
        
            
                
            
        

    
	My Sissy Education

	(A Reluctant Forced Feminization, Femdom, Sissification Novel)

	By

	Julia G. Slater

	 

	Copyright 2025 Julia G. Slater

	All Rights Reserved

	 


Note, all names, persons, and companies are fictitious and any similarity to real life is purely coincidental, except where otherwise agreed in writing between the author and the subject. This work is a dramatized true story, but all members consented fully to what took place. Nothing illegal ever took place.

	The right of Julia G. Slater to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988.

	Cover Photo Al

	 

	 

	 


Contents

	Author's Note

	More by Julia!

	Prologue

	One

	Two

	Three

	Four

	Five

	Six

	Seven

	Eight

	Nine

	Epilogue

	 

	 

	 


Author's Note

	This is what happens when my husband is on a business trip, all my bulls are either sick with COVID or also out of the country, and I have too much time on my hands. I'm horny and I need cock, and when I need cock, I get antsy and angry. So I write darker novels.

	This one might not appeal to a lot of you. It borders on a few fetishes which are not to everyone's tastes, but they are just fantasies, not real. Anyway, it gets pretty dark in places, so if you don't like that, then don't read it.

	By the way, if there are typos in my books, please drop me an email and tell me where (juliagslater@writeme.com). I don't really proofread my stuff because when it comes to smut-books like mine, you're kind of on a deadline otherwise you lose your place in Amazon. So I usually write, publish, and go back and fix later. I try not to have too many glaring errors, but you never know. Thanks.

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

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

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

	When I was growing up, there were two people in my life who I thought were the coolest people ever. My Aunt Tracy and her husband, Vince, my Uncle Vince. Aunt Tracy was mom's sister, and whilst mom was strict to me and a bit of a dullard, as parents generally are to their kids, Tracy and Vince were the cool couple who would do anything for their doting nephew, and whilst they never had kids of their own, they were always around to babysit, or take me on fun adventures, to theme parks and such.

	I was fifteen when Aunt Tracy passed away of breast cancer. Of course, my mother was devastated at the loss of her sister, especially at such a young age, but I think it destroyed me. For me, Aunt Tracy was perfect. Tall, long black hair, a curvy but firm body from the weight training she did as a time as a county champion female wrestler, but most of all, I loved her carefree attitude.

	When I was young, I didn't notice things like how people dressed and such, but when I hit puberty, these all became relevant. Suddenly I was noticing how Tracy dressed, her short leather or latex skirts, the little leopard-skin print crop-tops, her pierced belly, and so on. She was hot, but what surprised me that for her huge muscles and sexy look, she went for Vince as her husband, a man who worked with computers and was skinny as a rake. He was the nerdy guy with glasses who bullies at school told me never got the hot chick, and he had. So yeah, Vince was my idol.

	It took a while for all of us to get over the death of Tracy. Vince remained a regular visitor, even though he didn't have a blood-relative connection to us, he remained a good friend of the family. Then, around the time of my seventeenth birthday, Vince told us he had met a new woman.

	When I met Teri, I had expected a woman like Tracy, but instead, I was confronted by what seemed to be the polar opposite of Tracy. She wore long black skirts, and lacy blouses which buttoned up to the neck. Rather than being slender and firm like Tracy, she had a plump body, huge breasts, a huge backside, but I'll admit, her a bigger woman, she had a perfect figure-8 body.

	Teri got on with my mother like a house on fire. She gave me a vibe of traditional school teacher, but she actually worked as a lawyer. I won't deny that she was pretty. With wavy chestnut brown hair, high-cheekbones and dark green eyes, she carried a mysterious allure that I couldn't place. But her tips seemed tight, carrying a sadistic meanness to them that made me scared.

	Then one night, as I studied at home and she came to visit with Vince, she snapped at me. "Back straight!" She said with a firmness that confused me.

	"Huh?" I asked, wondering why she was snapping at me like that.

	"You slouch in such a way that your back is going to hurt when you get older." She said, her tone harsh, bitter. "If it's not corrected now, then you'll suffer later."

	I didn't like her. It wasn't that she was strict, but I just couldn't understand how Vince could go from hottie vixen to prim and proper conservative in one foul swoop. Tracy was so cool, but Teri was anything but. No wonder mom liked her.

	It was odd, but the way Teri spoke to Vince was exactly how mom spoke to dad. "Pick that up!". "You're such a slob!" "Don't you speak to me like that, or you'll see how I deal with you!"

	Growing up, I watched how dad meekly obeyed mom, bending to her whims and accepting how badly she treated him. I wished dad would stand up to her, but he never seemed to, always answered with, "Yes Ma'am." It bothered me that he was such a wimp, and now Vince seemed to be going the same way.

	As Vince began to let me down, two major changes happened in my life. One, Teri got a job down South in Exeter, so they moved far way. And two, I got a girlfriend. Her name was Cristy, she was blonde, pretty, but a bit on the geeky side.

	With thick glasses, and a bizarrely frumpy dress-sense, she was kind of ignored amongst her peers, but I saw past that. If she did away with the glasses, did her hair differently, and dressed for her body a bit more, she'd be the hottest girl in school.

	Cristy became my project.

	Now, it wasn't that I just asked her out. I had a circle of friends since Year Seven, with whom I played Dungeons and Dragons, or computer games. As members of the group began dating, it was only logical that we would want to, too, so as we were hanging out, I simply said, "Would you like to be, you know? More than friends?" I asked.

	"Sure." She grinned at me. Her braces had been removed a month or two ago, so her teeth looked good now.

	At first, it was all innocent stuff, kissing mainly, but then as we began to get more intimate, I convinced her to maybe reassess her wardrobe. Or rather, I said, "I'm getting older now and I'm going to go shopping for my own stuff, rather than my parents buying my clothes. Wanna join me?"

	Within a month of dating, she'd gone from long, flowery skirts and blouses, to short skirts, crop-tops and tank-tops, and contact lens instead of glasses. That was perhaps a mistake.

	Cristy was invisible in school for many years, as was l. When she began dressing more modern and lost the geeky look, suddenly, she was not just visible, but everyone wanted to know her.

	Cristy and I dated for six weeks in total before she left me for the high-school head boy, Kirk Pierce. She'd given me every single intimate experience, excepted intercourse, so I remained a virgin, whereas Kirk swiftly dealt with that for her.

	The annoying thing was, we agreed to remain friends, and that meant I ended up hearing about her relationship with Kirk, which left me distinctly heartbroken and frustrated.

	It also did something else. I knew what she looked like naked, and of course, I'd seen Kirk in the changing room after P.E., so at night, alone in bed, I began to imagine them together, and somehow, that became my fetish.

	Eventually, I needed to pick my three university choices, and given I wanted to study Al Control Systems and Computer Science, I picked the three best schools for that program, with one of them being the University of Edinburgh, the other two being Queen's College, Cambridge, and Imperial College London.

	For entry to Queens College, I would need at least two A* grades, with a third a minimum of an A, and I would need to pass an entrance exam, but it was worth the effort, because after leaving Cambridge, I'd be set for life.

	Imperial College would be slightly easier, but they required a good interview as well as good grades.

	Edinburgh would be the easiest.

	Immediately after taking my A-level exams, I realised that Queens was out the question. It wasn't that I didn't know the answers, I was just a slow reader, being slightly dysgraphic, so I missed out on the top grade. Then I became nervous in the interview in Imperial College because the woman interviewing me was this tough, strict woman with a pinched nose and glasses perched on them, so I stuttered most of the time. Edinburgh rejected me for no other reason that they had limited places and too many applicants.

	During my summer, I was dejected and lost, but my parents actually stepped up and took me on a nice holiday to Japan, which helped me clear my mind, and upon my return, mom had news.

	"So, your Aunt Teri knows someone in the University of Exeter admissions board and they have a space open for their Computer Science program, if you are interested?" Mom asked.

	The University of Exeter, not exactly the height of prestige, but definitely better than nothing. I actually breathed a sigh of relief. "Yes please!"

	"Okay, so I'll call her and setup the visit. You can travel down next week to have a look, meet the Dean and so on."

	"Thanks mom."

	The following week then, I took the train on Monday night to Exeter, where my Uncle Vince picked me up from the station. I'd be staying with them for a couple of nights, visiting the school on Tuesday.

	"How are you champ?" Vince asked, pulling me in for a long hug when he met me.

	"I'm well, thanks. Wish I made it into my choice universities, but I'm so grateful to Aunt Teri for setting this up."

	"Then tell her that, she'll be happy." He chuckled.

	We drove for a few miles out of the city into the countryside, and then down a long path to their secluded house. It was an old farmhouse, converted into something nicer, and the inside was modern whilst keeping the fitting style of the large cottage. I loved it. It felt homely whilst at the same time, classy and modern.

	The moment we arrived, Teri was out and hugging me. To my surprise, gone were the frumpy outfits, replaced by jeans and a T-shirt. In fact, she seemed a different person, all smiles, somehow more inviting than she previously seemed.

	After a nice meal, we sat on the sofa and spoke about the summer, then about school and how disappointed I was about not getting into Cambridge. For some reason, I had expected her to chastise me for not trying harder, but instead, she just smiled and said these things happen.

	"You really shouldn't beat yourself up." She said. "It's their loss, our gain in the end."

	After a couple of whiskeys, I began to relax and loosen up more, and finally, I said something that in the cold light of day, I probably should've kept to myself, but for her part, Teri didn't seem to mind. "Honestly, I thought you'd be pissed off at me for not getting into Cambridge." I chuckled.

	She smiled at me, and for a moment, I thought there was something more to the smile. "What good would that do?" She asked. I shrugged. "Did you try your best?"

	"l did."

	"So? Why would I be angry or upset with you?"

	"l don't know. You just seem, well, the type..."

	She laughed, an open mouthed raucous laugh. "Silly boy." She giggled, but then her face fixed a bit and she cocked her head as she regarded me. "Would you like me to be upset with you? Scold you? Tell you off? Would you feel better?" She asked quietly, almost seductively, at least, that was how it felt in my balls.

	"No...l mean... ' I shrugged, wondering what the hell I wanted. I looked at Vince who was smirking now, but looking away. "I'm just not used to you being nice." Again, that laugh. "I'm always nice. I'm just not one to waste time with pettiness.

	If something needs to be said, then I say it."

	"l see."

	"Though if it makes you feel better to have me scold you, then I'll take full advantage of that. Do you like when a woman scolds you, Daniel?"

	"No, of course not." I said quickly, but suddenly I was feeling cold, shivery, my endorphins making me feel sensitive, ready to get hard and yet somehow embarrassed.

	Again, she stared at me and smiled, and then nodded. "Well, time for bed. You have a long day tomorrow, young man." She told me. "No staring at that phone all night either, understood?"

	"Yes Aunt Teri." I replied.

	There were two spare rooms upstairs, and I was about to go in one of them, when Vince stopped me and moved me along to what would be my room for the next two nights. The room was pink, hot pink, and the bed was white metal. The whole room was extremely girlie. "Were you planning kids?" I asked, confused as to why the room was like this.

	"Oh, no, erm, just how the house came I think." He said, though I was a tad confused as to how the room looked so recently painted, but I didn't press. It wasn't my business anyway.

	As Vince said good night, Teri arrived carrying towels for me. "Set your alarm for seven-fifteen tomorrow. I'll be driving you into town because I'm going to work tomorrow. We will leave at eight sharp, so no tardiness, young man, is that understood?" She asked. There was the old Teri I knew, strict, firm, no flexibility, and yet, there was a slight smirk on her lips as she said it to me.

	"Sure." I replied, and when I did, she frowned a little.

	"Don't be late." She said again. "l wouldn't want to have to punish you."

	She grinned at me. "Good night, Daniel. Sweet dreams."

	Punish me? That was a bizarre comment, though I assumed it to be a joke, and yet, why did it turn me on so much to hear her say it? In fact, she had this strange vibe which really did things to me, made me tremble with fear, and yet, the fear felt, well...good!

	That night, before sleeping, I did what I always did, I masturbated. Usually, I thought of hot actresses and lesbian fantasies, but not this time. This time, my mind kept going back to Teri, except, now she stood in front of me in her frumpy outfit, the long shiny black A-line skirt, the lacy silk blouse buttoned up to her neck, her lacy covered boobs pressing hard against the bra and the blouse, two gorgeous, firm, heavy G-cup breasts defying gravity.

	"You were very naughty, Daniel." She said in my thoughts. "Bend over my knee, come on. Time for a spanking!"

	"Yes Ma'am." I replied dutifully.

	And then, she spanked me, one after another, and I rubbed my cock, imagining being naked over her knees as she punished me, telling me I was a bad boy, a naughty, dirty, bad boy.

	I came hard than I'd ever cum in my life. Never had I cum like that before, and yet, my dick was spraying like nothing before. And then, I fell asleep, wondering what the fuck was wrong with me.

	 

	 


One

	The university was better than I expected, with first-class equipment and a solid plan for introducing students to Al. But that wasn't the surprising thing of the day. My day began in the morning. I was showered and dressed in time, even though I was strangely tempted to be late just to test my Aunt Teri. When I arrived for breakfast, I found she'd already eaten and my Uncle Vince was in the kitchen washing up, whilst wearing a big old-fashioned frilly pink pinafore over his clothes. I chuckled when I saw him.

	"Oh this?" He asked. "Teri always buys them. Better than getting my clothes dirty."

	When Teri final made it downstairs to drive me to the school, I found myself a tad speechless. She was back in her frumpy clothes again, except now they didn't seem as frumpy anymore, now they seemed sexy. This time, she was in a shiny black silk blouse complete with bow around her neck, the back of which tied into a small corset. And then a long shiny black pencil skirt which finished right down on her ankles. It was so tight around her buttocks that I could see lines going down the skirt and it clicked that she was wearing stockings. What I could not see was any sort of visible panty line, making me wonder if she was wearing a thong.

	As Teri drove me, we talked a little about Exeter, the fun things to do there, then she shifted to more personal things. "What about a girlfriend? Got one? Or a boyfriend perhaps?" She asked.

	"Erm, no, to either. Well, I'm straight, so..." I mumbled. "l had a girlfriend for a bit, but we broke up. She started dating someone else."

	"Why?" She asked.

	"Well, he's the head boy, and captain of the footie team, and I'm..."

	"Not." She said, finishing my sentence, though there was an undercurrent to her word, as if reinforcing that I was a bit of a wimp or something. "What is it you like in a girl, Daniel?"

	I shrugged. It wasn't ever something I gave much thought to. "Intelligence is important to me." I said. "Looks less so. I mean, there's beauty to everyone, if you care to look for it."

	"Nice." She smiled. "But what about personality? Do you like meek women? Or strong, dominant women, like me?"

	"Like you?" I asked, surprised.

	"Oh come now, you must have noticed that I'm very assertive, know what I want."

	"l suppose."

	"Like your mother."

	"Yes."

	She grinned as we drove. "So?"

	I gulped. "l never really gave it much thought."

	"And now?"

	"l suppose, assertive is nice, so long as she isn't mean."

	She laughed a little but didn't press further, as we pulled into the campus grounds. Eventually, we pulled up and she let me out. "I'll pick you up at noon and we can go for lunch. You should be done by then, but if something changes, do let me know."

	"Will do. And thank you." I told her.

	Instead of replying, she leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "I'm proud of you." She told me. "l know you and Tracy were very close, and honestly, I loved her too. I never expected to fall for Vince like this, but it is the way things worked out. I also know that Tracy and I are different people, and maybe you have not had the same view for me as you had for Tracy, but I promise you, I love Vince very much, and I'm proud to have you in my life."

	For a moment, I felt like crying. I didn't know she knew Tracy. "How did you know Tracy?"

	"Oh, we went way back. Part of a club, shall we say." She replied, cryptically. "Anyway, my first husband and I divorced and Vince was single, lonely, so was l, so it just kind of worked."

	She was being so nice to me that I felt guilty for how distant I was to her in the past. "I'm sorry if I was mean or weird in the past. I just don't know you that well."

	"Being honest, you didn't know Tracy all that well either. You'd be surprised how alike we are. Anyway, run along, you've got places to be."

	My day was packed full. Yes, the university was not open to regular students yet but I got the chance to see some summer courses and to explore the computer lab. All the staff who met me were lovely, as was the Dean, who was glad I was looking to them for the course.

	The big surprise of the day came when I met the admissions lady, Margarita Garcia, who had arranged everything for me. "So, the place is yours if you'd like it, but it comes with a small issue. Usually, we request that first year students stay in the halls of residence, but as we are opening the place for you, we are short of space there." She said.

	"Wait? For me?" I asked. "l thought a place opened up."

	"Oh no. Teri told me about your predicament so we made a space for you. We have some leeway with that, but as the residences are full, you would need to find alternate accommodation."

	"Oh, well, I'll speak to Aunt Teri about that." I said.

	"Wonderful! So we can count with you in October?"

	"Yes, please!"

	Over lunch, when I told Teri the news, she was over the moon, but less so when I mentioned I wouldn't have accommodation. I had hoped she would welcome me into her home, but she appeared less then enthusiastic about it.

	"Well, erm, I can find a place to live then, it's okay." I said, though inside, I was a little hurt by her reaction.

	Teri frowned for a moment, then shook her head. "No, no, that's silly. Of course you can stay with us, I'm sorry I reacted the way I did. It's not you, I promise."

	"What is it then?" I asked, pushing.

	"Nothing." She said, though I could tell it was something, so gave her a look that told her that wasn't much of an answer. "Okay, look. I'm not sure you want to hear this from me, but your Uncle and I have a very active, erm, romantic life. We, erm, roleplay and such." She said. "So, I wouldn't want you to see something and be offended."

	The topic should have made me feel a little sick, but instead, it made me laugh. "l promise, I'll live." I laughed. "Besides, hopefully I'll make some friends and be a typical student, in other words, you won't see me. Anyway, it would take a lot to offend me."

	She chuckled. "Wouldn't want to ruin you for other women." She joked.

	"Maybe you already have." I laughed.

	"That would be quite the honour for an old bat like me."

	"You're not old! You're what? Thirty-five?"

	"Forty-one."

	"Pah, not old." I told her. "My German teacher at school was older than you, and trust me, I had a massive crush on her."

	That was the first time that I saw Teri blush, but then she looked at me with a smirk. "Who knows then? Maybe you'll enjoy yourself. Give you something to think about in the evenings?"

	This time, it was my turn to blush, as I remember masturbating to the thought of her the night before, and unfortunately, it wasn't really possible for me to conceal my blush. She saw through it right away, and instead of laughing at me, she gave me a knowing smile. "Oh, I already have, huh? Hmm, what brought that on?" My blush deepened and my cheeks burned. My throat was tight and I couldn't bring myself to talk.

	"Never mind. Boys will be boys, I guess."

	Lunch ended and she had to go back to work. I was actually done for the day and whilst I could have taken an earlier train home, she wouldn't hear of it, saying that I should spend one more night and have a few drinks with them. As such, she gave me the bus timetable and told me to go back to her place and wait there, that Vince would be waiting.

	An hour later, I was telling Vince about the university, and then about the lunch, explaining about the living arrangements. He was fine with it, but when I explained that Teri had talked about their sex life, it was his turn to blush.

	"She really shouldn't have said anything." He told me. "We'll manage. Family is most important."

	"Yeah, but don't worry. I get it."

	"Something tells me you don't." He laughed. "But never mind. Listen, I need to pop off to the shops. Do you want to come with, or chill here?"

	"I'll chill here, if that's okay?"

	"Sure. See you in a bit."

	Of course, leaving a young man like me home alone is always a recipe for disaster. Boys like me get bored quickly, and that was exactly what happened. The first thing I did was go into their room and snoop for lingerie. Of course, I found Teri's knickers pretty quickly, and I was surprised to find she only seemed to own sexy underwear, from thongs to full-cut, lacy, shiny, and sexy. She had a whole host of suspender-belts, stockings, corsets and bras which would make any man's heart race.

	Then I went to the closet where I found her usual clothes, but amongst them were leather skirts, PVC items, and to my surprise, packages of latex items, all neatly folded and covered in powder. But the biggest surprise was further along, where I found an array of whips, crops and gags, as well as a harness which was clearly for a strap-on dildo.

	"Wow!" I gasped, suddenly realising what Teri and Vince were into.

	Not wanting to get caught, I moved to leave, but something made me stop and move back to the drawer full of knickers. She had so many, and not at all neatly ordered, so I assumed she wouldn't miss one pair if I took them to masturbate into.

	The ones I took were scarlet red full cut, soft satin with thick lace around all edges.

	I ran to my room and dropped my jeans, wrapping the soft material around my cock and rubbing myself furiously, picturing my aunt, all dressed up in her lacy top and long skirts, the sexy lingerie underneath, whip in hand as she told me what a bad boy I was. I lasted barely seconds until I erupted in the knickers, filling them with cum.

	Feeling both guilty and stupid, I dumped the knickers into my backpack, burying them so they couldn't be found.

	After cleaning myself up, I strolled out of the room onto the landing. Vince wasn't home yet, and being the young man that I was, I was beginning to get horny again, very quickly. So, I walked next door to the room Vince stopped me from going into, and opened the door to find the most intriguing and shocking thing I'd ever seen.

	 

	 

	 


Two

	The rest of my summer at home felt like a prelude to what was to come. Every single night, heck even some days, I found myself masturbating to images of Teri the dominatrix. And why not, given what I saw? When I opened that door and turned on the light, I never expected to find a huge, fully equipped BDSM dungeon. I never expected to see photos of Teri dressed in latex bodies, or leather harnesses, with her pierced breasts exposed. I never expected to a picture of her urinating into Vince's mouth in front of my Aunt Tracy. I never expected to see my Uncle Vince dressed up in a what appeared to be a little girl's pink party dress, and yet, that was what I saw.

	So each night, I masturbated into the stolen knickers, and whilst watching femdom porn on my laptop, learning all I could about what she was into, and why Vince was dressed in a frilly pink satin and lace dress.

	I learned that Vince was what was called a sissy. A man who enjoyed being forced into extremely feminine clothes and being bossed around. Whilst the idea of it got me going, I told myself that I much preferred the videos of real men being dominated. That was interesting, because a lot of the women were really sexy.

	Eventually, October neared and I began making preparations for my move. Mom fussed over me, making sure I had enough clothes and things for college, but all I could think about was Teri and how I was about to living with a gorgeous kinky woman. It was an obsession.

	In my last few days at home, my obsession piqued to the point where I was masturbating ten times a day. With both my parents out, I began to wonder about everyone in my life, especially given how close Tracy and Teri were prior to Tracy's death. After all, my parents were very close to Tracy.

	Obviously, I knew my house like the back of my hand, so there was no dungeon there, but my parents did have a very active nightlife. I knew they went out regularly, and as a kid, a neighbour used to babysit me. So it had to make me wonder if the club of which Teri and Tracy were obviously a part, extended to my parents.

	Whilst I was home alone, I snooped around my parent's room. Sure enough, my mom had plenty of sexy lingerie, but a healthy mix of boring stuff too. That didn't mean much. However, when I opened one drawer on my father's side of the closet, I found a tonne of weird kink-clothing. Adult baby and little girl stuff. It was clear that dad's kink was to be treated like a little girl, right down to nappies and dummies. Whilst I would never kink-shame someone, it was a little too gross for me.

	But it did confirm that everyone had their kinks, and after a little more exploration, I found whips, crops and canes, as well as school-teacher clothes and robes in mother's size. Another drawer and I found the dildoes, gags and other implements. It was clear that my family was kinky.

	On the night before I was supposed to leave, my dad took me out drinking. I was never massively close to my dad, not that we had problems with each other, but he was always quiet, always busy with one thing or another. But we did have moments that proved to me that he loved me.

	We talked about this and that, life and his memories of college, and in a lull in conversation, I worked up the courage to ask him a question which was on my mind. "Do you think I'm going to be an intrusion? Should I not look for somewhere else to live?"

	He shook his head. "No, I don't think so. They wouldn't have made the effort if yes."

	I paused, wondering if I should ask what I wanted to ask, but with the alcohol in me, I found it difficult to hold back. "l found out something, erm, well, they have, erm, quite the active sex life. I wouldn't want them to feel like they have to hide it or stop living it for me."

	Dad looked at me for a moment, I guess reading me, then chuckled and said,

	"Found out about that, huh?"

	"Yeah."

	"Well, we all have something." He said. "Yes, they've raised it with your mother, said they aren't willing to hide it, and if she thought it would be okay. She said you were raised well, as an accepting, open-minded individual."

	I nodded. "l am."

	"l guess I should give you some background, although I suppose it's not something you want to hear from your dad, so I will give you the highlights." He said, then paused. "l met your mother at a BDSM munch. A gathering of like-minded people into BDSM. You know what that is, I hope?"

	I gave him an eye-roll. "Yeah, I'm not dumb."

	"Good. So your mom and her sister were big into female domination. They had some guys on the go all through college, but they wanted someone to settle down with. First I met your mother, then Tracy met Vince. I'd say Tracy and Vince were into it a bit more than we were. Then your mother became pregnant, and we married." He paused again, looking away, and I felt like he was hiding something, like there was more to this story, but I wasn't sure what. Either way, he didn't tell me.

	That night, after we got home, I thanked my father for a good night, then said good night to mom, and went to bed. However, they knocked a half-hour later and both came in.

	"l understand you and your father had a chat tonight." Mom said. "There was something your father didn't tell you that I think you should know. You might hate us for it, but give us the chance to explain."

	For the past couple of hours, ever since dad told me about the femdom and BDSM, I had been reflecting on what was not said. Something bothered me about the whole interaction, but I was clever enough to work it out.

	"Dad's not my real father." I said. There was no malice, I just accepted it. I shrugged. "Biologically speaking."

	Mom smiled. She seemed relieved, and maybe that was because I didn't seem angry. Dad seemed confused. "How do you know?" He asked.

	"It makes sense. I'm a teenager. Sure, a late teen now, but still a teenager. Teenagers snoop. I know what your kink is, dad, and I'm pretty sure with that kink, you don't, erm, well, make love to a woman. I'm assuming another of your kinks is to see the woman you love with other men, right?"

	Dad didn't say anything, but mom smiled and nodded. "Yes."

	"So I'm assuming one of them is my father?" I asked.

	"Correct." Mom said.

	"And dad married you anyway." I said. "That means more than if he was my actually father. I do have one question. Do you know who my actual father is?"

	"No idea. Nobody I know." Mom said. "Erm, well, let's just say, back then, there were several men per night. Sometimes, erm, mid-hundreds."

	"Wow!" I gasped, a little shocked and a little impressed.

	"Back then? Not anymore?" I asked.

	Mom giggled and then blushed. "Well..."

	I told both my parents not to worry and said good night. However, as mom was leaving, she turned to me and said, "By the way, Teri said that next time you steal her underwear, you'd better be wearing it when she pulls it down to spank you."

	The shock of finding out that Teri knew left me speechless, and with an erection, but it also did something else, it made me wonder just what to expect when I got there. Dad had made it clear that Teri wasn't willing to hide their lifestyle, and now that I knew, there was little point of hiding it. Perhaps I'd bitten off more than I could chew.

	 

	 


Three

	The train pulled to a stop in the station and there waiting on the platform was my Aunt Teri, wearing a shiny black A-line skirt, a blood-red lacy blouse, and a red corset. The difference was, this blouse didn't go up to her neck. For the first time in my life, I got to see the swell of her boobs in full display.

	She smiled and gave me a long hug when we saw each other, then we walked to her Range Rover and after loading my suitcases, I joined in the front of her car. Then she looked right at me and pulled her blouse down to reveal her lavish red bra. My eyes swelled in surprise.

	"Do you recognise this bra?" She asked firmly.

	'N-no." I said, and just like that, I felt a firm slap around the face.

	"Look again." She said, as I rubbed my burning cheek.

	I gulped. "l, erm, guess it's part of a set."

	"Yes!" She said, excitedly, "Yes it is part of a set. But that set is now missing something, can you guess what?"

	"l think so..." I muttered, still rubbing my cheek.

	Without answering, she let go of the blouse and then pulled up her skirt, revealing black stockings, attached to a red garters, and as she pulled up further, I saw her open her legs to reveal her pussy, no knickers, just a small dark bush above her slit, out of which twinkled a small piercing. "No knickers. Why's that then?" She asked, still holding up the skirt, her hand now reaching between her legs, fingers pulling her labia apart.

	"Because I stole them." I said, feeling aroused and guilty at the same time. 

	"Because you stole them." She repeated. "Daniel, do you know what I am?"

	"A dominatrix." I said.

	"A lifestyle dominatrix. It means I'm naturally dominant and I believe the men around me should be subservient to me. That said, you are, sort of, my nephew, so I wanted to be patient and neutral with you. But I can't have you stealing my things, and I am reminded, you are not a blood relative to either of us. So if you don't behave, then watch how quickly things will go wrong for you, do I make myself clear?"

	"Yes..." I nodded.

	"Yes what?"

	"Yes Aunt Teri." I said, knowing full well that wasn't what she meant.

	"No. Yes what?"

	"Yes Ma'am."

	She nodded with a smirk. "l really do hope you will behave, because it will be much better for you if you do. Now, look at my pussy, Daniel. Look at it. Do you like it?"

	"Yes Ma'am." I said, my cock straining against my trousers.

	"Then give it a kiss and say sorry for leaving it bare."

	Saliva flooded my mouth and I gulped. I looked outside in the car park, seeing people milling around in the distance, then I bent down and quickly kissed her pussy with my lips firmly shut. "Sorry for leaving you bare."

	"That wasn't a kiss!" She laughed. "Kiss her properly."

	"Are you...are you sure?"

	"Yes Daniel, my body, my choice. Kiss her until I say stop."

	This was quite the welcome. I had wondered what life would be like with her, but for sure I hadn't expected this to begin in the station. I leaned back down and began kissing her snatch, my tongue snaking out between her folds. The skirt fell over my head as she held me in place and I continued to lick, tasting her.

	"Lower now, into my hole." She said, "Push your tongue in, and then up to my clit. That's it, bite it a little and suck. Good, good." A minute later, she came, and then held my head as she moved herself, smudging her fluids all over my face.

	Finally, she let me up and told me to put my seatbelt on, and we set off home.

	"l want to be perfectly clear." She said. "You're living in my house so there are rules. I will lend you any panties you like to masturbate with, if you ask me nicely. If you want to walk around in them and parade yourself in front of us, you are more than welcome, there is nothing to be ashamed of. But you need to be ready to understand that we have our own lives, and as part of that, expect to see your Uncle Vince for who he really is. At home, he is a sissy. He's my maid, and he's my toy. I use him as such. We don't have downtime, it's a permanent thing."

	"But, I want you to be comfortable. If you are uncomfortable, then we will pause our games, and I will help you find a place to live. If you are comfortable with our lifestyle and wish to join in, then you only need ask. Now, I understand for a man of your age, it will be sexually difficult for you to be around such tension without release, so feel free to masturbate whenever and wherever you like. Even in front of us. In fact, I encourage it. If you wish to have sex with me, then ask."

	"What?" I practically screeched.

	"Come on, I'm not an idiot. You stole my knickers because I turned you on, correct?"

	I gulped and then nodded.

	"You're a strapping young man, I'd be an idiot to turn down a good cock. If you want to fuck, we can fuck. Would you like that?"

	"Y...yes please." I stuttered, staring at her in utter shock.

	"Very good. Would you like to feel my breasts, Daniel?"

	Again, I nodded, my head fogged. Was this really happening?

	As she drove, she pulled her blouse down again, and then reached into a bra-cup and pulled out a hefty boob. I reached out and cupped it, feeling it. It was massive, so heavy, but not saggy at all.

	"Suck it, Daniel. Suck it whilst I drive." She said.

	I did as I was told, bending over and sucking on her huge nipples whilst she drove. If this was my life from now on, bring it on! I was only too happy to fuck my aunt!

	Eventually we pulled into the driveway and she put her breasts back, but then she bent over and kissed me, not like an Aunt kisses her nephew, but as lovers kiss. "You taste like my pussy." She smiled, before getting out, leaving me stunned in the car. "Chop chop!" She called.

	As I wheeled my luggage inside the house, my eyes caught sight of my uncle, all dressed up in the sissy outfit, his face made-up, but no wig. He trotted around in what I now knew were fetish ballet shoes. "l suppose this comes as a shock, right?" Vince chuckled.

	"Um, not really." I smiled. "You actually look good." I said, and he did. He had long thin legs and made up, he didn't look ugly.

	"Well, thanks!"

	"Violet, dear, take Daniel's things up to his room and unpack for him. My panties will be in there somewhere, wash them thoroughly and then return them to me." Teri snapped. "Daniel, you know where the dungeon is. Go up there, get undressed and wait for me. I will be in there shortly to administer your punishment for the theft."

	"I...I thought that in the car..."

	She smiled. "Darling, if you think that licking my pussy is a punishment, then you might as well come out as gay! No sweetie, I'm going to beat you until you are bleeding, so that whenever you sit down, you'll remember that stealing is wrong, is that understood?"

	"Yes Ma'am." I replied, feeling my dick swell in excitement.

	As I stood there in the dungeon stark naked, I felt my body tremble, even though the room itself was warm. The place was a proper torture chamber complete with drains in the tiled floor which I felt sure would be where my blood would be going. What the hell was I thinking? This was my aunt and uncle, sure unrelated, but still!

	And yet, my cock stood at full mast the whole time, refusing to go down.

	When Teri walked in, I saw she hadn't changed, but rather removed her clothes leaving just the lingerie, sans knickers. She walked over and eyed me, looking me all over, then she grabbed my dick and rubbed it a little, smiling, before kissing me.

	Then as she pulled away, she spat in my face and then slapped me hard.

	"On the cross." She said. "Face first."

	The cross she was referring to was a free-standing St. Andrew's cross, set at an angle. This meant that as she strapped me into it, she had full access to my back. Before I could say anything, she walked away, returning with a gag in the shape of a penis which filled my mouth.

	"Safe words are, obviously, critical for BDSM." She said. "They can also be hand movements or leg movements. But this is real punishment for a real crime, so you're just going to have to trust me that I know what I'm doing. You will get thirty of the best from my cane, ten on the back with the bullwhip, and then fifty with the crop. If you soil yourself, I'll understand. Let's begin."

	There was no warm up. No getting me into it. She picked up a thin bamboo cane and laid into my backside and the back of my legs, to the point that I was screaming, crying, begging. Then the bullwhip from a distance. I expected that to hurt less, boy was I wrong. I sobbed, done with begging, just accepting the pain. Finally, the crop, fifty hits full force on my backside, constant, over and over as she screamed at me to never steal again.

	Piss pooled beneath me, draining towards the grate in the middle of the room. As she let me loose from the cross, I dropped to my knees, unable to stand as my mind swam. Her foot pressed on my head, pushing me down, and I had no strength to resist. My face rested in the puddle of piss and she laughed, standing over me, as she urinated on me.

	"Turn over." She hissed.

	I lay on my back, powerless to fight and then the stream continued, filling my mouth. She laughed sadistically as I attempted to spit it all out, but instead had no choice but to swallow.

	When the stream stopped, I closed my eyes, panting, and that was when I felt it.

	Her body lowering onto mine, her sweet, tight cunt enveloping my rock-hard dick, and then she rode me, bouncing and moving back and forth, using my dick, hands on my piss-covered chest as she went over and over.

	As sound made me look to my left and there stood Vince, grinning in his sissy dress, cock out from under the layers of the petticoat as he stood over, watching, masturbating. I turned back to look at Teri, using me to reach her first orgasm, and then she said, "You can cum now." And just like that, my cock began spurting inside her, and I cried out in the biggest orgasm of my life. Warm splashes landed on my chest, hot dots of Vince's cum dousing me, but I was too lost in the moment to care.

	Too far gone, and just like that, I passed out.

	When I came to, I was still lying there, the piss had either drained or was stuck to me like a foul stench. I felt disgusting as I looked at myself, Vince's cum drying on me. But even as I looked, I felt my cock rising to the occasion. I grabbed it, hissing through the pain of my burning back as I shuffled and moved, but I had to cum, I needed this, I needed to serve my new Mistress, I needed to be a little slut for her, to accept the pain, to drink her piss, to be her sissy biiii...and I came and none of that appealed to me at all.

	After showering and dressing, I moved downstairs where I found Vince trotting around in the kitchen and Teri reading on the sofa. She smiled when she saw me.

	"How are you feeling?" She asked.

	"A bit silly."

	"That's normal. Anything else?"

	"Scared." I replied.

	I shrugged. I wasn't sure what of, just that I was scared. "l dunno. I guess losing myself."

	She totted her head from side to side thoughtfully. "Hmm, or you could find yourself."

	"True."

	A smile. "Okay, go on. What else?"

	"That's you'll feminise me and turn me into a sissy." I noted, and she gave a nod of acknowledgement.

	"And why do you want that?" She asked, confusing me.

	"l don't."

	"But you thought of it." She pointed out, and again, I was confused.

	"Yes, but only because Vince..."

	"Violet is a sissy because that is what he wants. He wants to be my sissy, hence why we are together. I like sissy men. But what confuses me is why it should scare you. I had no plans to sissify you, much as I would like to, but now you bring it up, it makes me wonder if it isn't you who really wants it." She paused. "Tell me something. You took my panties and I assume you masturbated with them, but did you try them on?"

	That was a good question. I had often thought about it, but for some reason the idea scared me, and I told her so.

	"What scared you about it?" She asked.

	"l don't know." I did. I was scared I'd like it.

	She sat up and took my hands for a moment, and I stood in front of her. Then she undid my pants and dropped them to the floor, pulling out my cock and sucking on it for a bit. "You know what I find strange?" She asked.

	"What?"

	"You slept in Violet's sissy room and not once did you explore that. A room he goes to when I have gentleman callers," she smirked, "or he does. And not once did you look there. He has far sexier underwear there; stuff that will really feel good on this cock when you masturbate, and no need to ask to take it!"

	Honestly, I didn't think to look there or do anything in that room other than sleep and wank, mainly because the colour suggested to me that it was some young girl's room. There was something manipulative about the way she was talking to me, as if trying to convince me that wearing women's clothes was something

	I wanted. It made me wonder if it was Vince's idea or hers.

	"Can I ask you something?" I said.

	Once again, she plopped my cock out of her mouth. "Of course." She smiled, looking up at me.

	"Was it Vince's idea to be a sissy?" I asked her, and she returned a grin.

	"No, it was Tracy's. Violet is a submissive but at the beginning, he was very confused. Tracy liked playing with dolls and her fetish was turning men into living dollies."

	"Then why does he still do it?" I asked.

	She shrugged, slowly stroking my cock. "Probably because it reminds him of

	Tracy, or more likely because he likes it now. Either way, it's my fetish too, so win win."

	And with that, she let go of my cock and pulled her skirt up again to reveal her knickerless crotch, before laying back on the sofa. I knew my cue, so climbed on her and shoved my five and a half inches inside her.

	Our tongues danced as I fucked her. The sound of satin rustling in the room signalled the arrival of Vince, but for some reason that didn't discourage me. As I fucked Teri, her hands grabbed and pulled at my buttocks, and then her fingers moved closer to my hole. I wanted to say stop, but we were too busy kissing and I was lost in the moment. Suddenly, I felt her finger tickling the hole, pushing in and out a little, and dare I say it, it was a fucking amazing experience.

	I needed to breathe so I broke the kiss, opening my eyes to see Vince just to my left, wanking furiously at his cock, which was markedly bigger than mine. If I moved my face just a bit, I'd be touching his cock, which made me a little uncomfortable, but at the same time, I didn't want to say anything in case she told me I couldn't have sex with her anymore.

	Beneath me, she was already reaching her orgasm, her panting and moaning low and deep, until she let out a cry. Suddenly, I felt shots of hot cum land on my face causing me to lurch backwards, but Teri held me. "Calm down." She said, "Keep fucking me."

	The cum drizzled down my face and I so desperately wanted to wipe it off, but for some reason, my cock got harder and I found myself moaning louder. Until finally, I came.

	I moved off her quickly and wiped my face with a tissue. As I did so, Vince climbed between her legs and began licking her. That surprised me but somehow, it didn't bother me, weird considering his cum on my face bothered me a lot.

	That evening, after preparing for bed, Teri knocked on the door and walked in wearing a short black chiffon babydoll nightie. She was so hot, and I found my young dick getting hard under the duvet. When she climbed in with me, I thought we were about to fuck again, but she just held me, pulling my head against her huge tits.

	"Tell me about your first day. What are your feelings?" She said.

	It was tough to answer. It was a day of firsts. I lost my virginity, that was good. I was beaten until my backside bled, that was less good. I drank piss, that was... confusing. "l enjoyed all of it." I said. "Look, I'm confused and a little scared, but not of you, just of, well, the unknown." "l promise, if you let go, you'll have a lot more fun."

	"Let go to what though?" I asked.

	"Me, darling, me. If you just accept me as your Mistress, then we could have a lot more fun."

	"But I have, haven't l?"

	"No sweetie, not yet, but you will, eventually. Maybe sooner than you think." She pressed her lips to mine and we kissed, before she broke. "Good night."

	That was a little disappointing. I thought we were going to fuck again. "Are you not going to..."

	"Not tonight. Get some rest. I'll see you in the morning. Seven-fifteen, don't be tardy."

	After she left the room, I lay there with my erection, wondering if I was extremely lucky, or extremely stupid. Sure, I was getting great sex from a sexy older woman, but I was clearly the third person in a very kinky marriage, one which would eventually test me and my limits. But as I lay there, I wondered why I was even questioning it. I was young, these were people I knew, they were good people, and I was having fun. If it became too much, I could just leave and find my own place.

	Unfortunately, I was still horny, so I started wanking, only for the memory of my earlier conversation with Teri to return. I stood and made my way to a large chest of drawers, opening the top one to reveal lots of knickers, and she was right, this stuff was very sexy. Pinks, light blues, light green, purple, red, all lacy, all shiny and soft.

	I pulled out a hot pink with black lace trim tanga-cut pair and felt them. Then, even though I knew these were Vince's and not Teri's, I pulled them to my face and sniffed. They were clean, washed. So, I wrapped them around my cock and wanked with them, until once more, the question came back. Did you try them on? I hadn't, but bizarrely, after she asked me I really felt like kicking myself for not trying them.

	Before I could change my mind, I pulled them knickers up my legs and god, yes it felt good. They felt good. Soft, comfortable, and smooth, better than any male knickers.

	I dropped to the bed, rubbing my balls through the satin material as I wanked, and I began to wonder if anything else felt this good, a bra, stockings, but I was too far gone to stop, I had to wank, I had to cum, until jets of my cum shot over my chest.

	I lay there, panting, looking at myself in the panties, and I felt stupid. I quickly pulled them off, throwing them on the floor as I allowed my eyes to close a little.

	My heart slowed and finally, my libido calmed.

	The cum pooled over my heart and it made me wonder. It was my cum, surely if I tried it, it didn't matter? And it wasn't like it was going to kill me, women and men ate cum all the time. Hell, I drank piss. Fuck it. I ran my fingers through it and ate. It tasted of, well, nothing really. A little salty, but other than that, just nothing.

	With my libido back, I saw the knickers on the floor and decided to put them back on. I wanted to sleep in them, feel that comfort in bed. So that was what I did, and then I fell into a blissful, yet sexual sleep.

	 

	 

	 


Four

	My alarm went off with enough time for me to take off the knickers and hide them, then run to the shower. I was dressed and downstairs at seven-fifteen, where I found Vince trotting around in a pink multi-layered babydoll nightie, and white self-holding lace-topped stockings.

	"Morning sunshine." He sang with a smile.

	"Morning Uncle Vince." I replied, helping myself to coffee.

	"How did you sleep?"

	"Really well, thanks. You?"

	"Great! Hey, listen, I hope this is all okay? I know it's a huge change, and a big reveal, but we really talked about this, with your parents too, and well, you're an adult now. We didn't see a reason to hide it. This is how we live our lives, and we wanted to involve you from the outset, so you understood quickly who we are." I smiled and nodded. "No, I get it. I appreciate it. It's a shock, yes, but not a bad one. I mean, come on! I lost my virginity to a hot woman yesterday."

	Vince blushed and smiled. "l didn't know you were still a virgin. Teri will be happy to hear she took your virginity. I know she's wanted to do that for a while." "Well, I love it. I love that I can have sex with her. But you honestly don't mind?" "Does it look like I mind?" He laughed. "No, I'm very sexual. It's all good."

	Teri walked into the kitchen and kissed her husband, then kissed me. She was dressed and ready for the day, wearing a red satin blouse buttoned up to the neck, with a big bow on the front, and a long black flowing cotton skirt.

	"How was your night?" She asked me, giving me a smile.

	"Great, thank you."

	"Did you wear any knickers?" She asked accusatively, and I knew there was no way of hiding it. I blushed. "l knew it. I knew you would. Are you wearing them now?"

	"No." I said softly.

	"Then after you finish eating, go get changed and put them on."

	I almost coughed up toast. "What? No!" 

	"Why not?"

	"What if someone sees?" I screeched.

	Teri burst out laughing. "Do you plan on showing your knickers to people on your first day of college? Don't be silly. Do as you are told, and put them on, do you understand me?" She said with a firmness that made me tremble, but at the same time, I felt my cock stand to attention.

	"Yes Mistress." I said with a quivering voice.

	"Good. You wore them for the night, you can wear them for the day."

	As she ate the breakfast Vince prepared for her, Vince told her about the fact that I was a virgin. She clapped with glee at the news, excited to know she was my first. But what she said after both terrified me and turned me on.

	"Imagine if I was your first and last." She said. "Like, if I kept you forever as my sex slave and you never fucked another woman again. That's the ultimate symbol of loyalty."

	Surely she was joking. My parents definitely wouldn't be happy if I told them I was moving in with Teri and Vince permanently. No, it was a joke, a fantasy, nothing more.

	After breakfast, I changed into the knickers, wondering why I just simply didn't tell her no. I could have. What would she have done? Punished me? No, not for saying no to panties. This was a test, and I'd failed miserably. Or had l? Maybe she was testing me to see how far I would submit. For me, this was failure, because I didn't want to hand over full control, but for her, it was a massive success.

	"Show me." She said downstairs, and without hesitation, I dropped my pants to reveal my hard dick in the pink satin. She lowered herself down and wrapped her mouth over my cock, sucking it fast and hard, the glug, glug, glug, sound of oral sex as she serviced me, until I quickly came in her mouth. Then, standing, she kissed me, pushing the cum back in my mouth and making me swallow. "Let's go."

	My first day was good, fun, just learning about what we would be doing, how the school operated and such. It wasn't a long day, and by lunch I was done, which was good, because the panties were making me horny. However, as I was about to leave the college and go home, I was called to see Margarita Garcia, the admissions lady. I walked into her office and the Spanish woman smiled up at me. "Please, sit. I just wanted to check you are finding things okay, no issues?"

	Previously, when I met Margarita, I didn't really look at how she looked, but now in my state of constant horniness, I found myself looking her up and down, thinking how pretty she was. She was about thirty, skinny, maybe a little too skinny, with long thick brown hair, glasses, and had that very typical Spanish look about her. Perhaps a little masculine in the face, not bad, just a strong jawline. But she was so skinny that it looked like she didn't have any breasts.

	"Yes, all great thank you. And thank you again for getting me in." I told her.

	"Oh, it's my pleasure. Teri and Vincent are great friends of mine." She said.

	That piqued my curiosity and made me wonder how they knew each other. "How is it you know Teri? Does she do legal work for the college?"

	"Oh, no, no. We're part of a collective here." She said, but blushed a little as she said it.

	I found myself smiling. "If it is the collective that I think it is, then I already know about it." I smirked.

	She smiled too and gave me a look. "She told you, huh?" She asked.

	"If it is what I think it is, then my parents are part of it too."

	There was a pause, then a blink and she smiled once more. "We're talking about the BDSM collective, right?" She asked.

	"Yes."

	"And you're okay with it?"

	"l am. I'm open-minded."

	The Spanish woman smiled, a look of curious interest. "They're not blood relatives, correct?"

	"Correct." I laughed, knowing where she was going with this.

	"Very interesting. Well, one day, I hope we can all play together. Of if you need someone to take you under a firm hand whilst you are here, then I'm open to that. Discretely, of course."

	"Of course."

	I couldn't believe I had the chance of being with this hot Spanish woman, but just as I was about to get my hopes up, she dashed them. "Just to set expectations, I am transgender. Pre-op."

	"Oh..." I stuttered. "I'm sorry, I'm straight."

	But Margarita didn't blink. "Am I not attractive?" She smiled, and I knew she was teasing me.

	"Of course you are, but..."

	She stood, walking around the desk, and I looked at her tall slim body. "Am I not sexy?"

	With those long shiny legs, in that tight red dress, of course she was sexy, that wasn't the problem. "You are, but...'

	She walked to the door, locking it, then walked back to the desk, pulling up the short skirt of the dress to reveal shiny black panties. She pulled them aside to reveal a cock, fat, but well hidden. "This bothers you?" She asked. "It's just a penis. You have one too."

	"l know, but..."

	"Do I look like a man?"

	"Well, no, but..."

	"Have you ever sucked a cock? Do you know you don't like it?"

	"No, and well, no, but..

	"Go on baby, go on, do it for mommy." She purred and my cock strained in my pants. I moved forward a little, but just as I came close to her cock, she put it away and lowered the skirt. "It's okay. You need to sort it all out in your head, first. But try not to overthink things. Sex is just, well, sex. You shouldn't worry."

	Fuck. My cock was rigid. I couldn't walk out like this. Thankfully, she thought of that, and dropped to her knees, opening my jeans and pulling out my cock. I looked down at this hot tranny as she sucked me and honestly, she was so hot.

	I came in her mouth and then watched her swallow before she pulled up my panties with a smile and then closed the jeans. She didn't once comment on the panties, as if a man wearing them was normal.

	"l bet this is weird for you, huh?" She said, laughing. "The thing you need to realise is that the BDSM community is bigger than you think, and either we know each other, or we recognise members. There is a saying, once you are into BDSM properly, you start meeting others all over the place." She then pulled her dress up and got her cock out. I thought she expected me to suck it but she leaned back on the desk and wanked, looking at me. "Stay and watch me cum?"

	"O...okay." I said.

	"Would you like to know a secret?"

	"Sure."

	"It was Teri who feminised me. I'm what's called a switch, I am both submissive and dominant, depending on the partner. When I met Teri and her first husband, they took me in and taught me to recognise my femininity."

	"Are you on hormones?" I asked.

	"No. I am too scared to lose my penis. And I'm happy with how I look. I thought about implants, but I have a slim body. I like the look I have."

	"You're beautiful." I said, but that was for me more than her.

	She reached down and took my hand, placing it on her balls. I squeezed and played with them as she masturbated, occasionally, I allowed my hand to move onto her dick and rubbed it, until finally, she let go and let me take over. I stood and walked over to her, and began rubbing properly. Her lips found mine and we kissed as I gave her a handjob, until finally, she came, jets flying onto the brown thin carpet on the floor.

	"Nice." She grinned, then turned to kiss me properly. "Will you come see me tomorrow?"

	"Sure." I smiled. Never did I imagine being with a man, or a tranny, but there was something so feminine about her without even considering the cock. But a good blowjob was a good blowjob and I wasn't about to say no to a midday suck.

	We kissed once more and then she tapped my bum to send me on my way. College was going to be interesting.

	When I arrived home that afternoon, I found Vince busy working on some code. It was odd to see the man I loved and respected for so long just sat there coding in a puffy pink dress, but strangely, rather than lose respect for him, I respected him more.

	"Uncle Vince, can I ask you about Margarita?" I said when I arrived.

	He smirked up at me. "Careful with her. She's a man eater."

	"Yeah, she ate my...ahem, so, she wanted me to suck her cock, and well, I didn't do it because I'm straight."

	"Okay." He smiled, though it was a smile of knowledge, like he knew where this was going.

	"Well, I guess, do you think it is possible to date a girl, like that, and not do anything, erm, gay?"

	"Mate, you're thinking way too much about gay versus straight. It's just skin, at the end of the day. Sex is fun, like, really fun, and if you get rid of your hangups, you might find it's a lot more fun than you thought. You're going to see some pretty fucked up things in this house, so you need to decide if you are in or out. If you're in, then expect that at some point, you'll probably suck a cock."

	Vince needed to work, so I left him alone and went back to my room to read some of the material I received from college. After about a half hour of that, I began to get horny again, so I stripped down to my panties and wanked. During the course of my self-pleasure, I began to wonder what else I was missing out on. So, I got up and walked to the drawers, pulling each open to reveal bras and bralettes, suspender-belts and stockings, corsets, nightgowns, slips and more. The bottom drawer was filled with dildos, nipple clamps and lubricant, as well as several little brown bottles which after Googling I discovered were poppers.

	In a flurry of activity, I threw on a pink pullover satin bra that matched my panties, a suspender-belt, and black stockings which I found far too fiddly to get on, so took them off. I then climbed back into bed and wanked, but still, the lack of the stockings bothered me. I didn't know how to clip them so that they stayed clipped.

	I'm not sure why, I guess because I was horny, but I opened the door and walked to Vince's office, leaning around the door. "Erm, Uncle Vince, can I ask you something?"

	"Sure." He replied, not looking over in my direction.

	"Stockings. How do you clip them on?"

	Finally, he turned and looked at me with a smile. Then he stood, trotting in the fetish shoes. "Come on, I'll help you."

	When we entered my room, he shut the door behind me and picked up the stockings. Then, as I sat on the side of the bed, he showed me how to bunch up the stockings to avoid runs, and then roll them up my legs. First, he clipped in the top clip, explaining that I shouldn't put too much stocking in so the clip would slide and lock correctly. Then as he clipped the rear one, he explained it is better to twist the stocking a little and clip it sitting down, rather than try to reach behind.

	Once both were on, he gently rubbed his hands up both legs, smoothing them out. "There. Very pretty. But if you want the best experience, then shave your legs. Really, you should get rid of your body hair completely, it's more fun that way and looks nicer."

	"Thanks."

	"l know you're just experimenting, so I won't mention this to Teri. But do think about getting rid of the hair anyway."

	"Sure, thanks." I said, wondering if he was going to leave now, but still his hands remained, rubbing my legs gently. I don't know why, I just reached for my cock and began to wank, even though I should've told him to go.

	"Lie back." He whispered, and I did. His hands rubbed my legs again, then my chest through the satin, and then my balls as I wanked. "Mmm, so pretty." He cooed softly. The tone of his voice sent shivers down my spine. "Such a pretty girl." God, more of that. More, it was turning me on. "Would you like to feel really hot?"

	"Yes please." I said, willing to do anything at that point.

	He reached into the bottom drawer, opening the bottle of poppers, and placing them under my nose, closing one nostril. "Sniff. Long and deep, then hold, good, good, now the other side, good, and now the first once more. And breathe out."

	My heart raced and I could hear it thud. My face became hot, and suddenly, I felt such an intense rush of horniness, I just had to wank, whilst moaning out loud at the same time. As I wanked and moaned, he reached into the drawer and pulled out a vibrator, turning it on and placing it on my balls. I moaned out as the vibrations touched every nerve ending.

	He moved the vibrator up and down, rubbing my legs and body, then he reached for the poppers and told me to sniff again, as he pulled the vibrator away and reached for something else. As my high returned, I felt the vibrator return, cooler and slippery, and then it was resting on my anus.

	"Oh fuck!" I cried out as new sensations flooded me.

	I felt pressure but I was so far gone I couldn't say or do anything other than moan. I sniffed the poppers some more, and as I did, he pushed the vibrator inside me. It wasn't huge so it didn't hurt. The sensation was beyond anything I could imagine. As it touched my prostate I cried out in amazement, the most wonderful sensation ever!

	"Fuck me." I murmured, lost in my haze as he moved the dildo in and out. I looked down and saw him wanking his cock under his little skirt, so I reached down and grabbed it, getting it harder, stroking him as he moved the little vibrator in and out. He grabbed the poppers and sniffed deep and hard, then handed them to me, and again, I sniffed.

	"Mmm, so hot." He sighed. "Mmm..."

	He moved between my legs and moved my hand away, placing his cock on mine and wanking both. I purred and moaned as he moved his hips forward and backward, moving the dildo in and out of me, until he accidentally let go, letting it slip out.

	His eyes were on mine as his cock slid down my balls and he pushed my legs up. We stared as he moved closer, and then I felt it, his dick pushing against my hole.

	"Do you want it?" He whispered.

	I swallowed, I gulped, my breath ragged. I nodded rapidly, and he pushed forward. "Oh, no, actually, I've changed my mind." I said. "I'm sorry."

	"It's okay." He smiled, pulling back. "It's okay baby."

	And then he bent over and took my cock in his mouth and sucked. He was moist and active, taking my cock deep. Clearly he had experience because this was amazing. I sniffed some more poppers, and in my haze, told him I wanted to try his, but he didn't move, just kept sucking, until finally, I came hard in his mouth and he swallowed it all down.

	He climbed up and spooned me, holding me tight. In my post-climactic daze, I usually felt weird, but coming down from the poppers, I felt quite okay, and the feeling of Vince's warmth actually made me feel good. Then I felt his lips on my neck, kissing me, and again, my libido returned. Suddenly, I was face down on the bed and he was sat on my buttocks, his hand rubbing furiously. "Turn over."

	I flipped onto my front and he sat on me, feeling my deflated cock back in my knickers as he sat back down and I watched him rub himself, staring into my eyes. My hands reached up, rubbing him in the satin dress, then down to his cock and balls, where I took over and he leaned back. "Yes Dani, yes." He moaned, shuffling forward, closer, until I felt his knees in my armpits. I looked up and his monster shaft was right in front of me. He sat up moving towards my mouth, and then just as he pushed it in, he let out a long moan and cum jetted inside. I didn't even have to close my mouth, he just used it as a receptacle for his cum.

	"That was a lot of fun." He said, getting up.

	I was shaking though, feeling strange, nervous that I'd done something stupid. As I stood to clean up, he sensed it on me, pulling me to him. "Hey, hey, hey, Daniel, chill." He said, grabbing me tight and kissing me. At first, I was rigid as he kissed me, but the longer we kissed, the more I melted into it. "Don't overthink it. We just messed around. It stays between you and me. Okay?"

	"Okay."

	After he left the room, I stripped off the lingerie, leaving just the knickers, and had a bit of a nap.

	I awoke to feel a nice warm mouth on my cock. Opening my eyes, I found Teri in her lingerie, breasts hanging free, sucking hard. The moment she saw I was awake, she climbed onto my penis and rode me. "Did you have a nice day?" She asked.

	"Yes, it was great."

	"l heard you had a nice time with Margarita." She giggled as she tweaked her own nipples, riding me harder.

	"l did."

	She smiled, "Good. I want you to make sure she is looked after too, though."

	"l...don't know if I can."

	"You can, and you will." She said. "It's only fair. I've been thinking, and honestly, if you want to live here, you need to get used to the fact that you may end up being our toy." My dick jerked when I heard that. "See! You seem to like the idea of me taking over your life. But I won't rush you. You have my expectations, and I'll give you a month to make a decision. If you decide to leave, I'll be sad, of course, but there'll be no hard feelings."

	It was such a tough decision but one for later, because right now, I was enjoying the ride, literally.

	 

	 

	 


Five

	The next morning, after showering, I came out to put on some boxer shorts, only to find all of my boxers were gone. I frowned, looking at the empty bag, knowing full well who took them. With a sigh, I opened the underwear drawer and took out a pair of red and black briefs, sliding them up my legs, then I dressed in my normal clothes and went downstairs.

	"Teri got rid of my boxers." I told Vince.

	"No, I did." He said.

	"Because you need to make a choice, and as long as you have an escape route, you'll go for the easy option. But sometimes, you want the harder option because it's more fun."

	I nodded, it made sense. I wish it didn't make sense, but it did, and in some part, I felt a little lighter knowing that I had no choice but to wear the knickers.

	Once more, Teri drove me to the city and that day, I had my first full day of lectures. I say full day because it was shorter than a normal school day, but still.

	Around lunchtime, I went up to see Margarita. I'm not sure why, she didn't ask to see me, but I felt drawn to her. She smiled when I arrived, then stood, walked behind me, and locked the door. Immediately, she began to strip off the black satin blouse and black leatherette pencil skirt she had on, to reveal sexy black lacy lingerie beneath.

	"Get undressed." She said softly, a smirk on her face.

	"Yes Mistress." I replied instinctively.

	"Mistress?" She gasped. "l like it!"

	As I undressed, she pulled out her cock and gently stroked it. When she saw my knickers she told me to keep them in, then reached out and rubbed my erect cock through the material. Then, she pressed on my shoulders and I dropped to the floor, and without a word, she fed her cock to me.

	Nothing was said, nothing needed to be said. I sucked her as I knew I liked to be sucked, making sure plenty of fluid was in my mouth, a softness for her to penetrate. She stroked my hair as she fucked my mouth, smiling at me the whole time as our eyes remained locked on one another. Last week I was as straight as an arrow, not even considering sucking a cock, and today, I was enjoying it like it was the best lollipop in the world.

	We moved so that she could sit down and enjoy what I was doing. And whilst this wasn't what I had planned, I couldn't deny that being forced and manipulated into it, made it feel better.

	"Do you like it?" She asked softly.

	My eyes met hers and I blinked.

	"You're good. For a first timer, very good. I love it. Will you do this for me every

	Another blink.

	"Wonderful."

	She came in my mouth soon after, then pulled me up so we could kiss. What I didn't expect was for her to bend over her desk and present her arse to me, but how could I say no? She handed me lubricant from her desk drawer, not something I expected someone in admissions to have, but clearly, she enjoyed sex and not just with me.

	This was the second hole I had fucked and boy, was it tight. I told her that I didn't think I could last, but she said it didn't matter. "Just cum inside me. I want you to breed me so I can feel you in me all day."

	Fuck, how could I hold on after hearing that? I unloaded string after string of cum, until I had to pull out. "That was amazing." I gasped.

	Margarita giggled. "For me too." She said, pulling up her knickers and then turning to kiss me. "You'll come back tomorrow? Be my little cocksucker?"

	"For you, sure...Mistress."

	"l love it!" She giggled. "See you tomorrow."

	I took the bus home after. Teri would be home in a little under three hours and now that I'd tried cocksucking, I wondered what it would feel like when on poppers. So I said hello to Vince who was working on his office, dressed in another sissy dress, then ran to my room to get changed into lingerie. I followed his advice with the stockings and after some fiddling, managed to get them on.

	"Vince?" I said from behind him. He turned to look at me in the pink sissy lingerie and smirked. "Got a moment?"

	"Sure." He purred, standing and walking over to me.

	I took his hand and we walked to the bedroom, there he shut the door and asked me to unzip the dress. Once it fell to floor, I saw him in the sexy lingerie and my cock engorged. Without saying a word, he pulled me to him and we kissed, then I reached for a bottle of poppers and sniffed before handing them to him. As he sniffed, I dropped to my knees and took his cock in my mouth.

	On the poppers, the feeling of having a cock in my mouth was like heaven. I moaned and gasped, slobbering over the cock and desperate for more, deeper. He choked me on it, blocking my airways, but that just turned me on more. I sucked him with reckless abandon, until he pulled me up, kissed me and moved me to the bed.

	For a few minutes, he sucked my cock, bobbing up and down on it, until he returned to the drawer and pulled out the vibrator and lubricant again. He climbed over my head so that I could suck him whilst he sucked me and moved the little vibrator in and out of me. I moaned like crazy around his cock.

	Suddenly, he stopped, leaving the vibrator in me, and then he turned around and got on his knees, sucking me as he moved the vibrator in and out. Suddenly, he took the vibrator out of me and climbed up my body, grabbing the poppers from the nightstand. He sniffed four long hits and then held it to me. I did the same.

	As we kissed, I felt him move, and in my high, I was lost, moaning. The pressure in my anus hit again and then I felt something larger than the vibrator push in me. I hissed a little as Vince entered me, and suddenly, a wave of anxiety hit me. What the hell was I doing? I'm not gay! Fuck, I was getting lost in the moment, but even in the fog of the drugs, nothing could stop what I was feeling, and that was scared.

	"Stop." I moaned. "Vince, stop."

	"Mmm..." He moaned. I guessed he thought I was playing, because still he was pushing into me.

	"Vince!" I snapped, and instantly, he was out of me.

	"Shit! I'm sorry! I thought you wanted this."

	"No, Vince, don't worry. I just, it's too much." I said. "I'm not gay."

	Vince shook his head, chuckling, but if I thought he was going to say something to convince me otherwise, he didn't. He just kissed me on the lips and then left the room.

	With my nerves taking over, I scrambled to get dressed, my brain going at a million miles per hour. What the fuck was I thinking? It was my fault that he thought I wanted to be fucked. And playing around with a transsexual hottie? That was always going to end badly. No, I was straight, definitely straight.

	When Teri arrived home, she came straight to me expecting sex, but I stopped her mid-strip. "l can't do it Teri." I said, frowning apologetically. "l can't be the person you want me to be. I'll admit, I'm submissive, but not the type you want." Teri looked shocked but also in denial. "No." She said, "No, absolutely not. Get undressed and on your knees."

	"No. I'm sorry, I'm going to find somewhere else to live."

	She stared at me, then shook her head and stomped out of the room. I knew that she'd be pissed for some time but I also knew she was realistic and would eventually come around. At least, that's what I thought.

	My phone rang; it was mom. "What the hell are you thinking?" Mom screamed.

	"Huh?" I asked, wondering what the hell she was talking about.

	"Your Aunt Teri just called, she's really upset." She said.

	"Yeah, but did she tell you why? She wants me to be her sissy sex slave!" "So?" She screeched. "Grow up you fucking pussy! She's a good woman, and Vince is a good sissy. You should be honoured to be their sex slave."

	"What the fuck, mom?" I cried out. "One, BDSM is about consent. Two, I don't want this."

	"Oh, bollocks!" She snapped. "l know you well enough to know you need this. Grow up and go back and grovel on your knees. Otherwise, good luck surviving on your own."

	The phone ended with me feeling shell-shocked. What the fuck had just happened? My own mother was telling me to submit to Teri? To become a sex slave?

	Fuck that!

	I decided to ignore everyone and stick to my room. The next morning, I found Teri had left early, leaving me to take the bus to college. The whole day I was seething, to the point that I went to see Margarita, ready to scream at her too.

	"l already heard." She said when I walked in.

	"Excuse me?" I asked, confused.

	"Teri called me ranting. I told her that she can't force you to be with her, that you're a free man and regardless of what she thinks of your sexual preferences or who you are, you need to discover that yourself."

	I flopped down into one of her seats. "Shit. Well, I need to find a place to live." 

	She smiled at me. "Okay, you have to promise me that she'll never find out, but you can come live with me."

	I took a moment to process what she just said. If I said yes, then I'd still be stuck in a situation I didn't want to be in, but if I said no, then I'd be stuck with Teri. "Just a roommate?"

	"Of course. I'd be a hypocrite if I said no." She laughed. "If you ever change your mind and want to play, that's your choice, but I won't push. That said, I have parties at home, sometimes, so don't be surprised."

	"Parties? What sort of parties?"

	She smirked. "Orgies with gay men and other trans-girls."

	"Are you fine with me hiding whilst you have them?"

	"Yes."

	I chuckled. "Thanks! When can I move?"

	"Go pack your things and come back here. I'll meet you. At least you can walk to school." She laughed.

	Two hours later, I was back at college with two sports bags full of clothes. Teri didn't see me pack or leave, but Vince did. He told me not to worry about Teri and that if I changed my mind, I was always welcome back. At that point, I felt sure I wouldn't change my mind, and you know what...I didn't. I married a normal girl, had a normal life and lived happily...ah, shit, you lot know that isn't true. Screw it. Let's continue.

	 

	 

	 


Six

	This wasn't going to be easy. Trans or not, Margarita was hot; like, super-hot. And hot girls liked to wear sexy things at home, and in this case, it was silky, lacy nightgowns. Whilst I settling into the living room waiting to chat to her over a beer, she was changing into a short red satin nightie, trimmed with lashings of black lace.

	We talked about all sorts, from politics to college, and then to sex. I told her about everything with Vince, right up to him almost fucking me. She smiled, nodded and then told me that she'd been where I was.

	"What do you mean?" I asked.

	"The first time I was intimate with Teri's first husband, I had a million voices telling me that I was straight. I ran away the first time, but I just couldn't help myself. Then when I did it, fuck, it was heaven."

	That was a surprise. I thought she was a top and I said so.

	She giggled. "No. I'm a switch. I give and take. Hell, you fucked me once already."

	"l know, but..."

	We chatted a little while longer and whilst I so desperately wanted to through caution to the wind and ask her to fuck, she went to be alone, leaving me to wonder if I would ever get out of any of this as a straight male. It was a stupid thing to think, because the moment I was alone in my room, I opened one of my bags and pulled out some of the satin panties and nighties I stole from Vince, putting one of each on. I couldn't stop myself.

	Over the next few nights, it was more of the same, sitting around chatting like old friends, her in her nighties, her cock-bulge visible in her sexy panties, and each night, I just wanted to get down on my knees and suck her off. Sure, I kept calling myself straight, but god, how I wanted this sexy woman.

	Then Friday night came and I was able to go out drinking with colleagues. It was a nice night with nice company, and whilst it was clear that Lara, a girl from my class, was interested in me, I really wasn't interested in her. She was too normal, to shy and submissive. I'll admit, I wanted a dominant woman, there was nothing wrong with that, but I didn't want to be sissified, at least, that's what I told myself as I sat there with panties under my jeans.

	It was gone ten when I headed home and the moment I walked in, I was in for a shock. The place was pumping with strange hard techno playing, the lights turned down, a thick chemical poppers smell in the air, and the sound of moaning coming from the living room. I walked in to find Margarita fucking a muscular man, whilst he sucked another man. To the side, there were six or seven other man and transgender girls, each of them fucking and sucking.

	On the coffee table were lines of white powder, popper bottles, even a couple of syringes. For a while, Margarita didn't notice me, nobody did; I just stood there watching gay sex happening right in front of me. Then someone bumped me as they walked past. It was two attractive transgirls.

	"Hey hottie." One said. "Are you joining us?"

	Margarita looked up to see who they were talking to. She grinned at me, giving me a look that said she would love for me to join them, but she wasn't going to push me. I didn't say anything, I just watched as Margarita continued to suck the man in front of her, her eyes locked on mine.

	One of the hotties walked back over to me and began unbuttoning my jeans. I feebly tried to stop her but she just grinned and pulled them down, revealing my sissy pink panties. I could see Margarita's eyes drift to my kink underwear, and they lit up as she realised the implications.

	I didn't have much time to think about it, because my cock was being threaded into the girl's mouth and fuck, did she know how to suck. She sucked for a minute or so, then she plopped my cock out of her mouth and said, "Want to get high?"

	She grinned.

	"Um...what is it? Coke?" I asked.

	"No. Meth." She giggled. "It's amazing if you slam it though. Wanna do it?"

	"N...no...thanks." I didn't want to do it, but in my mind, I wanted Margarita and the others to hold me and force me to take it.

	The men fucking Margarita's mouth and arse came inside her. Margarita stood and walked seductively over to me, where she pulled me in for a long, passionate kiss, the taste of cum on her lips. Then she walked behind me, got down on her knees and began eating my arsehole. It was one of the greatest feelings of my life, but like all good things...

	I came. The moment I came, I bid them all good night and headed off to bed, where I lay down and wondered what the fuck was wrong with me. I spent fifteen minutes lying there, listening to the sounds of sex coming from next door, my brain arguing with itself, trying to tell me that it was good, that it was fine, that I wanted them to fuck me, to use me over and over, but at the same time, I couldn't ask for it.

	Of course, I threw on a t-shirt, much as I wanted to put on a nightie and went back out there to watch. More people arrived as the night went on and things were

	getting difficult, because just being a silent observer was no longer an option. Hands rubbed my body, fingers pushing into my anus, mouths on my cock, and when I came once again, I went to bed, and this time, I slept.

	The following evening, when Margarita and I were alone, she asked how I felt about the party. I tried hard to tell her the truth, that I couldn't do this on my own, that I needed to be forced, but I couldn't. Instead, I simply told her that it looked like a lot of fun, but nothing for me.

	"Bullshit." She laughed, "but I get it. Still, you're wearing panties, and I assume nighties, right?"

	I blushed. "Right."

	"l don't know. It makes me horny."

	She licked her lips and inhaled, looking down her nose as she thought. "You know? I went through what you're going through. I know that if I raped you, forced you to fuck those guys, you'd love it. It's what you want, but at the same time, you're not ready, and if I did that, you'd freak out massively. So, for now, what I will do, is say, put your favourite nightie on, I'll open a bottle of wine and then let's watch a good movie and cuddle, deal?"

	"Deal." I laughed, running to the bedroom, changing into a multi-layered pink satin babydoll, covered with a layer of white lace. I then found the matching panties and slipped them on, before running back to the living room, where she was in her favourite short black silk nightie, it too trimmed with lace.

	As we drank wine, we held each other as we watched some dumb romcom. The film was irrelevant, we just wanted to hold each other, to drink, to kiss, and then she slid down my body and blew me.

	After I came, I felt stupid sitting there in the nightie, but she held me again. She wouldn't let me go and eventually, I calmed, we continued to drink and watch, until again, her hand was on my cock, massaging it back to life. Once I was hard, she turned around and said, "Fuck me."

	That night, we ended up in her bed and I fucked her half the night. I didn't have any negative thoughts after climaxing inside her, perhaps it was because she was so hot, but I really wanted to fuck her. But at the same time, I felt guilty for not giving her something in return, and I thought, well, I've already done it a few times, maybe I can suck her off. So I did and honestly, I didn't mind. I didn't mind the feeling or the taste of her cum.

	We fell asleep in each other's arms knowing full well that our relationship had changed.

	The next day, I was awoken to the feeling of her mouth on my cock. I came quickly and for a moment, I wondered if she needed me to do that same, but without a word, I watched her swallow and walk off to the bathroom to shower.

	Our Sunday was lazy. She had some work to do, and I had some things to study, but other than that, we just ate, drank and watched television. Around two though, I became quite horny, and I'm not sure why, but I just pulled out my cock in front of her and masturbated.

	"Cute, but it's your turn." She sang.

	"My turn to...?" I asked.

	"Suck cock." She giggled.

	I continued to wank but I began to wonder if I could just do it like that in the middle of the day. Fuck it. I got up and then crawled under the table, pushing up her skirt and pulling out her cock.

	As I bobbed my head up and down it, I felt her fingers interlace with my hair, pulling me down, deeper, choking me.

	"Ah yeah! Choke sexy, choke!" She laughed.

	Tears ran down my face. I felt like vomiting, but she held me there until she let me up, spluttering. This continued for several minutes, until told me to come with her to the bedroom. I followed her there, watching her strip as she went along, staring at her smooth olive skin, her sexy backside.

	Margarita climbed onto the bed on all fours. "Eat my ass." She hissed.

	I'd never done that, but weirdly, as I stared at that gorgeous backside, I felt like it was beckoning me. I too stripped down, then I leaned forward and began licking at her rectum, even pushing my tongue into her. Again, I hadn't expected to like this, but somehow, I did. It made me feel dirty, kinky.

	She flipped herself over, grinning at me seductively, her huge cock jutting up hard as a rock. I quickly sucked it down, and as I did, she reached over for a bottle of poppers, sniffing it down before placing it under my nostrils. "Sniff, deep, go on. Good, now the other one, deep, deeper, good, now the first one again, deep, and now the second one more time, deep. And now hold it, hold it, and breathe out." The rush overtook me, and I let out a huge, long moan as I engulfed her cock, slobbering over it. Fuck, it tasted so good, felt so good. "l wanna fuck you." She hissed. "l wanna rape you."

	"Mmmm..." I moaned, sucking harder.

	"You want this cock, don't you sissy? You need it up your tight asshole!"

	"Mmmm..."

	"I'm gonna make all my friends rape you the next time they are here. All of them, over and over...nnngggg, ah!" She came, ropes of semen flooding my mouth. "Your turn."

	I leaned back, sniffing the poppers, and enjoying her mouth on my dick. But then she lifted her face of me, and grinned as she said, "I'm serious. When you least expect it, I'm going to jam my cock up your ass and you won't know when."

	"You wouldn't." I hissed as she rubbed my cock.

	"l would. I know you want it really. I'm going to rape you. I'm going to enjoy watching you scream and cry, beg me."

	I came hard, the picture of her raping me playing in my head. What the fuck was wrong with me?

	 

	 

	 


Seven

	I was half-asleep in my nightie when I felt her climbing on me. Her lips began nibbling on my ear and behind me. Her cock pressed against me, hard as a rock. "I'm gonna rape you..." She whispered, her dick pressing my right buttock. "I'm gonna shove my dick inside you and you can't stop me. I own you now, I'm gonna finish what Teri started and turn you into a snivelling gay sissy, because I was tricking you this whole time."

	"Please!" I said, half crying, half shivering from excitement, my dick rigid beneath me.

	Her hand wrapped around me and began wanking me. "Nothing you can do to stop me. I'm about to take you, sissy, to ruin you for women. Open up that rectum for me, sweetie." She hissed.

	"Oh god, please!"

	"No-one is going to help you this time baby, no backing out."

	She said, wanking me hard as her cock moved closer to my hole, rubbing me, faster, harder. Her bare cock pressed against my hole. "Here it comes." She giggled.

	"I'm about to take you!"

	And as she said that, I came hard and she lifted off me, giggling. I flipped over to look at her kneeling there in her little red chiffon nightie. "Wait. Was that just to make me cum?"

	"Yeah." She laughed.

	"So you're not going to rape me?" I said, smiling.

	"Oh honey. I am going to rape you, just not tonight." She said, kissing me. "Or maybe tonight, who knows? But yes, I am going to do it."

	"Really? Like, seriously?"

	"Yes honey, seriously. One day, I promise you, I'm going to rape you and you can't stop me."

	"Fuck, why am I getting hard again?" I gasped. Never had I gotten hard so fast. "Well, you can take care of that one yourself, whilst I skull-fuck you."

	For the rest of the week, the fantasy scenario was used almost constantly to the point where I was beginning to wonder how I would do without it. In school, I'd go to her office where she'd lock the door and then bend me over the desk, licking my anus, placing her cock there and asking if she should do it, and when I begged no, it turned her, and me, on more. In the end, I'd get down on my knees and blow her.

	At home, it was more of the same, usually me blowing her almost half the night. And on top of that, I was back to dressing up. Now I was almost constantly in nighties at home, and during the day, it was stockings, knickers, suspender-belts, and the threat of a bra if I misbehaved. It seemed that no matter where I went, I would be stuck with this bizarre forced feminisation fetish.

	It all reached a pique when I arrived home on Friday to find a small gift waiting for me. Margarita sat there in red leather with a smirk on her scarlet lips. "l want you to wear this for me from now on." She said, sliding the small white box across the table.

	I picked it up, knowing full well that this was a chastity device. I had to say no, I just had to! I knew that the moment I handed over control of my dick to her, there would be no escape, I'd end up becoming her homosexual lover. "l can't." I said, my voice hoarse.

	"Oh!" She gasped. "I'm sorry, I didn't realise this was a democracy!" Her face darkened. "No more games, sissy. You're mine now. Put it on!"

	I gulped, feeling the blood engorge my cock as her sinister tone turned me on. With trembling hands, I unpacked the tiny metal device, almost a flat cage, no wiggle room, no way my cock would fit. I had an erection so there was no way to get it on anyway, and yet, as I dropped my trousers and knickers and my cock jutted out, she punched me hard in the balls, forcing me to collapse into the foetal position.

	My erection disappeared.

	Her hands made swift work of the cage and before I could even recover, she was pushing in the metal chamber and turning the key. And that was it, locked.

	"Go get changed. I've left you a dress on the bed." She snapped.

	"Y-yes Mistress." I stuttered.

	The multi-layered sissy dress which lay on the bed was exactly like the ones I saw Vince wear. Short enough that my backside would always be on display, thanks to the flared petticoat. It was bright pink with lashings of white lace all over, short puffy sleeves, and a high neckline, again trimmed with lace.

	The panties she'd left out were a pink satin backless sissy style, open on the buttocks. I gulped, wondering if this was the night I would lose my virginity there.

	She burst into my room with a clack of her heels and without a word grabbed my hand and pulled me to her room, where she proceeded to put make-up on me. I looked in the mirror and saw she wasn't going for passable but rather over-thetop drag-queen, highlighting any hint of masculinity, mixed in with sensational femininity.

	Next, she led me to the bathroom where she told me to bend over. Before I knew it, a strange plastic tube was pushed up my anus and water was turned on. I was made to hold the water in, then sit on the toilet and expel. I did that multiple times until she deemed me clean.

	As we ate a small dinner, I tried to find out what the plan was. She'd changed into a black lace corset and lingerie set, so it was clear that we weren't going out, but I wanted to understand what was happening. However, when I tried to speak, she simply told me to "shut the fuck up."

	At around nine, she told me to help her get out some items from a cupboard, and as I was getting the bottles of alcohol out, I realised what was happening. It was one of her orgies.

	Eventually, she had me sit on a wooden chair and she then zip-tied my wrists to the arms. I gulped, wondering what she had planned. In front of me, she pulled a fresh syringe from a bag and began preparing some fluid in it.

	"What are you doing?" I asked, my voice trembling in fear.

	"I'm going to shoot you up with meth." She told me. "It's called slamming, and it will make you super horny."

	"But I don't want to do that." I begged.

	"l know you don't, but I want you to. Tonight, I've told my friends to rape you all night, so that's what we will do. Then when I am done with you, Teri is going to take you back."

	"No! You promised!"

	Her eyes met mine, they were dark and sinister. "l promised, yes, but that was before I realised this was what you really wanted. You want to be forced, so from now on, we'll force you. You are going to be Teri's sex slave, and there is nothing you can do about it."

	With that, I watched as she pushed the needle into my arm and flooded my system with the drugs. As if on cue, the doorbell rang, just as the rush hit me, like the rush of poppers but so much harder, so much longer and more exhilarating.

	She ran to open the door and the room began filling with men and trannies. Someone unclipped the zip-ties and before I knew what was happening, I was on my knees sucking a cock, my head lost in a sea of exhilaration, excitement and cocks.

	Behind me, someone was pushing lubricated fingers inside me, they were pushing and pulling, stretching, until finally, they came out, replaced by the warm firmness of a penis. "Me first." Margarita purred into my ear, pushing inside me. "Unnngghh..." I moaned as I slobbered on the cock in my mouth.

	Margarita didn't wait, she didn't check I was okay, she pushed her huge length inside me and began thrusting. There was no doubt anymore, no chance to back out, and in my drugged-up state, I no longer cared. Fuck, this feeling was amazing; a feeling of fullness, of losing all control, giving it up for her and her huge dick.

	The cock in my mouth spat cum down my throat, and once it pulled out, I coughed and panted for breath. I was able to take two deep breaths in, and to look once at Margarita thrusting in and out of me, before hands grabbed my face and another cock was pushed in.

	Every so often the doorbell went and soon the house was buzzing with hard techno and the sound of moans and skin-on-skin action. There was no catching up, no how are yous, just raw sex. People were here for a reason, it was to get fucked.

	Margarita's movements were getting faster and her breathing heavier. And then

	I felt it, the heat of cum spray my insides. She gave me a final spank and pulled out. "You're a fucking fag now." She laughed, "She's all yours." She told someone, and sure enough, another cock pushed in me.

	The cock in my mouth was smaller than the previous one and clearly it wasn't someone who lasted long, because after a couple of minutes, I was once again swallowing cum. But like last time, no-one wanted to give me the chance to take a break, so another cock was fed into my mouth. Not that I cared. I was so horny from the drugs, I couldn't imagine not having a cock there.

	In my rectum, the cum of guy number two was mixed with Margarita's and my hole didn't even have chance to close before another cock was pushed in. My eyes scanned the room, wondering how many men were in there, how many would fill me. The whole place was thumping, barely room to move, there were that many people in there. I later found out that there were over fifty men and transvestites in there, and each was promised a turn on the new sissy. Me.

	I was about an hour in, the cum of six men in my anus, and I desperately needed to pee. I tried to tell this to anyone who would listen, but anytime I tried to take the cock out of my mouth, it was forced back in. Eventually, with all the pounding on my prostate and bladder, I couldn't hold it anymore and I urinated on the tile floor. If I thought someone would mind, they didn't, as the man in my mouth saw it and after he came, he pulled out, aimed his cock at my face and began pissing, a strong stream blasting my face.

	At around five in the morning, people were beginning to leave, but if I thought my night was over, I was sorely mistaken. Hands dragged me up to my bedroom where the dress was stripped off me. Two men joined me on the bed, one was fat and bald, another was old with a beer-belly. Given how rigid their big cocks were, they had clearly taken some sort of ED pill. Beside the bed, three other men stood by, stroking their cocks, kissing, waiting their turn whilst again, I was fucked.

	 

	 

	 


Eight

	It was light out when I came to. A cock was still using my backside and men were still in my room. The alarm clock said twelve. I'd slept for three hours, but given how sore my anus was, they'd been using me in my sleep. On top of that, my bed was soaked, a foul stench of piss all over it, and clearly not only my own.

	The drugs had worn off and now I was just weak and sickly. My anus stung with each thrust, the pleasure gone for me, replaced by pain and worry. And yet anytime I said no, or stop, I was slapped and told to behave.

	The sex continued well into the night. Men just kept coming, kept using me. Occasionally, Margarita would come in and use me, but she said nothing, just fucked me and left. I drifted in and out of consciousness, but still they didn't stop.

	Monday morning arrived and when I woke up in that foul bed, I was finally alone. My body ached so badly that I just wanted to lie there, regardless of how disgusting it stunk there. Still, I managed to crawl out and to the bathroom and when I sat on the toilet, I was shocked at how much cum poured out of me. Literally, I'd been filled.

	Still, a good shower made me feel better. I ran into the bedroom where I opened my drawers to find only sissy lingerie there. I gulped. Sure, I'd been wearing lingerie but to see all my socks gone scared me. Instead, all I saw were white and pink stockings, no black, no red.

	I gulped.

	Walking to my cupboard, I opened it to find all my t-shirts and trousers replaced by skirts and dresses, and these were not plain ones, no, these were clearly satin sissy clothes.

	Sighing, I flopped down onto the bed and began crying. I didn't want this. I didn't want to be forced to come out. I didn't want to be gay. I just wanted a normal girlfriend, a normal life.

	"You found the clothes, huh?" Margarita said as she walked in.

	"Yes." I sniffed.

	"I've already informed the school that you are transgender." She said. "There is no getting out of this, Danni." She said, stroking my hair.

	"But I don't want this." I cried.

	"l know you don't, but I also know you do. Frankly, I no longer care. You're a gay sissy, that's all we'll ever allow you to be. Get dressed and I'll do your make-up. But this is your life now."

	"l could run away." I snapped.

	She cocked her head at me, analysing me, then she slapped me hard around the face, before backhanding me, throwing me down to the bed. In seconds, she climbed up onto me, grabbing me by the neck and squeezing tight, choking me. I felt her cock harden as she watched me struggle for air.

	"Don't you fucking threaten me!" She screamed. "l said you will be a sissy, and your family has agreed. If you want, I can also ruin your college career, prevent you from ever getting a job, and destroy all hope. Don't fucking test me!"

	She continued to hold on and choke me as she thrust her erection into my dry sore anus. I wanted to scream in pain but how she squeezed my throat made sure that I was silent. She raped me hard, not letting up, grinning as she watched my lips turn blue. I was about to pass out when she came and finally let me couch and splutter air into my throat.

	"Get up, get dressed. You have no hope, Danni. None. Is that understood?" She asked firmly.

	"Yes Mistress."

	But as I moved away, my body shaking, she grabbed me and pulled me into a hug. "l know this is what you wanted. I know you needed to be forced. It was hard for me to do all this because it goes against what I stand for, but I think if I didn't, then you'd spiral emotionally. You need to be forced, told what to do, don't you?" She pulled back to look at me and saw me nod and sniff. "Yes." I said, barely audible.

	I felt her hand spank my bum. "Go on, get ready."

	Walking through the school grounds in a long pink satin hobble skirt, and a matching crop-top, my face made up, my body smooth, but no wig, I felt like all eyes were on me, like the world was about to swallow me whole. But most people didn't even blink, aside from a few girls and a few gay guys who said that I slayed. By mid-morning, I began to realise something. In college, dressing like this didn't make me a freak like it would have in school, it made me different, it made me cool.

	People admired me for it.

	It was lunchtime, a time I usually ate alone or just with the same set of friends, that I found new people wanting to sit with me. They didn't ask me why I was dressed the way I was, but rather asked who I was, and what I did for fun. Suddenly, I was getting invitations to events, parties and the like, and gone was the old me, in was the new me, the liked me, the one everyone wanted to know.

	Margarita hadn't taken anything away from me. She'd made me exponentially more popular.

	When I arrived home that evening, I found Teri sat in the kitchen drinking a mug of tea. When she saw me and how I was dressed, she smiled. "And if I had known that all it would take would be to force you, I would've done it sooner." She said. "And I would have been angry." I replied. "l think I needed Margarita's help."

	"You did." Smiled Teri. "But are you ready to come home now?"

	"l think I am, yes."

	"Good." She said, standing and kissing me. "l missed you. We missed you."

	Margarita smiled at us, pleased that she was able to help. "How are your first day of university as a femboy?"

	"Amazing!" I gushed. "I'm so popular now!"

	"l thought as much." She laughed. "You're in a collective of intelligent, nonjudgmental people. They embrace nonconformity. That and the fact that, and I don't know if you have seen yourself, but you're actually hot."

	I laughed, thinking about the compliments I'd heard that day. "So I've heard."

	Teri kissed me again. "I'm going to go. I promised Margarita that I'd leave you here till the end of the school week, then we'll move you back on the weekend. Anyway, we're making some changes at home so we still need time to get those finished."

	"What changes?" I asked, suddenly excited for some sort of new experience.

	She winked at me. "You'll see."

	With one last long passionate kiss, Teri left, leaving me alone with Margarita. She didn't waste anytime and told me to go clean up and get ready. I knew what for.

	When I came out of the shower, she was waiting for me, lying on the bed in luxurious black lacy lingerie, a full peignoir set. She looked divine, especially with that huge cock jutting out from her crotch.

	I slipped on my own lingerie, a lacy pink set to match hers, and then climbed in with her, kissing her lips, feeling her tongue dance with my own. "Oh..." I moaned, as I finally let myself go and just accepted myself for what I was. I wasn't gay, bi, or straight. I was just...sissy. A thing designed to serve, take cock, lick pussy, and literally do what I'm told, and the moment I accepted that was the moment I realised how freeing it was.

	I'd already prelubricated my anus in the bathroom. After the events of the last few days, I needed something to sooth the impending pain. So I reached back and aimed her cock, then sat myself down on it. She was a rigid as metal, so turned on that it was stretched to the max, and I felt it as I lowered myself down, moaning and gasping for that turgid rod to slip into me.

	"You're so incredibly tight, even after this weekend." She told me.

	"No, you're just huge."

	She giggled. "l wish!"

	"l honestly don't know how I went without this for so long." I told her. "l don't know why I was so resistant, but it feels great. You're such a beautiful woman; that you have a cock shouldn't matter, because this feels just...perfect."

	"It's hard. People don't understand, and you shouldn't beat yourself up about it. Just be in the moment. This, you and me, it feels good because it is good."

	A sat up on her now, moving my hips and muscles to ride her gorgeous dick. She held onto my hips, moaning, staring into my eyes with wonder as I clenched on her, using every trained muscle to move and get more inside me.

	"A duck to water." She laughed, as I moved faster.

	"When I move, we'll still fuck, right?"

	She grinned at me. "We'll see each other at college. In my office."

	"Wonderful."

	"Mmm. Good for me. A little cumdump fucktoy to mess with during work hours.

	I love it!"

	I reached down and grabbed her breasts, mashing them with my hands, and I wondered if I would end up with breasts. She must have been reading my mind because she smiled and said, "l started you on hormones on Saturday. It's been in the smoothy you've been drinking."

	"Really?" I asked, a little scared.

	"Yes, but don't worry. It's the same type I'm taking, so whilst they take a little longer to work, they shouldn't impact libido."

	"Okay..." I said, nervous but more excited than ever.

	"Don't worry. You're a sissy and there is no going back, so why not enjoy it?"

	"True."

	The thought that I was about to be forever changed with no way back should have filled me with horror and dread, but instead, I was filled with exhilaration for what was about to come. This was definitely me, definitely something I enjoyed, so why not just embrace it?

	 

	 


Nine

	The drive back over to Aunt Teri's house was laced with tension. To start with, I usually sat up front with Teri, but not this time. This time I was made to clamber into the back in my huge puffy satin sissy dress like a good girl. Secondly, Teri didn't say a word to me the whole journey, even when I tried to make conversation. And then came the point when we arrived and she said, "You know you will be punished most severely for what happened, right?"

	I don't know why, but I lived in the belief that things were dead and buried and life could go on, but no, I should have known that there would be consequences for my actions, no matter how much they helped proceedings.

	The moment I arrived, I was taken up the stairs. Vince didn't appear to be around. She had said they'd made changes to the house, but so far, everything seemed normal. However, as we reached the top of the stairs, the corridor was completely gone, with one door right there in front of them. She opened it to reveal that they had created one huge room, with the dungeon now part of the bedroom, and one huge bed which could easily sleep three.

	So that was the plan. I was to sleep with them from now on. Well, that was actually a welcome change, because the idea of sleeping alone didn't really make sense anymore.

	On the wall were crosses and more torture devices, and the bed itself was wrought iron, with several cuffs and chains welded attached.

	Then the door to the bathroom opened and Vince stepped out, dressed in red lacy lingerie. He smiled when he saw me, striding over and taking me in his arms to kiss me passionately. Not a word was said, he simply pushed on my shoulders and I took his long cock into my mouth whilst Teri stripped down to the leather harness she had underneath her dress.

	I felt her presence next to me as I gagged and gurgled on the huge cock swelling in my throat, then her hand grabbed my hair, forcing my head forward and backward. "Fucking suck that cock, cocksucker! Filthy disgusting backstabbing cunt!" She snarled. "Running away like that. This weekend you're gonna know what pain really is. You're gonna piss yourself with fear!"

	Her words should have scared me, but they just turned me on more. A few days ago, I'd probably be running again, but now, now I wanted to know what real pain from her felt like.

	I was thrown to the floor, never even made it to the bed, inside my knickers were pulled down and spit landed square on my anus. Before I even knew what was happening, Vince's cock entered me.

	"Oh, I've been waiting so long to do this!" He gasped.

	"Fuck me Vince! Fuck me!" I cried, knowing this was going to feel great, knowing the any concern I had around gay sex was long gone.

	"We own you now." Teri continued. "For the rest of your life, you will be our slave, ours to use as we please. We will transform you into a cock-hungry sissy slut, desperate to give yourself to cock and deprave yourself in the worst possible way. You are not human anymore, just a piece of filth for us to use and abuse, is that understood?"

	"Yes Mistress! Yes, use me, abuse me!" I cried, panting as Vince pummelled me at high-speed, slamming into me so deep that I felt like he would burst me inside.

	"Oh, god, never stop abusing me!"

	"We won't!"

	As much as I hoped Vince would last a long time, my hope was short-lived. The whole situation was too exciting for him, and he erupted into my colon. Hot goo filled my orifice, and he mewled out like a wild animal.

	I wasn't given time to calm. They grabbed my arms and pulled me over to some sort of bench, where I was strapped down. A fucking machine was pushed into my anus and turned on high, and then another was placed in front of me. Straps were placed around my head, along with small hooks that pulled my mouth open, and then the dildo was pushed into my mouth, before heavy elastic bands connected to the machine, wrapped around my head, preventing me from pulling back.

	They weren't done. A breathing mask was placed over my nose, with a tube leading to a block. There they screwed in two bottles of poppers and I was forced to inhale the sick chemical over and over, sending me into a dizzy spiral.

	Teri poured some drops into my eyes and suddenly, I found myself struggling to blink. Then she fitted some sort of VR device which played sissy hypnosis on repeat. Every so often, I felt liquid drip into my eyes; fake tears to prevent them from drying out. This was some sort of MK Ultra shit, but I was loving it. My throat was being raped, my arse was too, and if I thought I'd get pleasure from my cock, I found they had attached electrodes to my cock and balls, as well as my nipples, and I was receiving painful electric shocks over and over.

	Then at some point, I began to feel something painful happening. I couldn't hear what was being said because of the soundproof earphones they'd put in, but it felt like my backside was being tattooed. But it didn't end there. My bicep was next, then my back. I was being tattooed all over, and I didn't know what with.

	My head throbbed from the poppers, and eventually, the mask was taken away, but only for someone to push a small piece of paper in my mouth. Then everything went weird.

	On the screen, some videos by Hypnocypher were playing over and over, constantly bombarding me with text and visuals; but now the colours were coming alive. The men were not smiling at the sissies they were fucking, they were looking at me, coming for me, and I wanted them to. On the screen, I was being told to take hormones, to suck cock, to accept cum in both holes, to only dress like a slut, and the more it played, the more I wanted it.

	The tattooing stopped, only for me to scream out in pain as I felt something brutally hot land on my right buttock, like a branding iron. They had promised the worst pain, and they were delivering. It didn't end there.

	Hands pulled on my testicles, pulling them back, and then the feeling of needles pricking at them appeared, replaced quickly by the feeling of needles pushing through them. I screamed once again, the brutal torture too much, and as expected, I lost control of my bladder.

	This torture continued for hours, until it suddenly stopped. I was given one more piece of the acid and left there, the videos playing on repeat, the drops dripping into my eyes automatically, one to keep them lubricated, another to prevent them from closing. It was the longest night of my life.

	The torture lasted all weekend. I was only finally let up at around four on Sunday, when they helped me into the bath, washed me, fed me, then took me to bed, where they both fucked me, even though I didn't really know what was happening.

	When I awoke on Monday morning to get ready for college, my brain felt fried. I didn't understand what was happening, and I certainly didn't feel up for going to college. But Teri made sure I was ready, and this time, there would be no femboy clothes; she insisted that her sissy dressed appropriately. For the first time, I would be attending college dressed like a sissy, a short pink satin dress, trimmed all over with thick white lace; white lace pop-socks with a pink frill, white lace gloves, and a pink satin and white lace bonnet. However, it was only after I had showered and was about to dress, that I saw what they had done to me.

	On both buttocks, I had tattooed words. Bi-sex slave. Cumdump. Insert cock here. Submissive Sissy, Free to use by anyone. The words weren't just on my buttocks, they travelled down my thighs. Then there was the BDSM logo branded onto my right cheek. On my biceps, Property of Mistress Teri, Permanent Sissy Slave, Gay for Cock, and many more things which made me realise that any previous popularity I had would be gone.

	I was right. Even people I thought my friends gave me a wide berth. When Margarita saw me, she found the whole thing hilarious, but I was walking around campus all day in one huge panic attack. And when Margarita began fucking at me, she began laughing as she realised something very serious. "You'll be expelled for this, by the way." She told me.

	"What?" I screeched, trying to pull away, but she just held onto me.

	"Yeah, none of this will be allowed. They'll expel you."

	"But, but..."

	"Don't worry. You don't need an education to be Teri's permanent slave. Think of this as a unique opportunity. You'll never need to look for a job, worry about money, anything. You'll just be a dumb little airhead fuckslut for Teri, cleaning the house, working as a maid, and fucking whoever she tells you to. She always wanted a permanent sissy slave, I'm so glad she got one."

	As I walked to the bus stop that afternoon, I wondered if I could stop this in some way, or if this was my life to be. But as I walked through the town, something caught my eyes; a sex shop advertising a gay cinema and darkrooms. I don't know why but I was drawn to it, unable to stop myself from approaching.

	I stepped inside the seedy place and an old woman looked up from her phone and chuckled when she saw me. "Cinema?" She asked gruffly.

	"Yeah."

	"Need poppers?"

	"Yes please."

	I paid for both. "Is it busy?"

	"Few people, but it's about to get busy. Usually does on Monday afternoon when the morning shift ends at the plant."

	"Thanks."

	The dark rooms stunk of old sex, sweat and chemicals. The sound of gay sex rang out from the television sets lining the little black cubicles, each one with a hole in the walls for men to stick their cocks through. That was to keep things anonymous, but I didn't want that. For some reason, I wanted public action, I craved it, though I didn't understand why.

	In the cinema, three old men sat watching heterosexual porn on the big screen, each with their cocks out, wanking. They looked up when they saw me and stared, wanking just a bit harder. I ignored them and walked on, finding a clanking metal staircase in front of the screen which led to a different area, a dungeon of sorts, next to a leather sex swing, and an area which looked like a urinal but was designed to allow people to piss on the floor and drain. It was empty, nobody was there, but as I looked around, finding another corridor behind a blackout curtain which was pitch black, I could hear the sound of footsteps on the metal stairs.

	I shook a bit, waiting in that corridor, wondering what was going to happen. A flicker of light, the curtain opening and closing, and then heavy breathing. Suddenly, hands were feeling my body through the tight satin, rubbing me, then reaching under the skirt and finding my cock in the panties, locked away in the small metal prison that it had been put in. Then he found my balls, finding the long bars that had been pushed through my balls, piercing them permanently, and he gave a grunt of approval.

	His mouth suddenly mashed against mine, stale cigarette smoke and old alcohol on his breath as his tongue roughly pressed against my own. I kissed back, somehow enjoying the hard bristles scratching my face, and then his hands pushed me to my knees. His cock was out, it was flaccid but gaining strength, but he was an old man. I sucked him working the soft dick until finally, it began to truly come to life, and before I knew it, I was choking on it.

	The hands pulled me back up, just as the curtain twitched once more. Before I knew it, more hands were on me, feeling me, and then a mouth kissing me, a new taste, chewing gum. As I kissed, I heard spitting behind me, and then pressure. The man who I'd sucked was going in now. I wanted to turn around and say stop, to wear a condom, but my brain wouldn't let me, instead I just saw flashes of images from the hypnosis. Take any cock. Never say no.

	Within a few seconds, I was on my knees with a cock in my anus, whilst I was sucking a cock. A few minutes later, and there were more people around me, cocks in both my hands, in my mouth, in my anus, and whilst I wanted to get away, knew it was wrong, my brain told me I had to stay, that it was my duty, that it was all I was, a slave, a fuckslut.

	I didn't need to buy poppers. Every so often, someone stuck their own under my nostrils, sending me into my sexual rush which just made me enjoy being the slut that I was. By the time I forced myself out of that place, I'd been fucked too many times to count.

	Still, I couldn't help but panic about the danger I'd put myself in. When I finally made it home, Teri wanted to know where I'd been, but when I told her, rather than be angry, she hugged me and told me how proud she was of me.

	"I'm worried though." I told her.

	"About?" Teri asked.

	"Diseases."

	"Well, Margarita injected you some time ago when you had that big orgy with a new type of PrEP which lasts up to six months. Just released on the European market, and it cost me quite a pretty penny!"

	"Wait...you knew I'd come back to you?"

	"Yes, of course. It was always the plan, ever since I decided to arrange for you to come here."

	"So you intentionally inked me knowing it would get me expelled?" I screeched.

	"Naturally."

	"Do my parents know?"

	"No, and I doubt they'd approve I've gone this far, but I really like you, and I don't want to lose you. I think you will be happier as my lover and slave. We get to have sex as often as you like, and we will take care of you forever. With me, you will see the world, and we can have a great life together without you ever having to worry about finding a job, or getting an education. I want you to be my little airhead sissy bimbo, a true bimbo. And I will be your sugar-mommy."

	I wanted to be angry. I wanted to scream and shout at her, but instead, I placed my hands in front of my skirt and began swinging my hips from side to side. "Thank you Mommy!"

	She smiled back at me with pride. "See, already learning. What a good little sissy you are!" She said, kissing my forehead. "Now, you have also been taking preventative antibiotics too, namely doxycycline, so you should be free from STDs. You'll be tested regularly, so try not to worry."

	"Yes Mistress, and thank you."

	"For what?"

	"Doing this to me. Forcing me to be this."

	"You mean that, don't you?" She smiled, pulling me to her. "l love you, sissy, and you're mine now. That's all you ever need to worry about, is just making me happy." The following day, I was called directly to the administrator's office, where I was officially told to change or leave. I chose to leave. I didn't need university, I just needed Mistress and Vince.

	 

	 


Epilogue

	It had been months since I saw my parents last. They knew I'd left college and whilst they were angry with me and with Teri at first, over time, they calmed down and welcomed the new me into their lives. They were fine with me becoming a sissy, and being Teri's permanent slave, but they were not okay with me destroying all my future. But over time, they came around to the fact that Teri promised to keep me forever, and even wrote me into the will as the beneficiary of her wealth in the even that she and Vince died.

	My parents were visiting at a strange time. I'd just recovered from breast enhancement surgery, and my huge comical G-cup breasts were causing me no small amount of trouble. I could no longer see my feet, and that led to some mishaps in my fetish ballet heels. Still, I was looking forward to seeing them, and to watching them play with Teri and Vince. I had asked if I would be involved too, and mom had said no, but Teri promised to speak to her, to make her come around and use me too. Not sexually, of course, but to whip me and such.

	It was a funny way of slavery. Yes, I cooked, cleaned, washed, ironed and such, but if I got horny, I would just asked Teri for sex and she'd take off my cage, and let me fuck her. She never once said no to me, not once. I was allowed to fuck her, to fuck Vince, and nobody ever said no, you're just a slave. But the same went for me too. If they wanted to fuck me, they just fucked me. They didn't need to ask, they just fucked me, same for any guests or visitors they had. I had no right to say no, I already agreed to that. No stop words. No limits. No saying no to sex with anyone at all. Full trust in Teri.

	The other thing which was funny was that if I said I was going out, I wasn't ever told I couldn't. They just said go, and I did. Usually it was shopping, or visiting the gay cinema, or some nights going to gay bars and nightclubs to dance. I never went to normal bars anymore, only gay bars. It was safer that way.

	When the doorbell rang, I skipped playfully to the door, my long bleached blonde hair flowing behind me as I giggled excitedly. Over the past months, I had gone through the drug-fuelled brainwashing repeatedly, mostly trying to turn me into an airhead, a giggling bimbo. Sure, I still had the intelligence I once had, but I no longer wanted it. I just wanted to giggle and play, and fuck.

	I opened the door and saw my parents stood there, mom in a little black latex dress, dad in a baby blue little girl's party dress. "Mommy! Daddy!" I cried out.

	Mom gasped as she took me in, the huge melon-sized tits stretching the satin of my dress. "Wow, well look at you, baby. Aren't you just a delight?" Mom said. "l understand you go only by Sissy now?"

	"Or slut, cunt, fucktoy, mommy." I giggled, swinging my hips playfully. "Wonderful. Well, go give daddy a hug, then get our things from the car." "Yes mommy." I giggled, then I ran and hugged my dad. "Hello daddy."

	"Hello princess. You're so pretty." He said, hugging me. But then he did the strangest thing. His hand traced down my dress and cupped my buttock. "So pretty." Then he let go and helped me with the suitcases. "Violet tells me you know of a nice gay play-space? Perhaps you'd like to show me?"

	"Of course, daddy. I can take you there later."

	"Wonderful." He beamed.

	A little later, as mom and Teri drank tea on the sofa and talked about me and my journey, I knelt on the floor next to my father and sat patiently, listening to them speak about how perfect I'd turned out, how pretty I was, and how mother finally admitted that it was best for me, that Teri had made the right decision to transform me. It made my body shake with happiness to hear that mommy approved of me now, but I really hoped she would join Teri in the dungeon to punish me later.

	"Honey, why don't you and your father run off and play." Teri said.

	"Yes, Violet was saying something about some gay club or something?" Mom asked.

	"Yes, sissy loves it there. She's quite the little cumslut."

	"Wonderful. So is my sissy. Run along you two."

	"I'll drive them." Said Vince. That meant he wanted to come in too.

	So there we were, three sissies in ridiculously over-the-top puffy sissy dresses, travelling together to get fucked in a gay cinema, but that was our life, that was our love. As a kid in the car, dad and I used to talk about sports, but as we drove, I sat listening to dad talk to Vince about K-pop, about lipsticks and make-up, about some dreamy actor he fancied, about brands of knickers and bras. It was so bizarre, and yet I wouldn't want it any other way.

	In the sex shop, Vince paid dad's entry, whilst I used a prepaid card I had with them. Of course, we each had poppers in our purses, that was a staple alongside make-up, and once we were inside, we each took a sniff and walked downstairs.

	As we approached the curtain in the busy dark rooms, Vince grabbed my arm, and still high from the rush of the poppers, he grabbed me and pulled me in for a passionate kiss. Then he turned to my dad and did the same, before stepping back with a cheeky smirk on his face. Before I knew what was happening, my sissy dad's lips were on mine and we too were kissing.

	"Let's go." Vince said.

	The moment we were inside the dark long corridor, we were grabbed. Hands roamed, felt, used, and then cocks were inserted quickly, front and back. The sounds of moaning overcame my senses, loud sex noise, slapping skin, and groans. I recognised the sound of my dad, his voice as he begged someone to fuck him harder, and strangely, hearing that turned me on.

	The sex continued over and over, for over an hour, then behind me, I heard rustling and the feeling of a skirt landing on my back and a cock pushing into me. It had to have been Vince, had to have been, until another skirt fell over my head, a longer one, the long one Vince had been wearing, and Vince's big cock filled my mouth.

	It was so dark, nobody really could say who was fucking whom, but in my head, I knew. I knew whose penis was using me, and he knew he was using me. I think that was his plan to begin with, but I put it out of my head and just enjoyed the ride.

	Over the long weekend, the nearly five days they stayed with us, it was a time which changed all of us. My trips to the gay cinema with my dad were a daily occurrence, and every time I felt that skirt land, I knew who was fucking me. Then there was the Sunday when nobody was there for a bit, and still, I got fucked.

	Mom got to watch me to whipped, used and beaten. She watched Teri fuck me, ride my cock, even sucked Teri's breasts whilst she did it, but she didn't get involved with me. She just let things happen.

	When I asked mom why she didn't want to play with me, she said it wouldn't be appropriate. "But you let dad?" I said.

	She smiled and kissed my head. "You know he isn't your real father." She reminded me.

	I smiled back at her. "l wasn't talking about him." I said, then looked up at Vince, who blushed.

	Mom looked at him too, and then just smirked and kissed my forehead again.

	"Enjoy yourself." Was all she said into my ear.

	THE END
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