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Chapter 1: Expelled

Alex Thompson sat in the Dean’s office, staring at the shiny wooden table like it might swallow him whole. His hands were clenched so tight in his lap that his knuckles had gone proper white. The room smelt of lemon polish and that grim, stale coffee they always had in admin buildings. Dean Hargrove, a no-nonsense woman in her fifties with steel-grey hair yanked back into a bun, looked at him over the top of her glasses. Two other committee types flanked her like backup singers.

“Mr Thompson,” she said, voice clipped, “the investigation’s done. The messages, the witness statements, Miss Hayes’ account, it all adds up to repeated unwanted sexual harassment. The university has a zero-tolerance policy.”

Alex’s stomach dropped somewhere around his trainers. “That’s bollocks,” he blurted, then winced. “Sorry, I mean, it’s not true. I barely spoke to Lauren. One group project. I helped with her slides. That’s it. I never…”

“Enough.” The Dean lifted a hand. “The evidence from your student account is clear. You’re expelled, effective immediately. Forty-eight hours to clear out of halls.”

He felt the words hit like a slap. Twenty years old, second year of computer science, minding his own business, and now this. He wasn’t some dodgy creep. Social anxiety had kept him well away from most girls anyway. And now everyone thought he was a stalker.

The rest of the day was a blur of packing and awkward silences. He rang his parents from the corridor, phone slippery in his sweaty palm.

“Mum… Dad… they’ve kicked me out.”

The silence on the line was brutal. Then his dad’s heavy sigh. “For God’s sake, Alex. What have you done?”

“I didn’t do anything! Someone must’ve hacked my account or set me up…”

“Your mother’s in bits,” his dad cut in. “We’re very disappointed, son. Come home and we’ll talk.”

Click. Lovely.

Back in his room, Alex shoved clothes into his battered duffel bag while his roommate Chris hovered by the door looking properly uncomfortable.

“Mate… that’s rough. Lauren’s proper intense, but I didn’t think she’d go full nuclear.”

“She’s lying,” Alex muttered, yanking the zip so hard it nearly snapped. “I swear.”

Chris just nodded awkwardly. By the time Alex lugged his stuff to the bus stop, half the campus seemed to be giving him side-eye. One girl who’d once smiled at him in the canteen suddenly found the opposite pavement fascinating.

The three-hour bus ride home was spent glaring out the window at grey winter fields, replaying every boring interaction with Lauren. Friendly at first. Then those disgusting messages had appeared in his sent folder like magic. He’d reported it straight away, but the uni had moved faster on her complaint than a Deliveroo driver on a Friday night.

When he finally rolled up at his parents’ house on the edge of town, it was late afternoon and the porch light was off. His key still worked, but the vibe was arctic.

Mum met him in the hallway, eyes all puffy. She gave him a quick, stiff hug. “We’ve made up the guest room. There’s food in the fridge.”

Dad stayed in his study. Alex could hear him on the phone, probably telling the relatives the prodigal son had turned out to be a pervert. Brilliant.

That night Alex lay on the narrow bed staring at the ceiling, replaying the wreckage of his life. No degree. No decent references. Every decent job would see that expulsion letter and bin his CV. Proper screwed.

Around eleven he grabbed his phone and scrolled to his sister Emily. Twenty-eight, married to Mark for a few years, living in a nice suburban place a couple of hours away. She’d always been the sorted one, confident, sharp, brilliant at marketing. They’d been close growing up, even if adult life had got in the way. Worth a shot.

Hey Em. Massive shitstorm. Got expelled from uni. Parents are fuming. Any chance I could crash at yours for a bit? Just till I sort myself out.

Her reply pinged back almost instantly.

Oh Alex… I’m so sorry. Of course you can. Come tomorrow. Spare room’s yours. Pack whatever. We’ll chat properly when you’re here. Love you loads.

The knot in his chest loosened for the first time in days. Thank God for big sisters.

Next morning, after the world’s most awkward silent breakfast, Mum slipped him some cash for petrol and a Tupperware of leftovers. The hug was brief. Dad barely looked up from his newspaper.

Alex loaded up his ancient Honda Civic and pointed it towards Emily and Mark’s. The drive gave him far too much time to overthink. By the time he pulled into their driveway the sun was setting, turning the neat hedges and freshly painted shutters a soft golden colour. The house looked like something off an Instagram lifestyle account.

Emily stepped out onto the porch before he’d even switched off the engine. Tall, poised, auburn hair loose over her shoulders, wearing jeans and a cosy cream jumper that showed off her figure perfectly. That warm, knowing smile of hers lit up her face.

“Little brother!” She pulled him into a proper hug, smelling like vanilla and something expensive. “You look like you’ve been dragged through a hedge backwards. Come on in.”

Emily had always been the star of the family. Straight out of university she’d invented a clever little app that streamlined influencer marketing campaigns, turned it into her own company, and within a few years had built it into a seven-figure business. The money rolled in, giving her that effortless confidence and the kind of lifestyle most people only dreamed about, designer touches around the house, the sleek black SUV outside, and a wardrobe that always looked casually expensive. At twenty-eight she was stunning: tall and curvaceous with long auburn hair that fell in soft waves, piercing green eyes that seemed to notice everything, full, firm DD breasts that filled out her cream jumper beautifully, and hips that swayed with natural authority. She carried herself like a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and usually got it.

Mark appeared right behind her, tall, lean, early thirties, neat dark hair, kind eyes. He had a blue apron tied round his waist like he’d just stepped out of a cooking show. “Hey, Alex. Sorry about all the uni drama. Let me grab your bags, mate.”

Alex blinked as Mark cheerfully hefted the heavy duffels like they weighed nothing and disappeared inside.

The house was even nicer than he remembered, open-plan living room and kitchen, massive sofa, soft lighting, everything annoyingly tidy. Emily steered him straight to the couch.

“Sit. Mark, grab him a drink. Water? Beer?”

“Water’s fine, thanks,” Alex mumbled, sinking into the cushions. His whole body felt like it had been wrung out.

Mark reappeared almost instantly with a glass of iced water on a coaster. “Dinner’s on in thirty, lasagna. Your favourite, yeah?”

“Yeah… cheers.” Alex watched him glide back to the kitchen without needing another word.

Emily plopped down beside him and rested a hand on his shoulder. “Right. Tell me the whole sorry story.”

He did. The words spilled out, the fake messages, the joke of a hearing, his parents’ cold shoulder, the stares on campus. Emily listened without interrupting, her green eyes sharp but kind, thumb gently rubbing his shoulder.

When he finished she gave him a squeeze. “Sounds like absolute bollocks. Unis are obsessed with looking ‘woke’ these days. We’ll sort something out. For now, you’re safe here. Stay as long as you need.”

Relief hit him so hard his eyes prickled. “Thanks, Em. Seriously. I won’t be a pain, I’ll job hunt, help round the house, whatever.”

She waved it off with a little laugh. “We’ll figure it out. Mark and I have our own way of running things here. You’ll slot right in.”

Something about the way she said it made Alex glance towards the kitchen. Mark was humming cheerfully while chopping veg, moving with this smooth, practised rhythm. There was a faint metallic clink every time his wrist moved, like a delicate bracelet or something.

“Mark seems… really on it,” Alex said carefully.

Emily’s lips curved into a small, amused smile. “He’s very well behaved. Aren’t you, darling?”

Mark glanced over, cheeks going a bit pink. “Yes, love.”

Alex raised an eyebrow, a flicker of unease stirring in his chest. The way she said it, like she was praising a well-trained dog rather than her husband, felt properly odd. There was something too casual, too possessive about it, and the way Mark instantly blushed and obeyed without missing a beat made Alex’s mind twitch. It wasn’t just a couple bantering; it landed somewhere between affectionate and controlling. For a split second he wondered if there was more going on here than the perfect suburban surface suggested, but the thought was heavy and complicated, and right now his brain was too fried to chase it. He was absolutely knackered. Whatever their domestic vibe was, it wasn’t his business. He just wanted a roof over his head and a chance to breathe.

Dinner was genuinely excellent. Mark served both of them first, then sat down only after Emily gave him a tiny nod. Conversation stayed light, Emily steering well clear of the scandal and asking about his old lectures instead. For the first time in days, Alex felt his shoulders drop.

Later, while unpacking in the spacious guest room upstairs, he caught a glimpse of them in the hallway. Emily had one hand on the back of Mark’s neck, speaking softly but firmly into his ear. Mark nodded quickly, eyes lowered. It looked… intimate. Controlling, even.

Alex shook his head and closed the door. Probably just a strong marriage thing. He was reading too much into it after the week he’d had.

He flopped onto the bed and stared at the ceiling again. Expelled. Basically disowned. But here with Emily… maybe he could actually rebuild.

Little did he know his life was about to get a whole lot more interesting.


Chapter 2: Moving In

The next morning Alex woke up to the smell of bacon and fresh coffee drifting up from downstairs. For a moment he just lay there in the comfortable guest bed, staring at the ceiling, letting the events of the past few days settle like sediment. Expelled. Parents pissed off. Now squatting with his successful big sister and her husband. Not exactly the comeback story he’d imagined, but at least it beat sleeping on a mate’s sofa.

He dragged himself up, threw on some joggers and a hoodie, and padded downstairs. The kitchen was already a hive of quiet activity. Mark was at the stove, apron on again, flipping eggs with the precision of a chef. Emily sat at the breakfast bar in a silky robe that clung nicely to her curves, scrolling through her phone with one hand while sipping coffee. Her auburn hair was tousled in that effortlessly sexy morning way.

“Morning, sleepyhead,” Emily called, flashing him a bright smile. “Sleep alright? That bed’s pretty decent, right?”

“Yeah, brilliant thanks,” Alex replied, rubbing the back of his neck. “Way better than my old uni mattress that felt like concrete.”

Mark turned with a warm grin. “Full English coming up. Eggs, bacon, beans, the works. How do you like your toast?”

“Erm… just normal, cheers.” Alex slid onto a stool, feeling a bit like a guest at a fancy hotel. Mark moved around the kitchen like he owned it, which, technically, he did, but there was this smooth deference every time he glanced at Emily. A quick “Yes, love?” when she asked for more milk in her coffee. A little nod when she told him the bacon could do with another minute.

It was subtle, but Alex noticed. Last night’s hallway moment floated back into his mind, that odd possessive tone in Emily’s voice. He shook it off. Probably just how some married couples operated. Power couple vibes and all that.

Emily leaned over and ruffled his hair like he was still fifteen. “Right, today’s plan: you settle in properly, maybe sort out some job applications. No rush on anything. We’ve got the space and Mark loves having someone else to cook for.”

Mark chuckled softly as he plated up the food. “She’s not wrong. Cooking for two gets repetitive. Nice to have a new taste tester.”

The breakfast was top-tier. Proper crispy bacon, runny yolks, everything cooked perfectly. Mark served Emily first, then Alex, then himself last, sitting down only after she gave him that tiny approving nod again. Alex tucked in, trying not to inhale it like a starving student.

“So what’s the job situation looking like?” Emily asked between bites, her green eyes sharp and focused on him. “Any leads yet, or are you starting from scratch?”

“Starting from scratch, pretty much,” Alex admitted, pushing beans around his plate. “Computer science degree on hold means most tech places will bin my CV. I’ll probably look at retail or café stuff for now. Anything to bring in some cash while I figure out appealing the expulsion.”

Emily’s expression softened, but there was steel underneath. “We’ll look into that appeal properly. I know a couple of people who deal with university bollocks. In the meantime, you’re not paying rent here. Just help out around the house when you can and we’re good.”

“Deal,” Alex said quickly. “I can do shopping, cleaning, whatever. Don’t want to freeload.”

Mark cleared his throat politely. “I handle most of the housework anyway, but extra hands are always welcome. Especially with the garden coming into spring.”

Emily reached over and gave Mark’s hand a squeeze, or was it more of a controlling pat? “That’s right. My good boy keeps everything running smoothly.”

There it was again. That tone. Alex raised an eyebrow slightly, fork paused halfway to his mouth. Good boy? It sounded affectionate on the surface, but the way Mark’s cheeks coloured and he dipped his head with a quiet “Thank you, dear” made it land differently. Like a private joke Alex wasn’t in on. Or something more. He filed it away under “None of my business” and focused on the excellent food.

After breakfast, Emily disappeared upstairs to get ready for a few hours at her office. “I’ve got some meetings this morning, but I’ll be back by mid-afternoon. Mark, make sure Alex has everything he needs. Show him round properly.”

“Yes, love,” Mark replied without hesitation, already stacking the dishwasher.

Once she was gone, the house felt a bit quieter. Mark wiped down the counters with efficient swipes, humming to himself. Alex offered to help but got gently waved off.

“Relax, mate. You’ve had a shit week. I’ve got this.” Mark’s tone was friendly, easy-going, but there was that underlying… something. He moved with this practised domestic rhythm, like every task had its place in a well-oiled routine.

Alex wandered into the living room and flopped onto the massive sofa, pulling out his laptop to start the grim task of job hunting. A few clicks later and he was staring at rejection after rejection. Entry-level tech roles wanted degrees. Retail gigs wanted “enthusiastic team players” who probably hadn’t just been expelled for fake harassment. He sighed and closed the laptop for a bit.

Curiosity got the better of him after twenty minutes of moping. He got up and had a proper nose around the ground floor. The house was immaculate, not a speck of dust, soft neutral colours with stylish pops of deep green and gold that screamed Emily’s taste. Family photos on the shelves showed Emily and Mark on holidays, looking happy and polished. In one, she had her arm firmly around his waist, grinning at the camera while he looked at her with open adoration.

In the utility room he spotted Mark’s “uniform”, several aprons hanging neatly, plus what looked like a small basket of cleaning supplies labelled with times and days. Organised to an almost military level.

“Everything alright?” Mark’s voice made him jump. The older man was standing in the doorway, tea towel over one shoulder.

“Yeah, sorry. Just… you guys keep this place like a show home. Impressive.”

Mark smiled, but there was a hint of something shy in it. “Emily likes things a certain way. I don’t mind. Keeps me busy and she’s happy. Win-win.”

Alex nodded slowly. “Must be nice having that kind of… arrangement.”

“It works for us,” Mark said lightly, but his eyes flicked away for a second. “She’s got her business empire and I handle the home front. Suits my skill set.”

There was more to it. Alex could feel it, the way Mark phrased everything around keeping Emily happy, the quick obedience, the blushes. It pinged something in the back of his mind, but fatigue and the general mess of his life made it hard to focus. Maybe Mark was just properly whipped in that modern metro way. No big deal.

They spent the next hour with Mark giving him the full tour. The garden was decent-sized with a neat patio, the garage had Emily’s sleek SUV and Mark’s more sensible estate car. Upstairs, Alex already knew his room, but Mark showed him the shared bathroom (stocked with fancy toiletries) and pointed out the master bedroom at the end of the hall.

“Don’t go in there without knocking,” Mark said casually. “Emily’s particular about her space.”

“Got it. Respect the inner sanctum.”

Back downstairs, Mark made them both a coffee and they sat in the kitchen for a bit. Conversation flowed easily enough, football, films, Mark asking gentle questions about the uni situation without prying too hard. He seemed genuinely decent, if a bit soft around the edges.

Still, every so often Emily would text and Mark would check his phone instantly, replying with quick thumbs. Once he even stood up mid-sentence to adjust a cushion on the sofa because “Emily prefers them plumped.”

Alex watched it all with a growing sense of mild bewilderment. It wasn’t toxic or anything, Mark seemed content enough, but it was definitely not the equal partnership he’d pictured for his sharp, ambitious sister. She ran the show. Clearly.

By early afternoon Alex had managed to send off a couple of half-decent applications and was feeling slightly less like a total failure. The house was peaceful, the guest room starting to feel a bit more like his space. He even caught himself thinking this might not be the worst setup while he rebuilt.

The front door clicked open and Emily’s voice carried through. “I’m home! Mark, darling?”

Mark perked up immediately. “In the kitchen, love.”

Alex leaned back in his chair, sipping the last of his coffee. Whatever odd domestic dance they had going on, it seemed to work for them. He was just grateful for the roof.

But as Emily walked in, slipping off her heels and giving Mark a firm kiss on the lips while her hand rested possessively on the back of his neck, Alex felt that tiny flicker of curiosity spark again. There was definitely more layers here than met the eye.

Emily’s arrival shifted the energy in the house instantly. She kicked off her heels with a satisfied sigh, her cream jumper from earlier swapped for a fitted blouse that accentuated her full DD breasts and trim waist. “God, what a day. Some clients still think they can haggle like it’s 2015.” She crossed the kitchen in stockinged feet and pulled Mark in for another kiss, deeper this time, her fingers threading into his hair with clear ownership. Mark melted into it, hands respectfully at her sides until she released him.

“Hi Em,” Alex said, trying to sound casual. “Good meetings?”

“Productive enough.” She turned that sharp green gaze on him, smiling warmly. “How about you? Any luck with the job hunt?”

“A couple of applications sent. Nothing exciting, but it’s a start.”

“Proud of you for cracking on,” she said, giving his shoulder a squeeze as she passed. “Mark, darling, pour us some wine, would you? The good red. Alex, you’re having one too, you deserve it after this week.”

Mark moved quickly, fetching glasses and the bottle without hesitation. Alex watched as Emily settled onto a bar stool, legs crossed elegantly, while Mark poured with the care of a sommelier. When he handed her the glass she took a sip, then gave a small nod. “Perfect temperature. Good boy.”

There it was again. That phrase. Alex shifted on his seat, the flicker of curiosity from earlier turning into something more solid. Good boy. Like Mark was a golden retriever who’d fetched the paper. Mark’s ears went pink again, but he looked genuinely pleased as he poured for Alex and himself.

Dinner prep kicked off properly after that. Mark chopped, stirred and plated while Emily directed from her perch, “A bit more seasoning on the chicken, love,” or “Don’t forget the garlic bread in the oven.” It wasn’t barked orders, exactly; it was smooth, confident guidance wrapped in affection. Mark thrived under it, humming away and stealing glances at her like she hung the moon.

Alex helped set the table when asked, mostly to feel useful. As they ate, another cracking meal of roast chicken, veg and dauphinoise potatoes, conversation turned lighter. Emily asked about old school stories, teasing Alex about the time he’d tried (and failed) to dye his hair blue at sixteen. Mark laughed along, but always waited for Emily to finish speaking before adding anything.

By the end of the meal, Alex’s wine glass was empty and his head pleasantly fuzzy. Emily stretched, her blouse pulling taut across her chest. “Right, I’m going to have a long bath. Mark, clear up and then sort the laundry, yeah? Alex, make yourself at home. There’s Netflix, the games console in the living room, whatever you fancy.”

“Yes, love,” Mark replied softly.

Once Emily had disappeared upstairs, the kitchen felt a bit less charged. Alex lingered, helping load the dishwasher despite Mark’s protests.

“Mate, you don’t have to,” Mark said, rinsing a plate.

“Nah, it’s fine. Least I can do.” Alex paused, then decided to test the waters. “Listen… can I ask you something? About you and Em?”

Mark glanced up, drying his hands on a tea towel. “Sure.”

Alex chose his words carefully. “She’s brilliant and everything, but… she’s pretty full-on, yeah? The way she tells you what to do, calls you ‘good boy’ and that. Doesn’t it ever wind you up? Like, you’re her husband, not her employee.”

Mark’s expression stayed mild, almost amused. He leaned against the counter. “It’s not like that. We’ve got our dynamic and it works. She’s the one with the big ideas and the business brain. I like making her happy. Keeps things peaceful.”

“Peaceful,” Alex echoed, raising an eyebrow. “Sounds more like she runs the whole show. You ever push back? Tell her you’re not her servant?”

Mark chuckled quietly, but there was a hint of something guarded in his eyes. “Not really my style. Emily knows what she wants, and honestly? So do I. It’s… comforting.”

Alex shook his head, leaning in. “Mate, no offence, but you’re a grown man. You shouldn’t have to jump every time she clicks her fingers. Stand up for yourself a bit. Tell her you want things equal. Otherwise she’ll just keep walking all over you.”

For a second Mark looked like he might say something more, his cheeks flushing deeper. Then he just smiled softly and shrugged. “Appreciate the concern, Alex. But we’re good. Really. You’ll get used to how we do things.”

Alex let it drop, sensing he wasn’t going to crack through that wall tonight. Still, it bugged him. His big sister had always been strong-willed, but this level of control felt next-level. Mark seemed content enough, though, no obvious misery, no tension. Maybe it was none of his business after all.

The rest of the evening passed easily. Alex played a bit of FIFA on the console while Mark quietly folded laundry in the background, moving between tasks with that same efficient rhythm. Emily came down later in comfy loungewear, hair damp and smelling of that signature vanilla body wash. She curled up on the sofa next to Alex, chatting about old family holidays and gently steering the conversation away from his uni disaster.

“You’ll bounce back,” she told him, patting his knee. “You’re smarter than you give yourself credit for. And while you’re here, just relax and let us look after you.”

Mark brought her a herbal tea without being asked. She accepted it with a murmured “Thank you, darling,” and a possessive stroke along his arm. Alex pretended to focus on the TV, but he couldn’t ignore how Mark’s posture changed around her, shoulders a little lower, movements more attentive.

By ten o’clock Alex was yawning. “Think I’m going to crash. Thanks again for everything, both of you.”

“Night, little brother,” Emily said warmly. “Sweet dreams.”

Mark gave him a friendly nod. “Sleep well, mate.”

Up in his room, Alex changed into joggers and brushed his teeth in the shared bathroom. As he passed the master bedroom door on the way back, he caught low voices, Emily’s firm and amused, Mark’s soft and eager. A quiet “Yes, Mistress” drifted out, so faint he almost thought he’d imagined it. He paused for half a second, then shook his head and kept walking. Mistress? Nah. Must’ve misheard.

Back in bed, he stared at the ceiling, the house settling around him with soft creaks. This place was a million times better than going back to his parents’ frosty silence. Emily was being generous, Mark was sound enough, even if a bit… submissive. Alex smiled to himself in the dark. He’d keep his head down, sort his life out, and maybe gently nudge Mark towards growing a backbone while he was at it. What could go wrong?

Little did he know the real dynamics of the house were far more intense than he could possibly imagine, and that his own curiosity was about to pull him straight into the middle of them.


Chapter 3: Glimpses of Control

The next few days settled into a surprisingly comfortable rhythm. Alex spent his mornings job hunting from the living room sofa, firing off CVs and filling in tedious application forms while trying not to dwell on how utterly screwed his uni situation was. Afternoons he helped Mark around the house, or rather, he offered and mostly got politely redirected while Mark handled things with that eerie efficiency.

Emily, meanwhile, was in full boss mode. She’d disappear to her office or take calls from the dining room, her voice carrying that crisp, no-nonsense tone that probably closed deals and made interns sweat. When she was home, though, the dynamic between her and Mark became harder to ignore.

It started small. Thursday evening Alex was in the kitchen grabbing a snack when Emily breezed in from work, looking sharp in a tailored pencil skirt and blouse that hugged her generous DD breasts and flared hips perfectly.

“Mark, darling,” she called, dropping her bag on the counter. “My feet are killing me after those meetings. Come sort them out.”

Mark appeared almost instantly, wiping his hands on a tea towel. “Yes, love.” He pulled out a stool for her without being asked, then knelt smoothly in front of her, slipping off her heels and starting a gentle foot rub. Right there in the kitchen.

Alex froze mid-bite of his crisp, trying not to stare. Mark’s thumbs worked into the arch of her foot with practised care, and Emily let out a contented little moan, leaning back with her eyes half-closed.

“That’s it… good boy. Harder on the left one.” She reached down and stroked his hair like he was a favoured pet. Mark’s cheeks flushed with obvious pleasure at the praise.

Alex cleared his throat awkwardly. “Erm… I can head upstairs if you two need a minute.”

Emily laughed, low and warm. “Don’t be silly, Alex. It’s just a foot rub. Mark loves looking after me, don’t you, sweetheart?”

“Yes, Mistress… I mean, love,” Mark murmured, catching himself quickly. His ears went bright red.

Alex’s eyebrows shot up. Mistress? Okay, that wasn’t a misheard whisper through a bedroom door this time. He definitely caught it. He busied himself with the fridge, pretending to look for a drink while his brain spun. This was proper next-level. Not just “my wife wears the trousers” stuff. This felt like… something else.

Later that same evening, after a cracking stir-fry dinner (again served first to Emily, then Alex, then Mark), they were all in the living room. Emily had changed into soft lounge trousers and a thin vest top that did nothing to hide her curves. She was scrolling through her phone while Mark knelt beside the sofa, folding her laundry with careful precision.

“Those knickers go in the top drawer, darling,” she said without looking up. “And make sure my black lace set is at the front. I might want it tomorrow.”

“Yes, love.” Mark obeyed instantly, sorting the delicate items like it was the most normal thing in the world.

Alex, pretending to watch some mindless Netflix show, felt his face heat up. Knickers. Lace. His brother-in-law handling his sister’s underwear while she casually directed him. It was weirdly intimate and strangely humiliating, for Mark, at least. Yet Mark didn’t look embarrassed. If anything, he looked content, almost proud.

When Mark finished, Emily patted the spot next to her on the sofa. “Come here.” As soon as he sat, she pulled him closer, her hand sliding possessively onto his thigh. “You’ve been such a helpful boy today. I think you’ve earned a little treat later.”

Mark’s breath hitched visibly. “Thank you, Mistress.”

There it was again. Clear as day. Alex couldn’t pretend he hadn’t heard it this time. He shifted on the armchair, suddenly very interested in the plot of the show he wasn’t actually following. His sister, confident, successful, curvaceous Emily, was clearly running this house like her own personal kingdom. And Mark was eating it up.

The following morning brought another glimpse. Alex came down early for coffee and found Mark already up, wearing nothing but a pair of tight black shorts and an apron as he prepared breakfast. Emily was still in her robe, sipping coffee and watching him with a satisfied little smirk.

“Turn around for me, darling,” she said casually. Mark did, showing off his arse in the shorts. Emily gave it a firm slap, making Mark jolt and let out a soft, pleased sound. “Looking good. Keep up the squats like I told you.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”

Alex hovered in the doorway, feeling like he’d walked in on something private. “Morning,” he muttered, trying to play it cool.

Emily glanced over, completely unfazed. “Morning, little brother. Sleep well? Mark’s made fresh coffee, help yourself.”

Mark poured him a mug without being asked, cheeks pink but smiling. The apron did a decent job of covering things, but it was impossible not to notice how attuned he was to Emily’s every little gesture.

Over breakfast the commands kept coming, light but constant: “Top up my water, please.” “Cut my toast into triangles today, love.” Each one met with instant, eager obedience and a soft “Yes, Mistress” when Alex wasn’t looking directly at them.

By mid-morning, after Emily had gone to her office again, Alex couldn’t hold it in anymore. He found Mark in the utility room ironing one of Emily’s blouses with careful strokes.

“Mate,” Alex said, leaning against the doorframe. “Can we have a quick word?”

Mark looked up, smiling. “Sure. What’s up?”

Alex stepped inside and closed the door behind him, keeping his voice low. “Look, I know it’s not my place, but… I’ve seen how Em talks to you. The foot rubs, the ‘good boy’ stuff, calling you Mistress in the kitchen earlier. Are you actually okay with all that? It looks like she’s got you on a pretty short leash.”

Mark set the iron down carefully, his expression calm. “We have an agreement, Alex. It’s consensual. I like serving her. It makes me happy.”

“Happy?” Alex ran a hand through his hair. “Mate, you’re a grown bloke. You shouldn’t have to kneel for foot rubs and sort her knickers while she clicks her fingers. That’s not a marriage, that’s… I don’t even know. Stand up for yourself a bit. Tell her you want things more equal. You’re her husband, not her servant.”

Mark’s cheeks flushed, but he met Alex’s eyes steadily. “I know it looks strange from the outside. But this is what we both want. Emily’s strong and decisive, it’s one of the things I love about her. Letting her lead feels right. Natural.”

Alex shook his head, genuinely baffled. “It just seems mental to me. She’s got you doing all the housework, wearing an apron half the time, jumping at every little command. You ever say no? Ever tell her to back off?”

Mark gave a small, almost wistful smile. “Rarely. And when I do, she respects it. But honestly? I don’t want to. This dynamic… it works. It turns me on. It makes the relationship stronger.”

Alex blinked. Turns me on? That was more information than he’d bargained for. He opened his mouth to push further, to tell Mark he was properly whipped and needed to grow a spine, but the older man’s calm certainty made the words stall.

“Look,” Mark continued gently, “I appreciate you looking out for me. Really. But don’t worry about us. Focus on sorting your own situation. Emily and I are fine, better than fine.”

Alex nodded slowly, though the unease lingered. “Alright. If you say so. Just… if you ever want to talk properly, I’m here.”

“Thanks, mate.”

As Alex left the utility room, his mind was racing. Part of him felt sorry for Mark, the guy seemed decent but completely under Emily’s thumb. Another part, smaller and harder to admit, felt a weird flicker of curiosity about how it all worked. The casual authority in Emily’s voice, the way Mark lit up under her praise… it was strange. Intimate. A bit unsettling.

He pushed the thoughts down and went back to his laptop. He had enough drama in his own life without getting tangled in whatever kinky arrangement his sister and brother-in-law had going on behind closed doors.

But the glimpses kept coming, and the more he saw, the harder it became to look away.

That evening the glimpses turned up another notch. Emily came home in a fantastic mood after landing a big client, her blouse slightly unbuttoned to show a hint of cleavage that drew the eye whether you wanted it to or not. She greeted Mark with a long, possessive kiss right in the hallway, one hand cupping his arse firmly while he stood there melting.

“Someone’s earned a proper reward tonight,” she murmured against his lips. “But first, dinner. Then you’re running me a bath and joining me.”

Mark’s voice came out breathy. “Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”

Alex, coming down the stairs at exactly the wrong moment, nearly tripped. He gripped the banister, pretending he hadn’t heard the title again, louder and clearer than ever. Emily spotted him and smiled without a trace of embarrassment.

“Evening, little brother. Hungry? Mark’s doing salmon en papillote tonight. Your favourite way, I think.”

“Yeah… sounds great,” Alex managed, forcing a casual tone as he headed into the kitchen. His face felt warm. This wasn’t just playful banter anymore. Mistress. The word hung in the air like perfume.

Dinner was another winner, flaky salmon, roasted veg, some fancy sauce Mark had clearly practised a hundred times. Emily directed the plating from her seat, occasionally feeding Mark a bite from her own fork while he knelt briefly beside her chair to receive it. Alex tried to focus on his plate, but the whole scene was properly mesmerising in a car-crash sort of way.

Afterwards, while Mark cleared the table, Emily stretched out on the sofa and patted the spot beside her. “Alex, come chat with me. You’ve been quiet today.”

He sat, hyper-aware of how her DD breasts shifted under the soft fabric of her top as she turned towards him. She looked every bit the successful, in-control woman she was, powerful, attractive, and completely at ease in her own skin.

“How’s the job hunt going?” she asked, resting a hand on his knee in that big-sister way.

“Slow. A couple of interviews next week for retail stuff. Nothing exciting.”

“You’ll get there. And while you’re here, I want you to feel completely at home.” Her green eyes sparkled with amusement. “Even if our household is a bit… unconventional.”

Alex seized the opening. “Yeah, about that. I’ve noticed you and Mark have this, erm, specific thing going on. The commands, the foot rubs, the whole ‘Mistress’ business. Doesn’t it ever feel weird for him?”

Emily laughed, a rich, confident sound. “Weird? No, love. It’s what we both chose. Mark adores serving me. It makes him feel secure and desired. And I enjoy being in charge. Win-win.”

“But he’s your husband,” Alex pressed, keeping his voice low so Mark wouldn’t hear from the kitchen. “Shouldn’t it be more equal? I spoke to him earlier and tried to get him to see it. Told him he should stand up for himself more.”

Emily’s eyebrow arched, her expression shifting from amused to something sharper, almost predatory for a split second. Then she smiled again. “That’s sweet of you, Alex. Looking out for him. But Mark doesn’t need ‘saving.’ He’s exactly where he wants to be, under my heel, so to speak.” She gave a little wink that made Alex’s stomach do an odd flip.

Mark returned then, carrying a glass of wine for Emily and one for Alex. He knelt gracefully beside the sofa again, resting his head lightly against Emily’s thigh while she stroked his hair absent-mindedly.

“See?” Emily said softly, her fingers threading through Mark’s dark locks. “Happy as a clam. Aren’t you, darling?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Mark whispered, eyes half-closed in contentment.

Alex stared for a moment, then looked away. Part of him wanted to grab Mark by the shoulders and shake some sense into him. Another part, smaller, quieter, felt an unwelcome spark of fascination at how naturally it all flowed. The power, the obedience, the casual intimacy. It was intense. Intimate in a way normal relationships rarely were.

He made an excuse about being tired and headed upstairs early, leaving the couple to their “reward” time. In his room he lay on the bed, scrolling mindlessly on his phone, but his brain kept replaying the scenes. Emily’s commanding presence, her curvaceous figure radiating control, Mark’s eager submission. It was properly weird. His own sister, for fuck’s sake.

The next day brought more of the same. Alex walked in on Mark doing yoga in the living room while Emily supervised, correcting his form with firm touches and praise. “Deeper into that downward dog, love. Show off that arse I own.” Mark complied instantly, face flushed with effort and something else.

Later, while Emily was on a work call in the dining room, Alex cornered Mark again in the garden where he was weeding.

“Mate, seriously,” Alex said, keeping his voice down. “Last night she had you kneeling like a bloody dog. You can’t tell me that’s healthy long-term. Fight back a little. Say no next time she clicks her fingers. Reclaim some respect.”

Mark sat back on his heels, wiping dirt from his hands. He looked thoughtful rather than defensive. “Alex… I get why it looks bad to you. But this isn’t her bullying me. I asked for this dynamic years ago. It’s liberating, actually. No pretending, no power struggles. Just clear roles.”

“Clear roles,” Alex repeated sceptically. “You wearing an apron and calling her Mistress while she runs her empire.”

Mark smiled softly. “Exactly. And I wouldn’t change it. But thanks for caring. You’re a good lad.”

Alex threw his hands up in frustration. “Fine. Your funeral. But if you ever wake up and want to be equals again, I’ll back you up.”

He stormed back inside, more annoyed than he could explain. Why did it bother him so much? Maybe because Emily had always been his cool big sister, not some dominatrix figure. Or maybe because watching it stirred up feelings he didn’t want to examine too closely, a mix of protectiveness, confusion, and something uncomfortably close to curiosity.

That afternoon Emily announced she had a weekend spa trip booked with a couple of friends. “I’ll be gone from tomorrow morning till Sunday evening. Mark, you’ll look after the house and our guest, won’t you?”

“Of course, Mistress,” Mark replied with a happy little smile.

Emily turned to Alex and ruffled his hair. “Be good, little brother. Don’t let Mark spoil you too much while I’m away.”

As she headed upstairs to pack, Alex glanced at Mark. This was his chance. With Emily gone, maybe he could properly talk some sense into the bloke. Get him to see how ridiculous the whole setup was.

Little did Alex know that being left alone in the house would lead him down a path he could never come back from.


Chapter 4: The Discovery

Friday morning arrived with a buzz of activity. Emily was up early, packing a sleek overnight bag for her spa weekend with her two closest mates from the marketing world. She looked every inch the confident boss lady in yoga pants that hugged her curvaceous hips and a loose top that still managed to highlight her full DD breasts. Alex watched from the kitchen table as she gave Mark a long, thorough goodbye kiss, her hand firmly gripping the back of his neck.

“Be good while I’m gone, darling,” she murmured, lips brushing his ear. “Keep the house perfect and look after your new housemate. I expect a full report when I get back.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Mark replied softly, eyes shining with that familiar mix of devotion and excitement. “Enjoy your break. You deserve it.”

Emily turned to Alex with a warm smile and pulled him into one of her signature hugs, her soft chest pressing against him for a moment. “Right, little brother. Try not to burn the place down. Relax, job hunt, and let Mark spoil you a bit. I’ll be back Sunday evening.”

“Safe trip, Em. Have fun,” Alex said, hugging her back. Part of him was relieved she was going. Maybe a couple of days without the constant “Mistress” show would give him a proper chance to work on Mark.

Once her sleek black SUV had pulled out of the driveway, the house felt strangely quieter. Mark pottered about in his usual apron, tidying the breakfast things with that smooth, practised efficiency.

“Fancy another coffee, mate?” Mark asked cheerfully.

“Yeah, go on then.” Alex leaned against the counter, watching him. This was his opening. “Listen… with Em away, maybe we can have a proper chat. No pressure, just man to man.”

Mark handed him a mug and raised an eyebrow. “About the dynamic again?”

“Exactly. Mate, this weekend is perfect. She’s not here. You can breathe a bit. Do what you want for once. Watch whatever footie you like, leave the dishes till tomorrow, tell her you’re not her servant when she gets back. Reclaim some space.”

Mark chuckled softly as he wiped the counter. “I appreciate it, Alex. I really do. But this is what I want. The structure, the rules… it feels good. Freeing, even.”

Alex sipped his coffee, frustration bubbling up. “Freeing? You’re basically her maid with benefits. Don’t you miss making decisions? Being in charge sometimes?”

Mark’s expression stayed calm, almost pitying. “Not really. Emily’s happier when she’s in control, and so am I. You’ll understand one day, maybe.”

They dropped it after that, but Alex couldn’t shake the irritation. He spent the morning half-heartedly applying for more dead-end jobs, then helped Mark with some light gardening. The sun was out, the house peaceful, but Alex’s mind kept drifting back to the weird power stuff he’d witnessed all week. The foot rubs, the kneeling, the casual way Mark called her Mistress. It was mental.

By early afternoon Mark announced he needed to pop out for some shopping and a quick errand. “Won’t be more than a couple of hours. Make yourself at home, fridge is yours, TV’s yours. I’ll bring back something nice for dinner.”

“Cheers,” Alex said. “Take your time.”

As soon as Mark’s estate car disappeared down the road, Alex found himself alone in the big, quiet house. He wandered around for a bit, flicking through channels, but boredom and that nagging curiosity soon got the better of him. What was it about their setup that made Mark so bloody content? Maybe if he understood it better, he could actually help the bloke.

He started in the living room, then the utility room where he’d seen the aprons. Nothing groundbreaking. On a whim he headed upstairs, telling himself he was just being nosy about the fancy toiletries in the shared bathroom. But his feet carried him past his own room, straight towards the master bedroom at the end of the hall.

The door was slightly ajar. Emily had said not to go in without knocking, but she wasn’t here. And Mark had left. Just a quick peek, he reasoned. Harmless.

He pushed the door open. The master bedroom was luxurious, king-sized bed with crisp white sheets, a massive mirrored wardrobe, soft lighting, and that signature vanilla scent lingering in the air. It screamed Emily’s taste: elegant, feminine, controlling.

Alex’s eyes landed on the bedside table on Mark’s side. A small drawer was partially open, as if Mark had been in a rush. Curiosity spiked. He slid it open further.

Inside was a treasure trove of secrets.

Lingerie. Lots of it. Delicate lace panties in pinks, blacks, and reds. Stockings. A couple of bras clearly not Emily’s size. And deeper in, a small pink chastity cage, still in its packaging, a few plugs of varying sizes, and some lacy maid-style outfits folded neatly.

Alex’s mouth went dry. “What the actual fuck…”

He picked up a pair of silky black panties with delicate lace trim. They felt impossibly soft between his fingers, far smoother than anything he’d ever worn. His heart hammered. This was Mark’s stash. The proof that the submission went way deeper than foot rubs and aprons. His brother-in-law actually dressed up in this stuff for Emily.

Alex knew he should close the drawer and walk away. This was private. Invasive. But the house was empty, and that same strange flicker he’d felt watching them all week was back, stronger now. What did it feel like? Why did Mark love it so much? Just a quick try. No one would ever know.

He carried the black panties into his own room, pulse racing. He locked the door for good measure, even though he was alone. Stripping off his joggers and boxers, he stood there feeling ridiculous and strangely excited. The air felt cool on his skin.

Slowly, he stepped into the panties and slid them up his legs. The fabric whispered against his thighs, smooth and clinging. When they settled over his cock and arse, the sensation hit him like a quiet electric shock, gentle pressure, silky softness, the way they hugged him in places boxers never did. It felt… good. Weirdly good. His dick twitched involuntarily against the lace.

Alex turned to the mirror on the back of his wardrobe door. There he was, twenty-year-old bloke in nothing but a pair of women’s knickers. His face flushed deep red, but he couldn’t look away. He ran a hand over the front, feeling the strange mix of humiliation and arousal. The lace teased his balls. The back rode up slightly between his cheeks.

“Fuck,” he whispered, half-laughing, half-horrified. “No wonder Mark’s into it.”

He adjusted them, turning side to side in the mirror. The sensation was addictive, soft, restrictive, feminine. His cock was half-hard now, clearly outlined against the black silk. A rush of shame washed over him, but it only made the thrill sharper. He’d only meant to try them for thirty seconds, but he found himself lingering, running his fingers along the waistband, imagining what it must be like to wear them all day under normal clothes while Emily gave orders.

The feeling was dangerous. Intoxicating.

He didn’t hear the front door open downstairs.

Alex was still turning side to side in front of the mirror, one hand absently tracing the lace edge where it hugged his hip, when the bedroom door swung open without a knock.

“Everything alright up here, mate? I got back early and… oh.”

Mark stood in the doorway, shopping bags still in one hand, eyes widening as they locked onto Alex’s reflection. The black lace panties. The obvious half-hard bulge straining against the silky front. Alex’s flushed face and guilty posture.

Time froze.

“Fuck!” Alex yelped, spinning around and trying to cover himself with both hands. His heart slammed against his ribs like it wanted out. “Mark, shit, it’s not, I can explain…”

Mark didn’t look angry. Not even close. His lips curved into a slow, delighted smile that made Alex’s stomach drop. He stepped inside, closing the door behind him with a soft click, and set the bags down. His gaze roamed over Alex’s body with open appreciation, lingering on the panties.

“Well, well,” Mark said, voice dropping into a smoother, more confident register than Alex had ever heard from him. “Look at you. Didn’t expect to come home to this little surprise.”

Alex’s face burned crimson. He grabbed for his joggers on the bed but Mark held up a hand.

“Don’t. Leave them on.” The command was quiet but firm. There was a new glint in Mark’s eyes, something hungry and suddenly very much in control. “They suit you.”

“I was just… curious,” Alex stammered, voice cracking. “I saw the drawer and, it was stupid. I’ll take them off. Please, just don’t tell Emily. She’ll kick me out and…”

Mark pulled out his phone, tapping the screen a couple of times. The shutter sound clicked twice in quick succession. Photos. Clear ones. Alex in nothing but those black lace panties, cock visibly interested, face caught in mid-panic and arousal.

“Mark, what the fuck? Delete those!”

Mark slipped the phone back into his pocket, still smiling that calm, knowing smile. “Why would I do that? This is perfect. I’ve been waiting for an opportunity like this.”

Alex’s brain short-circuited. “Waiting? What are you on about?”

Mark leaned against the door, arms crossed, looking every bit the man who’d just been handed the keys to the kingdom. “Emily’s had me under her thumb for years, and it’s brilliant. But I’ve always wanted my own little plaything. Someone to train, to tease, to own. And here you are, my sweet, curious brother-in-law, caught red-handed in my panties with a stiffy.”

Alex felt dizzy. This wasn’t the meek, obedient Mark he’d been trying to “save” all week. This version was confident. Predatory. Enjoying every second of Alex’s humiliation.

“I’m not, I’m not into that,” Alex protested weakly. His cock, traitorously, gave another twitch against the lace. The sensation of being watched while wearing them made everything ten times more intense. Shame and heat twisted together in his gut.

Mark stepped closer, close enough that Alex could smell his aftershave. “You don’t have to be ‘into it’ yet. That’s the fun part. But you are going to keep those pretty knickers on for the rest of the day. Under your clothes. And you’re going to stay nice and hard thinking about how I’ve got photos of you like this. Photos I could easily send to Emily. Or your parents. Or even post somewhere embarrassing if you make me unhappy.”

Alex swallowed hard. “You’re blackmailing me? Over this?”

“Call it motivation,” Mark said lightly, reaching out to flick the waistband of the panties. The snap made Alex jolt. “You’ve been lecturing me about standing up for myself. Turns out I don’t need to, not when I’ve got you to play with instead. Welcome to the game, Alexa.”

The feminised name hit like a slap. Alex opened his mouth to argue, to beg, to threaten, but the words died when Mark’s hand brushed lightly over the front of the panties, a teasing touch that sent sparks up his spine.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” Mark murmured. “Softer than you expected. Restrictive in all the right ways. You’re going to wear them until bedtime. And tomorrow… we’ll see how obedient you can be.”

Alex stood there trembling, cock fully hard now and impossible to hide. The mix of panic, humiliation, and unwanted arousal was overwhelming. Part of him wanted to punch Mark. Another part, the one currently throbbing in lace, was terrifyingly curious about what came next.

Mark stepped back, satisfied. “Get dressed properly. Jeans or joggers over the top. I want to know they’re there the whole time. Then come downstairs and help with dinner like nothing happened. Understand?”

Alex nodded mutely, cheeks burning.

“Good boy,” Mark said with a wink, echoing Emily’s favourite phrase. He turned and left the room, whistling cheerfully.

Alex sank onto the bed, heart still racing. He pulled on his joggers and a hoodie with shaking hands, the panties a constant, silky reminder against his skin with every movement. The fabric teased him mercilessly. Every step downstairs made him hyper-aware of the secret he was now carrying.

Mark was in the kitchen chopping vegetables again, looking perfectly normal. But when Alex entered, Mark glanced over with that new dominant smirk.

“Looking good. How do they feel?”

“Shut up,” Alex muttered, but there was no real heat in it. He was trapped. Photos existed. Emily would be gone until Sunday. And the worst part? Some treacherous corner of his brain was already wondering what else was in that drawer.

Dinner passed in a haze. Mark chatted normally, but every so often he’d give a little command disguised as a request, “Pass the salt, pretty boy”, and Alex obeyed, face hot, panties clinging.

As they cleared up, Mark leaned in close. “This is just the beginning. By the time Emily gets back, you’ll be begging to be my good little sissy toy. And you’ll do it all while smiling for the camera.”

Alex didn’t reply. He couldn’t. The trap had snapped shut the moment he’d slid those panties up his legs, and deep down he knew there was no easy way out.

The weekend had only just started.


Chapter 5: Caught in Lace

The rest of Friday evening dragged on in a surreal haze. Alex moved around the house like he was walking on eggshells, every step a reminder of the silky black lace clinging to his skin. The panties rode up slightly with each movement, the soft fabric teasing his cock and balls in a constant, maddening whisper. He was rock hard half the time and desperately trying to hide it.

Mark, meanwhile, had transformed. The meek, apron-wearing husband Alex had spent the week pitying was gone. In his place was a man who moved with quiet confidence, stealing glances that made Alex’s stomach twist with a mix of dread and something far more dangerous.

They settled in the living room after dinner. Mark put on some football highlights, but neither of them was really watching. Alex sat stiffly on the sofa, legs crossed tightly, while Mark lounged in the armchair like he owned the place, which, right now, he basically did.

“Comfortable?” Mark asked casually, a smirk playing on his lips.

“Fuck off,” Alex muttered, staring at the screen.

Mark chuckled. “Language, pretty boy. That’s no way for a girl in lace to speak to her owner.”

Alex’s head snapped round. “I’m not your anything. This is mental. Delete the photos and we’ll pretend none of this happened.”

Mark pulled out his phone and lazily swiped through it, turning the screen just enough for Alex to catch a glimpse of one of the shots, him in the mirror, flushed and hard in those panties. “Why would I delete my new favourite pictures? You look like a real cutie, Alexa. That little bulge in the front? Adorable.”

Alex’s face burned. His cock gave a traitorous twitch against the lace at the words. “Stop calling me that.”

Mark ignored him and stood up, stretching. “Right. Time for a little check. Stand up.”

Alex stayed seated, jaw tight. “No.”

The older man’s voice dropped, calm but edged with steel. “Stand. Up. Or I send one of these straight to Emily with a nice little message about how her baby brother couldn’t keep his hands out of my knicker drawer.”

Alex’s heart hammered. He slowly pushed himself to his feet, cheeks flaming. Mark stepped close, close enough that Alex could feel the heat from his body, and ran a single finger along the waistband of Alex’s joggers, just above where the panties hid.

“Jeans would’ve been better,” Mark murmured. “Tighter. More obvious. But these are fine for now. Pull them down a bit. Show me.”

Alex hesitated, then hooked his thumbs in the waistband and tugged his joggers down just enough to reveal the top of the black lace. The contrast against his skin looked obscene in the soft lamplight.

Mark let out a low, appreciative hum. “Perfect fit. Turn around.”

Alex did, slowly, humiliation washing over him in hot waves. He could feel Mark’s eyes on his arse, where the lace framed his cheeks. A hand brushed lightly over one globe, squeezing gently, and Alex jolted.

“Sensitive already,” Mark teased. “Good. You’re going to keep these on all night. Sleep in them. Wank in them if you need to, but you’ll tell me about it tomorrow if you do.”

“I’m not wanking in them,” Alex hissed, yanking his joggers back up.

“We’ll see.” Mark’s smile was wicked. “Now, go make us both a cup of tea. And while you’re in there, think about how you’re going to behave this weekend if you don’t want your parents or your old uni mates seeing these pics.”

Alex escaped to the kitchen on shaky legs. The simple task of boiling the kettle felt ridiculous with the panties constantly reminding him of his new reality. His cock was fully hard again, trapped and leaking a little against the silk. Shame burned in his chest, but so did a dark, unwanted thrill. This was blackmail. This was wrong. So why the fuck was his body reacting like this?

He brought the mugs back through. Mark accepted his with a nod. “Good boy. See? You’re learning already.”

“Piss off,” Alex grumbled, but he sat down without further argument.

The rest of the evening passed with Mark casually dropping little commands, “Bring me the remote,” “Fluff that cushion,” “Sit up straighter”, each one delivered with that new dominant tone. Alex obeyed, hating himself for it, but the threat of the photos loomed large. Every time he moved, the lace teased him. Every time Mark called him “pretty” or “good girl,” his stomach flipped.

By ten o’clock Alex was exhausted from the tension.

“I’m going to bed,” he announced, standing up.

Mark nodded. “Smart choice. But before you do, show me again.”

Alex glanced around as if someone might appear, then reluctantly tugged his joggers down once more. Mark studied him for a long moment, eyes dark with hunger.

“Touch yourself. Just over the panties. Let me see how hard you are.”

Alex froze. “No way.”

“Do it, or the photos go to Emily tonight.”

With a shaky breath, Alex reached down and palmed the front of the lace. His cock jumped at the contact, straining against the delicate fabric. He gave a couple of slow strokes, face burning with humiliation. The sensation was electric, soft lace over sensitive skin, Mark’s eyes watching every twitch.

“Beautiful,” Mark breathed. “Stop now. Save it for later. Night, Alexa. Sweet dreams in your pretty knickers.”

Alex yanked his joggers up and fled upstairs without another word. In his room he locked the door and collapsed onto the bed, breathing hard. The panties felt soaked at the front. He wanted to rip them off. He wanted to keep them on. The conflict was driving him mad.

He stripped down to just the lace and lay there staring at the ceiling, cock throbbing. Sleep took a long time to come, and when it did, his dreams were full of lace, commands, and Emily’s knowing green eyes.

Saturday morning dawned bright and quiet. Alex woke up with morning wood trapped painfully in the black panties. The fabric was warm and slightly crusty from overnight leakage. He groaned and rolled out of bed, pulling on joggers and a t-shirt quickly.

Downstairs, Mark was already in the kitchen in his apron, looking perfectly normal again, until he turned and gave Alex that predatory smile.

“Morning, sissy. Sleep well?”

“Don’t call me that,” Alex muttered, grabbing some cereal.

Mark ignored the protest. “After breakfast, we’re going to have a proper chat about the rules for the weekend. But first, lose the joggers. I want to see my new toy properly while you eat.”

Alex’s spoon paused halfway to his mouth. “Here? In the kitchen?”

“Yes. Here. Now.”

The threat hung unspoken. With a defeated sigh, Alex stood and pushed his joggers down, stepping out of them. He sat back down in just his t-shirt and the black lace panties, feeling utterly exposed. Mark’s gaze kept drifting to his lap, where his cock was already stirring again.

“Much better,” Mark said approvingly. “From now on, when Emily’s not home, you’ll be in panties at all times. Maybe more soon. And you’ll address me properly when we’re alone.”

“Properly?” Alex asked warily.

Mark’s eyes sparkled. “Yes, Sir. Or Master. We’ll start with Sir and see how you do.”

Alex stared at his cereal, cheeks hot. “This is fucked up.”

Mark just laughed softly. “You have no idea how fucked up it’s going to get, Alexa. But you’re going to love every second. Eventually.”

lex pushed his cereal around the bowl, hyper-aware of how exposed he felt sitting there in just a t-shirt and the black lace panties. His cock refused to behave, half-hard and obvious against the delicate fabric under Mark’s frequent, hungry glances.

Mark finished his own breakfast at a leisurely pace, clearly savouring the power shift. “Rules for the weekend, then. Listen carefully, Alexa.”

Alex bristled at the name but kept quiet.

“First, whenever Emily’s away, you stay in panties. Full time. No exceptions. Second, you’ll do whatever chores I assign without moaning. Third, you’ll address me as Sir when we’re alone. And fourth…” Mark’s smile turned wicked, “you’ll tell me exactly how the panties make you feel. Every detail. No holding back.”

“This is proper blackmail,” Alex muttered, shifting uncomfortably on the stool. The lace had ridden up again, teasing between his cheeks.

“Call it an opportunity,” Mark replied smoothly. He stood and walked over, stopping right in front of Alex. “Now stand up. Let’s have a proper look at you in the daylight.”

Alex rose reluctantly. Mark circled him slowly, one hand trailing lightly over his hip, then across his arse. The touch sent unwelcome sparks through Alex’s body.

“Still wearing yesterday’s pair. Naughty. A proper sissy should be fresh and pretty for her owner.” Mark hooked a finger into the waistband and tugged it away from Alex’s skin, peering inside. “Look at that mess. Leaking like a desperate little girl. Time for an upgrade.”

He disappeared upstairs for a couple of minutes, leaving Alex standing awkwardly in the kitchen in just the black panties. When Mark returned, he was holding a pair of delicate pink lace panties, frillier than the black ones, with a little satin bow on the front and sheer panels on the sides.

“Pink is much more appropriate for a budding sissy,” Mark announced, dangling them from one finger. “These will look lovely on you. Take those black ones off.”

Alex hesitated, face burning. “Right here?”

“Right here. Now.”

With a defeated sigh, Alex pushed the black panties down his legs and stepped out of them, his cock springing free, hard and betraying him completely. Mark took the used pair and held them up, examining the wet spot with obvious delight.

“Evidence of how much you’re enjoying this,” he teased, tucking them into his pocket. “I’ll keep these as a souvenir.”

He handed over the pink pair. Alex took them gingerly. The fabric was even softer, lighter, and the colour screamed feminine. He stepped into them slowly, sliding the pink lace up his smooth legs. They settled into place with a gentle hug, tighter at the front, the frills tickling his skin, the bow sitting just above his straining cock like a humiliating gift tag.

Mark let out a low whistle. “Fuck, that’s perfect. Turn around slowly.”

Alex obeyed, the pink lace framing his arse cheeks beautifully. Every movement made the fabric whisper against him. His cock throbbed visibly, pushing against the sheer front.

“Much better,” Mark said, stepping close again. He adjusted the waistband, letting his fingers brush deliberately over Alex’s hard length. “Pink suits a girl like you. Say thank you, Sir.”

Alex clenched his jaw. The words stuck in his throat.

Mark’s hand paused meaningfully on the front of the panties. “Say it, or I start picking which photo to send Emily first.”

“…Thank you, Sir,” Alex forced out, voice barely above a whisper. The words tasted humiliating and strangely electric on his tongue.

“Good girl.” Mark gave the bulge a light, teasing pat that made Alex gasp. “Now, go upstairs and put on some proper clothes over those. Something loose so I can still admire the outline if I want. Then you’re helping with the housework. Start with vacuuming the living room.”

The rest of the morning passed in a strange, charged blur. Alex vacuumed while wearing the pink panties under his joggers, the constant sensation keeping him in a state of low-level arousal. Mark supervised from the sofa, occasionally calling out corrections or little commands: “Bend over properly when you do the edges, sissy,” or “Come here and show me how pretty you still look.”

By lunchtime Alex was flushed and frustrated, equal parts angry and shamefully turned on. They ate sandwiches in the kitchen, Alex still in just the pink panties and t-shirt at Mark’s insistence.

“Tell me how they feel,” Mark prompted between bites.

Alex stared at his plate. “They’re… soft. Tight. Keeps everything… on display. It’s humiliating.”

“And?” Mark pressed.

Alex swallowed. “And it feels good. The lace rubs when I move. Makes me stay hard. Sir.”

Mark grinned like he’d won the lottery. “Excellent. You’re catching on fast.”

In the afternoon Mark pushed things further. He had Alex dust the shelves while wearing only the pink panties, then made him fold laundry, including some of Emily’s delicate lingerie. The sight of his sister’s knickers in his hands while dressed like this twisted the humiliation even deeper.

Every so often Mark would snap another photo, Alex bent over dusting, the pink lace on full show; Alex on his knees sorting clothes, face pink with embarrassment. The camera clicks only made Alex harder.

As the sun started to dip, Mark called him over to the sofa.

“Kneel.”

Alex’s stomach flipped, but he sank to his knees between Mark’s spread legs. The older man stroked his hair almost affectionately.

“You’re doing well for your first full day as my toy. Tonight we’ll try something new. But for now…” Mark pulled out the black panties from his pocket and pressed the used pair against Alex’s face. “Smell how excited you got in these.”

Alex tried to pull away, but Mark held firm. The musky scent of his own arousal filled his nose. His cock strained painfully in the pink lace.

“Good girl,” Mark murmured. “This is only the start. By the time Emily gets home tomorrow, you’ll be begging to suck your first cock. Won’t you, Alexa?”

Alex didn’t answer. He couldn’t. The mix of dread, arousal, and creeping surrender left him speechless.

Mark finally released him with a satisfied chuckle. “Go and start dinner prep. And keep those pretty pink panties nice and visible while you cook. I want to admire my new project.”

Alex stood on shaky legs, the pink lace a constant, silky prison. As he moved towards the kitchen, he caught his reflection in the hallway mirror, a young man in frilly sissy panties, flushed and hard, already deeper in the trap than he ever imagined.

The blackmail had him. And worse, some treacherous part of him was starting to wonder how much further it would go.


Chapter 6: The Deal

Sunday morning hit Alex like a hangover, even though he hadn’t touched a drop. He woke up with the pink lace panties still clinging to him, now properly crusty from another night of unwanted leaking and restless dreams. The fabric felt both disgusting and shamefully comforting against his skin. He peeled them off quickly in his room, but the moment he reached for a fresh pair of his own boxers, his phone buzzed on the bedside table.

A message from Mark: Pink ones again today, sissy. Or I start sending the album to Emily. Kitchen in five minutes. Sir.

Alex stared at the screen, jaw tight. Part of him wanted to tell Mark to fuck off and take his chances. But the photos were real. The evidence was damning. With Emily due back that evening, getting caught now would be catastrophic.

“Bollocks,” he muttered, digging out the pink pair from where he’d hidden them. He slid them up his legs again, the frilly lace settling into place with that familiar, teasing hug. His cock stirred immediately. Traitor.

Down in the kitchen, Mark was back in his normal apron, looking every bit the domestic husband, until he turned and gave Alex that predatory smirk.

“Morning, Alexa. Show me.”

Alex glanced towards the front door like Emily might magically appear, then reluctantly dropped his joggers to mid-thigh. The pink panties were on full display, his morning wood already straining the front.

Mark nodded approvingly. “Good girl. Pull them up properly, I want that bow sitting nice and pretty.” He stepped closer and adjusted the waistband himself, fingers brushing deliberately over Alex’s hard length. “Perfect. Now, we’re going to have a proper chat about our new arrangement while you make breakfast.”

Alex yanked his joggers back up and moved to the fridge, cheeks burning. “This isn’t an arrangement. This is you being a massive cunt with photos.”

Mark laughed, low and relaxed, leaning against the counter. “Call it what you want. But it’s happening. Sit down for a minute, I’ll talk while you listen.”

Alex perched on a stool, the lace constantly reminding him of his situation. Mark poured them both coffee and began.

“You’ve seen how things work with Emily and me. I’m her sissy husband. Fully. Chastity most days, plugs when she fancies, maid outfits for special occasions, the lot. She turned me years ago and I’ve never been happier. But watching her own me completely… it’s made me realise something. I’ve always wanted my own toy. Someone I could shape. Break in gently. Own.”

He took a sip, eyes locked on Alex. “And then you showed up, freshly expelled, vulnerable, curious enough to raid my knicker drawer. It’s fate, really.”

“I’m not your toy,” Alex said, but his voice lacked conviction. The pink lace was doing its job too well.

“You are now,” Mark replied calmly. “Here’s the deal. While Emily’s at work or away, you belong to me. Panties every day, I’ll pick which ones. You’ll do extra chores for me in secret. Small tasks to start. And you’ll obey without too much backchat. In return, I keep the photos safe and don’t show Emily… yet. Push me, and the whole album goes public. Uni mates, your parents, maybe even that Lauren girl who got you expelled. Imagine the irony.”

Alex’s stomach twisted. “You’re actually serious.”

“Deadly.” Mark’s tone softened just a fraction. “Look, I know it’s a lot. But you felt it yesterday, didn’t you? The rush. The way those pretty knickers make you leak and throb. There’s a sissy in you, Alexa. I’m just going to help her come out.”

Alex wanted to argue, to storm out, but the threat held him in place. “What kind of tasks?”

“Nothing too extreme at first,” Mark said with a shrug. “Today you’ll clean the bathrooms properly, on your knees. Then you’ll give me a foot rub while we watch something. And you’ll keep telling me how the panties make you feel. Honest answers only.”

The morning unfolded under Mark’s new rules. Alex scrubbed the bathrooms in just his t-shirt and pink panties, the lace riding up as he knelt and stretched. Mark popped in occasionally to “supervise,” snapping the odd photo and offering teasing praise.

“Looking proper domestic, sissy. That arse in pink is a treat.”

By the time the bathrooms sparkled, Alex was flushed and frustrated. His cock hadn’t gone soft in hours. They moved to the living room, where Mark sat on the sofa and pointed at the floor.

“Foot rub. Kneel.”

Alex dropped to his knees, the pink panties on full show. He took Mark’s foot in his hands and started massaging, feeling utterly ridiculous. Mark sighed contentedly and rested the other foot against Alex’s thigh, toes brushing dangerously close to the lace-covered bulge.

“Tell me,” Mark prompted.

Alex swallowed. “They’re… tight. The lace keeps rubbing my cock. Makes me stay hard. Humiliating. Sir.”

Mark smiled. “And you like it.”

“I hate it,” Alex lied.

“Liar. Your little clitty is dripping again.” Mark pressed his toes lightly against the front of the panties, rubbing slowly. Alex gasped, hips twitching involuntarily.

The sensation was maddening, soft pressure through the lace, Mark’s casual dominance, the constant threat in the background. Alex’s resistance was crumbling under the weight of it all.

After the foot rub, Mark had him fold more laundry, this time including some of Mark’s own silky items mixed in with Emily’s. Every time Alex handled a pair of panties that wasn’t his, the humiliation sank deeper.

As lunchtime approached, Mark checked his watch. “Emily will be back in a few hours. Time to get you back into normal clothes, but you’re keeping the pink ones on underneath. All day. Even when she’s home.”

Alex nodded mutely, dread and reluctant arousal swirling together. This was escalating fast. What had started as a stupid moment of curiosity was turning into something much bigger.

Mark seemed to read his mind. “Don’t fight it too hard, Alexa. The more you surrender, the easier it gets. And who knows? Maybe you’ll thank me one day.”

Alex dressed in jeans and a hoodie over the pink lace, the contrast making him hyper-aware with every movement. When Emily’s SUV finally pulled into the driveway late afternoon, he plastered on a normal smile, but his heart was racing.

Emily breezed in looking relaxed and glowing from her spa weekend, pulling both of them into hugs. “Missed you boys. House looks spotless, good job, Mark.”

Mark smiled innocently. “All in a day’s work, love.”

But as Emily headed upstairs to unpack, Mark caught Alex’s eye and mouthed one word: Behave.

The deal was sealed. Alex was now living a double life, normal brother-in-law on the surface, Mark’s secret sissy toy underneath.

And the training had only just begun.

Emily’s return brought a strange mix of relief and fresh tension. She looked refreshed from the spa, skin glowing, auburn hair loose, wearing a casual maxi dress that clung to her curves and emphasised her full DD breasts. The house smelled of the roast chicken Mark had put in the oven earlier, and for a while everything felt almost normal again.

Almost.

“God, it’s good to be home,” Emily sighed, sinking onto the sofa with a glass of wine Mark had poured the second she walked in. “You two behave yourselves while I was gone?”

“Perfectly,” Mark said smoothly, shooting Alex a quick, meaningful glance. “Alex has been a big help around the house.”

Alex forced a smile, shifting on the armchair. The pink lace panties were a constant secret underneath his jeans, the frills tickling, the bow pressing lightly against his still-sensitive cock. Every time he moved, he remembered who owned that secret now.

“Glad to hear it,” Emily said, patting the spot beside her. Mark joined her immediately, and she pulled him close with that familiar possessive arm around his shoulders. “I missed my good boy.”

Mark leaned into her touch, the picture of devoted husband. But under the surface, his eyes kept flicking to Alex with quiet amusement.

Dinner was excellent, as always. Mark served Emily first, then Alex, playing the perfect host. Conversation flowed easily, Emily chatting about her spa treatments, asking Alex about job applications. But halfway through the meal, Mark’s foot found Alex’s leg under the table and pressed meaningfully.

Alex froze. Mark’s toes traced up his calf, a silent reminder.

When Emily got up to grab another bottle of wine, Mark leaned in quickly. “Be a good girl and clear the plates when we’re done,” he whispered. “Then bring me a beer from the fridge. On your knees when you hand it over, out of her sight.”

Alex’s stomach twisted. “You’re joking.”

Mark’s smile didn’t reach his eyes. “Try me.”

Emily returned none the wiser, and the rest of the meal passed with Alex’s heart in his throat. As soon as they finished eating, he stood and started clearing plates like an obedient little servant. Emily raised an eyebrow but looked pleased.

“Aw, look at you two getting on so well. Thanks, Alex.”

“No problem,” he mumbled, face warm.

In the kitchen, with Emily distracted on her phone in the living room, Alex fetched the beer. He hesitated for a long second, then sank to his knees on the tiled floor and held the cold bottle up like an offering. Mark stepped in, took it slowly, and rested one hand on top of Alex’s head for a moment, stroking his hair like he was praising a pet.

“Good sissy,” he murmured quietly. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

Alex glared up at him but stayed silent. The position felt degrading, kneeling in pink panties under his normal clothes, serving the man who was blackmailing him. His cock gave another unwelcome throb.

The evening continued with more of the same. They watched a film together on the sofa. Emily in the middle, Mark on one side casually stroking her thigh, and Alex on the other trying to focus on the screen. Halfway through, Mark sent him a text from right next to him:

Go upstairs and change into the black lace pair. Bring the pink ones down in your pocket. Sir.

Alex’s phone buzzed in his hand. He read it twice, cheeks burning, then made an excuse about needing the toilet. Up in his room he swapped the panties as ordered, the black lace feeling even more sinful after a day in pink. He stuffed the pink pair into his jeans pocket and returned downstairs, hyper-aware of the fresh pair hugging him.

When he sat back down, Mark’s hand casually brushed his thigh under the blanket Emily had thrown over them. He felt the outline of the new panties through the denim and gave a satisfied little squeeze.

Later, when Emily went upstairs for a quick shower, Mark wasted no time.

“Hand them over,” he said, holding out his palm.

Alex fished the crumpled pink panties from his pocket and passed them across. Mark unfolded them, examining the damp front with obvious pleasure.

“Still leaking for me. Pathetic. But perfect.” He tucked them into his own pocket like a trophy. “Tomorrow you’re back in panties for the day. I’ll pick a new pair in the morning before Emily leaves for work. And you’ll do the ironing after she’s gone, in just your knickers.”

“This is getting out of hand,” Alex whispered fiercely. “What if she catches us?”

“Then you’ll have two owners instead of one,” Mark replied with a wicked grin. “Though I’d rather keep you as my secret toy for a while longer. Builds character.”

When Emily came back down in her robe, smelling of vanilla, the conversation turned lighter again. But Mark kept up the subtle domination, a text here, a quiet command there. “Fetch Emily’s slippers.” “Top up her wine.” Each task chipped away at Alex’s pride while Emily praised how helpful he was being.

By the time they all headed to bed, Alex was exhausted from the constant performance. At the top of the stairs, Emily gave both of them a kiss on the cheek.

“Night, boys. Love you both.”

As soon as her bedroom door closed, Mark grabbed Alex’s wrist gently but firmly and pulled him into the hallway shadows.

“One last thing before you sleep, sissy.” He pressed Alex against the wall, voice low. “Show me what you’re wearing.”

Alex glanced nervously at the master bedroom door, then tugged his jeans down just enough to reveal the black lace. Mark’s hand cupped him through the fabric, giving a slow, teasing squeeze.

“Beautiful. Tomorrow we start edging. You don’t cum unless I say so. Understand?”

“Yes… Sir,” Alex breathed, hating how easily the word came now.

Mark released him with a satisfied pat on the arse. “Good girl. Sleep tight in your pretty knickers.”

Alex retreated to his room and locked the door, collapsing onto the bed. The black lace felt tighter than ever, his cock aching from a full day of denial and stimulation. He wanted to hate every second of this. He wanted to delete the photos somehow and go back to normal.

But as he lay there stroking himself lightly over the panties, not enough to cum, just enough to soothe the frustration, he couldn’t deny the dark thrill running through him. The deal was struck. Mark owned him now, at least in secret.

With Emily seemingly none the wiser, the real training was about to ramp up.


Chapter 7: Sister's Guidance

Monday morning started with Emily leaving for work at her usual time, sharp blouse, pencil skirt hugging her hips and full DD breasts, looking every inch the powerful businesswoman. She gave Mark a lingering kiss and ruffled Alex’s hair on her way out. “Be good, boys. I should be back around five-ish.”

The second her SUV disappeared, Mark’s demeanour flipped. “Right, sissy. Time to earn your keep.”

The day stretched out under Mark’s control. Alex spent the morning in just a t-shirt and the fresh pink lace panties Mark had selected, vacuuming, dusting, and scrubbing the kitchen floor on his hands and knees. The lace teased him relentlessly, riding up between his cheeks, rubbing against his constantly half-hard cock. Mark supervised with a crop he’d fetched from the master bedroom, giving the occasional light swat to Alex’s arse when he slowed down.

“Proper domestic, aren’t you?” Mark teased, snapping more photos. “Bend over further when you’re wiping the surfaces. Show off that pretty arse.”

By lunchtime Alex was flushed and aching with frustration. Mark made him serve the meal on his knees beside the table, feeding him bites by hand like a pet. The constant commands and the silky prison between his legs kept Alex in a haze of humiliation and unwanted arousal.

In the afternoon Mark pushed things further. He had Alex iron Emily’s blouses and delicate lingerie while still in just the pink panties, then made him practise walking in a pair of Emily’s old heels around the living room. Every wobbly step made the lace shift and tease.

“You’re getting better,” Mark said approvingly, palming Alex’s bulge through the fabric. “But you’re not cumming today. Edging only. Tell me how desperate you are.”

“Sir… it’s too much,” Alex groaned, hips twitching. “The lace won’t stop rubbing. I feel ridiculous. And… fuck, it keeps me hard all the time.”

Mark grinned. “Good girl. That’s exactly how a budding sissy should feel.”

As the afternoon wore on and Emily’s return time approached, Mark’s excitement grew. Around 4 PM he finally pulled Alex upstairs to the master bedroom.

“Time to make this official,” Mark said, sitting on the edge of the big bed. “Emily’s going to be home soon. I’m telling her everything today.”

Alex’s stomach dropped. “Now? While I’m like this?”

“Yes. Strip to just the panties and wait on your knees by the bed.”

Alex obeyed with shaking hands, the pink lace on full display as he knelt. Mark sent the text: Come straight home when you can, love. Big surprise involving your brother. Trust me, you’re going to love it. X

Emily replied almost immediately: On my way. Can’t wait.

The wait felt endless. Alex knelt there in nothing but the frilly pink panties, cock straining, mind racing with panic. When they finally heard Emily’s car pull up, his heart hammered so hard he felt dizzy.

Emily walked into the bedroom looking curious and a little concerned, kicking off her heels. “Alright, what’s this big surprise? You two look like you’ve been up to something.”

Mark stood and pulled her into a deep kiss. When he broke it, he kept an arm around her waist. “Remember how I’ve always said I wanted my own plaything? Someone to train?”

Emily’s green eyes lit up. “Yes…?”

Mark gestured to Alex, who was frozen on his knees in the pink lace. “Meet Alexa. Your baby brother got curious while you were away at the spa. Raided my drawer, tried on my panties. I caught him. Took plenty of photos. And now… he’s ours.”

Emily stared for a long second. Then a slow, delighted smile spread across her face. “Oh my god. Really?” She stepped closer, eyes roaming hungrily over Alex’s exposed body. “You naughty little sneak. Pink already? Mark, you absolute legend.” She reached down and traced a finger along the waistband, making Alex flinch. “Look at that sweet little clitty trying to burst out. You’ve been leaking for him all day, haven’t you, Alexa?”

Alex’s face burned. “Em… please. This isn’t what it looks like. I just…”

“Shh.” Emily pressed a finger to his lips, her other hand cupping his chin firmly. “No excuses. I’m not angry, little sister. I’m thrilled. This is perfect. My useless expelled brother turning into our shared sissy toy? Best surprise ever.”

She turned to Mark, beaming. “Well done, darling. Tell me every detail.”

Mark recounted the discovery and the weekend’s training while Emily listened with growing excitement, occasionally glancing back at Alex and stroking his hair like a pet. When the story finished, she clapped her hands.

“Right. New rules. Mark stays in charge of your daily training when I’m at work. But I oversee the big picture. We break you in together.” She looked down at Alex. “You belong to both of us now. The photos stay as insurance. Be a good girl and there’ll be rewards. Fight us… and everyone finds out what a pathetic little panty thief you are.”

Alex felt the last of his resistance crumbling under his sister’s confident, curvaceous dominance. Emily leaned down, her full DD breasts brushing against him as she whispered, “Welcome to the real family dynamic, Alexa. You’re going to look so pretty once we’ve properly feminised you.”

She kissed Mark deeply, then surprised Alex with a soft, possessive kiss on his forehead. “I need to freshen up, but when I come back, I expect a proper demonstration of your new obedience.”

Emily disappeared into the en-suite, leaving the two of them alone. Mark stroked Alex’s hair. “Told you she’d love it. Now… let’s get you ready for your big sister’s inspection.”

Emily disappeared into the en-suite bathroom, humming cheerfully, leaving Alex still kneeling in just the pink lace panties. His mind was reeling. His own sister, thrilled? Not just tolerant, but excited? The betrayal mixed with the sheer wrongness of it all made his stomach twist, yet his cock stayed stubbornly hard in its silky prison.

Mark stroked his hair possessively. “Up you get, sissy. Time to get you properly prepared for her inspection. Shower first.”

Alex followed him into the massive en-suite, legs shaky. The bathroom was luxurious, big walk-in shower, marble tiles, Emily’s expensive products lined up neatly. Mark turned on the water, adjusting it to a nice warm spray, then stripped off his own clothes without hesitation, revealing a smooth, toned body and a chastity cage locked around his own cock.

“Strip,” Mark ordered.

Alex peeled off the pink panties, standing naked and vulnerable. Mark handed him a bottle of depilatory cream and a razor. “Everywhere below the neck. Arms, legs, chest, arse… and that pathetic little bush. I’ll help with the tricky bits.”

They stepped under the spray together. The hot water felt good at first, but the intimacy quickly turned intense. Mark lathered Alex up with scented shaving gel, his hands efficient but lingering. He started with the chest and back, then moved down to Alex’s legs, guiding the razor in smooth strokes.

“Keep still,” Mark murmured as he worked on Alex’s thighs. Then he knelt in front of him. “Spread your legs a bit.”

Alex obeyed, face burning under the water. Mark’s hand wrapped firmly around Alex’s hard cock, holding it up and out of the way as he carefully shaved the sensitive skin around the base. The grip was warm, confident, almost clinical, yet undeniably sexual. Alex’s breath hitched. He felt exposed, humiliated… and shamefully aroused. Mark’s fingers were touching him there, controlling him, while the razor scraped gently. A confusing rush of emotions hit, revulsion at being handled by another man, combined with a dark, electric thrill at how helpless and owned it made him feel. His cock twitched in Mark’s grip, leaking under the warm water.

“Easy, girl,” Mark teased, giving a light squeeze. “Getting excited while your brother-in-law shaves your clitty? Proper sissy behaviour.”

“Fuck… Sir,” Alex whispered, voice cracking. He hated how good the touch felt mixed with the humiliation. Part of him wanted to pull away. Another part was terrifyingly curious about what came next.

Mark finished the job thoroughly, even shaving Alex’s arse cheeks and crack with careful precision. By the time they stepped out and dried off, Alex was completely smooth from the neck down. His skin felt strangely sensitive, every brush of the towel sending little sparks through him.

Mark led him back to the bedroom and opened Emily’s walk-in wardrobe. He pulled out several items: a delicate black lace bra that matched the panties, a sheer black suspender belt with straps, and a pair of glossy stockings.

“Arms up.”

Alex lifted them reluctantly. Mark fastened the bra around his chest, adjusting the empty cups so they sat on his smooth pecs. It felt ridiculous and strangely confining. Next came the suspender belt, clipped around his waist. Mark rolled the stockings up his smooth legs one by one, attaching them to the clips with practised ease. The sheer fabric hugged his calves and thighs, making his legs look longer and more feminine.

“Fuck me,” Mark breathed, stepping back to admire. “Look at you. Proper little tart already.”

Alex caught his reflection in the full-length mirror and felt a wave of dizziness. Smooth body, pink lace panties, black bra, stockings and suspenders. He looked… slutty. Vulnerable. His cock strained visibly against the pink front, creating an obscene bulge.

Mark handed him a pair of Emily’s old heels. “Slip these on and practise walking. Emily will be out any minute.”

Alex wobbled in the heels, the stockings whispering with every step. The full outfit made the humiliation sink deeper, he wasn’t just wearing panties anymore. This was a full sissy ensemble.

The en-suite door opened and Emily emerged in a silky robe, her auburn hair loose and her green eyes widening with delight as she took in the sight.

“Oh… my… god.” She clapped a hand over her mouth, then burst into a delighted laugh. “Mark, you absolute star. Look at her! The bra, the stockings, she’s gorgeous.” Emily circled Alex slowly, running her hands over his smooth chest, tracing the bra straps, then snapping one of the suspender straps against his thigh. “Smooth as a baby. And that little clitty is absolutely throbbing. Did you enjoy your shave, Alexa?”

Alex couldn’t speak. The mix of shame and exposure left him mute.

Emily cupped his chin. “Answer me, sissy.”

“It was… weird, Em. Mistress,” he added quickly, remembering the new dynamic. “Mark holding my… holding me while he shaved. It felt wrong but… I stayed hard the whole time.”

Emily’s smile turned wicked. “Good. That’s exactly how we want you, confused, horny, and obedient.” She turned to Mark. “Darling, get the smallest plug. And bring my phone. I want some proper before pictures.”

Mark fetched a small, tapered pink butt plug and lube. Emily made Alex bend over the bed. She watched with obvious enjoyment as Mark lubed the toy and slowly worked it into Alex’s virgin arse. The stretch burned slightly, then settled into a full, invasive pressure that made his cock leak even more into the panties.

“Beautiful,” Emily purred, snapping photos from multiple angles. “On your knees now. Show your big sister how grateful you are.”

Alex sank down, the plug shifting inside him with the movement. Emily sat on the edge of the bed and extended one foot.

“Kiss it. Then work your way up. Thank us both properly for starting your training.”

Alex hesitated only a second before the combined weight of the blackmail, the outfit, and the plug made him lean forward. He kissed her stockinged foot, then Mark’s, murmuring shaky thanks. The act felt utterly degrading, and the worst part was how his trapped cock throbbed with every humiliating press of his lips.

Emily stroked his hair. “Such a good start. Tomorrow we’ll add makeup and voice practice. Mark will handle your daily panty checks and edging. And at weekends… we play together.”

She pulled Alex up between her legs and Mark’s, admiring their new toy. “This is going to be so much fun. My two pretty sissies, one training the other. Welcome to your new life, Alexa.”

Alex knelt there in bra, panties, stockings and plug, mind spinning. His big sister and her sissy husband now both owned him. The corruption had begun in earnest, and there was no going back.


Chapter 8: Deepening Submission

The next few days blurred into a relentless routine of humiliation and discovery. Alex’s life had officially split in two: normal-ish brother-in-law when Emily was around in the evenings, and full-time sissy project the rest of the time. The blackmail photos sat like a loaded gun in Mark’s phone, but after the inspection night, Alex wasn’t even sure he’d run if given the chance. The mix of shame and constant low-level arousal was messing with his head.

Tuesday morning started early. Emily had already left for work, but she came home at lunchtime for a “progress check,” clearly eager to see how her little brother was coming along. Alex was summoned to the master bedroom still wearing the black bra, pink panties, stockings and suspender belt from the night before. The small plug had stayed in overnight, a constant full feeling that made every movement a reminder.

“Morning, Alexa,” Mark said cheerfully, holding up a small pink chastity cage. “Time for the next step. Real sissies don’t get to use their clitties freely.”

Alex stared at the device, his cock already straining hard against the pink lace. “You’re joking. No way that’s going on me.”

Mark smirked and glanced at Emily, who had settled into the armchair with a glass of water, watching with keen interest. “We’ll see about that. Kneel and present.”

Alex dropped to his knees. Mark tried to work the cage on, but Alex’s erection was rock-hard and throbbing, making it impossible to slide the tube over.

“Problem,” Mark chuckled. “Someone’s far too excited. We’ll have to take care of that first.”

Emily leaned forward, eyes bright. “Go on then, darling. Handle it. I want to watch.”

Mark stood and pulled Alex to his feet. “Stand still, sissy. Hands behind your back.”

Alex obeyed, trembling as Mark tugged the front of the pink panties down, freeing his aching cock. Mark’s hand wrapped around it, warm, firm, confident, and started stroking slowly. Alex gasped, hips twitching involuntarily. The sensation of another man’s hand on him was utterly alien, humiliating… and intensely pleasurable.

“Fuck… Sir,” Alex whimpered, face burning. Mark’s strokes sped up, twisting at the head, using the leaking pre-cum as lube. Emily watched hungrily from the chair, one hand slipping between her own thighs, clearly getting turned on by the sight.

“Look at her leaking for you,” Emily purred. “Such a desperate little girl already.”

Mark dropped to his knees and took Alex’s cock into his mouth without warning. The wet heat was overwhelming. Alex’s knees nearly buckled as Mark sucked him expertly, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing, taking him deep. The contrast between the degrading act and the intense pleasure left Alex’s mind reeling. He was being sucked off by his brother-in-law while dressed in full sissy lingerie, with his big sister watching and touching herself. Shame crashed over him in waves, but his body betrayed him completely, thrusting shallowly into Mark’s mouth.

It didn’t take long. With a broken moan, Alex came hard down Mark’s throat, hips jerking. Mark swallowed every drop, then licked him clean before tucking the now-softening cock back into the panties.

Alex stood there panting, legs shaky, a strange mix of post-orgasm bliss and deep confusion washing over him. He felt used. Dirty. Yet the sight of Mark on his knees for him, and Emily’s obvious arousal, had stirred something dark and addictive inside him.

Mark wiped his mouth and smiled. “Now let’s try that cage again.”

This time Alex’s spent cock slid easily into the pink tube. Mark locked it with a decisive click, then gave the cage a tug. The sudden denial after the intense orgasm made Alex whimper, the ache returned immediately, sharper than before.

Emily stood up, flushed and breathing a little heavier. “Gorgeous. Look at that locked clitty. Now, as a reward for being so cooperative…” She sat back down and hiked up her skirt, revealing she wasn’t wearing any knickers. “Mark, darling. Come and thank me properly while your new toy watches.”

Mark crawled eagerly between Emily’s spread legs. Alex was made to kneel beside the chair, caged cock throbbing uselessly in its prison as he watched his brother-in-law bury his face in Emily’s pussy. Mark licked and sucked with practised devotion, making Emily moan and grip his hair tightly.

“That’s it… good boy,” she gasped, eyes half-lidded but occasionally flicking to Alex. “Watch how a proper sissy serves. You’ll be doing this soon enough.”

Alex couldn’t look away. The wet sounds, Emily’s growing moans, the way Mark’s caged cock twitched between his own legs, it was all too much. His own locked clitty strained painfully against the cage, leaking steadily into the pink lace as fresh arousal built on top of his recent orgasm.

Emily came with a shuddering cry, grinding against Mark’s face. When she finally relaxed, she stroked Mark’s hair affectionately and looked down at Alex.

“How do you feel now, little sister?”

“Confused… horny… ashamed, Mistress,” Alex whispered, voice soft and feminine from the previous day’s training. “I shouldn’t have liked that… but I did.”

Emily smiled warmly and patted his cheek. “That’s perfect. The confusion is part of the fun. Now, go freshen up and put on a clean set of lingerie. Tonight you’ll serve us both at dinner in full maid mode. Mark will show you the outfit.”

As Alex wobbled out of the room on shaky legs, plug shifting and cage aching, he caught his reflection. The boy from university felt further away than ever. In his place was something softer, more obedient… and increasingly hooked on the twisted thrill of it all.

The rest of the afternoon passed in a haze of chores and small humiliations. Alex served dinner that evening in a silky French maid outfit Emily had dug out from storage, short black dress with white frills, petticoat, stockings, and a little lace apron. The chastity cage made an obscene bulge under the skirt, and every time he bent over to serve drinks or clear plates, the plug shifted inside him, drawing soft whimpers he tried to hide.

Emily and Mark watched with open amusement, praising him like a performing pet. “Such a pretty waitress,” Emily cooed, stroking his smooth thigh under the dress. “You’re settling in beautifully, Alexa.”

By the time the meal ended and Emily announced she was having an early night with a book, Alex was exhausted, aching, and buzzing with denied arousal. The cage had kept him in a state of constant low-level frustration since the earlier orgasm.

“Clean up the kitchen quickly,” Mark told him quietly as Emily headed upstairs. “Then go to your room. I’ll be along shortly.”

Alex obeyed, the maid dress swishing around his legs. Once the kitchen was spotless he slipped upstairs, heart pounding. He’d barely changed out of the dress when Mark followed him into the guest room, closing the door firmly behind him.

“Leave the lingerie on,” Mark ordered, voice low and thick with want. “But lose the dress. I’ve got something else for bedtime.”

From behind his back Mark produced a delicate pink satin nightie, short, sheer in places, with lace trim along the hem and neckline. It looked impossibly feminine.

“Arms up, sissy.”

Alex lifted them and Mark slid the cool satin over his body. The fabric whispered down over the bra, stockings and suspender belt, settling high on his thighs. It felt luxurious and humiliating at the same time, the hem barely covering the bottom of his caged clitty.

Mark stepped back and let out a low groan of appreciation. “Fuck, you look edible.” He moved closer, hands roaming greedily over Alex’s satin-covered body, smoothing down the sides, cupping the bra cups, sliding around to grope his arse. “So smooth… so soft…”

Alex stood there trembling as Mark’s touch grew bolder. The older man was clearly getting worked up, breathing heavier, pressing himself against Alex’s hip so the hard outline of his cock was unmistakable through his trousers.

“You’ve got me so fucking horny,” Mark muttered, grinding slowly. His hands slipped under the nightie, tracing the suspender straps, teasing the cage through the panties. “All day training you… watching you serve… now look at you. My pretty little sister-in-law in pink satin.”

Alex’s breath hitched. The rubbing felt intense, the satin sliding over his sensitive skin, the cage preventing any real relief. He felt small, owned, and strangely desired.

Mark’s hands grew more urgent. He pushed Alex gently backwards until he sat on the edge of the bed, then stood between his spread legs. “On your knees again, Alexa. Time to practise what you watched earlier.”

Alex slid down, the nightie riding up. Mark unzipped his trousers and pulled out his thick, hard cock, already leaking. He gripped the base and tapped it lightly against Alex’s flushed cheek.

“Kiss it.”

Alex hesitated, eyes wide. Mark’s hand tangled in his hair, not painfully but firmly. “Kiss your owner’s cock, sissy. Show some gratitude.”

With a shaky breath, Alex leaned forward and pressed his lips to the warm, velvety head. The musky scent filled his nose. He kissed it again, then again, soft and submissive.

Mark groaned. “Good girl. Open your mouth.”

He pushed forward, sliding the head past Alex’s lips. The thickness filled his mouth instantly. Mark didn’t thrust hard, but he held Alex’s head steady and rocked gently, feeding more of his cock deeper with each movement.

“That’s it… just like that. Use your tongue. Suck me properly.”

Alex obeyed as best he could, the satin nightie brushing against his stockinged thighs, the plug and cage keeping him in a state of desperate, confused arousal. The act felt degrading, being used in his own bedroom while wearing pretty lingerie, yet Mark’s low moans and the way he stroked Alex’s hair created a twisted sense of approval that made Alex suck harder despite himself.

Mark’s breathing grew ragged. “Fuck… your mouth feels incredible. Such a natural little cocksucker already.”

He used Alex’s mouth for several long minutes, pushing deeper, occasionally hitting the back of Alex’s throat and drawing gagging sounds that only seemed to turn him on more. Saliva dripped down Alex’s chin onto the pink satin.

Finally, with a deep grunt, Mark pulled out and stroked himself furiously, painting Alex’s flushed face and the front of the nightie with thick ropes of cum. Some landed on Alex’s lips and tongue.

Mark stood there panting, looking down at his handiwork with satisfaction. “Beautiful. Leave it there for a bit. A proper sissy should wear her owner’s mark.”

Alex knelt in the pink nightie, face sticky, cage throbbing painfully, mind a whirlwind of shame, confusion, and unwanted heat. He’d just been used. And some treacherous part of him had responded to it.

Mark tucked himself away and helped Alex up, kissing his cum-smeared forehead almost tenderly. “You did well tonight. Tomorrow we’ll go further. Clean up and get some sleep, but keep the nightie on.”

As Mark left the room, Alex caught his reflection in the mirror: a feminised figure in satin and lace, marked and claimed. The deepening submission was working its magic. Resistance felt more distant with every passing hour.

Down the hall, he could hear Emily’s soft laughter as Mark joined her in the master bedroom. Alex crawled into bed, the taste and scent of Mark still on him, wondering how much further he would fall.


Chapter 9: The Breaking Point

The following morning hit like a fever dream. Alex woke up in the pink satin nightie, the dried cum from the night before still faintly crusted on the fabric and his cheek. His caged clitty throbbed painfully against the pink tube, the plug from yesterday still seated deep inside him. Every small movement reminded him how thoroughly owned he was becoming.

Downstairs, the energy in the house felt different, thicker, more charged. Emily had left early for a full day at the office, kissing both her “girls” goodbye with a wicked smile and a promise to check in via video later. That left Mark in sole command.

But when Alex padded into the kitchen, still in the nightie and stockings, what greeted him wasn’t the usual Mark.

Mark, or rather, Mia, stood at the counter in full sissy regalia. Heavy makeup transformed her face: dramatic smoky eyes with long false lashes, deep red lipstick on plump lips, contouring that sharpened her cheekbones and gave her a strikingly feminine, almost bratty beauty. A glossy black wig with long waves cascaded over her shoulders. She wore a tight pink latex corset that cinched her waist dramatically, pushing up small breast forms, paired with sheer black seamed stockings, a micro skirt that barely covered her caged cock, and sky-high heels. The overall look was intense, slutty, confident, and dangerously dominant.

“Well, well,” Mia purred, turning with a hand on her hip, voice pitched higher and laced with bratty venom. “Look who finally crawled out of bed, sleepy little slut. Took you long enough, Alexa. I’ve been up for ages getting pretty for you.”

Alex stopped dead in the doorway, staring. This wasn’t playful Mark anymore. This was something sharper, hungrier, fully unleashed. Mia’s eyes raked over him like a predator sizing up prey.

“Close your mouth, dummy. You look stupid,” Mia snapped, clicking her tongue. She strutted over, heels clacking, and grabbed Alex’s chin hard, forcing his gaze up. “What’s the matter? Never seen a proper sissy goddess before? Emily lets me go full Mia when she’s not here. And today, I get to play with my pathetic new toy however I want.”

The bratty tone sent a shiver down Alex’s spine. Mia’s fingers dug in, her red lips curled in a mocking smile. “On your knees. Now. Greet me properly.”

Alex dropped instantly, the nightie riding up his thighs. The plug shifted, making him gasp. Mia lifted one heel and pressed it against his caged bulge, grinding lightly.

“Kiss it, loser. Kiss my superior heel like the inferior sissy you are.”

Alex leaned forward and pressed his lips to the glossy patent leather, humiliation burning through him. As he did, his eyes caught the sparkling rhinestone collar already fastened around his own neck, the one Mia had produced from a drawer that morning. Mark’s Toy. The words glittered mockingly. Alex’s stomach twisted. How long had Mark, Mia, had that collar prepared? Had it been waiting in the drawer since before the blackmail even started? The thought that this transformation had been anticipated, maybe even planned for, made the submission feel even more inevitable.

Mia laughed, a sharp, bratty giggle, and twisted her foot, smearing a little dirt across his mouth. “Good girl. Pathetic, but good. Stand up and strip. I want to see how desperate that little cage is making you.”

Alex obeyed, peeling off the nightie with shaking hands. Mia circled him slowly, her latex creaking, hips swaying with exaggerated femininity. She looked incredible, intense, sexual, and completely in control. The contrast between her polished, bitchy presentation and Alex’s more hesitant feminisation only deepened the power imbalance.

“God, you’re such a basic bitch compared to me,” Mia sneered, slapping Alex’s bare arse hard enough to sting. “Look at this smooth, boring body. No proper tits yet, no real makeup skills. Just a sad little expelled uni boy who couldn’t even keep his hands out of my panty drawer. Pathetic.”

She grabbed Alex’s caged clitty and tugged roughly, making him whimper. The denial after yesterday’s orgasm was brutal. Mia’s own cage bulged under her tiny skirt, clearly straining as she got off on her dominance.

“Emily told me to push you today,” Mia said, voice dripping with bratty glee. “So here’s what’s happening. You’re going to spend the morning as my personal maid. Full makeup on you first, I’m going to paint you like the cheap whore you are. Then you’ll clean the entire house in the sluttiest outfit I can find while I supervise and tease you senseless.”

Mia dragged him upstairs to the master bedroom and sat him at Emily’s vanity. The next twenty minutes were intense. Mia worked with focused, almost aggressive precision, foundation, heavy blush, thick eyeliner, bright pink lipstick that matched her own. She added long lashes and even a cheap wig from Emily’s collection. Every time Alex flinched or complained, Mia slapped his thigh or pinched his nipples through the bra.

“Stop squirming, you little brat,” Mia hissed, leaning in so close her breasts pressed against his shoulder. “You think you’re embarrassed now? Wait till I have you bent over with a bigger plug and my cock down your throat while I call you my useless baby sister.”

The sexual tension crackled in the air. After finishing the makeup, Mia pulled Alex to his feet and pressed their bodies together. She ground her caged crotch firmly against his, the hard bulge rubbing insistently through the thin layers of latex and lace. A low, needy moan escaped Mia’s painted lips as she rolled her hips, chasing friction against her own trapped clitty.

“Fuck… you feel so good,” she breathed, voice husky and bratty. “Such a useless little toy making me this horny…”

Alex’s eyes fluttered shut despite himself. The rhythmic rubbing, the heat, the overwhelming feminine dominance, it pulled him under. A soft, involuntary moan slipped from his own glossy lips as he lost himself for a moment, hips twitching weakly against hers. The cage bit painfully into his arousal, but the friction and Mia’s desperate sounds created a dizzying, electric haze.

Mia noticed and laughed breathlessly, grinding harder for a few more seconds before shoving him back. “Pathetic. Look at you moaning like a whore already. We’re not even close to done.”

When the makeup was done, Alex barely recognised himself in the mirror, a heavily made-up, wide-eyed sissy staring back. Mia stood behind him, grinding her caged bulge against his arse while admiring their reflection.

“Fuck, we look hot together,” she whispered, voice turning husky. “But you’re still the inferior one. Say it.”

“I’m… the inferior sissy, Miss Mia,” Alex breathed, voice soft and broken.

Mia rewarded him by reaching around and flicking the cage repeatedly, laughing at his desperate moans. The bratty dominance was relentless, pushing every button. She dressed him in an even sluttier maid outfit, tiny white and pink latex dress that barely covered his arse, with built-in plugs access and the sparkling “Mark’s Toy” collar locked firmly in place.

The morning chores were pure torment. Mia followed him everywhere, heels clicking, issuing bratty commands and sharp corrections. Every time Alex bent to clean, she’d flip up his skirt, tug on the plug, or press her body against him.

“You’re leaking so much,” Mia taunted, sliding a finger along the cage and bringing the wetness to Alex’s painted lips. “Suck it clean, loser. Taste how badly you want this.”

The tension built higher and higher. Mia’s own arousal was obvious, her cheeks flushed under the makeup, her movements more aggressive, her taunts growing filthier. She was edging herself on the power, clearly holding back for something bigger.

By midday, Alex was a trembling, leaking, desperate mess. Mia cornered him in the living room, pushing him against the wall, her latex body pressing close. Her red lips hovered inches from his.

“You’re so close to breaking, aren’t you, Alexa?” she whispered, grinding her cage against his. “I can feel it. Soon you’re going to beg me to fuck you like the gay little toy you were always meant to be. And when you do… I won’t be gentle.”

The air between them was electric. Alex’s heart hammered, his whole body on fire with denied need and overwhelming shame. Mia’s intense, bratty transfeminine dominance had pushed him right to the edge.

By late afternoon Alex was a wrecked, trembling mess. His makeup had smudged from sweat and Mia’s constant teasing, the tiny latex maid dress clung to his smooth body, and the “Mark’s Toy” collar felt heavier with every passing minute. Mia had kept him on edge for hours, grinding, slapping, taunting, never letting him tip over.

The sound of Emily’s SUV pulling into the driveway made both of them freeze.

Mia’s bratty smile widened. “Perfect timing. Mistress is home. Stay exactly where you are, loser.”

Emily walked in moments later, kicking off her heels, and stopped dead in the living room doorway. Her green eyes widened with pure delight as she took in the scene: Mia in full glamorous sissy mode, latex and heels, looking every inch the dominant bitch, and Alex, heavily made-up, collared, plugged and caged in the slutty maid outfit.

“Oh my fucking god,” Emily breathed, a slow, predatory smile spreading across her face. “Mia, you absolute goddess. You’ve been busy.” She pulled her husband-turned-sissy into a deep, hungry kiss, hands roaming over the latex corset. Then she turned that sharp gaze on Alex. “And look at my little sister. Collar and everything. You’ve really gone all out, darling.”

Mia preened, striking a pose. “She’s been such a pathetic little maid all day, Mistress. Leaking everywhere, moaning like a whore when I rubbed against her. I got her properly dolled up for you.”

Emily circled Alex slowly, running her fingers over the rhinestone collar. “Mark’s Toy. How fitting. I think it’s time for proper family playtime. Upstairs. Both of you.”

The procession to the master bedroom felt electric. Once inside, Emily stripped down to elegant black lingerie that showcased her full DD breasts and curves, then sat on the edge of the bed like a queen.

“On the bed, Alexa. On all fours.”

Alex obeyed, shaking. Mia helped position him, flipping up the maid skirt and slowly removing the plug with a wet pop, leaving him empty and clenching needily after hours of teasing.

Emily watched with dark pleasure. “Mia, darling, you’ve earned this. Unlock yourself and show our new toy what a real cock feels like. Break her in properly.”

Mia’s eyes lit up with bratty triumph. She quickly unlocked her own cage, her thick cock springing free, hard, flushed, and dripping after a full day of denial. She stroked herself slowly, smirking down at Alex.

“Finally. Been waiting to ruin this tight little virgin pussy all day, you inferior slut.”

Alex’s heart slammed against his ribs as the reality crashed down on him. This was really happening. Mia’s thick, hot cock was pressed right against his hole, ready to push inside. A violent shiver ran through his entire body, fear, confusion, and panic mixing into a dizzying storm.

Wait, no. This can’t be happening. I’m not gay, he thought frantically, even as his caged clitty twitched helplessly in its prison. I’ve never wanted this. I’m straight. I’m not supposed to… But beneath the denial, a treacherous little voice whispered: But what if it feels good? After all the plugs and teasing… what if it actually feels really fucking good?

His smooth thighs trembled visibly, breath coming in short, panicked gasps.

Emily guided the scene, stroking Alex’s hair. “Relax, little sister. This is what you’ve been craving. Push back when she enters you.”

Mia climbed behind him, rubbing the bare, leaking head of her cock against Alex’s slick, pre-stretched hole. She teased him mercilessly, sliding the tip up and down, pressing in just enough to stretch the rim before pulling back. Alex whimpered and moaned, the days of panties, plugs, cages and teasing culminating in this moment.

“Beg for it,” Mia hissed, voice thick with lust. “Beg your sissy sister-in-law to fuck you like the gay little toy you are.”

The tension was unbearable. Alex’s mind fractured under the overwhelming need. “Please… Miss Mia… fuck me,” he gasped. “I need your cock inside me. Please.”

Mia slammed forward with a triumphant moan, burying half her length in one thrust. Alex cried out at the intense stretch and burn, the real heat and thickness so different from the plug. Mia didn’t stop, working deeper with each stroke until she was fully buried, hips pressed flush against his arse.

“Fuck… so tight,” Mia groaned, her bratty voice turning breathy as she started thrusting. “This is what you were made for, Alexa. Taking cock like a proper gay sissy.”

The pace built quickly, hard, deep strokes that made Alex’s caged clitty bounce and leak onto the sheets. Every thrust nailed his prostate, sending jolts of unwanted pleasure through him. Mia’s hands gripped his hips possessively, her latex corset creaking with effort as she pounded him.

Emily moved in front, feeding Alex her fingers and then her pussy, letting him lick desperately while getting fucked. “That’s it, baby. Take her cock. You look so beautiful getting used like this.”

Alex’s mind fractured. This is my sister, he thought in a panic as his tongue slid over her wet folds. My own big sister. I’m licking Emily’s pussy while her sissy husband fucks me. The taboo horror of it made his stomach twist with shame, yet he couldn’t stop, the taste, the warmth, the way she moaned and gripped his wig only pulled him deeper into the madness.

Then something inside him snapped.

Tears mixed with his ruined makeup as overwhelming pleasure, shame, and surrender crashed through him. He pushed back greedily against Mia’s thrusts, moaning loudly into Emily’s pussy. The last fragments of resistance dissolved. In that moment, as he was filled and used by both of them, a strange, euphoric acceptance washed over him. This is who I am now, he realised with a dizzying rush of heat and peace. Alexa. Their gay sissy toy. Their pretty little sister. This feels right. This is what I was meant for.

“I’m yours…” he gasped between desperate licks, voice breaking. “I’m your gay sissy toy… fuck me harder, please!”

Mia laughed breathlessly and railed him even more intensely, skin slapping loudly. “That’s right, loser. You’re mine now.”

Emily came first with a shuddering cry, grinding against Alex’s face. Moments later Mia buried herself deep and unloaded inside him with a loud, feminine moan, flooding his insides with hot, pulsing spurts of cum.

The sensation hit Alex like nothing he’d ever experienced, thick, wet heat blooming deep inside him, rope after rope filling his stretched channel. It felt intimate, dirty, and intensely claiming. Every twitch of Mia’s cock sent another jet against his prostate, making his own caged clitty spasm uselessly and leak in response. The warmth spread through him, some already leaking out around her shaft and dripping down his smooth thighs.

A broken, overwhelmed moan escaped him. Shame burned bright, but it was drowned out by a deep, euphoric wave of submission. I’m being filled… claimed… bred like a proper sissy, he thought hazily. The taboo reality only intensified the rush. He felt owned, complete, and strangely… happy. A small, dazed smile curved his glossy lips even as tears continued to fall. For the first time since the blackmail began, a profound sense of contentment settled over him. This was surrender. This was his place now.

They collapsed together on the bed, a sweaty, cum-streaked, lingerie-clad tangle. Emily pulled Alex between them, stroking his hair almost tenderly while Mia spooned him from behind, her spent cock still nestled against his leaking hole.

“There we go,” Emily murmured. “The breaking point. No more fighting it, Alexa. This is your life now. Our perfect little sissy.”

Alex lay there spent, body buzzing, mind quiet for the first time in weeks. The false accusation that had brought him here felt like another lifetime. In its place was something raw, humiliating, and strangely right.

He was broken. And he was theirs.


Chapter 10: Daily Life as a Toy

The past three weeks had been a whirlwind of pink lace, aching denial, and relentless use. Alex, or Alexa, as he was now almost exclusively called, had settled into his new role as the household’s shared gay sissy toy with a strange mix of resignation and growing addiction.

During the days, when Emily was at work, Mia took full ownership. She’d dress Alexa in whatever slutty outfit struck her fancy, then use her mouth, her arse, or simply edge the poor caged clitty for hours while delivering sharp, bratty insults. Some days Alexa spent the entire afternoon on her knees worshipping Mia’s cock, learning to take it deeper down her throat. Other days Mia would bend her over the kitchen counter and fuck her hard and fast, filling her up before plugging the cum inside and making her continue chores.

Evenings belonged to both of them. Emily had taken to pegging her little sister with growing enthusiasm. She loved strapping on a thick dildo and railing Alexa on the big bed while Mia held her head in place or sat on her face. Emily’s style was slower and more teasing than Mia’s, long, deep strokes that made Alexa whimper and beg, always reminding her, “This is what good girls get, darling. Your big sister fucking you like the gay toy you were born to be.”

The constant sexual use had rewired Alexa. She woke up leaking in her nightie, spent her days in pretty lingerie and chastity, and fell asleep most nights with cum drying on her skin or leaking from her well-used hole. The shame had dulled into something warmer, almost comforting. She caught herself smiling when they praised her, blushing happily when they called her their perfect little sissy.

Until tonight.

Alexa had been tasked with making dinner, a simple pasta dish, while still dressed in a frilly pink maid outfit and tall heels. Distracted by Mia’s wandering hands and the plug shifting inside her with every step, she’d let the sauce burn. The kitchen now smelled of smoke and failure.

Emily set her wine glass down with a deliberate click, her expression shifting from relaxed to stern. “Well. That’s disappointing, Alexa. We give you one simple job and you burn it.”

Mia smirked beside her, still in full makeup and latex. “Useless little slut. I knew she wasn’t ready for real responsibility.”

Emily stood up, towering in her heels. “This calls for formal punishment. Not just a quick spanking. Something to really drive the lesson home.”

Alexa’s stomach dropped. She stood frozen in the middle of the kitchen, hands clasped in front of her frilly apron, heart racing.

Emily turned to Mia with a small, cruel smile. “I’ll train you properly on how to cause her real pain, darling. Not just playful slaps. We’ll teach you the cane, the strap, proper bastinado… how to make our little toy sob and thank us for it. She needs to understand there are consequences when she fails us.”

Mia’s eyes lit up with wicked excitement. “Yes, Mistress. I’d love that.”

Emily looked back at Alexa, her voice calm but commanding. “Go upstairs to the bedroom. Strip completely, except for the collar and cage. Kneel in the centre of the room and wait for us. Do not move. Do not touch yourself. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Alexa whispered, voice small.

As she turned and climbed the stairs on shaky legs, a storm of feelings raged inside her. Fear, real fear, twisted in her belly at the thought of genuine pain. The casual way Emily had spoken about canes and straps made her arse clench around the plug. But underneath the fear was something darker and more confusing: a hot, fluttering anticipation. Three weeks of constant submission had conditioned her. Part of her, the part that now thought of herself as Alexa, wondered how it would feel to be properly broken and used. Would she cry? Would she beg? And worst of all… would some sick part of her enjoy it?

She reached the master bedroom, stripped off the maid dress with trembling fingers, folded it neatly, and sank to her knees in the centre of the room. Naked except for the sparkling “Mark’s Toy” collar and the ever-present pink cage, she waited.

The sound of Emily and Mia’s footsteps coming up the stairs made her shiver. Her caged clitty twitched helplessly.

Emily and Mia entered the bedroom together, closing the door with a soft click that sounded final. Emily had changed into a tight black corset and thigh-high boots, carrying a long, thin cane and a heavy leather strap. Mia followed, still in her latex, holding a small tray with more implements.

“Such a pretty sight,” Emily said coolly, circling the kneeling Alexa. “Naked, collared, caged… waiting like a good little pain slut.”

“No stop words tonight,” Mia added with a bratty sneer. “You don’t get a safeword, loser. You take everything we give you and thank us for it.”

Alexa’s breath hitched. She stayed silent, trembling on her knees.

They started with the strap. Emily ordered her over the edge of the bed, arse raised high. The first crack of heavy leather across her smooth cheeks made her cry out sharply. Mia followed immediately, alternating blows with vicious enthusiasm. The pain built quickly, bright, burning welts rising on her pale skin.

“You burned our dinner, you useless cunt,” Emily hissed, laying down another stripe. “This is what happens when toys disappoint.”

The strapping went on for long minutes until Alexa was sobbing, her arse a throbbing mess of red and purple. Then came the cane.

Emily demonstrated first, slicing the thin rod through the air with terrifying accuracy. The first stroke landed like fire across both cheeks. Alexa screamed into the mattress. Mia took over, delivering six brutal strokes in quick succession, each one perfectly parallel, raising vivid tramlines.

“Count them, bitch,” Mia demanded.

“One… thank you, Miss Mia… Two… thank you…”

By the tenth stroke Alexa was shaking uncontrollably, tears streaming down her face, voice hoarse.

Emily stroked her hair almost gently. “We’re not done, little sister. You need to learn real fear tonight.”

They rolled her onto her back and tied her spread-eagled to the bedposts. Mia fetched ice cubes and a sounding rod while Emily produced a thick wooden paddle. The pain continued, paddling her inner thighs, her caged clitty, her swollen balls. Every strike made Alexa jerk and beg incoherently.

Then Emily held up a scalpel from the tray, turning it slowly so the light glinted off the blade.

“Look at this, Alexa,” she said softly, dangerously. “Such a useless little clitty locked in pink. Maybe we should just remove it entirely. Turn you into a proper eunuch sissy. No more pathetic leaking. No more silly boy parts at all.”

Alexa’s eyes widened in genuine terror. “No… Mistress, please! I’ll be better, I swear!”

Mia laughed cruelly and pinched Alex’s balls hard. “We could castrate you right now. Snip snip. You’d never cum like a boy again. Just a smooth, dripping cunt for us to use.”

Emily dragged the flat of the scalpel across Alex’s shaved sack, letting her feel the cold metal. Alexa sobbed and begged, body shaking violently, the psychological torment far worse than the physical pain.

“Please… I’ll do anything… I’m your gay sissy toy… please don’t take it…”

They didn’t. Instead, Emily set the blade aside and smiled. “Good girl. Maybe next time you burn dinner we won’t be so merciful.”

The punishment continued for another brutal half hour, more caning on her soles (bastinado), nipple clamps tightened viciously, and a final savage fucking from Mia while Emily sat on her face, smothering her cries. By the end Alexa was a broken, sobbing, cum-filled wreck, inside and out.

When they finally untied her, Emily pulled the trembling sissy into her arms, stroking her hair while Mia gently rubbed cream into the worst welts.

“You took it so well,” Emily murmured. “This is what real discipline looks like, Alexa. Fail us again and the castration threat becomes much more real. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Alexa whispered brokenly, voice raw. Despite the agony, a strange, exhausted contentment settled over her. She was theirs completely. The pain had stripped away the last illusions. She belonged here, collared, used, and punished as their perfect gay sissy toy.

Mia kissed her forehead. “Good girl. Tomorrow we start teaching you to cook properly… while plugged and caned for every mistake.”

Alexa closed her eyes, body aching, mind quiet.

This was her life now, and deep down, she wouldn’t want it any other way.


Chapter 11: Public Edges

The days after the brutal punishment had left Alexa in a strange, floaty headspace. Her arse still carried faint bruises and cane marks under her lingerie, a constant reminder every time she sat down. But life in the house had settled back into its twisted rhythm, chores, training, and frequent use. Until this morning.

“No male underwear left,” Mia announced cheerfully over breakfast, holding up the empty drawer with a bratty grin. “Mistress threw out the last of your boring boy pants last week. So today you’re going shopping with me… exactly as you are.”

Alexa’s stomach dropped. “Shopping? Like… outside?”

“Groceries,” Mark said, switching back to his normal male voice and appearance for the trip, neat shirt and jeans, looking every bit the regular husband. “Emily wants us to handle the weekly shop. And you’re going under your clothes exactly as you woke up. Full set.”

Ten minutes later Alexa stood in the hallway, heart hammering. She wore a plain grey t-shirt and loose jeans on the outside, but underneath was a complete set of delicate pink lingerie: lace bra, matching panties, suspender belt and sheer stockings. The cage pressed tightly against the satin, and a medium plug kept her constantly aware of her hole. The “Mark’s Toy” collar had been swapped for a thin, discreet chain necklace, but it still felt like a neon sign.

“I can’t do this,” Alexa whispered, voice shaking as they stepped toward the car. “What if someone sees? What if the wind…”

“You’ll be fine,” Mark said calmly, locking the front door. “Plenty of people wear weird shit under their clothes. Just don’t bend over dramatically and you’ll survive.”

The drive to the big supermarket was pure torture. Every bump in the road made the plug shift and the stockings whisper against her smooth thighs. Alexa sat rigid in the passenger seat, hands clenched in her lap, face pale.

“I’m going to die,” she muttered. “Someone’s going to notice. I look ridiculous.”

Mark glanced over with a small, understanding smile. “I remember my first time. Emily made me wear a full set of her knickers and a plug to a lecture at uni. I was convinced everyone could tell. Spent the whole hour terrified I’d leak through my jeans or that someone would hear the plug when I moved. I was rock hard the entire time… well, as hard as the cage would let me get. The fear was insane. But the rush after? Fucking addictive.”

Alexa stared at him. “You were scared too?”

“Properly terrified,” Mark admitted. “Sweating, blushing, convinced the whole campus knew I was Emily’s secret sissy. But that’s part of the thrill. The exposure. The risk. You get used to it. And eventually… you start craving it.”

They pulled into the busy car park. Alexa’s fear spiked as Mark handed her a trolley. The cool air hit her skin the moment they stepped inside the store, and every brush of fabric reminded her exactly what she was wearing underneath. She kept her head down, walking stiffly, terrified that the outline of the bra or the bulge of the cage might somehow show through the jeans.

Halfway down the vegetable aisle, she finally worked up the courage to ask the question that had been nagging at her for weeks.

“Mark… how did all this actually start? You and Emily, I mean. The dominance, the sissy stuff, everything.”

Mark smiled softly as he picked up some broccoli, tossing it into the trolley. “University. Second year. We met at a freshers’ party. She was this confident, gorgeous marketing student with big ideas. I was quiet, a bit lost. We started hooking up and things got… experimental. We tried light bondage, her tying me up, me going down on her for hours. Then she wanted to try pegging. I was nervous as hell but curious.”

He paused by the pasta section, voice low. “Turns out she had a real dominant streak. The more control she took, the happier she got. And me… I discovered I had this switch inside. One minute I wanted to serve her completely, the next I wanted to dominate someone else. Turns out I’m bisexual too, I’d always suppressed that side. Emily helped me explore it all. She encouraged me to dress up for her, locked me in chastity the first time, made me call her Mistress. Within a year we were living the lifestyle full-time. She built her company while I happily became her house sissy. And now… here we are. With you.”

Alexa swallowed hard, feeling the lace bra shift under her t-shirt as she reached for a jar of sauce. The fear of being seen in public mixed with the story, making everything feel even more surreal.

“So you’ve always been like this?” she asked quietly.

Mark chuckled. “Not always. But once Emily unlocked it… there was no going back. Just like you, Alexa. You’re already changing. I can see it.”

They continued shopping, Alexa hyper-aware of every person who walked past, every glance in their direction. The terror was real… but underneath it, a tiny, shameful spark of excitement flickered to life.

They continued shopping, Alexa hyper-aware of every person who walked past, every glance in their direction. The terror was real… but underneath it, a tiny, shameful spark of excitement flickered to life.

Mark kept his voice low as they moved into the dairy aisle, picking up milk and yoghurt. “It wasn’t just the sissy stuff that developed. Emily’s always had a very healthy appetite. After a couple of years together she started bringing other men home. Real alpha types at first. I’d be locked in my cage, dressed up pretty, and made to watch her get fucked properly while I cleaned up afterwards.”

Alexa nearly dropped the carton of eggs. “She… you’re a cuckold?”

Mark smiled, almost proudly. “Fully. And I love it. There’s nothing hotter than watching my beautiful, dominant wife get railed by a bigger cock while I sit there leaking in my panties. She only chooses lovers who are bisexual too, men who are happy to use me as well. I’ve sucked off most of her regulars while she watches and directs. Sometimes they fuck me while she sits on my face. It’s all part of the dynamic. Complete surrender.”

Alexa’s face burned as they pushed the trolley toward the checkout. The lace bra felt tighter under her t-shirt, the plug more noticeable with every step. Hearing Mark casually talk about being cuckolded and used by Emily’s bisexual lovers while they were out in public made the humiliation of her own outfit ten times worse.

“So… you actually enjoy it when they use you?” Alexa asked quietly, voice barely above a whisper.

“Every time,” Mark replied, eyes sparkling. “It reinforces my place. Just like you’re learning yours. One day soon Emily will probably bring someone home for you too, Alexa. You’ll be on your knees beside me, both of us serving her lovers. Won’t that be fun?”

Alexa didn’t answer. Her mind was spinning with the new information, and the terrifying, arousing images it planted.

They paid quickly (Alexa keeping her head down the entire time) and loaded the bags into the car. As they drove home, the fear of public exposure slowly ebbed, replaced by a low, simmering heat between her legs. The cage was tight. The plug shifted. And the conversation refused to leave her head.

The drive home started quietly, Alexa still buzzing from the supermarket ordeal and Mark’s casual revelations about Emily’s lovers. She shifted in her seat, the lace panties and stockings a constant, secret reminder against her skin.

Mark took an unexpected turn off the main road about fifteen minutes from the house, pulling into a quiet side street near the edge of town. A discreet neon sign glowed above a black door: The Vault.

“I sometimes like to visit here,” Mark said casually, switching off the engine. “When I need a bit more… excitement than just serving Emily at home.”

Alexa stared at the sign, her stomach tightening. “A gay bar?”

Mark smiled. “Among other things. Come on. Quick detour. It’ll be educational.”

Alexa’s fear spiked again as they got out. “Mark, Sir, I can’t go in there like this. Not with what I’m wearing underneath.”

“You’ll be fine,” Mark replied, already heading toward the entrance. “Trust me.”

Inside, the place was dimly lit and surprisingly busy for a weekday afternoon. Mark exchanged a nod with the bouncer and led Alexa straight past the main bar area toward a staircase leading down. The air grew thicker, warmer, heavier with the scent of sweat, poppers, and sex.

They descended into what felt like a cavernous underground maze. Large dark corridors branched off in multiple directions, lit only by red and purple lights. The sounds hit Alexa first, low moans, wet sucking noises, rhythmic slapping of skin. As her eyes adjusted, the scenes unfolding around her made her freeze.

In one alcove, two hairy, muscular men were locked in a deep kiss, hands roaming freely. Further along, a younger guy was on his knees, enthusiastically sucking off an older bear while another man watched and stroked himself. Shadows moved in the darker corners, groups, couples, singles cruising. The atmosphere was raw, masculine, and unapologetically sexual.

Alexa’s heart pounded so hard she felt dizzy. “What the fuck is this place?”

“Cruising area,” Mark said softly, his voice calm but excited. “Perfect for people like us. No judgement. Just need.”

He stopped in a slightly more open spot and turned to Alexa. “Strip down to your lingerie. Everything else off.”

Alexa’s mouth went dry. “Here? Now? Sir, please…”

“Do it,” Mark said firmly, though not unkindly. “Or I’ll make you walk home dressed like that.”

With shaking hands, Alexa peeled off the t-shirt and jeans right there in the corridor. The cool air hit her skin as she stood exposed in nothing but the delicate pink lace bra, panties, suspender belt, stockings, and the ever-present cage and plug. She felt ridiculously feminine and vulnerable among the hairy, masculine bodies moving around them.

Mark gathered the discarded clothes. “Good girl. Wait right here. I’m just going to put these in a locker and grab some poppers. Don’t move.”

Before Alexa could protest, Mark disappeared down one of the darker hallways, leaving her standing alone.

She shivered nervously, arms instinctively wrapping around herself. Eyes. She could feel eyes on her from multiple directions, curious, hungry, amused. A hairy older man walking past slowed down, openly staring at her caged clitty and lace-clad body. Another pair further down the corridor paused their activities to look. Whispers and low chuckles drifted through the shadows.

Alexa’s face burned with humiliation. Her legs trembled. The plug felt huge inside her, the cage painfully tight. She was just a pretty sissy boy standing exposed in a gay cruising den, and every man around her seemed to know exactly what she was.

Minutes stretched. Mark still hadn’t returned. More eyes found her. One muscular guy even stepped closer, stroking his thick cock openly while looking her up and down.

Alexa stood there shivering, heart racing, trapped between terror and a dark, growing heat low in her belly.

Alexa stood shivering in the dim red light of the underground maze, arms wrapped tightly around her chest as if that could somehow hide how utterly exposed she felt. The delicate pink lace bra cupped her smooth chest, the matching panties barely contained her caged clitty, and the sheer stockings with suspender belt made her legs look long and feminine. Every breath made the fabric whisper against her skin. She could feel eyes on her from the shadows, hungry, appraising, amused.

A large, hairy bear of a man stepped out of one of the darker corridors. He was massive, broad chest covered in dark fur, thick thighs framed by black leather chaps that left his heavy balls and thick cock exposed. A simple leather harness crossed his powerful torso. Without a single word, he closed the distance in two strides and cupped Alexa’s caged bulge possessively through the thin pink lace.

A shocked gasp escaped her painted lips. The man’s big, rough hand rubbed firmly, squeezing the cage and her smooth balls underneath, claiming her with casual dominance. His other hand groped her arse, thick fingers digging into the flesh and pressing against the base of the plug still buried inside her.

“W-wait… please…” Alexa whimpered, but the protest was weak. Fear flooded her system, making her tremble, yet her caged clitty strained desperately against the pink tube, leaking steadily.

The bear ignored her words. He pulled her flush against his hairy body and kissed her hard, deep, demanding, his thick beard scratching her smooth, made-up face. The taste of beer and musk filled her mouth as his tongue pushed past her lips. Alexa’s eyes widened in panic, but her body betrayed her; a needy little moan slipped out as the man continued rubbing her cage with possessive strokes.

Just as her knees started to buckle, the bear broke the kiss and growled low in her ear, “Drop to your knees, pretty girl.”

Alexa hesitated, heart hammering, when Mark finally reappeared from a side corridor. He had changed completely, stripped down to a matching set of black lace lingerie that looked far more experienced and slutty than hers. His own cage bulged obviously, and he carried a small bottle of poppers along with a locker key.

“Good timing,” Mark said with a wicked smirk, stepping up beside her. “Here, Alexa. Take a hit. It’ll help.”

He unscrewed the cap and held the open bottle right under her nose. “Close one nostril with your finger. Inhale deeply and slowly through the other. Hold it for a few seconds, then switch sides. Do it properly.”

Alexa’s mind was spinning with fear and confusion. “Sir, I don’t know if I should…”

“Do it,” Mark instructed firmly but gently. “Trust me. Just breathe.”

She obeyed. The strong, chemical fumes hit her lungs. Within seconds a powerful, dizzying rush exploded through her head and body, a hot, euphoric wave that made her skin tingle, her hole clench hard around the plug, and her trapped clitty throb violently. The fear melted into a slutty, desperate heat that clouded her thoughts.

Mark grinned. “Good girl. Another hit. Deeper this time.”

The second inhale was even stronger. The world tilted. Everything felt electric. Her inhibitions crumbled under the intense horny fog. Instinct took over completely.

Alexa dropped to her knees right there in the corridor. With shaking but eager hands she hooked her fingers into the bear’s red jockstrap-style underwear and yanked them down. A massive, heavy cock sprang free, thick, veiny, at least eight inches and still growing harder. The head was fat and leaking.

With a needy, broken whimper, Alexa leaned forward and began slobbering on it messily. She licked frantically along the shaft, swirling her tongue around the head, then tried to take as much as she could into her warm, wet mouth. Obscene wet sucking sounds filled the air as she bobbed desperately, drool already running down her chin onto her pink lace bra.

The bear groaned deeply and placed a heavy hand on the back of her head, guiding her rhythm.

More men started gathering around them, drawn like moths to the sight of the pretty pink sissy on her knees. Rough hands reached out from all sides, thick fingers sliding under her panties to tease and finger her plugged hole, stroking her stockinged thighs, pinching her nipples through the bra, slapping her arse. One particularly bold man dropped down behind Mark and started fingering him too. Mark moaned loudly and turned to kiss a tall, muscular stranger deeply, their tongues visible as they made out above Alexa’s head.

The poppers had turned Alexa’s brain to mush. She sucked harder, gagging slightly as the bear pushed deeper into her throat, mascara running down her cheeks. The feeling of multiple hands using her body while she worshipped the huge cock made her feel like a proper public whore, scared, humiliated, and shamefully, blissfully turned on.

Mark pulled back from his kiss just long enough to look down at her with lust-drunk eyes. “That’s it, Alexa… be a good little cocksucker for them. Show everyone what a perfect gay sissy toy you’ve become.”

The circle of men tightened. More hands. More eyes. More low, appreciative growls.

Alexa was lost in it.

The poppers had completely melted Alexa’s brain. Rational thought dissolved into a hazy, slutty fog as she worshipped the bear’s thick cock with messy enthusiasm. But there were so many more around her now.

She pulled off the bear with a wet pop and turned her head, eyes glazed, unable to choose. Her painted lips parted as she reached for the next cock, a thick, veiny one belonging to a muscular guy in his thirties. She rubbed it eagerly with one hand while her other hand found another hard shaft to her left, stroking both at once in sloppy, uncoordinated motions. Precum smeared across her palms and fingers as she leaned in to suck the middle one again, switching frantically between them, lick, stroke, suck, repeat. Drool ran down her chin onto her pink lace bra, her mascara streaked.

In the corner of her eye, she caught sight of Mark, now fully in his element. He was bent over a padded bench, black lingerie pulled aside. A muscular man was pounding into his arse with deep, powerful thrusts while another fed his cock down Mark’s eager throat. Mark was moaning loudly around the shaft, eyes half-lidded in bliss, clearly loving being used from both ends like the experienced sissy he was.

The sight sent a fresh jolt through Alexa.

Suddenly, strong hands grabbed her hips from behind. She felt the blunt, hot head of a cock pressing against her plugged hole. Before she could even react, the plug was pulled out and a thick, bare cock pushed inside her in one firm thrust.

“Ahh…!” Alexa cried out around the cock in her mouth, eyes widening. The stretch was intense, real, and overwhelming. The man behind her groaned and started fucking her with steady, deep strokes, his heavy balls slapping against her.

Panic and pleasure exploded inside her. She reached desperately for the poppers bottle Mark had left nearby, fumbling it open with shaky fingers. She took two deep, greedy hits, one in each nostril, holding the fumes as long as she could.

The rush hit like a freight train. Heat flooded her body, her hole relaxed and clenched greedily around the invading cock, and a wide, dazed grin spread across her glossy lips even as she continued sucking.

“Fuck yes…” she moaned sluttily, pushing back against the man fucking her. More men arrived, crowding around, hands everywhere, slapping her arse, pinching her nipples through the bra, stroking her caged clitty. Someone replaced the cock in her mouth. Another took its place in her hand.

She was being used from all sides now, a proper public sissy whore in pink lingerie.

As the cock in her arse pounded her prostate mercilessly, a hazy thought floated through her popper-addled mind: Why the fuck did I never consider going gay before? This feels… incredible. The shame was still there, burning hot, but it only made everything more intense. She felt wanted. Desired. Owned in the most filthy, public way possible. And she was loving every second of it.

The man behind her gripped her hips harder and started fucking her faster, grunting with effort. Alexa moaned loudly around the cock in her throat, eyes rolling back in ecstasy as more men pressed in closer, waiting their turn.

She was completely lost.

Alexa completely lost track of time.

The poppers had turned her mind into warm, sticky mush. She had no idea how long she’d been on her knees in the dark cruising maze, minutes, hours, it all blurred together. Cock after cock. She sucked, stroked, and swallowed greedily, her throat sore and her belly full of load after load of cum. Thick, salty spurts coated her tongue, dripped down her chin onto her ruined pink lace bra, and leaked from the corners of her mouth.

Behind her, the fucking never seemed to stop. Man after man took turns burying themselves deep in her well-used hole, pounding her prostate until she was a whimpering, leaking mess. Cum dripped steadily from her stretched anus, running down her stockinged thighs in obscene white trails.

Her brain was gone. Only slutty, happy instinct remained. She grinned dazedly around whatever cock was in her mouth, eyes glassy, mascara completely destroyed, pink lipstick smeared across her face and several strangers’ shafts.

Eventually, a familiar voice cut through the haze.

“Alexa… time to go, princess.”

Mark, still in his black lingerie, his own body glistening with sweat and cum, gently helped her to her feet. Alexa wobbled, legs shaky, a thick trail of cum leaking down the back of her thighs. She felt floaty, blissful, and utterly used.

They collected their clothes from the lockers, but neither of them bothered to put anything on. Mark simply carried the bundle under one arm as they climbed the stairs and stepped out into the late afternoon daylight.

The brightness hit Alexa like a slap. She stood on the pavement in nothing but her cum-stained pink lingerie, cage, stockings, and collar, blinking in the sun. A group of builders across the street on a nearby site immediately started cat-calling.

“Fucking hell, look at those two sluts!”

“Oi, princess! Nice arse!”

“Get in there, lads!”

Whistles and crude laughter followed them all the way to the car. Alexa’s face burned with humiliation… but she couldn’t stop smiling. A wide, genuine, dopey smile stretched across her messy face as she climbed into the passenger seat, cum still slowly leaking from her well-fucked hole onto the leather.

Mark started the engine, grinning beside her in his own lingerie.

The second the car pulled away from the curb, Alexa turned to him, grabbed the back of his neck, and pulled him into a long, passionate kiss. Their tongues met messily, tasting of cum and poppers and shared depravity. When she finally pulled back, her eyes were shining.

“Thank you,” she whispered, voice hoarse but full of emotion. “Thank you, Sir… Mark… for everything.”

She kissed him again, softer this time, then rested her forehead against his.

“I love you.”

Mark’s eyes softened with surprise and deep affection. He stroked her cum-streaked cheek gently.

“I love you too, Alexa. Welcome to the real you.”

They drove home like that, two sissies in lingerie, covered in the evidence of their afternoon, smiling like idiots the whole way.


Chapter 12: Jealousy and Competition

The days following the visit to The Vault left Alexa in a strange, conflicted haze. She couldn’t stop thinking about it, the thick cocks, the rough hands, the way she’d been passed around and filled while wearing nothing but pink lingerie. Every time she moved she still felt echoes of it: the ache in her jaw, the faint bruises on her hips, and the occasional trickle of dried cum she’d missed in the shower. The experience had unlocked something deep inside her, something greedy and insatiable.

But with it came a new, uncomfortable feeling she couldn’t quite name.

Jealousy.

It crept in quietly at first. That evening, when Emily came home from work, she’d been especially affectionate with both of them. She’d made Alexa kneel and eat her out while Mia fucked Alexa from behind. It should have been perfect, the ultimate validation of her new role. But watching Emily kiss Mia so deeply, stroking her wig and whispering “Good girl” while Mia moaned… something ugly twisted in Alexa’s chest. She wasn’t sure who she was jealous of. Emily, for having Mia’s complete devotion? Mia, for the easy, long-established intimacy she shared with Emily? Or herself, for still feeling like the new toy who had to earn every scrap of attention?

Whatever it was, Alexa decided the solution was simple: she would be better. The perfect sissy.

The next few days she threw herself into service for Emily with almost desperate enthusiasm. She woke up early to bring Emily coffee in bed, wearing the frilliest maid outfit she could find. She spent hours practising her makeup and voice so she could greet Emily with soft, feminine charm when she got home. She begged to be allowed to lick Emily’s pussy every night, even offering to sleep on the floor beside the bed if it meant staying close.

“You’re being such a good girl lately,” Emily had purred one evening, stroking Alexa’s hair while she knelt between her thighs. “I’m proud of you, little sister.”

Alexa had glowed at the praise, nuzzling happily against Emily’s thigh. For a moment the jealousy eased.

But then her eyes would drift to Mia.

It happened more and more. She’d catch herself staring longingly when Mia was in full glamorous mode, latex corset hugging her waist, heavy makeup making her look like a bratty porn star, hips swaying as she moved around the house. Alexa found herself wishing it was just the two of them alone again. No Emily watching and directing. Just Mia’s sharp, possessive dominance, those bratty insults, and the raw, filthy connection they’d shared in the cruising club.

The tension started to show in small, childish ways.

One afternoon while Emily was on a long conference call upstairs, Mia had Alexa cleaning the living room in nothing but a tiny pink babydoll nightie and heels.

“Faster, loser,” Mia snapped, lounging on the sofa in a silk robe, legs crossed. “You missed a spot by the TV. Do I have to do everything myself?”

Alexa felt a sudden flare of bratty irritation. Instead of immediately obeying, she straightened up, put a hand on her hip, and pouted.

“Maybe if you helped instead of just sitting there looking pretty, it would get done quicker… Miss Mia.”

Mia’s perfectly arched eyebrow shot up. “Excuse me?”

Alexa knew she was pushing it, but the words kept coming in a sulky tone. “You’ve been really bossy today. I was really good for Mistress yesterday and she said I was her favourite. Maybe I don’t need to listen to you as much.”

Mia stood up slowly, a dangerous smile spreading across her red lips. She stalked over and grabbed Alexa firmly by the chin, forcing eye contact.

“Oh? Is my little sister getting jealous? Or just bratty because she wants my cock all to herself again?”

Alexa’s face burned. She tried to look away, but Mia’s grip was strong.

“I’m not jealous,” she muttered childishly, even as her caged clitty twitched. “You’re just… annoying sometimes.”

Mia laughed, low and mocking. She shoved Alexa back against the wall and pressed their bodies together, grinding her own caged bulge against Alexa’s hip.

“Careful, princess. You’re cute when you’re bratty, but I know how to fix that. Maybe I should bend you over right now and fuck the attitude out of you while Mistress is busy.”

Alexa’s breath hitched. Part of her wanted to snap back. Another, bigger part wanted exactly that, to be alone with Mia again, pinned down and used roughly like in the club. The jealousy flared hotter. She wanted Mia’s full attention. She wanted to be the centre of her world, even if just for a little while.

Instead of submitting, she gave a small, defiant huff and turned her face away. “Whatever.”

Mia’s eyes narrowed with delight at the challenge. “Oh, we’re going to have fun breaking this new mood of yours, Alexa.”

The rest of the afternoon became a game of cat and mouse. Alexa kept up the childish brattiness, “forgetting” instructions, rolling her eyes, making snippy little comments, all while stealing longing glances at Mia whenever she wasn’t looking. Every time Mia corrected her with a slap on the arse or a firm grip on her throat, Alexa felt both punished and thrilled.

The tension between them crackled. Mia was clearly enjoying the new dynamic, her bratty dominance sharpening in response. Alexa, meanwhile, was caught between her growing devotion to Emily and this confusing, needy pull toward Mia alone.

By evening, when Emily finally came downstairs, the air in the house felt thick with unspoken competition. Alexa knelt perfectly at Emily’s feet, trying to be the ideal sissy… but her eyes kept drifting to Mia across the room.

And Mia noticed.

That night, after Emily had gone to bed early with a satisfied smile and a kiss for both of them, Alexa lay in her room in a delicate baby-pink nightie, staring at the ceiling. The bratty tension from earlier still hummed under her skin. She felt childish and exposed, like she’d shown too much.

The door creaked open softly.

Mia slipped inside, wearing a matching black satin nightie that clung to her curves. She closed the door quietly and padded over to the bed without a word. Alexa’s heart skipped as Mia lifted the covers and slid in beside her.

For a long moment they just looked at each other in the soft lamplight. Then Mia leaned in and kissed her.

It started soft, gentle presses of lips, almost tender. Alexa melted into it immediately, her hand coming up to cup Mia’s cheek. The kiss deepened, turning passionate and hungry. Tongues met, breaths mingled, and for a few blissful minutes the world narrowed to just the two of them. Mia’s hand stroked down Alexa’s side, pulling their bodies closer under the covers.

When they finally broke apart, both breathing harder, Mia rested her forehead against Alexa’s.

“What was all that behaviour today, princess?” she asked softly, no trace of her usual brattiness. “The snippiness. The pouting. You’ve never been like that with me before.”

Alexa’s eyes welled up instantly. The dam broke. Tears spilled down her cheeks as the confession tumbled out in a shaky whisper.

“I… I’ve fallen in love with you,” she sobbed quietly. “With Mark. With Mia. Both of you. I know it’s stupid and I’m just the new toy and Emily is your wife but… I can’t help it. I get so jealous when she has you. I want you to look at me the way you look at her. I’m sorry for being such a brat today. I just… I want you.”

Mia’s eyes softened with surprise, then filled with warmth. She pulled Alexa close, kissing the tears from her cheeks before capturing her lips again in a slow, reassuring kiss.

“I love you too, Alexa,” she whispered against her lips. “I have for a while now. You’re not just a toy to me. You’re special. My sweet, eager little sister who’s come so far.”

Alexa let out a shaky, relieved sob and buried her face in Mia’s neck. They held each other tightly for a long moment.

“But… what about Emily?” Alexa asked, voice muffled. “Won’t she be upset? And what if she finds someone else? Won’t you get heartbroken?”

Mia stroked her hair gently and smiled.

“Don’t worry about that. Emily has already fallen pretty hard for a guy at work, a confident, dominant architect she’s been seeing secretly for a few weeks. She hasn’t fully admitted it to herself yet, but I know the signs. She’s getting that hungry look again.”

Alexa pulled back, eyes wide with concern. “Then… you’ll get hurt. She’ll leave you for him or…”

Mark/Mia chuckled softly and kissed her forehead.

“Don’t be silly, sweetheart. I have the sister I always wanted right here.” She cupped Alexa’s face tenderly. “Emily and I have always been poly in our own way. She’ll always be my Mistress, my wife. But you… you’re becoming something even deeper. My love. My equal in submission. My pretty little girlfriend. We can all have what we need.”

Alexa stared at her, fresh tears falling, but this time they were happy ones. The jealousy that had been twisting inside her finally loosened.

“Really?” she whispered.

“Really.” Mia kissed her again, slow and deep. “Now stop worrying and come here. Let me show you how much I love my favourite girl.”

They melted together under the covers, kissing and touching with new tenderness. For the first time, Alexa felt truly wanted, not just as a toy, but as someone loved.

The competition wasn’t over… but for tonight, she had won something even better.

They lay tangled together under the covers, the soft pink and black satin of their nighties sliding against each other. Alexa’s tears had slowed, replaced by a warm, glowing feeling in her chest. She nuzzled closer into Mia’s neck, breathing in her scent.

After a quiet moment, Alexa pulled back slightly, a small, confused smile tugging at her lips.

“Always wanted?” she asked softly, tilting her head. “We’ve known each other for a few years now. I was much younger when you first met me… just Emily’s annoying little brother.”

Mia smiled, her eyes warm and a little mischievous in the low light. She brushed a strand of Alexa’s hair behind her ear with surprising gentleness.

“I always fancied you,” she admitted quietly. “Even back then. You were this sweet, shy boy who’d blush whenever I came over to the house. I knew it was wrong at the time, you were Emily’s little brother, so I buried it deep. But the attraction was always there. You had this soft, smooth body that drove me crazy. I’d catch glimpses when you’d come out of the shower or change, the way your body looked so naturally feminine even back then. I used to sneak into your room sometimes when you were sleeping, just to watch you, sometimes I’d touch you when you were asleep. I wanted you so badly even then. When you showed up on our doorstep after the university mess… and then I caught you in those panties… it felt like fate finally gave me permission.”

Alexa’s eyes widened, a fresh blush spreading across her cheeks. “You… really? All that time?”

Mia nodded, pulling her closer again. “All that time. I used to fantasise about turning you into my pretty little plaything. And now look at you…” She ran a hand down Alexa’s side, squeezing her hip possessively. “My beautiful, eager girlfriend. My perfect sissy sister.”

Alexa let out a soft, happy laugh mixed with another small sniffle. The confession settled something deep inside her, the jealousy easing further as she realised how long this connection had been simmering beneath the surface.

“I still can’t believe it,” she whispered, kissing Mia softly. “I thought I was just the new toy you both played with.”

“You were never just anything,” Mia murmured against her lips. “Not to me.”

They kissed again, slower this time, full of new affection and understanding. The earlier brattiness from the day melted away completely as they explored each other with gentle hands and whispered endearments.

For the first time since the blackmail began, Alexa felt truly seen. Not just as Emily’s brother or a shared sissy project, but as someone Mark/Mia had wanted for years.

And in that moment, wrapped in satin and love, the complicated dynamics of their household finally started to feel… right.


Chapter 13: Full Surrender

The morning of the doctor’s appointment arrived far too quickly. Alexa stood in front of the full-length mirror in the master bedroom, fidgeting nervously in nothing but a delicate white lace bra and matching panties, sheer stockings, and a suspender belt. The pink cage was locked firmly in place as always, and a small plug kept her constantly aware of her place.

Emily stepped up behind her, wrapping her arms around Alexa’s waist and kissing the side of her neck. “You look perfect, little sister. Just how a girl about to start her new life should look.”

Alexa swallowed hard. “Do I really have to go like this? Under my clothes, I mean…”

“Yes,” Emily said firmly, but with affection. “No boy underwear anymore. Ever. Today is the first step toward making it official. Mark and I have already discussed it. You’re ready.”

Mia (who had switched back to Mark mode for the outside world) waited downstairs in smart casual clothes, car keys in hand. He gave Alexa an encouraging smile when she came down in loose jeans and a baggy hoodie that hid the lingerie underneath.

The drive to the private clinic was quiet. Alexa’s hands trembled in her lap the entire way. When they arrived, Emily took charge immediately, guiding her inside with a hand on the small of her back.

The doctor was an old friend of Emily’s, Dr. Lena Hargrove, a stylish woman in her mid-forties with a no-nonsense but kind demeanour. She showed them into a private consultation room and closed the door.

“So,” Dr. Hargrove said, smiling as she looked at Alexa, “this is the famous Alexa I’ve heard so much about. Let’s get you comfortable. Strip down to your lingerie, please.”

Alexa’s face burned scarlet as she removed the hoodie and jeans, revealing the full feminine underwear set. She stood there awkwardly while the doctor performed a basic physical examination, blood pressure, heart rate, listening to her chest.

Emily sat calmly in the chair beside her, one leg crossed over the other. “Lena, we’d like to start Alexa on hormone replacement therapy. Oestrogen and anti-androgens. Full feminisation protocol.”

Dr. Hargrove nodded, making notes. “Understood. We’ll run the usual bloodwork today, liver and kidney function, hormone levels, etc., and I’ll write the prescription once the results come back. Any particular goals?”

Emily smiled proudly and placed a hand on Alexa’s shoulder. “She’s going to be Mark’s transgender wife. She needs to look the part, softer skin, breasts, wider hips, the works. We want her as feminine and convincing as possible.”

Alexa’s head snapped toward Emily, eyes wide with shock. “I’m… what? Mark’s transgender wife?”

Emily turned to her with a calm, loving expression. “That’s right, darling. You’re going to be Mark’s wife. Legally, eventually. A proper transgender girl for him to love and own. You already belong to both of us, but this makes it official. Hormones are the next big step.”

Alexa stood there in her lace lingerie, heart racing, a confusing swirl of emotions crashing through her, fear, excitement, disbelief, and a deep, warm thrill at the permanence of it all.

Dr. Hargrove kept things professional. “We’ll monitor you closely. Regular blood tests, check-ins every few weeks at first. Any questions, Alexa?”

Alexa could barely speak. She just shook her head, cheeks burning as the reality sank in.

The bloodwork was quick but mortifying, being examined and poked while dressed so femininely in front of Emily and a stranger. When it was over, Emily helped her dress again and kissed her forehead.

“You’re doing so well, my sweet girl. This is going to make you even prettier. Mark is going to be over the moon when you start growing real tits for him.”

On the drive home, Alexa sat quietly, one hand resting over the slight bulge of the cage under her jeans. Her mind kept repeating Emily’s words: Mark’s transgender wife.

She glanced at Mark in the driver’s seat, who gave her a soft, loving smile.

The drive home from the clinic was quiet at first. Alexa sat in the back seat, still processing everything that had just happened, the blood tests, the casual way Emily had announced she was going to become Mark’s transgender wife. The weight of it pressed on her chest.

Finally, she found her voice.

“How… how can I become Mark’s wife if he’s already married to you?” Alexa asked softly, staring at the back of Emily’s head.

Emily turned slightly in the passenger seat, a knowing smile playing on her lips. She reached over and placed a hand on Mark’s thigh.

“Mark, darling… I want a divorce.”

The words hung in the air. Mark kept his eyes on the road, but a small, peaceful smile spread across his face.

Emily continued calmly, almost gently. “I’ve met someone at work. His name is Daniel. He’s another naturally submissive man, sweet, eager, a blank canvas. I’ve fallen in love with him. I want to marry him… and transform him completely, my way. The way I did with you, but even deeper this time.”

Mark let out a soft laugh, full of affection rather than pain. “I was wondering when you’d finally say it. I’ve been waiting for this conversation for months.”

Alexa’s eyes widened. “You… you knew?”

Mark glanced at her in the rear-view mirror, his expression warm. “Of course I knew. Emily and I have always been honest with each other about our needs. She’s been pulling away for a while, and honestly? I’m happy for her. Daniel sounds perfect for what she wants now.”

He reached back with one hand and squeezed Alexa’s knee.

“And as for me…” Mark’s voice softened, “I’m gay, Alexa. I’ve known it for years, but Emily helped me explore every side of myself. Being with her gave me safety and structure. But my heart has been moving toward you for a long time. You’re the one I want to be with. My sweet, beautiful girl.”

Emily smiled at both of them, completely at peace. “This is the best outcome for everyone. I get my new project, Mark gets the wife he’s always secretly wanted, and you, Alexa… you get to be loved exactly as you are.”

Mark pulled the car over into a quiet side road. The moment the engine stopped, Alexa unbuckled her seatbelt and leaned forward. Mark turned around and they met in a long, passionate kiss over the centre console, soft at first, then deep and full of emotion. Their tongues danced slowly, tasting each other with new freedom.

When they finally broke apart, both slightly breathless, Alexa whispered against his lips:

“I love you, Mark. I love you so much.”

“I love you too, Alexa,” Mark replied, cupping her face tenderly. “My beautiful transgender wife. We’re going to be so happy together.”

Emily watched them with a fond, satisfied smile. “Look at you two. It’s perfect. We’ll sort the divorce amicably, and I’ll help you both with the legal name change and marriage when you’re ready. For now… enjoy each other.”

The rest of the drive home was filled with soft touches and stolen glances. Alexa felt like a weight had been lifted. The complicated web of jealousy and fear dissolved into something clearer, warmer, and far more exciting.

She was going to be Mark’s wife.

The rest of the drive home passed in a warm, dreamy silence. Alexa kept stealing glances at Mark, her heart fluttering every time their eyes met in the rear-view mirror. Emily sat contentedly in the front seat, occasionally checking her phone with a soft, private smile, no doubt thinking about Daniel.

When they finally pulled into the driveway, Emily turned to them both.

“I’m going to give you two some time alone tonight,” she said warmly. “I’ll stay at Daniel’s. Celebrate properly. You’ve both earned it.”

She leaned back and gave each of them a gentle kiss on the cheek before heading inside to pack a small overnight bag. Once her car pulled away, the house felt different, quieter, more intimate, like it now truly belonged to the two of them.

Mark took Alexa’s hand and led her upstairs without a word. In the bedroom, he slowly undressed her, peeling away the hoodie and jeans to reveal the delicate white lingerie underneath. His hands were reverent as he traced the lace edges.

“My beautiful girl,” he whispered.

They made love that night, slow, tender, and emotional. Mark took his time, kissing every inch of Alexa’s smooth body, worshipping her caged clitty, her plugged hole, and her trembling lips. When he finally entered her, it felt different than before. Not just sex, but connection. Alexa wrapped her legs around him, moaning softly as they moved together, eyes locked.

“I love you,” Alexa gasped again and again, tears of overwhelming joy slipping down her cheeks.

“I love you too,” Mark replied, voice thick with emotion. “My wife. My Alexa.”

Afterwards they lay tangled in each other’s arms, satin nighties discarded on the floor. Alexa rested her head on Mark’s chest, listening to his heartbeat.

“So… transgender wife,” she murmured, still a little dazed by the idea. “Hormones. Breasts. The whole thing.”

Mark stroked her hair. “Only if you want it. But yes. I want to marry you as my wife. A beautiful, feminine trans girl who belongs to me completely. We’ll do it properly, name change, hormones, eventual surgery if you desire. I want to give you the life you deserve.”

Alexa was quiet for a moment, then smiled against his skin.

“I’m scared,” she admitted softly. “But I want it. I want to be yours. Completely.”

They fell asleep like that, two sissies wrapped in each other’s arms, the future stretching out before them full of love, surrender, and transformation.

The next morning, when Emily returned, she found them in the kitchen making breakfast together, both still in pretty nighties. She smiled at the sight.

“Looks like my two favourite girls are doing just fine,” she said, kissing both on the forehead. “The divorce papers will be simple. And when you’re ready, we’ll throw you the prettiest wedding.”

Alexa looked at Mark, then at Emily, and felt a profound sense of peace.

The false accusation that had ruined her old life had led her here, to love, acceptance, and a new identity she was finally ready to embrace.

She was Alexa now. Mark’s wife-to-be.

The next morning, the three of them sat around the kitchen table in their nightwear, Emily in a silk robe, Mark in a pretty baby-blue chemise, and Alexa still glowing from the night before in her favourite pink satin nightie. Breakfast was light and affectionate, full of soft touches and stolen kisses between Alexa and Mark.

Emily set her coffee down and looked at both of them with a gentle but serious expression.

“There’s one more big step we need to take soon,” she said. “Now that everything is settled between us, we have to come out to Mum and Dad. We need to tell them the truth about Alexa, that she’s living as a woman now, and that she and Mark are going to get married.”

Alexa froze, fork halfway to her mouth. “Everything? Like… the sissy stuff? The hormones? The fact that I’m… with Mark?”

Emily nodded. “Yes. The full truth. No more hiding. They deserve to know what’s really happened to their children.”

Mark reached over and took Alexa’s hand, squeezing it reassuringly. “It’s going to be a shock, but it’s better to rip the plaster off. We can’t start our new life together with this hanging over us.”

Alexa’s stomach twisted with anxiety. “How do you think they’ll react? Mum’s always been quite traditional… and Dad was so disappointed when I got expelled. They already think I’m a pervert who harassed a girl.”

Emily leaned back, thinking carefully. “Mum will probably cry at first. She’s always wanted grandchildren and a ‘normal’ family, so this will be a lot to process. But she loves us. Once she sees how happy you two are, and how much you’ve changed for the better, I think she’ll come around eventually.”

Mark nodded. “Dad will be harder. He’s old-school. The idea of his son becoming his daughter-in-law and marrying another man… that’s going to take time. He might get angry at first, call it unnatural. But he’s always respected strength and honesty. If we present it confidently and show we’re committed, he might eventually accept it. Or at least tolerate it for the sake of family.”

Alexa bit her lip, nerves bubbling up. “What if they disown me? Or you? What if they think I’ve been brainwashed or something?”

“Then we deal with it,” Emily said firmly, reaching across to hold her other hand. “We’ll do it together. We can invite them over for dinner in a couple of weeks, once the hormones have started and you’re looking a bit softer. We’ll be completely honest about our relationships. It won’t be easy, but it’s necessary.”

Mark kissed Alexa’s temple. “And no matter what they say, you have me. You have us. You’re not going back to being Alex. You’re my Alexa now.”

Alexa took a deep breath, the weight of the coming conversation heavy, but the love surrounding her gave her strength.

“Okay,” she whispered. “We’ll tell them. Together.”

Emily smiled warmly. “That’s my good girl. This is the final piece of your surrender, darling. After this… you’ll truly be free to live as the beautiful transgender wife Mark deserves.”

The three of them sat together a while longer, discussing how best to break the news. Alexa’s heart raced with fear of her parents’ reaction, but holding Mark’s hand under the table made her feel ready to face it.

Her old life was truly over, and she was finally ready to step fully into the new one.


Chapter 14: The New Normal

The small white pill sat in Alexa’s palm like a tiny pink promise.

She stood in the master bathroom, dressed in a soft cream lingerie set with matching robe, staring at her reflection. Mark stood behind her, hands gently resting on her waist, while Emily leaned against the doorframe with a proud smile.

“First dose,” Emily said softly. “Oestrogen and blockers. This is the real beginning, sweetheart.”

Alexa’s hand trembled slightly as she brought the pill to her mouth. Her heart raced with a mix of fear and excitement. She swallowed it with a sip of water.

Mark kissed the side of her neck. “Good girl. I can’t wait to watch you bloom.”

The drive to their parents’ house later that afternoon felt heavy with anticipation. Alexa sat in the back seat, wearing a modest but clearly feminine outfit, a soft pastel blouse, fitted jeans, and subtle makeup. Her hands kept fidgeting in her lap.

Halfway there, Emily turned in her seat, her expression more serious than usual.

“Before we get there… there’s something I need to tell you, Alexa.”

Alexa looked up.

Emily took a deep breath. “The expulsion… it wasn’t random. I orchestrated it. I had friends in the university admissions and disciplinary office. I planted the messages. I encouraged Lauren to make the complaint.”

Alexa stared at her sister in shock. “You… you ruined my life? On purpose?”

Emily nodded. “Mark kept talking about you. For months. He’d say how much he fancied you, how he wanted you, how he could see the perfect little sissy wife in you. He begged me to bring you home somehow. So I made it happen. I set everything up.”

Alexa’s eyes filled with tears. “You both… planned this?”

Mark glanced at her in the rear-view mirror, his voice gentle. “I did. I’m sorry for the pain, but I wanted you so badly. I still do.”

Alexa sat in stunned silence for a long moment, anger and betrayal surging through her. But as she looked at Mark, the man who had loved her, guided her, and made her feel truly desired, the rage slowly ebbed.

Her life now was infinitely better than the lonely, directionless one she’d had before. She was happier. She was herself.

She let out a shaky breath.

“I’m hurt,” she whispered. “Really hurt. But… I forgive you. Both of you. My life is better now. I’m happier as Alexa. So… I forgive you.”

Emily reached back and squeezed her hand tightly, visibly relieved. Mark’s eyes shone with love and gratitude.

“Thank you, sweetheart,” he said softly.

Emily smiled. “We’re almost there. Ready?”

Alexa took a deep breath and nodded.

“Yes. I’m ready.”

The car pulled up outside their parents’ house just as the sun was beginning to set. Alexa’s heart was pounding so hard she could feel it in her throat. Mark gave her hand a reassuring squeeze from the driver’s seat.

“Together,” he whispered. “We’ve got this.”

Emily led the way to the front door. Their mother, Susan, opened it with a bright but slightly wary smile. Their father, David, stood behind her, looking as stern and reserved as ever.

“Emily! Mark! And… Alex?” Susan’s smile faltered as she took in Alexa’s appearance, the soft feminine blouse, subtle makeup, longer styled hair, and the unmistakable feminine shape of her body.

They moved into the living room. After awkward hugs and small talk about tea, Emily took charge.

“Mum, Dad… we have a lot to tell you. Please sit down.”

The next twenty minutes were intense.

Emily started with the truth about the expulsion, how it had been orchestrated. Then she moved to the real story: Alexa had been living with them, had discovered her true self, and was now transitioning. She explained that Alexa was no longer Alex. She was their daughter now.

Mark took over, voice steady and proud. “Alexa and I are in love. We’re getting married. I’m divorcing Emily so I can be with her properly.”

Alexa’s voice was small but clear when she finally spoke the words out loud for the first time:

“I’m gay. And I’m happy. I’m in love with Mark… and I want to be his wife.”

The room fell deathly silent.

Susan’s face crumpled. Tears filled her eyes almost immediately. “No… no, this can’t be right. My son… my baby boy. What have they done to you?” She looked at Emily with betrayal. “How could you let this happen? Turning him into… into this?”

She stood up, shaking. “I need some air,” she whispered, voice breaking, before hurrying out of the room.

David, however, stayed seated. He looked at Alexa for a long time, really looked at her. Then, surprisingly, the corners of his mouth twitched upward into a small, almost knowing smile.

“Well,” he said slowly, “I can’t say I’m not shocked. This is… a lot to take in.” He glanced toward the kitchen where Susan had gone, then back at the three of them. “But I’ve never seen you look this comfortable in your own skin, son… sorry, Alexa. If this is who you really are, and you’re happy… then I’ll support you.”

There was something in his eyes, a quiet understanding, almost relief, that made Alexa wonder what secrets her father might be carrying himself. He didn’t elaborate, but the warmth in his voice was genuine.

David stood and pulled Alexa into a surprisingly tight hug. “You’ve always been a good kid. If Mark makes you happy… then that’s what matters.”

As they embraced, David’s hand slid down Alexa’s back. His fingers brushed against the waistband of her jeans and slipped just underneath, finding the delicate fragment of satin and lace from her panties. Alexa froze as she felt her father’s fingertips trace gently along the feminine edge, exploring the soft material for a brief, lingering moment. A shiver ran through her.

They pulled back slightly and shared a look. David’s face flushed deep red with embarrassment. He quickly withdrew his hand and stepped away, clearing his throat awkwardly.

Alexa’s eyes flicked downward for a split second and noticed the unmistakable bulge of an erection straining against the front of her father’s trousers.

Susan eventually returned, still upset but calmer. The conversation continued for another hour, painful, emotional, full of questions and some raised voices, but by the end, while Susan was clearly struggling, she didn’t reject Alexa outright.

As they left that evening, Alexa felt exhausted but lighter. The truth was out. The last major bridge had been crossed.

In the car on the way home, Mark pulled her into his arms in the backseat while Emily drove.

“You were so brave,” he whispered, kissing her softly. “My beautiful wife-to-be.”

Alexa smiled through her tears, resting her head on his shoulder. For the first time in her life, she felt completely free.

Two days later, the doorbell rang unexpectedly in the early evening.

Mia (fully glammed up in a tight black latex dress and heels) answered the door and paused for a second.

It was David.

“I… I wanted to make sure Alexa was okay after Susan’s outburst the other night,” David said, shifting his weight nervously from foot to foot. His voice was a little hoarse, his hands fidgeting at his sides. “Can I come in?”

Mia stepped aside with a knowing little smile, letting him enter.

David walked into the living room and stopped dead when he saw Alexa standing there. She was wearing a very sexy pink satin gypsy-wench crop-top, the soft shiny material lined with delicate white lace along the low neckline and hem. It clung to her smooth chest and only just covered the bottom of her budding breasts. Below that was a tiny pink satin slip skirt that barely reached mid-thigh, swishing around her legs and revealing the tops of her sheer stockings and suspender belt with every small movement.

David’s eyes widened, drinking in the sight. His breathing visibly quickened. A flush crept up his neck.

“Alexa…” he breathed, voice thick.

She stepped forward, suddenly self-conscious but also strangely excited. “Hi, Dad.”

David pulled her into a hug. This time it was tighter, more lingering. His hands started on her back but slowly slid lower. His fingers found the hem of the tiny satin skirt and slipped underneath, tracing the delicate lace edge of her pink panties with tentative, exploratory touches.

Alexa shivered as she felt her father’s fingertips gently play along the satin and lace, stroking the waistband, then drifting lower to cup one of her smooth, rounded bum cheeks. He squeezed softly at first, then more confidently, his palm kneading the flesh as he pulled her body flush against his.

She could clearly feel his growing erection pressing hard against her through his trousers, thick and insistent.

David’s breath hitched. He was visibly nervous, cheeks burning red, but his hand kept moving with increasing boldness. His fingers played teasingly with the lace edges, tracing patterns, slipping just under the waistband at the back before sliding back down to squeeze her arse again.

Mia noticed everything. A sly, delighted smile spread across her glossy lips as she stepped closer, pressing herself gently against both of them from the side. One of her hands rubbed slow circles on David’s back while the other stroked Alexa’s waist encouragingly.

Just then, Emily walked in from the kitchen carrying a glass of wine. She stopped, taking in the charged scene, her father’s hand possessively cupping her little sister’s barely-covered bottom, the obvious bulge in his trousers, and the way Alexa was trembling with confused arousal.

Instead of shock, a slow, very pleased smile spread across Emily’s face as she watched.

David’s lips brushed against Alexa’s neck, first with small, hesitant pecks, almost testing the waters. Then the kisses grew longer, more lingering, hotter. He kissed along her jaw, then lower, sucking gently on the sensitive skin just below her ear. His hand continued its playful exploration under her skirt, fingers tracing the lace, squeezing, kneading, growing steadily more confident.

Alexa stood there frozen, her mind spinning with confusion and raw horniness. This was her father. Yet her caged clitty was straining painfully in its pink prison, her hole clenching around the plug, and soft little whimpers kept escaping her lips.

Emily stepped forward gracefully, leaning in close to David’s ear while he continued kissing her daughter’s neck.

“You should fuck her, Dad,” she whispered, voice low and seductive.

David suddenly straightened up, his nervousness evaporating in an instant. Something shifted in his eyes, a dominant, hungry gleam that none of them had expected.

He grabbed Alexa’s wrist with one strong hand and Emily’s with the other, his grip firm and commanding.

“Upstairs,” he said, voice low and authoritative. “Now.”

Alexa let out a surprised gasp as her father pulled her toward the stairs. Emily’s cheeks flushed bright red for a moment, clearly caught off guard by this new side of her father, but then a dark, excited grin spread across her face as she glanced at Alexa.

Mia followed close behind, giggling with delight at the sudden turn of events.

David led them straight into the master bedroom, his steps purposeful. Once inside, he released their wrists and closed the door with a decisive click. He looked at all three of them, his transformed son-turned-daughter in her tiny pink satin outfit, his dominant daughter Emily, and Mia in her latex, with clear, growing hunger.

“On the bed, both of you,” he ordered Alexa and Emily, his voice gaining confidence with every word.

Alexa’s heart hammered wildly as she climbed onto the big bed on her hands and knees, her tiny satin skirt riding up to expose her lace panties and the base of the plug. Emily followed, blushing but visibly aroused, positioning herself beside her little sister.

Mia leaned against the doorframe, watching with a thrilled smile, one hand idly playing with the hem of her latex dress.

David stepped closer, his erection obvious and straining against his trousers. He ran a hand up Alexa’s smooth thigh, pushing the tiny skirt higher, then did the same to Emily, clearly savouring the power shift in the room.

“You’ve all been keeping quite the secret from me,” he murmured, voice thick with arousal. “Now it’s time I got properly introduced to the real family.”

Emily grinned darkly at Alexa, her eyes sparkling with wicked excitement as she whispered, “Looks like Daddy’s finally come out to play…”

Alexa shivered with a confusing mix of nervousness and intense arousal, completely overwhelmed by her father’s sudden dominant presence.

David’s sudden dominance filled the room like electricity. He stood tall, looking down at the three of them with dark, hungry eyes.

“On your knees,” he ordered, voice rough with arousal. “All three of you. In front of me.”

Alexa, Emily, and Mia obediently sank to the floor in front of him. Alexa’s tiny pink satin skirt rode up as she knelt, exposing her lace-covered bum. Emily knelt beside her, still in her elegant blouse and skirt, while Mia gracefully lowered herself in her tight latex dress.

David unzipped his trousers and pulled out his thick, hard cock. It was impressive, veiny and heavy. He gripped it at the base and guided it toward their faces.

Without hesitation, all three leaned in.

Alexa took the head into her warm mouth, sucking gently while Emily licked and sucked along the shaft. Mia moved lower, lavishing attention on his heavy balls, sucking one into her mouth before moving even further back to rim his arse with eager, wet strokes of her tongue.

David groaned deeply, one hand resting on Alexa’s head, the other on Emily’s. “Fuck… that’s good. My girls…”

The room filled with wet, obscene sounds, slurping, licking, soft moans. Alexa bobbed her head, taking more of her father’s cock into her throat while Emily kissed and licked around her lips, sharing the shaft. Mia’s tongue worked enthusiastically between his cheeks, making David’s thighs tremble.

After several intense minutes, David pulled back, breathing hard.

“On the bed,” he commanded. “All of you. On your hands and knees, side by side.”

The three of them climbed onto the big bed, kneeling in a row, Alexa in the middle, Emily on her left, Mia on her right. Their arses were presented beautifully: Alexa in her tiny pink satin skirt flipped up, Emily’s skirt hiked up, and Mia’s latex dress pulled over her hips.

David moved behind them, stroking his slick cock. He started with Alexa, pushing into her well-trained hole with a deep groan. She moaned loudly as he fucked her with several firm thrusts. Then he pulled out and moved to Emily, sliding into his daughter’s pussy, making her gasp and push back against him. After a few strokes he switched again, this time burying himself in Mia’s arse.

He went back and forth between the three of them, fucking each for a little while before moving to the next. The room echoed with their moans and giggles.

“Oh god, Dad…” Alexa whimpered as he thrust into her again.

Emily laughed breathlessly, pushing back. “Harder, Daddy…”

Mia giggled sluttily. “Yes, Sir… use your girls…”

David’s confidence grew with every moan. He gripped hips, slapped arses, and moved between them with increasing rhythm, enjoying the wet, willing bodies lined up for him.

The three sissies moaned and giggled together, completely lost in the filthy family dynamic, as David claimed each of them in turn.

David was lost in the rhythm, thrusting back and forth between the three willing bodies on the bed. The room was filled with moans, wet slapping sounds, and heavy breathing.

Emily, flushed and clearly loving her father’s newfound dominance, looked back over her shoulder with a wicked, breathless smile.

“Cum in Alexa or Mia, Dad,” she gasped between thrusts. “I’m most fertile right now… I missed my pills the other day.”

The words hit David like a lightning bolt. His eyes widened with raw lust and his thrusts into Emily grew suddenly harder, deeper, almost feral.

“Fuck…” he growled, gripping her hips tightly as he pounded her. “You want me to breed you?”

Emily moaned loudly, pushing back against him. Alexa and Mia moved in closer, each taking one of Emily’s full DD breasts into their mouths, sucking and licking her nipples eagerly while David fucked her harder.

Emily’s moans grew louder, turning into desperate cries. Her body trembled as the pleasure built rapidly.

“Oh god… Daddy… please…” she begged, voice breaking. “Cum in me! Breed me! Fill your daughter up!”

David grinned savagely, his hips slamming against her arse with powerful strokes.

“That’s what you want? You want your father to breed you?” he growled. “Then take it.”

Alexa and Mia encouraged him eagerly, still sucking on Emily’s tits.

“Do it, Dad,” Alexa moaned around a nipple. “Breed her.”

“Fill her up,” Mia added sluttily, reaching back to squeeze David’s balls. “Give her a baby.”

David’s pace became brutal. He fucked Emily with everything he had, grunting with effort.

Just then, Mia moved behind him. She pressed her body against his back and guided her cock to his arse, pushing inside him in one smooth thrust.

David let out a deep, surprised groan as Mia started fucking him while he fucked Emily. The chain reaction was overwhelming.

With a loud, primal roar, David buried himself as deep as possible inside his daughter and came hard, flooding her womb with thick, heavy spurts of cum. Emily cried out in ecstasy, her own orgasm crashing over her as she was bred by her father.

The four of them stayed locked together for a long moment, panting and trembling.

Emily looked back with a satisfied, glowing smile, her voice soft and content.

“Good girl… I mean… good Daddy.”

The room was heavy with the scent of sex and sweat. Emily was still panting, trembling from her orgasm, when reality suddenly crashed down on her.

Her eyes widened in panic.

“Oh god… the pill,” she whispered, voice shaky. “I need to get the morning after pill. Right now. I can’t… I missed my pills and you just…”

David leaned over her, still buried deep inside her, and kissed her firmly on the mouth, cutting off her words. When he pulled back, his expression was calm but intensely dominant.

“Don’t bother,” he said quietly.

Emily stared at him, confused and still breathing hard. “What? Why?”

David smiled, slow and possessive, as he gave her a lazy thrust, making her gasp.

“You’ll divorce Mia, sure,” he murmured, stroking her hair almost tenderly. “But you’re not marrying that other guy. You’re going to be my slut from now on. Living right here with them. You’re going to bring me pretty little sissies to play with whenever I want. I’ll leave your mother, I’ve been sick of her for years anyway, and I’ll move in here with all of you.”

Horror flashed across Emily’s face. Her eyes went wide with shock and disbelief.

“Dad… you can’t be serious. This is… this is insane…”

David cut her off by starting to fuck her again, slow, deep, and deliberate strokes. His cock was already hardening again inside her cum-filled pussy.

Emily’s protest melted into a broken moan. Her body betrayed her almost instantly, hips pushing back against him despite the panic in her eyes.

David grinned down at her, gripping her hips tighter.

“Say it,” he growled softly. “Tell me you understand.”

Emily’s resistance crumbled under the steady, powerful thrusts. Her face flushed deeper, eyes glazing over with reluctant pleasure. After a few more strokes, she reached up, grabbed the back of his neck, and pulled him down into a fierce, hungry kiss.

“Fuck it,” she gasped against his lips, voice breaking with lust. “Fine… I’ll be your slut, Daddy.”

David laughed darkly and started fucking her harder, the wet sounds of their bodies filling the room again. Alexa and Mia watched with wide, aroused eyes as the power dynamics in the family shifted once more, permanently.

The new normal had just become even more twisted.


Epilogue

Six months later, the sprawling suburban house had become a den of beautifully depraved harmony.

Alexa stood in front of the full-length mirror in the master bedroom, turning slowly to admire herself. The hormones had done beautiful work. Her breasts had grown into full, perky C-cups, soft, sensitive, and constantly straining against the tiny hot-pink micro bikini top she wore. Her waist had narrowed dramatically while her hips had widened into a lush, fuckable curve. Long platinum-blonde extensions cascaded down her back, and her face had been perfectly bimbo-fied with fillers, permanent makeup, and long lashes.

She was dressed like the whorish gay bimbo slut she had fully become: a tiny pink satin micro skirt that barely covered the bottom of her plump arse, a matching lace-trimmed crop top that left most of her underboob exposed, white thigh-high stockings with little bows, and clear 6-inch stripper heels. Her pink cage was visible beneath the skirt, and a thick plug kept her constantly ready.

Mia, who had completely abandoned any trace of her “Mark” persona, sauntered up behind her in an even sluttier black latex micro dress. Her makeup was dramatic and flawless, long black hair flowing. She pressed against Alexa from behind, hands greedily groping her growing tits.

“Look at you, baby,” Mia purred, kissing her neck. “Such a perfect bimbo fuckdoll. I can’t wait until those tits are even bigger for our wedding.”

Alexa giggled and leaned back into her. “I want them huge, Mistress Mia. Big fake whore tits to fill out my wedding dress properly.”

Downstairs, the household had settled into its new reality.

Emily had gone through with the wedding to Daniel three months earlier, but it was all a sham. Daniel was another naturally submissive man Emily had chosen specifically to break and sissify, just like she had done with Mark and Alexa. He knew the truth: the marriage was temporary, a public façade. The real plan was to gradually humiliate and transform him into a pathetic sissy slut just like the others. He already spent most nights locked in chastity and dressed in frilly lingerie, eagerly serving the household.

David had come clean to Susan. To everyone’s surprise, Susan hadn’t left. She had confessed she wanted to watch, and occasionally participate. She now visited regularly to see her husband dominate and fuck her transformed children.

Emily had taken the morning after pill the day after that wild night with her father. Logic had won out. She wasn’t ready for a baby yet, not until she had fully broken Daniel and turned him into her perfect sissy plaything.

Alexa turned in Mia’s arms and kissed her deeply, their tongues dancing. She had never been happier. The shy university boy felt like a distant nightmare. She was Alexa now, a proud, brainless, bimbo gay sissy slut who lived to be used, loved, and shown off.

Mia smiled against her lips. “Come on, princess. Daniel is waiting downstairs in his new maid outfit. Emily wants us to help train him tonight. And your dad texted, he and Mum are coming over later to watch.”

Alexa let out a soft, excited giggle, her caged clitty twitching.

Later that evening, the front door slammed open with a thunderous bang that rattled the pictures on the walls.

Susan stormed in like a hurricane of pure sadistic fury. She had fully embraced her dark side over the past months, transforming from the quiet, traditional mother into a loud, violently dominant, sadistic goddess who revelled in breaking every single one of them. Her outfit was pure dominance, a tight black leather corset that pushed up her heavy breasts, a short leather skirt, and thigh-high boots with sharp heels that clicked like gunshots on the hardwood floor.

“Where the fuck are my worthless sissy bitches?” she bellowed, her voice loud and commanding enough to echo through the entire house. “Get your pathetic asses in here right now!”

David followed behind her, a calm, satisfied smirk on his face as he closed the door.

All five of them immediately dropped to their knees in the living room in perfect formation, Alexa in her tiny pink satin gypsy-wench crop top and micro skirt, Mia in skin-tight black latex, Emily in an elegant but revealing dress, and Daniel (already trembling in his frilly pink maid uniform and tight chastity cage) kneeling beside them.

Susan marched straight up to the line of kneeling sluts, her heavy boots stopping inches from Alexa’s face.

“Look at you pathetic fucking creatures,” she snarled loudly, her voice dripping with contempt. “On your knees like the disgusting cumrags you are.”

She started with Emily, grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her head back viciously. “You think marrying that snivelling little worm Daniel makes you special?” She slapped Emily hard across the face, the crack echoing. “You’re still my daughter, and you’re still nothing but a worthless hole for me to use.”

Emily gasped, a bright red handprint blooming on her cheek, but her eyes were already glazing over with masochistic lust. “Yes, Mummy… I’m sorry…”

Susan moved to Mia next, kicking her knees apart and stomping one sharp heel down on Mia’s caged clitty, grinding it cruelly. Mia cried out in pain but stayed in position. “And you. My former son-in-law turned cock-hungry whore. Still think you’re clever?”

“No, Mistress Susan!” Mia whimpered.

Then Susan turned to Alexa. She grabbed her by the throat and hauled her up roughly, squeezing until Alexa’s face turned pink.

“And you… my disgusting little bimbo faggot,” Susan growled right in her face. “With your growing tits and your pathetic leaking clitty. I heard someone mention castration the other day. Maybe it’s time we made that permanent. What do you think, you worthless sissy?”

Alexa whimpered in terror, but her caged clitty twitched hard.

Susan suddenly shoved Alexa onto her back on the floor. She lifted one heavy boot and slowly placed the sharp heel directly on Alexa’s shrinking, caged balls.

“Time to pop these useless little things,” Susan said with a cruel smile.

Alexa’s eyes widened in panic. “Please… Mummy… no…”

Susan pressed down harder, her full weight slowly crushing Alexa’s balls against the hard floor. Alexa screamed, her body convulsing in agony as the pressure built. The cage bit painfully into her flesh as Susan ground her heel down with sadistic delight.

Crack.

A sickening pop echoed as one testicle gave way under the brutal pressure. Alexa let out a blood-curdling scream, tears streaming down her face. Susan laughed loudly and kept pressing, crushing the second one with deliberate slowness until it too popped under her heel.

Alexa convulsed on the floor, sobbing and whimpering, her body shaking violently from the excruciating pain.

Susan lifted her boot, admiring the flattened ruin between Alexa’s legs with a satisfied grin. “There we go. No more useless boy parts for you. Just a smooth little eunuch cunt from now on.”

The room was silent except for Alexa’s broken sobs. Emily and Mia watched with a mix of horror and arousal. Daniel whimpered quietly in his maid outfit.

Susan stepped back, breathing heavily with excitement. “Now… all of you. On the bed. I’m going to use every single one of you tonight until you’re broken and begging.”

What followed was hours of brutal, loud, and merciless domination. Susan fucked, slapped, whipped, and degraded all of them without mercy, Emily included. She made them thank her for every strike, every degradation, every violation.

By the end of the night, all four sissies were a wrecked, cum-covered, sobbing mess on the bed, while Susan stood over them like a triumphant evil queen, laughing loudly.

David watched with dark pride, knowing his wife had finally become the monster they all secretly needed.

Hours later, the bedroom had become a battlefield of sweat, cum, and broken moans.

David had Emily bent over the edge of the bed, fucking her with brutal, animalistic force. His hips slammed against her arse with loud, wet smacks as he railed her soaked pussy without mercy. Emily’s screams filled the room, raw, hoarse, and completely overwhelmed.

“Fuuuuck! Daddy!” she wailed as David grabbed a fistful of her auburn hair and yanked her head back violently. Her neck bent backwards at a harsh angle, her back arched obscenely as he used her like a fucktoy.

“That’s right,” David growled, pounding her even harder. “Take your father’s cock, you filthy slut.”

Susan stood beside the bed, watching with a wide, cruel smile on her face. She was completely naked except for her thigh-high boots, lazily stroking her own wet pussy as she enjoyed the sight of her husband destroying their daughter.

Emily’s eyes were rolling back, drool slipping from her open mouth as another orgasm ripped through her. Her body shook violently, squirting around David’s thick cock.

Susan stepped closer, holding up a small packet of morning-after pills she had taken from Emily’s bag earlier. She dangled them in front of Emily’s tear-streaked, pleasure-drunk face.

“Look at these, darling,” Susan said sweetly, her voice dripping with evil amusement. “Your little anticonception pills.”

Emily’s eyes widened in hazy panic, but she couldn’t speak, only moan as David continued brutally fucking her.

Susan grinned wider and crushed the packet in her fist, letting the pills fall uselessly to the floor.

“I want grandchildren,” Susan purred, stroking Emily’s hair almost tenderly while David railed her. “And Daddy wants more children. Two birds… one stone.”

She leaned down and kissed Emily’s forehead gently as David slammed into her especially hard.

Emily let out a broken, sobbing moan of overwhelmed pleasure and submission.

Susan smiled serenely at the sight.

“Good girl. Now take your father’s seed like the breeding whore you were always meant to be.”

David roared and buried himself to the hilt inside his daughter, pumping her full of thick, potent cum as Emily screamed in ecstasy, her body convulsing.

Susan watched with pure satisfaction, gently stroking Emily’s back as she was bred.

The family was finally whole. Twisted. Depraved. Complete.

And happier than they had ever been.
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