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Author’s Note

This is a darker tale in the end but is actually based on a recent story I heard at a munch from a sissy who told me his foster mom got him into it. In that case, it was because she didn’t have that munch money so she would find the most gender neutral clothes her daughter had and give them to him. Over time though, when he was older and they sat there sorting through the clothes from her daughter, he began picking out girlier things, and rather than discourage it, she said live and let live and let him dress how he liked.  When he was older, he began referring to her as Mistress and she just accepted it, but unfortunately, after he moved out to go to college, she put a stop to their inappropriate relationship.

This goes a bit deeper than that, and no, I don’t condone it, it’s all fantasy, so if you are offended, don’t get your knickers in a twist!

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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Chapter One

Iwatched my foster mom kiss my foster dad goodbye as he headed off for another three months away.  Three months on the rig and I would be at home with her and my older sister April. I say sister but really, I was adopted after my parents passed away when I was five. They never hid that I was adopted, thinking they were doing me some sort of favour by being honest, but really, it just made me feel bitter, so I guess I acted out somewhat, when really, they all tried hard around me. Heck, April was a great sister to me for many years, but still, I always tried to distance myself from them. Then when I turned eighteen, they began to get bitchy around me.

I sighed; this was the last thing I wanted.  The last time he was away, they bullied and bossed me around.  Of course, when I told dad about it later, he laughed it off, after all, I was apparently lazy when he was around, so he believed me to be lazy when he wasn’t around.

The last time he was away this long, I was still in school, but now school was over and I didn’t get accepted for any universities, something I know has disappointed both mom and dad.  Now I would be home the whole time and my only choice was to look for a job or apply to a further education college.

“Mark,” Mom began once the door was shut.  “I want to see a plan from you as to what you expect to be doing over the summer.  How many jobs you’ll apply for per day, a workout plan, that sort of thing.  I will also be teaching you how to use the washing machine, cook, all the things I expect you to know by the time you are ready to move out.”

Jesus!  Now I was expected to move out?  “So when do you plan to throw me out, mom?”

Rolling her eyes, mom shook her head. “Live with us forever for all I care, but I do expect you to act your age.  I also expect you to be able to survive on your own.”

“Oh I see.  You plan to bully me like last time?  Where’s April?  Sure she’ll want to get in on this!”

Mom sighed and shook her head.  “Mark…” She sighed again.  “Nobody bullied you last time, and nobody will bully you this time.  But with your dad away, I needed your help with things and you kept refusing, so I took away your PC and Xbox.  Now you are eighteen, which means you need to become an adult.  You spend a lot of time on gaming, I want you to exercise because I don’t want you to die. I want you to get a job so you can buy the things you want.  I’m not going to start charging you rent, you’re still my kid, but I’m not going to subsidise your lifestyle, I’m sorry, I’m not.”

I wanted to fight back, but I didn’t have an argument.  The fact was, I knew I was being spoiled.  Things had made me bitter.  Being a shortish, skinny, lanky kid meant that I was hardly noticed at school, other than by bullies.  I had very few friends, and although I knew I was clever and did well at school, I tested badly.  I knew the answers to questions but I was slow at writing, and slow at reading.  That meant I had great class grades and really shit grades in tests.  My parents had argued with the school, telling them I had dysgraphia but they didn’t listen.

Instead of arguing, I stomped away, knowing full well I was being a brat and hating myself for it.  

In my room, I started up my PC and began playing Sons of the Forest, determined not to let my mood be spoiled.  Unfortunately, nothing held my interest and I couldn’t be bothered to play, so instead, I decided to go on my Kindle and read some porn.

My mom never minded me reading, she even funded my Kindle Unlimited so that I could download and read what I wanted.  Sure, reading took me longer than it should, but I enjoyed it.  Of course, she didn’t know what I read, assuming it was fantasy or something.  Really, I lived for female domination porn.  I loved everything about it, tough women taking charge, which was odd considering how I treated mom and April.

April, my sister, tall dark haired, pretty, but constantly on Instagram taking pictures of herself. She was a bully, no doubt about it, always was.  Bossy, made fun of me, always had some sort of snide comment.  Being two years my senior, she was a pain in the arse, but now she seemed to be a bigger pain.  You see, she got into university but a local one, meaning she never left home.  She seemed to be making money somehow because she was constantly shopping, but I didn’t know what she did. And the people she saw were weird.  Her friends were all hot, but weird, and they were all arrogant twats.

That evening, I read my book, gently masturbating to the glorious content, imagining myself as one of the sub males in the book.  In this case, I was reading an Ann Michelle book, enjoying the tough dominant female control over the sissy.

The next day, to try to at least get my mom off my back, I let her teach me how to use the washing machine.  I even made notes on my iPad to show how interested I was.  It wasn’t all that.  Yes, I learned how not to mix colours, which liquid to use when, what spin speed all that shit.  Fine, I was done.

April stormed home like a bat out of hell, slamming the door behind her and stomping upstairs.  Mom got into a screaming match with her about something or other, which made me feel a little better, but it also meant that April was doubly-bitchy to me at dinner time.  To my surprise though, mom stuck up for me.

“Leave Mark alone!” Mom snapped at April, sat there with her partially dyed blue hair, in a tiny white crop-top.  “He actually took an interest today and learned how to use the washing machine.  He’s making an effort; what are you doing?”

“Whoopty-doo!” April sneered.  “I’m contributing by actually putting money towards the utilities.  This pussy learns one little thing and he’s centre of the universe?  I bet he still fucks it up.”

“Won’t!” I told her.

“Fuck off Mark, I didn’t give you permission to address me.”

“Go fuck yourself April!”

Mom slapped her hands together.  “Kids!  Both shut the fuck up!”

The next day I had a job interview at a local supermarket.  I had hoped it would be something decent, but they just wanted a shelf-filler.  I told them to shove it and left.  Obviously I didn’t tell mom that; instead I said they would let me know and there were multiple applicants.  She seemed frustrated, so I asked her to teach me how to cook and that cheered her up.

This continued in the same fashion for about a week, trying to build up enough good will with my mom that she would eventually leave me alone.  It seemed to be working, much to the annoyance of April.

After a couple of weeks, I seemed to have mom eating out of my hands.  I had another job interview, this time a bar looking for a bartender.  I walked into the bar and the guy took one look at me and said no way, that I’d be a pushover for the customers. 

That was the day when my master plan went wrong.

I arrived home from the interview to find mom sat at my computer in the room, looking at something.  As I approached, I found Amazon open and she was looking at my viewed books. 

“What are you doing in my room?” I asked her, going on the defensive.

“Well,” She sighed.  “I was actually bringing you ironed clothes, and I saw your Kindle lying there.  It’s kind of battered, so I thought I’d buy you a new one as a thank you for how hard you’ve been trying lately.  The screen is a little damaged, so I turned it on to see if it works, and what do you think I found there?”

My legs trembled.  I felt so embarrassed.  “You had no right…” I tried to say, but there was little conviction to my voice.

“So I read a couple of your downloaded books, then decided to see if everything you read is like that, and lo-and-behold, it is.  All porn.” She sighed.  “I suppose I should be glad you really are reading the articles.  In my time, most boys your age just looked at the pictures.  Anyway, yes, you are right, it’s none of my business.”

She stood and without another word, she left the room.

I felt sick with embarrassment.  What must she have thought about me?  Would she tell April? 

That evening, I hardly said a word, not even daring to look mom in the eyes.  April noticed and tried to find out where I had gone wrong this time, but mom shut her down, telling April to mind her own business. 

The next day, I helped mom around the house, which she seemed grateful for, and nothing more was said about my reading choices.  However, that night, I found myself wondering if mom would become more dominant around me, maybe force me to clean the house in a maid’s outfit.  I actually masturbated to the image of serving mom, but when I came, I felt utterly disgusted in myself.

Still, over the following days, I tried to make an effort and show mom that I was capable of change.  Maybe my master plan was to try to stop her from bugging me, but the more I thought about how mom reacted to how she found my porn, the more I realised there were worse moms out there. To prove just how right that seemed to be, I eventually found a box from Amazon waiting on my bed, along with a note.

“If you need to read smut, please do it on a device which won’t destroy your eyes.  Love, your ma.”

It was a brand new Kindle.  Honestly, for the first time in my life, I felt genuinely horrible for how I treated her, and from that moment, I vowed to treat her better.  I went downstairs and gave her a hug, telling her thank you and saying sorry for being so horrible.  She kissed my forehead and told me she appreciated the effort I was making.

April was hardly home for the next few nights as she was either out with friends, or travelling somewhere.  That meant that mom and I had quiet evenings together, both reading on our Kindles.  Initially, I read in my room and she read in the living room, but then one night mom made a nice meal and opened a bottle of wine, so we sat drinking it together, each reading our own devices. 

Of course, I assumed mom was reading the detective novels she liked, whilst she knew I was reading femdom porn, but imagine my surprise when I accidentally picked up her novel to find that she had downloaded the exact same books I had been reading when she found my old device.  I had to assume it was not just research, but rather that she had found them interesting.

“Mom,” I said, “um, why are you reading books by Ann Michelle?”

She shrugged.  “I suppose I just wanted to understand what you like and why.”

It was a reasonable reply, but something told me it was more than that. 

A week later, I was returning from another failed interview, when I arrived to find mom in a steaming bad mood.  In front of her were a bunch of clothes, all pink.  “Want to explain to me what went wrong with this wash?” She asked.

I didn’t remember washing pink clothes.  Then it dawned on me what I was looking at.  “Oh shit.” I mumbled.

“You left a red sock in the wash with the whites.  What did you think would happen?” She seethed.

“I didn’t notice it.” I replied.  “Sorry.”

She then smirked at me sarcastically.  “Thankfully, they’re mainly your clothes.  Enjoy wearing pink, or maybe that was you intention the whole time?  Given the smut you read, I’m not surprised.”

I felt like an idiot, but again, instead of actually feeling genuinely apologetic, I felt attacked.  Taking the clothes basket, I walked upstairs and slammed my door behind me, throwing the basket to the floor. 

Flopping on the bed, I wondered why I was so angry all the time.  Things could be going great and the one thing would set me off.  Heck, I hadn’t even masturbated that often.  I mean, I had that morning, but it was like the first time in over a week.

That evening mom asked me where the plan was that she had asked for.  For a moment, I couldn’t remember what plan, but then she reminded me.  Shit, I hadn’t worked on it.  “For Christ’s sake Mark, this is your future we’re talking about!  I get you have been helping out, but I don’t see you doing much else.  Your interviews aren’t going anywhere!  Did you get a reply from the supermarket?”

“Erm, no, not yet.” I replied, trying to deflect from the truth.  Unfortunately, she saw right through me.  “Hold on.” She began.  “You got the job there, didn’t you?  You turned it down!  Oh great!  So now you are too good for even a basic part-time job?” She shook her head in disappointment. 

Sighing, mom ran a hand through her dark hair.  At forty-three, she was a very attractive woman, constantly active, she cared about what she ate, and how she moved, which meant that she was fit and toned.  “Okay, okay.  Fine.” She sighed again.  “I’m going to put a plan together and we’re going to stick to that plan.  Chores, exercise, job applications, education.  I will think of a merit system for success and failure.”

“Fine.” I told her, sulking.

“Mark, I just want what is best for you.” Then she sat back.  “Can I ask you a question?” She asked softly.

I shrugged, not bothering to respond.

“When you read those books, the female domination stuff, some of those stories sometimes involve relatives, aunts, mothers even.  You realise those are just fiction stories, right?  That it can’t happen in real life?” She asked.

My eyes widened in shock and horror at the implications of what she was suggesting.  Did she honestly think I was acting up like this because I wanted her to dominate me?  At the same time though, I couldn’t help but feel disappointed by the fact that she felt this couldn’t happen.  “Of course not!” I practically screeched.  Tears formed in my eyes as I realised that I was lying to her, that in my heart I really wanted to be dominated. 

Embarrassed, I ran upstairs, away from her before crying into my pillow.  “Why am I such a freak?” I mumbled into the soft pillow some moments later, completely unaware that mom was stood in the doorway watching me.


Chapter Two

The following day, I arrived downstairs to breakfast to find mom sat at the table with some printed sheets of paper in front of her.  There was no breakfast waiting for me this time.  As I walked into the room, there was no smell of anything cooking, no coffee ready, nothing that I was used to.  I knew April was not home because she would have a fit if there was no coffee in the pot.

“Sit down Mark.” Mom said with a firm tone.

“Can I get myself…” I started.

“Mark! Sit!” She snapped, and I jumped to it without question.  “As discussed yesterday.” She said, sliding the papers over to me.  I looked at the chart which said chores at the top.  It was a list, next to it the days of the week, each with a quality column alongside it.  “Each chore is yours to do for this week.  The days which are greyed out show which chore does not need doing on certain days.  The quality will be marked out of five.  A five means a top-quality job, a one means a bad job.  Zero means not done.  The lower the quality, the worse the punishment.” Before I could ask, she explained, “For example, removal of your Xbox, suspension of your gaming subscriptions, that sort of thing.”

The list was long.  In fact, it was every single chore in the house.  “You want me to do everything?” I asked, shocked.

“Yes.  This week, for sure, then we’ll see.” She replied.  “I will not be lifting a finger.  I’ll be taking the week off and watching you do it.  If you do a very good job, then there might be rewards in it for you.  If you are lucky, I might let you do it again next week.” She grinned.

“Wait, why would I want to do all the chores again?” I asked her, a little confused.

“You’ll understand by the end of the week.” She said.  I then looked at the other two sheets.  “Those are exercises I expect you to do.  You will work out with me, but I expect you to firm up your core, work on your legs, and generally make yourself firmer.”

The list was mainly a mix of cardio and bodyweight movements, nothing for bulking up.  I asked her if she would add some things to build my muscles up and she smiled and said no.  “We’re not looking to make you into Arnie.  I want you firm and toned, that’s all.”

“What about education?  What about colleges?” I asked her.  “What about job interviews?”

“I’ve decided we’ll skip the education part.  If you do well here, then I will consider paying for an Open University course for you.  As for the job interviews, forget it for now.  Your job, is to work for me.”

“As your servant?” I sniffed, shaking my head.

“If you like.” She replied with a smug smile.  “Or my maid, if you’d prefer?  You will do everything I say, or else, is that understood?”

I still felt the need to rebel, even though my cock was getting hard.  “What about me time?” I snapped.

Again, she smiled, calmly replying. “Gaming time is earned.  However, I will not take away your reading time.  In fact, I would encourage you to read more of your smut.  I certainly will be.” She laughed.  “Now, first things first.  Make breakfast.  I expect you to do this every morning for all of us, without question.  Making breakfast for all of us means one hour of gaming at the weekend.”

“Even April?” I asked her in a whiney tone.

“Yes, even April.”

“Ohhhh…” I moaned, but then stood and set to work on the breakfast.

Throughout the day, as I worked on the chores, I couldn’t help but wonder why mom decided to adopt such a dominant attitude, after telling me my books were not something that could really happen.  I decided it was just her classic manipulation, her way of getting my hopes up just to get me to do something.

At the end of the day, I reached a point where the standard of my work began to drop as I became more demotivated by the idea that this was just a game for mom to get her way, not to give me mine.  Once I was done with the last chore, mom sat me down.

“You started well.  The breakfast was good, the coffee was good.  You washed, cleaned, but what happened this afternoon?  Lunch was boring, lacked inspiration, dinner was just a plain sandwich, you missed spots when you wiped the floor, and you left streaks.  Why?  Why did you start so strongly and then just lose it?”

I shrugged.  “Dunno.”

“No,” She said softly, “No, tell me what happened.”

“I don’t know.  I just don’t like you playing with me like this.”

“What do you mean playing?  Who’s playing?” She asked.

“This. You said yesterday my fantasies were just that, that they can’t be real, and now you’re pretending to be this tough dominant woman.”

Mom’s face twisted a little as she tried to stifle a laugh, but then she couldn’t hold it in and let it all out.  “You think this is a game?” She laughed.   “No Mark, this is no game.  When you started crying yesterday, I chased after you.  I found you sobbing into your pillow, wondering why you are a freak.  I heard you say it.  So, I decided to show you, that you are not a freak.  If you want to be dominated like in your books, then fine.  I will be your superior, and yes, I get something out of it too, I get to take a lot of the work which is on me away.  If you don’t want that.  If you do not want me to do that to you, say so now.  Otherwise, understand that I have tried everything to get through to you and nothing worked.  Why?  Because I think you didn’t want the nice motherly me, I think you wanted the woman from your books.  So, with that in mind, do you want to stop this?”

I stared at my mother, her laugh gone and now her arms folded firmly.  My cock strained against my pants. “No madam.” I told her.

“Not madam, Mark, I’m not your Mistress or Madam.  I’m your mother.  I’ll settle for mother or mommy.  And not mom, there’s too much spite behind that word when you say it.”

I swallowed nervously.  The safest thing for me to do was to use mother, after all, there was no weirdness to that word out of a man my age, but for some reason, I went the other direction.  “Yes mommy, sorry mommy.” I said, earning a dark grin from her. 

“I’m so glad you went with mommy.  That tells me everything I need to know about you.” She then took the paper with my scores for the day and drummed her fingers on the table-top.  “I suppose, I should be happy you did all the chores.  But these quality demerits are just too disappointing.  As such, stand up, pull your pants down and bend over.”

“What?” I asked suddenly, and with a swift move, she slapped me around the right cheek.

“You do not address me that way!” She snapped.  “Do as I say immediately.”

Not questioning her again, I stood, pulling down my pants and exposing my boxer shorts.  As I did that, she walked over to the kitchen drawer and pulled out a wooden spoon.  “Shorts down too.” She told me.  With a gulp of embarrassment, I pulled down my shorts.  “Ten hits, you will thank me for each of them.”

She walloped me for ten hits, interspersed with me saying, “Thank you, mommy.” When she was done with that, she told me to go to my room and read.  “Leave the door open.  I don’t want you playing with yourself.”

That evening, I heard mom talking to dad on the phone.  At first it was just the usual chat about life and such, but then the subject clearly changed to me, or rather my behaviour.  Believing me to be upstairs, mom wanted to make doubly sure I was unable to hear the conversation, so moved to her bedroom and pushed the door to.  Creeping downstairs, I stood at the doorway, listening to what was being discussed, and to my horror, mom was telling dad everything.

“Yes, he seemed to enjoy the spanking.  He had an erection after, but I forbid him to masturbate.” Mom told him.  “Yes, it did.  Yes, you were right, I’m soaked.  Honestly, I got so horny spanking him like that.  I’m addicted to the books too!  Which one are you on?” So dad was reading the books too?  Fuck!  I was so embarrassed. 

It was about to get more embarrassing though.  Through the door, I began to hear sounds of masturbation.  Mom was having phone sex with dad whilst talking about me.  I decided to retreat to my bedroom.  However, strange as the experience was, it left me with a painful erection which I needed to do something about.

Reasoning that mom was busy downstairs and April was out of the house, I lowered my pants and took out my iron-hard five-incher, rubbing it furiously.  I tried to picture mom dominating me, but the image in my head drifted back to what I thought she looked like masturbating.  Determined not to enter that minefield, I refocused, pausing in my ministrations to try to centre my thoughts on mom in latex, holding a whip.  It was just as I was reaching the pinnacle of my excitement that I heard mom’s voice.

“What the hell are you doing?” She screamed.  My eyes bolted open as I saw my furious mother stood at the doorway. 

I came hard.

Shaking her head in disappointment, mom calmly told me to clean myself up and to meet her downstairs.  Five minutes later, I was stood in front of my mother as she sat on the sofa.  She stared at me, her eyes showing a mix of emotions, anger, disappointment, arousal. 

“So you couldn’t keep your hands off yourself for longer than a few minutes?” She asked me.  I assumed the question was rhetorical, so I didn’t answer.  “Well, that makes things easier then.” She mused.  “I will drive to Watford tomorrow.  There is a shop there which sells chastity cages.  You will wear it at all times and I will hold the key, is that understood?”

Nodding quickly, I told her that it was.  This was another one of my fantasies, to be locked and denied.

“You will remain here and do your chores.”

The following day, I worked hard on my chores, doing everything to the best standard I could, whilst mom was out shopping for a cage.  Whilst she was out, I wondered if she would be putting it on me herself, or if I would need to do it on my own.  As I thought about this, I felt my cock becoming very erect and reasoned it would be a while before I could cum again, so I might as well wank. 

“I thought mom said you weren’t allowed to wank?” Came my sister’s voice as I sat on the sofa wanking away.

“Fuck!” I screamed, jumping into the air.  “April!  What are you…how do you…?” I paused, trying to calm my racing heartbeat.  “How do you know?”

“Mom called and told me this morning.  I already knew about your fetish from the books, but I’m so happy mom has decided to do something about it.  By the way, you should be thanking me.” She grinned.

“Why would I do that?” I sneered at her.

My sister sat down next to me as I pulled up my pants.  She placed a hand on my forearm.  “Because it was me who convinced her to embrace the idea of dominating you.  Without me, you’d have to put up with bullshit chores without the play.”

I snorted.  “You only did it to get your own way and boss me around.”

She laughed and then shook her head.  “I only started bossing you around when I read your Kindle.  I do it because I know you like it.  By the way, mom knows how I earn my money, but do you?”

I was taken aback.  This girl was the bane of my existence, and yet, thinking back, it was true that she became bossy only in the last year or two.  I thought it was an age thing, but maybe she was telling the truth.  As to her work, well, I never really gave it much thought. “No.” I replied.

“I have an Onlyfans account where I dominate sissy men and squeeze money out of them.  It’s called…”

“Findom, yes, I know it.” I nodded, and for the first time, I was actually impressed by April.  “Um, are you going to tell mom about me wanking?”

“Do you want me to?” She asked softly.  “Personally, I don’t think she’s quite ready.  Let me work on her some, get her into the frame of mind, and then let’s see.  My question to you is, do you want us to dominate you?  Really?”

The chance that I would find a dominant girlfriend as things were in my life was fairly minimal, so this was definitely an interesting proposition.  The fact that it was my own family made it ever so much more humiliating, which in turn was an attraction.  “Yes, yes I do.”

“Good.  I want to do it.  Mom does too, although she’s naturally nervous.  She has rules, of course, such as no-one ever finding out about this; no talking to family, that sort of thing.  Then you need to do exactly what you are told.  If we are going to do this, there can be no see-sawing between wanting it and not.  If you want to stop, then we stop for good, no second chances.  Finally, you will be given one day a week to speak your mind.  After a month, we will decrease that to once a month.”

It made sense; in fact, I was amazed that my sister was doing something which was so good for me; too good.  She had to have ulterior motive.  Of course, she did.

“Depending on how this goes, I will want your help on Onlyfans.  Of course, you’ll get a share of earnings.” She told me.

Nodding, that was more than acceptable for me.  “Is mom planning to sissify me?” I asked her.

For the first time, I saw her frown.  Sighing, she said, “No.  She thinks that it is too far and that it would be damaging to you in the future.  I disagree, as does dad.”

My eyes widened.  “Wait, dad thinks I should be?  What does dad know?”

“Dad knows everything.  I called him and told him everything, and convinced him to convince mom.  He said that if it is what you want, then we should give it to you.”

I sighed, and then nodded again.  “Please find a way to convince mom that I do.”

April grinned at me.  “Actually, in the meantime, the fastest way is for me to do it.  So with that in mind…” She reached down to paper bag on the floor, handing it to me.  “These are for you.  I hope they fit.”

She had been shopping in Ann Summers and bought me lots of different styles of knickers.  I felt the silky material in my fingers, feeling my cock harden.  “Th-thank you!” I gasped.  I had tried on her knickers in the past, so I knew I liked the feeling. 

“Put on a pair now, and then get rid of all your male underwear.” She ordered.

“Yes Mistress April.” I told her.

She grinned at me, then stroked my face. “There’s a good sissy.  Kiss my feet as a thank you.”

I dropped to my knees and kissed her stockinged feet, then took the knickers and ran upstairs.  Pouring the contents of the bag on my bed, I explored the satins and lace.  Sure, they were just panties, but for some reason they made me shiver with excitement to be near them.  I dropped my face to them, feeling the soft fabric against my skin, before dropping my pants and pulling off my boxer shorts.  Selecting a baby-pink satin full-cut pair, lined with thick white lace, I pulled them slowly up my legs, cursing the small tufts of hair along my legs.  Finally, they settled in place and I breathed a sigh of relief, for they fit perfectly.

“They fit!” I called out. 

“Show me.” April said, coming into view.  She had been watching me this whole time.  She approached, then pulled at the hem of the knickers slightly.  “Excellent.  So small fits you fine.”

“To go with my small dick?” I asked with a smile.

She smirked.  “You said it…” Then she left the room whilst I sorted the knickers into my underwear drawer, pulling out all my old boxers and putting them in the paper bag. 

I handed them to April downstairs and watched as she opened the fireplace, threw them in, coated the bag in lighter fluid, and then set them alight.  I gasped a little, watching the first essence of my manhood go up in flames, but I couldn’t help but shiver in excitement for what lay ahead.

As I walked around the house, cleaning and vacuuming, I felt the soft satin drift across my buttocks.  I wondered how they would feel without the hair on my arse.  I needed to come up a plan to remove my body hair, but how?

“Apr…Mistress April,” I said, quickly correcting myself to remember my place.

“Yes?” She asked, looking up from her Kindle.

“How can I get rid of my body hair?” I asked her, and then watched the smile curl up on her face.

“You are an eager sissy, aren’t you?” She laughed.  “Come on then, let’s go to my bathroom.  I have just the thing.”

Minutes later, I was stood naked in her tub whilst she spread a foul-smelling chemical all over my body.  Then she instructed me to wait a few minutes.  She left the room and I stood there feeling a little silly.  She had rubbed the cream on my cock and balls too, which of course gave me an erection, but she didn’t bother commenting.  She then returned and picked up a little pink plastic scraper.  Running the shower head, she scraped off the hair whilst rinsing with the shower head at the same time.  By the time she was done, most of the hair was gone.

“Let me rub some cream on you and I’ll use a razor to remove the stragglers.” She told me.

Yes, the feeling of panties on a smooth bum was far more exciting.  The material felt so much softer, and cool to the touch.  I wondered if stockings felt as good, but I would need to wait for that.

The door opened at around three in the afternoon and mom walked in with several black bags.  Without a word, April stood and helped her carry them into the bedroom.  I continued to work, pretending not to be interested in what she had bought, but really, I was desperate to find out the contents. 

With a small box in hand, mom walked into the kitchen where I was working, and ordered me to drop my pants.  With a gulp, I lowered them, revealing the pretty pink panties.  She looked at them in astonishment, but then turned to my sister and asked, “Your work?”

“Yep.” April said, proudly.

“Hmm…” Mom frowned.  “I suppose knickers are fine.”

Mom crouched down and pulled the knickers down, revealing my erect cock. Once again, she frowned and told April to get some ice from the freezer.  She then wrapped the ice in a tea-towel and held it against my cock until the cold forced it to shrink to next to nothing.  Then, opening the box, she revealed the cage I was expected to wear.

I thought she would get me a plastic one, but instead I came face to face with a tiny metal one, barely a nub.  She placed the ring around my balls, then pushed the cage part against the top of the ring until something went click.  Then, turning a long key, the cage was locked into place.

“It will be hard for him to pee.” April explained.

“No, it has this.” Mom said, pulling out a short tube.  She handed it to April, telling her to make sure it was thoroughly washed and disinfected, which she did, before handing it back to mom.  The feeling of this tube entering my urethra was both bizarre and exciting.  Once it was all the way in, mom screwed the tip into the device.  “You’ll need to sit down to pee.  Tonight you’ll wear it and I’ll keep the key close.  I want to make sure you don’t have a reaction.  If after a week you are fine, then I will post the keys to your father.  He will hold onto them until he returns.”

I was told to finish my chores and start on dinner.  I had hoped to see what else she had purchased, but I would need to wait.  Instead, mom and April disappeared to chat in private, leaving me lost in the sensation of the tiny metal cage which had all but eliminated my penis.


Chapter Three

My first night wearing the cage was a mixture of emotions.  I was so turned on by the cage that I wanted to wank, but I couldn’t, which made me sad, but at the same time I was a little apprehensive; what if mom changed her mind and removed it?  What if the keys got lost in the post?  What if they didn’t get lost in the post?  What would dad think?  And so much more.  Sleep actually didn’t come for hours, my brain was far too lost in the excitement of what was happening to me, combined with the fact I was sleeping in women’s knickers!  And then when I finally did get to sleep, I would get to experience how the cage dealt with morning wood, and that was when the panic set in.

“Mom!  It hurts!” I cried out.  It didn’t hurt.  It was uncomfortable, but I was overreacting.  Thankfully, before mom could arrive in my room, a sleepy April arrived instead. She took a look at me, examined my balls and said that I was fine. “Relax.  It doesn’t really hurt, does it?” She asked.

“No.”

Over the next few days, I became so used to having the cage on, that I almost forgot I had it, and then eventually my mother deemed it safe enough for me to wear for a few more weeks.  Into the post the keys went, and off to my dad’s location.

April was around for a couple more days before jet-setting off to Rhodes for a couple of weeks.  I had hoped she would take an interest in my training, but for the two days she was home, she was constantly busy.  Instead, I was just doing my chores and being checked by mom.

By the end of my first week as a slave to my mom, I felt mom getting a little frustrated.  I wasn’t exactly sure why.  I was doing all my chores, cooking, cleaning, really putting in my best effort, to the point where she didn’t need to punish me at all.  In fact, I had built up a solid amount of personal playtime on the PC for the weekend, so no issues from my side.  However, something was clearly bothering her.

Then one day, I once again found occasion to eavesdrop on her conversation with dad.  Of course, I could only hear her side of it, but it finally made sense.

“He’s now too good.” She complained.  “I don’t have any reason to punish him. He is the perfect servant, and I worry he’ll get bored.” There was a pause whilst she listened to dad, before continuing, “Jack, I can’t do that.  No!  I said I wouldn’t, that’s too much.  Yes, I know he’s already wearing knickers, but…  Hmmm, well… Hmm… Perhaps you’re right.”

Sensing the call was going to come to an end soon, I retreated back to my room and pretended not to hear anything.  Ten minutes later, the door to my room opened and mom walked in carrying some clothing.  “These are some of my old nighties, bras and such.  They should all fit.  From now on, I expect you to sleep in nighties, and wear the bras, stockings and suspenders at all other times, unless I say so.  Is that understood?”

“Yes mommy!  Thank you mommy!” I gushed, and for the first time, I saw realisation in my mother’s eyes, realisation that this was what I wanted. 

With a change in stance, mom said, “Go on then, try on one of them now.  Find the prettiest.” She made no effort to leave the room.  In fact, she sat on the bed and watched me.  With trembling hands, I searched through the different nighties, settling on a light pink chiffon babydoll, lined top and bottom with black lace.  Stripping down to my little pink thong panties, I pulled the sexy nightie over my head and down my body.  It was short, finishing just above my bum, but I didn’t care, it was the perfect sissy lingerie, and it felt amazing on me.  “Very nice.  Keep it on.”

She stood and left the room, and I heard her head downstairs.  Following behind, I wondered what she would do, and I was shocked to hear her go into her bedroom and call dad again, telling him about how I looked in the sissy nightie and how horny she was.

“Should I do it, Jack?  Should I turn our son into our sissy slave?  Make him serve us forever, make him get breasts?  Yes?  I should?  Yes!  Oh god, yes I want to!” She cried out, climaxing as she masturbated.

I walked upstairs, grinning from ear to ear, but shivering as if freezing cold.  I was so desperately horny, I wished I could wank; however, I was scared.  Did I really want all this?  Did I really want to be put on hormones and made into the sissy maid forever?  Finally, I wondered if mom was just saying that because she was masturbating, fantasising. 

My answer came in the morning.  I was wearing a black lace pull over bralette, black satin Brazilian cut panties, a black satin and lace suspender-belt, and black stockings, and over that, I simply wore a t-shirt whilst I worked.  Mom walked into the kitchen as I prepared breakfast and actually stifled a giggle, before saying, “You might as well go change into one of the nighties if you want to dress like that.”

“Yes mommy.” I replied, scurrying upstairs.  However, when I got downstairs, I found mom holding a clothing measure.  She told me to stand perfectly still, as she began taking my measurements.

“I’m going to order you a few sissy dresses from China.  They will take a while to come, but I’ve decided that you might as well dress the part.  Is that clear?” She asked, sternly.

“Yes mommy, thank you!”

As such, the following morning, when I stood and dressed to work downstairs, mom asked me why I was in male clothing and not in one of the nighties.  “No more male clothing unless you go out or we have visitors.” She informed me.

That day, mom headed to the shops and bought a few items which she felt fit into the sissy bracket of clothing; blouses and skirts mainly, plus some more lingerie.  She informed me that those should be my go-to clothing until such time that my dresses arrive.

For me, whilst all this was very bizarre, I was loving every second of it.  The fact that my mom had given into the idea of sissifying me was the best moment of my life up to that point, but something else was about to change too.

At the end of that day, during her usual inspection, mom noted that my work was not up to its usual high standard.  I found that strange, given that I always worked diligently. I asked what specifically I had done wrong, and received a firm slap around the face for talking back to her. 

“Go into your bedroom and change into your pink babydoll, then wait there bent over and holding your ankles.” She ordered.

Of course, I was in no way shape or form flexible, so I couldn’t bend over far enough to bend my ankles, a fact that mom stated would need to change.  However, when she walked into my room, I was shocked and aroused by what I saw.  My sexy slim mother was wearing a black PVC mini-dress, thigh-high PVC boots, and a black leather hat which looked like some sort of SS cap or something.  In her hand, she held a riding crop.

She circled me.  “You look ridiculous.” She hissed.  “Filthy little pig who can’t even clean properly.  Disgusting!” She spat, slamming the crop hard across my buttocks and making me scream in agony.  “You’re such a disappointment, sissy.  Aren’t you?”

“Yes mommy.” I replied, loving the humiliation coming from my sexy dominatrix mother.

“Yes mommy.” She repeated softly.  “Mmm, but you love your mommy, don’t you?”

“I do mommy, I love you so much.”

I could almost hear her smile as she spoke. “You worship your mommy, don’t you?”

“Yes mommy!”

“You’ll take anything mommy gives you, won’t you?”

“Of course, mommy!”

With that, she pelted me with hits of the crop, one after the other, without break or concern.  My arse became a canvas for her crop, one lash after another, soon interspersed with humiliating insults.  “Go on sissy!  Piss yourself in pain and fear, you fucking little sissy slut!” She cried out.  “Close your eyes and don’t open them again until I say you can.”

I did as she told me, feeling the slam of the crop on my skin, but now with the added feeling of the floor shaking beneath us.  Mom was masturbating, that was obvious.  “Fucking little slut, aren’t you?  You’d do anything I’d tell you to do, wouldn’t you?  You’d suck on mommy’s feet, wouldn’t you, you fucking slut?”

“Yes mommy!”

“You wanna suck on mommy’s feet?  Huh?  Or maybe my heels?”

“Yes mommy.”

I felt her move, sitting on my computer chair.  “Open your eyes.” I opened my eyes to find mom sat with her skirt hiked up, with no panties.  Her pussy was shaven clean, and her fingers ran slowly up and down her slit.  She raised her left foot towards me as I knelt, and I sucked on the long thin spiked heel as she slowly rubbed herself, watching me as I sucked.  After some minutes, I moved onto the next heel, then was told to lick both boots clean.  I focused initially on the feet area, but she ordered me to get all of the boot clean.  The top of the boots finished just under her pussy, and whilst my brain told me to make contact with it, my heart wondered what her reaction might be.

As my tongue cleaned near her most private part, I felt her finger hit me as it rubbed.  I could smell her excitement and feel the heat emanating from her pussy.  I looked up and saw a sadistic grin on her face, daring me to do something so stupid.  She knew what I wanted to do, she knew it was wrong, I knew it was wrong, but I was too far gone.  As I moved closer to her cunt, her grin widened, legs moving apart, and then I made contact, one long wet lick up her snatch.

“You filthy pervert.” She sneered, moving her hands behind her head as her legs wrapped around mine, not allowing me to move.  “Your dad said you’d enjoy this, and he was right, you fucking disgrace!” She spat on my face as I licked.  Then I felt her slaps, over and over on my face…wait…

The slaps continued but I wasn’t licking.  I was lying on the floor with mom stood over me.  “What?” I said drowsily.

“You passed out when I was whipping you.” Mom said, concern in her voice.  “You came through your cage and then passed out.”

“Oh so it was all a dream?” I asked.

“What was a dream?  I was whipping you.” Mom stated.

“No, when I licked your boots and…” I stopped before saying too much, but rather than look disgusted, mom simply looked intrigued.

“And what?” She asked, clearly wanting to know where my mind was.

“Nothing, it doesn’t matter.”

“No, don’t be embarrassed.  And what?”

I gulped and looked at the floor.  “Your pussy.” I mumbled.

Her fingers raised my chin.  “Is that something you want to do?  You want to lick mommy’s pussy?” She asked softly.  I shrugged like a child caught in the act of doing something wrong.  “It’s okay to fantasise about that sort of thing, but you realise that is crossing a line, right?”

“I know.” I said, sulkily.

“Fantasies are just that, fantasy.  I’ve had some wicked fantasies, especially lately, but there is no way of doing that in real life.  This what we are doing now, it’s far further from my comfort zone, but I’ve allowed it to happen so long as it doesn’t get sexual.”

“I understand.” I sighed.

“It’s okay.  One day, you’ll find a girl who will fulfil all your fantasies, not an old bag like me.” She laughed, pulling me into a hug.  I felt my head lay on her heaving bosom, feeling the soft PVC against my skin.

“You’re not an old bag; you’re really sexy.” I told her. “If there wasn’t a law forbidding it, I’d be your sissy slave forever!”

She smiled at my confession.  “You’re sweet for saying so, but this isn’t about a law.  I don’t care about any stupid laws, but it’s about right and wrong.  You’re saying this now, but if we were to do such a thing, one day you would realise what I had done and you’d hate me.”

“You’re wrong.  I’m not a kid anymore.  I want this more than anything.”

Mom looked at me, analysing me, and then she nodded.  “Clean your teeth sissy, then go to bed.  Tomorrow morning, before breakfast, you and I are going to exercise.”

As I was cleaning my teeth, I once again heard the distant sound of my mom talking to dad over the phone.  Finishing what I was doing, I crept downstairs and listened as mom relayed the evening’s events to my dad.  “So he imagined licking my pussy.” She said into the phone.  “Yes, of course it did, but I could never…” She paused, listening to dad.  “Really?  No, I couldn’t.  Should I?  No but what if someone found out?  Oh Jack, of course I’d love all that, and yes, I imagine all of that, but it’s just a fantasy.  I know.” She paused again.   “You wouldn’t mind?” Another pause.  “No, you know I have nothing against two men.  Well, I suppose if he was okay with it, then no I wouldn’t mind.  God Jack now you’re making me horny again.”

She switched over to phone sex mode and was masturbating whilst dad was whispering dirty fantasies.  I decided to move back upstairs, wondering if dad had been success in convincing mom to let me lick her pussy, whilst at the same time cursing myself for having such thoughts.

I knew that incest was illegal, and I knew that even thinking about my mother in such a way made me ripe for the therapist, but good god, she was a sexy woman, everyone who met her felt the same way, and now she was also my mistress, so why the hell shouldn’t I think of her that way?

The next morning, mom woke me earlier than my alarm, threw a new pair of pink exercise knickers, and a matching pink sports bra.  She was wearing a pink fitness unitard which gave her a huge camel toe.  I stared at her slit with hungry eyes and she watched me with a grin as I did so. “Come on you perv, stop staring at my pussy and get dressed.  We need to exercise.” She laughed.  I went crimson with embarrassment.

We exercised in the living room as it was the largest room in the house.  She had shared an app for us to work from, casting it to the television.  Of course, the high intensity workout felt like it was going to kill me, but worse was yet to come.

“Stretching is very important, especially for a girl like you.” She told me, smiling at her use of the word girl. 

For the next five minutes, she showed me some basic moves, before getting into the tougher items.  It was as I was trying to hold my legs back and stretch that I became stuck.  “I can’t do it.” I whined.

“Yes, I thought you might need help here.” She mused, before standing over my face and holding my ankles, helping me pull them back.  As she slowly pulled the legs back, carefully rocking them, bit by bit.  As I managed to move back, she began to lower herself down towards my face, until finally her crotch was on my nose and mouth.  “That’s it, keep stretching.” She said, rubbing her crotch back and forth on my face.  Thinking she was testing me, I pushed my tongue out and licked at the sweaty material between her legs.  She moaned briefly before standing quickly.  “Uh!  You naughty little sissy!” She gasped in a faux angry tone.  “Licking mommy’s sweaty crotch like that!  What a naughty little girl you are!”

She pulled me to my feet, then sat down, pulling me over her knees.  “Naughty girls get spanked for such things, don’t they?”

“Yes mommy!” I gushed, excited and confused by what was going on. 

I felt my knickers being pulled down, then her hand began swatting at my buttocks.  After thirty or so hits, the spanking stopped and her hand began to massage my buttocks, cupping and squeezing them.  “So does my pretty sissy like mommy’s cunt?”

“Yes mommy.” I breathed.

“Does my pretty sissy want to eat my pussy?  Taste her sweaty cunt?”

“God, yes mommy.”

“I’d like that too, but we can’t, can we?”

I paused, why couldn’t we?  “No…mommy?”

“We mustn’t.  We must be strong.” She said, still cupping my smooth little arse, but now she was doing something different.  I felt her hand leave and heard the sound of sucking, then the hand returned by her fingers were trying something else.  “But maybe mommy can do something else to make sissy happy.” She whispered, and then I felt it, her finger began to push inside me, just the tip, in and out before rubbing my ring and then pushing in again, followed soon after by another.  I began to moan.  “Do you like it?  Like mommy pleasing my sissy’s pretty bottom?”

“Oh fuck yes mommy!” I gasped, panting at the amazing sensations coming from within me as her fingers began fucking my anus.  She moved her fingers deeper, teasing my prostate, fucking my hole until finally I let out a moan and came over her knees. 

With a quick move, she pulled out and told me to stand, then following suit, she walked out of the room without another word, going directly to the bathroom where she washed up.  Walking out, I saw my cum on her legs, and she entered her room, shutting the door behind her.  I listened to the sound of her self-pleasure, before returning to my room to change.

As I slipped into my lingerie, skirt and blouse, I reflected on what had just happened.  Essentially, I had just been fingered by my mother.  Wait, no, not essentially, literally.  I had literally been finger fucked by mom, and I loved it.  Fuck, this was like a dream come true.  Yes, some may say that if my mother wasn’t young and not a looker, then it would have been in some way worse, but hell, I didn’t care, I loved every second of this crazy, fucked-up ride. 

And the day had only just begun.

If mom had any second thoughts about what we did that morning, she didn’t act like it.  In fact, she dressed up in her PVC outfit and bossed me around all day, walking with her crop and slapping me when I made the slightest mistake.  Then in the evening, she admitted that I had done a good job that day and deserved a reward, albeit she didn’t say what. 

Imagine my surprise when that evening she pulled out one of the chastity keys.  “Do you honestly think I would really send both?” She laughed.  “What if they got lost?  Anyway, I have decided that given all the hard work, and the fact that you will be exercising every morning, you can have a wank.”

“Thank you mommy!” I gasped, watching as she undid the cage, then took a step back.  “Kneel and masturbate onto my foot.” She ordered. 

Was I really going to jerk off in front of my own mother?  Heck, the woman fingered me that morning, why not?  I knelt down and immediately began jerking off, closing my eyes to picture my fantasy.  “Open your eyes and look at me when you masturbate. I want you thinking only of me.” She told me.  Jesus, that was fucked up right there, and it get me so fucking hard I can’t even describe it.  “That’s it sissy, rub your little cock.  Well, it’s not really a cock.  Your daddy has a big cock, but you weren’t so lucky son.  Your daddy has such a big long cock, so big and fat, long and tasty.”  She placed two fingers into my mouth.  “Suck on the fingers, suck and pretend they’re a cock.” She watched me blow her fingers, and then said, “Yes, suck on them and pretend they’re daddy’s cock.” She giggled after saying that, but my eyes widened at the suggestion.  I wasn’t gay, I wasn’t into all that, I just wanted female domination and feminisation, and yet why didn’t I just stop?

I came hard on her foot.  Like it or not, her humiliation was working, and it didn’t end there.  Regardless of the dip in my libido, mom wanted to make sure I understood my place.  “Lick it all off my feet.”

“But…”

“No! No sissy!  I understand it is hard after an orgasm for you men, but you need to push through it.  Lick, now!” She said firmly.  With a gulp, I leaned down and began licking all the cum of her right foot.  “That’s it sissy.” She grinned down at me.  “Lick up all your daddy’s cum.  His yummy cummy.”

Once I was done, I was sent to wash my cock and balls, and then she locked me up again.  “Go to bed and sleep.  You’ll be up early for training tomorrow.”


Chapter Four

Our daily workout sessions continued as she planned, and always ended with stretching, which usually involved her sitting on me, testing if I lick her.  If I did, I’d be spanked and fingered, and if I didn’t I’d be whipped and then fingered.  I wasn’t sure what I was doing wrong, but one thing was for certain, mom was clearly getting into the role faster than expected.

Then one day, she came up with another form of humiliation.  She had a day out planned, and for that day out I was ordered to wear my lingerie under my clothes.  The first stop was a tanning salon.  I wasn’t sure why we needed to go to a tanning salon, but here we were.  She paid for access to two booths, and led me into one.

“Get undressed but keep all your lingerie on, the fishnets, the bra, suspenders.  Then get in.” She told me.  So that was her plan, she wanted me to have tan-lines of all the things I was wearing, the bra, everything.  That was exactly what happened.  She had paid for the strongest bed for me, with the strongest setting. 

It didn’t end there.  Next was a tattoo and piercing salon.  She told the man that I needed my ears and belly button piercing, as well as a Prince Albert.  “I’ll need to unlock his cock cage.” She told the girl.  The girl wasn’t in the least surprised. 

“Sure.” She said, and then as I stripped the t-shirt off, she saw the lingerie.  “I can do a tattoo if you like?  Sissy, right above the crotch.”

Mom frowned.  “I’m not a big tattoo fan.”

“I can do it in white.  When the white fades, it looks like a scar.  He won’t ever be able to get rid of it.”

Mum looked at my crotch, thinking about it.  Half of me hoped she said yes, whilst the other didn’t like the idea of never.  “Yes, let’s do it, but can you make an additional word above it?”

“Sure, what do you want it to say?” The girl asked.

“Erm, Mommy’s Sissy.” Mom said, causing the girl to raise one eyebrow in surprise, and then she grinned. 

“Oh, and ageplay fan huh?” She said, and I felt relieved for a moment, until mom shocked me completely.  “No,” mom began, “I’m his mother.  He wants me to sissify him, so I will.”

The girl stared at my mother for a long moment, and then she said, “Well good for you, I wish my mom was so accepting of me.”

I left there over an hour later.  The Prince Albert piercing surprisingly hurt a lot less than I had expected but the belly button hurt like hell, as did the tattoo.  But there was something damned exciting about being marked as Mommy’s Sissy.  There was no way I could find a normal girlfriend like this, but as mom explained to me later, she didn’t expect me to ever find a normal girlfriend.  “Honestly, if you can’t find a dominant girl who understands this for what it is, then you might as well stay single.” She told me.

Next was a trip to a lingerie store where mom explained to the assistants that I was her son and had come out as a crossdresser, and, “something called a sissy?” She said, acting confused.  “Can you help find all very girlie things for him?  Maybe some nightgowns, and corsets?”

“Of course, Madam.”

Mom watched at the girls danced around me, holding things up to me.  Initially, they tried to be discreet, but mom informed them that it was unnecessary, as I wanted the world to know.  It was completely humiliating, made worse by the fact that one of the girls was a former classmate from school who recognised me.  I knew who she was, and I knew she was a gossip.  I told mom about it but she just laughed.  “Honestly darling, when your sissy dresses arrive, what do you think you’re going to wear out to the shops?  You made this bed, you might as well lie in it.”

It was late when we arrived home.  Given the fact that none of my chores for the day were done, mom decided I needed the most serious of punishments.  “No playing computer games for three weeks.” She told me.  “You can use your computer to read, research femdom, or watch gay porn.”

“Gay porn?” I practically squealed.

“Don’t think you’re going to be allowed to look at women!  I’m the only woman you are allowed to picture.” She pushed me from my kneeling position to the floor with her foot, standing over me, towering like a goddess.  She stared down at my face, her long hair cascading down, and then I watched as she let loose a long dribble of spit from her mouth down onto my face.  “You should only worship me now, no other woman.  Who is your Mistress?”

“You are mommy.” I panted.

“Who do you love?”

“You mommy.”

“Whose pussy do you want to lick and worship?” She grinned, sliding her panties down and dropping them on my face.

“Yours mommy.” I panted, watching as she hiked up her skirt and lowered herself.

“Good sissy.” She whispered, lowered her soaked pussy to my lips.  “Then lick me, lick your mommy.”

For a long moment, I wondered if this was all a dream again, but as I tasted that wonderful nectar, I realised it wasn’t; mom had given in to her desires and allowed me to lick her pussy.  The moment I realised the truth, there was no holding back.  I licked her furiously, determined to bring her to a satisfying climax.

“Slow down, take it easy.” She told me.  “Lick around the outside slowly, bring it to the top here, swizzle your tongue a little and go back down.  I’ll tell you when to do more.  There’s no need to rush, we’ve got all night.  And trust me, this is the first of many.  You wanted this, so now you’ve got it.”

With slow and considered movements, I followed her instructions implicitly.  When I needed to enter her pussy with my tongue, she told me, directing me in and out and then up to her clitoris.  As her focus increased, so did my speed and movements.  Her hands ran through my hair as she told me to satisfy her.  “Good sissy.  My cute sissy pussy-licking son.  I can’t believe we’re doing this, but there’s no going back now.  You’ll lick me when I want, how I want.” She moaned, her orgasm closing in.  Her legs began to tremble and then she grabbed hold of my head pulling me tight against her soaked cunt as she cried out in ecstasy. 

Climbing off me, she lay down on the floor and panted.  After a few moments, she released her dress, letting it fall to the floor and then sat down.  “Come here sissy and suck my nipples.” I couldn’t believe my luck, licking her pussy and sucking her glorious tits in one night.  Screw my gaming, give me this for the rest of my life!

“I want you to go put on a nightie, something sexy, alluring.” She said, “then meet me in the bedroom.  You’re sleeping with me tonight.”

I licked her pussy three more times that night, not once did she say she regretted it.  Then, as she said good night to me, she did something even more surprising; she kissed me, and not a mother, son kiss, but a long passionate French kiss.  I never wanted it to end, but unfortunately, she broke off, turned the light off and turned to fall asleep.

Around four in the morning, I was awoken to the feeling of mom curled up around me, her hand resting on my balls under the cage.  She was still fast asleep but she was mumbling in her sleep.  “Mark, sissy, get your cock hard, quickly.  Fuck me whilst you still can.  That’s it sissy, fuck mommy.” She mumbled in her sleep.  Holy shit, my mom wanted to fuck me!  I wasn’t sure how I felt about that, after all, that was very risky and highly illegal, and yet, how humiliating would that be?  “God, your cock is so small.  Just wait until you feel daddy’s cock in your little bottom.” Again, my eyes bolted open in horror.  Could I really do such a thing?  I didn’t want it, and yet, I couldn’t help but feel like I should do it for mom.  I was so confused; I wasn’t gay in the slightest, but this wasn’t about sexuality but about the humiliation of my role.

I reasoned it was just a dream and fell asleep again, but the events played out in my head and I found myself strangely enjoying the dreams, picturing my dad walking into the house, seeing me in a sissy dress, sitting down on the sofa next to me and gently stroking my leg, moving higher and higher, touching my balls and then leaning over and kissing me.

I woke up with a start, my heart pounding.  The alarm on mom’s side of the bed was blaring.  With a moan of annoyance, she shut the alarm off and then turned around to face me.  Thankfully, she didn’t appear to show any signs of regret for what happened the night before, in fact, she was smiling warmly.

“Good morning sissy.” She said, before leaning over and kissing me, threading her tongue into my mouth.  We wrapped our arms around each other, our passion intensifying as we kissed, our hands roaming over each other’s bodies.  I moved my lips down to her breasts, kissing around and squeezing them, before sucking on a nipple.  Gradually, I lowered myself down to her pussy and began licking, just how she taught me.  “Mmm, good sissy, that’s how to wake your momma.”

After she had her orgasm, we did our usual workout.  It was kind of odd seeing myself in the mirror, the outlines of yesterday’s lingerie clearly visible on my skin from the tan, and yet, it all felt so humiliating that it was beyond my wildest imagination.  Additionally, I had been warned the tattoo might scab but so far it was just a little pink around it. 

With the workout done, we stretched again, but this time mom took her sports knickers off, exposing her wet, sweaty pussy.  As she stretched my legs, which I was getting better at by the way, she rested her pussy on my face and I licked.  Then mom did something unexpected; she lowered my legs and lowered her face to my balls and sucked on them whilst fingering my arsehole.  She came within a minute.

We showered together for the first time.  Mom made sure that I washed her thoroughly, soaping up every part of her body, before drying her off.  I think at that moment mom made some sort of conscious decision, because what happened next both shocked me and blew me away.  Leading me by the hand into the bedroom, she told me to wait there and left the room.  She returned with purple lingerie from my room, including a satin corset purchase just the day before.  She helped me put that and everything else on, but left off my panties. 

Next, mom walked over to her make-up table and picked up a few items, applying lipstick to my lips, mascara and eyeliner around my eyes, and a little blush on my cheekbones.  Putting those back, she came back with the key to my cage and undid it.

I thought I was in for a treat, that I would be able to masturbate. Nothing prepared me for what was to come.

As soon as the cage was off, my cock sprung to life.  Yes, it was small, but still.  Mom pushed me back on the bed, climbed over me, and grabbed my cock.  “You will never talk about this with anyone except me, April and your father, is that clear?” She asked.

“Yes mommy.” I said, my eyes wide as she sunk herself down onto my cock.  I couldn’t believe it.  My own mom had taken my virginity and I couldn’t have been happier.

“I assume this is your first time, so I am not expecting miracles, this time.” She told me, riding my small dick, her eyes shut as she focused.  I could feel her muscles working, squeezing my cock inside her pussy.  She was right, I couldn’t hold on.  “Er, mom, I’m gonna…” Too late, I sprayed her pussy with my cum, and in that moment, all I could think was, ‘is mom on the pill?’

Mom wasn’t done there.  She climbed off my spent dick and then hovered over my face.  I could see my cum trying to force its way out of her.  Lowering herself onto my lips, I lapped at her used cunt, sucking out my own cum and licking her clean.  This was probably one of the greatest experiences of my life. 

“I wanted to ask, did that hurt you?” She asked.  “You know, the piercing?”

I shook my head no.  It didn’t, but I knew I would need to disinfect it again.  “Can I ask what made you want to do that?  I’m not complaining, the opposite, I’m so happy, but I’d like to know what changed?”

She looked away for a moment, sighed and then smiled.  “We’d already gone so far, the fantasy was great and the reality so far has been even better.  Your dad was saying I should, so did April, so I thought, well, let’s try it and see.  We live one life and you clearly want to do this, so why not?”

“True.” I said, and then leaned up to her face and we kissed.  “One question though.  Are you on the pill?”

She laughed.  “No, I have an IUD.  Implant.  Don’t worry.” With a slap on the leg, she said, “Clean yourself up, then when you’re done, I’ll put the cage back on and off to work.  Chores to do.”

“Yes mommy.” I grinned.


Chapter Five

The day the dresses arrived was the day April got home.  Mom and I had moved forward in our femdom relationship and now I was collared and frequently moved around via leash.  Additionally, following the success piercing of my belly, dick and ears, we went back to both get our nipples pierced.  We also decided to get me another tattoo, this time a black one on the bicep, the female symbol with Women Rule underneath.

I had just tried on my first dress, a puffy pink sissy made dress trimmed with lashings of pink tulle and lace.  It was short, with the skirt plumed in the air by a petticoat underneath, revealing my matching pink knickers.  April arrived as I was spinning around as mom was taking pictures for dad. 

“Oh you look gorgeous!” April gushed by way of greeting.

“Mistress April!” I shouted, running over, dropping to my knees and kissing her feet.

“Hello darling.” Mom said, kissing April on the cheek.

“You’ve trained her well.” April told mom.  “She looks amazing.  And in make-up too!”

“That was something we were working on this week, making sure he knew how to put his make-up on properly, skincare, that sort of thing.”

“Yes, wonderful.  And the sex?”

“He’s getting better.  He doesn’t cum straight away, but he’ll never satisfy a woman.” Mom said, humiliating me with the truth.  “He’s too small, and he’s not a real man.”

Any other man would be hurt to hear such things from his mother, but not me.  I loved the deep humiliation of my mother speaking about me in such a way, and the fact that we had talked about this already and I told her that she needed to be honest with me, it was humbling and yet exciting. 

“When does dad get home?” April asked.

“One more month.” Mom sighed.  “Did you get what I asked you?”

“I told you, I had some in my room.  I’ll go get it.” April ran upstairs, whilst mom told me to stay on my knees.  She then pulled down my panties to open up access to my anus.  Somehow, I had an idea of what was coming.

When April returned, a huge black cock was swinging from a harness around her crotch.  She had changed into a shiny red PVC body, her pierced breasts exposed.  In one hand, she held another strap-on dildo, handing it to mom, and in the other, a tube of lubricant.  “You take his arse, and he can suck on mine.  Let me know when you want to swap.”

“Sure.” Mom said, pulling on the harness and adjusting it. “I still can’t believe I’m about to do this to my son, but I know I don’t want to stop.”

“It’s okay mom,” April smiled.  “You’re making him happy, as well as yourself, and that’s all that matters.”

“I know.”

Now ready, mom take the tube of lubricant and began generously spreading it around and in my hole.  Then, I felt her line up the tip of the cock and begin to push.  As she did that, April entered my mouth and I began sucking on it in a way which I thought I would like to be sucked, but I found myself gagging. 

“You need to learn to swallow as the cock enters your throat.” April explained.  “Breathe through your nose.”

I tried that but was interrupted by the stinging pain of mom’s dildo entering me. I hissed for a moment and mom held still until the pain dissipated and then she continued.  A minute later, I was getting the hang of taking cock down my throat, as mom was fucking my arse.  It was a scenario I never imagined happening, but now that it was, I felt overjoyed by it.

The feeling of being fucked was amazing.  The way the dildo tickled my prostate sent shockwaves through my body.  I became very vocal as time went on, moaning into the cock in my mouth, desperate for more.  My anus squeezed the cock inside me, trying to increase the amazing sensations coming from the penetration.

After ten minutes they swapped, and whilst I was initially hesitant to put mom’s dildo into my mouth, she made me realise I had no choice.  “All good sluts do ass-to-mouth.” Mom said, grinning and pulling on my head. 

If mom was cautious as she fucked me, April was anything but.  She slammed in and out of me like a man going wild, and all this seemed to do was get my mom riled up too, increasing her pace and literally skull-fucking me.  Both girls whooped as they rode me like a mule.  My breathing matched the intensity of the fucking, until finally with a long moan, I came, spewing cum through my cage.

They both pulled out and then high-fived each other.  “Enjoyed that?” April asked me.

“Yes, very much!” I moaned, collapsed on the ground and recovering from the intense feeling of pleasure and exhaustion. 

Mom giggled.  “Just wait until you get a real cock in you.” She told me.

“Wait, what?” I asked, bolting upright.

“What?  You think your dad won’t want to take part in this?  It’s the one thing he’s looking forward to.” Mom laughed.

“Dad’s gay?” I asked.

Both the girls burst out laughing.  “Dad’s not gay!” April squealed.

“He’s not gay.” Mom agreed.  “But he is sex-positive, which means that he is open to trying new things.  He has loved your stories, and if he had his way, you would stay with us forever as our personal sissy slave.”

That was not something I had really thought about, but why not?  I would work, clean, cook, do everything I already did.  But it seemed mom was against the idea, so I asked her why.

She sighed and sat down, the rubber cock bouncing up as she did.  “I’m not against it, I’d love to do it, but you don’t want to live with your parents forever.”

“Mm, but you wouldn’t be.  You’d be my mistress and my master.” I pointed out.

Mum stroked my face and smiled. “You’ll want to leave eventually.”

“So?  And if I do?”

“That’s true.” She agreed.  “You really want to be our permanent slave?”

“Yes mommy, I do!  I want to live with you forever and serve you.”

Nodding, mom smiled again.  “Okay, then fine.  You will not need to find a job, or go to college, but you will work hard for us.  Is that clear?  No more gaming, sissy slaves don’t game.  They work, that’s all.”

“Yes mommy, I understand.”

“Of course, you’ll be an extra mouth to feed, no matter what, and you know that your dad works contracts, so sometimes things can get tighter.  So…” Mom sighed and looked at April, who nodded.  “You should start an Onlyfans account and document your journey.  This means you should start to think about how you will come out to your friends and people you know.  You’ll need an Instagram account, Twitter, all that sort of thing, and market your porn self.”

“I understand mommy.  I’ll give all the proceeds to you.”

“Well, you don’t need to give all the money…” Mom started, but April stopped her.  “Yes,” April said, “Everything goes to mommy.  You will not be entitled to anything.”

“Yes Mistress April.” I replied, nodding.  Mom smiled as she realised that indeed she held the power. 

“Excellent,” mom began, “No more male clothes.  Bag them all up and I’ll give them to goodwill.”

“Yes mommy.” I giggled, jumping to my feet in the sissy dress.  Mom stood up too and held my hands, leaning in, she kissed me deeply.  “I can’t believe we’re doing this.” I told her.

“Me neither.  But I’m glad we are.  Are you absolutely sure this is what you want?”

“I’ve never been more sure in my life.”

“Then welcome to the rest of your life sissy.  You are no longer my son, just our disgusting sissy slave.” She grinned.

After disposing of my clothes and doing my chores, I was invited into April’s room to find her in a latex mini-dress talking to a series of cameras.  “This is my brother.  He’s been a nuisance and a bad boy, so I decided to teach him a little lesson.  Come on sissy, don’t be shy.” She giggled.  Slowly, I stepped further in front of the camera.  “See, I’ve got him in a wonderful pink dress, and he does all the work around the house.  I’ve decided that sissy here needs to be put on hormones though, so, open wide sissy.” I watched her open a white box and place what looked like a tic-tac on my tongue.  Tasted like a tic-tac too! 

Of course, I got it.  It was all for show, but the viewers loved it and paid good money to see it.  I decided to embrace the pomp and just play along.

“Thank you, Mistress.” I said, curtseying.

“My pleasure sissy. Soon you’ll have big breasts to go with your little dick.  Oh, but you can’t use it can you?  Because I locked it up!  But that’s okay, because your girlfriend told me you couldn’t satisfy her anyway.  That’s right viewers, I locked up my brother’s cock in a cage, and made his girlfriend fuck his best friend in front of him.  I know, I’m evil, but I love it!” She laughed sadistically.  “Start sending paypigs, or I’ll destroy you too!” And then she pressed end on the broadcast.  “Well done bruv.” She said, kissing my cheek.

“Thank you, Mistress April.” I smiled.  “It’s a lot of acting, right?”

“Yeah, playing to people’s fetishes, but I enjoy it.  Roleplaying.”

“Thanks for the tic-tac.” I laughed. “For a moment, I thought it was the real thing.”

She cocked her head to the side.  “Do you want the real thing?”

I shrugged.  “That’s been the hardest part of this fantasy.  Do I want to be turned for real?  I read about people who really did it, on Reddit, and well, some got pretty depressed after.  I’m scared of it, and wouldn’t want to ask for it, but the fantasy of being forced…”

“It’s not that simple.  You would need blood tests and all sorts.  Hormones can fuck you up.” She explained.

“Exactly.  So, yeah, I guess not.”

The Onlyfans videos became a daily part of my routine from that point, and I actually enjoyed playing the actor.  In fact, April and I took time to plan our routines and lines, coming up with things to say and do. 

That first evening April was back, she joined in the fun in the most unusual way possible.  Mom had unlocked my cage and dressed me up for sex, which meant sexy lingerie and make-up.  However, any thought of us being alone passed as April entered the bedroom completely naked bar the huge swinging strap-on dildo between her legs.

As I entered mom’s pussy, I felt April entering me.  Mom and I were kissing as the dildo slid inside me, the stinging sensation of my muscles struggling to deal with the intrusion passed quicker this time, allowing April to enter me with ease.  Then with each thrust I made into mom, April made the same into me.  It was a very unique sensation, one which doubled my pleasure.  I actually became firmly convinced that anal sex was somehow the most intense feeling of pleasure a man could feel. 

Our moans intermingled, pushing us towards a new horizon of intimacy.  I felt my sister’s lips on my neck as she thrust into me and turning my head, our lips met, falling into the kiss.  As we broke our long passionate kiss, I saw mom looking at us, smiling sweetly. 

Of course, with all this visual and physical pleasure, I could hardly be expected to hold back from climaxing.  I shot inside mom, crying out in pained pleasure.  As April retreated from me, she stood, taking off the device whilst I bent down and licked mom clean.  The last thing I expected though was April showing up right next to me to help me.

“April!” Mom gasped as her daughter’s tongue touched her pussy, however any issue she had with it soon disappeared as April showed just how good she was at oral sex, with mom crying out in orgasm within seconds. 

April pushed me away, telling me to suck on mom’s toes, and as I moved, so did she, turning around to allow mom access to her pussy.  I watched as April’s crotch dropped to mom’s mouth and mom hesitantly stuck out her tongue, until simply going for it.  I watched in fascination as my mom and sister ate each other out, savouring their juices. 

That night became a bizarre, crazed incestuous orgy.  When April invited me to fuck her, I thought I’d died and gone to heaven.  April rode me, mom kissed her, the two of them making out, feeling each other’s bodies.  Mom was right before, there was no going back from this, we had entered the abyss, but I was glad we had.

We awoke the next morning in a tangled mess of bodies.  “You know what kids?” Mom said.  “Screw the chores today.  Let’s just order in and fuck the whole day.”

“Fine by me.” April grinned, kissing mom in thanks. 

“Me too.”

What a bizarre family we were; and now I couldn’t wait for dad to get home.


Chapter Six

Mom had arranged a party for Friday night.  Several very close friends had been invited, and apparently they were told that it was my coming out as trans party.  I would be in my black and white French maid’s outfit serving the guests.  In all, it was just four couples who were invited; mom’s old college friend Rachel and her husband Carl; our neighbours Patrick and Fiona, who we’d known for years and were always at our garden parties; Sarah, another of mom’s old school friends, and her girlfriend Kate; and Dr. Henry Marsh and his boyfriend, a young skinny man who looked about as young as me, named Sebastian.  It turned out that Kate was also a doctor, so at least Henry could also talk shop.

As I worked away in the kitchen, bringing out food and drinks, the group all chatted away.  April and mom had dressed in latex dresses for the evening, and Fiona, Patrick’s wife, was in leather pants and a tight leatherette top, which made it look like she had already been briefed on what was going on. 

It turned out that they had been.  What I didn’t realise was that Patrick was Fiona’s submissive in the bedroom.  They often played but kept it quiet.  Then when mom told Fiona she was going to Watford to a shop, Fiona said she needed to go to Watford too, as she needed something there, perhaps mom could drop her, rather than go via train.  Imagine Fiona’s surprise when mom parked up outside Honour, the exact same shop Fiona had planned to visit too.  Of course, they ended up chatting and mom told her all about my fantasies.  At that time, mom didn’t go into detail, just that she wanted to show that she wasn’t a prude by buying a gag gift.

As things had progressed with me, mom had planned to keep it a secret, but Fiona’s house looked onto ours and soon things became visible.  Fiona had been asking mom about how my submission was going, promising that she would keep it a secret, no matter what.

Then came the question mom had not been expecting, “Have you fucked him yet?” She asked mom with a smile.

“What?  No!” She said at the time.

“You need to get a strap-on.  Fucking a man’s arse is amazing good fun.  It’s so empowering!”

Eventually, mom let Fiona in on all her secrets, but I wouldn’t know that until later. 

Then there was Rachel.  Mom knew that Rachel and Carl were swingers, and Rachel had been trying to convince Mom to join them.  However, now with everything, mom was more open to it.  She shared with Rachel what she had done with me, leaving out the sexual components, and Rachel loved it.

Sarah and Dr. Henry eluded me as to why they would be invited, Dr. Kate, Sarah’s girlfriend and Dr. Henry both had lots of questions for me, both from a how I felt point of view, to my health and so forth.  Dr. Henry had been our general practitioner for years, so knew my medical history.  That he was gay was new but not altogether unsurprising, given how camp I always thought he was. 

Sebastian was a nuisance.  He was extremely effeminate, camp and constantly trying to pinch my bum.  I initially told him to stop, only to be reprimanded by April.  “You’re a sissy, get used to it!” She told me.

As the alcohol flowed, the party began to get a little frisky.  Carl, Rachel and mom seemed very touchy-feely, with Kate and Sarah telling April how pretty she was, and asking if she’d ever experimented with a woman…or two.

I was pulled to sit down between Henry and Sebastian, with both rubbing my stockinged legs.  “I think we can call this house Vegas, right?” Henry chuckled.  “What happens in Vegas…” He suggested, his hand travelling up and discovering my cage.  “Oh, I think I should do a thorough examination, what do you think Sebastian?”

“Mmm, yes daddy.” The effeminate French man said. 

“Grace,” Henry called out to my mom who was now being fondled by Carl and Rachel. “Can I do a thorough physical examination of your son?”

Mom grinned.  “Do what you like Henry.”

“Wonderful!”

As Henry looked over my balls, fondling them, and then placing a finger in my arsehole, Sebastian came up to my face and began kissing me.  The whole situation was very bizarre and whilst I knew about swingers parties and such, I never imagined I would be part of one.  I could have said no, I should have said no, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.  Instead, this fat old doctor was pushing two fat fingers in and out of my anus, whilst simultaneously now sucking on my balls. 

Sitting back, Henry opened his pants and pull out his short, very fat, cock.  “Come on sissy, show me what you can do.” He grunted, pulling my head down to his crotch.  With a gulp, I accepted the cock into my mouth, sucking on it just how I had been taught with the dildo.  He moaned, telling mom that she’d made me into a good little cocksucker, to which she said she was happy to hear such praise of her work. 

“Can I fuck her?” Sebastian asked my mother.

“Wear a condom.” She replied, which Sebastian agreed to immediately, pulling one from a box in his pocket.

Sebastian’s cock was long and thin, the polar opposite of Henry.  As soon as it was inside me, I recognised a difference to the coldness of the plastic from dildoes.  There was something far more exciting about a real cock, it felt harder for some reason, but also more comfortable.  I moaned as the men double-teamed me, fucking me from both ends as mom got pounded by Carl whilst being licked by Rachel. Our neighbour, Patrick, presented his cock to mom’s mouth and she took it, whilst Fiona joined in the fun with April and the girls.  Our party had turned into an orgy, and I wondered why that was.

It turned out, that it was planned that way.  Dad had long been golfing buddies with Henry, and whilst dad was away on business, he had chatted to Henry about something else, and this whole topic came up.  Henry was a player, loved young men, and saw this as a wonderful opportunity for some fun with a sissy.  Sarah and Kate were apparently similarly inclined to threesomes and parties, but that wasn’t the reason they came along.  Mom had slipped up whilst at coffee, telling Sarah a story about how she’d recently given oral sex to a girl.  When pushed, mom admitted it was April, and rather than get disgusted by that, Sarah was turned on; apparently, she had an incest fetish.

The party was meant to be a gathering of like-minded individuals, but they had left me out of the details until last minute. 

That evening, I got to experience sex with a man, not once, not twice, but three times.  Sebastian, Henry, and Patrick (at Fiona’s insistence).  I wasn’t going to lie, I enjoyed it very much.  “Your dad is going to enjoy that little tushy.” Henry told me.

The following Monday, mom received an email from Henry and then she called Kate who came by later that day with a bag.  That was when I discovered the other reason for two doctors to visit.  The bag chock full of pills.  After reading an email of instructions, she called me over and told me to kneel, opening boxes and pushing out pills.

“Take these now, then again tonight.” She said.

I knew what they were, and I didn’t dare question her.  April and mom had spoken together and April had filled her in on the challenge of forcing me onto hormones.  As such, mom spoke to Henry and Sarah, who in turn spoke to Kate, and they reviewed my medical history and previous bloodwork, and deemed it safe for me to go on hormones.  Except, these weren’t the usual hormones transsexuals took.

Kate was a doctor, yes, but she worked for a pharmaceutical company.  They were working on a new type of drug for women to improve sex-drive.  It was being dubbed the female Viagra, even though it was a completely different principle.  The idea behind this drug was to speed up the body’s production of oestrogen, whilst at the same time activating the ISL/Type 2b receptor protein, responsible for reactivating the libido in women.  The tests were performed on women with mixed success, but a small control group of men were given the drug for analysis purposes, and what they found shocked them.

Female hormones can take years to work, and even then, breast growth is mainly minimal at best.  However, this test drug did something else to men.  It not only made them horny as hell, but full breast tissue growth was achieved in less than three months, with change in skin and body structure in less than two weeks.  That was with a low-dose.  After six months of testing, they found that there were no apparent side effects which could normally be attributed to standard hormones.

What Kate had done, was sign me up to the test program.  I was about to be forced feminised. 

I took the tablets without question, feeling a burning excitement.  There was no going back from this.  I was going to be a real feminised sissy.

Chores were now a constant for me.  I woke up, I exercised, showered and dressed; I made breakfast for my ladies, then I washed up, did the clothes washing, vacuumed and washed the floors, and anything else that needed to be done.  In fact, the ladies did nothing anymore.  It was my duty to do it all, and that was fine by me.

My computer and consoles were gone, donated to charity as I would no longer need them.  Instead of them, my computer desk had become my make-up desk, where I kept all my cosmetics, including nail polishes and varnishes.  My room had changed too; with my boyish curtains replaced by pink ones, my bedding replaced with girlie pink and white with hearts.  I had even taken down my posters of bands, replacing them with print-outs made for me by April of my favourite sissies from the internet, such as Sasha de Sade.

As my hair was getting longer, mom styled it into a more feminine look.  I asked if I could wear a wig, but mom made it clear that she wanted it to be my hair.  Luckily, this was one area the pills worked quickly.  Within a week, I was already seeing increased growth.  Unfortunately, mom wasn’t a fan of my brown hair for a sissy, so she took me to her salon.

The girls in the salon found me hilarious.  I was in a very over-the-top pink taffeta sissy dress, which when I sat in the chair, bunch up in an awkward way, exposing my stockings and my pink panties. 

“I’d like him to have blonde hair with pink highlights.  Can you do that?” Mom asked the young girl.

“Absolutely.  He’ll look very pretty.” She laughed.  “We also do permanent make-up here, if you’re interested?”

“Oh, how lovely!  Yes, around his eyes and lips, that would be a time-saver.”

I went to look in the mirror after they were done, thinking I must have looked ridiculous, but I was actually surprised at how pretty I was.  Mom told me she was super proud of me, but felt that I needed some changes.  “I’m thinking collagen injections into your lips, give you proper blow-job lips before your daddy comes home.”

Turning to the beautician, she asked if she did collagen injections.  “No, but we have hyaluronic acid fillers.  They last much longer and there’s no chance of a reaction.” The beautician smiled.

“How long?” Mom asked.

“Up to a year most times.”

“Then let’s do that.” Mom smiled at the girl, who grinned back, finding it hilarious. 

“How big do you want to go?  I think he’d look good with some proper full lips.  Angelina Jolie?”

“Wonderful!”

I left the salon feeling ridiculous.  Not because of the work done to my hair, or the make-up, but the lips looked huge.  I was told they would get smaller, that there was some swelling, but still, it looked like a lot.

“I feel stupid.” I tried to say, but I couldn’t really speak.

“Nonsense!” Mom gushed as we walked through town towards the car park. “You look like a proper little slut.  Just how your daddy wants you.”

I suddenly realised I was being prepared, that there was more at play here.  Mom had finally totally embraced the fact that I would be the family sissy slave, but not only that, she had embraced the fact that I would be daddy’s little sex toy too.


Epilogue

Dad would be home in just four days, and I was getting nervous.  I shouldn’t have been, after all, it was my foster dad and he had always been good to me, but both April and mom made clear that the expectations of me from that point on were no longer as a son.  “You will be your daddy’s plaything.  If he needs oral sex, you will drop to your knees and perform it.” Mom explained.  “No matter where, no matter when, without question.  Failure to behave will mean punishment, and you will have noticed I have prepared the room for that.”

Indeed I had.  Mom had purchased several new items, crops, whips, canes, chains, electro-sex device and more.  She was taking this very seriously, and suggested I should too.

“This is no longer about us learning and playing.  Your daddy has made it very clear he expects you to be ready to take anything he gives you.”

Which led us on to today’s new experience.  “Strip and get into the bathtub.” Mom told me, with April watching.  I stripped down completely, revealing my B-cup breasts.  Mom felt them, “they’re growing nicely.” They had actually shot up in just a week.  The tablets were working better than expected, even the fat distribution had changed, giving me a feminine shape.

“Lie down.” Mom said, and I lay back in the tub, looking up at mom as she stood over me.  “Open your mouth and drink.” She then proceeded to urinate.  The shock of the acrid yellow fluid caused me to splutter, but I knew it was perfectly safe.  I proceeded to drink, forcing myself to accept it and beat the gag reflex I was feeling.  When mom was done, April replaced her, urinating into my mouth.  Her piss tasted different, sweeter, like wine.

“We will do this whenever we need a pee.” Mom explained.  “Until you get so used to it, you can’t go without.  Piss-play is one of your father’s favourite fetishes, and honestly, I’m glad I won’t need to do it for him anymore.”

From that point on, I was drinking their piss.  When I couldn’t go under them, they did it into a glass and made me drink it from there.  In fact, in order to get used to it, I was told to piss into a glass and drink it. 

The next change came with butt-plugs.  Mom had purchased a series of plugs of varying sizes, putting a medium sized one in me immediately.  The idea being that over time, I’d be able to take very large ones without trouble.  She made it clear that it was to get my arsehole ready for anything, “after all, your daddy will be fucking you a lot.  You need to be prepared for that.” She explained.

For the next days, they took every opportunity they could to peg me with increasing sizes of dildo, until the final day when I was told to rehearse my dad’s arrival. April put on a strap-on under trousers and entered the house. I was then given very strict instructions on what to do. First, I had to be kneeling by the door in my sexiest, tiniest sissy dress. Then I had to bend over and kiss her shoes, remove them, kiss her socks, remove them, kiss her feet and suck her toes. Then, undo the trousers and take the cock in my mouth and suck it. Then, I had to hand my leash to April, and she led me into the bathroom where I was to drink her pee, before licking her arsehole for a number of minutes. Eventually, I was led to the bedroom, where I sucked on her dildo, and took her up the arse.

This happened numerous times until they felt I had it. However, the last surprise was yet to come.

Before bed that night, mom placed my VR headset on my head, and placed in some earpods. Instantly, I was watching some sort of swirl, mixed in with gay porn, and the sound of mom’s voice telling me what a good little sissy whore I was, and how I loved cock, and how I loved to serve, to clean, to cook, to wash, and how much I wanted to be a fulltime sissy slave and whore for mommy and daddy. The video played over and over in a loop, even as I slept. I knew hypnosis didn’t really work, but this wasn’t hypnosis, it was brainwashing, feeding my brain with the erotica that I needed so badly.

The next day, they washed me once again, pissed on me, dressed me, made me into the perfect sissy doll, until it was time for me to wait by the door. I had no idea how clued in dad was to what was coming, but I had to behave as I was taught.

I knelt there unmoving and not speaking for over an hour, but eventually, I heard the car pull up and the sound of my dad getting out. The moment the door opened and he stepped inside, I didn’t say a word, nor did I look up. I simply followed the process I’d been taught, kissing his shoes, kissing his socks, then kissing and sucking his feet, before opening his pants and pulling out his huge, eight-inch cock and pulling it to my mouth. Unlike with April, my dad moaned as I expertly blew him. His hand massaged my scalp, until with a grunt, his hot sticky sperm flooded my mouth and I swallowed without hesitation.

“That was amazing.” Dad said, but I said nothing in return, simply handing him my leash and allowing him to lead me. “Thank you honey.” I heard him say to mom, kissing her hello, before leading me to the bathroom where he immediately aimed his cock at my mouth. “Open wide.” He said softly, before allowing a stream of piss to fill me. Without missing a drop, I drank it all down, savouring the thicker flavour after his long journey home. The last dregs were deposited in my mouth and he allowed me to suck him clean before leading me to the bedroom.

“I’ve been looking forward to this for some time.” He purred, placing his stubbly lips on mine, threading his tongue into my mouth. “Are you ready to be daddy’s slut? Forever?”

“Yes daddy.” I whispered, feeling my body shiver with a mixed bag of nerves and excitement. “Forever, yes!”

“You’ll service me and my friends. I’ve told them about you, how much of a sissy slut you are.” He told me. “I’m bisexual so plenty of men will use you. But you wanted that, didn’t you? It was in your stories, to be turned into a sissy slut? Well, I’m going to let you into a little secret. I was the one who fiddled with your Amazon account and changed the algorithm to show you sissy books. I was the one who got you interested in it. No-one else knows, but you and me.”

I popped his cock from my mouth. For a moment, I didn’t know what to say; could it really have been that he manipulated me this whole time? But rather than feel angry, I felt gratitude. I grinned at him, slowly wanking his huge cock as I looked up at him, I felt cheeky, naughty. “Thank you daddy!” I sang.

“Good girl.” He grinned back at me, watching as my eyes held his whilst I sucked. “Now lie on your back. I want to watch your eyes as I take you.”

Feeling him enter me for the first time changed everything. Any remnants of what I was disappeared in an instant and I was transformed into a gay sissy slut. “Yes daddy!” I moaned, feeling him take me, use me, that huge beast of man-meat thrusting into my rectum with a ferocity that made me beg for more and for it to never end. I knew that was it for me, that there was no going back for me.

After that night, I no longer slept in my room. I was my foster parent’s toy, and they would use me however they liked. During the day, I served them, cleaning the house, cooking, washing clothes, shopping, whatever they needed. I was their slave, their submissive, their sex-toy. When I wasn’t busy, April used me for content, earning way more money than she ever did, providing for the family. I knew there would come a time when April would leave the nest, and her income would need to be replaced, but daddy told me not to worry, he had a plan for that.

A week later, I was sent to Marvin’s house. He was a huge fat friend of dad. I was sent to clean his house, tend to the garden, and then service Marvin. For that, Marvin paid dad two hundred pounds. A couple of days later, I did the same for another friend of his. By the time April eventually moved out, I had one hundred regular customers for whom I cleaned, did chores, and then fucked. That was how dad was subsidising April leaving.

It was some time later that I received an email from a gaming studio I had applied to some time earlier as a tester. I was my dream job but they didn’t get back to me until then. They were ready to perform an interview with a view to hiring me. Of course, mom and dad said that if I wanted to work and change back to a normal life, I was free to do so.

I stared at the email, then smiled at them. “I want to continue to be your slave. I’m not interested in working for the studio.”

“Wonderful!” Mum gasped, clapping her hands and kissing me passionately. “We love our little sissy slut.”

“I love you both too!”

THE END
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