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The sun hung low over the horizon, casting an orange glow across the still waters of the marina. I stood at the helm of Sophia's yacht, watching her graceful figure move about on deck as she prepared for our little getaway weekend. It was going to be exciting!

My heart fluttered at the sight of her confident strides and fluid motions—she moved with a kind of effortless sensuality that both excited me and intimidated me at times.

"Ethan honey, come help me with these lines, would you?" Sophia called out in her lilting accent as she gathered up the dock lines. Her dark hair whipped around her face in the breeze. I quickly made my way over to her and together we secured the yacht to its berth.

"There we go, all set!" Sophia said with a bright smile as she dusted off her hands on her crisp white capris. She leaned in close and planted a soft kiss on my cheek before turning to survey the marina.

Uhh, wow, didn't expect that at all!

The contact sent a tingle through me but I tried not to show how much it affected me. Sophia always had that effect, making me feel warm and weak-kneed at the same time, and she was aware of it.

"Do you want to freshen up in the head before we head to the club?" She asked, her dark eyes twinkling "I'm sure we both could use a quick splash of water after all this sun."

I nodded, already feeling the sweat prickle on my skin beneath my polo shirt. "That sounds perfect, Soph. I'll be right out." I ducked down into the main cabin to make my way to the tiny bathroom.

Once inside, I leaned against the door and closed my eyes for a moment, trying to collect myself. The boat pitched gently beneath my feet as waves lapped against the hull.

I breathed deeply, catching the lingering scents of Sophia's perfume mingling with the briny sea air.

Opening my eyes, I caught sight of my reflection in the small mirror above the sink and almost did a double take. My blond hair was mussed from the breeze, giving me an almost windswept, boyish look.

The pale skin of my face and arms contrasted with the deepening tan on my neck and chest where my shirt gapped open.

I couldn't help but smirk a little at how it made me look almost like a surfer kid or something. It was different from what I was used to seeing.

I quickly washed my hands and splashed some cool water on my face, then towel dried before emerging back out onto the deck to find Sophia waiting.

She looked radiant, with her dark hair slicked back and a light sheen of perspiration on her golden-brown skin. A crisp linen shirt draped off one shoulder and tied at her slender waist, drawing the eye to her generous curves.

"Are you ready to head to dinner?" She asked as I stepped up beside her. Her gaze raked over me as if devouring every part of my body. "I love that polo on you, mi amor. It brings out your eyes." She reached out to straighten my collar and I instinctively leaned into her touch.

It was comforting and reassuring. Hours could pass and I wouldn't get tired of doing this.

"I'm starving," I replied with a grin, my hand finding hers. "But I have to admit, I'm even more excited for the show after dinner…" I arched an eyebrow suggestively at her. She knew what I was talking about.

Sophia laughed, a throaty, musical sound as she gave my hand a squeeze. "Oh you are insatiable, aren't you, cariño?" She winked. "Javi will be so pleased to see what an attentive little audience we have in you." She began leading me towards the pier, her hips swaying hypnotically as we walked.

My stomach fluttered at the mention of Javier but also stirred with a secret thrill of anticipation. The fact that Sophia had invited her oldest friend to join us for a night out and hinted that he might be putting on an erotic dance show was equal parts intimidating and enticing.

I had only met Javier briefly once or twice before, always under the watchful eyes of Sophia, and while he was incredibly handsome in a rugged, masculine way, there was also something slightly unnerving about him that I couldn't quite put my finger on.

But I never thought too much about it. I always assumed that it was just my paranoia making me overthink.

As if sensing my apprehension, Sophia squeezed my hand and leaned in close to murmur in my ear as we approached the bustling boardwalk. "Don't be nervous, baby. As you know, Javier is a consummate professional and a dear friend of mine. He won't bite," she teased with a wink. Her warm breath tickled my ear and sent a shiver down my spine.

I swallowed hard, my heart hammering against my ribs. "I know Soph," I replied softly, "I trust you. And I'm excited to experience Javier's talents firsthand." I punctuated my words with a shy smile, my cheeks heating up. "Just promise me you'll be there the whole time, okay? I want you close…"

Sophia's eyes softened as she gazed down at me, her fingers curling around mine. "I would never leave you, Ethan," she promised. "You are mine and I take care of what is mine. Javier may have other… agendas in mind, but his number one priority will always be to make sure my precious fiancé is safe and satisfied." Her tongue darted out to wet her full lips and I felt a familiar tightening in my jeans.

"Now," Sophia continued as she led me through the crowded street toward our destination, "let's go get you fed before you get too lightheaded. We have quite an evening ahead of us…" She flashed me one last smoldering look that left me weak in the knees before striding ahead.

I hurried after her, my head spinning with a dizzying mixture of nerves and exhilaration. Sophia was imposing, yes, but she had an uncanny ability to make me feel both safe and wildly alive all at once.

The restaurant was abuzz with the clinking of glasses and the hum of conversation as we were led to a cozy booth near the back, partially concealed behind an elaborate potted fern. The flickering candlelight danced across Sophia's features as she slid in beside me, her thigh pressing warmly against mine.

"Javi!" She called out in greeting as our dinner companion approached from the other side. Javier flashed a grin and leaned down to plant a firm kiss on each of Sophia's cheeks before settling himself across from us.

His emerald gaze flicked to me with an unreadable expression before turning back to Sophia with a chuckle. "Buenas noches, mi amor," he purred, his voice a deep, resonant rumble that I felt as much as heard. "You look stunning as always. I'm almost jealous that you'll be keeping our Ethan all to yourself tonight…" He winked at me and I swallowed hard, a flush creeping up my neck.

He didn't have to do that, but he did it on purpose anyway just to throw me off balance, I thought.

Sophia laughed, waving off Javier's compliment. "Oh you know me," she demurred, her fingers toying with the stem of her wine glass as she sipped, "I never get jealous. There's plenty of Ethan to go around, is there not?" Her dark eyes gleamed as they met mine and I felt a bolt of heat shoot through me.

"Of course!" Javier agreed, clapping his hands together. "So tell me, Ethan, are you looking forward to my little performance later? I've been practicing some new routines that I think will have you squirming in your seat." His tongue darted out to wet his full lips and I blinked, suddenly finding it hard to tear my gaze away.

And the worst thing was that I knew he noticed my reaction. It was too obvious not to.

"Uhh yes!" I stammered, clearing my throat. "I'm very much looking forward to it! I've never been to a professional show before and Sophia speaks so highly of you as an entertainer." I hoped that sounded both complimentary and respectful without being too overt in my appreciation of Javier's obvious skills.

"Well, you're in for quite the treat then!" Javier replied with a grin. He leaned forward, elbows on the table, hands clasped. "And I hope you know that I'm always happy to give private lessons to interested students." His green eyes glittered with mischief and I squirmed in my seat, feeling like he was flirting with me. I shot an uncertain glance at Sophia, who seemed amused.

She didn't mind his behavior?

"I have a feeling our sweet Ethan might need some one-on-one instruction," she mused, her voice rich and sultry as she turned to Javier. Definitely didn't mind his behavior, I reaffirmed to myself. "He's so eager to learn but still a little shy when it comes to more… advanced techniques." Her fingers crept up my thigh beneath the tablecloth to give me a playful squeeze and I jerked.

Javier barked out a laugh, reaching across to cover Sophia's hand with his own. "Well, we'll have to remedy that!" He turned his full focus on me then and I felt pinned in place by the intensity of his gaze. "You just tell me what you want to work on, Ethan. I'm always happy to help someone reach their fullest potential." His thumb stroked along Sophia's knuckles and my mouth went dry at the casual intimacy.

"Sophia!" The maître d' called out from nearby, causing us all to look up. She waved at the man before turning back with a smile.

"I'll have to show you my surprise later," she said, "but I think we should order before they give up our table entirely!"

Our waiter appeared then to take our requests and we made quick selections from the menu. Javier and Sophia fell into light chatter as if I weren't even there and I could only nod and smile in the right places, my mind spinning with everything that had just been said.

As the conversation continued, I found myself growing more and more aware of Javier's presence—his deep, rolling laugh; the way his broad shoulders filled out his suit jacket; how he always seemed to be watching me when Sophia wasn't looking.

I felt like a deer in the headlights of an oncoming car, unsure whether to flee or give in to the inevitable impact. It was a difficult moment, to say the least.

By the time our entrées arrived, I was trembling with nerves, my skin prickling at every accidental brush of Javier's arm against mine as he reached for a roll or passed the pepper.

Sophia seemed oblivious to my discomfort though, her eyes sparkling merrily as she regaled us both with stories from her younger days.

"And then," she concluded, waving her hands in emphasis, "Papá had to come and get us out of jail because we refused to pay for our margaritas!" Javier and I burst into laughter at the thought of young Sophia getting arrested for refusing to pay.

I glanced over at him as I wiped my eyes, feeling at ease all of a sudden. Javier winked at me and flashed an irresistible grin that made something clench low in my belly.

"Sounds like you were quite the handful growing up," he teased Sophia, his voice soft and intimate like he was letting her in on a secret.

Sophia scoffed good-naturedly even as her cheeks flushed with color. "Oh you have no idea," she replied, batting her eyelashes. "I was trouble with a capital T. But I've mellowed out a lot since then…"

"Well, not completely," Javier quipped, his gaze flicking to me pointedly. Sophia smirked, shaking her head in mock exasperation but the air between us practically sizzled with tension.
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I felt like a fly caught in a web, uncertain if I should try to escape or just give myself over to the inevitable entrapment. Part of me thrilled at the thought of what might happen next while another part wanted to flee back to my little apartment and hide under the covers until everything went back to normal.

But then Sophia reached over to twine her fingers with mine beneath the table and all thoughts of bolting vanished. No matter what happened, I knew she would be there to guide me through it. And Javier seemed like a force to be reckoned with—strong and confident in a way that both frightened and excited me.

As our plates were cleared away, Sophia turned to me with a coy smile, her dark eyes smoldering with what she was thinking. "Well, cariño," she murmured, squeezing my hand tightly, "I think it's time we headed to the club for Javier's show. Are you ready?" She licked her lips slowly as if savoring the words.

I took a deep, shuddering breath and nodded. "Yes," I managed, my voice coming out huskier than I intended. "I'm ready."

Javier grinned at that, his green eyes flashing with predatory hunger. "Wonderful," he purred, pushing back his chair with deliberate slowness. "Because I guarantee you'll never forget the first time you see me on stage…"

Sophia rose fluidly to her feet and tugged me up beside her, pulling my body flush against hers. I could feel every lush curve of her pressed into my back as she leaned down to nip at my ear with a low growl.

"Just remember who you belong to, mi amor," she whispered fiercely even as her fingers crept across my chest.

She didn't have to say that twice. I knew I belonged to her.

Javier stepped up on Sophia's other side and I found myself trapped between them, my head spinning with the feel of their bodies molding around mine. Javier's large hand cupped Sophia's ass while his other arm slid around me to pull me flush against him.

I gasped as I was sandwiched between them, all lean, hard planes on one side and soft, pillowy curves on the other. The heat emanating from Javier's chest seared into my back while Sophia's breasts pillowed against me. I could barely breathe let alone think straight. It was all too much for me.

"Oh you're going to love this," Javier rumbled into Sophia's neck, his lips brushing her skin as he spoke. "The way he looks at you, Soph… it's so pure and trusting." He sighed heavily. "It makes me want to corrupt him in the most deliciously wicked ways…"

And he said that while knowing I could hear everything. The boldness of that man!

Sophia shivered against me and I felt her nipples harden into peaks where they scraped across my chest. "I know exactly what you mean," she murmured, her fingers digging into my pecs as if anchoring herself to me.

I whimpered at the sting and arched between them, suddenly overwhelmed by sensation. Javier's beard rasped against the nape of my neck as he breathed hotly over my skin and I shuddered violently.

Sophia's palm slid down over my belly to cup me through my jeans and I cried out, bucking against her firm hand. The heat was already building at a rapid pace, threatening to overtake my good sense.

"Look at how responsive he is," Sophia purred in satisfaction as she felt me swell against her hand. She rolled the heel of her palm over my erection with agonizing pressure and I swore under my breath. "Mmm just perfect…"

Javier chuckled, his hand kneading Sophia's hip. "I can hardly wait to get him alone," he rasped. "But for now, let's get him back to the club so I can put on a proper show." His teeth closed over my earlobe in a sharp nip and I mewled at the spike of pain.

"Yes," Sophia agreed even as she continued to palm me. "I want you both in the VIP lounge where I can keep an eye on him…" She licked up the column of my throat before sucking hard just above my collarbone, determined to mark me.

I was dizzy with lust by the time they finally released me and led me out into the warm night air. My legs shook with barely restrained need as we hurried towards the club down the street.

The VIP lounge was dimly lit and thumping with music as we entered. Sophia led me to a plush, circular couch in the corner that gave us a perfect view of the small stage set up across from it. She pushed me down onto the cushions before draping herself over my lap with a sultry smile.

"Comfy, cariño?" She purred, her fingertips trailing over my chest as Javier disappeared through a back curtain.

I licked my dry lips, nodding jerkily even as I squirmed beneath her searching hands. The anticipation was killing me. It really was too much.

"Oh I know what will make you more comfy," Sophia teased wickedly before leaning down to capture my mouth in a deep, hungry kiss that left me gasping for air. She didn't even warn me!

Her teeth worried at my bottom lip and her tongue delved past my parted lips to stroke along mine. She tasted like dark, aged wine and something headier, muskier that made me feel drunk on her.

It wasn't the first time those flavors came into contact with me, but as usual, it felt different and new.

Sophia nipped sharply at my lip before pulling back with a low, satisfied moan. "Mmm, I just love the way you taste," she murmured, licking her lips. "I could eat you alive right here…"

The curtains rustled and Javier reappeared center stage in a sheer black shirt that clung to his muscled torso. My eyes widened as I drank him in greedily—the stark lines of his face illuminated by the dim lights; his dark hair damp with sweat; the glistening sheen on his bronze skin. He looked positively sinful. I wanted to eat him then, or him eat me. Whatever he wanted.

"Sophia," Javier called out, his rich voice reverberating through the room. "So glad you could make it tonight." His green eyes locked onto me as if he could see right through me and my pulse kicked up a notch.

"I wanted you to be my special guests for this next little… demonstration." Javier's lips curled into a wicked smile that sent a bolt of heat straight to my groin. I shifted beneath Sophia with a barely stifled groan and she chuckled knowingly.

"You see what you do to him, Javi?" She called out, her fingers stilling on my chest. "He can't even look at you without getting hard."

Javier stepped closer, his hips rolling sensually to the heavy beat. "Well let's see how hard he gets then, shall we?" In one fluid motion, he reached up and ripped away the front of his shirt, tossing the scraps aside.

Sophia sucked in a sharp breath as Javier's washboard abs and broad pecs were revealed for all to see. My mouth went bone dry at the sheer masculinity of him and I felt a rush of blood straight to my cock. It throbbed insistently against my zipper.

"He is gorgeous, no?" Sophia breathed, her own arousal palpable. That was a rhetorical question. "Just look at that body… so powerful and virile."

Well, yeah. She didn't need to say that out loud. We were both thinking it.

I swallowed hard as Javier started to undo his belt with deliberate slowness, the metal jingling in the pulsing silence. The anticipation was killing me. And it might actually kill me for real, given the pounding of my heart.

"And I bet he's even more impressive below the belt," Sophia mused, her hand creeping down to palm my aching erection. "Doesn't he have you so wound up, mi amor? So ready to unravel completely for him?"

I jerked with a low moan as she squeezed me through my jeans and Javier smirked in approval even as he shed the last of his clothing. The room gasped as his huge cock sprang free, hard and thick and angry looking against his taut belly.

"Holy shit…" I breathed out before clapping a hand over my mouth.

Javier laughed, shaking his head at me in amusement. "Oh Ethan, you are just too much," he chided affectionately as he stroked his own impressive length with deliberate slowness.

The skin glistened with pre-cum and my mouth watered traitorously at the sight of it. I wanted to be all over it.

Sophia licked her lips before turning to me with a wicked grin that promised sin and retribution in equal measure. "Oh no cariño, I don't think you need to be holding anything back from Javier," she murmured, her fingers toying with the buttons of my jeans teasingly. "In fact, I insist you be fully… present for this."

With a sharp tug, Sophia popped open the top button of my jeans and I jolted at the sudden loss of pressure. The zipper rattled loudly as she lowered it inch by excruciating inch and I could feel Javier watching me intently even as he pleasured himself.

"He's so cute when he gets nervous," Javier drawled, his thumb circling the weeping head of his cock as Sophia bared me completely to him. "Aren't you sweet little Ethan? Getting all worked up just for me…"

Even if I wanted to answer, I couldn't.

I shuddered violently at that, my skin flushing red as Javier drank in every inch of my revealed body with a hot, hungry gaze. The sheer male approval in his expression made me throb in a way I had never felt before and I could barely stand the intensity of it.

"Mmm, but you know what would make this even better?" Sophia mused as she dipped her hand into my open fly to stroke along my rigid length. "If our shy little Ethan here was a good boy and touched himself for us like Javier is doing…" She punctuated her words with a firm squeeze of my cock and I yelped sharply, arching off the cushions.

The music swelled as Javier pumped his cock faster, his hips thrusting into his own fist. The sight was obscenely erotic and my breath started coming in sharp pants as I watched him work himself over.

"He's going to look so perfect with his hand on that pretty cock," Sophia murmured appreciatively even as she continued to stroke me in firm, purposeful caresses that had my balls drawing up tight. "Go ahead cariño—show us what you like…" She nipped at the side of my throat before sucking hard, determined to leave a mark.

I whimpered, my hand fluttering towards my weeping cock. I could feel Javier's eyes on me, urging me to obey his beloved friend's command even as he pleasured himself with increasingly frantic motions.

And that was it—seeing Javier get lost in his own pleasure, knowing it was for both our benefits… it broke the last of my hesitation and I wrapped my fingers around my aching length with a low groan.

My thumb circled the swollen head and smeared the pearly drops of pre-cum coating it as I stroked myself with shaky motions.
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"That's it, just like that," Sophia crooned even as she rolled my heavy balls in her palm. The added pressure made my eyes cross and my hips stutter upwards. "Mmm Javier, look at him—he's so docile already, isn't he?"

Javier groaned, his green eyes blazing with lust as he watched me work myself over with clumsy need. The thick muscles of his thighs bunched and flexed with each thrust into his fist and I could feel my own arousal spiking to painful levels in response.

"He is fucking gorgeous," Javier panted out, sweat beading on his brow and chest heaving as he chased his pleasure. "Oh, Soph—you are so lucky to have him…"

Those words made me feel different. Growing up, the people who lived with me often made me feel like shit. Not them, though; they appreciated me.

"Mmm, I know," Sophia breathed, her teeth worrying at my earlobe as she pumped me faster, harder. Her nails raked down the length of my shaft and I convulsed violently beneath her touch, a strangled moan tearing from my throat.

"Yes Ethan—let Javier see what you do for him," she commanded. "I want you to come for us baby—show us just how much this turns you on…"

And with that permission, I let go completely and gave myself over to the pleasure crashing through me like a tidal wave. I came with a hoarse shout of Javier's name, my cock pulsing as I painted my belly and chest with thick ropes of pearly cum.

Javier cried out at the sight, his own release hitting him hard and fast as he stroked himself to completion. Jets of his hot seed splattered across his muscled torso as he shuddered through his climax with guttural moans of my name.

Him saying my name in that moment meant so much to me.

"Holy fuck," Javier panted, slumped against one of the stage's support posts and completely debauched-looking. His green eyes glazed over with post-orgasmic bliss as they found mine. "I knew this was going to hit differently but I didn't expect…"

Sophia purred in satisfaction even as she swiped up some of my release from my stomach and sucked it off her fingers with a throaty moan. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the room and my spent cock gave an abortive twitch.

"You see why he's mine?" Sophia asked Javier teasingly, her dark eyes alight with wicked promise. "My fiancé is all mine to play with…"

"Yes ma'am," Javier agreed shakily even as his lips curled up in a smirk that promised there would be more of this in my future. "All yours Soph, but I think we'll all be having a lot of fun together very soon…"

And I could only shudder helplessly and hope he was right, even as dread pooled sickeningly in my gut at the same time.

Sophia and Javier were sprawled in their current spots in various states of dishabille as I tried to catch my breath, my head spinning from the intensity of what had just happened between us.

The musky scent of our releases hung heavy in the air, making my nostrils flare as I struggled to calm my racing heart.

Sophia was the first to stir, shifting to prop herself up on one elbow as she gazed down at me with a languid smile that spoke of immense satisfaction. She was satisfied with my behavior, which I liked.

Her fingers still toyed with the cooling streaks of cum on my abdomen as if she couldn't bear to stop touching me. I made such a mess it was embarrassing.

"You see what you do to him, Javi?" Sophia murmured, her voice a low, intimate purr that sent a shiver down my spine even as my spent cock twitched weakly. "He's just so responsive to the slightest bit of stimulation. What you did to him wasn't fair at all."

"Mmm, I noticed," Javier drawled lazily from his own sprawled position on the stage a few feet away. His green eyes glittered with mischief and unchecked lust as they flicked over my prone form, taking in every flushed and glistening inch of me. "And look at him—he can barely think straight after one little show."

It was true, but it wasn't my fault either, I thought as I swallowed hard against the lump in my throat, squirming self-consciously under Javier's intense scrutiny even as Sophia continued to stroke along my sensitized flesh with firm caresses.

It felt good, yes, but also overwhelming in the way it made me feel completely bared before him. Part of me wouldn't have it any other way.

"And I bet he would come completely undone if we really put some effort into breaking him down," Sophia mused, her fingertips circling my nipples until they pebbled. "Wouldn't you, mi amor? Wouldn't you like us to feminize you into our perfect little sissy…?"

I gasped at that, my eyes widening as my mind reeled with shock and something I was too afraid to name. Feminization had always been my deepest, darkest fantasy—one that I had never dared to voice aloud to anyone let alone Sophia, who would surely scoff and dismiss it as a ridiculous notion.

But here she was, saying it so casually as if it were the most natural thing in the world… and Javier looked just as eager at the idea if the hungry gleam in his eyes was any indication.

"Yes please," I heard myself whisper even as a fresh rush of heat flooded my face. My cock gave a valiant twitch between my legs and Sophia hummed approvingly. Part of me didn't know what I was getting myself into.

"Oh, he would, Soph—look at him squirm!" Javier crowed even as he stretched, the play of muscles under his gleaming skin a thing of pure beauty. "I told you he was just gagging for it…"

"I believe you," Sophia chuckled huskily, her hand drifting down to cup me. "And I can't wait to give him exactly what he wants."

She rolled my balls gently in her palm and I jerked with a sharp cry, my eyes slamming shut as the pleasure bordered on pain. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes and I shuddered helplessly in her grasp.

"Please Sophia," I whimpered out, barely recognizing the broken sound of my own voice. "I want you to feminize me so badly…"

Should I be saying stuff like that? I asked myself. I realized I didn't know the answer.

"And we will baby, we absolutely will," Sophia cooed, leaning down to murmur against my parted lips as she continued to toy with my most sensitive parts. Her teeth nipped at my bottom lip and I yelped, arching off the couch cushions. "Javi and I are going to make you into the perfect little sissy—dolled up in lace and silk… your pretty hair all done up just for us…"

I keened lowly, my cock pulsing hard as I envisioned myself as Sophia described—all soft and feminine looking, draped in diaphanous fabrics that clung to every curve of my slim body.

Sophia chuckled at my reaction even as she sucked a dark hickey into the side of my throat just below my ear. The sharp sting made me cry out and I could feel Javier's approving gaze on us even as he palmed himself lazily.

"Oh Soph—he is going to be so sweet when we're done with him," Javier groaned out, his voice a low rumble that sent heat rushing straight to my groin. "I can hardly wait to see you dress him up all pretty for me…"

"Yes," Sophia purred, nipping sharply at the hickey she had just made before soothing it with her tongue. "We are going to have such fun turning our little Ethan into the perfect woman for us…"

"Please," I begged, my head thrashing from side to side on the cushions even as fresh arousal coiled hot and heavy in my belly. Tears streamed down my flushed cheeks but they were tears of need now rather than shame or fear. "I'll do anything, be anything you want—just please feminize me…"

And just like that, I was letting out that it was my deepest fantasy. They both knew now.

"We know baby," Sophia murmured as she stroked along the weeping head of my cock with deliberate slowness. The pleasure was agonizing and ecstatic all at once. "You're going to be such a good sissy for us, I just know it."

As I panted and twitched on the cushions beneath Sophia's sensual touch, her hand stroking along my straining erection with maddening slowness, I heard Javier hum thoughtfully from his perch on the stage.

"You know Soph," he began, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine even as Sophia continued her teasing caresses. "As much as I love the idea of our Ethan in a lacy negligee or sheer robe…" He trailed off with a smirk and I shuddered, biting back a pleading moan. The thought of being draped in delicate fabrics that left little to the imagination was both embarrassing and arousing.

"Yes?" Sophia prompted with a chuckle as she circled my sensitive cockhead with her thumb and made me gasp sharply. She knew how to torment me so well. My hips bucked up into her touch and she purred in approval at my responsiveness.

"Well, I think the real question is, which little sissy outfit would you like to see him in first?" Javier pressed on, his eyes glittering with wicked promise as they raked over my trembling form. "I'm picturing him all dolled up in a cute French maid uniform, frilly apron and all…"

My breath caught at that, a bolt of lust spearing straight to my throbbing cock at the image Javier conjured. The thought of prancing around in such an adorably slutty little outfit for their benefit had me squirming helplessly against Sophia's palm.

And they knew that their words were going to have this effect on me.

"But then again," Javier continued with a grin, "a tight, short-skirted schoolgirl uniform might be even better…" His gaze dipped to the juncture of my thighs, appreciating my swollen balls tightening at the mere suggestion.

"Mmm, that does have a certain appeal," Sophia mused, her voice a husky murmur as she squeezed me. "All that creamy skin on display… the tiny skirt riding up to flash his lacy panties with every little hop and skip…"

I whimpered, my head thrashing from side to side on the cushions even as my cock pulsed in Sophia's grasp. The imagery they painted was almost too much to bear—and yet I couldn't get enough of their filthy promises.

"Oh! And we can't forget the classic librarian look!" Javier interjected, his eyes sparkling with mischief and unchecked arousal as he watched us together. "A prim little twinset over a pencil skirt, a sensible bun, and those cute little glasses…" He licked his lips, palming himself lazily as he envisioned it.

"Mmm, I do love the idea of him prancing around in a sexy little maid outfit first," Sophia replied even as she stroked me with increasing firmness.

Each pass of her fingers made my balls draw up tight and my hole clench hungrily on nothing. "Something short and frilly with a flirty skirt… maybe even a tiny apron to emphasize how much of a cock-hungry little slut he is for us."

I cried out sharply at that, my hips bucking off the couch cushions as if I had been burned. The words stoked something deep and dark inside me—the need to be seen as Sophia's perfect little cumslut, dolled up in lace and ready to serve.
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"Then maybe we can move on to the schoolgirl uniform again," Javier proposed with a low groan, pumping his cock faster as he watched my reaction. "I want to see him prance around in a pleated skirt so short it barely covers his ass and flashes his panties every time he bends over…"

Sophia purred her agreement even as she rolled my sensitive balls in her palm, making me wail in both agonized pleasure and desperation.

"Oh yes," she breathed out, nipping sharply at the tender skin of my inner thigh. "We'll have to get him a pair of those cute little saddle shoes to really complete the look…"

As they continued to discuss my potential outfits and the things they planned to do to me, I shuddered on the couch, completely lost in a haze of pleasure and humiliation.

I had never been so aroused and simultaneously mortified by the dirty words that spilled from their lips.

They were going to feminize me into the perfect submissive sissy and it was going to be everything I ever dreamed of and more.

"Please Sophia," I begged, my voice a broken whimper as she pumped me with increasing speed. "I want to be your perfect maid—your slutty little sissy who services you in nothing but the skimpiest little outfits…"

"Yes cariño, you will be," Sophia promised as she leaned down to murmur hotly against my ear. Her teeth grazed the sensitive skin there and I jerked with a high keen of need.

"You will prance around this house in barely anything at all while we use you for our own pleasure…" Javier groaned out from his spot on the stage, his eyes riveted on where Sophia gripped me.

"Just imagine how pretty you'll look with a nice, neat row of hickeys down your neck and chest, marking you as ours…" Sophia purred, her mouth moving to suck hard at my throat just above my collarbone. The sharp sting made me buck up into her fist, sobbing for release.

"Yes! Mark me, please!" I begged even as I writhed beneath the dual assault of her sucking mouth and stroking fingers. My cock throbbed in her grasp, the heavy vein along the underside pulsing against her thumb.

"And maybe we can have him suck you off in that maid outfit," Sophia continued casually even as she squeezed the base of my cock almost painfully tight. The sudden lack of pressure had me howling and trying to thrust up into her touch for more friction.

"I think you're onto something there Soph," Javier agreed. "Nothing sexier than watching our pretty little sissy choke himself on my cock while wearing the sluttiest little costume…"

"Mmm yes, we can have him do all sorts of things in his outfits for us," Sophia murmured against my sweat-slick skin as she continued her teasing touches. "He'll look so cute serving us drinks in a skimpy flight attendant uniform or bending over in a tiny cheerleader skirt while you take him from behind…"

I whined at the filthy imagery, my eyes rolling back in my head as I pictured it all in vivid detail. The way Sophia stroked me from root to tip with deliberate slowness was driving me absolutely mad with need.

"Yes please, I'll be whatever you want," I gasped out between choked sobs of pleasure that bordered on agony. "I just want to make you both feel good…"

"Such a good slut," Sophia crooned as she rolled her palm over my leaking head and collected the beads of pre-cum. Her touch grew more purposeful then, squeezing me with firm pressure before twisting her wrist.

The dual sensations made me thrash in earnest against the couch cushions and Javier groaned, his eyes blazing with hunger as he watched me break apart beneath Sophia's skillful hand.

"You see how desperate he is for it?" He panted out even as he pumped himself to completion, his heavy balls drawing up tight. "Our sweet Ethan knows what he wants…"

"Mmm, he does," Sophia agreed even as she worked me harder and faster, determined to push me over the edge. The slick sounds of her stroking my cock filled the room, mingling with Javier's guttural moans of impending climax.

"Yes, Sophia! Please please let me cum!" I sobbed brokenly, my fingers scrabbling uselessly at the couch cushions as I teetered on the brink of something utterly shattering. "I'll be your perfect sissy, I promise!"

"Then do it cariño," Sophia commanded as she squeezed me right at the base and pumped me furiously with her other hand. "Come for us just like that—show us what a good little slut you are…"

And with that permission, I came screaming her name as my cock jerked violently in her grip. Thick ropes of pearly cum pulsed out of me and splattered against my belly and chest even as Javier groaned loudly and followed suit, painting his own stomach and hand with his release.

We did it again. We were synchronized in a way I never thought possible until now.

Sophia purred, her voice a low, sultry hum as she milked me through the aftershocks with long, gentle strokes. My hips twitched beneath her touch and I could feel Javier's heavy gaze on my face, taking in every expression of ecstasy and awe as it passed over my features.

"That was so beautiful, Ethan," he praised as he came down from his own high, his chest heaving with exertion. "You're such a natural at this…"

I whimpered weakly in response, too overwhelmed by the force of my climax to form actual words. My body felt heavy and boneless, every nerve ending alight with the echoes of pleasure.

"Yes he was," Sophia agreed as she finally released my spent cock with a tender kiss to the tip that made me shudder weakly. "Our little Ethan is going to be such a good sissy for us… I just know it."

Later, as we stumbled back out onto the pier, I clung to Sophia's strong form as a dizzy haze of blissful euphoria threatened to overtake me completely. The cool night air washed over my flushed skin and I shuddered, my spent cock giving an exhausted twitch between my legs.

"Oh cariño," Sophia purred in my ear, her fingers tangling with mine as she guided me back towards the waiting yacht. "You did so well for Javier and me tonight. I'm so proud of what a good little sissy you are."

I practically preened under the praise, my cheeks heating with shy delight even as a fresh bolt of arousal shot through me at the dirty promise in her voice.

Being Sophia's perfect, obedient toy was quickly becoming my favorite thing in the world and I couldn't wait to see what she had in store for me next.

"There's no need for him to be embarrassed, Soph," Javier drawled from Sophia's other side, his deep chuckle rumbling through the air. "Look at how he thrives on being told exactly what a sexy little slut he is…" His hand rested low on my back, just above the swell of my ass, as he steered me alongside them.

I swallowed hard, my tongue darting out to wet my dry lips. The knowledge that they were both so focused on me, appreciating every little quiver and twitch, made my head spin most deliciously.

"Yes but see how he blushes?" Sophia teased, her fingers carding through my damp hair almost. "Our sweet Ethan is just too adorable for words sometimes."

"Mmm true," Javier conceded as we reached the yacht and started down into the main cabin. The space was dimly lit and inviting, with plush couches and gleaming wood accents. "But that's half the fun, isn't it? Getting him all riled up just to see him fall apart for us…" He gave me a little squeeze as he settled onto one of the couches and tugged me down with him.

Sophia laughed, perching on Javier's other side and draping an arm around both of us. "Oh most definitely," she agreed, leaning in to press a hot, openmouthed kiss to my cheek that had me gasping. "Speaking of getting Ethan riled up though…"

Her fingers drifted down my chest and abdomen before cupping me through my jeans and I jerked, a moan escaping me at the pressure even through the fabric. Javier chuckled darkly at the sound.

"I think it's time we got our boy here started on his special treatment regimen, don't you?" Sophia murmured. She rolled her palm over my still-sensitive cock and I whimpered needily, my hips arching up.

"Mmm yes," Javier rumbled, his own hand coming to rest heavy on my thigh, mere inches from where Sophia gripped me. "It will be so exciting to watch him shrink down into the perfect little sissy for us…"

Sophia hummed in agreement even as she reached for a sleek silver case on the coffee table before us. She snapped it open to reveal a row of tiny vials filled with an oddly viscous liquid.

The sight made me shiver, a strange mixture of apprehension and heady arousal coursing through my veins.

"Now cariño," Sophia purred as she selected one of the vials and held it up to the light, the contents glinting almost wickedly in the dim glow. "You're going to take this special medicine every day for the next few months and we're going to watch you transform right before our eyes…"

She unscrewed the vial and held it out to me with a steady gaze, her dark eyes glittering with promise. My heart pounded as I stared down at the innocuous-looking liquid, knowing that this was a pivotal moment—that once I swallowed this down, there would be no turning back from the path Sophia was laying out for me.

"Your balls will shrink away until they're just a cute little nub and your sweet cock will wither to practically nothing," she explained matter-of-factly even as Javier's hand crept higher up my thigh in support. "And then we can finally get you started on your feminization regimen—dressing you up in all those adorable outfits, pampering you like the princess you deserve to be…" Sophia's voice was almost dreamy with delight at the prospect.

I licked my lips, my eyes flicking from the vial to Javier's encouraging expression and back again. Taking this medicine would change me forever—but as I gazed up into Sophia's adoring eyes, I knew that I would do absolutely anything she asked of me.

"Please Ethan," Javier coaxed, his thumb brushing over my hipbone in a gesture meant to soothe. "Do this for us—be the perfect little sissy we know you're meant to be."

And with that, I accepted the vial from Sophia with trembling fingers and tipped it back, swallowing down the contents in one quick gulp even as a choked moan tore from my throat at the unfamiliar taste that flooded my senses.

"There now," Sophia praised as she recapped the empty vial and set it aside. "Wasn't that easy?" She stroked her fingers along my cheek tenderly even as Javier squeezed my shoulder, both of them radiating approval and pride in my willingness to submit.

I nodded weakly, a shudder rolling through me at the sheer intensity of their combined focus. The medicine was already beginning to churn in my gut, a warm tingling spreading outward from my core. I could only pray that the transformation would be everything we were all hoping for as I gazed up at them in trust and adoration.

"I love you so much," I murmured even as fresh tears of overwhelmed emotion pricked at the corners of my eyes. "Thank you for doing this for me—for making me into the perfect sissy I'm meant to be…"

"Oh cariño," Sophia breathed, her own eyes misting over with feeling. "We love you too—more than you could possibly know." She leaned in to capture my mouth in a deep, searing kiss that left me reeling even as Javier's fingers tangled in my hair.
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Over the next several weeks, I could feel the changes happening to my body, little by little. My cock, once proud and eager, began to shrink day by day until it was no bigger than a clitoris. Sophia, seeing that, couldn't stop talking about it. My balls, too, withered away until they were just a small, soft lump nestled high in my scrotum.

I never thought that, one day, I'd subject myself to such changes.

At first, the process was a bit painful—I felt achy and tender as my body underwent this transformation. But Sophia was right there to comfort me through it all. She held me close as we snuggled in bed each night, rubbing my belly and ass as they began to soften and round out, taking on a more feminine appearance.

"I just love watching your sexy little body change for us," Sophia purred as she ran her hands over my new curves. "You're becoming the most beautiful woman I've ever laid eyes on."

I blushed deeply at her words but also felt a thrill of pride and pleasure run through me. This was what I had always dreamed of—being the object of Sophia's lust and desire. People wouldn't have accepted my marriage to her if they had known this would happen. Knowing that she found me desirable in my feminized state only made me love and want her more.

As the weeks turned to months, my voice began to change as well—getting higher and sweeter, almost melodic in tone. Javier took great delight in teasing me about it, calling me 'Princess' and 'Dollface' with a wicked grin that had me preening and pouting in turn.

I loved the nicknames so much!

I knew he meant every bit of it in the best possible way. Javier was just as excited to see my metamorphosis into their perfect sissy as Sophia was. Once it was finished, they would ripe the benefits.

One night as we lounged on the deck of the yacht, soaking up the moonlight and sipping cocktails, Sophia and Javier regaled me with tales of all the cute outfits they had in store for me—frilly little maid costumes, short pleated skirts with matching knee socks, lacy garters and stockings to encase my slender legs…

Listening to their banter with growing excitement, my newly softened cock throbbed between my thighs, aching to be touched and pleasured. Sophia noticed my predicament and chuckled, reaching over to cup me through the gauzy material of my negligee.

"Why don't we give our little sissy something to help him relax?" she suggested to Javier with a wink. He grinned wickedly and leaned in to whisper in my ear as Sophia's fingers toyed with me through my panties. "You just lay back and let us take care of everything, dollface. Pretty soon you'll be our perfect little princess, dressed up and ready for anything…" I shuddered as Javier nibbled on my earlobe.

As the weeks turned into months, the changes in my body continued at a steady pace under the influence of the feminizing medicine Sophia had started me on. My slender frame became even more delicate and graceful, my hips widening to support my growing breasts. I couldn't believe that they were growing too!

At first, I barely noticed the slight swell of flesh that formed along the bottom curves, but soon it was undeniable.

Sophia couldn't keep her hands off me as I blossomed under her care. Her fingertips would trace the outline of my budding mounds as she kissed down my neck to the tops of my shoulders, leaving little love bites in her wake.

"I just love how you're filling out, cariño," she murmured against my skin, her breath hot and tingling. "Soon enough, these pretty little tits will be the perfect size for me to suck and nibble on as I please…"

I whimpered and arched my body, already feeling the ache of arousal coiling low in my belly at her filthy promise. My nipples had become incredibly sensitive over time and the merest brush of her fingers had them pebbling and straining against my thin nightgown.

As my breasts grew, I began to develop a slight curve to my lower back, the hollows above my buttocks becoming more defined as the globes filled out. Javier loved to trace the swell of my ass through my panties as we cuddled together in the evenings, his long fingers sinking into the plump flesh with possessive squeezes.

"Mmm you are getting such a nice round ass," he purred as I squirmed against him, my body on fire. "Sophia and I are going to have so much fun fucking you properly when the time comes. Me with my real, flesh and blood cock, and her with her strap-on."

The crass imagery made me gasp and clench around nothing, my spent little nub pulsing weakly between my thighs. Javier chuckled lowly at my reaction and captured my lips in a breath-taking kiss, swallowing my cries of pleasure.

My face had softened over the months as well, growing rounder and prettier with each passing week. My jawline became less angular and my cheekbones higher, giving me an almost ethereal appearance. Most people no longer recognized me, and I found that to be a plus!

Javier joked that I looked like I had been kissed by the gods but Sophia insisted that I had been kissed by her lips. And in my opinion, she was a goddess.

"My beautiful doll," she would coo over me as she brushed my hair back from my face. "Soon enough, I will be the envy of all the women when we walk hand in hand through the park together…" She pressed a tender kiss to the tip of my nose and I sighed happily, nuzzling against her body. It was so comforting.

There were many women who wanted to do what she had been doing to me, but they didn't have the guts to actually start.

That was why Sophia had been documenting and recording the entire process. Once it was finished, she would become an influencer in feminization.

With that, she would sell her knowledge and, with some luck, become rich.

There were so many sissy things I wanted to buy, but I didn't have the money. With our plan, that might change soon.

One lazy Sunday morning, I awoke to the warmth of Sophia's naked body pressed against my backside. This had become a common occurrence between us. Her arm was draped possessively over my midsection, her fingers splayed wide across my belly. I smiled, basking in the simple comfort of lying together peacefully.

Slowly, memories of the previous night's activities filtered back into my consciousness. Sophia and Javier had taken turns worshipping my body, lavishing attention on every inch of exposed skin. Their mouths and hands had mapped out my contours with reverent kisses and teasing caresses until I was writhing with pent-up need.

Eventually, Javier had positioned himself between my spread thighs, his clothed cock grinding rhythmically against my ass. Sophia had sat astride my face, her dripping folds hovering just beyond reach as she ground herself against my chin.

Now, as sunlight peeked through the cracks in the drawn shades, I marveled at how far I had come. Gone was the gangly youth who had fallen head-over-heels for his sophisticated older lover.

In his place lay a petite, feminine creature, molded to perfection according to Sophia's desires.

Sophia stirred behind me, her breath hitching as she registered my awakening. "Good morning, cariño," she murmured, nuzzling into the crook of my neck. Her lips brushed my skin, igniting sparks of electricity along my nerve endings.

"Morning," I replied, rolling over to face her. Up close, the differences in our appearances struck me afresh. Where she possessed sharp angles and smooth planes, I had developed softer, rounded edges. Even my movements carried a newfound gracefulness.

For a moment, we simply regarded each other, drinking in the subtle shifts that had occurred overnight. Sophia's gaze traced the line of my collarbones, lingering on the swell of my upper chest visible above the sheet. A faint blush colored my cheeks under her scrutiny.

"How do you feel today, my lovely sissy?" Sophia inquired, her fingers ghosting feather-light over the surface of my breast. My nipple peaked, betraying my heightened sensitivity.

"Amazing," I confessed, arching subtly into her palm. "Like I'm floating outside of my body… Like none of this is real…" I searched her eyes for confirmation, seeking solace in her unwavering devotion.

"It's very real," Sophia assured me, capturing my hand and placing it over her beating heart. "This journey we're embarking upon together… These changes you're undergoing… All of it stems from a place of deep love and commitment. Never doubt that."

Tears welled in my eyes at the raw sincerity of her declaration. Impulsively, I lunged forward, sealing my lips to hers in a passionate kiss. Sophia responded, her fingers threading through my silken tresses as she pulled me flush against her body.

We remained entwined like that for countless heartbeats, losing ourselves in the familiarity of each other's embrace. When we eventually separated, breathless and flushed, reality intruded in the form of Javier's booming voice from downstairs.

"Rise and shine, lovebirds!" he called. "Breakfast is served and I expect you two downstairs pronto!"

Sophia giggled, extricating herself from our cocoon. "Better hurry and grab a shower, cariño," she advised with a saucy wink. "Javier doesn't tolerate tardiness and I'd hate for him to discipline you…"

A tremor of anticipation raced down my spine at the implication of Javier's punishment. Part of me kind of wanted it, to be honest.

Eager to begin my day, I scrambled from the bed and dashed toward the en suite bath, Sophia's delighted laughter echoing behind me.

As the steamy spray cascaded over my transformed physique, I paused to examine my altered reflection in the fogged mirror. Smooth, supple skin greeted my curious gaze, interrupted only by the delicate tracery of fading bruises and hickeys scattered artfully across my throat and décolletage.

Proof positive of my lovers' ardent affections.

I didn't go out anymore. It was difficult to hide what had been happening to me from other people, and I didn't like answering their questions.

Turning this way and that, I marveled at the new proportions of my body. Looking very fine, I thought.

Slimmer limbs tapered into dainty wrists and ankles, contrasting beautifully with the swelling curves of my hips and rear. My waist cinched inward, emphasizing the feminine hourglass shape that had emerged over the preceding months.

Cupping my modest breasts in my palms, I noted with fascination how perfectly they fit within my grasp. The rosy buds of my nipples puckered against my thumbs as I experimented with different grips and pressures. Touching them was always a pleasure.

Already, I could envision the myriad possibilities for adornment - sheer bras, lacy balconettes, perhaps even jeweled pasties to accentuate my assets…

There were so many options I could lose myself in them.

Shaking myself from my reverie, I hastily completed my ablutions and donned a fluffy terrycloth robe. The plush material engulfed my frame, enveloping me in a cloud of comfort as I padded down the stairs in search of sustenance.

Upon entering the kitchen, I discovered Javier busily plating up a sumptuous feast—Belgian waffles drizzled with syrup, platters piled high with crisp bacon strips, and a pitcher of freshly squeezed orange juice awaited to quench our thirst.

It all really looked so good.

"Ah, Sleeping Beauty arrives!" Javier announced, sweeping into a dramatic bow. His eyes sparkled with mirth as they roved over my attire. "Looking ravishing as always, mon cher."

I felt the heat rise in my cheeks at his blatant admiration, ducking my head. "Thank you, Javier," I murmured, sliding into my customary seat at the breakfast bar. "Everything smells divine."

"So it should," Sophia chimed in, sauntering into the room clad in a scandalously sheer negligee that left little to the imagination. She leaned down to press a lingering kiss to my temple before gliding over to claim her own plate. "After all, we have a big day ahead of us…"

Javier raised an eyebrow, setting a heaping plate before me with a flourish. "Oh? Do share, ladies. I'm all ears."

Sophia exchanged a meaningful glance with me before addressing Javier. "Today marks a significant milestone in Ethan's transition," she explained, tracing idle patterns on the polished marble countertop. "One that requires a trip into town for some specialty shopping…"

Realization dawned swiftly on Javier's features, his pupils expanding with excitement. "Noooow, really? How exciting!" He bounced on the balls of his feet, scarcely able to contain his enthusiasm. "What sort of accouterments did you have in mind? Lingerie? Costume pieces? Perhaps a wig to complete the ensemble?"

Sophia merely smiled, allowing the suspense to build. "You'll see soon enough, querido. For now, let's enjoy this meal."
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As Sophia and Javier chatted excitedly about my upcoming shopping trip and the 'specialty accouterments' we would acquire, I couldn't help but feel a profound sense of longing deep within my chest.

It was something that had been bothering me a lot recently.

Though my body had transformed in countless beautiful ways—blossoming breasts, rounded hips, and soft, pliant curves—one fundamental aspect remained unchanged: my genitals.

My cock, once proud and throbbing with virility, had shrunken to an insignificant nub, little more than a sensitive patch of skin between my legs. And my testes, the vessels that once held the potential for conception, were mere wizened husks, nestled high and tight against my body.

I would never, however, possess the most sacred feminine gifts: a pulsing pussy to be filled, stretched, and ravished by my lovers' cocks; a fertile womb to nurture new life within me. That emptiness would always remain.

As I gazed down at my plate, suddenly devoid of appeal despite Javier's culinary skills, a bittersweet smile tugged at the corners of my mouth. The irony was not lost on me that, in order to become the perfect sissy Sophia and Javier desired, I had to relinquish the very traits that would have made me desirable as a man in my own right.

But oh how I craved them! To know the wet heat of my depths as it stretched around a thick shaft, fluttering and squeezing until my partner cried out in ecstasy; to feel my inner walls ripple and clench as I was filled so completely... And then, as that same lover spilled himself deep within me, to sense the moment of conception as potent seed mixed with my own fluids, quickening into new life...

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes even as I blinked them back. I could not, would not, let my melancholy overshadow this joyous occasion. Sophia and Javier had given me the body I had always yearned for, and their love was a precious gift beyond measure.

Perhaps someday, when I was complete in every way, Sophia might consent to be artificially inseminated with my essence.

We could bring a child into being that would embody all the beauty and strength of our love, our commitment... But for now, I simply had to be content with what I had, cherishing the transformations my body and spirit had undergone.

A few hours later, Sophia took my hand as we walked into the boutique, Javier trailing behind with a smirk playing on his lips. He was always happy and overconfident like that.

"Remember sweetie, we're here to find the perfect outfit for our first big reveal party!" She gushed.

I gulped, trying to calm my nerves, not that it was working. This was really happening, I was finally going to debut my new look! During this entire time, I'd tried some different clothes, but nothing that completed a whole new look. Today, that was going to change.

Sophia had insisted that Javier come along to help pick out the perfect ensemble. With his help, it was going to be perfect.

"I know it's scary," she whispered, squeezing my fingers. 'Scary' was underestimating what I was feeling, I thought. "But you trust me, right?"

She didn't need to ask me that question. Of course I trusted her; it couldn't be any other way.

"Yes Soph, always." I managed a shaky grin as we approached the front desk. In the meantime, my heart kept pounding in my chest. I felt like I was back in college and about to start an oral presentation. Not a good memory, I thought.

A chic salesgirl greeted us warmly, clapping her hands. Her reaction was almost too much. I didn't like overly happy people. There was just something about them that didn't feel right.

"Welcome! How may I assist you lovely ladies today?"

I blushed at being called a lady but held my head high. Sophia gave me an encouraging wink before addressing the woman.

"We're looking for something special," she began, her voice taking on that smooth, seductive tone that always made my insides quiver. "A sexy, sophisticated little number for my protégé here to debut in front of some very important guests."

That was putting it mildly, I thought. Not to mention, there were going to be only two people with me. My fiancée and Javier. They didn't want to share me with other people. Understandable, I thought.

The salesgirl's eyes flicked over to me, widening slightly as she took in my transformation. I resisted the urge to squirm under her scrutiny.

I couldn't help but wonder if she knew that I wasn't really a woman. But hey, did that even matter? As long as I looked like one, then I was one.

"I see," she murmured, a knowing smile playing about her lips. "Well, we have just the thing. Follow me!"

She led us through the racks of glittering gowns and shimmery cocktail dresses until we reached a secluded corner filled with delicate negligees, lacy corsets, and frilly panties. My eyes widened at the sight. There were just so many options.

Sophia cooed as she rifled through the lingerie. "Oh Javier," she breathed dreamily, holding up a gossamer nightgown in a rosy hue that perfectly matched her lipstick, "What do you think? Ethan looks good enough to eat out of a bowl, but we can make him even more irresistible…"

Javier whistled as he snatched the scrap of silk from Sophia's hands. He draped it over my shoulders with a flourish and I nearly choked at the feel of the cool fabric sliding over my bare skin. Also, his hands touched me slightly.

God, they felt so good and warm.

"Perfect," Javier declared with a wicked grin, "He'll be absolutely irresistible in this. Those pouty lips will look divine wrapped around my cock…" He winked at me and I bit back a moan.

The salesgirl laughed nervously before stepping forward to assist us. She might not have understood before what was going on with us, but now she did, or she had a pretty good idea.

Together they rifled through the lingerie, selecting a sinfully short silk robe and coordinating thong, bra, garters, stockings, and heels. I could barely breathe as Sophia draped me in each garment, her eyes gleaming with possessive pride.

I kind of thought she was going to take me there and then with her strap-on, consequences de damned.

When she finally stepped back to examine her handiwork, a slow, satisfied smile spread across her face. "He's exquisite," she breathed, "Simply divine…"

I shivered under her heated gaze and Javier groaned in agreement. His hot breath fanned over my neck. "You know Soph," he rumbled as he circled me slowly, drinking in every new curve and hollow, "We have to get him some wigs. He'd be stunning with a tumble of golden curls or a sleek bob…"

I couldn't help but imagine myself looking in a mirror with a wig on. Although I'd never have a pussy, I couldn't let that stop me from doing my best.

Sophia nodded, snapping her fingers at the salesgirl. "Chop chop!" She ushered us back into the main area of the boutique where we were greeted by an enthusiastic young stylist.

The stylist introduced herself as Mara and quickly assessed my current hairstyle with a critical eye. "Hmm, not too much to work with here," she muttered, fingers combing through my short, wispy strands. Uh-oh. I just hoped she was going to find something good for me. I didn't want to leave this place without a suitable wig. "But definitely salvageable."

She led us over to a large display of wigs in various colors, lengths, and styles. Javier's eyes immediately zeroed in on a silky black bob cut that hung just past the shoulders. "Ooh, Soph," he breathed, plucking it from the stand. "Imagine Ethan's porcelain skin framed by this sleek raven mane. It'll look positively sinful against those lush curves of his…"

And I couldn't help but agree more, I thought.

I shivered at the blatant hunger in Javier's voice and felt myself melt under the heat of Sophia's approving gaze as she took the wig from Javier and held it up for my inspection.

The rich black color did indeed seem to imbue my skin with a pearlescent glow, and the swingy style would bounce and sway with every movement.

"That's perfect," Sophia declared, tucking the wig beneath her arm as she guided me over to the next section of wigs. "Now let's find something that will show off his beautiful face…"

I trailed behind her, my body thrumming with a heady mix of nerves and excitement at the prospect of being draped in these feminine adornments. Javier followed and he was right behind me, one hand resting possessively on the small of my back as he leaned down to murmur in my ear.

"You're going to be our perfect little doll tonight," he purred, his fingers splayed wide over my hipbone. "All dolled up for Sophia and Javier to play with…"

I bit my lip against the surge of arousal that lanced through me at his filthy promise and felt Sophia's smile of satisfaction.

The next wig she selected was a lustrous honey-blonde bob with tousled bangs that would frame my eyes and a wispy fringe across my brow. The warm tones highlighted my blush and the delicate tracery of veins along my temples, making me look positively ethereal.

"Oh, this is stunning!" Sophia cried delightedly as she settled it on my head and adjusted the cap. "Look at you cariño, like an angel straight out of a Botticelli painting…"

I could only gape at my reflection, transfixed by how convincingly feminine I looked with the added length and color. By ignoring some things about me, I could almost forget I was born a man.

Javier made a choked sound that echoed somewhere between a groan and a moan. I didn't know which was sexier.

"Fuck me," he breathed, openly staring as he circled me slowly. And I thought: fuck him? He should be fucking me right now, actually. It should be the opposite! "I've never seen anyone so beautiful… And to think we get to undress you later…" He winked roguishly and I blushed harder. I felt so small in his presence. When he was all over me tonight, I knew it would be overwhelming. I would almost pass out.

Sophia merely smiled, pleased as punch with our reactions. She selected a few more wigs in varying shades of blonde and brunette before declaring us done. The salesgirl beamed proudly at having met our needs so perfectly.

At some point, she must have imagined that we were going to be difficult clients. She was relieved we were satisfied.

As we made our way to the checkout counter, I could scarcely believe my good fortune at being the center of their unbridled adoration and desire. With each step, the silky strands of my new wigs fluttered and danced against my skin like a sensual caress.

Sophia wrapped an arm around me as Javier handled the transaction with the salesgirl, and I leaned gratefully into her side, reveling in the solid warmth of her embrace. In this moment, with the promise of what was to come hanging heavy and exciting in the air, I felt truly cherished and protected.
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As we exited the boutique, Javier steered us towards a small side street where a cleaning supply storefront beckoned invitingly. What was he thinking he was doing? I asked myself before realizing that I was going to get the answer to that question soon enough.

I felt my pulse quicken in anticipation as he ushered Sophia and me inside, the bell overhead jingling merrily to herald our arrival.

"Javi, what are you doing?" Sophia asked with a knowing smile, her eyes sparkling with mischief as Javier shut the door behind us.

She probably already had a pretty good idea about what he was doing. She was just playing along.

The store was blessedly empty save for the three of us, affording us complete privacy. Javier flashed Sophia a wicked grin before turning his heated gaze on me, desire plainly written across his handsome features.

Oh god, he was going to eat me alive, wasn't he? He wasn't even going to wait until we were back home.

"What does it look like I'm doing?" He purred, advancing on me with deliberate slowness until he had backed me up against the counter. My breath caught at the predatory glint in his eyes as I felt the hard length of his arousal press urgently against my hip through the thin fabric of my new negligee.

Sophia circled around behind us, a low moan escaping her lips as she took in Javier's clear state of arousal. "Mmm, he looks absolutely deliciously frustrated," she murmured, reaching out to stroke along Javier's muscular back in long, soothing caresses. "You two go ahead and take care of each other while I watch. I want you both primed and ready for tonight's festivities."

Except that if Javier had his way with me now, I wouldn't have much energy left for tonight. But, it was okay. I couldn't stop him even if I wanted to.

My mouth went dry after hearing her words as Javier chuckled, one hand coming up to cup my face while the other fumbled with his belt buckle. "You heard the woman," he rasped, his voice rough with barely restrained need as he ground himself against me with purpose.

I whimpered at the feel of his thick, rigid cock rubbing along my thigh through his slacks. The heat radiating from his body was dizzying, and I could only stare up at him with wide, fevered eyes as he leaned in to nip sharply at my bottom lip.

"I'm loving this already," Sophia purred, her fingertips tracing the line of Javier's shoulders and biceps. Then, her eyes turned to me. "The way you're just letting him do everything and anything he wants... it makes me so hot seeing you fall apart like this…"

As she spoke, Javier shucked his pants and boxer briefs down his powerful thighs in one swift motion. I couldn't help but gasp aloud as his impressive cock sprang free mere inches from my face, thick and heavy and flushed a deep, angry red.

It was most likely too much for me.

God, I'd never seen anything so magnificent—or terrifying, if I was being honest with myself. It positively throbbed with barely restrained fury, the flared head an angry purple where it kissed the root of his shaft. A bead of pearly pre-cum welled at the slit, glistening obscenely in the fluorescent light.

I licked my lips, my mouth watering at the sight of his swollen cockhead. The musky scent of his arousal filled my nostrils and made my head swim with desire. I was no longer thinking—I was simply reacting.

No time for thinking when he was so thirsty for me.

"Oh fuck," Javier groaned as Sophia reached around to palm the thick globes of his ass, her fingers sinking into the firm flesh as she urged him forward against me. "You look like you could swallow me whole in that pretty little mouth of yours…"

I could, yeah, and so I didn't hesitate any longer, parting my lips eagerly to wrap them around Javier's turgid head. He cursed as I sank down over him with a moan, his hands coming up to grip my hair as he rolled his hips to drive himself deeper into my throat.

I relaxed my jaw and let him thrust, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes as he filled me completely. The taste of his flesh was heady and addictive on my tongue, salt and male and something distinctly Javier.

I wanted to drown in it, and I was, pretty much.

"Mmm yes baby, just like that," Sophia crooned, her voice dripping with approval even as she stroked along the smooth planes of Javier's back and shoulders. "Take our stud nice and deep, let him use that pretty little mouth any way he wants…"

Javier growled low in his throat, his grip on my hair tightening as he began to pump his hips in earnest, fucking into my mouth with purposeful thrusts.

He wasn't showing me any mercy.

The vulgar slurping noises that filled the small room only seemed to spur him on faster and harder, until spit dripped down my chin and my nose flared with every harsh exhale.

I could feel the tension coiling in his body as he neared his peak, his muscles drawing taut beneath my wandering hands. "Oh fuck, I'm going to cum so hard down that tight little throat," he panted out through clenched teeth, his voice a strained rasp.

"Give it to him Javi," Sophia urged hotly, her fingers dancing along the cleft of Javier's ass before dipping teasingly between his cheeks to stroke over his taint. "Fill our sweet sissy up with your seed and mark him…"

With a hoarse shout, Javier obeyed her command, slamming balls-deep into my mouth and flooding it with spurt after spurt of scalding cum. I gulped frantically, swallowing him down like a man starved even as my eyes rolled back in sheer bliss at the exquisite taste of him coating my throat.

Sophia cooed, massaging Javier's spasming cock through my stretched lips as he rutted into me one last time before withdrawing with a shuddering groan.

A pearly strand of semen connected us briefly before snapping, and I could only whimper weakly at the loss. I was only sad that it finished so quickly.

"That was so fucking hot to watch," Sophia breathed, her voice thready with unmistakable desire as she hauled me up into her arms and crushed her mouth to mine in a burning kiss. "Tasting Javier on your lips is almost better than tasting him on my fingers…" She licked into my mouth hungrily, savoring the mingled flavors of us both.

And the best thing about this was that none of us felt jealousy.

Javier slumped against the counter behind us, still trembling with the force of his release even as he chuckled breathlessly into Sophia's neck. "Christ, Soph," he gasped out weakly, his large hands kneading into the soft globes of my ass, "You're going to be the death of me at this rate… But what a way to go…"

Sophia merely laughed, nipping at Javier's jaw before turning her attention back to me. Her dark eyes gleamed with undisguised lust as they raked over my disheveled form, taking in every flushed cheek and kiss-swollen lip.

"You're absolutely ravishing," she murmured fervently as she cupped my face between her palms. "All I want to do is devour you whole…" And soon, tonight, she would do that.

She pressed her lips to mine once more, pouring all of her desire into a single, all-consuming kiss that left me dizzy and aching with want.

I wanted to eat her out and make her gush all over my face. Oh, how the mere thought of that happening turned me on so fucking much.

When Sophia finally pulled away, it was to murmur hotly against my ear, "I hope you're ready for a very long night, mi amor. Because once Javier is done recovering…" She punctuated her words with a pointed squeeze of Javier's flaccid cock even as he groaned in renewed interest. "It's going to be nonstop sissifying pleasure until dawn breaks…"

Sophia wrapped me snugly in her arms as we stumbled back out into the street, Javier following close behind with a satisfied grin plastered across his face after making himself decent. His release had been intense and I was still reeling from the force of it.

And the taste, oh my god. I didn't think it was possible to erase it from my mind.

"I can hardly believe how far you've come since we started this change in your life," Sophia murmured against my neck, her breath hot against my skin as we waited for our Uber to arrive. "Looking at you now, no one would ever guess that you were born a man."

Javier chuckled and leaned in close on Sophia's other side, his large hand coming to rest over the small of my back. "Oh, I think some people might notice," he teased with a wink. "Especially with this beautiful ass on display…" His fingers dipped between my asscheeks and I shivered at the intimate touch.

Sophia sighed, her eyes turning soft as she gazed down at me with open adoration.

"Mmm but I do wonder what your parents will think when they see you for the first time like this," she mused aloud, almost as if thinking out loud to herself. "Will they even recognize their own son?" A knowing smirk tugged at her lips as she pressed a tender kiss to my brow.

I could only shrug helplessly in response, too overwhelmed by the events of the day and the feel of my lover's body pressed against mine to give voice to the myriad emotions swirling inside me. The thought of facing my parents like this was both terrifying and exhilarating.

Truth be told, I knew how they would react, and I didn't want to go through it. However, it was beyond my control.

Sophia seemed so certain that they wouldn't believe their own eyes when they saw me that I almost wanted to believe her. Almost.

Then, maybe I could start fresh with them and get rid of all the emotional baggage. It was just wishful thinking, though.

"They won't," Javier replied, his deep baritone rumbling through his chest where it met mine. "No one will ever mistake you for anything other than Sophia's perfect little bride-to-be after tonight."

Sophia nodded, her eyes gleaming with mischief and excitement. "Yes! And what a bride she will be!" She exclaimed. "With your luscious body draped in pink lace and satin, your golden curls cascading down your back as you glide down the aisle on Javier's arm to meet me beneath the altar…" Her voice dropped to a husky purr at the end of her vision.

"Mmm yes," Javier groaned his approval even as he nipped playfully at Sophia's shoulder. "I can already imagine it all—the beach strewn with pink rose petals, the surf sparkling in the sunlight as you float towards me on a bed of delicate shells and coral…"

I gasped at the vivid imagery they conjured, my mind immediately filling in the details—velvet petals brushing my bare skin as I walked, my gossamer gown fluttering around my ankles with every step. Pink lace garters and stockings, a jeweled tiara glinting in my hair beneath my veil… It was breathtaking.

"Oh god, Soph," I whimpered, arching into her as my body pulsed with heat at the thought of our wedding night finally coming to fruition. "The things you do to me…"

Sophia smirked, rocking me gently in her arms as Javier's fingers continued their lazy exploration of my lower half. The caress of his large hand over my ass and down the backs of my thighs felt so good, so right.

"Well I'm going to be doing a lot more of that tonight," Sophia promised as the Uber pulled up to the curb in front of us. "But first, we need to get our bride-to-be cleaned up and ready for her big debut…"

And with that, she swept me into the backseat of the car and Javier climbed in after us, his eyes gleaming with barely restrained hunger as he gazed down at our entwined forms.

I could only cling to Sophia and pray that I had the stamina to survive the night ahead, because there was no doubt that they would absolutely destroy me—in the best way possible, of course.


Chapter 8













Sophia and Javier ushered me into Sophia's spacious walk-in closet, my eyes spotting too many garments and glittering accessories. There really were too many. I couldn't even name most of them.

I could also barely contain my excitement at the prospect of dressing up in something special for them tonight. And to think that I'd been hiding this part of me for so long. I was so stupid.

Sophia rifled through a nearby drawer and withdrew a gossamer slip, holding it up for me to admire. The delicate fabric was an enticing shade of blush pink, trimmed with black lace along the hem and sleeves. "This will be perfect for your first layer," she purred, draping the slip over my bare shoulders.

I'd already removed my clothes after entering her home. My body was 100% ready for the transformation.

As I slid my arms through the straps and smoothed the cool material down over my curves, Sophia busied herself selecting a matching bra and panty set from the drawer. The lacy confections were made of an even more sinful shade of black, with delicate floral embroidery adorning the cups and hip panels.

I was going to look like a librarian, yes, but in a very sexy way. Most people would find it totally scandalous, which I loved.

"I think you'll find these quite comfortable," she murmured as she guided my arms up to fasten the clasp behind my back. The delicate lace molded itself to my budding breasts like a second skin, and I couldn't help but shudder at the sensation of being encased in such sensuality. It really was something else. Imaginable before it happened, I thought.

Next, Sophia selected a pair of sheer thigh-high stockings and a garter belt, helping me into them with reverent hands. As she snapped the straps into place along my thighs and hips, I felt like a living doll, there to be adorned for their pleasure.

And that was pretty much the case, wasn't it? I was under their mercy. They could do anything to me, and I'd let them.

Javier lounged against the doorway, watching our every move with hooded eyes. He was just waiting for the right moment to have me all for himself.

He'd stripped down to nothing but his boxer briefs, his impressive erection tenting the thin cotton in a clear display of his arousal at the scene. His dick really was so big. I could still feel as though it was inside my mouth.

"I'm loving this," he rumbled, palming himself through his underwear. "You look absolutely ravishing, cariño…" Sophia flashed him a sultry smile as she reached for a pair of lace-topped stay-up stockings to complete my legwear ensemble.

One piece at a time, we were getting closer to completing my new look, and I couldn't be happier. My heart was pounding with excitement.

As I stepped into the stockings with Sophia's assistance, Javier straightened up and sauntered over to where we stood, his gaze raking over me. "Mmm, look at you," he groaned, running his hands over the lacy tops of my thigh-highs. "Good enough to eat… It's getting difficult to keep myself under check."

Sophia merely laughed, plucking a short, flirty skirt from its hanger and holding it up for our inspection. The skirt was made of a textured black fabric with a subtle sheen, the hemline ending well above mid-thigh in a playful, flirtatious cut.

"This will show off your lovely legs and give Javier easy access to that sweet ass," Sophia teased, helping me step into the skirt and tugging it up over my hips. I was happy that only the best considerations were crossing her mind right now.

The skirt clung to my curves like a second skin, the fabric soft and cool against my overheated flesh. Even if we were outside and it was snowing, I'd still be feeling the same way.

Javier growled low in his throat at the sight of me, his eyes glinting with wicked promise as he circled behind me and palmed my ass through the thin barrier of my panties. I gasped aloud at the bold touch, my hips rocking back into his hand.

He knew I was going to have that reaction.

Sophia selected a simple black button-up blouse next, the sleeves short and the cut snug enough to highlight the swell of my newly rounded breasts.

They were still nothing to write home about, but better than what I had before.

As she fastened the buttons up my front with deliberate slowness, Javier leaned in close, his stubble rasping against my cheek as he murmured hotly into my ear.

"Mmm I really love seeing you dressed like this," he purred, his fingers dancing along the bared expanse of my collarbone. "It's almost enough to make me want to ravage you right here and now…"

My eyes widened right in that instant. Was he really going to do that? He wasn't even going to wait for the right moment? He was getting more impatient with each passing second, I could tell.

Sophia merely chuckled, reaching up to wind her fingers into Javier's dark hair. No matter what he said or thought, she wouldn't feel jealous.

"Patience, my love," she cooed, pressing a kiss to his temple. "We have all night to play with our pretty little doll…"

Javier groaned but conceded the point, allowing Sophia to steer him back out of the closet with a firm grip on his wrist. I trailed after them in a daze, my skin flushed and tingling.

As we entered the bedroom proper, Javier strode over to the bed and sprawled across it languidly, his erection straining obscenely against the confines of his boxer briefs. I couldn't stop staring, and he knew that.

Sophia followed him a moment later, perching on the edge of the mattress with one leg tucked up beneath her.

"Come here, cariño," she called, crooking a finger at me. "Let Javier and I take a proper look at you…"

I obediently crossed the room to stand before them, turning slowly so that they could admire my new outfit from every angle.

Javier whistled as he took in the way the skirt rode up over the swell of my ass, the lace tops of my stockings peeking out above the hem.

"That's perfect," Sophia declared, rising from the bed to circle me like a cat stalking her prey. "The only thing missing is your hair…" She reached up to pluck a blonde wig from its stand, holding it up for my inspection.

The wig was a honey-blonde bob with tousled bangs that would frame my eyes and a wispy fringe across my brow. The lustrous locks gleamed under the light, inviting me to imagine how they might feel draped over my skin as Javier and Sophia worshipped my body.

As Sophia secured the wig on my head, Javier shifted to kneel on the bed behind me. His large hands settled on my hips, guiding me back against his broad chest as he nuzzled into the curve of my neck.

"There you go, dear," Sophia purred, adjusting the cap until the wig sat perfectly. "Now you're ready for your debut as our sexy little librarian…"

I shivered as Javier's lips skimmed along the bared column of my throat, his teeth grazing my pulse point before he sucked hard enough to leave a mark.

His hands slid down to palm the globes of my ass, kneading the soft flesh.

"Fuck, I'm going to love fucking you in this skirt," Javier groaned against my skin, rocking his hips forward so that I could feel the heat of his erection pressing against the small of my back. "Spreading you wide and taking you from behind like the perfect little sissy you are…"

Sophia merely laughed, leaning in to capture my mouth in a deep, filthy kiss that left me dizzy. My little nub that had once been my cock throbbed, needing more.

I moaned into her lips, my hands fisting in the fabric of her shirt as I clung to her for balance.

"Not much longer now, dear," Sophia promised as she finally broke away, her eyes glittering with unbridled lust and affection. "But first…" She glanced down at Javier's hands on my body, a wicked smirk curling her lips. "I think we need to establish some rules for tonight, don't you?"

Huh? What rules was she talking about? I wondered.

Javier hummed in agreement even as he continued his sensual assault on my neck and shoulders, his fingers dipping beneath the hem of my skirt. "For sure," he rumbled in approval. "Especially when it comes to how our doll here addresses us…"

Sophia gazed down at me with an intense, almost predatory look, her hand cupping my chin and tilting my face up to meet her eyes. "Starting now, when you speak to us, you will address Javier and me as Master and Mistress, respectively," she declared. There was no arguing with her, not that I wanted to, anyway. "We do what we want to you."

Javier's grip on my hips tightened, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he pressed himself more fully against my back. "Yes, you heard her," he purred, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. "From this moment forward, more than before, you belong to us. And in return for our care and protection, we demand your absolute obedience and devotion."

I swallowed hard against the surge of arousal that lanced through me at their words. He didn't have to say that twice. It was in my nature to obey.

The way they spoke, so dominant and sure, made me feel small and owned in the best possible way. I wanted nothing more than to keep the status quo unchanged, with me surrendered to all their wicked plans for me.

"Yes Mistress," I breathed, my voice trembling. "I understand completely. I will always refer to you as Mistress Sophia from now on."

Sophia's smile turned soft even as her eyes glittered with satisfaction at my acquiescence. She leaned in to capture my lips in a slow, sensual kiss that left me breathless and aching for more.

Kissing her was never enough. I always needed more and more.

"And you will call me Master Javier," Javier murmured against my neck as he continued his exploration of my body beneath the thin barrier of my clothing. "I want to hear it from those pretty lips every time you beg me to fuck you like the cock-hungry sissy you are…"

I whimpered and arched into him, my hands fisting in the sheets as I tried to anchor myself amidst the dizzying sensations they evoked within me. It didn't work well.

"Please Master Javier," I gasped out, my hips rolling back to grind against his pelvis. "Fuck your slutty little doll like she needs it…"

Javier groaned, his cock throbbing urgently against the cleft of my ass through the thin layers of fabric separating us. "Mmm I love the way you think," he praised hotly even as Sophia stepped back to admire her handiwork with a satisfied smirk.

"Such a docile sissy," she cooed, circling around us to take in every inch of my feminized form draped over Javier's much larger one. "And all dolled up…"
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Javier's hands slid down to grip my ass, kneading the soft globes as he ground his pelvis against mine. The friction of his erection rubbing over my ass had me whimpering and rocking back into him.

If I ever thought I could prove I wasn't a slutty bitch, then that was over now.

"Fuck it," Javier groaned. "I can't wait any longer to have you. I need to be inside this perfect little body now."

Sophia chuckled, reaching out to stroke her fingers down my spine. "Mmm he does have a point, cariño," she purred. "With the way Javier is grinding on you like a dog in heat... it would almost be cruel to make him wait any longer."

I thought they were going to keep me dressed as a sexy librarian for a little while longer. It seemed they weren't interested in that anymore.

Javier growled at the description but didn't disagree. Instead, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of my skirt and panties, yanking them down in one swift motion.

And just like that, the real party was starting.

I gasped as cool air hit my exposed skin, my hips jerking to help him remove the final barriers between us. Javier tossed the bunched fabric aside, leaving me bared from the waist down save for my thigh-high stockings and garter belt.

"You're so fucking perfect," Javier rasped, his fingers skimming up the backs of my thighs before cupping my ass in both hands. He squeezed and parted my cheeks, exposing the tight pink pucker of my hole to his hungry gaze.

Sophia licked her lips at the sight, a wicked gleam entering her eyes. "He's right, mi amor. You are mouth-watering..." She stepped closer, her palm sliding up the flat plane of my stomach to cup my modest breasts through my thin blouse.

I shuddered and arched my body, my nipples pebbling against her fingers. The sensations were overwhelming and I felt like I was drowning. Breathing was becoming more and more difficult.

"You look like you could eat her whole," Javier remarked, still massaging my ass. "Like a real live fucking snack..."

"That's because she is," Sophia replied with a smirk. She released my breasts to skim her fingers down my sides and belly before hooking them under the hem of my blouse. With a swift tug, she yanked the garment up and off, leaving me topless save for my delicate lace bra.

Javier groaned at the sight of my newly budding breasts, the rosy tips of my nipples straining against the gossamer fabric. "You're going to be the death of me," he breathed. "But what a way to go. Wouldn't have it any other way..."

Sophia merely laughed, trailing her fingers over the swell of my cleavage before dipping into the valley between my breasts to toy with the front clasp of my bra.

I bit my lip hard enough to taste copper as anticipation coiled tight in my belly. Were they really going to take me like this, right here and now? Without any preparation whatsoever?

As much as I thought the answer was absurd, it was like it was flashing right before my very eyes.

It was such a thrilling thought that I could barely stand it. My little nub throbbed between my thighs, aching for some sort of friction, though it wasn't going to get any.

As if sensing my desperation, Sophia flicked open the clasp of my bra with a deft twist of her wrist. The lacy cups sprang apart, baring my breasts to their avid gazes.

I whimpered as the cool air pebbled my flesh, my nipples tightening further under their collective stares. Sophia cupped the soft mounds in her palms, rolling and plucking at the sensitive tips until I was writhing against Javier's body.

He groaned, his hips bucking to grind his cloth-covered erection along my ass crack. "Sophia, hear me out for once," he pleaded. "Let me fuck her... I can't wait any longer."

I liked how they kept using the pronouns she and her with me. It just felt right.

Sophia smirked up at him even as she tweaked my nipples sharply, making me cry out. "Mmm I know, neither can I..." She licked her lips before leaning down to suckle one aching peak into her hot mouth.

I arched my back with a choked moan, my fingers flying up to tangle in Sophia's locks as she lavished attention on my breasts.

"Yes Master Javier, please!" I whimpered, my hips rolling back to rub my ass against his steel-hard cock. "I want you to fill me up so bad… I need to feel you stretching me open and finally claiming me as yours. I just can't stop thinking about that!"

Javier groaned, his hands gripping my hips tighter as he rocked against me. "Not yet, sissy," he warned. "First, we need to prepare you properly. Can't have you splitting in half on my fat cock, now can we?"

He was right, but before I could respond, Sophia spun me around to face her, her hands cupping my face firmly as she claimed my mouth in another devasting kiss. I melted against her, my tongue tangling with hers as she consumed me.

Meanwhile, Javier moved up behind me, his fingers delving between my ass cheeks to probe at my tight entrance. I tensed right away and groaned, unused to being touched there, but Sophia's muffled moan of encouragement helped me relax into the invasion.

Javier slipped a single digit inside, not encountering much resistance. He worked it in and out, gradually adding a second finger to stretch me even wider.

"Oh fuck that feels amazing," I gasped as he twisted his digits inside me, rubbing against that magical spot that made stars explode behind my eyelids. "More please Master Javier, I need more…"

"You greedy little slut," Sophia purred, her lips curving into a wicked smile as she watched Javier fingerfuck me. "Always wanting more, more, more… Well, we aim to please."

She grabbed my hair and forced my head down, presenting my mouth to her dripping pussy. I couldn't believe that she was already naked! When did she remove her clothes?

Instinctively, I stuck out my tongue and dragged it along her slit, relishing the salty-sweet flavor of her juices. It wasn't the first time I was doing this.

Above me, Sophia threw her head back with a wild moan, her hips bucking against my face. "Yessss, just like that baby," she encouraged, grinding her cunt against my mouth. "Lick your Mistress' pussy clean, get it all up in that pretty little mouth…"

She didn't have to ask me twice. I was already going to do it.

I dove in, my tongue plunging deep into her sopping channel as I lapped up every drop of her nectar. Meanwhile, Javier continued to pump his fingers in and out of my ass, his breathing growing heavier and more erratic.

All of a sudden, he withdrew his hand altogether, leaving me feeling empty and bereft. Before I could protest, I felt the blunt head of his cock nudging against my stretched rim.

"Here it goes, sissy," he grunted, grasping my hips securely as he began to push inside. "Get ready to scream for your Master…"

I opened my mouth to reply but all that came out was a wordless squeal as Javier buried himself to the hilt in one brutal thrust. Pain exploded through my body, my tissues stretching impossibly around his girth.

"Relax, slut," Sophia soothed, stroking my hair as she continued to ride my face. "Breathe through it, let your Master's big cock split you open…"

Like I really had a choice in that moment?

I did as instructed, anyway, focusing on inhaling deeply and exhaling slowly as the initial burn faded and a pleasurable fullness took its place. Soon, I was rocking back against Javier, my body craving more of that wonderful friction.

Javier set a punishing pace, his hips pistoning in and out of my ass with relentless precision. Every thrust drove him deeper, his thick cock dragging along my prostate and reducing me to a babbling, incoherent wreck.

"Harder, Master!" I begged, my voice muffled by Sophia's cunt. "Fuck me harder, please!"

Javier obliged with gusto, picking up the tempo until the slap of flesh meeting flesh rang out through the room. Sweat poured down his body as he powered into me, his balls slapping against my ass with every thrust.

Meanwhile, Sophia's orgasm built rapidly thanks to my relentless mouth. Her thighs clamped around my head as she ground herself against my tongue, crying out as she shattered.

Hot jets of her cum coated my face and mouth, and I swallowed it down, savoring the salty-sweet flavor.

Javier lasted a few more powerful pumps before burying himself balls-deep and unleashing a torrent of hot seed directly into my bowels. I screamed in ecstasy, my own release triggered by the feeling of his cum filling me up.

Collapsing forward, I panted and trembled as Sophia collapsed atop me, her body limp and sated. Behind us, Javier slumped against the wall, his chest heaving as he caught his breath.

"That was incredible," he rasped, reaching down to stroke my sweat-dampened back. "Absolutely fucking phenomenal…"

Sophia lifted her head to beam down at me, her eyes shining with adoration. "You were perfect, mi amor," she murmured, planting a tender kiss on my forehead. "Our little sissy is learning so well…"

I flushed at the praise, snuggling closer to her warmth. In that moment, I felt invincible, untouchable—a true queen among queens.

Until Javier ruined it, of course.

"Hey Soph," he piped up, his voice dripping with false innocence. "Since we're all sticky and gross now… how about we take a nice long bubble bath together and clean up?"

Sophia pursed her lips for a moment before shrugging. "Sure, why not? It's not like we've worn out our poor little sissy yet…"

I slid off the bed, my legs feeling like jelly from the intensity of our lovemaking session. I had to say, though, that calling what just happened 'lovemaking' was putting it mildly. It was a lot more than just that.

Javier took my hand, helping to steady me as we made our way to Sophia's expansive en suite bathroom. Not my first time there, obviously, but it felt different now.

The space was decorated with gleaming white tiles and silver fixtures, but it was currently a disaster zone, strewn with discarded lingerie and sex toys. It just added to the erotic ambiance.

Sophia was anything but someone who could control herself. She had urges just like anybody else.

Javier turned on the faucet, allowing the water to heat up and fill up the tub as he surveyed the mess with an amused grin. "Looks like somebody is still feeling the effects of her 'transgressions'," he quipped, winking at me. I blushed and ducked my head, feeling both embarrassed by my own wantonness but also immensely pleased. Not to mention, also so aroused I could climb up the walls.

Sophia sauntered in behind us, gloriously naked, her body still flushed. She pressed herself against Javier's back, draping her arms over his shoulders as she gazed at our reflections in the large vanity mirror.

"Mmmm, and it was all worth it for this," she purred, trailing her fingers down Javier's chest. " Watching you two fuck while I got my pussy eaten out was incredible."

I shivered at her words, my spent body reacting despite everything we'd just done. Sophia seemed to notice, smirking as she reached past Javier to cup my ass.

"Don't think you're done yet though, cariño," she murmured wickedly in my ear. "We still have all night ahead of us and I intend to use every second to drive you wild… Over and over again until you can't even remember your own name."

Javier groaned at her promise, his erection already stirring against my belly despite just having climaxed. "Goddamn Soph," he groaned. "The things you say…"

I whimpered, my knees weakening after hearing their plans for me. Javier must have sensed my growing distress, because he smoothly swung me up into his arms and carried me to the bathtub, Sophia following close behind.


Chapter 10













As Javier lowered me into the steaming water with careful tenderness, I couldn't help but moan as the heat enveloped my sensitized body like a cocoon. It felt heavenly. Even more than that. I didn't think I'd ever forget this moment.

"Hmm, don't mind if I do," my fiancée whispered.

Sophia climbed in after us, settling herself between my spread thighs so that I could drape my arms over her shoulders and press my forehead against hers. Javier joined us a moment later, his large frame fitting snugly behind me, caging me in.

"We have all night for playtime," Sophia murmured, stroking her fingers along my cheekbones. "Right now, let's just relax and enjoy each other's company…"

I melted against her soft body, nuzzling into the crook of her neck as I savored the feel of our naked skin sliding together beneath the bubbles. Javier's chest was a solid wall at my back, his arms curling around to splay across Sophia's belly and mine.

"I have to say. I've never experienced something quite like this. It's perfect," Javier rumbled in agreement, pressing a kiss to the juncture of my shoulder and neck. "Our little doll snuggled up between us while we enjoy some quality bonding time…"

I couldn't help but smile at the domestic bliss of our tableau—the three of us tangled together under the frothy surface of the bathwater, sated and content after our mind-shattering sex. It was like something out of a dream.

But the tranquility didn't last long before the air began to shimmer with renewed tension as Javier's fingers traced idle patterns across my soft stomach, inching ever lower with each pass.

"And what should we do to fill all that bonding time?" Sophia mused aloud, her eyes gleaming with wicked promise as she gazed down at me through her lashes. "Hmmm I can think of a few ideas…"

I licked my sand-dry lips, my pulse quickening with anticipation even as my body remained pliant and yielding between their larger frames.

Javier's cock had already begun to stir against my backside, hardening and thickening where it nestled in the cleft of my ass. "Whatever our little slut needs," he growled, his teeth grazing my earlobe. "Tell us what you want, sissy. Now. Don't make me wait. You know I don't like waiting…"

Sophia tilted my chin up with a delicate finger beneath it, her dark eyes boring into mine as she searched my face for some hint of desire. I swallowed hard against the sudden constriction in my throat, my heart fluttering wildly at the intimacy and trust inherent in their words.

"I... I don't know," I whispered, my lips trembling. "I just want to please you both so much... Whatever you want from me is fine…"

A slow, sensual smile spread across Sophia's face even as Javier groaned lowly in approval behind me. She leaned in to brush her lips across mine in the barest whisper of a kiss, her tongue darting out to taste my skin.

"That's what I love to hear," she breathed against my mouth. "You are so beautifully submissive for us. You're the perfect sissy. I don't have anything to complain about you..."

Javier echoed the sentiment with a pleased grunt, his hands roaming my body with increasing familiarity and intent now. Sophia's fingers crept down to tweak at my nipples, rolling the stiff peaks between her fingertips as she deepened our kiss into something far more heated.

"Hmm, delicious," she whispered.

"I'm happy you think that, Mistress. My goal is to please you. Both of you."

I then gasped and arched my body, my head falling back against Javier's shoulder even as I angled my chin up to maintain contact with Sophia's lips. Her tongue delved past my teeth to twine with mine, exploring every inch of my mouth while Javier's hands continued their sensual assault on my front.

As if orchestrated by some unseen force, Javier slid his hand down to cup my 'mound', his fingers parting me to circle the nub that had once been my cock. I keened at the direct stimulation, my hips bucking into his hand even as Sophia swallowed the sound with another hungry moan.

"Hmm, not going to let you make much noise right now. Don't ruin the moment, slut."

The water sloshed around us in a frenzy, droplets clinging to our skin and beading along our limbs, but none of us seemed to care about the mess anymore. All that mattered was chasing pleasure and fulfilling our own primal needs.

Sophia's free hand skimmed down my flank to join Javier's at my apex, both sets of fingers working in tandem to stoke my desire higher with every passing second. Their touches were almost too much to bear as they played me like an instrument, plucking at the strings of my lust until I was singing for them.

"Oh god, I can't… This is too much, but I love it so much…" I murmured.

I could feel myself rapidly approaching the pinnacle, every nerve in my body pulled taut and screaming for release even as my body writhed between theirs. But they weren't about to let me find it just yet—not when there was still so much more to be had from pushing me to the very brink of ecstasy and back again.

"Not right now, slut," Sophia promised, breaking away from our kiss with a wicked glint in her eyes. "Very, very soon, you'll get what you need most... but not until I say so."

Javier punctuated her words by curling two thick fingers inside me, his thumb pressing firmly against my nub in the perfect spot that made me see stars. I cried out at the intense sensation, my head thrashing from side to side as I begged incoherently for more.

"Master! Mistress please!" I sobbed, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes as they played my body like an instrument tuned only to their specifications. "I need it, I need to cum so much..."

Sophia didn't care, chuckled, and then pinched my nipple in retaliation for daring to make such a demand. "Ah ah, no begging until given permission," she whispered, her eyes flashing with warning as Javier's fingers continued their sensual torment between my thighs. "You're ours to do with as we please, and right now..." She leaned in to nip at my bottom lip. "Right now, I want to watch you fall apart over and over again until there's nothing left but a gibbering mess..."

"And now, how about something else?" Javier proposed.

"What do you mean?" Sophia asked.

"I want our sissy to suck me off. Been itching to unload in her pretty little mouth. I'm sure she's thinking the same thing too," he answered without holding anything back. He was only thinking about that. Javier was sluttier than I was.

Sophia's eyes flashed with arousal. "You always say the filthiest things. Good idea. I'm going to enjoy watching you two fuck again."

She then lifted my hips with a firm grip, shifting me around so that I was kneeling between Javier's muscular thighs. The new position angled my body perfectly to take Javier's impressive erection deeper into my throat as I bobbed along his shaft.

And so, without hesitation, I leaned down, stretched my lips, and put him into my mouth. Just like that, without preamble. No need for things that would only get in the way.

"Yes, just like that," Sophia cooed as she fisted her fingers in my hair and set the rhythm for my movements. I didn't think she was going to do that. "Take your Master nice and deep..." She didn't have to tell me twice. It was instinctual to me.

I moaned around Javier's cock, the vibrations causing him to let out a guttural groan and buck his hips upwards to meet each downward plunge of my head. "Fuck! Yes, that's it slut—choke on that big dick," he growled as I fucked myself on his thick length.

My hands gripped his powerful thighs, bracing against his sculpted muscles for leverage as I picked up speed, plunging down to take him hilt-deep with every pass of my lips along his impressive length.

Drool leaked from the corners of my stretched mouth, trickling down my chin to drip into the churning bathwater. It was all such a mess, but in a good way, I thought.

The obscene sounds of sloppy suction and Javier's harsh panting filled the humid air, mingling with Sophia's approving murmurs as she watched everything unfold before her. Her fingers crept around me to palm Javier's heavy balls, rolling the swollen globes in her hand in time with my bobbing motions.

I couldn't help but feel slightly jealous. I thought I was going to have his dick all for myself. But it was pretty evident she didn't care. She was selfish. Sophia always did what she wanted, and I loved that about her, actually.

"Mmmm, I love watching you service your Master like a proper little slut," Sophia purred, her tongue flicking out to trace the shell of my ear. "Look at you, gagging so beautifully on that big cock..."

I actually wished I could get out of my body and watch how I was doing. I wanted to know if there were things about my technique I could improve.

Pushing that thought aside, though, I whimpered and arched my back, my eyes rolling back as Javier's thick flesh pulsed against my palate. My own arousal was cresting rapidly, fanned by Sophia's lewd praise and the delicious scent of Javier's musk filling my nose with every deep breath.

Sophia seemed to sense my impending climax, her hand sliding down to stroke along the juncture of my thighs as she murmured in my ear.

She was looking for my little nub. Even now, despite its reduced size, it was still capable of providing her some level of pleasure. I couldn't help but feel happy about that.

"Not yet though, slut. Don't you dare cum until Javier fills your mouth with his seed first..."

I didn't even know if I was capable of cumming again. I suspected I couldn't, but didn't voice the thought, obviously. I just didn't want her to think I disagreed with her about something.

I mewled in protest but obeyed anyway, forcing myself to hold back even as Javier's thrusts grew more erratic and desperate.

He then grabbed my hair, replacing Sophia's hand, and his grip on it was tight, his hips jacking up to meet the downward surge of my head as he chased his pleasure relentlessly.

"There you go, oh—fuck! I'm gonna cum so hard," Javier grunted through clenched teeth, his abdominal muscles bunching taut beneath his sweat-slicked skin. "You better swallow every drop or you'll be in big trouble... Ahhh fuuccck..."

With a hoarse cry and his fingers tightening their grip on my hair, Javier slammed balls-deep into my convulsing throat and erupted, painting my tongue and palate with thick ropes of his salty, bitter seed. I swallowed, determined not to lose a single drop of his precious man milk even as my eyes watered from the force of his release.

Javier shuddered and groaned above me for several long seconds before finally slumping back against the tiled wall with a satiated groan, his softening cock slipping from between my lips with a wet pop.

It was a sad moment, but I couldn't do anything about it. All good things come to an end, after all.

I released him with a shuddering gasp, my mouth falling slack and panting.

Sophia looked on with undisguised hunger, her eyes glinting as she surveyed our mess. "Very good," she purred, reaching out to cup my chin and tilt my face towards hers so that she could examine my well-used features.

I supposed she was kind of worried that he ruined me too much, but it was fine. I was okay. I could still go for another round, no doubt.

A thin sheen of Javier's cum coated my lips and smeared across my cheeks, highlighting the fucked quality of my expression, though.

I could feel the weight of it dripping down my chin into the water below even as the taste lingered on my tongue. It was all him. The taste was uniquely his.

Sophia licked her thumb clean of a stray drop before bringing it to her lips with a moan. "Mmmm yes, I think our little sissy has more than earned another reward for that... Don't you agree, Javier?"

Javier's chest rumbled with approval behind me, his large hands coming to rest on my waist even as he nuzzled into the damp hollow of my shoulder. "Abso-fucking-lutely," he groaned, biting at my skin softly. "This slut deserves to have her tight little ass thoroughly ruined... And I'm just the man to do it..."

Sophia laughed even as she shifted to kneel behind me in the water, her knees spreading my thighs wide and exposing my most intimate flesh.

"I thought you might say that," she purred, her slick fingers parting my cheeks to trace teasing circles around my fluttering rim. "Lucky for both of you, I happen to have just the toy in mind to help with that... Something big and thick and textured that will open this slutty little hole up again. And I mean, even more than your prick did, Javier."

I keened at the promise in her words, my body clenching down around nothing as Javier growled his approval. I knew what toy she was talking about. It would be utterly devastating when it was penetrating me again.

And I couldn't wait to have every inch of it stretching me wide open and wrecking me.


Epilogue

A few years later…













I stepped up to the tampon aisle, my eyes scanning the myriad of boxes and packages before me. The fluorescent lights overhead cast an almost sterile glow over the products, but I hardly noticed them, focused as I was on selecting the perfect item for my needs.

"Mistress, look at all these choices!" I exclaimed, reaching out to pluck a box from the shelf. Using the term 'Mistress' in a public space felt okay for me. I didn't worry so much anymore about other people's opinions. "I can't believe how far we've come since that first time you helped me pick out my very first pair..."

She laughed softly, her hand coming to rest on the small of my back as she leaned in to examine the label. "And look at you now," she murmured. "All grown up and a regular pro at managing your cycle." Even though it was fake, I added for her in my own mind.

Fake or not, though, I didn't care. I just liked being a sissy.

"Ah yes," Javier chuckled from his position near the entrance, his sharp gaze sweeping the store for any signs of trouble. Given that some people didn't like me and could hurt me, he was protecting me. "Our little angel has come so far..."

He really was ever the protective one, always watching out for us and ready to intervene should anyone dare look at me crossly or make a derogatory remark about my appearance. This wasn't happening now, of course.

I couldn't have asked for a better husband.

"Here we are," Sophia announced, plucking a box from the shelf and handing it to me. "These should be perfect—applicator-free and extra absorbent for maximum comfort."

I accepted the package with a grateful smile, cradling it in my chest like a precious treasure. "Thank you, Mistress," I breathed, gazing up at her. She really did know me better than I knew myself.

She'd been together with me for a long time, so it wasn't very surprising.

Moving to the checkout counter, Javier fell into step beside us, his broad shoulders brushing against mine. "Everything good?" He asked, his voice pitched low for my ears alone. The sound was like it was made just for me.

I nodded, a soft blush staining my cheeks at the open concern in his eyes. "More than good," I assured him, lacing my fingers through his. "Just happy to be here with both of you, doing something so normal and domestic..."

He squeezed my hand, a knowing smile tugging at his lips. "Hmm, I feel the same way. We really are blessed, aren't we?"

Sophia hummed her agreement as she laid the tampons on the conveyor belt for the cashier to scan. "Absolutely," she concurred. "Our bond is unbreakable—the three of us, one happy family... Everything would be so different now if you hadn't taken the plunge."

I shuddered at the reminder, my free hand coming up to toy with the delicate gold chain that hung around my throat. The tiny charms that dangled from it—one for each year of our marriage—tinkled musically as I moved.

"It's hard to imagine now," I murmured wistfully. "But you're right... If not for that day, I would never have found the courage to accept who I truly am."

"And I never would have found the two people that make my life feel complete," Sophia added, playing with my nose before returning her attention to the cashier.

As we exited the store together a short while later, arm in arm and hearts full of love for each other, I couldn't help but feel a rush of gratitude for all the twists and turns life had taken to bring us to this point.




End of Book 4
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