Susan.

“So…” Marie began.  “You’re submissive to Pam?” She asked Susan.

“Yes, I am.” Susan beamed at my mother, who beamed back at her.  “She’s my dommy-mommy.” And again, they kissed.

For a long moment, I looked at them, unsure of what to say to project all the emotions welling up inside me, until finally, I just came out and said the most important emotion I was feeling.  “This is awesome!  Mum, I’m so, so, happy for you!  This is wonderful!”

“You opened my eyes that happiness is most important.” Mum explained.  “I spent years living in my parent’s shadow of mistrust and hatred, that I actually missed out on what was important.  I’ve been defining myself, and well, when Susan and I were training, I just felt something, a connection.  I decided to take a risk and ask her out on a date, and well, we’ve been dating ever since.”

“I’ve never been with a woman before.” Susan told us, and once again, I was knocked back in utter awe of the situation.  My mum, had asked out another woman; a straight woman.  This was ground-breaking stuff.

As we said our goodnights later on, mum talk me aside.  “Erm, can I ask for something?” She asked.

“Sure.” I replied.

“Can I borrow a whip from you, or something like that?”

I smiled.  “Tell you what.  I have a few riding crops, you can have one.  Anything else you need?”

She was about to say something, but changed her mind.  Instead, she said, “Can I have a look?”

“Sure, go ahead.  Everything is under the bed.”

In the end, I saw her leave my room with a crop, some nipple clamps, and a strap-on dildo.  I smiled, thinking about how some of dad’s possessions were now his ex-wife’s.  Amazing how life seemed to come full circle.


Nine

The doorbell woke us all up the following morning.  It was rather persistent, and given it was eight in the morning on a Saturday, we were slightly peeved by the constant ringing.  Marie pushed me out of bed, and I landed on my sore, purple backside.  For someone who had originally said that she wasn’t interested in exploring her sadistic side, Marie had become very adept putting the riding crop to good use. 

Marie moaned as the bell rang again, so I strolled downstairs, pulling on a pink satin and lace robe to match my mini-nightie.  As I reached the bottom of staircase, I saw mum walking into the hallway in a black lace teddy with attached stockings, and for the first time, I saw the results of her climbing, the defined muscles all over her body.  I was impressed.

“Who is it?” I asked.

“Don’t know, but I was sound asleep.” She moaned.  “It’s fucking Saturday.”  She would never have sworn randomly like that in the past.

We opened the door to find Iris and Alex stood there excitedly.  “Hi, erm, sorry, we know it’s early, but we have news.” Iris gushed, and then she looked at my mum and her eyes widened.  Heck, Alex hadn’t been able to take his eyes off her.

Now, this was the first time Iris and my mum had seen each other since the court case with my dad.  I really didn’t know how mum might reaction, and neither did Iris.  What I didn’t expect was for mum to grab Iris into a long tight hug and to thank her for everything she did for the family, and how she looked after my dad, but that was exactly what she did.

“Come in, come in!” Mum hurried them inside.  “Tea?  Coffee?”

Behind me, I saw Susan step out of the bedroom rubbing her eyes.  She was collared with a black studded collar, and wearing a leather hardness, with a sheer black robe not covering her large pierced breasts.  She walked over to mum, kissed her and then held her hand.  Introductions were made to my very confused Mommy Iris, and then we were led to the kitchen.  Marie slept on, as college girls did.

“I have big news.” Iris said.  “I’m pregnant!” She gushed, and we all congratulated her excitedly, until it finally dawned on me what she was saying.

“Wait…am I?” I began.

“The father, yes!” Iris said, hugging me tight.

Mother stepped in, a little confused.  “I thought you said that you two don’t have sex?” She asked me.

“We don’t.” Iris answered for her.  “Sissy here is caged.  He can’t have sex with anyone.  We milked him.”

“Huh?” Mum was very confused, so Susan answered.

“It’s where the man’s prostate is stimulated until he climaxes.  It basically doesn’t give them a pleasurable orgasm.”

“Oh…” And then mum snickered out a laugh, which grew into a big laugh.  “So he can’t have sex?” She pointed at me but looked at Iris.

“No.  He was playing with a chastity cage one night and accidentally locked himself up with a permanent lock.  It’s only plastic, we can get it off, but we all agreed it would be best if it stayed on.” Iris explained.

“For how long?” Mum asked.

“Forever.”

And once again, Mum burst out laughing.  Then, she pulled Iris in for a long hug and said, “Oh, you’re going to be the mother of my grandchild! Congratulations Iris!” Then, pulling away, so tugged Susan towards her.  “By the way, this is my subby girlfriend, Susan.  We’ve decided she should call me Mommy too.”

Iris beamed in delight.  “I’m so happy for you both.”

I still had one question which needed answering.  “What about you, Sir?” I asked Alex.

“Well, I can’t have kids.  Iris and I have been dating since you introduced us, and well, this is just amazing news for us both.  So, we have agreed that I would move in on a trial period.  Iris will keep working, of course, I wouldn’t want it any other way.  Then, should the trial work out, then before the baby is born, Iris will move in to my house, which is, well, bigger.  We will raise the baby there.”

“Oh.” I said, disappointed that I seemed to be out of the picture.

Sensing my disappointment, Iris continued.  “Of course, we expect that you and Marie will move in with us as our servants.  You will be the baby’s father biologically, and we will make sure they grow up knowing that, but essentially, you will serve as nanny.  It is my expectation though, that you will begin hormone therapy immediately, and will have already recovered from breast augmentation by the time the baby is due.”

“Yes of course!” Mum answered for me.  “Sissy, we’ll make sure to get you booked in for the doctor on Monday to discuss options around hormones.” I hadn’t ever talked about hormones or transitioning with mother, but here she was, actively encouraging me to go through the change.  I couldn’t help but smile and cry a little at the positive change in my mother.

“Where is Marie, by the way?” Alex asked.

“Upstairs Sir.”

“Very good.” He grinned, and wandered off.

I thought crossed my mind.  “Mommy, what is the expectation of my relationship towards Master Alex?”

“The expectation?” Iris smiled.  “We already talked about this, darling.  You’re not a man.  You will serve him sexually, just as Marie does.  We are all aligned on that.”

I smiled back at her.  “Yes Mommy dear.”

“In fact, why don’t you go upstairs now and see if he doesn’t need an extra set of hands?” She said, “I’d like to have a chat with your mother.”

Curtseying, I walked upstairs and knocked on my bedroom door.  Master told me to come in, and I stepped inside to find Marie on her knees, sucking Alex’s huge fact, circumcised cock.  He smiled at me warmly, and pointed to a position on the bed next to Marie.  Kneeling there, Marie sucked on the cock, making squelching noises, before removing the cock from her mouth and pointing it to me with a grin.

“Come on sissy, open wide.” She said, softly.

“Yes sissy, you know you want cock in you.” Master agreed.

I opened my mouth and took the bulbous head inside tentatively, feeling the mixture of softness with firmness.  Then slowly, I allowed myself to take as much in as possible, before pulling back and then repeating the motion, careful not to allow my teeth anywhere near him.  I found myself actually getting into it faster than I cared to admit, enjoying the strange, yet pleasurable knowledge that I was essentially no longer a straight-male.

The cock didn’t stay in my mouth long.  It was passed back to Marie for some seconds, then back to me again, before being removed entirely.  Marie stood and grabbed the lubricant on the sideboard. 

“Are you ready?” She whispered to me.

“Yes, I think so.” I told her.

“You’ll enjoy it, I promise.  He’ll be gentle…at first.” She said, kissing me.

He was.  I felt his strong right hand on my back, as his cock pushed for entry at my exit.  The squeak of the door made me aware that we had company, but I didn’t dare look who.  I shut my eyes and just enjoyed the moment, feeling that warm bare cock enter me, the sting of the biggest thing to ever enter my anus stretch me more than I had been stretched.  I moaned, as I felt it go on and on inside me, pushing for what felt like forever, until finally I felt the soft shaven skin of his crotch touch the skin of my buttocks.  What followed next was ten minutes of awesome pleasure, of his long hard cock controlling me, taking me.  It felt like sheer heaven, better than any plastic dildo.  After five minutes, he flipped me onto my back, pushing my legs back, and sliding inside me again.  In the background, I could make out the three women stood watching, as Marie lay next to me, holding my hand.  I didn’t care that one of those women would have been appalled by what she was seeing just weeks ago; this was my crowning moment.  This was everything I was being trained for.  This was the moment I became a true sissy.  I was not male anymore.  I was not female.  I was a sissy, a sex toy for use by anybody, and I loved it.  It was pure, unadulterated, raw humiliation, and nothing in the world could make me feel as good as I felt right at that moment.

Minutes later, with a loud roar, I felt Alex pump what felt like litres of hot, sticky cum inside me, breeding me, making me a receptacle for alpha-male semen.  “Yes Master!” I begged.  “Breed me!”

I passed out from the pleasure.  The fading image as my eyes fluttered closed was of the final realisation in my mother’s eyes, as she smiled excitedly, holding Iris and Susan tight, crying with happiness, as she realised why I enjoyed being submissive.  She finally got it completely and fully.  She saw that this was me, and my dad was what he was.

When I awoke later on, I showered and changed into a sissy uniform, doing my make-up.  I looked at my hair, which had grown a little, but not enough and sighed, wishing I would no longer have to wear a wig.  As I did my make-up, I remembered the pleasure of being fucked, and found myself wishing it could happen again.  Still though, when I arrived downstairs, I found Alex and Iris had left, leaving me with mum, Susan and Mistress Marie.

“Morning sleepyhead.” Marie joked.

“More like morning whore.” Mum snickered.  “You seemed to enjoy that more than anyone expected.”

I decided to own it and shrug.  “I did, in fact, I loved it.”

“Yeah, well, don’t worry,” Marie told me.  “Plenty more of that when we live with Master and Mommy.”

A thought had crossed my mind about that, and that was that when we moved out, mum would be left alone in the house; so I asked her how she felt about that, but she just smiled and hugged Susan tighter.

“Oh, I think I’ll be just fine.” She said, kissing her girlfriend.

“I had one request.” Marie said.  “I’m not ready to have kids right now, but that doesn’t mean I won’t want them, and I guess you should be the father.  I’m concerned that once you begin on hormones, you might lose the ability to have kids, so I think before you start, maybe freeze your sperm?”

It made a lot of sense, obviously, I wanted kids with Marie one day.  “Absolutely.”

“Excellent!” Clapped Marie. 

I turned to mum.  “Hey, didn’t it bother you being in the room when master Alex did…you know?”

“Actually no.” Mum grinned.  “Iris explained what was going to happen and why, she said it was a ritual or a rite of passage.  When you look at it that way, well, I got it.” She stroked my face.  “Actually, I get it completely now.  This wasn’t about if you are gay or straight, I don’t think it really matters, but rather it was about your inner voice and how you want to be respectful to others.  You were a beta male, just like your father was, and as such, you transitioned yourself to a life of servitude to your betters, like me.” She giggled.  “Which brings me to another topic and that is your role here at home now.  From now on, you will be the one cooking and cleaning.  Of course, you have a choice, finish your university, or you can quit university and become a full-time maid.  I really don’t mind.”

I had only a few months left, I didn’t want to quit, no matter what.  “I think I want to finish my university.”

“Good, okay.  Then you are going to be quite busy, because Marie and I are not going to do a thing to help anymore.”

“Yes Mum.”

“And it is yes Mummy, from now on.  Iris is Mommy, and I am Mummy.”

“Yes Mummy.” How humiliating was this? I loved it!

“Can I be honest though?” She asked, softly.

“Yes?”

“Iris, Alex and I talked, and we really don’t think there will be room for your work as an architect when you move in with them.  You’re going to working for them full-time.  Are you sure you want to waste your time on the university?”

Marie agreed.  “I also don’t really see the point of you continuing.  I will be the provider for us, along with Mommy and Master.  You need to really make a decision on if you want to commit to this lifestyle, or commit to your work.  You can’t have both.”

I furrowed my brow.  Being an architect was a dream for me, but yes, it would require huge portions of my time.  That said, my dream of being an architect was before I realised who I was.  I really didn’t want to give up either one.  “Can I think about it?” I asked.

“Of course, we have time, but you need to let me know, because I’m going to commit to this lifestyle; I made that decision a long time ago, and well, I want to be with you, but not if I can’t be…well…me.” Explained Marie.

“I understand.  Please, give me time.”

On Monday afternoon, I had the chance to speak to Mommy and discuss things with her.  She confirmed what Mummy told me, that she wanted me to be a full-time slave.  Of course, consent is everything to her, so she needed to be sure that was what I wanted.

“Of course, I’ll never hide my baby from their real father, but if you can’t commit to me, then I don’t think I want a part-time life.  I’ve lived my life waiting for your father to do something to commit to me, and whilst it was great having him there, it was always like he was a submissive lodger, not a servant, not a servant who loved me.” Iris explained.  “I love you like mad, and I want you with me always.  Is that selfish?  Yes, but I have a right to be selfish, and that’s just how it is.  I think letting Marie and Alex into our lives proves I’m willing to go great lengths to make this relationship special, but in this, I want you with my baby full-time.  I want my baby to have what you didn’t have.”

That made a hell of a lot of sense, but in the back of my mind, I became concerned about the future.  I didn’t say anything, but what if our little experiment failed?  What if I was left with nothing, including an incomplete education?

Funnily enough, my answer came from Colin the pervy businessman.  I was walking from the bus stop back towards my house one afternoon, when he just happened to be driving past.  He recognised me immediately, given the ultra-short puffy pink sissy dress I was wearing; and yes, I was becoming more adventurous at university. 

“Want a lift?” He asked me.

I pointed to my house.  “I live over there.”

“Um, wanna go for a drive?” He gave me a wink.

I looked around.  Did I really want to go for a drive with a guy who just wanted to get into my panties?  Fuck, why not?  I got in and we drove away quickly.

“How are things?  You’re looking great by the way.” He told me.

“I start hormones on Friday, tests being good.” I told him.

“Really?” He told me.  “That’s cool.”

“Yeah, but I have to make an important decision.”

“What’s that?”

I wondered if I wanted to talk about this with someone I barely knew, but I realised it was the one person who might understand at least a little.  “I need to make a decision if I should embrace this lifestyle completely and become a full-time slave to Mommy, Mistress and Master, or if I should continue my studies, get a career and only do this part-time.  I really wanted to be an architect, but I want to live this lifestyle full-time more.”

He shrugged, driving out of the town now.  “Sounds like an easy decision.”

“I’m scared.” I told him.  “This lifestyle is amazing, but what if it doesn’t work out?  I’ll be left with nothing.”

“Okay, but what if it does work out?  What if you could have had it, but what you do end up having is a dead-end job, working for the man, and end up giving up on the things which make you happy?” He asked.  We pulled down a lane and into a semi-empty layby.  I assumed it was a place for doggers.  He turned to me, putting an arm behind me on the seat.  “Listen, I wanted to be submissive and kinky since I was a kid, but I kept telling myself no, can’t do it, society hates it.  I hid this from my wife, and I’ve been hiding it for so long, I suffer panic attacks and depression.  Yes, that is what happens when you try to change yourself to fit in with society’s ideals.  Would I go back and change it if I could?  Probably, probably not.  I have kids now.  I have responsibilities.  As to your education; well, you can finish that anytime you like if things don’t work out.  But you only have now to find the right people for you.  That becomes harder as you get older, trust me.”

That all made a lot of sense.  I was essentially panicking over nothing, because everyone already supported me.  Even my mother, who was once as straightlaced as they come, we now embracing the new me.  I had the chance to live a highly sexualised life, which worked for us all, and at the same time, never have to want for anything.

“Thank you, Colin.” I nodded.  “You’ve opened my eyes.”

He smiled, and then reached a hand down to cup my balls through my knickers.  I opened my legs for him, and then reached out my hand and cupped his cock and balls.  Then, leaning over, I unzipped him and took his cock out, and stuffed it in my mouth without hesitation.  “Oh yes, sweetheart, that’s amazing.” He gushed, closing his eyes and leaning back.

I sucked him off for several minutes, before lifted off him.  “Wanna fuck?” I asked.

“Really?” His grin stretched from ear to ear.

“Sure.  You’re clean and stuff, right?”

“Yes!  I’ve never been with anyone else, just my wife.  Well, I’ve been blown here a couple of times, but never anything else.”

“Okay.” I smiled.  I pulled off my knickers and handed them to him.  He sniffed them deeply, as I climbed over his hard cock, putting my knees either side of him, and with my forearms resting on his shoulders, I lowered myself onto his cock.  We kissed as I rode him, our tongues mingling sloppily. 

A knock came from the window, and for a moment, I was scared the police were there.  However, what I saw was a man watching, rubbing his cock.  He was maybe thirty or so.  Colin lowered the window and the man presented his cock to me, shaking it.

“Go on.” Colin encouraged me. 

Hesitating just a moment, I leaned forward and sucked down on the long thin cock, as I bounced on Colin’s cock.  It was all a little too much for Colin, and he came hard inside me. 

“Wanna lean across me?” Colin asked, suggesting I position my arse at the window.  I shook my head.  I didn’t want to take cock from a stranger.  “It’ll be hot.  Go on.”

The man with the cock in my mouth took a small bottle from his pocket, opened it and put it under my nose, holding one nostril closed.  “Sniff.” He said.  I inhaled the strange chemical smell, and then he repeated the process on the other side.  I immediately felt a rush of heat to my face and felt incredibly horny.  Without thinking, I turned around on Colin’s lap and leaned across to the other seat, as he lifted my arse in the air.  Seconds later, I felt the stranger’s cock enter me.  This man had a shorter cock but very fat.  He was horny and ready to go, so he slammed in and out of me hard.  Fuck, I couldn’t believe I was doing this, and now that the chemical was wearing off, I was beginning to question myself.  However, before I could question it for long, I felt the man shoot inside me, filling me with cum, before pulling out, zipping up and walking away.

“Fuck, that was hot.” Colin told me.  “Want to stay a little longer, see who turns up?”

“Not today.” I told him, climbing back into my seat and taking a tissue out and wiping my arse.

“Did you enjoy it?” He asked.

I did.  I really enjoyed it, and it made me feel dirty in a good way, but at the same time, I was scared of what I just did.  What if the guy had a disease?

“Can I see you again?” Colin asked.  “I’ll pay you.”

“Huh?” I wasn’t really paying attention. “Er, yeah, sure.”

We pulled up outside my house and he peeled off five twenty-pound notes, handing them to me.  “Is that enough?” He asked.

“Huh?”

“Is that enough?  For your time?”

“Oh…” Holy fucking shit, why did this feel so good?  “Er, yeah, thanks.” I said, accepting the money.

I then headed inside the house, still holding the money, and I realised I’d left my knickers in his car. 

“Where have you been?” Marie asked.  She’d been home some time.  I told her the whole story and she cracked up with laughter.  She said I’d done the right thing, that as a sissy, it was my job to be a whore for men who wanted it.  Then, joking aside, we kissed and said that if I was scared, we would go to the clinic to get me tested.  She then called Mommy and told her what had happened, and she laughed herself silly, but then suggested that I get put on something called PrEP. 

“If he’s going to go dogging like that, then it’s probably best to get him some protection.” She explained. 

“Come on.” Marie told me, grabbing a jacket.  “Let’s go to the clinic and get you checked out and on something.” Then she added.  “Little whore.”


Ten

The following day, I quit university and informed everyone of my final decision.  Additionally, I received news that my tests for the hormones had come back fine and was sent an electronic prescription.  The agreement I made with the doctor was that he would keep me on a low dose, enough to help me soften some areas and reduce hair growth and so on, but likely not enough to make massive changes to breast tissue; maximum a small B-cup, if that.  However, the good news was that I would be less likely to see impacts in libido. 

The doctor noted the cage and made checks to see if I wasn’t experiencing any discomfort or skin problems.  “The material is fine.” She said.  “It’s a resin, which means it shouldn’t cause any issues, but keep on eye on it.”

“Can it damage the penis?” I asked.

“No, not likely, but what you will note is your penis will lose potency, thickness, length.  However, the hormones will do more in that area, so it doesn’t matter.  Erections, especially morning ones, will be less frequent on the hormones, that said, we don’t want you to lose sexual function altogether.  You still want to be sexually motivated, correct?”

“Absolutely.”

The young woman smiled.  “Good.  As to breast augmentation, well, normally we would suggest waiting until we see the impact of the hormones, but it really is personal preference.  If you like, I can make some recommendations as to cosmetic surgeons in London?”

“Yes please.”

“Any sort of price range?” She asked.

Iris, who was with me, spoke on my behalf.  “Money isn’t an object.”

“Excellent.  Then I can recommend a very good one.”

As such, I was now in possession of a prescription for hormones, and also had an appointment for a consultation in London with a plastic surgeon for the following week.  I was, of course, very nervous, but it was something I wanted to do, for sure.

“I need to drive to London next week anyway.” Said Alex that evening.  “How about we travel down the night before, spend the night, do some shopping, and go to the appointment?” He asked me.

“That sounds wonderful, Master.” I smiled up at him.  He leaned a little and kissed my lips, holding my chin as he did so.  I parted them and let his tongue in.

Master hadn’t fucked me since that first time, but was glad I was on PrEP.  I thought he might be angry that I’d been fucked by a stranger, but the opposite was true.  “You think I haven’t watched Marie get gangbanged by strangers in a car park?” He laughed.  “One of the best things to watch is to tie her naked bent over a park table as strangers have their way with her.  That’s a Tuesday for her.”

Marie chuckled. “The difference is, he got paid!”

Master burst out laughing.  “That’s the dream!”

The following week, master drove me down to London and we checked into a boutique BDSM hotel.  The rooms each had a fully kitted out play-area, including stocks at the foot of the bed.  Of course, after I put on my sexiest red and black corset, black seamed stockings, black lace gloves, and make-up, I joined Master in the room, where I was whipped, beaten, tortured, and then locked into the bed and fucked hard all night long.  It was an amazing night, one I would remember forever. 

We did get the chance to chat.  He never went to university, having started his business in IT at a young age, back when nobody really thought computers would be so huge, really capturing a niche market when he had the chance.  He married young, a submissive woman who he loved very much, but both wanted kids, and well, neither he nor she could.  The relationship fizzled out, and then he dated a submissive man for some time.  “Yes, I’ve always been pansexual.” He smiled.  “Unfortunately, he was not ready to come out or commit, so we ended things.  I then met Marie, but given the whole kid thing, and given her age, I didn’t want to commit.  To be honest, I never really considered dating a dominant woman and keeping slaves, but it really is the best of both worlds.”

“Have you had experience with sissies before?” I asked him.

“One or two I met on Grindr, but none were serious.  Usually married, not willing to come out and such.  I have a couple on the hook, send me pictures, do things for me, but it’s just for boredom at work.”

The appointment with the doctor went well.  Apart from breast augmentation, he also recommended some basic work on the face, nothing major.  He had a spot open in three weeks, and we took it.  Master paid the downpayment immediately, and we were ready. 

To celebrate, we went for a nice lunch, and then went shopping.  I was treated to new shoes, lingerie, even handbags.  Then, he took me to a tattoo and piercing place, where I was given a piercing in my belly, and a small tattoo on my backside which said, Sissy Cumdump.

“Want to stay one more night?” He asked me.

“Can we?” I gushed like a little girl.

“We can.  I have a plan for tonight.  Ever been to a gay cruise bar?”

“Nope.”

He grinned.  “You’re gonna love it.”

That evening, we arrived at a very dark and dingy little bar, which was very packed.  I wondered what would happen in a gay bar so small yet packed with people, but master explained that the bar area was not important.  Leading me on a leash, I was taken through a black metal door, and down some stone steps, to a huge dark cavern, with low ceilings, areas lined with little rooms with porn playing inside.  Men were kissing and fucking in the rooms, and in the corridors.  It felt like a huge firetrap, but I didn’t care; there was so much sex going on, it was insane. 

“Have you ever tried GHB?” He asked me.

“No, what is it?” I asked him.

He pulled out a bottle and a little cap, pouring out a few drops.  “You’ll love it, I promise.”

I took the fluid and drank it, noting that he did not.

I had dressed up for tonight.  Putting on my nicest hot-pink sissy maid dress, crotchless satin sissy panties, seamed stockings, the works.  I thought we were going to somewhere nice, but this place seemed dark and evil, and yet, I felt at home here.  We watched a gang-bang happening between three skinheads and a geeky-looking dude taking cock from both ends, as master gently massaged by backside under the skirt.  We were in a larger part of the space, down a further set of stairs. 

A couple of guys, older, maybe late fifties, walked by and stopped to look at me, smiling.  They shared a look and stepped closer, putting their hands on me, feeling me. 

“May we?” One asked my master, and he nodded.

It had been a few minutes since I had taken the liquid master gave me, and I was beginning to feel a wave of euphoria, not too dissimilar to the chemical I had sniffed in the car.  Except in this case, the euphoria seemed to grow, not dissipate quickly.  When the two men began kissing me, and feeling me up from both sides, I felt an urgent desire to be with them.  I looked over at master and found he was now kissing one of the skinheads who was fucking the geek. 

A hand pushed me down to my knees and I found a cock hanging in front of me.  Without question, I took it into my mouth and down my throat.  After almost choking myself on it, I pulled away to find his friend was by his side.  I sucked on him before moving back to the other, continuing like that for a few minutes, until one of them moved behind me and aimed their hard, raw cock at my arsehole.  I felt spittle dribble on my behind, before the now familiar feeling of me being entered. 

My eyes traced over to master Alex, who was face fucking the geek and kissing the skinhead still.  However, this time I saw that the skinhead was actually fucking Alex.  I didn’t realise Alex took cock as well as gave it, that came as quite the revelation. 

“Sissy cumdump.” The man fucking me said, telling his friend.  He had seen the tattoo.  I heard more talking before me and realised he wasn’t the only one to have seen it.

“Can I have him after?” Someone asked.

“Sure.”

“Wanna breed a sissy.”

Alex and I left the bar at a little after three in the morning.  He asked me how I felt and I told him that I was tired and sore, but I really enjoyed myself.  He explained that he tried to visit there when possible, that it was always a good crowd.

“Does Marie know you are top and bottom?” I asked him.

He smiled at me.  “Yes, as does Iris.  I can’t deny myself the pleasure of being fucked, it feels too good, and you have to admit, there were some really hot men there, right?”

“I suppose.” I’d never really looked at men that way, but he clearly found men attractive. 

“In time, you’ll understand.” He said, kissing me.  “Come on, let’s get to bed.  My turn to pump that sexy arse with cum.”

About three weeks later, I woke up to the feeling of intense pressure and weight on my chest.  Nurses were talking to me, telling me to open my eyes, but they were too heavy.  Finally though, I opened them to see myself getting moved over to a bed and connected up to an IV and a monitor.

“She’s awake now.” Said one of the nurses.

“Okay, Sissy?  Sissy?” The nurse asked.  The name we had given was Sissy, so that was who I was now.  “Sissy?  Can you hear okay?”

“Yes.” I groaned.

“Good.  Okay, the surgery was a success.  You’re still going to feel the effects of the anaesthesia so I suggest you try to sleep a little.  The surgeon will come by later.”

“Okay.” I tried to say, before passing out again.

I came to later on, and the pressure in my chest was still there, but now I felt pain and weight, and not only there.  It was hard for me to talk because I had had facial work done.

“Hello Sissy, so everything was a huge success.” The surgeon explained. “As discussed, we will keep you here overnight as part of our after-care program, and tomorrow you can go home.  You’ll need to wear compression bras for the next five to six weeks, no strenuous activity at all for at least two weeks.”

“Thank you.” I tried to say.

I was collected the next day by Mummy, Mommy, and Mistress.  They were over the moon that everything had gone so well.  For the next two weeks, I was treated not like a submissive, but rather as if I was the Mistress.  They waited on me hand and foot, and whilst I would like to say I enjoyed it, I actually missed being the servant.  Thankfully, after two weeks, I began to be allowed to do some tasks, which were increased over time.

When I finally was able to take the compression bras off, I was shocked at how big my breasts actually were.  We had selected DD-cup, and I was aware that there would be swelling, but they felt so much bigger and heavier than the DD-cup forms I had.  However, I put it down to the swelling with the belief they would go down. 

Two weeks after that, and they hadn’t gone down, if anything, they were slightly bigger.  Certainly, none of my previous bras fit.  I spoke to my doctor and she explained that this was the risk of performing breast augmentation on someone taking hormones.

“It seems the hormones have been working on you far faster and better than expected, as such, your breasts have grown naturally.  The DD implants are being supplemented by a growth spurt by two cup sizes.” She explained.

“What should I do?” I asked her.

“Well, you have two options.  Have surgery to reduce the implants, or buy bigger bras.  I would go with the latter.” She smiled.

In the end, nobody seemed to mind that I had almost comically large boobs, especially not me.  If anything, it accentuated the whole sissy look.  I decided to document my life somehow, and thought, why not make money on it too?  I opened up an Onlyfans account and regularly posted to my increasing number of followers.

The one person who really appreciated my new look, was Colin, who I once again met in his car, and who once again took me dogging.  This time, I was less nervous about the experience, and took quite a few cocks.  In fact, dressed like a whore in a tight shiny pink mini-dress and pink fishnet stockings, with my new bleached blonde long hair, men were practically lining up to fuck me, and I let each and every single one of them have their turn.

One more change since my return from hospital was the arrival of Susan into our home.  I was still living with, and now serving, Mummy, and Marie lived with me as my Mistress and girlfriend.  It was interesting to see the new dynamic with Susan, as Mummy had embraced the dominatrix role.  Mummy had spent quite some time with Mommy Iris, being trained, and putting that training to good use on me, and also Susan, but what was interesting, was Mummy’s requirement for Susan to be naked at all times around the house.  I had not been expecting to share a house with a young, pretty woman, who pranced around naked except for the leather collar and cuffs padlocked to her body, but here we were.

The big, unexpected announcement came from Mummy one day.  “Listen Sissy, Mommy Iris wants to take things easy with the pregnancy.  As you know, she is concerned that her age makes things difficult.  So, she’s decided to move in with your master now, and is requesting that you and Marie make arrangements to begin your move.  Is that understood?”

“Yes Mummy.” I said, looking at the floor in the nadu position, as I was required to do in Mummy’s presence when she spoke to me. 

“Good.  Additionally, Iris asked me to take over her practice for the duration of the rest of the pregnancy.  I’ve said yes.” She told me.

“You’re going to be a professional dominatrix?” I asked her, shocked that after all those years of denial, she was actually going to do it as a profession.

“Yep.  I’m actually looking forward to it.” She grinned.  “Now, I couldn’t help but notice you looked up at me just now, and also spoke to me in a way unbecoming of a sissy slut like you, didn’t you?”

“Yes Mummy.” I sulked. 

“You know what that means, don’t you?” She asked.

“Yes Mummy.” I did indeed.  The dungeon was built in the spare bedroom.  She had spared no expense, although admittedly, master Alex had financed most of it.  I had had the experience of feeling Mummy’s new skills first hand a number of times already, and one thing I realised was, she had a mean sadistic streak.  She knew how to push me right to my limit, almost daring me to say the stop word, but I was often too stubborn, which left me bruised and battered, but somehow massively humiliated and turned on.  The one thing my mother loved was ball-busting.  Kneeing, kicking, punching, she didn’t care, it was the most fun thing ever for her.

She led me to the dungeon and strapped me to the ceiling and floor in an X, clipping up my skirt and petticoat to exposed my balls which hung from the cage, which were significantly smaller now thanks to the hormones.  She then slipped on her thigh-high lace up black patent leather boots, and then pulled down her knickers, stuffing the red thong in my mouth, before duct taping my mouth shut.

“Remember your stop signal?” She asked.  We had a prearranged hand signal to say stop.  I nodded.  “Then we’ll begin.” She said, walking over to the stop-clock and setting one hour.  “You’d better hope your balls survive.” She laughed.  The punish time was increased each time punishment was needed. 

For the next hour, my balls with beaten non-stop.  If her legs got tired, she used her fist.  If her feet got tired, she held my shoulders and kneed me over and over, one per second, hard.

“It’s a good job you froze your sperm, because your balls are already changing colour.” She laughed.  “Seriously though, you should get these checked out when we finish, okay?” I nodded.

Whilst most people would think this was abusive and weird, I really loved the change in my mother.  I loved the fact that she had finally accepted herself and the fact that dad had originally chosen her for a reason.  Mommy Iris had once told me that once in the BDSM world, like-minded people tended to find each other, that they had a sixth sense.  I firmly believe that my dad did find the right person in my mother, but she hadn’t yet found herself.  Dad and Mommy Iris never married, much as I feel that Iris wanted to, she realised that my dad was just not into her that way, and why?  Because dad still loved mum, all the way to the end.

As I drifted off into subspace from my mother’s beating, I imagined my future.  No job, no completed education, just a sissy, nothing more.  And yet, I didn’t want to be exactly like dad.  I wanted to be a sissy, yes, but I wanted the ultimate part of the fantasy, the once thing I couldn’t have unless I was married.  I wanted to be a cuckold sissy.


Epilogue

Mommy Iris kissed my cheeks after applying the make-up to me.  It was a chore for her to get around with the baby due any time in the next four weeks, but still she made an effort for my wedding day.  Yes, I proposed to Marie shortly after realising what was missing from my father’s life, and she said yes.  Of course, there was no way we would be able to consummate the marriage, even though it was discussed. 

The night before the wedding, Mommy broke off my plastic chastity cage and revealed a vastly smaller cock…if I could even call it that anymore.  Heck, my balls were no bigger than a couple of small marbles.  Mommy seemed to know that would be the case, and revealed a new cage from a box.  This one was metal, but before she could put it on me, she revealed I would need a little work.  It was then, that she pulled out her piercing kit.  She then proceeded to pierce the head of my cock.

I ended up being locked up in a metal cage with snap-off screwheads, and snap-in clips.  If the last one was semi-permanent, then this one was very-permanent.  The Prince Albert piercing was critical because the piercing formed part of the front lock, meaning I wouldn’t be ever able to remove the device.

“I had this especially made for you.” Mommy told me.  “You will never be able to remove it, unless you get castrated, of course.” She smiled.

“Thank you, Mommy.” I told her, pulling her in for a hug.

A knock on the door brought me out of my of my reverie, and I turned to see Mummy at the door.  “Ready?” She asked me.

I nodded, and then stood, revealing the long lacy white silk wedding dress.  Mummy gasped at how beautiful I was, hands on her mouth as she stared at my styled, wavy long blonde hair.

“You’re stunning darling.” She told me.

I blushed.  “Thank you, Mummy.” With that, she placed an arm in mine and led me through the door to the corridor of the beautiful old hall we had hired for the wedding.  We reached the main entrance, just as Alex led Marie through from the other direction.

“I love you.” Marie told me.  “You’re so beautiful.”

“You’re stunning too.” I told her.  We wore matching dresses, and her hair was styled just like mine.  We could’ve been sisters, but here we were, about to get married.

The wedding march sounded, and we began the walk down the aisle.  Then, as we stood in front of a beautiful Asian woman, dressed in a black latex dress, we began the ceremony.  The Asian woman was actually a dominatrix friend of Iris’ called Goddess Amanda, who also performed weddings, and this was not her first of this type.  She even had revised lines for us.

“Sissy, do you promise to serve, protect, worship, remain chaste, and submit to Mistress Marie, so long as you shall live?” Amanda asked.

“Yes Goddess.” I replied.

“Mistress Marie, do you promise to punish, cuckold, feminise, protect and dominate your sissy?”

“Yes Goddess Amanda.” Marie replied.

There were more people than I had imagined gathered watching.  Some were people we both knew, some were clients of Iris’, and some were people Marie knew.  I was somewhat surprised to find out that Marie’s parents and sister were in attendance, but I would later find out they were far more open than I had believed.

“Sissy, kneel before your Mistress.” Goddess Amanda ordered, and I immediately dropped to my knees.  “Mistress Marie, extend your left foot.” She did, and then out of nowhere, I was handed a golden anklet.  “Place the anklet on your Mistress’ ankle and kiss her foot.” I did just that.  “You may stand.”  Amanda then turned to Marie, and she was handed a thin pink and gold collar.  “Mistress Marie, place the collar on your Sissy and lock him in.” She did.  “I now pronounce you married.”

Marie couldn’t help herself; she pulled me to her and we kissed deeply, which garnered a smile from the strict Goddess who had presided over us.  The whole hall clapped as we turned to them and walked down the aisle.

The reception was actually as standard as they came.  Food, drinks, dancing; nothing out of the ordinary, just as Marie had wanted it.  I finally had the chance to meet Marie’s parents, which felt odd. 

“I’m sorry we didn’t get the chance sooner.” I told them.

“Nonsense, it’s fine.  We understand.” Said Tom, Marie’s father.  “We’ve long ago accepted Marie’s lifestyle, and whilst it is unusual, well, we only have one life, don’t we?”

“Indeed.” I smiled. 

That evening, I was led into the honeymoon suite of our lavish hotel, where Alex was waiting for us, naked and ready to go.  I watched on my hands and knees, in my sexy white corset and stockings, as Alex took my wife, fucking her three-ways from Sunday, and coming deep inside her.  Then, I was required to lean my head back as she sat on my face.

“That’s it cucky,” she said, “lick your Master’s cum from your wife’s pussy.” She grinned.  I was complete.  I was finally a cuckold sissy, just as I had dreamed.

Of course, Alex was not done there.  It was my wedding night too, and that meant getting fucked.  I had become accustomed to Alex’s huge dick, so when it entered me, I sighed in delight, as I lay in my wife’s lap.  And once Alex was done with me, there was one more surprise.

“And so you both know your place,” Alex began, getting up upon hearing a knock on the door.  “I have arranged for a few friends to come over.”

He opened the door to reveal a group of six men and three women carrying champagne bottles, and down to their underwear.  With a whoop, the group walked in and began making out with us all, including Alex.  Within seconds, I had a hard cock in my mouth, and a fat black cock in my arse, whilst Marie was munching on a pussy whilst getting fucked. 

By the morning, we had not slept a wink, but the room stunk of sex, cum, alcohol and god-knows what else, but it was definitely a wedding night to remember!

A few weeks later, I got to welcome my daughter, Tabitha, into the world.  Given Iris’ age and stature, the doctor advised going for a C-section, which she took.  She would’ve loved to have given birth naturally, but at the same time, she knew that minimising the risk was the better option.  “Also, I give pain, I don’t take it too well.” She joked.

Tabitha is so beautiful, I cannot begin to describe how perfect she is.  She has my eyes, that’s for sure, but Iris’ cheekbones.  Alex, of course, was over the moon; in fact, it was the first time I had ever seen him cry.  “Thank you, Mark, for giving me a child.” Alex told me, using my real name, a name I had long since forgotten I had. 

The baby bug bit Marie soon after.  Once she completed University, she wanted to get pregnant.  We actually discussed getting one of her lovers, her black lovers, to get her pregnant, but she made it very clear that she wanted her first child to be mine.  I had frozen my sperm when I began on the hormones.  When Marie was ready, she went to be inseminated, and whilst they said it didn’t need to take immediately, I had clear made some pretty potent sperm because one hit and Marie was pregnant.

A commitment was made by all, including my mother, the children would always know who their real father was, and we would always tell them the truth. 

Not long after Tabitha’s first birthday, Alex finally proposed to Iris and she said yes.  Marie, myself and my mother, were all bridesmaids, and finally, Iris found true happiness.

Mummy broke up with Susan after some time, not because something happened per se, just that Mummy discovered that she wanted to explore a bit more, rather than lock herself down to a single person.  She actually found that life as a professional dominatrix had many perks, including meeting interesting people, men and women.  Eventually, she met a young man, a little older than me, who she took into her home and began to feminise, and how, you might ask?  Well, the man had a wife who came to Mummy and told her that she had discovered his kinks…

“Well, the worst thing you can do is judge him,” Mummy told her.  “But if you like, I can help you fulfil his fantasy?”

The young woman smiled at her, “Oh I don’t judge him, and honestly, I do like the idea of being in the company of a woman, rather than a man.  I was hoping you might teach me the ropes.”

Mummy placed a hand on the woman’s leg, and the woman opened them.  “Older women?”

“Definitely.”

As for me?  I am living my best life, as a real sissy maid.  I couldn’t imagine my life any other way.

THE END
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