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Author’s Note

This story is a soft romance novella with elements of erotica, but more about the emotional aspect of a straight man finding love after divorce. This came about because a friend of mine recently divorced and the ex-husband ended up with a typical bimbo woman, or so the friend thought. It turned out that the bimbo was transgender. Now, the ex-husband was straight up until that point, but sometimes, love is just love.

“I’m not upset anymore.” My friend told me. Why? Well, because she knew her husband, and she knew that if he was with the girl, cock and all, then it was because he was genuinely in love, and it is very hard to stay angry with someone when you know they are in love. Love conquers all.

My husband and I have had our moments. Yes, I dominate him, but we are also a couple and couples fight. We came close to divorce once, and that was because I was exhausted. Work, kids, reality, that gets in the way of fun, and sometimes, you lose sight of what’s important. I started writing these stories as an outlet for the moments when I can’t be who I want to be. I’m a COO in a corporation, I have to project an image, so I am limited in who I can be. But in the end, things do work out, and they have done with us.

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

By the way – some twat gave one of my books a one-star rating (if someone can fix that on Sissy Cuckold, Femboy Bull, please!), then posted elsewhere that the book was sick. I think I try to set a theme about my books and well, if you don’t like the theme, maybe don’t rate the book. If you genuinely think the book is written that badly, sure, but I’m fucking Dickens. I write smut, kinky smut at that. Anyway. If you like the book, give me a decent rating, otherwise, you know, use logic…or I’ll spank you!

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

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


More by Julia!

Romance/Cuckold:

	Descent to Cuckold 

	The Sissy Years 

	The Pop Star’s Songwriter 

	The Sissy CEO 

	My Gap Year 

	Training Joe 

	Personal Assistance 

	“Her” Next Door 

	Like Father, Like Sissy 

	Sissy Cuckold, Femboy Bull 

	The Contractor’s Cuckold 

	The Contractor’s Cuckold 2: Broken Shells 

	Damaged Sissy 

	Tokyo Sissy 

	Designer Sissy 

	The Sissy Cuckold Addiction 

	Sissy and the Dominatrix Next Door 

	Cuckolding? Men Don’t Want That 



Femdom Ruin:

	The Next Lockdown 

	Whore 

	Berlin 

	Signal 

	The Treatment 

	Refuge 

	The Kingdom 

	Sissified, Ruined, and Exposed 

	The Move – Series 

	Cuckolding a Loser Slave 

	She left me…Ruin Me! 



Notes on a Scandal Series:

	Jack and Tracy 

	Jeremy and Marissa (Coming Soon!) 



Arcadia Series:

	The Plaxis Affair 

	The Bison Infiltration 

	The Anderton Effect (Coming Soon!) 



Lesbian Series:

	Confusion 

	The E was Good 

	Soul Ripper (Erotic Horror) 



Gay Series:

	The Suggestion 



Finding Ecstasy in Surrender Cuckold Series:

	A Cuckold’s Journey 

	A Machiavellian Nightmare 



Cum Quick Shorts:

	Ruby Ruin 

	Taken Sissy 

	Sexuality Swap 

	Sissy, You’re in my Seat! 

	Creating a Gay Sissy Slut 




Prologue

The huge Volvo XC90 navigated the tiny roads with ease. Technically, the car belonged to Mike, as the eldest child, but the gift from his dad came with conditions, that he had to let Tracy, his sister, use it too. Given they both went to the same college, then it made sense, but Tracy was a first year, whereas Mike was in his final year. After that, their father promised he’d buy a car for Tracy too.

“Oh-oh.” Tracy gasped. “Dad’s got the grill on.”

“Bollocks.” Replied Mike.

The two friends in the back shared a look. Ethan and Naya were along for the ride. Summer break was on, which meant the four of them were driving west to go to a huge five-day rave in the middle of nowhere. It was going to be spectacular. Ethan was Tracy’s best friend, and Naya was technically Mike’s girlfriend, although they hadn’t really made it official.

“Something we should know about?” Ethan asked.

“Dad thinks he’s a grill-master.” Mike chuckled. “But he’s anything but.”

“You’ll be fine. Just don’t eat the chicken.” Tracy told them.

“Why not?” Asked Naya, now a little nervous.

“Mom got sick once. Like, super sick. We suspect the chicken wasn’t cooked properly.”

Once more, the two in the back shared a nervous look. When they planned the rave, they hadn’t planned with stopping for two nights at Mike and Tracy’s family home in the mountains, but Tracy told them that if they drove by without stopping, then they would pay for it later. “Besides, it’s actually really nice there.” She told them.

The house was a huge old log cabin, surrounded by beautiful, lush forest and greenery. Out back was a huge pool surrounded by a wooden deck, and next to a massive outdoor kitchen. Next to that, a sauna, a cold tub and a hot tub. It really was a mountain paradise.

As the tyres crunched to a halt outside the house, a slender man in a black t-shirt, blue cargo shorts, and a red apron, turned to look, then smiled. He had black, neatly combed hair which was greying in an elegant way. At forty-six, Jack felt he was aging nicely, still looked young in the face, few wrinkles, but his greying hair afforded him some respect.

“Pickle!” Jack called out, as Tracy jumped out of the passenger side door with a huge smile. The brunette ran over with her arms out.

“Daddy!” She cried out.

“How are you sweetie?” Jack asked, hugging his daughter tight.

“Fine, thanks. And thanks for letting our friends stay.”

“Hey, no problem.” He said, just as Mike walked over with Ethan and Naya. The two men hugged, with Mike now towering over his father.

“This is Ethan and Naya.” Mike said, and Jack shook hands with both.

“Erm,” Jack looked at the skinny tall boy with messy brown hair stood next to the attractive Indian girl. “So, Ethan, are you my daughter’s girlfriend, and Naya, you’re my son’s?”

The two smiled nervously, as Jack’s kids rolled their eyes. “Urgh! Da-ad!” Tracy whined. “No, I’m not Ethan’s type.” She said.

Jack looked horrified. “What do you mean? You’re anyone’s type!”

Making a small coughing sound, Ethan said softly, “I’m gay.”

“Oh! Well, then yeah, that makes sense.” Jack shrugged. “Shit! Sorry, so Ethan, are you Mike’s boyfriend?”

“Fuck! Dad!” Mike now whined.

“What?” Shrugged Jack. “Hey, I don’t know who is dating who these days!”

A small trail of dark smoke was trickling from the side of the grill. “Shit, fuck!” Jack cried out, running back to the grill. “Burned the damned burgers.”

“Oh, so no chicken today then?” Naya asked.

Jack eyed her suspiciously, then looked at the kids in an accusatory glance. However, before he said anything regarding the whole mom getting sick incident, something seemed to dawn on him.  “Oh, shit! You’re Indian, right? No beef? Hence why you asked about chicken! Of course! Yeah, there’ll be chicken too.”

Naya’s eyes shifted to Mike, giving him a save me look. “Erm, no, I’m not a practicing Hindi. I eat beef.” She said softly.

“Right, yeah, good.” Said Jack, nodding, moving back to the meat. Then he turned. “Wait. Then why did you ask about the chicken?”

Sensing this was not going to be a comfortable conversation, Mike asked where his mother was. Jack rolled his eyes and said something about her baking a pie. “She’s in a…erm…mood, again.” He mumbled.

“Oh god.” Tracy sighed. “What is it now?”

“I dunno. You tell me.”

Mike slapped Jack on the back and the quartet wondered towards the back door of the house. Things had been tough between Jack and Olivia for some time. She’d had an affair some years ago and he’d found out. He stuck with her, but things hadn’t been the same since. Olivia ended the affair, of course, but since that time, she’d kind of given up on life, let herself go, and seemed to blame everyone and everything on her own unhappiness. Jack had offered to let her go, that it would be a fair settlement, but no, she was determined to stay sad, and take him down with her, as if it was his fault.

Thankfully, by the time the kids got inside, Olivia’s mood had shifted to a more positive one. She showed where everyone would be sleeping, with Mike nervously asking if Naya could share his room. Olivia and Jack were not prudes so they really didn’t care.

As Jack continued to cook, the bay door slid open and Ethan stepped out, carrying two bottles of beer. He handed one to Jack, saying he looked like he needed one. The two clinked bottles.

“You have a gorgeous house, Mr Morrison.” Ethan said, his voice very soft and camp.

“Please Ethan, Jack is fine. And thanks. Yeah, this was my dream house since I was a kid. I grew up watching a tv show about a log cabin being built, and I promised myself that one day I’d have my own.” Jack explained. “And here we are!”

Ethan nodded, taking in the gorgeous views. “Must get rough in the winter though.”

“Ah, well, we don’t live up here in the winter. We use it for skiing and such, but we have a place in the city. I still work, and in the winter the power and the internet can get a little spotty up here.” Jack explained. “How about you Ethan? Where are you from?”

“Actually, I’m American, originally, moved to Europe when I was a kid. My mom and dad broke up, and mom’s German, so we moved back. Now with what’s going on in the USA, I think it was definitely for the best.”

“Sure.” Jack nodded. “I left the UK long before the kids were born. Then when Brexit happened, it made me realise how happy I was to be out of there.”

As Jack began placing the meat on a tray, Ethan took a knife and cut into a thicker piece of chicken. Jack gave him a side-eyed glance, then sighed. “They told you I poisoned my wife with a piece of chicken, huh?” He asked.

“Um…sorry.” Shrugged Ethan.

“Yeah, it was not the chicken that made her sick, because what she had doesn’t come from chicken, but pork. And I didn’t cook pork that weekend. The truth there was that she was fucking some guy from work, and he cooked her dinner one day. Guess what he cooked?”

Ethan’s already very pale face paled further. “Oh shit, I’m sorry.”

Waving his hand, Jack shook his head. “Nothing to be sorry about. The kids don’t know that story. I mean, they know their mother cheated on me, just we didn’t go into detail about how she got sick. Anyway, it is what it is.”

Ethan continued to watch Jack plate the food. He never admitted to anyone this, as a gay top especially, but he liked older men, especially older straight men. He’d never been with an older straight guy, never worked up the courage, but he liked them. Jack was exactly his type, not that he would ever dare act on such flights of fantasy. Still, he appreciated the view, and not just the view of the mountains, but of the handsome man who stood before him.

As Jack turned to hand a plate to the young man, he caught him staring. Smiling, he passed the plate into Ethan’s hands. “There you go.” Jack smiled.

“Thanks.” Replied Ethan, barely able to speak.

The group ate dinner on the deck, with the kids talking about university and how things were going. Of course, the discussion about Mike’s relationship with Naya came up, with Naya explaining that she was not in a space where she was certain about making a commitment to one person. For a moment, Olivia talked about how healthy that was, that monogamy was a dead concept, earning a side-eye from Jack, but then Naya expanded on her thoughts.

“No, I understand the need for monogamy in some, and I support it. I think that if and when I make the decision to marry, then I will want to be in a monogamous relationship. But for now, I have not decided on how I want to lead my life. I love Mike, and I know he loves me, but it will take time for me to build a career, and I think it would be unfair of me to lock Mike down for several years, and then tell him I just want to focus on my career and never marry. So, we are both open, and if something better comes along, then we will go for it.” Naya explained. It wasn’t the explanation Olivia had been hoping for.

As Jack was cleaning up later, Mike stepped over to him. “Hey, Ethan told me the truth about the chicken incident.” Said Mike, an apologetic look on his face. “If I knew, I wouldn’t have given you shit about it all these years.”

Jack shrugged. “It’s fine. Rather a funny story than the embarrassing truth. But I’m glad it’s out now.”

For a moment, Mike stood quiet, building up to something. Then he turned to his father and said, “Dad, can I be really honest?”

“Sure.”

“You’re a young, good-looking guy. Don’t give up like mom has.”

“I haven’t given up.”

“On love, you have. Have you ever had an affair? I mean, after what mom did?”

“No.” Jack said, shaking his head. “Definitely not.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t believe it would make anything better for anyone.”

Mike sighed. “You need to break up with mom. You need to leave her. It will be better for both of you. This marriage makes no sense anymore. We’re out of your lives, so do what is best for you, whilst you still can.”

Nodding, Jack said, “I offered your mother a divorce. She said no.”

“Don’t give her a choice. I promise, Tracy and I will support you.”

The two men hugged, nothing more needed to be said. In his heart, Jack knew that Mike was right, that there was still time for both of them to find love. At the same time, Jack was scared. He had no interest in rejoining the dating game, and certainly had no interest in looking for some young tart after his money. But at the same time, he loved Olivia enough to know that he had to set her free, for her own sake.

Still, he tried to keep strong for the kids whilst they spent the two days with them, frolicking in the sun, and using the hot tub at night. Then as the couple waved goodbye to the kids as they journeyed on towards the rave, Jack turned to his wife and said the words that had been on his lips for so many years, but he’d been too afraid to say. “I want a divorce.”

Rather than scream or get angry, Olivia wrapped her arms around her husband and the two held each other. “I know. I’m sorry for everything.”

“There are two people in this relationship.” He told her. “I’m to blame for not keeping you happy.”

“That’s the thing, Jack. You have kept me happy. You’ve given me everything I ever wanted and more, and you even forgave me for cheating. I just can’t enjoy the happiness. I just look at my friends out partying and having fun, and I know you say I should go out too, but if I can’t come home with a man like they do, what’s the point? I know that sounds horrible, and it is.”

Jack frowned and then nodded. “And if I let you do that, would that make you happy?”

She shrugged. “I doubt it. I think I’d hate myself even more.”

Again, Jack nodded, looking down at the road.

“You can keep the cabin. I’d like the house in the city.” She said.  That was fine with Jack. The house was old and would need work soon anyway. He’d be glad to be rid of it.

“That’s fine. I’ll find a flat to rent as soon as we are back.”

Once more, Olivia hugged him and rested her head on his chest. She’d put on weight, her bum larger than it ever was, and a small roll of fat circled her waist. Jack didn’t mind, he wasn’t one for looks, but it was another sign that she’d given up.

“No hurry.” She said to him. “And, well, for old time’s sake, wanna fuck?” They hadn’t had sex in over a year.

“Sure.” He grinned.


One

The apartment was on the top floor of a high-rise in the downtown. It was way bigger than Jack needed, but he figured that if the kids did come to stay one day, they would each need a room. Anyway, for the price of the place, it was a steal. The plan was to rent a place, but when he found out that his friend was being transferred and needed a quick sell, he decided to put in an offer. Sure, the friend could have held out and earned a lot more, but he was getting a profit anyway, and he didn’t need to pay a commission.

It was a really nice apartment. A huge glass window stretched across the sunken living room, a fireplace in the middle of the room, and a massive long balcony looked out on the street some thirty floors below. It was a millionaire’s dream penthouse.

Sure, Jack was rich, but he’d worked hard for the money and made a success of himself. He worked for an old IT corporation for years, seeing it mismanaged, sold and resold, until it was close to bankruptcy. So Jack put a consortium together and bought it out on the cheap, restructured it, and saved it. Now, it was one of the biggest software houses in the world for fintech.

Anyway, the apartment represented the new life Jack would now lead, but quite frankly, Jack didn’t know where to begin. Olivia was the only girl he’d ever been with, and even with her, he didn’t really need to court her. They’d met in school and their relationship developed from there. Now freshly divorced, Jack knew just one thing; he didn’t want to be single.

Being the modern guy that he was, he downloaded Tinder and set up a decent profile. He matched quickly with some very attractive women, mostly too young for his tastes, but it was interesting to see that women were interested. That was a confidence boost. Eventually, he found a woman called Diane, who just happened to live in the same tower, though much lower down. He invited her for a drink in the wine-bar outside, then they ended up in his place. Of course, she loved the penthouse, but it turned out she’d seen it before.

“Yeah, I came here when Martin lived here. He was on Tinder too.” She explained.

“So, erm, you are not looking to settle down?”

“Oh no honey, I’m done with that after my divorce. I wanna have some fun. Don’t you?”

He smiled at her, nodded, but inside, he knew that would always be the problem with Tinder.

Next came bars and clubs, but either people were too young, or they were just looking for a one-night stand. Friends took him out, tried to set him up on blind dates, but all the women felt desperate. At the end of the day, Jack was beginning to regret getting divorced. Sure, he didn’t get on with his wife, but he was never lonely.

It was after another failed blind date that Jack stopped off at a bar. It was coming up on Christmas and he knew his kids were currently at the house with their mother, which was fine. He would see them after Christmas. But, the situation did remind him of just how badly he was doing, emotionally, and again of how lonely he was.

“Hello you.” A surprisingly familiar voice said. “Fancy seeing you here.”

Jack turned to face the very attractive young woman, her sharp, almost strict features, her long black hair. She was in a tight hot-pink dress, and her long legs were amazing, but nothing compared to her tight body. Still, whilst he appreciated her beauty, he wasn’t interested in such young women, a certainly not what appeared to be a hooker.

Still, polite as ever, Jack smiled. “Thanks. Good way to break the ice.” I chuckled softly. “But I’m really not interested.”

“Erm, Jack, it’s, well, me. Ethan. Well, Cindy when I’m like this, but yeah…”

Jack stared at the girl, trying to work out how he knew an Ethan, and then it clicked. “Holy shit, Ethan? You look…well, amazing! I didn’t realise it was you.”

Ethan blushed. “It’s fine. I look better as a girl than as a boy. But what are you doing in here?”

“Ah, bad date. Just needed a beer.”

“So you came to a gay bar?” She asked, giggling.

Jack looked around, for the first time noticing the rainbow flags and the men dancing together. “Oh, hadn’t noticed. Just saw a beer tap so walked in. Good beer though.” He said, noting they had a microbrew on tap.

“We’re gay, of course we like good beer.” She smiled.

“Want one?”

“Um, I’ll have a gin and tonic if you’re offering.”

Signalling the barman, he ordered her a G&T. Then, he turned back to look at her. If he was twenty years younger, he might have been lusting over her, without knowing she had a cock, that is. Now though, he just though she was too young regardless.

They made small-talk. It turned out that Ethan was spending Christmas with Mike and Tracy. He rarely went home because his mom and stepdad didn’t approve of his lifestyle. Jack asked if Mike and Tracy knew about Cindy, to which Ethan smiled and nodded, saying they saw him go out that evening.

“So what was your plan here?” Jack chuckled. “Meet a guy and go back with him?”

“Something like that. Although, not many men here are interested in a transwoman.” Ethan shrugged.

“Why come here then?”

Tilting her heard, Ethan shrugged. “If I go to a disco or a normal bar, I could hit on a guy, pull a guy, then the moment he finds out I’m trans, he’ll beat the shit out of me.”

“Oh. Shit, I’m sorry.”

“Besides, I’m a top.”

“Meaning?”

“I like to, erm, be on top, so to speak.”

“Ah, right, got you.”

They talked some more, with Ethan talking about the fact that Tracy now had a boyfriend. Jack knew, she had told Jack already, but apparently he was not a big fan of Ethan, that he hated that she hung out with Ethan so much. “So I was kinda glad to get away from the house tonight.” She said.

“Thomas is there too?” Jack asked, surprised that Tracy brought her boyfriend.

“Yeah. When he heard I was coming, he suddenly changed his plans.” Sulked Ethan.

Jesus Tracy, who are you dating? Jack thought. “Okay, Ethan, if it is easier for you then come stay at my place. That old house is pretty small as it is, so it can’t be too comfortable.” Jack suggested.

“Ah, I wouldn’t want to be a bother.”

“You wouldn’t be a bother. Seriously, it’s Christmas. It makes no sense for you to be somewhere where you are not comfortable.”

Giddy with excitement, Ethan or really, Cindy, jumped on Jack and hugged him. She then picked up the phone and called Tracy to tell her. Immediately after, Tracy called Jack. She didn’t seem happy.

“One, why are you in a gay bar?” She snapped. “Two, why are you splitting up our friend from the group? Are you punishing us for being with mom?”

Jack sighed. “One, I wondered in here for a beer because it was on the way home. Two, from what I understand, I’m not the one driving a wedge between you and your friend.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Ask your boyfriend.”

“So now you’re trying to…”

“Tracy, stop!” Jack snapped at her. “I don’t know your boyfriend. What I do know is that he doesn’t like Ethan, that he’s jealous of you two spending time together, and he wasn’t even going to spend Christmas with you until he found out Ethan was going to be there. Maybe instead of blaming me, why don’t you speak to Thomas? In the meantime, I told Ethan that he is welcome to stay over at my place, and he can commute to the house for meals and such. It’s a lot more comfortable than that old sofa in my office.”

The phone was silent for a moment and Jack wondered if he missed it when she hung up, but then she finally spoke. “Oh, sorry.” She mumbled. “I didn’t really notice that Ethan felt that way.”

“Yeah, look. I’m not going to interfere with your love-life, but the guy sounds like a dick. Maybe talk to him to find out where this fucking jealousy is coming from. In the meantime, Ethan will come by in a bit, then is more than welcome to stay at my place. Bye.”

Jack looked up at Ethan, realising he needed to stop thinking of her as Ethan, and smiled when he saw her tearing up eyes. “Cindy, you are my guest. We can hang out, watch shitty Christmas movies and get drunk. You can be Cindy, Ethan or Billy-Bo-Bob for all I care. But this Christmas, you’re my guest.” And with that, Jack wrapped his arms around Cindy’s smooth, soft shoulders, then kissed her cheek.

“Why are the good guys always straight?” Cindy giggled.

“Ah, sexuality has nothing to do with being a good person.”

Jack finished his beer and arranged for an Uber for Cindy. He then told her his new address and then exchanged phone numbers. They agreed for Cindy to travel back to the house, pack up and to come over his place immediately, but something told Jack that Tracy would end up convincing Ethan/Cindy to stay.

It was almost midnight when the front desk called down to say there was a young lady at reception. Surprised, Jack travelled down to find Cindy there with her suitcases. Jack explained that Cindy would be staying for a couple of weeks and to add her to the system. Thankfully, they didn’t need her gender or anything, just arranged for her to get a keycard and a unique PIN.

“Thank you so much, Jack.” She said in the elevator going up. She seemed nervous, her legs tight together as if trying not to pee, but really it was her introversion getting the best of her.

“How did things go with Tracy?” Jack asked.

“Um, I actually didn’t say much. She was too busy arguing with Tom.”

“Ouch!” Winced Jack. “Hope I didn’t ruin Christmas.”

“You didn’t. He did.”

Once they were upstairs, Cindy gasped at how amazing the huge penthouse apartment was. Most exciting for her was the kitchen, with its expensive equipment and granite worksurfaces. But then when she saw the view, she was blown away.

“I could live here.” She giggled.

Jack opened a bottle of Champagne and brought it out to her. Seeing her looking out on the city in that slinky dress, made Jack stop and pause to look at her. He knew that under that dress and make-up was a boy, but honestly, what he saw was a stunningly beautiful supermodel of a girl.

“Thanks.” She said with a smile, accepting the glass.

They stood admiring the view, until she shivered. Instinctively, Jack wrapped his arm around her and pulled her in for a warm hug. “Come on, let’s get inside before you freeze to death.” He told her, and she reluctantly agreed.

Inside, Cindy sat on the sofa whilst Jack put the fire on. Whilst he did that, he asked her when she began dressing up. She explained that she’d always had a fascination with girl’s clothes, but began buying her own things when she turned sixteen. The obsession grew from there to the point where she spent more time as Cindy than Ethan, except at home, as her mom and stepdad didn’t approve.

“If you want to stay here as Cindy, it’s fine by me.” Jack told her.

“I’d appreciate that.” She blushed.

Cindy then mentioned she wanted to change into a nightgown and shower, so Jack walked her up the staircase to one of the spare rooms, carrying her cases for her. He then said that he’d find a movie to watch or she could go straight to bed if she wanted, to which she said she would love to sit by the fire, she didn’t care whether that was to watch a film or just relax.

A few minutes later, as Jack sipped on a dram of whiskey, Cindy stepped into the living room wearing a short burgundy satin nightie, and matching short robe. She still looked as sexy as she did before, but this time, Jack could see the bulge of a penis. Strangely though, he wasn’t off-put by it, given how cute her body and face was.

He offered her a whiskey, but she stayed with the sparkling wine, curling up on the sofa next to Jack. On the television, Jack had put on some cheesy Christmas romcom that he’d found and they watched together. At some point, he felt Cindy fall to the side, resting her head on him, so he wrapped and arm around her, throwing a thick blanket over as she slept. As she held her arm, rubbing it gently, it suddenly occurred that he was comforting a man dressed in women’s clothing, but no matter how often that thought circled his mind, to look at her, he only saw an attractive woman, and that was how he would think of her.


Two

Cindy awoke in her bed the next morning. She couldn’t remember how she got there, but she felt sure she didn’t fall asleep there. The sound of bacon sizzling downstairs meant Jack was cooking breakfast, but Cindy had something more important to do before breakfast, and that was to take care of the eight-inch erection jutting up from her body. Moving her hands down, she closed her eyes and smiled, thinking about Jack, thinking about his body, thinking about life with him if they were a couple, thinking about fucking him. She let herself go, taking in that delicious picture in her mind, until she cried out a little, spurting cum on herself.

Fifteen minutes later, she was showered and dressed in a t-shirt and sweatpants, and back to being Ethan. As Ethan descended the stairs and entered the kitchen, he felt nervous, as though feeling like Jack seeing him in his natural form would be the thing that reminded him that it was indeed a man staying there, not a woman. However, when Jack looked up from the counter, he simply smiled warmly and said, “Hello sleepyhead. Hungry?”

“Starving, thanks!” Ethan chuckled.

For Jack, with the long hair, even without make-up, Ethan still looked female. When he met Ethan the first time, he hadn’t really paid much attention to him, because back then, he had scruffy hair and was kind of withdrawn, but now, he could see the woman in Ethan.

“I hadn’t planned on putting a tree up, but seeing as I now have a guest, I thought maybe you could help me make this place a little bit more Christmassy. If you don’t have plans, that is?”

“No, no plans. I’d love to!” Ethan said, perking up and smiling as he grabbed a cup of coffee.

Jack slid a plate of food in front of him and Ethan instantly began gobbling it up. For a moment, Jack stared at him, trying to find the boy that he saw when he first met him but not seeing it anymore.

“I’m sorry I’m not, um, Cindy, right now.” Ethan said, frowning.

“Please! Don’t apologise for that. Be comfortable being whoever you want to be in the moment. But what I will say is that I see a very pretty girl in front of me, even now.”

Ethan blushed and smiled, whilst at the same time feeling his dick calling to him. He so fancied Jack, he was the perfect man for him. Even better would be if Jack also crossdressed, but given he wasn’t even bisexual, he probably never crossdressed either, he reasoned.

“Eat up, then we can hit the shops. I need to do some Christmas shopping too, so you can help me.” Jack said.

“Sure!”

After eating, Ethan ran to wash up his plate before bolting upstairs to change. Jack also took some time to change into jeans and a sweater, before grabbing his coat and waiting for Ethan. The wait was a little longer than he expected, and just when he was about to call and ask if everything was okay, the door to Ethan’s room opened, and out stepped Cindy, in a black leatherette mini-skirt, black tights or stockings, a pink lace-trim crop-top, and a black suede coat, complete with black handbag. Her make-up was done up perfectly, accentuating her high-cheekbones and huge eyes, and her hair was blown-out so nicely that it looked like a professional had done it. Finally, the whole ensemble was completed by black patent leather high-heeled boots.

Jack’s mouth dropped open. “You’re stunning.” He said, making Cindy blush. “Honestly, everyone’s going to be jealous.”

“Good!” She said, smiling, then kissing Jack quickly on the lips. “Let’s go.”

There were two cars belonging to Jack in the large garage, a full-sized Range Rover, and a Jaguar F-Type R. He asked her what she wanted to go in, and with a dark grin, she made a beeline to the sportscar. “Thought so.” He laughed.

As Jack drove through the streets, the sound of the five-litre V8 powertrain popped and growled. Every time he put his foot down, Cindy giggled and yelped. It was as they were paused at a traffic light that Jack turned to look over at her, and saw that her skirt had reason up, revealing a trace of lace around her thighs, the lace trip of stocking-tops. He wasn’t sure why, but knowing that Cindy was wearing stockings did something to him, it made him sweat, and he felt a tingle in his cock. This was his daughter’s friend, her male friend, and yet Jack was getting turned on by him…well, by her. Fuck, no, this was no man, this was a her. This was a very beautiful woman and the main reason why they were not making out at that moment was because Jack was twice her age. Well, that and the fact that she gave cock, not receive it.

As they walked around the shopping centre, Jack could feel the jealous looks of other men burning into him. Some probably assumed it was his daughter, but he was sure some men assumed it to be his sugar-baby. Again, that thought should’ve made him laugh, because the last thing he wanted in his divorce was to be one of those guys who went around with younger women after his money, but there was something about Cindy that would’ve just accepted that. If anything, the idea of spending his hard-earned money on her, turned him on a little.

On the right was an expensive lingerie shop. Jack knew it because he’d bought Olivia lingerie there once and was shocked to have spent three hundred euros on a thong. In the display was a gorgeous black silk lace corset, connected to stockings. It was intricate in its design, yet had soft shiny black panels on parts. Cindy paused to look at it and for a moment Jack could see the yearning in her eyes.

“One day, I’ll be able to afford lingerie like that.” She sighed.

Jack looked down at the price tag and gulped. It wasn’t that he couldn’t afford it, after all, he had almost a billion euros to his name. It was that he didn’t like spending that money on lingerie. And yet, he wanted to buy it for her. Wanted her to have it.

“Come on.” He said, taking her hand and pulling her in the shop, much to her surprise.

“Jack! Jack!” She called out, but he ignored her, marching her over to a sales assistant.

“Oh hello there. The corset in the window. My girlfriend here would like it, if you have her size, of course.”

“Yes, for sure.” The lady smiled. “Please, let me measure you and we can get you all the right sizes.”

Cindy’s panicked eyes found Jack’s. Clearly, she’d never shopped for herself in-store, but this was a high-end establishment, there would be no judgement here.

“Miss,” Jack said softly to the assistant. “My girlfriend is a little nervous because she is transgender.”

This time Cindy’s eyes widened in horror, but then the assistant quickly placed a hand on her wrist. “Wow, you look so pretty! I’m jealous! We get so many transgender ladies in here, but I don’t think any has been as beautiful as you! Heck, most cis-women aren’t! Come on back and I’ll measure you in private.”

Another assistant offered them a coffee or a drink of something, which Jack took, and Cindy declined. They asked if she was sure, that they could her a mimosa if she wanted. Again, Cindy’s eyes caught Jack’s, surprise on her face. “She’ll have a mimosa.” Jack called out.

When Jack stepped forward, Cindy whispered, “I’ve never been in a shop that served drinks before.”

“Hehe. Enjoy the experience sweetie.” Jack told her, and she once again blushed.

They ended up walking out of that store with several bags, not just of the corset, but panties, bras, nighties and stockings. Yes, Jack left a small fortune there, but rather than feel like he wasted money, he actually felt something else, more than satisfaction; he felt horny. It gave him and idea, one he wanted to test.

Taking her hand again, Jack walked with her towards Hermes. This was a shop Cindy knew, and this time, she stopped in her tracks. “Please tell me you are going there to get something for yourself or someone else.”

“I want to get you something.” Jack told her.

“Jack! No! Don’t…no, no. Why?”

“Because it’s Christmas, and, I don’t know, I feel like nobody has ever done anything nice for you.”

“They…haven’t, but Jack…” Her voice faded out, tears welling up.

“It’s just money, Cindy. Just promise me one thing.”

“Anything Jack.” She gasped, her searching eyes staring deep into his. “Absolutely anything.”

“Don’t stop being Cindy. Don’t give up on your happiness. Be this. Be confident and proud. I mean, dear god woman! You are the most beautiful creature I’ve ever laid eyes on. But you are so nervous. Why? You’re…perfect!”

Cindy’s lip quivered, then she bit it to try to stop crying. She nodded quickly. “Okay Jack, I’ll be confident. I…I feel confident in how I look, but, um, well, I guess I’m not used to people treating me like this.”

The words were exactly how Jack thought she felt. That she probably played second-fiddle to her friends, to his daughter, and was just part of the clique, rather than being centre of it. Well he was going to change all that. “Tell you what, Cindy. Today is your day. Let’s roleplay. I’m your rich boyfriend, your sugar-daddy, and you are the powerful temptress who won my heart.”

“But I don’t need…”

“Stop. You are the confident, evil, sexy bitch who stole the guy from the boring wife. What do you do?”

Her emerald green eyes found his, reading him, trying to find out if this was all real. Finally, she grinned and nodded. “Fine, boyfriend. Take me to Hermes and buy me something nice! And then, a sexy new dress that you can take me to dinner in tonight.”

“Done and done.” He chuckled, but at the same time, he felt his cock jolt.

She giggled as they walked, with her holding his hand and arm and pulling herself tight against him. She sighed in contentment, and when he turned to look at her, she leaned across and kissed his cheek.

Men were really starting to look now and Jack noticed. He pointed it out, and at first she asked if it wasn’t because they could tell she wasn’t really a woman, but he assured her it wasn’t. So, she decided to heed his advice and be more confident.

“Put your hand on my ass.” She said.

“Huh?” He gasped.

“I said, put your hand on my ass. You’re my sugar-daddy, then act like it.”

She made a good point, he reasoned, and then lowered his hand to that tiny round buttock and found himself giving it a squeeze. She let out a little shudder of air, but then smiled at him. This time, he felt sure he heard a man exhale loudly in exasperation, jealous of his success.

“Your hand feels good.” She purred.

“Um, a slight concern.” He began. “What if you get too excited?”

She let out a little giggle. “Oh, well, I have a gaff on. It sort of keeps things, erm, tucked away.”

“Ah, right.”

In Hermes, Jack had hoped to come away with a Birkin, but given the waiting list, that wouldn’t happen. However, the staff did explain that a customer had rejected the Constance they had on order, and whilst it was scheduled to go back to Paris, they could make an exception for him, given that he purchased from them before. When Cindy saw the little beige bag with the large H, she gasped at its beauty, almost afraid to touch it.

“You like it?” Asked Jack.

“Like it? I fucking love it. But Jack, it’s nearly nine-thousand euros. For a fucking handbag!” She hissed, not wanting the staff to hear.

“We’ll take it.” Jack called out, then turned to Cindy. “Be a confident bitch, Cindy.”

Her look of shock slowly turned into a grin. “Fine. Then I also want a pair of diamond earrings.” She said, but the nervous sideways glance made Jack realise that she was too nervous to actually believe he would do it.

As they left Hermes with the huge orange paper carrier bag, he walked her directly over to Cartier, where he selected for her. In fact, he told her to sit down, look bored, and just enjoy the experience.

Jack looked through what they had to offer, finding several which were modestly priced, but then he saw an amazing complex teardrop shaped earring set, and he knew it would be beyond perfect for her.

“These.” He said to the lady. “How much are they?”

“These are our pink-diamond teardrop. S12 clarity…” She began reeling off numbers, so he stopped her and again asked the price.

“One-hundred and thirty-eight thousand euros, sir.”

For a moment, Jack gulped and wondered what he was doing. From that point on, his brain sort of went into overdrive. Cindy hadn’t heard. He simply nodded and asked if his girlfriend could try them on. The lady agreed, carefully putting on gloves to remove the item from its box. Jack asked Cindy to come forward, and once again, he heard that gasp when she saw the pink earrings.

“Oh Jack!” She cooed, as the sales lady placed the hooks into Cindy’s ears. “Oh Jack!” She gasped again when she saw herself in the mirror. “They’re perfect!”

“We’ll take them.” Jack stated firmly, whipping out his black card. Then kissing Cindy on the cheek, he said, “Merry Christmas.”

The rings were removed and then packed away into the beautiful box and packaging. Then when the lady presented the terminal and Jack placed the chip in the machine, Cindy finally turned to see the number, and almost fainted. She literally had to reach out to steady herself. “I…I…” She gasped.

“You’re worth it.”

“Jack…” She stuttered out. “Why are you doing this?” And just like that, she began to sob.

Frowning, Jack looked up at the assistant. “She’s that happy.” He said.

They walked back to the car where they climbed in. He had no plans to drive her home, but wanted her to have a space to talk.

“What’s wrong? I have the money, and no-one else to spend it on.” He told her.

“I get that.” She said. “And I’m really lucky. I’m grateful, really. But Jack, why do this if you don’t want me?”

Suddenly realising that he was confusing her, Jack felt stupid and a little guilty for leading her on. He decided the best thing he could do was be honest with her. “I didn’t want to date a younger woman because I didn’t want to feel like a sugar-daddy to some bimbo. I wanted someone who wanted me for me. But strangely, I kind of want to do it for you. I feel, erm, well, good doing it, like, erm,” he blushed, “horny, good?”

Her mouth dropped open and she stared at him. “Oh my god, financial domination turns you on?”

“No. From anyone else, it doesn’t.”

Slowly, her surprised look turned into a smile. “But I turn you on?”

“Yes. Even though I couldn’t, you know, do anything sexually. You…being your pay-daddy or whatever…”

“Paypig.” She said, surprising him with her knowledge.

“Not sure I like that term, but sure. Well, it makes me a little hot.”

She smiled, then grinned naughtily. “You realise though, spending that much on earrings for me, is beyond findom territory. That’s love territory. Don’t do that again, please.”

“Why not?” He shrugged.

Like before, she bit her lower lip, deciding whether or not to say anything, and then in for a penny, she ripped the band-aid off. “Because I fancy you like crazy as it is. I fucking dream about you. I masturbated thinking about you. I fancied you the moment I met you. So yeah, this, being treated like this, confuses me.”

Jack’s mouth opened, and then shut. “You fancy me?”


Three

As Cindy placed the angel on the top of the tree, Jack handed her a snowball (7-up and advocaat). It was a drink his mom used to drink at Christmas and the tradition kind of stuck. They’d picked up the tree after dinner, a dinner in a beautiful Italian restaurant, where Cindy could wear the stunning silver dress that Jack had bought her from Dior before they left the shops.

Over dinner, they’d set some ground rules. Whilst Cindy was there, she would try to be en-femme the whole time. Jack hadn’t insisted on it, she had. They would behave as if they were in a relationship, but no making out, no sex, just like a couple living together. It would be just a bit of fun before the holidays ended and Cindy needed to leave.

After the tree was up, they sat on the sofa and cuddled up by the fire. Jack put the television on, just as a ping rang out from Cindy’s phone. She looked at the message, and then wrote something.

“Your daughter asking if I’m going out.” She said.

“What did you write?” Jack replied.

“That I was tired and not going anywhere.”

“She’ll get suspicious if you don’t meet her.”

“So? Her problem, not yours or mine.”

Jack gently rubbed her arm and in turn, she cuddled up to him in her nightie.

“I want to show you the corset.” She told him.

For a long moment, Jack remained silent, looking at the screen, then he said, “I’d…I’d like to see it.”

Instantly, Cindy bolted upstairs to change. Ten minutes later, she was back, wearing not only the corset, but the black silk thong too, and the stockings. A huge bulge packed the front of the thong, and Jack found his eyes drawn down to it. It looked massive, bigger than his.

“I’m sorry, the gaff wouldn’t…” She began, clearly looking self-conscious.

“Shush. You look perfect. You are the sexiest woman…”

“Oh Jack!” She cried out and immediately broke one of the rules she came up with. She pounced on him, placing her hands on his face and her lips on his. He let her in, her let her kiss him, and then he kissed back, wrapping his arms around her, feeling her in the sexy lingerie. “Jack, Jack, Jack.” She whispered, placing tiny kisses all over his face. “This is so unfair.”

“Tell me about it.” He chuckled, feeling his cock painfully swollen. “But I just…”

“I know.” She sighed, still kissing him.

“Has anyone ever, you know, fucked you?” He asked, wondering how she came to the conclusion that she was a top.

“Yes,” she sighed. “I didn’t enjoy it as much as I thought I would. But, if you want to fuck me, I’ll do it again. For you.”

“No…no. I couldn’t ask you to do that.”

“Jack, I’d give anything to feel a connection like that with you. If you want to do it, then we’ll do it. Do you want me Jack? Do you want to fuck me?” She asked softly, her eyes locked on his as she held his face.

“Yes, I do. I very much want to make love to you.”

“Make love?” She gasped, tilting her head and smiling sweetly. “Yes. Make love.” She said, sliding off him and pulling on his jeans, unbuckling them, pulling them down his legs, revealing his cock, about half the size of hers. She bent down and took him in her mouth and sucked, appreciating his taste, wishing he was hairless.

“Oh Cindy.” He gasped, placing a hand on her head.

After a few minutes of sucking him, she was satisfied he was wet enough, so climbed up and reached behind herself to pull the panties to one side. Then, in one careful movement, whilst looking up at the ceiling, she lowered herself onto his cock, hissing a little as it went in. Finally, once she was comfortable, she wrapped her arms around his neck and began rocking.

“You’re so tight.” He told her.

“Your cock is just the right size for me, I think.” She giggled. “I’m glad I’m doing this.”

“Me too.” He said, then reached his hand down and pulled her cock out of her panties.

“You don’t need to…” She began, but he wanted to. At least this, to feel her cock; it was her cock, and he had to at least touch it, rub it. The more he rubbed her, the more she bounced on his dick. Their eyes were locked on each other, not daring to look away for fear that none of this might be real. Both were moaning panting. “I fucking love it.” She gasped. “I love your cock in me.”

“Oh god, I love being in you. But I can’t hold on.”

“Cum, baby, cum inside me.”

“Oh god!” He cried out, feeling himself spurt his hot seed into her.

Jack had paused his hand job on Cindy but once his orgasm subsided, he continued, this time focusing harder on her as she sat still on his cock. “Oh Jack, yes, your hand feels so good. I love it. I love it, Jack! I love…I love you Jack! I love you!” And suddenly, he felt her cum erupt all over his hand.

They kissed, panting as they did so, then she pulled back and gave him a sheepish look. “You love me?” He grinned.

“I…um, you know, it was the orgasm.” She blushed.

“Uh-huh. Or you love me.” He chuckled. “Which is good.”

“Why?”

“Because I think I am starting to feel the same way.”

They each went to clean up after, and as Jack climbed into bed, he was surprised to find he was alone. He wondered if asking her to join him in bed was not too much, but after much consideration, he felt lonely without her there.

He walked up to her room and knocked. “Come in.” She said softly. Jack opened the door to find Cindy sat in her robe, removing her make-up.

“I, erm, just wanted to know if you will be coming to bed?” He asked timidly, afraid of rejection.

She gave him and embarrassed look. “I don’t sleep in make-up.” She told him softly, the implication being he would be sleeping with Ethan, not Cindy.

“I don’t care.” He said. “I want to hold you. I told you, I see a beautiful woman.”

Cindy looked up and smiled. “Okay, I’ll be down in a moment.”

Ten minutes later, Cindy was climbing into Jack’s bed. Jack didn’t see Ethan there at all, just Cindy. The black nightie was still on a sexy female body, apart from that cock, which strangely just seemed so right. In fact, it was so perfectly placed, that once again, Jack reached out and ran his hand over it.

“Oh Jack, that’s wonderful.” She gushed, closing her eyes and appreciating the moment.

“It’s so big!” Jack chuckled. “And fat.”

Cindy laughed but said nothing, as Jack lay there close to it, rubbing it. Her hand reached down, touching the back of his head, gently pushing it. Jack looked up and saw her eyes looking at him, suggesting. He looked back down and wondered if he could, wondered if he should. Then closing his eyes, he leaned forward and opened his mouth.

“Jack, yes!” She whispered.

It was big, clean and warm, but tasted of nothing. He sucked on it like a lollipop and found that it was quite comforting, like some sort of instinct taking over, making him feel good as he sucked. The longer he sucked her, the more daring her became, attempting to take her deeper.

“Yes baby, suck my cock, take it deep.” She said encouragingly. “You’re so good.”

The encouragement worked and he found himself moving on her faster, licking harder. She moaned and cooed, making him want to do more, so he moved to her balls and licked there, sucking on each before moving back to her cock.

“Oh Jack, I love you Jack! I love you, I love you, I love…nnnngggg…” Her dick erupted, filling his mouth, but not once did he stop sucking. The salty fluid slid down his throat, but he continued until finally she told him to stop. “Oh my god!” She panted. “I can’t believe you did that.”

“It was…” He was panting himself, staring up at the ceiling. “Fucking awesome!”

She rolled onto her side, her eyes wide in delight. “Really? Really? You liked it, really?”

“Yes, oh fuck, yes! I loved it! I love you, Cindy!” He meant every single word. “I don’t know if I can, well, take you up me, but maybe…one day, we can try.”

Her mouth dropped open in surprise, then she pounced on top of him, kissing him all over, before taking his erection inside her again. They fucked and sucked for most of the night, but not once did he take her inside him, and then around two in the morning, they fell asleep in each other’s arms.

The next morning, Jack felt her trying to sneak away. When he asked why, she said that she wanted to go make herself pretty for him. Jack shocked her by kissing her, and saying he thought she looked perfectly fine as she was, and then he slid down her body and began sucking on her, much to her delight.

Throughout the day, they were like a couple of school kids. They tried to find time to do other things than fuck, but they always ended up back in the bed, not that either of them really minded.

However, around five in the afternoon, Jack’s phone rang. It was Tracy. “Dad, what is up with Ethan? He promised to spend time with us, but now he doesn’t want to.”

“Erm, I don’t know, as him.” He said, rubbing Cindy’s cock as he did.

“I tried to but he’s ignoring my calls.” She sighed. “Look, I get that he was angry about Tom, but, well, we broke up. Tom’s gone.” She said sadly.

Jack sat up, giving Cindy a look. “I’m sorry honey.” 

“It’s fine. It’s for the best, the guy was an arsehole.”

“Well…yeah, but why?”

“I tried to explain that Ethan is gay, so he didn’t need to worry, and he said that Ethan wasn’t really gay, that it was all just a ruse to get into my panties.”

Jack snorted out a laugh, causing Cindy to give him a curious look. “That’s just dumb.” Jack said into the phone. “Tell you what honey. I’ll see if Ethan’s around and maybe you can hit a bar or something.”

“Thanks dad.”

“Yep, I’ll call you back.”

After the call ended, Jack gave Cindy a look. “She dumped the tool.” Jack said. “Now she wants to make up. Seriously, Cindy, go to a bar or a club with her.”

“Awww…!” Cindy whined, reaching for Jack’s cock again.

“No! Cindy, come on. I don’t want my daughter to hate me.”

Cindy rolled her eyes and then folded her arms. “Fine! But you owe me!”

“Sure.” Jack chuckled.

“Your ass.”

“Cindy!” Jack warned.

Again, she put on a sulky look. “Please let me fuck you.”

“Maybe…if you go out with my daughter.”

“Yay!”

“I said maybe.”

“I’ll take it.” She said, leaning in for a kiss.

The two made out for several moments, before Jack spanked her backside, eliciting a yelp from her. “Hey! I’m the dominatrix, remember.”

“Findom.”

“Doesn’t mean I can’t spank you!”

“Yes Mistress!” He said mockingly.

She blew him a raspberry, then jumped up. As he began to dial his daughter, Cindy called out to tell her not to expect Ethan, because Ethan was dead. There was only Cindy now. Strangely, that made Jack feel great, beyond great. In fact, every single moment he spent with the transgirl made him feel that much more alive. Could he really be falling in love with some with a cock? Well, he was falling for her hard, so yes, and as to her cock, boy did he enjoy sucking that thing. Hell, if he could suck on it all day, he could. All of which begged the question. Why didn’t he just accept her cock and let her fuck him?


Four

When Cindy walked into the bar, Tracy’s eyes almost popped out of her head. Cindy had put on the Dior dress and the earrings, and looked every bit the supermodel she deserved to be. But there was more to Cindy, something new, something Tracy hadn’t seen before in her friend. Confidence. Cindy walked tall, her back straight, a wry smile that showed she knew that men were looking at her, wanting her. She walked like she was getting fucked, and that bothered Tracy.

“You look amazing.” Tracy gushed, kissing each cheek on her friend.

“Thanks darling.” Cindy replied and she wanted to reply the same, but Tracy hadn’t bothered dressing up at all, in her ripped jeans and frumpy winter sweater. “So I heard you and Tom broke up?”

“Yeah, cunt. Sorry about him by the way.” Tracy said, Cindy didn’t reply. “I guess I was single for so long that I was beginning to get desperate. Should’ve seen it really. When Musk proved himself to be a nazi, Tom said he wanted to go out and buy Tesla. But we live and learn.” Shrugged Tracy. She really wanted to find out who was fucking Cindy. “What about you? How’s dad treating you?”

Cindy talked about helping pick out a tree, and cooking food, that she was having fun. All the while that she was talking about things, Tracy stared at the earrings. She wasn’t an idiot, she knew something expensive when she saw it, and in this case, she was looking at her inheritance, she was sure of it. But rather than say anything, she drank her beer, looking at Cindy’s eyes twinkle as she talked about the fun she was having with Jack.

Rather than punish herself further, Tracy changed the subject to talk about Mike and Naya, and how they had some sort of big bust up because Naya decided to spend Christmas with some other guy she’d been fucking. “Mike’s been moping this whole time.” Tracy explained. “And mom isn’t any better. She thought the divorce would free her, but she can’t even get a match on Tinder.”

“Ouch, that sucks.” Cindy replied, but she grinned as she said it.

“Okay, are you fucking my dad?” Tracy blurted out loudly. A couple at the next table suddenly went quiet, hoping for some juicy gossip to take home with them.

“What?” Cindy squeaked, way higher pitched than she should’ve done. “No!” She laughed, “Why would you think that?”

“Just admit it. Admit it! You’ve seduced my dad and now you’re fucking him.”

“I am not fucking your dad.” Cindy said pointedly.

Tracy’s eyes furrowed. “Well why did  you say it like that?”

“Like what?”

“I am not fucking your dad. Wait… Is DAD FUCKING YOU? You’re a top, Ethan!” She screamed, deadnaming him. The couple on the next table didn’t move a muscle, trying to appear invisible, not daring to put an end to this wonderful night of kinky gossip.

Cindy hushed her friend, who was clearly a few drinks in. “Shush! Okay, yes, but I didn’t seduce him. We tried really hard not to do anything, but…”

“Well you didn’t try very hard, did you?” Tracy screamed. “How hard is it not to fuck my dad?”

“Tracy, can you…” Cindy sighed. “Look, it just happened. I didn’t set out to do it, but…” Again, Cindy sighed and looked away. “I’ve fallen in love with him.”

Tracy sighed and looked away. It was hard to argue with someone in love, she knew that, but there was something freaky about her traditionally straight father being together with her gay male best friend. She was angry with Ethan, with Cindy, with the world. Sure, her dad shouldn’t have been with her mom, but this was maybe a severe over-correction.

Rather than push her further, Tracy signalled the waiter and ordered four shots of tequila. Cindy rolled her eyes, but if this was what it would take to calm her friend down, so be it. But after a shot, Tracy asked about the expensive handbag and the expensive earrings. Cindy said that they had gone out Christmas shopping and he just wanted to buy it.

“I tried saying no, but he insisted.” Cindy complained. “Tracy, you know me. Would I ask for this?”

Again, Tracy sighed, and then frowned. “No.” She admitted.

“He…” Cindy gulped, wondering if she should say the reason he bought her the stuff. “He said the idea of me being his findom turned him on.”

“What? Jesus fucking Christ, ew!” Tracy cringed, downing the second shot and signalling for another round. However, the revelation was stewing and soon she had an idea. “Fine. I’m fine with you being his findom and whatever, but then when I want something, you need to get it for me. If I ask for it, he’ll just say no, that he doesn’t want a spoiled brat, but if you domme it out of him, then it’s a win-win.”

Cindy knew that she should argue with her friend, that abusing her relationship with Jack in such a way was wrong, but she also knew it wasn’t an argument that she would win. Instead, she said fine, but noted to deal with it later.

Still, Tracy’s way of dealing with all of this was to drink, and by eleven, she was very drunk. So drunk that Cindy had to text Jack and ask his help to get her home. Jack picked them both up and drove them to his place, taking the drunk Tracy up to her new room, leaving a bucket next to her. He then texted Olivia to let her know that Tracy was at his place sleeping it off.

“She knows about us.” Cindy said, and the raised her hands before he said anything. “I didn’t tell her. She worked it out herself.”

Frowning, Jack stared at her a moment, then nodded and pulled her in for a hug. “She’d have found out after Christmas anyway. They’re both coming here. Hard to explain why we are sharing a room otherwise.”

Cindy’s face lit up. “We’re still going to share?”

“Well, you’re my girlfriend, aren’t you?” He chuckled.

“For real? You want me? Really?” She asked, tears welling up in her eyes and real hope in her voice.

Jack chuckled. “I love you, Cindy. Of course, if you want me, then yes.” He took her hand and led her to the living room. “I’ve been thinking.”

“About?”

“How things will be in the future. You have college, right? Another year and a half?” He asked.

“Yes, but then I want to get my Masters. I’ll do that at a different university though.”

“Right. So, if you’ll have me, I’ll be your partner. I live here though, and you three hundred kilometres away, but fine. We will see each other on breaks, long weekends, and such. We’ll make it work, if that works for you?”

Her face was glowing with happiness. “It does.”

“Then, after you graduate, we assess where we are and if we both are happy, you move in with me, and you continue your studies nearby?”

A tear ran down her cheek and she nodded quickly. “Yes, Jack! Yes.”

“During that time, I think we should decide on what we want out of this relationship. If you decide you want to stay Cindy, or transition between Cindy and Ethan like this. Both are fine by me, because quite honestly, I don’t really see much of a difference between Cindy and Ethan. If you decide you don’t want breasts, that is not a problem for me either. I like your body as it is.”

She bit her lip and nodded. “I don’t know yet. But I never imagined I’d find someone like you, Jack. Someone so accepting.”

Turning to her, Jack pulled her in tight and kissed her. “Cindy, I’ve been sad for so long. After Olivia had the affair, I forgave her. Heck, I even told her to continue if she wanted, if it made her happy, but she didn’t. She chose to be unhappy, so I decided to support her and be unhappy with her. Then when we divorced, I didn’t want to go from person to person. I had no interest in fucking around. I just wanted to find someone who would allow me to be happy. I didn’t look at younger women because, well, it felt wrong and still does. But you being trans adds an interest element to it all that I hadn’t considered. We talk, you’re intelligent, you are beyond your years, and so far, I feel a happiness I hadn’t imagine that I could feel. Is this what I was looking for when I set out to do this? No, I’m not going to lie, I’m straight, or rather, I was. But I’ve got grown-up kids. I’ve been an adult. It’s time for me to expand my boundaries. Yes, I’ve fallen in love with you, but even if you turned around to me and said you were done being Cindy, and you were going back to being Ethan, I think that wouldn’t change anything for me. I’ve fallen for you, inside. The wrapper, well, that’s a bonus.”

Cindy sniffed and rubbed her eyes, pulling him in close. Neither of them had heard the door open upstairs, or noticed Tracy walk downstairs.

“I’m sorry guys!” Tracy cried, wrapping her arms around them both from behind the sofa. “I’m sorry Cindy for being mean. I didn’t realise any of this. I didn’t realise you were both so in love. I’m sorry! Forgive me.”

“Oh Tracy, of course!” Cindy said, standing and hugging the girl. “What are you doing up?”

“I need water.”

Jack jumped up. “I’ll bring you a bottle sweetie. Cindy, take her to bed please.”

“Sure.” Then Cindy paused. “I think I’ll stay with her. Make sure she’s okay.”

“Thanks.” Jack smiled and kissing her. “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

In his room that night, Jack lay back and smiled, thinking how lucky he was to have met Ethan. Never in his life had he considered being gay, but sometimes, love is found in the most unexpected of places. But he wondered what constituted his love for Cindy. Yes, she was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen, but that wasn’t it. It was her sense of humour, the way she made him feel, the positivity she shared, the want for nothing, even though he said she could. She was a genuinely good person, and inside, it warmed his heart.

She had been honest with him from the start. They had talked, and she had said what she wanted from a partner. Back then, he thought it was all impossible for him, but now, he was increasingly of the belief that if that became a requirement, then he would fulfil it.

It wasn’t about the sex. Whilst Cindy was out with Tracy, Jack had already come to terms with the fact that he would need to become a bottom to Cindy, and, even though in his mind he found it hard to picture, he knew what was most important to him was Cindy’s happiness. No, what concerned him was what she had said about needing to be with another crossdresser, that she wanted a man who could share her love for things feminine. Jack was hairy guy, who had never tried on knickers in his life, and to picture himself in such sexy lingerie, he found himself cringing, imagining the worst possible look on a man.

Why did she want that?

Opening his phone, Jack searched crossdresser porn. Most of it were pretty transsexuals and such, but that wasn’t what he was after. Eventually, he found a guy in Essex, UK, who did crossdresser orgies with his trans-wife. Interestingly, the crossdressers we all around Jack’s age, and to look at them, they looked like butch men dressed up like slutty trannies. It should have been ridiculous to Jack, he should have turned it off and said no way, but instead, he imagined the trans-wife was Cindy, and he was one of the butch trannies, and for some reason, he found his cock getting hard. He masturbated, still watching and picturing himself and found himself climaxing, but then feeling a little silly.

There were so many reasons why not to do any of that, but the biggest one was his reputation. He owned a huge company, he was a rich man, he had a reputation to keep. Coming out as gay, having a trans-girlfriend, that wouldn’t harm him, he knew, if anything it might even make him more of a public figure. Coming out as a butch tranny, that would ruin him.

Jack could practically hear Cindy’s voice. “But don’t you have enough money? Would this not be missing out on happiness?” It wasn’t Cindy saying it though. That was his on conscience, using her sexy affected-fem voice.

For now, Jack needed to come to terms with being gay. He needed to come to terms with committing to someone with a dick, that was his priority. Not that it needed work, but it was definitely a huge step in his life, and he knew that he would one day have to come out. He wouldn’t hide himself, his relationship. If Ethan decided to be Ethan, then Jack would stay with him, no matter what. Jack loved Cindy, therefore, he loved Ethan. It was as simple as that.


Five

It was Christmas Eve, and Jack was alone once again. Cindy didn’t want to leave him, but she had promised to spend Christmas Eve and Christmas Day with Tracy and Olivia, and given the amount of food Olivia had bought, the last thing Jack wanted to do was ruin their plans. And neither did Tracy, who promised to keep the relationship a secret for now, stating that if her mom found out that Cindy was sleeping with her ex-husband, Christmas would end up a disaster.

Then, much to Jack’s surprise, in the evening of a dull Christmas Day for Jack, the door opened and Cindy stepped inside without a word. She wore a long white faux-fur coat, which she let fall to the floor, revealing the sexy corset he had bought for her, the stockings, and no panties, her huge cock dangling there. As she walked forward, her heals tapped the floor, a sinister knocking, pre-empting the inevitable.

Jack stood and met her half way, each tilting their heads to kiss. “What are you doing here?” He asked.

“You’re going to give me my Christmas present today.” She said. The alcohol on her breath meant that she had a bit more courage in her than usual, hence the confidence in her voice.

“What present is that?” He asked, grinning.

She leant forward, biting his ear a little and then licking it. “Your ass.” She whispered.

He gulped but nodded. “Yes Mistress.”

“Mmm, I like that.” She purred, pushing on his shoulders and making him drop to his knees. Instantly, the cock slid into his mouth and he sucked, enjoying the feeling of her semi-hard cock growing to full strength in his mouth. “Just think, in a moment I’m going to make you gay, so gay you won’t ever want to put your little dick in anyone’s hole again.”

Her dark, sinister words were turning him on, and for the first time in his life, he was beginning to get excited about the idea of being fucked in the arse.

Pushing him back, she told him to strip naked and then crawl to the bedroom. Whilst he did that, she walked off, readying herself on the bed. He followed soon after on his hands and knees, climbing up onto the bed and sucking again. Beside her lay a black tub marked FIST, a heavy-duty lubricant designed for fisting, and for a moment, his eyes widened, wondering if that was what she was planning to do.

She saw the concern in his eyes and told him to relax. “It has a numbing effect, so your first time won’t hurt so much.” She said softly. “Stop now. Get on your hands and knees and put your face into the pillow. This will be the most comfortable position for you to begin with.”

Slippery fingers entered Jack’s anus as Cindy began stretching him. It wasn’t an altogether unpleasant experience, just new and different. Yet the moment the fingers came out and Cindy shifted behind him, Jack felt his heartrate rise. This was going to change him, he knew that; he would forever be a person who had been fucked, no matter what happened. He didn’t know how to feel about it, what it meant for him as a man. It didn’t matter, because she was pushing in, and he could feel her huge dick stretching, trying to force its way inside. She offered him words to get him to relax, ways to push out to let her in, until finally, she slid in and he let out a hiss of burning pain.

His arsehole throbbed as she held still, until finally, she asked if she could continue and he said yes. More and more of her long, thick dick entered him, and the deeper it went, the more it began to feel good. Then once finally in him in her entirety, she held still, letting him enjoy the bizarrely pleasurable feeling of fullness from her cock. Eventually, she began to move, in and out, just a bit, building up. Each move began to send shocks of pleasure through his body. Yes, this was new, but he had to admit, it was amazing.

By the time she was thrusting the length back and forth, Jack was done. He knew there was no going back, it felt too damned good. He was begging her for more, deeper, faster, harder, and she was more than happy to oblige. She was right, she had been right the whole time, by the time she would be done, he wouldn’t want to go back to being straight. Heck, if she was a top and that was what she enjoyed, then for sure, he would take this pleasure any day of the week. It was just so different than fucking, it was the best part of an orgasm, but over and over, non-stop. That was the benefit of the prostate, the g-spot, the thing that just pulsed pleasure in him.

“I’m gonna cum!” He cried, feeling cum drizzle from his dick. He hadn’t touched it once.

“Me too!” She cried, and then just a few more hard rams, and finally, he felt what he was looking forward to feeling; her seed flowing inside him.

She collapsed on top of him and each fell to the side. He felt her lips on his neck, as both panted. As her dick lost potency and began to creep out of him, inside he felt the cum begin to pool at his anus, which was slightly uncomfortable. “I think I need to go to the bathroom.” He chuckled.

“Go, I’ll go wash up too.” She said in barely a whisper.

Some moments later, they were back together in bed, making out. She asked him how he felt, and rather than rush to an answer, he paused and contemplated his response in a measured fashion.

“It wasn’t what I was expecting.” He began. “In a good way. In a, erm, very good way. It was definitely as pleasurable as fucking with my dick, obviously, but the difference was that pleasure was throughout my whole body and constant, whereas you only really get that feeling when you climax, or well, I do. But I think the most exciting feeling was the knowledge it was you doing it to me. In my mind, I just kept saying that my girlfriend was fucking me with her penis, and it just got me hotter.”

She kissed him again, and then smiled, stroking his face. “Fucking you just now was the single greatest feeling of my life. I felt a bigger connection than I ever felt with anyone. And, um, it was my first time doing it without a condom.”

“Oh, I didn’t even consider that!” Jack squeaked. He was so new to all this, but at the same time, being her first without a condom was almost like a virgin from both sides. “Huh.” He chuckled.

“What?” She smiled.

“I never considered I’d be losing my virginity at forty-six.”

Giggling, she rolled onto him and they kissed. Once more, she began to feel aroused, and her cock swelled up. This time, she wanted to feel him from the front, she reached to the tub and pulled out more lubricant.

“I think I might be sore down there.” Jack murmured.

“Shush. You’re my bitch now.” She growled, biting his bottom lip as she moved his legs up a bit, then aiming for his anus and pushing in.

She wasn’t as careful as the first time, but then she didn’t need to be. His anus had still not returned to its tight position, meaning he was able to take her all in one go. “Mm, actually that feels so fucking good.” He sighed, grinning like the Cheshire Cat.

“Right.” She said, leaning forward and kissing him as she fucked him slowly, taking her time, savouring the connection. In fact, this wasn’t fucking, this was making love. Jack ran his hands over her body and felt her, reaching and pulling on her tiny nipples, feeling her flat chest. She didn’t pack her breast area with fake boobs, and strangely, he was glad she didn’t. Given how skinny she was, there was something very attractive about her flat chest, something that made her that much more special.

“Will you want boobs?” He asked her.

“Do you want me to get boobs?” She replied.

“Not what I asked.” He grinned, feeling her shove again.

“No, I don’t want fake boobs. If I decide to go on hormones, and I get boobs, fine, but I don’t want fake ones.”

“I’m not sure I want you to go on hormones.” Jack frowned. He knew that hormones could change emotions, wants and desires, and it could also make her not want to be with him. But there was also something far worse…

“Why not?” She asked.

“Because I wouldn’t want this cock to shrink or to stop working.”

She smiled back at him. “You don’t mind me staying a boy in women’s clothing?”

“To me, you are the sexiest woman alive.”

That Christmas night, Jack became the bottom to Cindy’s top. He took her cock more times than he could remember, and sucked on it a number of times too. And he was happy to do so. The fact was, it was the happiest he had ever felt in his life, and all because he got to see her smiling, happy face whilst doing it.

The next day was Boxing day, the last day of Christmas before Mike and Tracy came to stay until after New Year. It was a day where Jack learned just why being a top was so important for Cindy.

The previous night had been amazing, and yet, Cindy had arrived tipsy and with artificial confidence from the alcohol; but inside, she was a bundle of nerves, worried that Jack might hate it, reject her, and she would end up with nothing. But that alcohol-fuelled adventure for her had turned out to be the perfect gateway to a new day, and that new day saw her waking up next to a man who was now asking her to fuck him again. Yes, Jack had woken up with his hand on her dick and was begging her to fuck him again. It would hurt, she knew. They’d fuck so often, he had to know he’d be super sore, but he wanted her that much, and she would give it to him, with lots and lots of lube.

The new day changed Cindy. She allowed herself to feel pleasure in ways she hadn’t under the influence of alcohol. This man genuinely loved her, genuinely enjoyed her cock, and now she was feeling it, feeling the confidence. She growled, grinned and threw her long hair around, savouring the amazing intimacy of what they were doing. They were raw, passionate, and wanting, and that was just what she needed to wake up the animal she had suppressed inside her.

“Do you really want to be the bitchy findom you said?” She asked over breakfast, buttering a piece of baguette.

“Yes.” He replied. “Yes definitely. There’s something so intoxicating about keeping you rich, keeping you sexy, and buying you things, but even more so when I imagine you demanding it.”

“Fine. What did you get me for Christmas?” She grinned, knowing he didn’t get anything because she told him not to after everything he spent on her.

“Um, nothing Mistress, I’m sorry.” He said, sadly.

“You’ll need to be punished for that, bitch.” She purred, her long black hair falling to one side like an eighties pop-star. “Get down on your knees and suck my cock until I tell you to stop.”

It didn’t sound like punishment to him, but he dropped to it in an instant, his bare knees on the cold tile whilst he sucked her length.

“Today, you’ll take me shopping again. I want a new dress for the dinner with the family tomorrow night, and I want to look like a really bitchy slut.”

He stared up at her, sucking on the cock, and blinked, feeling his cock swell up below. This girl was a goddess, and he would buy her whatever she wanted.

Of course, confidence or not, there was still the nagging voice in Cindy’s head that said she wanted to make sure he was really okay with her spending his money. She’d take it slowly, but either way, she was going to be the woman he wanted her to be.

She didn’t cum. Her mind was all over the place, thinking about her future with this amazing man. Instead, she decided to do something else entirely.

“I want you to wait down here until I call you.” She said, and then ran up to her room where she began to remove all her make-up, and every element of femininity, then dressed in her most masculine boxer shorts and clothing, tying her hair back randomly, as a man would. Ethan was back, and then some. “Jack?” He called out.

A few seconds later, Jack was in the room and looking at Ethan, the Ethan he remembered. He looked at the clothes, the outfit and processed it. Then he stepped forward, took Ethan in his arms and kissed him with the same passion that he kissed Cindy. With a ferocity Ethan hadn’t anticipated, Jack scrambled to pull off Ethan’s clothes, then dropped to his knees and threaded Ethan’s cock from the boxer shorts, and took it in his mouth, staring up at the man. Then, satisfied Ethan was hard, Jack pushed Ethan onto the bed, and then lowered himself on Ethan’s cock.

“Oh fuck, Ethan.” Jack sighed. “Oh, baby, fuck me. Fuck me Ethan.” He said, purposefully saying the man’s name, proving that whatever Ethan chose to be, Jack would love him anyway. “I love you, Ethan.”

“I so love you so much, Jack!” Ethan said, and for the first time in his life, Ethan came in under a minute.


Six

The post-Christmas family reunion didn’t go as planned. Whilst Tracy was accepting of the relationship between Jack and Cindy, she was still adjusting, so wasn’t as open and forthcoming as she would have been otherwise. She stayed the whole duration, leaving together with Cindy on the third of January, back to college, but there was a tension there the whole time, although towards the end of the stay, things relaxed a bit.

The problem was with Mike. He claimed to be liberal, open to the LGBT community, but when it came to his dad being in a homosexual relationship, he became flustered and angry. The first day there, he argued with them all, even Tracy, but relented for Christmas and tried to make a go of it. He was gone the following morning, moved back to stay with Olivia.

Of course, Olivia went ballistic. Not because her ex-husband was in a gay relationship, but because he was in a gay relationship with their daughter’s best friend.

“Are you out of your fucking mind?” She screamed. “Can you imagine how people will react on campus when they find out?”

“I imagine that they’ll be fine, because they’re young and liberal people.” Jack countered, but he had asked both Tracy and Cindy that question himself, and they both shrugged it off as not something anyone will address.”

“I fucking knew you’d end up with some bimbo kid.” She said, ending the call.

Jack turned to Cindy and shrugged. “I don’t think you’ll be invited to any more Christmas dinners there.” Cindy didn’t seem to care.

When it was time for Cindy to go, tears were shed on both sides. It would be several weeks before the two would find time to see each other again, and now the holidays were over, this first month away would be the test of the relationship.

The first longer break came on a long weekend in February, where Cindy travelled down to see Jack. They’d talked daily, Facetimed, and if anything, the love just seemed to be getting stronger. On top of that, Cindy began to embrace her dominance, becoming the findom queen that was getting Jack off. She sent him bills from drinks and nights out, and Jack made a show of paying them. Sure, she was frugal in her spending, still embarrassed to spend his money, but she was definitely trying.

That February visit brought something new for Jack, a change he had been expecting. Cindy was a big fan of Katie Laura Panties on Instagram, and often made purchases from their store, something Jack paid for. The surprise for Jack was, many of the panties she had ordered were in his size, and then she arrived, she demanded he put them on.

He’d had a month to reconcile that this was a step that was coming. They’d talked about why it was important for her, and she said that this was her fetish, her turn-on. She admitted that for him, she would give it up if he found he didn’t like it, but he said he didn’t want her to have to give up anything, that he wanted her to be stronger, to take charge more. During that month, he researched panty-wearing in men, and found that it was often connected to more powerful men, men who had stressful responsibilities, or leadership roles.

He held the soft pink Pixie satin panties in his hands, looking at the intricate lace around the edges, and gulped. They were definitely sexy, there was no denying that, and on Cindy’s tiny, round bottom, they looked amazing, but on his? He wasn’t fat, nor out of shape, but he just felt, well, butch.

On her requested, he’d had himself waxed shortly after she left, and had kept it up since, actually preferring the feeling of being without bodyhair. But still, he saw a man in the mirror.

Now naked, he took the pretty panties, and slid them up his legs, feeling the gentle fabric softly cup his crotch. They felt good. They felt fucking good. Then he looked in the mirror, saw the pink shimmer on his backside, the way they made his arse look really fuckable, and suddenly, he realised that this wasn’t a bad thing at all.

“I like them.” He admitted to her, and her lips curled into a relieved smile.

“That’s good, because I bought you a lot of them.” She said, pulling more from her suitcase. “Let’s get rid of your horrible boxer shorts, and you can have these.”

“Wait!” Jack said suddenly. “Please, I need some male underwear, for the doctor’s and such.”

She rolled her eyes. “Well duh! Of course, sweetie. But mostly, panties, okay?”

“Yes Mistress!” He grinned.

And so came to be from that day forward, that Jack wore panties under his male clothes. In fact, he enjoyed the feeling so much, that he actually bought more for himself, even returning to the store where he purchased items for Cindy, explaining that he now wished things for himself. The lady remembered him and was more than helpful, but when she started suggesting nightgowns and bras for him, he let her know that he was not quite there yet.

“Well, but you will be eventually, right?” The lady grinned. “Or maybe your girlfriend will enjoy the surprise?”

She would enjoy the surprise, Jack reasoned. He relented and accepted a pink silk baby-doll nightie, which was trimmed with thick black lace. It was very sexy, he had to admit, though covered very little. Still, he purchased the item with the panties, deciding he would surprise her with it on her next visit. However, once he arrived home, he had an urge to try it on, to make sure it fit right, and really, to see how it felt.

Of course, it felt amazing. It felt comfortable, like being wrapped in several soft blankets. He loved it, and that night, he slept in it and awoke feeling relaxed and horny. He would buy several more.

It was in late February, Jack received an unexpected phone call from Olivia. They hadn’t spoken since Christmas, but Jack had received updates from Tracy that his ex-wife had been struggling with herself, that she had been on dates, but had realised that she made a huge mistake pushing her husband away. In fact, she told Tracy on a phone call in January, that she regretted destroying the marriage, a comment that made Jack feel sad, rather than vindicated.

“I…I’ve met someone.” Olivia said softly. “I struggled for some time, trying to find a man, and then after you and Ethan started dating, something ate away at me. So, I went to a lesbian bar, and well, I met someone.”

Jack felt himself smile, not laughing at her, but at the realisation that she was going through similar feelings to how he felt some weeks ago. “That’s great, Olivia.”

“I was wondering if you and I could meet? I’d like your, well, advice. I think I love this girl, but I don’t know what I’m doing, and I’m scared I’ll fuck it up, like I did with you.”

Again, Jack felt that pang of regret that she felt that way. “Of course, Olivia, let’s meet as soon as possible and talk.”

“Can you…can you tonight? Juliana’s restaurant.”

“Yes. Seven work?”

“Perfect. Thanks, Jack. I appreciate it.”

“Anytime.”

That night, Jack sat down in the little Italian restaurant and awaited the arrival of his ex-wife. He knew the restaurant well because it was a regular place for them in the past. He made small talk with Juliana, the young woman who took over the place after her father died, talking about life after divorce. He hid nothing, admitting that he was in a relationship with a transwoman, and she, being the open girl that she was, said she thought it was great that a man could be so open to change.

Eventually, Olivia arrived and Jack had to admit that she looked the best she had ever looked. Gone were the frumpy clothes, in was a tight, sexy red dress, styled hair, and make-up. She radiated warmth and excitement, just as she had done all those years ago.

They exchanged pleasantries, then talked about their lives. Of course, Olivia wanted to know about how things started with Cindy, this time choosing not to deadname her. After a fairly lengthy explanation by Jack, he saw Olivia’s features soften, to the point that she reached out and touched his hand and said that it was wonderful that he had found this part of himself.

“I think I was bitter and lonely.” She said to him. “I’m sorry I attacked you, and I’m sorry if Cindy felt bad. I think, I’m generally sorry for being the bitch I was.”

“Look, Olivia, you keep blaming yourself, but I worked, I was away, I was distant, and well, I drove the first wedge in. We all can look for blame, but in the end, the marriage provided us with two great kids and a nice life. Let’s take the positives for what they are and take them forward. As to how you might fuck things up with your new girlfriend…”

“Hana.”

“Hana, well, don’t be so quick to dismiss yourself. Be proud of yourself, of what you’ve accomplished. Be proud of who you are. If you can reflect all that in how you act around her, then she will see the real you; a positive and loving woman.”

They talked for several hours, actually into the night, far beyond closing time, but Juliana liked to experiment in the kitchen at night, so she was glad of the company. Jack saw photos of Hana, and realised that she was not that much older than Tracy. Unlike Tracy, Hana never actually went to college. She was an Onlyfans content creator and influencer, and a highly successful one at that. So far, Olivia wasn’t a part of that, though she knew that at some point, she would need to be.

“The kids don’t know, of course.” She admitted. “About any of this. I’m so scared to tell them.”

Jack then had a crazy idea. “So, I was planning having Cindy over at the summer house for spring break, but how about we do a party? We get the kids over, Cindy, you, Hana, and I’ll be there when you come out.”

The twinkle of tears in her eyes, mingled with the smile as Olivia struggled to hold back from crying, was the answer he needed. “You’d do that for me?” She asked. “After everything?”

“Of course! You’re the mother of my children, and I hold no ill-will to you, Olivia. I never did.”

The couple hugged for a long ten minutes. Neither needed to say a word. However, when Jack pulled away, he had one request of her. He asked her to call Cindy and talk to her, to tell her that she was accepted and welcome. Olivia promised to do it the following day, given how late it was.

The next day, Jack received a phone call from Cindy, who told her that not only had Olivia called her, but was super sweet and told her to look after Jack. She was so happy with the call, but was extremely happy to hear that Olivia had found love. Jack swore her to secrecy, saying the big reveal would be at the summer house in spring. Of course, as a gay person, Cindy knew all too well that it was a personal thing to come out, and not idle gossip.

Eventually, Jack had the chance to meet Hana, who was a wonder, pretty, and sweet blonde woman. To him, he would’ve thought she was just a normal office girl, long hair, very attractive, slender. But to know she was a really kinky lesbian who did downright dirty porn-videos online, well, there was something about that which vindicated the things he did with Cindy.

Hana and Jack got on like a house on fire. When Jack said that he was getting into findom and femdom with Cindy, Hana laughed and offered to be Cindy’s second if she ever needed one. “I’m a lesbian, but I have many sissy findom slaves around the world. Sissy men should be serving powerful women like us.” She joked. “I’m looking forward to giving Cindy some ideas.”

Eventually, the invitation to the party at the summer house went out, and of course, Mike was reluctant to say yes. However, when Olivia promised him that she would be there, he relented and said he would.

From what Jack had heard, Mike had cut off all communication with Cindy and Tracy. In fact, according to Tracy, Mike had become increasingly anti-trans and even joined some pretty ugly groups. His relationship with Naya was destroyed instantly because of his new behaviour, something Jack hoped he could talk him out of.

The problem with Tracy being cut off from Mike was that she no longer had access to the car. So, to deal with it, Jack transferred money to Tracy and told her to go buy one. Of course, Tracy didn’t want a Volvo or similar. She wanted a Porsche SUV, and she decided to use Cindy’s dominant persona to get it.

Of course, when Tracy first told Cindy she wanted use Cindy’s findom relationship, Cindy had told Jack and warned him. At the time, Jack had laughed it off, but Cindy complained that the last thing she wanted was to be put in a difficult position between the two. So, Jack told him plain and simply; “If Tracy wants to use your findom persona, lean into it and have fun.”

“Bitch, your daughter drives me in that car.” Cindy told her boyfriend on the phone. “I expect you want your queen to be seen in class!”

“Of course, Mistress.” Jack said seriously, knowing that Tracy was somewhere in the background, listening in. “I will contact my guy and have a car delivered. The best.”

Now, Tracy hadn’t specifically said she wanted a Porsche to Jack, neither had Cindy said that word Porsche. Jack found out that it was really a Porsche that she wanted, when he received the shocked phone call from his daughter, telling him that he was the best daddy in the whole wide world and that she, loved him, loved him, loved him. He got her a Lamborghini Urus. Jack knew it was spoiling her, but, to be honest, before he made that purchase, he talked it through with Olivia and Hana, and both found it hilarious, from the findom perspective.

“Um, can I be the bitchy ex-wife who wants her husband to pay for everything?” Olivia joked, making Hana laugh, but strangely, it made Jack excited, and rather than say no, he simply shrugged and said, “Okay…” Surprising them both. Olivia immediately said she was joking, but Jack told her that it could be a nice dynamic to their new friendship, so Olivia said she would think about it.

Two weeks before the spring break meeting at the summer house, Jack received a phone call from Olivia. She sounded a little tipsy and in the background, she heard giggling, knowing Hana was there. “Hana and I were speaking with Cindy.” Olivia giggled. “She said she has you in panties now. Send us a picture of your cute little tushy in panties, and we’ll send you a gift too.”

Rather than feel embarrassed, Jack chuckled and said he would, sending them an older photo which he had previously sent to Cindy. In response, he received a message back, demanding a new Range Rover. “Or else we upload the picture to Onlyfans, sissy bitch!” She wrote.

Jack’s cock swelled. “Of course, Mistress.” He wrote back.

Of course, it was quite late at night, so he would sort it the following day, but he did call Cindy to ask why she had told them about the panties. Cindy laughed, “Because they really got turned on by your findom kink, but they wanted to add another dimension to it. Play blackmail. They won’t really do anything, of course, it’s just something that Hana does to some people, and Olivia liked it. I told them that I was okay with it. Are you?”

“I am. I like it. I just don’t want you to feel like I’m stepping on your toes with my ex.”

“Pfft!” She spat. “Please, I know you can’t live without my cock.” She laughed. “Besides, it really is kinky, and you have enough money, right?”

“I have more money now than I did last month. Business is good, and my investments are working for me.”

She was quiet for a moment, then she said, “You realise that money could be put to good use right?”

Jack knew where she was going and smiled. “My earnings are divided fifty-fifty. That was something I agreed upon with Olivia many years ago. Fifty percent goes to me, fifty to a foundation in my name. That foundation goes towards making sure kids in our district always get a school lunch, to those in need, and to helping people get off the streets. I do try to help in Africa, with vaccines and such, but you know how it is, it costs a lot of money to make sure that the charity is not being abused, and sometimes, that simply doesn’t work in a country that is rife with corruption.”

Again, the phone line was silent, and then Jack heard a sniff. “I don’t think I’ve ever loved you more.” She said.

The next morning, Jack called his car guy and arranged for the purchase of a top-of-the-range Range Rover to be delivered to his ex-wife. He knew Olivia’s tastes, so ordered it in Belgravia Green with the tan leather interior. The moment he ended the call, his phone was buzzing. Olivia.

“Jack! Jack! I’m so, so sorry! We were drunk, we’re not going to really…”

Jack smiled. “Mistress Olivia, of course, queens like you and Hana deserve the best, and as such, I have ordered you the best Range Rover on the market, in Belgravia Green. I hope that is to your liking, but if you want a different one, or anything else, please tell me. Also, please make sure to send me all fuel bills. I’ll make sure they are covered for you, Mistress.”

“But…” There was whispering in the background, Hana telling her something. Then Olivia came back. “That’s very good, bitch. Make sure to keep sending me pictures of yourself in sissy panties, and remember, we control you now. You are our servant.”

“Of course, Mistress.” Jack chuckled.

The moment the call ended, he whipped out his cock and began wanking, imagining Hana and Olivia whipping him whilst he was on his knees sucking Cindy’s cock. And when he came, instead for feeling embarrassed, he just felt like he wanted to do more.


Seven

The Range Rover’s tyres crunched to a halt on the gravel and the two hot women stepped out. Whilst Olivia was in a loose, summery white mini-dress, Hana was in a black latex mini-skater skirt, and black latex crop-top, her pierced belly on full display. Jack watched from the deck as the young woman took in the view, smiling at the serenity of the location, then he heard her tell Olivia that she was mad for giving up the place in the divorce. Jack had a feeling he would end up negotiating a timeshare on the property soon enough.

In the two weeks since purchasing the car for Olivia, both women had embraced the dominant role, and even invited Jack into their home for a live BDSM session on Onlyfans. Of course, Jack was in a mask, his identity hidden, but the women whipped him on camera, then lay on him whilst they made love. It was pretty kinky, but Jack loved every second of it. But aside from that, they had also increased the findom stuff, forcing him to pay their utility bills, take them shopping, and on top of that, he now needed to pay them a weekly stipend.

The only issue with the whole thing was that Olivia was constantly nervous that she was overstepping her mark as the ex-wife, but Jack assured her that he was having a tonne of fun with it.

“Sissy!” Olivia called out. “Bags! Now bitch!”

“Yes Mistress!” Jack called back, running over. However, the moment he was close, each pulled him in for a hug and said how glad they were to see him.

“I fucking love this place!” Hana told him.

“Thanks.” He smiled. “It’s my dream-house.”

“Yours?” She asked with a raised eyebrow. “Hmm… Should slaves own such pretty things? I don’t know…” She mused sinisterly. Jack chuckled but then Hana leaned closer. “By the way, we brought plenty of toys to use on you, and I’m especially looking forward to seeing Cindy take that pretty little arse of yours.”

“Yes Mistress.” He gulped, knowing that they would need to be very careful, especially with Mike and Tracy at home.

Later, whilst Olivia and Hana were in their room, doing whatever they were doing, the sound of the Urus’ V8 engine echoed through the valley, followed moments later by the sound of it on the gravel. The moment the car came to a stop, Tracy jumped out, faster than Cindy, to run over and hug Jack excitedly.

“I love the car daddy! Thank you!” She sang.

“Um, I guess you should thank Cindy. She ordered me to buy it.” Jack laughed. “And I think I’ve been paying your bar tabs lately too, haven’t I?”

Tracy giggled and blushed, but Jack simply turned to his girlfriend, stood there in the little red halterneck tennis dress, and took her in his arms and kissed her. “Hello sweetie.” He said.

“Hi baby.” She purred, resting her head on his shoulder. “I missed you so much.”

“I missed you too.”

“Whose car is this?” Tracy asked, walking around the new Range Rover.

“Your mother’s.”

Tracy snorted. “Where did she get the money for this?”

Rather than answer immediately, Jack took a deep breath in and shared a look with Cindy, who simply smiled and shrugged. Tell the truth, she was essentially saying. “I bought it.” Jack said. “Because your mother, um, ordered me to.”

The look on Tracy’s face was analytically, but then she rolled her eyes and chuckled. “Oh my god, dad, you are so pussy-whipped.” Tracy laughed, her words eliciting a cough from Cindy. “Oh, you know what I mean.” Tracy whined. “So mom’s inside?”

“She’s, erm, having a rest at the moment.”

“Okay…”

As Tracy headed inside, Jack helped Cindy with her bags and carried them to the master bedroom, where immediately, Jack dropped to his knees and took her cock out, jamming it down his throat. He moaned as he sucked, it felt like it had been too long since he sucked on that magnificent beast.

“Oh Jack, I missed this.” She moaned.

He sucked her for several minutes, before finally letting go, pulling down his jeans to reveal the purple satin panties he had on, and then bent over. Cindy chuckled, and felt his bum in the soft material, before gently lowering them, spitting on his anus and rubbing it with her fingers, before pushing in with her erect eight-inches.

“Oh, Cindy, I missed your cock so much.” He cried.

It didn’t take long until Jack was crying out, begging to be fucked, and Cindy was panting and moaning, telling him how much she loved his tight little sissy ass. So lost were they in the moment, that they completely forgot that they weren’t alone in the house.

When they finally came out of their room and made their way downstairs, Tracy was stood by the kitchen island, eating strawberries she’d picked from the garden. She made a quip about the house not being as well insulated at they thought, but then laughed it off, telling them that she was over it and they could fuck to their heart’s content.

Jack was about to reply with a quip of his own, when the sound of the diesel Volvo pulling up outside signalled the arrival of Mike. Tracy rolled her eyes. “Oh god, let’s see what he has to complain about this time.” She mumbled.

To Jack’s surprise though, Mike hadn’t arrived alone. With him was a very attractive goth girl, in black lace, with dark smoky eyes, purple lips, and long black and red hair. She wore a corset over the little black lace dress, and very high-heeled boots.

“Hi Dad.” Mike said, stepping over and shaking Jack’s hand. “This is Elke, my girlfriend.”

“Nice to meet you, Elke.” Said Jack, shaking her hand.

“Hello.” She replied quietly.

They exchanged small-talk, as Tracy and Cindy came over to say hello, and to Jack’s surprise, Mike kissed both of Cindy’s cheeks and smiled, albeit a little. Gone was the aggression that Jack had seen at Christmas, replaced by what he thought looked more like embarrassment.

Whilst Mike and Elke disappeared to get settled, Cindy pulled Tracy and Jack aside and told his something which they couldn’t believe. “Elke’s trans.” She said.

“Noooo.” Jack said, shaking his head.

“Yeah, Cindy, just a month ago, Mike was at some right-wing anti-trans rally.” Tracy pointed out.

“Uh-huh.” Grinned Cindy. “Because most of these vocal, angry anti-trans people aren’t closet homosexuals with a tranny or ladyboy fetish, right? I bet you Mike was angry about you and me being together because he was jealous.”

Jack mused this and frowned. He had hoped he had raised his kids well-enough never to be so unaccepting of other ways of life, but he hadn’t counted with the social anxiety Mike must have felt, being in such a position, if that was the case.

A half-hour later, Jack and Cindy were busy preparing dinner in the kitchen, whilst Tracy was swimming in the pool. They were joined by Olivia, who looked well-rested. After grabbing a glass of wine, she insisted on helping, so Jack handed her a knife and asked her to chop some vegetables.

As the group worked, Jack filled her in on everything, and when she heard that Elke might be trans, she smiled and agreed that it would make the most sense, that it would explain Mike’s bizarre response to Cindy.

Hearing her mother’s voice, Tracy ran inside in her bikini and hugged her mother. They talked about college and how Tracy was doing, and as they did, Mike walked in with his girlfriend in tow. She was in a shiny black bikini, her firm flat belly pierced, and the top tied around two small breasts. But the lower part proved Cindy right. There, in the little black bikini bottoms, was a bulge; not a huge one, but definitely there.

“Yes, Elke is trans.” Mike said, and they all smiled and walked over to hug them both. So Mike explained. “I was always attracted to Ethan, especially when he was Cindy, but I never had the courage to make a move. So when you did, dad, I was pissed. Anyway, I was in a bar near college and said I was pissed with you for dating a trans-girl, and the kid basically told me I should join them. For a while, I felt good to be part of a collective, but then I was at a rally and Elke came over to talk to me. I didn’t really have an argument, other than bitterness. We started hanging out, and well, now we’re dating.”

“Well at least you found your way.” Jack told him, pulling him in for a fatherly hug.

Elke was trans in the fullest sense of the word. She had been on hormones for some time and embraced the culture and lifestyle. She was also a big goth fan, hence the look.

“So, seeing as we are all making confessions, I should too.” Olivia said. “I didn’t come here alone.” She began, looking out of the kitchen door towards the staircase and smiling. “I wanted you to all meet the new love of my life. Hana.” And then, Olivia stepped forward, and took the blonde’s hand, pulling her in for a hug and a kiss.

Everyone’s reaction was amazing. With Mike’s admission and new lifestyle, gone was the anger and sadness, replaced by the openness Jack had come to expect from his son.

That night, when Cindy and Jack finally made it to bed, Jack walked out of the bathroom with my surprise to her, wearing the sexy pink nightie. She cooed the moment she saw it and ran over, planting kisses all over him. He had hoped they could fuck then, but a knock at the door disturbed them.

“Who is it?” He called out, quickly diving under the covers.

“Olivia.” He heard back in a hushed voice.

“Come in.” Called Cindy before Jack could argue.

The door opened and both Hana and Olivia ran inside quickly, both dressed in little sexy nighties. They jumped on the bed with the couple, grinning excitedly. “I told you. We want to watch you fuck.” Hana told Jack.

Rather than argue, Jack leaned into it. He threw back the covers to reveal the nightie, making the girls giggle with glee. The girls held each other, touching each other, whilst Cindy and Jack kissed and then he lowered his mouth to her enormous cock. Olivia’s eyes widened when she saw it, but doubly-so when Jack took the whole thing down his throat like the expert he now was. They stared as Jack glugged on the cock, deliberately choking himself on it.

Moving around, Jack assumed the position, holding his ex-wife’s hands as Cindy pressed herself into his anus. He moaned and sighed, happy to feel Cindy’s hugeness inside him once again. He was definitely a completely changed man, a true cock-addict.

“It’s so hot.” Olivia gasped.

“Right?” Hana sighed. “I’m a lesbian, but there’s something about seeing a guy taking cock which turns me on.”

Jack was then treated to a show of his own, as Hana pulled his ex-wife to her soaked, smooth pussy, and told her to lick. None of the people in that room cared about who heard them, they all lavished in the ecstasy of the moment.

The next morning, Jack and Olivia were the first to rise, letting the younger two sleep in. They had all fallen asleep together in the master bedroom, which was a tighter squeeze, but they made it work.

“I can’t believe we did that.” Olivia giggled, kissing Jack on the cheek.

“I can’t believe we didn’t do it sooner.” Jack replied.

“Different times, different priorities. And well, it ended up for the best.”

They arrived in the kitchen to find their daughter looking rather worse for wear. Apparently, she chose to sleep downstairs on the sofa because the sex noise from both the master bedroom, and from Mike’s room, had kept her up most of the night.

“I’m fucking jealous. I can’t find a boyfriend or a girlfriend.” She sighed.

The parents hugged her and said that right person might be just around the corner. At that moment, Mike walked in and said, “I might know someone who would be interested.”

“Who?” She asked.

“Remember Naya?” He asked her. “She always had a crush on you.”

“Seriously?” Tracy squeaked. “Oh she’s so hot!”

“Want me to ask her?” He asked.

Tracy raised an eyebrow. “Will she talk to you?”

Chuckling, Mike made himself a coffee in the machine. “Yeah, we spoke. I apologised for being a dick. It’s all good. And she’s single right now.”

Tracy jumped up and grinned. “Yes please then!”

“I’ll call her later.”

Spring break ended up being the best week of their lives, but most of all, it gave Jack and Cindy a chance to grow closer, but also understand each other better. Gone were the nerves of the past, they had finally admitted to themselves that this was what they both needed.


Epilogue

ONE YEAR LATER

The event was a double-whammy for Jack, because whilst it was his daughter’s graduation, it was also his partner’s. Cindy had entered college as Ethan, but was now officially leaving as Cindy. It was so bizarre that in that time, one person had changed someone so much, but really, Ethan was responsible for all the good in Jack’s life.

It was Ethan who set Jack off on the road to happiness by highlighting what was wrong in his marriage. It was Ethan who introduced Jack to Cindy, albeit they were the same person. It was Cindy who brought his kids back into his life, and it was Cindy who helped Olivia find her true purpose and happiness.

Olivia and Hana married two months previously, whereas Jack and Cindy agreed to wait until after the graduation. As part of that ceremony, Hana and Olivia had a special request of Jack. They wanted him and Cindy to be their bridesmaids, in full blushing pink satin and lace.

Of course, wearing such dresses was not unusual for Jack anymore.

After the events at the summer house, an agreement was reached about Jack’s desires and his role in everyone’s lives. Given his proclivity towards submission, it was agreed that Jack would buy a large house for Hana and Olivia to live in, and that he would sell the penthouse. He would move in with them and act as their sissy servant. This would provide Jack some company whilst Cindy was away at college.

Obviously, as CEO of a large corporation, that opened-up some challenges, but then he realised something. He didn’t need to work anymore. He could own the company, silently, but leave the operation to someone more dynamic and more focused. So, he resigned as CEO, made fifty-percent of the company public, raked in billions of euros in the process, and effectively retired.

The moment he retired, Cindy and the ladies were on hand for his first fitting into a proper sissy dress. They showed him how to do make-up, and how to behave like a proper sissy. Sure, he wasn’t a hottie like Cindy or Elke, he looked like a man in a dress and make-up, but it was so humiliating, that he found himself turned on, in his little chastity cage. Yes, he was caged.

None of this shocked or horrified Tracy or Mike, both of whom thought it was great that their parents were enjoying life, embracing kink. Something Tracy had to adapt to as well, as she found out that not only was Naya very sexual, but was very dominant too, perfect for Tracy who gladly submitted to the girl, never once being seen without a collar.

Mike and Elke moved in together after they graduated college, and became very vocal protestors for trans-rights. And, as was kind of expected, Mike too began dressing, and eventually, he too came out as transgender, the difference being, he went straight onto hormones, and flew to Turkey for plastic surgery. Once Mike went on hormones, his desires shifted and whilst they remained good friends, he and Elke broke up, and as Michelle, found love with an older man.

Of course, Jack wasn’t in sissy dresses for the graduation ceremony. He was in a silky white blouse and white side-zip trousers, and yes, in direct sunlight, the sexy lingerie he was wearing was visible beneath the thin material, but he didn’t care who saw him. He loved being the sissy bitch to three hot women, and loved being Cindy’s partner.

After the ceremony, Cindy walked over and the couple kissed. There was a sadness in Cindy’s eyes, like she was hiding something important. “I’ve been offered a chance to do my doctorate in Okinawa.” She said. “I haven’t said yes. I… If you want, I can stay here and study locally.”

Jack felt a hand on his back, as both Hana and Olivia gave him a look, one of regret from their side, but also pushing him to make the right decision. He turned back to Cindy. “Can I come with you?” He asked.

Bursting into tears, Cindy pounced on Jack, wrapping her legs around him. “I had hoped! Yes, yes! Please come with me.” She dropped down, smiling. “But let’s get married first. I don’t want to be a minute without you anymore. I want to be your wife.”

“You would make me the happiest sissy in the world!” He laughed. Then turning to Olivia and Hana, said, “Will you manage without your servant?”

The girls shared a look, then shrugged. “You’ll still be our paypig, bitch.” Olivia grinned.

“Yes Mistress.” Jack smiled.

THE END
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