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The morning sun streamed through the curtains as I slowly stirred from my slumber. I blinked a few times, reluctant to wake up. In fact, the days when I felt ready to take on the challenges ahead were few and far between.

Beside me, Fiona lay sleeping peacefully, her long chestnut hair fanned out across the pillow. I watched her for a moment, admiring the graceful lines of her face and the gentle rise and fall of her chest. Even after all these years, she still took my breath away.

She was addictive, plain and simple. Spending time with her, any amount of it, always brought me joy.

Rolling out of bed quietly so as not to wake her, I padded over to the ensuite bathroom and started my morning routine. I took off my pajamas, not wanting to look at myself in the mirror. I didn't like my body. I wanted to change it fully. And maybe, with some luck, it would happen one day.

As the hot water cascaded over my body, I thought back to the previous evening. Fiona and I had had a lovely dinner with some of her business associates. She was in her element, holding court at the table and charming everyone with her wit and intelligence. She had caught my attention immediately. I knew I wanted her to think she could have all of me.

I, on the other hand, felt a bit like a fish out of water. While I was proud of my wife's accomplishments and enjoyed being by her side, these social engagements often left me feeling inadequate. Fiona came from a world of power and privilege that was foreign to me, a working-class kid who had clawed his way up the ladder through sheer determination.

After drying off and dressing in a crisp shirt and slacks, I made my way downstairs to the kitchen. And just like before, I still felt inadequate. I wanted to be a woman. I wanted to be dressed just like one.

The aroma of freshly brewed coffee filled the air as I prepared breakfast for Fiona and myself. She always appreciated my efforts, even though she was usually too busy to linger over morning meals. Hopefully that would change one day, when we didn't have to work anymore.

As I set the plates on the table, I heard her footsteps on the stairs. A moment later, she appeared, looking radiant in a tailored suit that hugged her curves in all the right places. She took my breath away immediately, and I was already hard.

"Good morning, handsome," she greeted me with a kiss on the cheek before taking a seat and digging into her breakfast. "I have an early meeting this morning, so I'll have to eat and run."

I nodded understandingly, used to her hectic schedule. I had already kind of expected she was going to say that. It was no surprise at all.

"I'm interviewing for a new position today myself," I mentioned casually. "It's a bit of a long shot, but I think it could be good for my career."

Fiona looked up at me with a proud smile. "That's wonderful, Liam. You deserve to spread your wings a bit more. I know you've been feeling stifled lately."

Her perceptiveness caught me off guard. I had been grappling with a sense of dissatisfaction, but hadn't realized it was so apparent. Even though she was my wife, there were some things about me I didn't want her to know. Apparently, it was not a very well-kept secret.

After Fiona hurried off to her meeting, I finished my breakfast and headed out for my own interview. The company was a major tech firm downtown, and the position they were offering was in their IT department. It was a significant step up from my current job, with better pay and more opportunities for advancement.

To say I was excited would be a huge understatement. I was beyond excited; I was thrilled at the idea of working there.

As I rode the subway to the office tower, I found myself thinking about Connor. He was a childhood friend of mine who had gone on to become a hugely successful tech mogul himself. We hadn't seen each other in years, but I had always admired his drive and ambition.

Lost in thought, I nearly missed my stop. Hurrying out of the station, I made my way to the sleek glass building that housed the company. It was kind of imposing, really. That big thing over there didn't seem very welcoming.

After checking in with security, I rode up to the executive floor where the interviews were being held. I was a nervous wreck. Whatever happened, I just hoped to do my best.

As I stepped off the elevator, I was greeted by a stunning receptionist who ushered me to a waiting area. I tried not to let my nerves show as I waited for my turn, but my palms were sweaty and my heart was racing. I wasn't very good at hiding my feelings, as evidenced by Fiona's perception of what was going on in my head.

Suddenly, the door burst open and a tall, imposing figure strode out. I looked up in surprise—it was Connor! He had aged well, with a chiseled jawline and piercing eyes that seemed to look right through me. And in that moment, even though I knew it wasn't appropriate, I wanted to be his.

"Liam? Is that really you?" He exclaimed, a wide grin spreading across his face. To be honest, I was surprised he recognized me; I hadn't thought he would.

I stood up on shaky legs, stunned by the unexpected reunion. "Connor! Wow, it's been so long. You look amazing."

He clasped my hand firmly, his grip strong and confident. He was already making me feel small before that, and after doing so, he made me feel even smaller.

"And you haven't changed a bit. Still as handsome as ever." His eyes raked over me appreciatively before he seemed to catch himself. "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have said that. It's just so good to see you again after all these years."

I laughed nervously, feeling flustered by his compliment. I couldn't have felt any differently about it.

"It's okay, I don't mind. It's great to see you too."

Connor grinned, his eyes twinkling with mischief. "So, what brings you here today? Are you interviewing for a job?"

I nodded, trying to regain my composure. I didn't want to look like a fool in front of him.

"Yeah, I'm hoping to land a position in the IT department. It would be a big step up for me."

"Well, I'm sure you'll do great," he said, giving me some encouragement. "You were always whip-smart with computers back in school. I bet you've only gotten better with age."

I blushed at his praise, feeling a warmth spread through my chest. "Thanks, Connor. That means a lot coming from you. You always were the ambitious one."

He chuckled, running a hand through his styled hair. "Well, I like to think I've made good on that ambition. Running this company has been a dream come true."

"I'm really proud of you," I said. And I felt other things about him, too. Raunchier, spicier things that I couldn't say. "You've done so well for yourself. I always knew you would."

Connor's expression softened, and he placed a hand on my shoulder. The touch sent a jolt of electricity through me. Did he do it on purpose? No, I didn't think so. Why would he have done it, anyway?

"And what about you, Liam? What else have you been up to since we last saw each other?"

I hesitated, not sure how much I wanted to reveal. But looking into his intense gaze, I found myself wanting to open up to him. Not to mention, he wouldn't leave satisfied without the whole truth.

"Well, I got married a few years back. To Fiona, actually."

His eyebrows shot up in surprise. "Fiona? As in Fiona Gallagher, the business tycoon? Wow, Liam, that's impressive. She's an incredible woman. I'm really so proud of you."

I nodded, feeling a swell of pride. "Yeah, she is. We're really happy together."

She was happier with me than I was with her, though. But I didn't say that. I didn't want him to worry.

Connor studied me for a moment, his head tilted to the side. "But you don't seem completely content, do you? I know that look in your eyes."

Oh, shit. He knew. I never stood a chance hiding anything from him, did I?

I swallowed hard, shocked by his perceptiveness. No one had ever been able to see through me like that before. "What do you mean?"

He shrugged, his hand still resting on my shoulder. The heat of his palm seeped into my skin, making me shiver slightly. "You know what I mean, Liam. We were best friends for years. I can tell when something's not quite right with you."

I looked away, feeling extra vulnerable under his penetrating gaze. He was right; I wasn't fully happy, but I had never admitted that out loud before. "It's just... complicated," I said evasively. And I hoped he was going to drop the subject so I didn't have to keep talking about it. It made me so uncomfortable.

Connor squeezed my shoulder gently, urging me to look at him again. When I did, I saw concern and understanding in his eyes. "Talk to me, Liam. I'm here for you, no matter what."

I took a deep breath, my heart pounding in my chest. I knew I shouldn't say anything, but Connor's presence was so comforting and familiar that I found myself wanting to confide in him. "I think... I think I might be gay," I whispered, the words feeling foreign on my tongue.

Well, to be honest, it was a bit more complicated than that, but for now, what I said was sufficient.

Connor didn't react with shock or disgust, as I had feared he might. Instead, he simply nodded, as if it was no big revelation at all. "Okay. And how does that make you feel?"

I blinked at him in surprise, taken aback by his calm acceptance. Most people wouldn't have reacted that way at all.

"It... it makes me feel confused and scared," I admitted, my voice trembling slightly. "I've been married to Fiona for years, but I've never felt fully satisfied with our relationship."

Connor listened without blinking not even a single time, his expression one of empathy and understanding. "I see. Well, Liam, I want you to know that there's nothing wrong with being gay."

I shook my head, feeling tears prick the corners of my eyes. "But how can I tell Fiona? She's always been so good to me, and I don't want to hurt her."
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Connor gripped my wrist firmly, his thumb brushing over the sensitive skin there. He was going to say something important; I just knew it. It was going to be something I couldn't even imagine.

"Come with me," he said, his voice low and urgent as he began pulling me down a hallway. For what reason?

"Wait, Connor, what are you doing?" I protested weakly, stumbling after him. He was so strong and forceful that it was impossible to resist. I couldn't stop him, though to be honest, I didn't really want to.

"There's something I need to tell you," he replied without looking back at me. "We can't talk about this out in the open."

What was he thinking? I couldn't help but wonder. Whatever it was, it might change my life in such a way that it would be unrecognizable.

My heart raced as he led me into a private office and shut the door firmly behind us. The space was luxurious, with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city skyline. But my attention was fixed solely on Connor. It couldn't be any different.

"What's going on?" I asked, trying to keep the tremor out of my voice. I had no idea what he could possibly want to tell me in private.

Connor turned to face me, his expression serious and intense. He reached out and grasped my shoulders, his fingers digging into my muscles. "Liam, there's something about Fiona you need to know."

"What thing?" I asked, my mind spinning with confusion. What did he know that I didn't?

He leaned in closer, his breath hot against my ear as he murmured, "I know she's always wanted to feminize the right person. That's why she married you, isn't it? Because you're young and naive and she knew she could mold you into whatever she wanted. I know a lot about her."

I gasped, feeling the blood drain from my face. It was true, but I had never admitted that out loud before. How did he know? I didn't know he and Fiona knew each other. How deep was their relationship?

Connor pulled back slightly, his eyes searching mine. "Fiona is into femdom, Liam. She really wants a submissive young man she can dominate and control. And she's chosen you to be that man."

I shook my head in disbelief, but even as I denied it, I could feel my body reacting to his words. A thrill of arousal shot through me at the thought of being dominated by Fiona. I had always wanted it to happen, but I had always been afraid too. And to tell the truth, I still was.

"No, that's not true," I insisted, but my voice was weak and unconvincing. I knew right away that lying to him wasn't going to work. He was shrewd and could pick up on body language cues with ease.

Connor smirked knowingly. "You can deny it all you want, but we both know it's the truth. And deep down, you want it too, don't you? You want to be a pretty little sissy for Fiona."

I shuddered at his crude words, feeling my cock twitch in my pants. I never thought he would say something like that to my face. I had always believed he was too well-mannered.

But he was right; the idea of being feminized and dominated did excite me on some level. Not just that—the mere possibility of it happening made me feel like I could be reborn.

And yet, I couldn't admit that out loud, especially to Connor, who I didn't know well anymore. "I... I don't know what you're talking about," I stammered, looking away from his penetrating gaze. It didn't make me feel less nervous.

Connor chuckled darkly, his hand sliding down my arm to grasp my wrist again. He yanked me closer, until our bodies were pressed together intimately. I could feel his junk pressing against my body.

"You're lying, and we both know it," he growled, his erection pressing insistently against my hip. "You're already getting hard just thinking about being a sissy slut for Fiona."

I moaned softly, unable to deny the evidence of my own arousal. My cock was rock hard now, straining against the confines of my pants.

I squirmed uncomfortably under Connor's intense gaze, my face burning with embarrassment and arousal. I couldn't believe he had figured me out so easily, like it was the most natural thing in the world. But then again, lying to him wasn't easy. Most people who knew him would say it was almost impossible. It was like that when we still saw each other every day.

"I... I don't know what you're talking about," I stammered, trying to pull away from him, but his grip on my wrist was unyielding. He held me firmly in place, his eyes boring into mine with an almost hypnotic intensity.

"I don't like repeating myself, but you are really lying," he said calmly, not a trace of accusation in his voice. It was more like a simple statement of fact. "And we both know it. You've always been a terrible liar."

I swallowed hard, feeling trapped and exposed. Connor had always been able to see right through me, even when we were little. I shouldn't have even tried to deceive him.

"You're wrong," I insisted weakly, but my voice cracked slightly on the last word, betraying my uncertainty. Lying didn't come easy to me most of the time. "Fiona and I... we have a normal marriage. She doesn't want me to be some kind of sissy slut. Don't imagine absurd things."

Connor smirked, his thumb rubbing slow circles on the inside of my wrist. It sent little sparks of electricity zinging up my arm. Despite the years we spent apart, he was still behaving as if we had the same intimacy.

"No? Then why did she marry you in the first place?" He asked without mincing words. "You're young and naive, Liam. Easy to mold. She saw that and wanted to shape you into her perfect little plaything. Even when we were younger, I knew that about you. Everybody knew, in fact."

I shuddered at his crude words, but I couldn't deny the thrill of excitement they provoked deep in my core. He was hitting a little too close to home with this one.

"That's not true," I whispered in my defense, but my erection strained almost painfully against my zipper, negating my feeble protest. Connor noticed, his eyes flicking down to the prominent bulge before returning to mine with a smug grin. I felt equal parts annoyed and aroused by that. Fuck.

"You really are a terrible liar," he murmured, stepping even closer so that our bodies were flush together. I could feel the heat radiating off of him and the hardness of his own arousal pressed firmly against my hip. "You're getting more turned on by the second just thinking about being dominated."

And I still couldn't believe that the friend I hadn't seen in ages was talking to me like that. It felt almost like a dream, even though I knew it was happening for real.

"No..." The word came out as barely a whimper, my resolve crumbling under Connor's relentless assault. I wanted to keep denying it, but he was right. The idea of submitting to Fiona's needs was making me impossibly hard and desperate.

"Then why don't you tell me what you really want, Liam?" Connor murmured, his lips brushing against the shell of my ear. Again, he just crossed another line.

I gasped at the sensation, my eyes fluttering shut. "Tell me all about your secret fantasies. How badly do you want to be a pretty little sissy for Fiona?"

I moaned helplessly, my hips rocking forward of their own accord, seeking more friction. Connor's words were like a drug, making my head swim with dark and depraved images.

"I... I want..." I panted, teetering on the precipice of confession. "I want to be beautiful. I want Fiona to dress me up in lingerie and makeup and call me her princess. I want her to mold my body and make me soft and feminine. I want to submit to her completely."

The words poured out of me in a rush, all the pent-up desires and fantasies I had never dared to voice aloud. It was terrifying and liberating all at once. I was so breathless.

Connor groaned softly in approval, his hand sliding down to palm my straining erection through my pants. Again, it was so weird that the friend I hadn't seen in such a long time was doing that with me. I cried out at the contact, my knees going weak.

"There we go," he purred. "Don't hold back now. Tell me every single filthy thing you want Fiona to do to you."

I whimpered brokenly, my hips bucking into his touch as he stroked me with agonizing slowness. The pleasure was almost too intense to bear. It was so frigging good.

"She... she could tie me up and tease me with her toys," I gasped out, my mind spinning with the image of being helpless and at Fiona's mercy. I'd always wanted that so much. "She could spank me when I'm bad and praise me when I'm good. She could make me wear a chastity cage so I can't cum without her permission. That's what I want."

Connor growled low in his throat, clearly getting off on my lurid confessions. His erection throbbed insistently against me too, making me ache to touch it and do a lot more than that, too.

"And what about me?" He rasped, nibbling at the sensitive skin below my ear. "What do you want me to do to you?"

He was behaving as though he had been planning to do all of this to me for a long time. I couldn't believe how natural he was about all of it.

I shuddered violently, overwhelmed by a surge of lust so powerful it stole my breath away. The thought of Connor dominating and defiling me was almost too much to bear.

"I... I want you to fuck me," I blurted out, the words dripping with desperation and need. "I want you to bend me over and take me hard and rough. I want you to call me a sissy slut while you pound into my tight little asshole." I felt dirty after saying that.

Connor swore under his breath, his hips jerking against mine in response to my vulgar request. I could feel the heat of his excitement through our clothing, and it was big and kind of scary.

"I'll do more than that," he promised. "I'll make you my bitch. I'll ruin your ass and fill you up with my cum until it's dripping out of you." Oh please, yes, that was exactly what I wanted.

I keened loudly, my cock throbbing almost violently in the confines of my pants. I was so close to the edge already, ready to blow just from Connor's filthy words and the promise of his domination.

"Please," I begged without a hint of shame in my voice, too far gone to care about my pride. "Please fuck me, Daddy. Use me like your own personal sissy cock sleeve." Calling him 'Daddy' felt so right.

Connor chuckled darkly, clearly delighted by my wanton submission. He ground his erection against mine roughly, making us both groan.

"Such a desperate little slut," he taunted, his hand moving to the button of my fly. "You're so hard for me already. I bet you'll cum the second I touch your pathetic dick."

I could only moan in agreement, too far gone to even attempt a response. Connor had reduced me to a whimpering, needy mess, and I couldn't wait for him to fully claim me. And to think that it might happen now…

With a sharp tug, he yanked my pants open and shoved his hand inside, palming my straining erection through the thin fabric of my underwear. I cried out at the contact, my hips bucking wildly into his touch.

His hand was massive. It made my cock feel small and unimportant.

"Found what I was looking for," Connor growled approvingly, rubbing me with slow, deliberate strokes that made me see stars. "Cum for Daddy. Cum in your pants like a good sissy slut."

I was already so close, my balls drawn up tight and aching for release. His filthy words pushed me over the edge, and I came with a strangled shout, my cock pulsing as it soaked through the fabric of my underwear.

"That's right," Connor purred, his fingers smearing the damp spot obscenely. "You're already such a messy little cumslut for me."

I could only whimper and shudder in response, too far gone to even be embarrassed by my quick and shameless release. I had never been so thoroughly dominated before, and it was everything I had ever craved.

Connor released my spent cock and withdrew his hand from my pants, bringing his fingers to his lips. Oh no, he wasn't going to do it, right?

But then he sucked the essence of my climax off of his fingers with a groan of satisfaction.

"You taste delicious," he murmured, his eyes heavy-lidded with lust. "I can't wait to have your pretty mouth wrapped around my cock."

I licked my lips unconsciously at the image, craving his thick flesh on my tongue. I wanted to choke on it and gag myself stupid while he fucked my face. And then, he would do more too.

"Please," I begged, my cock already starting to swell again in my damp underwear. "Please let me suck you, Daddy. I need your cock so badly."

Connor smirked knowingly, clearly pleased by my eager submission. He unfastened his own pants and withdrew his impressive erection, giving it a few slow pumps. Holy shit! It was so big and veiny, the epitome of masculinity.

"Do you want this big dick in your mouth?" He asked, holding the thick shaft inches from my lips. "Do you want me to fuck your throat raw?"

I whined with need, nodding fervently as I parted my lips in clear invitation. Connor chuckled and gripped my hair, pulling me forward so that I had no choice but to open wide for him. And yes, of course I was already opening very wide for him.

"Then say please like a good little cocksucker," he commanded, rubbing the blunt head of his dick over my stretched lips, smearing them with his musky precum. "Beg Daddy for his big fat cock."

I shuddered with anticipation, my tongue darting out to lap at the salty fluid on my lips.

"Please, Daddy," I whimpered, looking up at him with wide, pleading eyes. "Please stuff your huge cock in my mouth and fuck my face. I need it so badly. I want to choke on you and swallow every drop of your hot cum."


Chapter 3













I stared up at him with wide, pleading eyes, my lips parted invitingly around his thick cockhead. I was desperate for him to shove me down on his shaft and ruin my throat, but he just smirked, clearly enjoying teasing me. And I was beginning to understand what he was thinking. It wasn't something good for me.

"Not yet," he murmured, rubbing his leaking tip over my stretched lips, smearing them with his musky precum. "I think you need to earn my cock first."

And then, abruptly, he pulled away from me. I whimpered in protest as he tucked himself back into his pants and fastened them with a wicked grin. Why, oh why?

"Nooo..." I moaned brokenly, my mouth clenching around nothing. I was so empty and aching for him to fill me up.

Connor just chuckled, amused by my pitiful display. He sauntered over to the door after pulling his pants back up, leaving me standing there with damp underwear and a raging hard-on.

"I'm going to go get us some coffee," he said casually, as if we hadn't just been in the middle of an intensely sexual moment. "We have a lot to discuss."

I blinked at him in confusion, my lust-addled brain struggling to process his sudden change of pace. What the hell was happening?

"I... what?" I stammered, looking down at myself and then back up at Connor incredulously. My cock throbbed painfully, still leaking precum and straining against the fabric of my pants.

Connor just winked at me before slipping out the door, leaving me alone and thoroughly aroused with no hope of release in sight. I groaned in frustration, wanting to scream or beat my head against the wall. I couldn't believe he had left me like this! He was so cruel and unfair!

After a few moments of fuming, I heard Connor's voice through the door, speaking to someone on the phone. He sounded so calm and normal, as if he hadn't just masturbated me and sucked the cum off his fingers.

"Yes, I'll be right there," he said. "I'm just stepping out for a quick coffee break."

I rolled my eyes, torn between annoyance and amusement at his audacity. He was really playing this cool, wasn't he? I couldn't decide if I wanted to strangle him or jerk off furiously in the bathroom. Maybe both and in no particular order.

When Connor finally returned with the coffee, he had a shit-eating grin on his face as he handed me my cup. I glared at him, trying not to let him see how badly I was still shaking with need.

"So," he said, taking a sip of his own coffee before leaning back against the desk, "we have some things to discuss, don't we?"

I shifted uncomfortably, my erection making it hard to sit still. I could only imagine how ridiculous I looked in my damp underwear and straining fly.

"Like what?" I asked warily, not sure if I was ready to talk about what had just happened between us. It felt surreal and overwhelming.

Connor arched an eyebrow at me, clearly amused by my reluctance. "Like the fact that you're a desperate little sissy slut who wants nothing more than to be dominated and feminized by his wife. And by me too, apparently."

I blushed hotly at his blunt assessment, but I couldn't deny it. He was right about everything. I had confessed all of my darkest desires to him, and it felt so good.

"And what about it?" I challenged weakly, trying to sound more confident than I felt. "You can't just throw that out there and expect me to be okay with it."

Connor shrugged, taking another sip of his coffee. He seemed entirely unbothered by the intensity of our encounter.

"Well, I think it's great," he said simply. "You've always been so repressed, Liam. It's good to see you finally embracing your true nature. Somethings always have to happen, one way or another."

I snorted derisively, but there was a kernel of truth in his words that made me uneasy. I had indeed been hiding who I was this entire time.

"And what about you?" I countered. "You're just going to waltz back into my life and start seducing me? That seems pretty convenient."

Connor laughed, shaking his head at me. "I'm not seducing you, Liam. I'm just giving you what you've always wanted, even if you were too afraid to admit it to yourself."

He had a point, but I was still too overwhelmed to fully process it all. My mind kept drifting back to the feel of his huge cock pressing against me and the way he had sucked my cum off his fingers. It was hard to focus on anything else.

"Why now?" I asked, genuinely curious. "Why did you wait until today to do all this?"

There was the fact that we hadn't seen each other in a long time, but that wasn't the whole truth.

Connor's expression softened slightly, and he set his coffee down on the desk beside him. When he spoke again, his voice was gentler than before.

"I've known about Fiona's predilections for a while," he admitted. "She and I have... a mutual acquaintance who let it slip."

I felt a pang of jealousy at the thought of Connor being in contact with my wife, but I pushed it aside. There were more important things to focus on right now. And maybe, just maybe, it might be good news.

"So, you decided to play matchmaker?" I asked wryly, even as a thrill ran through me at the idea of Connor and Fiona conspiring together about me. It was so wrong and hot.

Not to mention, it was also somewhat unfair. All this time, he had the opportunity to see me again but chose not to.

Connor smirked knowingly. "Something like that. I knew you needed a strong hand to guide you, Liam. And I was more than happy to oblige."

I shuddered, my cock twitching at his dominant words. He made it sound so simple, as if he hadn't just completely blown my mind with his revelation.

"What now?" I whispered, my voice hoarse with lingering arousal. "What happens after this?"

Connor pushed off the desk and stepped closer to me, his eyes gleaming. He gripped my chin in one hand, tilting my face up to meet his intense gaze. I couldn't help but wonder what his intentions were now.

"Now," he murmured, "you go out there and nail that job interview. And then you come back here, and we'll continue this conversation."

My breath caught in my throat, my pulse pounding at the thought of what might happen next. Connor leaned in closer, his lips brushing against my ear as he whispered:

"And then, Liam, I'm going to make all your filthiest fantasies come true. I'm going to dominate you so thoroughly that you'll forget you ever existed without me."

I whimpered brokenly at his vulgar promise, my knees going weak with desire. He nipped at my earlobe before pulling back, a wicked grin on his face.

"But first," he said, glancing down at the prominent bulge in my pants, "you need to take care of that raging hard-on. I don't want you walking out of here with a tent in your pants. I would do it for you, but I have responsibilities to attend to right now."

I groaned, knowing he was right but hating the thought of having to jerk off alone after everything that had just happened between us.

"Go," Connor ordered, giving me a firm push towards a door behind me. "Five minutes. Don't make me wait for you." It sounded like a threat and a promise all in one. He was still so good at doing that.

With a final whimper, I stumbled out of his office and into the men's room, desperate to find some privacy and relieve the ache between my legs. As I locked myself in a stall and fished out my throbbing erection, I couldn't help but marvel at the surreal turn my life had taken in just the space of an hour.

I had gone from a repressed gay man in a straight marriage to a sissy slut who was about to be dominated by not only his wife but also his childhood friend. It was both terrifying and exhilarating, and I knew there was no going back now. I didn't want to go back, anyway.

With a groan of relief, I began pumping my aching cock, picturing Connor's face as he filled me up and used me like his own personal fucktoy. It only took a few strokes before I came with a strangled cry, my cum spurting out over my fist. I couldn't believe that I'd just cummed in less than a few minutes.

As I slumped against the stall wall in the aftermath, I knew that my life would never be the same again. Connor had awakened something inside of me that I had long been repressing, and now it was threatening to consume me entirely.

I just hoped I could handle it. But deep down, I knew I was ready for whatever he had planned for me next.

After cleaning myself up and straightening my clothes, I took a deep breath and stepped out of the stall. Connor was waiting for me outside the bathroom with a knowing smirk on his face.

"Feel better?" He asked, his eyes raking over me. He could probably smell the sex on me. I just hoped nobody else could.

I blushed, feeling exposed but also strangely proud of my submission. "Yes," I admitted, unable to meet his gaze. "Thank you."

Connor chuckled, clearly pleased by my gratitude. He placed a hand on the small of my back, guiding me out of the restroom and back towards his office.

"Now, let's go get you that job," he said. "And then we can discuss the details of your new arrangement with Fiona."

I shuddered, excitement and apprehension warring within me.

And first, I had to nail this interview and secure my position at Connor's company. And then... well, then all hell would break loose, and I would be at the mercy of two dominant forces who wanted nothing more than to mold me into their perfect sissy slut.

I took a deep breath as we approached the conference room where the interviews were being held. I could do this. I had to do this, for myself as much as for them.

It was time to embrace my true nature and let the transformation begin. And Connor would be there every step of the way to guide me and dominate me, just like I had always craved deep down.
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I walked through the front door, exhausted but exhilarated from the job interview. Fiona was waiting for me in the living room, a glass of red wine in her hand as she looked up with a warm smile.

"How did it go, love?" She asked, setting down her glass and coming over to greet me with a kiss on the cheek. Her perfume enveloped me, a familiar scent that I had always loved.

"It was great!" I exclaimed, shrugging off my jacket and loosening my tie. "The interview panel was really impressed with my technical skills, and we had a great discussion about my ideas for improving some of their systems. It couldn't have gone any better."

Fiona beamed at me, her eyes sparkling with pride. "I knew you'd do wonderfully," she said. "You're so brilliant when it comes to computers."

I flushed slightly at the compliment, feeling a swell of affection for my wife. She had always supported my career aspirations and encouraged me to chase my dreams.

"So, what happens next?" Fiona asked as we settled onto the couch together. She curled up beside me, resting her head on my shoulder. It was such a familiar position that I couldn't help but relax into it.

"They said they'd be in touch within the next few days with an offer," I explained, running my fingers through her silky hair. "It sounds like it could be a really great opportunity for me to grow professionally."

"That's fantastic," Fiona murmured, pressing a kiss to the sensitive skin below my ear. I shivered slightly at the contact, a thrill running through me that had nothing to do with the job interview. I couldn't help but remember my moment with Connor.

As we continued to discuss the details of the position and the company culture, I mentioned in passing that I had run into an old friend who now worked there. Fiona froze slightly, her body going rigid against mine.

"An old friend?" She asked, a note of tension entering her voice. "Who was it?"

I glanced down at her curiously, surprised by her sudden intensity. "Oh, just Connor," I said casually, not realizing the impact his name might have on her. "He's the CEO now. Apparently, he's been doing really well for himself. I always knew that he was talented."

Fiona's eyes narrowed almost imperceptibly as she processed this information. She sat up straighter, turning to face me.

"Connor, huh?" She mused, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my thigh. "It's been a long time since you've seen him, hasn't it? How did he seem?"

I shrugged, feeling a little uncomfortable under the weight of her scrutiny. "He was great," I said, trying to keep my tone light. "We had a really nice catch-up. He offered to help me out with the job if I get it."

Fiona's lips curled into a small smile, but there was an undercurrent of something else in her expression—amusement, perhaps? Or maybe something more knowing. I couldn't tell for sure. Reading her facial expressions was difficult.

"I'm sure he did," she murmured, her fingers still idly stroking my leg. The touch was both soothing and distracting. "Connor always was the type to take care of his friends."

I nodded vaguely, not fully understanding the implication behind her words. "Yeah, it was really good to see him again," I said, trying to steer the conversation back to safer topics.

Fiona seemed content to let the subject drop for now, but I could tell she had more on her mind. She leaned in close, her breath hot against my ear as she whispered:

"Dinner tonight?" She purred, nipping at my earlobe. "I want to celebrate your success properly."

I shuddered, my body responding instinctively to her seductive tone. "That sounds perfect," I breathed, already imagining all the things we could do to mark the occasion.

Fiona pulled back with a wink, standing up from the couch. She smoothed down her skirt and checked her watch before glancing back at me.

"Great," she said briskly, all business once again. "Why don't you go relax for a bit before we head out? You've had a big day."

I nodded in agreement, stretching my arms above my head as I stood up. Fiona reached out to straighten my tie, her fingers lingering on the knot for just a moment too long. What was she thinking?

"I'm proud of you," she murmured, her eyes soft with affection. "You're going to do so well there."

I smiled at her, feeling a rush of love and gratitude for her unwavering support. "Thanks for believing in me," I said. "I couldn't have done this without you."

Fiona winked at me before turning to head for the bedroom. As she walked away, I couldn't help but notice the sway of her hips.

Shaking my head with a grin, I headed upstairs to change into something more comfortable. The interview may have been exhausting, but I had a feeling that my evening with Fiona was just getting started. And with Connor's words echoing in my mind, I knew that this dinner was going to be far from ordinary.

As I changed out of my interview clothes and into something more casual, I couldn't shake the sense that tonight marked a turning point in my life—both professionally and personally. Fiona had always been supportive of my career ambitions, but there was a new energy between us now, an undercurrent of tension that I couldn't quite put my finger on.

And then there was Connor... seeing him again after all these years had stirred up so many complex feelings within me. His dominant presence and the way he seemed to see right through to my deepest desires were both thrilling and terrifying. I now knew that Fiona and Connor had a history together, but I wasn't sure exactly what it entailed or how it might impact my future.

I also couldn't help but wonder how long they had known each other.

As I descended the stairs, I found Fiona waiting for me at the bottom, looking stunning in a slinky black dress that hugged her curves in all the right places. She smiled at me appreciatively as I approached, her eyes raking over my casual outfit with approval.

Beside her, even gay men would look more often at her than at me. She was just that stunning.

"You look great," she purred, reaching out to straighten my collar. "Ready for dinner?"

I nodded, slipping my arm around her waist as we headed for the door. The evening air was crisp and cool, a perfect contrast to the heat building between us.

As we walked to the nearby restaurant that Fiona had chosen, I found myself stealing glances at her, admiring the way the streetlights glinted off her hair and the confident way she held herself. She was so beautiful and powerful, and I couldn't help but feel a swell of love and admiration for her.

I also couldn't help but feel small. She always had that effect on me.

"So," Fiona began as we settled into our booth, "tell me more about your interview. What exactly did you discuss over there?"

I launched into a detailed recounting of the technical aspects of the job, describing the various systems I would be working on and how I planned to optimize them. Fiona listened intently, asking insightful questions and offering suggestions based on her own experience in business.

She didn't have to pretend she was interested. I knew she was.

As we delved deeper into the details, I mentioned Connor's offer to help me navigate the company culture if I got the job. Fiona's expression remained neutral, but I noticed a slight tightening of her jaw as she processed this information.

I wondered when she would tell me she knew more about him than she'd initially told me.

"That was very generous of him," she remarked, her voice carefully controlled. "It seems like he really wants to support you in this new endeavor."

I nodded in agreement, feeling a flicker of unease at the way she phrased her response. There was something in her tone that I couldn't quite place—a note of caution or perhaps even jealousy.

"What do you know about Connor?" I asked after some careful consideration. It was time to get the truth from her.

Fiona paused, taking a sip of her wine before responding. "He's an old acquaintance," she said simply, but there was an undercurrent of something more in her words. "We've known each other a long time. I'm sorry I didn't tell you that before. It's just that I thought it wasn't important."

I frowned slightly, feeling as though I was missing some crucial piece of the puzzle or that she'd betrayed me. Fiona seemed reluctant to elaborate further, and I didn't want to press the issue in such a public setting.

As the conversation shifted back to more mundane topics - work, family, future plans—I couldn't shake the feeling that there was a deeper story waiting to be uncovered.

I was about to press her further when the restaurant door swung open and… Connor, of all people, strode in, looking as imposing and confident as ever. He scanned the room until his eyes landed on our booth, a slow grin spreading across his face.

"There you are," he called out, making his way over to us. "Mind if I join you for a bit? I was hoping we could continue our conversation from earlier."

Before Fiona could even respond, Connor slid into the seat beside me, his thigh brushing against mine under the table. I stiffened slightly, acutely aware of his presence and the effect he had on my body.

"Of course," Fiona said smoothly, her posture shifting to one of professional detachment. "We were just discussing Liam's job prospects. It seems you made quite an impression on him today."

Connor chuckled, his hand coming to rest casually on the back of my seat. I could feel the heat of his palm even through the fabric of my shirt. And I knew he was doing that on purpose.

"Liam's a brilliant guy," he said, his voice dripping with admiration and something more. "I have no doubt he'll do great things at our company."

Fiona nodded, her eyes flicking to me for just a moment before returning to Connor. "I'm sure you'll both do great together," she remarked. "You've always had such a... special relationship."

The air between us seemed to crackle with tension, the subtext of their words heavy with unspoken meaning. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, feeling like an outsider in my own conversation.

As they fell into an easy discussion about work and industry trends, I found myself struggling to keep up with their rapid-fire banter and inside jokes. They really had a common history and understanding that excluded me.

Fiona laughed at something Connor said, her head tilting back in a way that made her dress ride up slightly, revealing a flash of toned thigh. I caught myself staring before quickly looking away, feeling like a voyeur in my own marriage.

"So, Liam," Connor said suddenly, turning his attention to me with a wicked grin. My heart sped up at the same moment. "What did you think of our little chat earlier? I hope I didn't overwhelm you too much."

I flushed, remembering all too vividly the intensity of our encounter and the dark promises he had made. Fiona's eyes narrowed slightly at his words, as if she sensed the undercurrent of meaning.

"It was... eye-opening," I said carefully, choosing my words with great care. "You gave me a lot to think about."

Connor smirked knowingly, leaning in closer. "I hope you'll consider my offer," he purred, his voice low and intimate. "I think we could do great things together."

Beside him, Fiona tensed almost imperceptibly, her fingers tightening around the stem of her wine glass. I had the distinct impression that she was not pleased by Connor's forwardness, despite her earlier encouragement.

As they continued to talk shop, I found myself tuning out their voices, my mind drifting back to the revelations of the day and the confusing mix of emotions they had stirred up within me.
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Fiona and Connor were deep in conversation, their voices mingling over the soft hum of the restaurant. Fiona's laugh echoed as Connor recounted a story about a particularly challenging project at his company. I found myself tuning out their voices, feeling excitement and nervousness building inside me. I had no idea what to expect.

"Remember that time we worked on the merger with TechCorp?" Connor said, his eyes sparkling with amusement. "You were the one who convinced the board to go with our proposal."

Fiona nodded. "Of course, I remember. It was a tough sell, but we pulled it off. You were instrumental in the negotiations." And meanwhile, I kept thinking Fiona should have told me about that. But then again, she never told me everything about her work.

Connor's hand still rested on the back of my seat, his fingers occasionally brushing against my neck. I could feel the warmth of his touch, and it made me shiver slightly. Again, I thought he was doing it on purpose.

Fiona leaned back in her chair, sipping her wine thoughtfully. "Speaking of tough sells, Liam's new job might require a bit of adjustment. It's a big step up for him, and I'm sure he'll excel, but it might also mean more travel and longer hours."

Connor nodded, his gaze shifting to me. "Absolutely. But with the right support, Liam can handle anything that comes his way. He's got the brains and the drive to make it happen."

Fiona's eyes met mine, and I saw a glimmer of something more in her expression—a hint of knowing and perhaps a touch of anticipation. "That's true," she said, her voice softening. "But it's not just about the job. Liam has so much potential, and I think there's more to his talents than just the technical side."

Connor's smile widened, and he leaned in closer. He knew what she was talking about. "Exactly. And I think we can help him unlock that potential even further. What do you think, Liam?"

As much as I wanted to pretend I didn't know what they were talking about, the truth was that I knew.

I felt my heart thump in my chest, and I glanced between Fiona and Connor, trying to gauge their intentions. "What do you mean?" I asked, my voice a bit shaky.

Fiona's smile was warm but intense. "Well, you've always been a bit of a dreamer, Liam. You've got a lot of hidden talents that might come in handy in this new role. And maybe we can help you explore some of those hidden desires of yours."

Connor's hand moved to my shoulder, his touch sending a jolt of electricity through me. "Absolutely. You've got a unique combination of skills and sensibilities. I think you could really shine if you let yourself be a bit more... expressive."

I felt my face flush, and I looked down at the table, suddenly self-conscious. "Expressive?" I echoed.

Fiona's fingers traced the rim of her wine glass, her eyes never leaving mine. "Yes, expressive. You've always had a certain flair for the dramatic, haven't you? And there's something about you that makes you... special."

Connor's hand squeezed my shoulder gently, his thumb moving in a soothing circle. "We both know you've got a lot of untapped potential, Liam. And we can help you explore it. Maybe even bring it out in ways you never thought possible."

I felt the heat in my cheeks deepen, and I couldn't help but feel a flutter of excitement mixed with nervousness. "What do you mean?" I asked again.

Fiona's smile softened, and she reached out to take my hand, her fingers intertwining with mine. "We know you've thought about it, Liam. About being a bit more... feminine. About letting us take care of you, dress you up, and make you beautiful."

They knew? When did they talk about that?

I looked at her, my eyes wide with surprise. "You know too?" I asked, my lips trembling.

Fiona nodded, her eyes gleaming with a hint of mischief. "Of course we do. We've both seen the way you look at yourself in the mirror, the way you daydream. And we think you'd love it if we helped you explore those desires."

Connor's hand moved to my cheek, his thumb brushing against my skin. "You'd be beautiful, Liam. A stunning sissy, dressed up in the finest lingerie and makeup. And we'd make sure you felt every inch of it."

I felt a shiver run through me, my heart racing as I imagined the possibilities. "You really think I could do that?" I asked.

Fiona's eyes sparkled with pride and desire. "Absolutely. We'd make sure you're the most beautiful and submissive sissy around. And we'd take care of you, every step of the way."

Connor's fingers moved to my chin, lifting my face to meet his gaze. "You'd be our little princess, Liam. And we'd make sure you're cherished and adored."

I felt a warmth spread through me, a mix of excitement and longing. "I... I'd like that," I finally said.

Fiona's smile widened, and she squeezed my hand gently. "We're glad to hear that, Liam. We'll talk more about it later, but for now, let's enjoy our dinner and celebrate your success."

Connor nodded, his hand still resting on my cheek. "Absolutely. We've got a lot to look forward to."

And later, as we finished our dinner, I couldn't help but feel a sense of unease growing in the pit of my stomach. The conversation had shifted from the mundane to something far more intimate, and I found myself squirming in my seat, my cheeks flushing with embarrassment. Fiona and Connor seemed so at ease discussing my feminization, as if it was the most natural thing in the world. But for me, it was terrifying and exhilarating all at once.

I wanted it, of course, but the change was going to be drastic. It was something I thought would never happen.

Fiona excused herself to use the restroom, leaving Connor and me alone at the table. I fidgeted with my napkin, avoiding his gaze as I tried to gather my thoughts. The silence between us grew heavy, and I could feel the weight of his expectations pressing down on me. I wondered what exactly he was thinking.

"You know," Connor began, his voice low and intimate, "I've been thinking about you all day. About how beautiful you're going to look dressed up in all that pretty lingerie and makeup."

I blushed at his words, my heart pounding in my chest. "You really think so?" I asked.

Connor smirked, leaning in closer. "Oh, I know so. I can already picture it. You're going to be stunning."

I swallowed hard, feeling excitement and apprehension. I had always dreamed of being beautiful, of being desired, but the reality of it was so much more daunting than I had imagined.

As we finished our meal and made our way to the parking lot, I found myself hesitating at the sight of Connor's large, black SUV. It loomed before me like a dark, imposing force.

"Come on, let's take my car," Connor said, his hand resting firmly on the small of my back, guiding me forward. "Fiona can follow us."

I hesitated, looking at Fiona, but she just nodded. She had no problems with it. "But I thought I was going with her," I said.

Connor's hand tightened on my back, his voice firm. "No, we're taking mine. I want to make sure you're safe and comfortable on the way home."

I would be safe with my wife, but I knew that Connor wasn't going to change his mind. He wanted me to go with him, and that was the end of that.

I nodded, feeling a shiver run through me at the commanding tone of his voice. I couldn't help but feel a sense of relief at the knowledge that he was taking charge, that I didn't have to make any decisions for myself.

While driving, Connor kept one hand on the steering wheel and the other on my thigh, his thumb tracing circles on the sensitive skin. I squirmed slightly, feeling both excited and nervous at the contact.

"You like that, don't you? My hand on your thigh," Connor said, his voice a low rumble. He didn't have to ask. He already knew the answer.

I nodded, unable to trust myself to speak. My heart was pounding in my chest, and I could feel the heat building between my legs.

Connor chuckled, his hand moving higher up my thigh. "Good. Because I'm going to be touching you a lot more once we get home."

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. I couldn't believe that this was really happening, that I was really going to let Connor touch me, to make me beautiful. The thought both thrilled and terrified me.

Pulling up to the house, I felt a wave of panic wash over me. This was it—the moment of truth. I was about to give myself over completely to Connor's dominance, to let him mold me into his perfect little sissy, and my wife was going to be helping him too.

Fiona parked her car behind us, and I saw her watching us through the windshield, a knowing smile on her face. She knew what was about to happen, and she was clearly excited about it.

Connor turned to me, his eyes dark and intense. "You know, I've been thinking about all the things I want to do to you. All the ways I want to make you feel beautiful and submissive."

I whimpered, feeling my body respond to his words. "What... what do you want to do?" I asked. I almost wasn't able to hear my own words.

Connor smiled, a slow, predatory grin that made my heart race. "You'll find out soon enough. But first, let's get inside and get you out of those boring clothes."

He opened the car door and stepped out, leaving me sitting there for a moment, my heart pounding in my chest. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what was to come.
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As I stepped out of the SUV, my heart pounded in my chest like a drum, echoing the thunderous noise coming from above. The sky had darkened since our dinner, and fat raindrops began to splatter onto the pavement around us. Fiona hurried ahead, unlocking the front door and pushing it open, inviting us inside with an eager wave of her hand. "Come in; let's get inside. I've been waiting for this moment for a long time," she said.

I hesitated for a moment, standing there in the pouring rain, my feet refusing to move forward. It felt like I was on the precipice of some monumental change, and once I crossed that threshold, there would be no turning back.

Connor's firm grip on my elbow propelled me forward, breaking me free from my paralyzing indecision, though. He guided me into the house, kicking the door shut behind us with a resounding bang. The sound made me jump, and I found myself pressing closer to him, seeking comfort in his imposing presence. His muscular arm wrapped around my shoulders, pulling me against his side as we stood there in the dimly lit entryway.

"Welcome home," Fiona purred, her voice low and sultry as she turned to face us. Her eyes raked over me, hungry and intense, making me feel both desirable and vulnerable. She took a step towards me, reaching out to tuck a stray strand of wet hair behind my ear. Her fingertips lingered on my cheek, tracing the line of my jaw before sliding down to my throat, where she could feel my pulse racing beneath my skin.

"We have so much planned for you tonight, darling," she whispered, her breath hot against my face. A shiver ran through me, and I couldn't help but lean towards her, craving more of her attention. But then, Connor's hand tightened on my shoulder, reminding me of his presence and the power dynamics at play here.

"Yes, we do," he agreed, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through my very core. "And it all starts with getting you cleaned up and ready for your new life." His fingers moved to the top button of my shirt, deftly popping it open and revealing the smooth expanse of my chest.

Fiona mirrored his movements, unbuttoning my shirt from the other side until it hung loosely on my frame. Working together, they pushed the garment off my shoulders, letting it fall to the floor in a crumpled heap. I stood there, exposed and trembling, as they continued to undress me, their hands moving efficiently over my body.

My pants were next, followed by my boxers, leaving me completely naked and vulnerable before them. I tried to cover myself with my hands, feeling a flush of embarrassment heat my cheeks. I knew it was futile, but my body acted on its own accord.

Connor tsked softly, prying my arms away from my body and holding them firmly at my sides.

"No need to hide, princess," he murmured, his gaze burning into mine. "We want to see every inch of you. Every curve and contour, every flaw and imperfection. We want to know exactly what we're working with."

Fiona nodded in agreement, her eyes roving over my body with undisguised hunger. "Exactly what he said, darling. And don't worry, we'll make sure you're absolutely perfect by the time we're done with you."

She led the way to the bathroom, with Connor close behind, guiding me along by the small of my back. The room was spacious and luxurious, with a large walk-in shower and a separate bathtub big enough for three people—an image that flashed unbidden through my mind, making me blush even harder.

Connor started the water running, adjusting the temperature until steam began to rise from the shower stall. Fiona grabbed a bottle of body wash and a loofah, squirting a generous amount of the vanilla-scented liquid onto the mesh surface. She looked almost reverent as she held it up, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror.

"This is going to be your first true baptism, Liam," she said, her voice soft yet commanding. "A cleansing of the old and a birth into something entirely new."

With those words, she stepped into the shower, pulling me in after her. The warm water cascaded over my body, washing away the remnants of my old self. Fiona began to lather me up, her hands moving slowly and deliberately over my skin, covering every inch of me in suds. She was careful not to get herself wet, too.

I gasped as she reached between my legs, her soapy fingers wrapping around my cock and stroking it gently. My hips bucked forward involuntarily, seeking more friction. Fiona chuckled, her thumb brushing over the sensitive head, spreading pre-cum mixed with soap across the slit.

"You're already so responsive, aren't you?" She murmured, her lips brushing against my chin. "It's going to be so much fun playing with you."

Connor joined us in the shower, his massive form crowding me against Fiona. I was surprised there was enough space for him too.

He grabbed another loofah and began to work the soap into a lather, his powerful hands scrubbing roughly over my back and shoulders. I flinched slightly at the intensity of his touch, but he didn't let up, his rough treatment making me squirm and moan.

As they washed me, their hands grew bolder, exploring places I had never allowed anyone else to touch. They caressed my ass, their fingers probing the tight pucker of my hole, making me gasp and clench in surprise. They fondled my balls, rolling them gently in their palms, drawing forth more moans and whimpers from deep within my chest.

The sensation was overwhelming, the combination of pleasure and discomfort pushing me to the brink of tears. I felt like I was being reborn, stripped down to my most basic elements and rebuilt anew under their expert guidance.

Finally, when every inch of me was clean and glowing, they shut off the water and helped me out of the shower. Fiona wrapped me in a plush towel, rubbing me dry with long, firm strokes that made me shiver. Connor did the same, his hands moving over my body, leaving no spot untouched.

Once I was dry, they guided me to the sink, where a selection of razors and shaving cream awaited. Fiona picked up a razor, examining its edge with a wicked gleam in her eye. She looked up at me, her expression serious.

"Now comes the part where we truly strip you bare," she said. "Every last bit of hair will be gone, leaving you smooth and hairless, just like a real woman should be."

A real woman… I wanted to be like one so much.

Connor nodded in agreement, his hand resting possessively on my hip. "Yes, and we'll take care of everything. Your face, your pits, your pubes... even that cute little hole of yours."

I blushed furiously at the mention of my asshole, feeling shame and excitement at the thought of them touching me there. Fiona smiled as if she could read my thoughts.

"We'll go slow, darling," she promised, squeezing my hand reassuringly. "And we'll stop if it becomes too uncomfortable. But trust us, this is all part of your transformation."

They began with my face, carefully lathering up my skin and scraping away the fine hairs that covered it. I winced as the blade passed over my upper lip, nicking the delicate flesh. A bead of blood welled up, and Fiona leaned in to kiss it away, her tongue lapping gently at the crimson bead.

Next came my armpits, and then my chest, where they took extra care to avoid the sensitive nipples that hardened under their fingers. I couldn't help but watch in fascination as they worked, their movements precise and deliberate, turning me into something new and unfamiliar.

But when they moved lower, to the juncture of my thighs, I hesitated, suddenly unsure. This was different; this was intimate in a way that felt wrong somehow. Connor noticed my reluctance and gripped my chin firmly, forcing me to meet his gaze.

"What's the matter, princess?" He demanded, his voice gentle yet commanding. "Don't tell me you're having second thoughts now?"

I shook my head, feeling tears well up in my eyes. "No, it's not that," I whispered hoarsely. "It's just... I've never..."

Fiona's hand rested softly on my shoulder. "We know, darling. And we promise, we won't hurt you. We just want to make you perfect."

Taking a deep breath, I nodded, giving them permission to continue. They spread my legs wide, exposing me completely to their gazes. I felt vulnerable and exposed, but also incredibly turned on by their attention. They knew how to take care of me.

They started with my pubic area, trimming the thicket of curls until only a small patch remained. Then, they moved to my balls, running the razor carefully along the sensitive skin, making me hiss and bite my lip to keep from crying out.

Finally, they approached my asshole, the place where I knew they would find the most resistance. I tensed, anticipating the worst, but they were gentle, their touches feather-light as they traced the crease between my cheeks. Their experience showed in every movement they made.

"This might sting a little," Fiona warned, her voice soft. I knew she was being careful, but it still didn't make it any less daunting. "But we'll be quick, and we'll make sure you're okay."

She applied some shaving cream to the area, working it in with her fingertips before bringing the razor to bear. I gasped as the cold metal touched my skin, feeling a sharp pinch as the first few hairs gave way. It stung, yes, but it wasn't unbearable.

Connor held my hips steady, his strong hands keeping me in place as Fiona worked meticulously, ensuring that not a single hair remained. Without him, this wouldn't be happening the same way. When she finally finished, she rinsed the area with warm water, her touch soothing and gentle.

"There," she murmured, stepping back to examine her handiwork. "All clean and smooth. Just like a good sissy should be."

I looked at myself in the mirror, hardly recognizing the figure reflected back at me. My body was transformed, every last trace of hair removed, leaving me looking almost ethereal. The sight filled me with a sense of wonder and awe.

Connor stepped forward, his fingers trailing over the newly bared expanse of my skin. He paused for a moment, his thumb brushing lightly against my hole, making me gasp.

"You see how easy it was, don't you?" He said, his voice low and hypnotic. "How simple it was for us to strip you down and rebuild you in our image? That's what we do best, Liam. We mold and shape people, turn them into whatever we desire."

I could only nod, my mind reeling with the implications of his words. They had taken control of me, changed me fundamentally, and they weren't done yet. Not by a long shot.

As if reading my thoughts, Fiona spoke up, her voice filled with anticipation. "Now, let's get you dressed properly. I think it's time for you to start wearing the clothes that really suit you."
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As we stepped out of the bathroom, my heart raced, and I could feel the warmth of my cheeks. My hands trembled slightly, and I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror—eyes wide, lips slightly parted. The air felt charged, electric, as if every breath pulled me closer to something new and uncharted.

The transformation of my body was complete, and now it was time for them to dress me in my new attire. I had no idea what to expect, but I trusted Fiona and Connor implicitly—they knew what they were doing, even if I didn't fully understand their plans.

Leading me to the bedroom, Fiona opened the walk-in closet, revealing an array of clothing options hung neatly on racks and folded meticulously on shelves. She flipped on the overhead light, casting a bright glow over the space as she began to browse through the garments. Wow, there were a lot of them!

"Alright, darling," she said, turning to face me with a thoughtful expression. I couldn't help but wonder what she was planning. "Let's start by figuring out your size. Do you know yours?"

Oh, of course. They were going to select which clothes I was going to wear. I was curious and excited, conjuring up all sorts of combinations in my mind.

After her question, I blinked, caught off guard. I hadn't given much thought to my measurements recently, and suddenly feeling self-conscious, I shook my head. "Not exactly."

Connor stepped in, his large frame dwarfing mine as he placed a firm hand on my shoulder. "Don't worry, princess. We can handle that part too." With that, he wrapped a measuring tape around my chest, arms, waist, and hips, jotting down the numbers on a nearby notepad. His confident movements made me feel both cared for and slightly embarrassed, but I pushed past the latter emotion, determining it was just an obstacle trying to get in my way.

Once we had my sizes, Fiona set to work selecting potential outfits, holding various pieces up to my body, and examining how they fell. She seemed to have a clear vision in mind, and I found myself eager to see it unfold.

First, she picked out a pair of black lace panties with a garter attached—a classic. Holding them up, she grinned. "These will look stunning on you, Liam. And they'll give us easy access when we need it."

My eyes widened at the implication, my face flushing hot. Easy access? What did they mean by that? And as a sidenote, I wasn't sure if the panties were going to feel comfortable on me. It wasn't appropriate for my sexual instrument. At the same time, I was pretty sure we could deal with that later.

Fiona just chuckled, unperturbed by my reaction. "Oh, don't act so surprised, darling. You know very well why we're doing all this. We want you to serve us, and these will help facilitate that."

Connor nodded in agreement, his gaze intense as he watched Fiona slip the panties onto my legs, adjusting the fabric until it sat perfectly on my hips. "That's something you should've figured out yourself. We talked about this before a few years ago, didn't we, Fi?"

She winked at him, continuing to select more items from the closet. Next came a matching black lace bra, which she expertly fastened onto my chest, filling the cups despite the smallness of my breasts. It was strange to wear such intimate apparel, especially knowing that it wasn't meant for anyone else's eyes but theirs. Not to mention, I was still a man. It wasn't meant for me.

"This is perfect," Fiona murmured, stepping back to admire her handiwork. "The black makes your pale skin look even softer, and the lace adds a touch of elegance. You look like a true lady's maid already."

Lady's maid? My brows furrowed in confusion, but before I could ask any questions, Connor selected a crisp white button-down shirt from the rack and held it up against my torso.

"And this will complement the outfit beautifully," he declared, helping me into the garment and beginning to fasten the buttons. "It's classic and understated, allowing the other pieces to take center stage."

He rolled up the sleeves casually, exposing my forearms and giving the ensemble a more casual, almost domesticated appearance. I couldn't help but wonder what kind of message they wanted to convey with this particular combination of clothing.

Lastly, Fiona pulled out a short, black pleated skirt, which she helped me step into before hiking it up my thighs and securing it around my waist. Standing back once again, she surveyed her creation with obvious satisfaction.

"There!" She exclaimed, her voice shimmering with pride, each word like a sparkling gem illuminating the moment. "Now you truly look like our little sissy maid. Perfect for serving us day and night."

Maid? Sissy? Serving them? The realization hit me like a physical blow, making me sway on my feet. All this time, they hadn't been planning to turn me into some sexy vixen or a glamorous woman; they wanted me to be their submissive servant, dressed in frilly aprons and skimpy skirts, catering to their every whim and desire. And god help me, but I wanted it.

"Why?" I whispered, my throat clogged as I tried to process the implications of their choices. "Why do you want me to dress like this?"

Connor guided me to sit down on the edge of the bed, taking a seat beside me and placing a comforting hand on my knee. He looked deep into my eyes, his expression serious yet gentle.

"It's simple, really," he explained. "We want you to accept who you are deep down inside. This isn't just about looking feminine—it's about submitting to us completely, letting go of your old life and embracing a new one where you exist solely to please us. It's going to be great."

His words resonated within me, stirring something primal and long-buried. A part of me, hidden beneath layers of denial and repression, yearned for this exact thing—to surrender any shred of control, to be dominated and cherished, to find purpose in serving others. There was nothing better than that.

"But... won't people notice?" I asked, my thoughts racing ahead to the practical concerns. "Won't they think it's weird that I'm dressing like this?"

Fiona smiled indulgently, sitting down on my other side and taking my hand in hers. "Who cares what other people think, darling? This is about us, not them. Besides, once you start working at Connor's company, no one will bat an eye at your unusual attire. They'll simply assume you're one of those eccentric tech geniuses. And if anyone does comment, we'll make sure they regret it." And then, she continued, "Not to mention, Connor will protect you. He's going to make sure people there respect you."

Her confidence in the plan reassured me, though I still felt a twinge of unease at the thought of being seen in public wearing such revealing clothes. But then again, I trusted Fiona and Connor implicitly—they knew best.

"Okay," I agreed softly, nodding my head. "I understand. I'll do whatever you say."

A slow smile spread across both their faces, and I felt a warmth spread through me at the sight. They were pleased with my submission, and that made me happier than I ever thought possible.

Seconds later, still sitting on the edge of the bed, I felt excitement and trepidation as I watched them move around the room, their eyes gleaming with anticipation. I knew there was still more to come, and I was both eager and nervous to see how it all turned out.

Fiona turned to me with a warm, knowing smile, her eyes reflecting a deep sense of satisfaction. The outfit was still far from finished, and she was going to rectify that.

"Alright, darling," she said, her voice soft yet commanding. "Let's get you into something that will truly make you look like the perfect little sissy maid we've always wanted you to be."

She gestured for me to follow her to the closet, where she rummaged through the various pieces of clothing. Connor stood beside me, his hand resting on my shoulder, offering me a reassuring squeeze.

I felt his dominance and the confidence it brought with it, but I also felt a deep sense of comfort in his presence.

As Fiona pulled out an apron, I couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement at the thought of completing my new look. 

"This one is perfect," she declared, holding it up against me. The apron was white cotton with delicate lace trim and a ruffled hem that fell just above my knees.

She secured it around my waist, tying it loosely at the back. I felt a sense of completion as I looked at myself in the mirror, the apron creating a striking contrast with the black lace bra and panties.

Next, Connor selected a pair of sheer black thigh-high stockings from the drawer. He examined the quality of the fabric before presenting them to me. A dirty smile spread across his face, exposing his dark thoughts.

"These will look stunning on you, princess," he said, helping me step into them and pulling them up my legs, smoothing out any wrinkles as he went. The stockings clung to my skin, accentuating the smoothness of my legs and adding a touch of elegance to my outfit.

With my clothing sorted, Fiona led me over to the vanity in her bedroom, gesturing for me to take a seat on the stool positioned in front of the mirror.

She began by cleansing my face with a gentle foaming cleanser, massaging it into my skin with soft circular motions before rinsing it off with warm water. The sensation was soothing, and I leaned into her touch, feeling a deep sense of relaxation. I hadn't felt like that in a long time.

After cleansing, she applied a light moisturizer, allowing it to sink in for a few moments before moving on to the primer. "This helps our foundation go on smoothly and stay in place longer," she explained, spreading the product evenly over my face. She stepped back occasionally to assess her progress, making adjustments as needed.

Once satisfied with the base layer, she moved on to the foundation, using a damp sponge to apply it in small, circular motions, ensuring even coverage. Throughout it all, her wicked smile never left her face.

She took care not to cake it on, opting instead for a natural, glowing finish. The foundation blended seamlessly with my skin tone, giving me a fresh, youthful appearance. It made me look even younger than I already was.

Next came the blush, applied lightly to the apples of my cheeks with a fluffy brush. Fiona chose a shade that complemented my pale complexion, giving me a healthy, youthful glow. She stepped back, admiring her handiwork. "There we are, darling," she said with a smile. "You're absolutely gorgeous."

And indeed, I was. I felt an immense pride swelling within me, as if I had made the best decision of my life. I should have done this long ago.

Eyeliner followed, and she traced a thin line along the upper lash, making my eyes appear larger and more defined. She was patient and precise, ensuring symmetry on both sides. The liner accentuated the shape of my eyes, drawing attention to the most delicate part of my face.

Meanwhile, Connor watched and helped in any way he could. It was safe to say he didn't have much experience with makeup.

Mascara was applied liberally, coating each lash and separating them gently with a spoolie brush. I blinked repeatedly, trying to adjust to the sensation of having something so close to my eye. I didn't worry much. For sure, it was something that, over time, I'd get used to.

The mascara added depth to my eyes, making them appear more alluring and mysterious.

Finally, Fiona painted my lips with a soft pink lipstick, blotting excess color away with a tissue. She stepped back, admiring her creation. "There," she said, smirking. "You look stunning, Liam. Absolutely gorgeous."

With my makeup complete, Fiona gestured for me to stand and turned me towards the mirror. I looked at myself, hardly recognizing the figure reflected back at me. Wow.

My new look was both familiar and foreign, blending the remnants of my old self with the emerging traits of my new identity. The apron, stockings, and makeup all worked together to create a cohesive image of a sissy maid, ready to serve.

Though, I had to admit I didn't have much experience with that. Well, it was something that would soon change, I thought.

Connor retrieved a long, wavy blonde wig from a mannequin head in the corner of the room, shaking it out gently before placing it on top of my own hair. I didn't even know we had a mannequin in the house. Did Fiona buy it recently?

He positioned it carefully, tucking stray strands behind my ears and adjusting the bangs to frame my face perfectly. The wig cascaded down my back, reaching just past my shoulders, and contrasted beautifully with the rest of my outfit.

"Looks really good on you, princess," he whispered just behind my neck.

Fiona examined me with critical eyes, stepping forward to make minor adjustments to the wig's placement. Satisfied, she smiled at my reflection in the mirror. "You see?" She said softly, cupping my chin in her hand. "You were always meant to be like this. Beautiful, submissive... ours."


Chapter 8













I stirred awake slowly, my body heavy with exhaustion from the day's events. As I blinked my eyes open, I found myself still dressed in the sissy maid outfit Fiona had so carefully put together for me earlier. I didn't want to take it off—it felt special and already held so much personal value.

The apron was tied loosely around my waist, and the sheer stockings clung to my legs beneath the white cotton nightgown I now wore over my lace panties.

The room was dark, illuminated only by the soft glow of moonlight filtering through the curtains. I could hear Connor's steady breathing beside me, and I knew he had been watching me sleep for some time now. The thought sent a shiver down my spine, equal parts fear and excitement. More excitement than fear, I should say.

"Did you really think I wouldn't check on you?" His voice was a low rumble in the darkness, sending vibrations through the mattress. I could feel the heat of his gaze on my body as he traced the lines of my sleeping form with his eyes.

I swallowed hard, my heart beginning to race at his proximity. "I... I didn't know," I whispered, my voice barely audible over the pounding of my own pulse in my ears.

Connor chuckled darkly, shifting closer to me on the bed. The movement made the springs creak, and I tensed automatically. But then his hand came to rest possessively on my hip, his thumb rubbing soothing circles into my skin through the thin fabric of my nightgown.

"You're mine" he murmured, his lips brushing against the shell of my ear. "Mine to protect, mine to cherish, and mine to claim whenever I desire."

I shuddered at the dark promise in his words, desire coiling hot and heavy in my core. I knew what he meant—knew that he was going to take me, and I wanted it more than anything.

"Hmm, I want that," I whispered. "In fact, as much as it scares me, when I saw you in here, it was the only thing I wanted."

Connor growled approvingly, his hand sliding up to cup the back of my neck. His grip was firm but not painful as he guided me onto my back, looming over me like a dark, dominant force.

"You're going to be such a good little slut for me," he rumbled, his other hand trailing down my body to palm the growing bulge in my panties. "So desperate and needy, begging for my cock."

I whimpered brokenly as he rubbed me through the thin lace, the rough fabric providing delicious friction against my aching flesh. I could feel myself growing hard, my arousal leaking onto the delicate material.

"There we go," Connor purred, leaning down to nip at my jawline. "You're going to give me everything, aren't you? Your holes, your mouth, your very soul."

"Yes," I gasped, arching up into his touch. "I'm yours. All of me. Please use me however you want."

Connor groaned, his hips rolling against mine as he ground his hardness into my own. The sensation was delicious and maddening all at once. And then, his face was painted with another devilish smile.

"That's what I like to hear," he rasped, capturing my lips in a searing kiss. His tongue plunged into my mouth, conquering and claiming every inch of me.

I surrendered right away, opening myself up to him as he plundered my depths. He tasted faintly of whiskey and power, an intoxicating combination that made my head spin.

As we kissed, Connor's hands roamed over my body with a possessive hunger, tugging at the hem of my nightgown. I lifted my hips obediently, allowing him to slide it up and off, exposing me to his gaze in the moonlight.

"You're so beautiful like this," he murmured, his eyes raking over my nearly naked form. "So helpless and eager, begging for everything I can do."

I flushed under his heated perusal, but I couldn't deny the thrill that raced through me at his words. I wanted to be helpless, and he knew it.

Connor's fingers trailed over the swell of my breasts, circling my nipples through the thin fabric of my bra. The rough lace scraped deliciously against the sensitive peaks, making me gasp and arch into his touch.

"Perfect," he coaxed, pinching and rolling the stiff buds between his fingers. "Let me make you feel good. I demand it."

He continued his actions as he leaned down to capture one of my nipples in his mouth, sucking and biting at the sensitive flesh through the sheer fabric. I cried out at the exquisite pleasure-pain, my fingers tangling in his hair to hold him closer.

Connor groaned around my nipple, sending vibrations of sensation zinging straight to my core. His free hand slid down my body, pushing under the waistband of my panties to cup my bare ass.

"Mmm, yes," I mewled, grinding my hips against his palm. "Touch me. I need your fingers doing everything you want to me."

Connor growled in approval, kneading the plump flesh roughly as he licked and sucked. His fingers crept lower, teasing along the cleft between my cheeks before pressing firmly against my fluttering hole.

"I'm going to fuck this tight little ass," he promised darkly, circling the tight pucker with his fingertip. "Stretch you open on his big cock and claim you inside and out."

I shuddered violently at the threat, even as pre-cum soaked through my panties. The thought of him penetrating me was both terrifying and incredibly arousing.

"Yes," I whimpered, pushing back against his invading digit. "Please. I need it. I need you inside me."

Connor smirked wickedly, nipping at my nipple one last time before pulling away. He sat up on his knees, looming over my prone form like a dark god.

"If you want it so much, then beg for it. If you can't show me how much you need it, I might change my mind and leave," he explained. "Beg me to wreck your slutty little holes with my huge cock."

I didn't hesitate, knowing that my submission would only bring me greater pleasure. "Oh yes, please!" I cried out, my voice cracking with desperation. "Please fuck me! Use my holes however you want. I'm your sissy slut, and I need your big dick inside me. Please fill me up and make me your perfect little fucktoy!"

Connor groaned, quickly unfastening his pants and freeing his massive erection. The thick shaft bobbed heavily against his stomach, dripping with pre-cum.

"That's right," he growled, fisting his cock and giving it a few pumps. "You're going to be Daddy's good little cumdump from now on. I'm going to pump you full of my seed and make you addicted to it."

I licked my lips hungrily, my eyes glazed with lust as I stared up at him in open adoration. "Yes," I breathed. "Please give me your cum. I want it so badly. I want to be your perfect little cumdump."

Connor smirked triumphantly, lining up his cockhead with my fluttering hole. "Then take it, slut," he snarled, slamming forward and burying himself to the hilt in one brutal thrust.

He didn't prepare me for it. Didn't even use lube or spit. He just straight up split me open, and I loved it.

I screamed at the sudden intrusion, my body convulsing around the thick girth stretching me open. It hurt, but it was a delicious pain that only heightened my pleasure. Connor paused for a moment, allowing me to adjust to the intense sensation before he started to move.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hips rolling as he savored the tight heat of my passage. "You're gripping me so tightly, princess. Like your little hole was made just for my cock."

I could only moan in response, my nails digging into his shoulders as he began to thrust in earnest. The wet sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room as he pounded into me with increasing force.

"I always knew that, one day, I'd wreck you," he growled, one hand coming up to wrap around my throat, squeezing lightly. "So take my cock like the good little whore you are. Milk it with this slutty hole."

I obeyed eagerly, clenching down on him with each snap of his hips. The pressure on my windpipe only heightened the dizzying rush of sensations, making me feel lightheaded and euphoric.

"I know what you're thinking right now," Connor purred, his voice rough with pleasure as he continued to rut into me. "You've just found out you love being my fucktoy, haven't you? Love having your holes used and filled with cum."

I nodded frantically, my eyes rolling back in bliss as he nailed my prostate dead-on. "Yes!" I keened. "I love it! I love being your slutty cumdump. Please fill me up. I want to be dripping with your seed."

Connor groaned, his thrusts growing erratic as he chased his release. His balls slapped heavily against my ass with each pump of his hips, the lewd sound mingling obscenely with our moans and cries.

"Delicious," he snarled, slamming into me one final time before grinding his pelvis flush against mine. "Take my cum, slut. Milk it out of these balls."

I felt him throb deep inside me as he exploded, painting my inner walls with thick ropes of hot semen. The sensation of his release triggered my own climax, and I came screaming, my body shaking uncontrollably as I spasmed around his spurting cock.

"Oh god!" I sobbed, tears of ecstasy streaming down my face as I rode out the mind-blowing orgasm. "Fill me up! Make me your perfect little cumdump!" And sure enough, he was doing that.

Connor kept pumping into me long after he had finished, drawing out both our pleasure as he savored the clenching heat of my hole. When he finally pulled out, a gush of semen leaked out of my gaping asshole, trickling down between my cheeks.

"There you go," he murmured, scooping some of the leaking cum onto his fingers and pushing it back inside me. "Nice and full of my seed now."

My head was still spinning from the intensity of what we had just done, my body thrumming with pleasure and exhaustion. Still lying in my bed and basking in the afterglow of my utter submission to Connor's needs, I felt him shift beside me. He propped himself up on one elbow, looking down at me with a smug grin. He had something wicked and devilish planned for me, I could tell.

"That was incredible," he murmured, his voice low and satisfied. "You took my cock so well, princess. Like you were made for it."

I flushed at the praise, feeling a swell of pride in my chest. I had pleased him, and that knowledge filled me with a deep sense of contentment. But even as I reveled in knowing that, I could feel Connor's hunger for more. He was far from satisfied.

In the meantime, I couldn't help but wonder if Fiona already knew about what was happening here. Maybe he told her about it before coming.

It was impossible to say without asking one of them, but I wasn't going to do that right now, of course. I wasn't crazy enough to do that.

I knew Connor wouldn't react well to such a question. Since he could do anything he wanted to me, I had to be careful.

Either way, if Fiona didn't know, I knew she would be pissed. After all, she was very possessive.

"And now," he continued, his hand trailing down my body to palm my ass possessively. "It's time for you to show your appreciation in other ways."

My eyes widened as his meaning sank in, and my cock twitched with renewed interest. Connor wanted me to service him orally, and I knew that there would be no denying him. There never was. He was the dominant one.

"Yes," I breathed, finding it difficult to pronounce the word. "I want to taste you. I want to worship your cock like the altar it is."

Connor growled approvingly, his grip on my ass tightening. "That's right, slut. You're going to choke on this big dick and swallow every drop of cum I pump into your stomach."

I shuddered at his crude words, feeling a rush of excitement at the prospect. However, there was no denying I liked it when he talked dirty to me.

Crawling forward on my hands and knees, I positioned myself between his spread thighs, looking up at him with wide, submissive eyes. Even though I knew he wanted it, I was still asking for permission. I wasn't worried. I knew he was going to give it.

"Please," I whimpered, my voice mirroring my desperation. "Let me service you. I want to be your good little cocksucker."

Connor smirked down at me, tangling his fingers in my hair and guiding my face towards his crotch. "You beg so sweetly, princess. I almost feel bad for ruining such a pretty mouth, but I know it's mine and I can do whatever I want to it."

I licked my lips hungrily as I felt his erection brush against my cheek, the head already glistening with pre-cum. The musky scent of him filled my nostrils, making me dizzy with lust.

"Please," I whimpered again, nuzzling into his groin like a cat in heat. "I need your cock in my mouth. I need to taste you."

Connor groaned as I mouthed at his shaft, my tongue tracing the thick ridge of his erection. "Fuck, yes," he growled, grinding himself against my face. "That's it, slut. Get me nice and hard."

His dick then sprang up, slapping against my cheek with a lewd thwack. I gasped at the sudden contact, my eyes watering from the sting.

"Open wide," Connor commanded, fisting his shaft and tapping it against my lips. "It's time for your reward."

I obeyed instantly, parting my jaw as he fed me his thick inches. The head slid past my teeth with a pop, and I moaned around him as the salty taste of his pre-cum flooded my mouth.

"There we go," Connor groaned, his voice strained with pleasure as he pushed deeper into my throat. "Take my cock down your slutty hole. Choke on it like the good whore you are." He didn't have to ask me twice. Of course I was going to do that, and even a lot more.

I relaxed my esophagus and looked up at him with wide, submissive eyes as he began to thrust in earnest. Drool leaked from the corners of my stretched lips as he face-fucked me with abandon, grunting and cursing as he chased his climax.

"Shit, your throat feels so good," he snarled, his balls slapping against my chin with each brutal pump of his hips. "I'm going to flood it with cum and make you swallow every drop."

I shuddered around him, the depravity of being used so roughly sending me hurtling towards my own release. My cock throbbed urgently between my legs as Connor's thrusts grew more erratic, his climax imminent.

I didn't know he could cum twice in such a short time, but I supposed I shouldn't be so surprised.

"Fuck, princess!" He roared, slamming into me one final time before grinding his pelvis flush against my face. Hot, viscous ropes of cum spurted directly down my gullet, painting my insides with his essence.

I swallowed greedily, working to milk every last drop from his pulsing shaft as I came untouched, my own orgasm crashing through me. My vision blurred with the force of it, and I slumped forward as the pleasure crested over me.

Connor pulled out with a groan, allowing me to gulp down air. Thick strands of semen connected us for a moment before breaking, dripping obscenely down my chin and onto my heaving chest.

"That was fucking incredible," he rasped, stroking my hair back from my face almost tenderly. "You took my cock so well, princess. I've never been sucked off like that before."

I smiled up at him weakly, my body thrumming with satisfaction and exhaustion. Hearing his praise made me feel so good. It was nice to know that he valued my effort.

I had really pleased him immensely, and that knowledge filled me with a deep sense of fulfillment too.

"I loved it," I whispered hoarsely, licking my lips to savor the lingering taste of him. "I love being your slutty cocksucker."

Connor chuckled, pulling me up into his arms and crushing me against his broad chest. "And I love using you however I want," he murmured into my hair, his voice a low rumble of dark promise. "You're mine now, princess. My perfect little fucktoy to claim whenever and however I desire."


Chapter 9













I woke up with a smile on my face, recalling the amazing things we did last night. My body was heavy with exhaustion, but it felt good— after all, I had been thoroughly used by someone powerful. He used to be my friend, but now… Now he was so much more. It was unbelievable. I almost couldn't wrap my head around it. It was going to take a while before I got used to it.

Connor's presence next to me was comforting, making me feel safe and protected. I felt as though I was floating and not lying in my bed.

As I stretched slightly, I heard muffled voices coming from somewhere nearby. It was like they were coming from outside. It was certainly not something I needed to worry about, I thought.

But then, I opened my eyes wider, listening carefully and realizing those voices belonged to Connor and Fiona, and they were actually in my room.

My heart started pounding harder as I realized she must have found us together. Shit! This wasn't a good start to the day.

"...and you didn't tell me about this!" Fiona's voice echoed clearly in the room, ringing in my ears. "You know very well I want to be informed about everything happening with our pet, Connor."

I froze instantly, my body tensing as I braced myself for what was bound to happen next. And there was the word 'pet.' I knew it described me perfectly, but I still hadn't gotten used to it.

Connor’s reply came fast and furious, matching Fiona's intensity.

"What the fuck are you doing, Fiona? I was still sleeping," he groaned. "You've got some nerve, though," he then continued, his voice putting me on high alert. "Whatever you're thinking, it was never your decision to make. You don't own him; he belongs to me, actually."

My heart thudded painfully against my ribcage as adrenaline rushed into my system. I could feel the tension in the air thickening, and it became hard to breathe. Both Connor and Fiona thought of me as their property, and neither was going to back down easily.

Fiona shot back, "He's mine too, Connor. We both agreed on that. Don't act like you're the only one who has a claim on him."

Connor scoffed loudly, tightening his grip around my waist. "You're delusional if you think that. He's my toy, and I use him however I please."

Fiona's response was quick and venomous, her voice rising to match Connor's volume. "You're pathetic if you believe that. He's ours, not yours alone. We share him, and you better remember that." There was a pause. "You shouldn't have gone behind my back."

I shrank deeper into the cocoon of Connor's embrace, wishing I could disappear into nothingness. Despite being terrified, a part of me reveled in their fierce possession of me. It made me feel special and desired. However, their heated argument wasn't something I wanted to witness or be involved in. I couldn't stand it much longer.

Connor growled, "And you really thought I could never change my mind about that? Maybe I won't let you near him anymore. Maybe I'll take him away from you completely."

Those words widened my eyes even more than they already were. I didn't think he was going to say that. Did he really want me that much?

Fiona countered him right away, her voice shaking with fury. "Try doing that, Connor. Try taking him away from me. See how far you get."

They were both so intense, so full of rage and desire, that I couldn't help but tremble at the sheer force of their passion. Their argument continued to escalate, their voices rising until they reached a crescendo of shouting.

"You can't stop me from doing whatever I want to him!" Connor roared, his hand gripping my hip tighter.

"I fucking will!" Fiona screamed back, her hands clenching into fists. "You don't control him; I do!"

As their argument intensified, a whirlwind of fear and exhilaration danced in my chest. They were both dominant and possessive, and they fought over me like I was a prize they both coveted desperately. And truth be told, that was pretty much what it was.

Out of the blue, there was a shift—a pause where they both seemed to realize simultaneously what they were saying. As their anger began to dissipate, they looked at each other, their expressions softening into something more contemplative than combative.

"Wait a minute," Connor said finally, running a hand through his tousled hair. "Maybe we're getting ahead of ourselves here. After all, he's ours to enjoy, right?"

Fiona blinked, considering his words. Then she nodded, a slow smile spreading across her face. Initially, she didn't want to admit it, but his words made sense.

"Yes, you’re right. What are we fighting over when we can share him between us?"

Relief washed over me as their argument de-escalated and turned toward compromise. For the first time since waking up, I took a deep breath, feeling the tension ease out of the room.

"So," Connor murmured, leaning in closer to kiss my temple. "He's going to please both of us. No need to keep fighting."

Fiona moved close beside me, her fingers trailing lightly along my arm. "That sounds perfect, darling, but I still can't forgive you for going behind my back and doing what you did."

Connor grinned. "Ehh, that's fine."

"It's not completely fine. Not really. I'm going to let it slide for now because I have something more important to deal with."

Her eyes locked on me. I knew exactly what she meant. She was thinking about me. Those eyes were telling me exactly what she was thinking. I thought that, this morning, I was going to have some time to recover my energy, but it appeared that it wasn't going to happen.

Her hand moved towards my asshole. Her fingers lightly brushed against it, making me buck my hips. Her eyes then lit up.

"It's time for me to have a taste of you too, darling. And maybe, once we're done, we can choose a new name for you. You need something more fitting. 'Liam' just isn't good enough for you anymore."

I gulped. I hadn't thought about it until that moment, but her plan made sense. Now that I was a sissy, I shouldn't be called Liam anymore. I should be called something else, though I had no idea what that might be.


Chapter 10













I remained in Connor's strong arms while we were both still lying in my bed, basking in the afterglow of our intense lovemaking. I didn't want to go anywhere. It felt so good to be where I was.

The sheets were damp with sweat and other fluids, reminding me of the passion that had just unfolded between us. Lying there, my mind drifted to the heated argument I had witnessed earlier between Fiona and Connor. It had been terrible. I was glad it was already over.

Their voices had been raised, filled with possessive claims and territorial declarations over me. It was a scene that I never thought I would see—my wife and my old friend, both asserting their dominance and desire to have me. In a way, it was both frightening and thrilling to know that they wanted me so fiercely. More thrilling than frightening, I should say.

Connor's hand trailed down my back, his fingers tracing the curve of my ass. "My argument with Fiona didn't change anything, Liam. You are still mine," he murmured, his voice low and possessive. "I know we agreed to share you, but make no mistake—your body belongs to me."

I shivered at his touch, a mix of excitement and apprehension coursing through me. I knew that Fiona was still in the room, having agreed to let Connor have his way with me first. The thought of her watching as Connor used me sent a thrill down my spine.

The important thing to note was that she was hearing everything. This time, she didn't mind. Their disagreement had already been settled; they could share me without worrying that the other might claim more of me.

Connor shifted, pulling me up to face him. His eyes were dark with desire, his expression one of pure dominance. Even though we fucked last night, he still wanted another round with me.

"Get on your knees," he commanded, his voice brooking no argument. "It's time for you to show Fiona and me just how well you can serve us."

Serve them? The thought was both terrifying and exhilarating. I didn't have much experience; I just hoped they wouldn't mind and would understand my clumsy movements.

I slid off the bed, my heart pounding in my chest as I knelt before them. Fiona was seated on the edge of the mattress, her legs spread invitingly. Connor stood beside her, his cock already hardening at the sight of me kneeling obediently.

They didn't have to say anything. I knew what they wanted me to do.

"I'm not angry anymore about what I saw. I know you're mine. You are my husband, and from now on, you will always be my sissy. Connor can say anything he wants, but that doesn't change the fact that you are stuck with me. I know I'm always going to be your favorite, isn't that right?" She said, her hand caressing my cheek. I could only nod.

And after a moment of nothingness, she continued.

"Go on then, pet," Fiona purred. "Put that pretty mouth of yours to good use and pleasure your Mistress." She didn't have to ask me twice. I was actually wondering when she was going to say that.

I crawled forward, my eyes locked on Fiona's glistening pussy. She was already naked. After realizing this was going to happen, she removed her clothes. It happened not too long ago.

I could smell her arousal, a different smell that made my own cock twitch in anticipation. Leaning in, I ran my tongue along her slit, savoring her unique flavor.

Fiona then moaned, her fingers tangling in my hair. "Oh god, that's so good, you filthy slut," she breathed. "Use your tongue to worship your Mistress's cunt." And yes, of course, I was doing that. Or at least, I was trying my best.

As I continued to lap at Fiona's pussy, Connor moved closer, his rigid cock bobbing mere inches from my face. It was so inviting, so tantalizing. I wanted it again.

"Don't neglect me, sissy," he growled. "I want to feel that hot little mouth wrapped around my dick while you eat out Fiona."

He wanted me to do both things at the same time? It was going to be difficult, if not impossible, but I was going to try my best.

With a slight shift of my head, I took Connor's thick shaft into my mouth, my lips stretching wide around his girth. I began to bob up and down, my tongue swirling around the sensitive head as I pleasured him.

Fiona gasped as I pushed two fingers deep inside her wet heat, curling them to stroke that special spot that made her writhe with pleasure. I wasn't completely inexperienced. I had some experience from the few times when we made love. I just hoped it was sufficient.

At the same time, I continued to suck Connor's cock, taking him deeper with each pass of my lips and tongue. I didn't even know I could do that. It was certainly mind-opening.

"Mmm, you're such a good little cocksucker," Fiona purred, her thighs clenching around my head. "I love watching you service Connor like this. It makes me feel so aroused."

Connor grunted, his hand fisting in my hair as he began to thrust into my mouth. "Hell yeah, take it deep, sissy. Show me what a good little slut you are for Mistress's cunt and my cock." He didn't even have to say that. I was doing my best to show him that.

I moaned around Connor's shaft, the vibrations making him groan with pleasure. Fiona was getting close, her pussy clenching around my fingers as I rubbed her G-spot.

I was happy to be giving both of them so much pleasure. It was eye-opening. I was beginning to realize that this was what had truly been missing in my life. I didn't want to be a man; I wanted to continue being their sissy.

"That's really so good," she cried out, her body tensing as her orgasm crashed over her. "Fuck, yes! Make me cum all over that pretty face!"

Oh god, she was going to cum all over my face? Even though my heart was hammering in my chest, I couldn't wait for it anymore. I wanted it to happen right now.

I kept licking and sucking at Fiona's sensitive flesh as she rode out her climax, lapping up her sweet juices like a man starved.

Alternating between the two of them, Connor continued to fuck my mouth, his pace becoming erratic as he chased his own release.

With a guttural groan, Connor pulled out of my mouth, his cock pulsing as thick ropes of cum painted my face. "Fuck, take it all, you dirty little sissy. I know how much you like this," he growled, smearing his spend across my cheeks and lips with the tip of his cock. He was absolutely relentless, and loved it so much.

As I licked the salty essence from my lips, Fiona reached down to roughly finger my asshole. Her touch was almost painful in its intensity, but it only served to make me harder. "You're such a needy little slut," she taunted, pushing a second finger knuckle-deep inside me. "So desperate for us to fill you up and use you like the toy you are."

Connor's hands joined Fiona's, both of them roughly stretching my tight hole with their fingers. The burn of the penetration mingled with the pleasure of their dominant touch, driving me wild with lust.

"Please, Mistress," I whimpered, my own cock throbbing with the need for release. "I need you both so badly. Use me however you want."

Somehow, I knew I never needed to say it. They were going to keep using me however they wanted.

Fiona then smirked, withdrawing her fingers from my ass. She licked them clean, savoring the taste of my hole. "You heard him, Connor."

Connor grinned wickedly, grabbing my hips and flipping me onto my back. He positioned himself between my legs, his cock already hardening again as he took in the sight of my exposed asshole. "I'm going to fuck this tight cunt until you scream," he promised. "And you're going to beg me for more."

I could only moan in anticipation as Connor lined up his thick shaft with my stretched hole. With one brutal thrust, he buried himself deep inside me, splitting me open on his rigid cock.

"Fuck, you're so tight," Connor grunted, pulling back and slamming into me again. "Such a perfect little fucktoy for Mistress and me. I feel so lucky to have you."

Fiona leaned down to capture my lips in a searing kiss, her tongue delving into my mouth possessively. I could taste myself on her lips, the musky flavor of my own arousal mingling with the lingering traces of Connor's cum.

As Connor pistoned in and out of my ass, Fiona pinched and tugged at my nipples, sending jolts of pleasure-pain straight to my groin. The dual assault on my senses had me writhing beneath them, my cock leaking copiously onto my belly.

"You are such a perfect dirty pet," Fiona cooed, breaking the kiss to lick a stripe up my neck. "Take Connor's cock like the slutty little sissy you are. Show him how much you love being filled and used by your Mistress and her friend."

Her friend? I was happy her opinion of him had changed so much. I felt happy when they weren't fighting.

I could only moan, my body overwhelmed with sensation. The rough slap of flesh against flesh echoed through the room as Connor pounded into me with abandon, his hips snapping forward at a punishing pace.

"That's right, sissy," he growled, angling his thrusts to hit that magical spot inside me. "Scream for me. Let everyone know what a desperate little cock whore you are." And I loved the idea of more people knowing about my true self.

My cries grew louder and more wanton with each stroke of Connor's cock, my hole clenching greedily around him. Fiona's hands never ceased their torment of my sensitive nipples, twisting and tugging until I was dizzy with pleasure.

"Please, please," I begged, my voice hoarse from screaming. "I need to cum. Please let me cum!" But were they going to do that now? I didn't know. I would be lucky if they did.

Fiona smirked, her hand delving between our bodies to wrap around my dripping cock. I thought it was going to take longer, but she was already giving me the answer I wanted. It seemed I had just gotten very lucky.

She began to stroke me in time with Connor's thrusts, the dual stimulation pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

"You know what to do now, pet," she purred. "Cum for us. Show us what a good little sissy you are."

With a final brutal thrust, Connor buried himself to the hilt inside me, his cock pulsing as he emptied his balls deep into my ass. I didn't know he had so much cum stored in them!

The feeling of his hot seed flooding my insides triggered my own release, my cock spurting thick ropes of cum all over Fiona's hand and chest.

"Hmm, I like that," Fiona moaned, continuing to milk me through my orgasm. "Keep painting Mistress with your cum like a good little slut."

As the last tremors of pleasure faded, I collapsed back onto the bed, utterly spent. Connor and Fiona both collapsed beside me, their bodies slick with sweat and other fluids.

"That was incredible," Fiona sighed, reaching out to smear my own spend across my lips. "You're such a perfect pet, Liam. I can't wait to share you again."

Connor chuckled darkly, his hand cupping my cum-filled ass possessively. "Mmm, and I look forward to marking this tight little hole as mine over and over again." He leaned in to nip at my earlobe. "Don't think for a second that Fiona will stop me from taking what's mine, sissy."

Oh, I wouldn't dare, I thought.


Chapter 11













I woke up early one morning, the sun just beginning to peek through the curtains of our bedroom. Fiona was still asleep beside me, her face peaceful in slumber. I slipped out of bed carefully so as not to disturb her, padding softly to the bathroom. I didn't want to wake anyone up. I was always well-behaved and careful around others. When disturbed in the middle of their sleep, they could get quite angry, and it was a little terrifying.

After freshening up, I made my way to the kitchen to start breakfast. The aroma of coffee filled the air as I set about preparing Fiona's favorite—French toast with fresh berries and whipped cream. It was a small gesture, but one I hoped would put her in a good mood for the day ahead. I knew she deserved it.

Still working, I couldn't help but reflect on the events from a few weeks ago. Fiona and Connor had finally settled their differences, agreeing to share me between them. It was still surreal to think about—my wife and my childhood friend, both wanting me, each in their own way. Both were similar and different at the same time in how they wanted me.

I knew it wouldn't be easy, navigating these new dynamics, but I was excited to explore this side of myself more fully. And without them, it wouldn't be possible.

Lost in thought, I nearly jumped when Fiona's arms suddenly snaked around my waist from behind. When did she wake up?

She pressed a soft kiss to my neck as she inhaled deeply. "Mmm, something smells delicious," she murmured, her voice still husky with sleep.

I wished she were still sleeping. I planned to wake her up with breakfast in bed. She would have loved it and rewarded me with treats for my good behavior.

I turned in her arms, smiling up at her. "Good morning, Mistress. I made your favorite for breakfast." Her eyes sparkled at the endearment, and she leaned in to capture my lips in a deep kiss. It stole the oxygen from my lungs.

"You spoil me," she said softly as she pulled back. Spoiling her was good, though. I couldn't stop doing it. "But I can think of another way you could serve me this morning."

I shivered with anticipation, knowing exactly what she meant. "Anything for you, Mistress," I replied, my voice trembling slightly.

Fiona grinned wickedly. "Go put on your maid outfit, pet. I want to see you dusting the living room in that sexy little uniform." And, well, she didn't have to ask it twice. My heart sped up with pure excitement, thinking about that.

The French maid costume had been Fiona's idea—a tight black dress with a frilly white apron, sheer black stockings, and heels. It was both humiliating and arousing to wear it, knowing how it emphasized my feminine curves.

Over time, I was becoming more like a real woman. Soon, my cock and balls would shrink to a small nub, and then I’d have surgery to add breasts.

"Yes, Mistress," I breathed, hurrying to obey. I made quick work of dressing, the cool silk of the dress sliding against my skin like a caress. The heels clicked on the hardwood floors as I made my way to the living room.

Fiona was already there, lounging on one of the plush couches with a mug of coffee in hand. Her eyes raked over me appreciatively as I entered. "Very good, pet," she purred. "Now get to work. Dust everything thoroughly—and don't forget the baseboards and window sills."

I nodded, grabbing the feather duster from the closet. It wasn't too dusty. In my opinion, it could be left as it was, but I also couldn't say no to my Mistress. She would punish me if I did.

I began at the far wall, working my way around the room methodically. The duster swept over the antique furniture, leaving not a speck of dust behind.

As I knelt to clean the baseboards, I heard Fiona shift on the couch behind me. "Look at you, pet," she crooned. "So dutiful in your little maid outfit. I love seeing you on your knees like that."

I felt my face flush with embarrassment and arousal at her words. The position I was in presented my ass prominently to her gaze, the skirt of my dress riding up slightly.

"Mmm, indeed," Connor's voice chimed in from the doorway. I hadn't even heard him enter. It caught me by surprise, making me freeze for a moment before resuming my previous action. "The view is quite... stimulating. Perhaps we should put Liam's oral skills to good use while he cleans."

Fiona chuckled darkly. And here I thought the only thing I would be doing now was cleaning. "An excellent idea, darling. Come here, Liam. It's time for your first task of the day."

Other than cleaning? I asked myself, keeping my lips sealed.

Well, there was no reason to ask her that, so I rose gracefully, setting aside the duster and walking over to where they sat. Fiona lifted her skirt as I knelt between her legs, revealing her lace-covered pussy. I stopped breathing for a full second.

"Put that pretty mouth to work, pet," Fiona commanded. "Worship your Mistress's cunt while you continue dusting."

I wasn't sure how I could do both things at the same time, but I obeyed without hesitation, leaning in to lick and suck at her through the thin barrier of her panties. The musky scent of her arousal filled my nostrils as I pleasured her.

Doing my best, I could hear Connor unzipping his pants behind me. I moaned softly into Fiona's cunt when I felt his hands grip my hips, rubbing his hardening cock between my ass cheeks. He was going straight for what he wanted most.

"You look so hot like this," Connor groaned. "Dusting and licking like a good little slut."

I could only whimper in response, my own prick beginning to strain against the confines of my maid dress. Fiona's thighs clenched around my head as she ground her pussy against my face.

"That's right, baby," she gasped. "Get me off with that talented tongue of yours. Show your Master how well you serve. You're going to make him jealous."

I wasn't sure that making him jealous was a good idea. The last time it happened, his punishment was severe, even though it hadn't been my fault.

My movements grew more frenzied at her words, lapping and sucking with wild abandon. Fiona cried out sharply as her orgasm crashed over her, squirting her juices into my eager mouth.

Licking her clean, Fiona grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanking me up to face her. "You did so well, pet," she praised. "Such an obedient little maid slut for your Mistress and Master."

Her words brought a huge grin to my face. That was me, their obedient toy.

Connor's hands slid around to palm my ass, squeezing roughly. "Indeed. I can't wait to see what other domestic tasks we can put you to," he rumbled.

Fiona's eyes glittered with wicked promise. "Oh, I'm sure we'll find plenty of ways to keep our sissy busy and satisfied. After all, a pretty maid like him deserves to be used for pleasure as well as cleanliness."

She then pushed me face-down over the arm of the couch, hiking up my skirt. Connor moved back behind me, rubbing the head of his cock teasingly between my ass cheeks again. How long was he going to keep teasing me like that? It was maddening.

"It's time for your next task," Fiona purred, reaching under my skirt to fondle my stiffening dick. "To open wide for your Master and let him fill this greedy hole."

She didn't have to say that again, so I whimpered with need, arching my back to present myself more fully to Connor. He chuckled darkly as he gripped my hips, lining himself up with my entrance.

"That's right, take it deep," Fiona urged, stroking me firmly as Connor began to push inside. "Show him how much you love being filled and used by your Mistress and Master." Oh, I could do that easily, I thought. It came naturally to me. I'd long found my calling, after all.

I cried out brokenly as Connor bottomed out, his thick shaft stretching me open deliciously. I felt so utterly possessed, so completely at the mercy of my dominant partners.

Connor didn't waste a single second, pounding into me with deep, powerful thrusts. The wet slap of flesh on flesh echoed obscenely through the room as he took me. Fiona worked my cock feverishly, twisting and tugging until I was dizzy with pleasure. I had to fight hard to remain conscious.

"Keep it up, you filthy animal!" Connor growled, angling his hips to nail my prostate with each snap of his hips. "Squeeze that tight boycunt around me! Milk your Master's cock like the desperate little slut you are."

I could only babble incoherently, my mind lost in a haze of sensation. Fiona pumped me harder, her fingers flying over my shaft. The combination was almost too much for me to endure for much longer.

"That's it, pet," she purred. "Cum for us. Show us what a good little maid you are by drenching your Mistress's hand with your pathetic spend."

With a final, brutal thrust, Connor buried himself to the hilt inside me again, his cock pulsing as he emptied his balls deep into my ass. The feeling of his hot seed flooding my insides triggered my own release, my cock spurting thick ropes of cum all over Fiona's fingers.

I collapsed against the cushions, utterly spent and boneless. Connor slumped over me, his softening prick still nestled inside my cum-filled hole. Fiona stroked my hair almost tenderly as she praised my performance.

"You were perfect, pet," she cooed. "Such an obedient little maid for us. We're so proud of you."

Connor nuzzled into my neck, pressing a kiss to my sweat-slick skin. "Indeed you were, sissy. I can't wait to have you serve us again like this."

And I couldn't help but share his sentiment, too.




End of Book 3
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