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Prologue

I first formally met Jenna Mayfair just after I had turned eighteen, although I had seen her around the High school innumerable times.

She was two years older than me - which was a lot at my time of life - utterly spectacular looking with luscious long legs, inky dark hair, a body to die for and had been turning every male hormonal-head in her peer group, for longer than I could recall.

So, this superior young woman was hardly going to notice me, was she?

That was how it was because, in unfortunate truth, I was outwardly shy around girls - even though they always seemed to like me and sought out my company - but frustratingly I was always put into the humbling friend category and often could only look on from a distance when other more vital confident or striking boys I knew got off with most of the pretty ladies I fancied.

In confession it was often not easy seeing someone you had romantic aspirations or hopes for kissing then intimately touching another, but I always sensed, that given my generally comely presentation, eventually such a warm intimate relationship with a lovely female would fall into my lap if remained merely polite, positive and patient.

I might point out that even in my naivety, and to be entirely open or honest, I barely or really thought that merely those questionably admirable qualities would do the necessary trick

Therefore, to suddenly find the sumptuous Jenna Mayfair walking directly over in my direction obviously with the intention of speaking to someone anonymous like me in this small bar - the younger people in our small town tended to frequent - was something of a veritable shock, especially as she indeed stopped, slightly above my eyeline, smiled suddenly, then sighed.

“It’s Joshua isn’t it?”

I blinked and to be honest simply tried not to swoon as the close buddy I was with instantly stepped back and theatrically blew on his fingertips then mouthed the work, “hot,” which about summed up my unexpected, uninvited new companion precisely.

It was hard to know how exactly to reply to such a fabulous woman, meaning I confusedly blinked then downed my cold beer and tried to think logically before speaking, but the audible plan - if I had one - didn’t go too well as all I could do was splutter stupidly.

“Yes, Yes, my name is Joshua.”

She laughed at my patent dither and spoke mockingly before gently patting my knee as if I was a child.

“Are you sure…?”

At this point I began to shiver before, to my further disbelief, she generously ordered me another drink then tried to put me at my ease when it arrived, and I sipped it immediately as if I needed something that could ease the tension to take my mind off her.

“…Just relax Joshua, I know who you are, as to be honest I did used to notice you at school and always thought you looked exceptionally cute and sweet…”

Her palm stroked or teased my blonde hair then she simpered.

“…And look at you now, all grown up and almost good enough to eat…!”

My face was glowing at such a crazy unanticipated compliment from someone as sublime as her, but I was still utterly tongue-tied and could barely utter a discernible syllable until - after my glass was quickly emptied - the sensational girl seemed increasingly uncomfortable.

“…If you don’t want to chat Joshua that’s fine and I’ll see you later…maybe?”

The thought of losing her gorgeous face at my side and have Jenna Mayfair slip through my fingers like exquisite sand finally spurred me into action then forced me to enter the real social world as I gasped without any obvious pride or ego at all.

“Why are you talking to me…?”

I gazed around at all the muscular Alpha males in the vicinity that were continually glancing or ogling at her but pretending not to.

“…When there are all these buffed guys who obviously have far more to entertain you than I have?”

Jenna seemed to literally purr at my show of weakness or anxiety.

“Poor Darling Boy, Joshua, I understand what you say but let me declare that I think you have a lot to offer a woman…”

Her dark eyes scanned purposely around the room before her soft lips whispered rudely but in practicality.

“… As the men here are OK for a casual passing sexual encounter, if I need it, but to be frank all the elevated girls in my family look for far more than that in a male that truly rouses their interest.”

Her brashness and mercurial comments were perplexing and actually quite shocking meaning I gabbled at her with incredulity and as if I was entirely without the slightest self-confidence at all.

Which was the sad unfortunate truth below the fine pale veneer of my thin skin as I grumbled in bemusement.

“I rouse your interest?”

Once more the young woman with luscious legs that seemed to stretch forever became outwardly amused or openly entertained at my visible muddle and insecurity.

“Yes, you do Joshua, but if you are not particularly taken with me then I understand, as we all have differing ideals in life and I can assuredly leave you in peace right now.”

What she had said appeared much more than seemed possible which forced me to say things I normally only thought silently and deep inside in my often fuzzy, frothy head.

“No Jenna you are utterly divine and certainly spectacular, and I would absolutely love to spend time with you.”

She smiled as if this was what I had been expected to admit all along and we chatted sporadically without much general ease while having another drink which I paid for before, to the obvious envy of Maurice - my similarly less than overly successful sidekick with celestial beauties - I unbelievably improbably walked out of the bar with this heavenly statuesque young woman at my side.

It seemed as though Jenna had arrived there in a taxi and to my further disbelief she presumptuously opened the door to my new white Mercedes and chuckled in confirmation of a recent question I posed.

“On reflection, I will have that lift home, Joshua…”

I presumed that Jenna would not be overly impressed with any mere shiny new car because her well-respected family owned a large mansion in the hills and reputedly had money, so my trust-fund that was waiting for me to collect seemed unlikely to be the reason for her sudden interest in me - if that was only true - and I eventually parked up outside her imposing white-fronted home where she softly gathered my hand and leaned provocatively back in the seat then murmured words that entirely caught me off guard. 

“…Aren’t you going to kiss me goodnight..?”

As if I was dreaming my slender body magnetically drew towards hers before impossibly my nervous lips met Jenna’s painted pink mouth until unbelievably we were licking tongues causing my throat to whine in desire or tension because my penis automatically felt as if it was fit to burst.

Jenna then drew away and whispered as if to calm my fevered brow although the part of me that was truly acting up was much lower!

“…Easy Joshua…slowly…”

The excitement level of this improbable evening had already been off any measurable scale I could imagine, given what had happened to me in the past - or lack of it - but now things became utterly inconceivable as she gently, unilaterally undid the sliver buttons on my tight jeans and presumptuously drew the delicate hardness of my flesh up into the dim light then simpered.

“…That’s better, now let me look at you…”

She turned on the low lamp above the dashboard and giggled lowly as her dark sparkling eyes intently scanned my erection.

“…I knew you had potential Joshua, but I would admit this delicious little cock is just absolutely divine…”

Her fingertips held it lightly as I quivered and ignored her unintentionally critical description of what I possessed.

“…Don’t cum, Sweetie…”

Jenna blew on the diminutive erection to supposedly cool my masculine heat and gurgled.

“...Not yet…!”

Impossibly the shining perfect lips of Jenna Mayfair actually curled just around the end of my cock which instantly made me involuntarily spurt tiny spots of warm sperm on them before she laughed loudly then leaned up to kiss me deeply and made me unfortunately taste my own slimy seed before settling back into the chair again and smiling contentedly.

“…How adorable you are Joshua…”

My fading prick was dripping, and she noticed before cooing softly.

“…That looks very messy…let me wipe it for you Sweetie…”

In a truly inconceivable second she bent forward and pulled her delicate panties from under the short skirt she had on then over fragile cute ankles until they sat scrunched in her hand when sharp red fingertips found the warm aromatic crotch and wiped the sensual material on the dripping peak of my manhood to charitably clean it.

Not surprising I surged automatically into semi-hardness once again as she looked on then sighed pointedly.

“I bet you could fit into these easily.”

In confusion I looked up but sensibly did not try to stop her distracting and divine attentions on my genitals and only complained meekly.

“Men don’t wear panties.”

She nodded in acceptance and agreement.

“That is of course the usual way of things, Joshua, but I would like to ask you into my house and my mother insists that any boy I bring by has to wear something pretty or feminine simply as a mark of respect for me and my female family…”

Jenna went to turn away as if accepting what she was alluding to was too whacky or bizarre for me or - on reflection - anyone that was sane.

“…But if this seems unreasonable I understand.”

My brain seemed to melt as I whimpered in curiosity.

“How many boys have you taken back?”

The impossibly superior and glamorous girl threw her dark hair back adorably, then thought for a minute as if trying to recall and giggled seductively.

“Not one actually…you would be the first?”

In some ways I felt suddenly unexpectedly flattered and responded as if I was entirely foolish and juvenile.

“So, I would be special?”

Without another word she gradually pulled down my jeans then shorts and placed the open wet knickers at my feet while sighing in gratification before gently drawing them up my spindly legs and began grinning, merely because I compliantly allowed her to do it.

“You might be very special Joshua…but that remains to be seen…”

The panties were already at my knees as her voice sighed.

“…Now would you like to meet my mother and sister or not…?”

I blinked to mark my acquiescence then temporarily surrendered my manhood or rationale and nodded in agreement as her fingers finally drew the stained knickers upwards before they fully enclosed my petite masculinity, at which point she patted my tiny bulge and murmured sharply.

“…Tuck yourself in properly Sweetie, put your jeans back on, take my hand then let me show you off…”

With her moist delicate underwear holding me - while my normal male shorts were on the floor of my car - I entered through the Grecian white pillars then past the shimmering front door into a large impressively black marble-floored hallway where her hand tapped my backside and she simpered softly.

“…When you meet my mother, please do as she says because I want her to like you and I would give fair warning that her inherent nature can often be a little brusque or aggressive.”

With that unusual statement I followed her through a side door and into an impressive study where there was a mature but vital woman with bright blonde hair sitting leisurely on a couch and when she saw me her hands adjusted the tight slim skirt she was wearing then grumbled, apparently with disapproval.

“And who is this Darling…?”

Before my sublime new girlfriend - absurdly I already thought of Jenna in this way - could introduce me the woman continued with some underlying vitriol.

“…I have made it clear to you that any young man that visits with a view to courtship must display a willingness to show his female side to us as…”
Her mesmeric inky eyes - that exactly matched her daughter’s - glared at me.

“…Such sensitive sensual instincts are most important to our family group as you well know.”

Almost protectively towards my new love-interest, I replied unusually bravely given the strange circumstances.

“Jenna has already explained the position and I am wearing her underwear as a sign of good faith or camaraderie.”

The intimidating but alluring woman listened, smiled then sighed.

“That’s very noble of you because you must appreciate that our home is exclusively for women, where everything needs to be refined and fragrant and any type of intimacy between the genders must happen elsewhere, not under my roof without the sanctity of marriage.”

My head wobbled in confusion which sorely rattled my already unstable brain again as I muttered like a fool.

“I agree with that sentiment, Mrs Mayfair…and I will try of course to respect your wishes to fit in if I am allowed here again?”

As if only to be helpful, Jenna undid the button on my fly again, then promptly pulled down the jeans a fraction to show her the feminine smalls holding me before smirking and making the surreal introduction.

“This, by the way, is Joshua.”

The intimidating Matriarch of the family leaned back and inspected me intently before smirking.

“My, you are a lovely thing Joshua…as long as we are clear in our rules then I will permit you to visit my lovely daughter but…”

There was still a dry smile on her lips as she sighed.

“…You will need to show me on each occasion you attend here what you are wearing with regard to some sign of compliance, in line with our unique regulations as a reassurance for me.”

My hips pushed forwards as if to proudly display the fancy feminine token she obviously wanted to see in any future I had here, then muttered purposefully.

“Of course, Mrs Mayfair I understand, and rest assured I will treat Jenna and your family with absolute deference.”

We were dismissed - after I drew my trousers up - and when we were back in the hall Jenna took my hand and gassed gaily.

“Well done Joshua, with my mother, as in all honesty she can be something of an Ogre, but you handled her well…”

She danced on the spot for a moment as if making up her mind.

“…Would you like to come to my room or leave now?”

The chance of seeing her sleeping area was beyond any mere wet dream I could ever have had, and I whispered more in hope that expectation.

“Yes please, I would love to.”

We subsequently walked up the ornate curved staircase then reached the landing before striding towards the door at the end of the hall, but then Jenna stopped unexpectedly, knocked on another door we were about to pass and entered without permission at which point I saw a delicate young blonde female laying on her bed in the evocative girl’s uniform of the school I used to attend.

The teenager was impossibly even more beautiful than Jenna because her bright friendly eyes were blue like mine, hair even blonder and she looked up at me and smiled warmly.

“Hello.”

Jenna took charge instantly.

“This is Joshua…Mother has given me permission to train him.”

I did not particularly appreciate her unfortunate turn of phrase nor apparently did this empathetic girl as she grumbled in audible displeasure.

“Well I don’t wish to know, Jenna, as although you think I’m still something of a baby I see what you and our mother get up to and I do not approve.”

Jenna merely laughed drolly in her cute face but then addressed me.

“This is Petal…the fifteen-year old sage of our family who sadly remains unenlightened and naïve and has much to learn.”

To prove this acid-point the girl then acted precisely like a juvenile by sticking her pink wet tongue out playfully at her sister then grinned agreeably at me.

“It’s nice to meet you Joshua and I would strongly advise, don’t let my devious sibling or Mother bully you!”

The attraction I felt for Petal was instantaneous - as if there was a spiritual or emotional connection - but perhaps it was a manifestation of some symbiosis with this small close family group because I already felt strangely at home here and, with a nod to my new supporter or friend, my feet followed Jenna away from the divine young sister then into her bedroom, as if such incredibly enticing events with glorious women took place in my life every day.

Suddenly my pulse was racing because unbelievably I was inside the hallowed ground of Jenna’s private personal space and she shut the door before I murmured in uncertainty given what she had alluded to in passing.

“What do you mean train me?”

She seemed almost nonchalant that I should pose such a question.

“Well, if I am going to have you here then you need to be useful Joshua, as I would like you to learn to please me…”

Her hands fitted on the curve of her hips in challenge while she stood still as if awaiting something.

“…Is there anything wrong in that…?”

What she said surely sounded plausible and I wagged my head in a circle of perplexity and dumbness before she simpered.

“…Then, we are agreed, now take my skirt off and place it on my bed please…”

The invitation - if that’s what it was - sounded insane, but improbably I was unclipping the short red pleated item then drawing it off her perfumed thighs until unbelievably there was nothing covering her bottom at all as ironically I was already wearing her knickers.

Obediently I then put the colourful article on the sheets before she exhaled.

“…Good, now the top then then bra, Joshua, and put them beside my skirt…”

With trembling hands and a galloping brain, I removed the T shirt and then the lacy tactile white brassier, deposited the clothing as she directed before this incredible girl turned to me utterly naked, spread her delicate arms theatrically and whistled softly in celebration or whimsy.

“…Are there any more objections to my ideas for your delectation or education?”

My mouth was literally hanging open at this unexpected heavenly show as I gasped then looked away to save her modesty; or was it already too late for that?

“No Jenna this…this all seems perfectly reasonable to me.”

Her lips parted to evoke sweet breath.

“Run me a bath Sweetie…then put the skirt in my wardrobe…”

Her hand gestured to the appointed place as she took command of her own space.

“…And the other items in the washing basket behind the door to the shower-room, but in time you need to know what needs cleaning and when…”

Soon the water was high, and she came in, showed me what oils or lotion to mix in the water then stood erect once more and gazed in my direction - I was still trying my level best not to stare - as she slipped into the scented heated pool.

“…Take your clothes off Joshua and let me see if I arouse you…”

I could hardly object considering she was already bravely nude or vulnerable like a baby below the bubbles, therefore I stripped down to the female underwear and stood there as she looked on inquisitively.

“…Are you erect, Sweetie, as you seem so flat…?”

Impulsively to demonstrate my male energy I pulled the divine material away from my emaciated body a fraction to reveal a small hard cock as she chuckled.

“…So you are, Joshua…would you like to cum?”

My mind was distinctly soft and soggy as I whimpered.

“Yes. Yes please.”

The tone of her voice changed just an octave lower in tangible tension.

“Of course, you do; but will wait until I tell you….”

Her precious creamy skin subsequently settled in the steaming well as I shivered in similar but internal heat before she grinned.

“Are you having fun…with your training…because when I am ready you are going to dry me and my vagina after inspecting it closely …”

My lips began to groan in fervour as she posed a prickly query.

“…May I ask if you have seen one before?”

By now my fingers were already holding my bursting prick because the impulse to do so was overwhelming as I groaned in lunacy.

“No Jenna and yes, yes, yes…I am having an absolutely outstanding time.”

She snarled suddenly in a way that shook me.

“Take your hands from your minute stiffy because if you ejaculate without permission…”

Her predictive words were clearly too late because I had already smeared the knickers with a slight flow of sperm once more as she laughed almost to herself.

“…Then, I will have to correct you…!”

I stood there shivering in terrible-shame or disgrace, as she ignored me entirely then went on to wash her body leisurely and silently enjoyed my discomfort before eventually whispering.

“…Pass me my robe, please…”

It was hanging on the back of the door and I held it open as she rose up, stepped out then slid her hands and arms through the sleeves of the towelling fabric and drew the soft material around her elegant form before sighing.

“…Your turn…use my water as it still smells divine…”

Without my permission she pulled down the panties that were covering my genitals then tugged my limp penis as if it was an insensate toy that belonged to her.

“…This is so incredibly cute…even better than I hoped for…”

She placed me in the bath where, although the temperature had faded, the water was not yet tepid and made me feel strangely alive, when - to my ongoing muddle - Jenna kneeled by the tub and then dangled her fingers into the perfumed fluid to explore what was below.

I was naturally exposed and defenceless as her inquisitive hand gently stroked my balls then the slippery crease of my ass then murmured pointedly.

“…If you wish to stay here with me occasionally then you must have these pristine at all times and ensure…”

Her longest digit created slight pressure on my anal entrance then slipped or slid just inside as I gulped in horror.

“…This is aromatic as well…”

Jenna athletically lifted herself up by her hands and elbows and walked towards the door before smiling.

“…You have five minutes, then put the dirty panties in the washing basket as I have demonstrated, and come back into the bedroom when you can remain for a while if you wish to?”

She left and I was temporarily alone and although what was happening was beyond bizarre it was also undeniably thrilling because to be around the magnificent Jenna Mayfair in her room - especially when she was unbelievably naked under her robe - was truly mind-blowing and made my whole internal being pulsate with uncontrollable passion.

I watched the clock mark time and precisely on the dot of five minutes I extracted myself from my exultation in the seductive liquid, drew a spare towel around me then shuffled clumsily into the main room where Jenna was seated upon the bed awaiting my arrival.

She inhaled thoughtfully when I appeared and spoke with approval.

“You are punctual and obedient Joshua which is a positive start; you may drop the towel and let me know if you would like to remain with me for an hour or so?”

The protective material of the cloth was promptly released to show her my slim naked form almost proudly while I muttered with as much purpose as I could muster.

“Yes please, Jenna...I would enjoy that.”

Her head shook mockingly.

“And what do you need to do for that to take place?”

Intuitively I knew what she was referring to which made my increasingly errant cock pulsate erratically as I groaned.

“Put on something feminine as the code here dictates?”

The sound of her voice became engaged and amused.

“My, very good Sweetie, you are learning Joshua…now go to my panty drawer and step into something lush or lacy…”

I was unsure how to react but meekly did as she suggested and pulled on a pair of cream knickers with bows and frills on then turned to get her approval, but she seemed unreasonably snitty suddenly.

“…Put the cute cami over you as well, please…”

It seemed I had already gone along with this tomfoolery too far to back off now and without enthusiasm I took the flimsy beige garment off the rail and drew it over my head then down my body and then strangely shuddered because the sensual feel of the feminine covering was immediately beguiling.

Jenna seemed happier at my instinctive compliance and patted her knee.

“…Now come here Joshua…”

Impulsively I did so before she unfairly pressed me over her legs then stroked my back and bottom before raising the high hem of the flimsy top and smoothing her palm over the panties then grumbling in harsh warning.

“…You do not cum without my express permission is that understood Sweetie?”

Unexpectedly her hand cruelly slapped me quite hard causing a reactive whimper.

“Yes Jenna…sorry, sorry…”

The blows fell in a gentle disturbing rhythm which inexplicably made me sexually hard as I pathetically confessed an obvious fact.

“…I’m erect Jenna and I don’t know why?”

She let me stand up to witness my disgrace more fully when her fingers patted the tiny bulge and snickered in explanation.

“You instinctively enjoy the discipline I can provide, along with tactile and feminine things Joshua…which I always sensed and is one of the major reasons I’m attracted to you…”

The pressure on my cock increased fractionally.

“…And if you will simply relax and absorb this fact then maybe you and I can have a meaningful relationship and possibly a wonderful time…”

My head was about to explode in the expectation of fetid bliss which intuitively she anticipated and spoke with some sympathy for my predicament.

“…You can cum Joshua…you have my permission to wet my pretty knickers and clear your mucky mind…”

In a surge of hormonal delirium or lust, my cock flowed then wet the gusset as she watched me demean myself and smirked.

“…That’s better, Sweetie, isn’t it? But perhaps you can do something for me…as you can’t be entirely selfish can you…?”

She gradually relaxed back onto the covers and then allowed the robe to open before mumbling lowly.

“…Take it off my skin then Joshua and I will allow you the great privilege of exploring me…”

I pulled the towelling material away from surprisingly powerful shoulders then off toned limbs to reveal a perfect milky pink skin as she spread her thighs and gazed at me with hypnotic moody eyes.

“…That is a vagina or sometimes men call it a cunt, Sweetie…although I doubt you would be so crass…I presume as you mentioned, you’ve never seen one?”

She was referring to a delicate mysterious slit between her legs with a manicured dark patch of pubic hair above it and I was so overcome I breathlessly confessed once more a personal embarrassing secret.

“I never have Jenna it is so indescribably beautiful.”

Her whole shapely astonishing form shivered slightly, and her body flowered open ever more as she simpered.

“Would you like to see and have access to such secret sensitive areas of a woman all the time?”

My head nodded as I exhaled in wonder because what man would not welcome such a sublime opportunity.

“Oh yes Jenna that would be as if all my dreams had come true.”

The girl placed her hand in my flaxen hair and drew me into the unfamiliar female crease of her then muttered coarsely.

“Smell my scent, Sweetie, and pronounce that you want to serve my cunt.”

The heady feminine musk was instinctively additive while I cried lowly as if I was in pain.

“Yes Jenna…I would do anything for that chance.”

She laughed and settled lightly on her back.

“Then use your mouth and lick it and I will show you how; if you listen and are diligent, you can in due course perhaps make your vision a reality...”

My soft tongue began to explore the malleable inverted crevice then drifted deeper and deeper inside the warm insidious wetness before the glorious girl held my cranium tightly and still until the slight oral pressure eventually found a small hard nub inside the saturation causing her voice to coo.

“…That’s a clitoris, Sweetie, and all women enjoy that being stimulated…so suckle and flick your tongue…harder…”

In some wonderment I obeyed her every whim, order and direction before Jenna’s hot breath eventually began to shorten and she grunted almost animalistically until - in the shortest period of time - a venerable stream of pungent fluid spurted over my face while she then shuddered in the unmistakable reveal of a climax.

“…That’s a good beginning, Joshua…but practice some more and wriggle your tongue in my anus as well as I enjoy that also…”

While she lay comatose and, perhaps because I was giddy from my unanticipated success in providing pleasure to a woman, I continued this oral duty on her puckered musky-smelling anal entrance until slowly I became accustomed to this illicit act before - after nearly half an hour - Jenna finally shuffled possibly to rouse her mind, pressed me away while looking at her watch.

“…Time to go Joshua…it’s more than enough for a first date…”

The yearning for more on my flushed wet face betrayed me as she gurgled teasingly.

“…Oh, Poor Baby…you want to cum…again?”

My eagerness for some physical resolution betrayed me because I was undoubtedly aching for personal sexual deliverance once more and I spoke as if she had all the authority.

“Yes, Jenna please let me.”

She placed me on my back and sighed deeply in apparent contemplation or consideration of my request.

“I’ll do better than that, Joshua, in fact I will show you my favourite positions for copulation but wait until I grant you permission…”

With that her extremely powerful body lay between my open legs before I felt her hips pressing against mine as she murmured in explanation.

“…This is missionary…”

I bleated feebly as she moved against me before soon rolling onto her back then lifting me above her until our divinely covered mounds were closely joined as she sighed meaningfully.

“…And this is riding or cowboy…”

The friction of this sensual connection was already driving me crazy but before I could shudder to hormonal glory Jenna moved unexpectedly, made me then kneel, took position behind my bottom and began to mock fuck me as she took my slender hips in her strong hands and laughed.

“…While doing it like this is doggie-style…which to be honest is my particular favourite!”

All I could do was bend my head in subjugation and push back against the perverse pressure before my excited cock released a tiny stream of ejaculate into the succulent panties as I complained feebly.

“Sorry Jenna what must you think of me?”

Her reaction was unanticipated because she promptly placed me over her knees, raised the hem of the camisole I had on then lowered the knickers a little before starting to spank my backside smartly again and murmuring as her hand beat me.

“You do not cum unless I grant you permission, Joshua, I have warned you and if you cannot control these filthy inclinations then eventually I must do it for you.”

I wailed in genuine abashment, fear or awe of her.

“Sorry Jenna, I could not stop myself.”

She eventually chuckled - as if this was merely some private sport for her entertainment - then eased some of the wetness into the puckered aperture of my anus and teased her fingertip just inside.

“I’ll forgive you this time, Sweetie, but will of course remember that you enjoy doggie-style as and when I inevitably fuck you there.”

My empty head shook as if to brush-off her unwelcome attempt at a joke - as I felt sure that this was merely a silly game - before she pushed me onto the floor and groaned in some purpose.

“I need you to clean what you have dirtied and, given that all the women in the house have our lingerie hand-washed, then go and ask my mother then Petal if they have anything for you to do as well.”

Even after what had happened I could barely believe what she was saying to me.

“Dressed like this?”

Jenna laughed softly.

“Yes of course, Joshua, you have the distinct privilege to be an honorary female in this home, so you are appropriately covered, and you did mention that you wished to help out?”

It seemed on quick reflection as if I could somehow suffer this absurd theatre a little longer because I quickly found myself outside her mother’s room where I meekly tapped on the door before the imposing Matriarch of the house came to open it in her short silk black nightie and gurgled as she saw me.

“Yes…what is it Joshua?”

I flushed because the woman looked intimidating but also desirable although I tried not to notice then muttered on miserably.

“Sorry to disturb you but I have to clean these clothes I am wearing, and Jenna told me to enquire if I could do any laundry for you?”

She presumptuously stroked my belly though the silken material of my top then sighed deeply and spoke to me kindly for the first time while noticing the disturbing tell-tale sexual white stains I had made.

“You have indeed made a mess, but I must admit that you do look lovely, Joshua…”

Her finger then outrageously slipped into the fine wet panties I had on where inexplicably I was erect once more when her voice crackled mockingly.

“…Bad Boy…I have nothing really, Joshua, but let me get these soaked things off and you can…”

As I watched in abject disbelief she pulled her own knickers down, diabolically drew what I was wearing off me, tugged up the pink and cream panties she had been wearing - that smelled entirely of her pungent mature female scent - until they were around my raging genitals and sighed.

“…Wash these after you’ve…”

Her palm pressed my hardness until I reflexively diabolically quivered then dribbled disastrously while she merely gurgled at my weakness.

“…Smeared them with your sweet cream…”

My knees were literally shaking and when her warm hand patted my hair I fell to the floor before the woman stood in front of me and murmured as if delighted with my servile impulses.

“…Look closely at my cunt, Joshua, as if you remain here you will in due course serve us all…”

Almost involuntarily my tongue found moist sexual lips between mousy bushy pubic hair as her hips transiently pressed against my debased oral instincts - gleaned so recently through Jenna’s generous introduction to such surreal actions - before she simpered while moving away then back into the privacy of her room.

“…Although, that is for the future, meanwhile do a good job with my knickers and we shall see what transpires.”

The opening to the boudoir was then shut with a rush of scented air and suddenly I had a wet pair of panties in hand and one around my small genitals as I tapped in some embarrassment - for obvious reasons - on Petal’s door then entered when she gave me shouted permission to do so.

Then I stood idiotically or somewhat pathetically in my female guise as the innocent gracious young woman casually looked up from the bed while I meekly asked if I could wash any of her underwear or clothing before her head shook with clear irascibility and the pure girl grumbled almost angrily at me.

“Have you no shame Joshua…I told you that my dissolute family will promptly turn you into a female servant with their demands schemes or wiles, but I would state that I will play no part in corrupting you so unfairly…”

She had a convivial smile that was intoxicating, and my heart leapt even in the overwhelming disgrace I felt as she went on.

“…My advice to you Joshua is to run quickly away and not come back unless you actually absurdly wish to live this servile way of life and…”

Petal gassed then giggled as if looking at the funny side of this that had suddenly somehow passed me by.

“…Just so you know…I really don’t want you to ever clean my knickers!”

I was shooed out smartly then returned to Jenna where I confessed what had happened with her puritan sister and despotic mother - improbably she did not seem disturbed, surprised or shocked at either tale - before I was quickly stripped then put to work naked making what I had fouled so unacceptably, pristine once more.

Jenna showed me how the hand-cleaning process worked in the small sink with warm soapy water before the items were gently rinsed through my fingertips until all of the white and grey imperfections had been soaked away and although I thought I would hate this degrading service to my secret shock I found the experience weirdly therapeutic.

To sense such luxurious aromatic items - in my hands - that I knew had fitted so snugly around such sublime women was weirdly intoxicating and by the time the three pieces of lingerie were cleansed entirely of my seminal stains, I was also glowing as if my tawdry or recently tainted spirit had also been scrubbed or polished as well.

Jenna subsequently intently inspected my work and seemed content before she took me to the front door - still without any clothing - then provided my male coverings and smiled somewhat tiredly.

“That’s been fun Joshua…if you want to do it again then I will be in the bar the night after next and we can go from there…?”

As I dressed and the door opened for my flight into liberation, I heard Petal’s prescient words in my head telling me to scamper and never return but sensibly said nothing as Jenna gently kissed my cheek and thus ended an unforgettable evening.

“…If not then I shall accept I have been mistaken and will understand because you shall not be pursued as what I offer, or we do as a family, has to be entered into with open eyes and absolutely willingly.”

Then, as if everything had been just a crazy impossible reverie, I was outside then in my lovely car driving home in a state of incredulity and definite disbelief along with a tangible sprinkle of hormonal euphoria.

Even though somewhere in my conscious state I knew that I had been sorely degraded or humiliated by overbearing Jenna and her mercurial mother the passing sense of dishonour was no-where near enough to overpower this wonderful feeling of utter exultation that flowed through my excited rushing blood.

The fact that I had been naked in the bedroom of such a glorious unattainable woman - who was also nude - was not lost on me.

I slept immediately and deeply like an insensate rock and it was not until I saw first light in the morning I thought about the disconcerting fact that I had been wearing divisive girl’s underwear last night or the further troubling realisation that my small penis was already hard just thinking about it.

Or was it just morning wood which to be honest I hadn’t actually much noticed before?

Everything in my formerly ordinary life was becoming confusing therefore I attempted not to dwell on the incident much at all because it was simply too wild to do so while also trying not to ponder on sublime Jenna, perfect Petal or their glamorous intimidating mother whose name escaped me, mainly I think because she never deigned to tell me what it was.

Or did I not have the rights to know such intimate private things?

All in all, my charged head was too vacuous or empty to work anything out and what day to day existence I had seemed to hang in suspension until - just as we had arranged - I walked excitedly into the same bar I met this glorious girl a couple of night’s previously, absolutely not knowing what to expect.

Ridiculously perhaps, given what had gone on, Jenna had not granted or given me her number and no contact had been made between us until she arrived - fashionably late - then caught my anxious eye and sauntered over to possibly continue the same madness, or there again, was it to cruelly end our uncertain association and send me back to my own purgatory?

Her dark eyes soon looked down judgementally.

“I was not sure you would be here Joshua and perhaps you did not enjoy my company or hospitality?”

My mouth gushed before my brain engaged.

“No, no I did Jenna, I had a blast which is why I’m here, but it would be easier if I had your cell-phone number?”

She chuckled as if I had made a joke.

“You have not earned such privilege Joshua, and if you are making demands then perhaps we should end this now?”

These words surprisingly gave me hope that we were somehow already in a proper relationship as I whispered.

“No please don’t, Jenna, I’m here and would greatly appreciate it if we could continue?”

The fabulous girl then drifted seamlessly to the bar and brought back two drinks one of which she passed generously to me, as had been the case a few nights before.

“Would you like to come back to my house again?”

There was no doubt in my response.

“Yes, yes.”

Her body moved closely to mine before her head leaned down and murmured seductively in my ear.

“Say please Joshua, because if you are right for me or us then I need you to literally crave what I can offer.”

Her fingertips surreptitiously tapped my crotch as I gasped in yearning.

“Please Jenna…please let me drop you home.”

She gurgled in anticipation but made what I presumed was a jest.

“Good, because there is laundry to do and in anticipation of your eagerness I have already picked out a divine new outfit for you to wear…”

Her brashness or confidence was outrageous, but it appeared that my penis had noticeably become independently irrational and suddenly surged all by itself, as she sensed or saw my reveal and exhaled in a feline purr of pleasure.

“…Don’t you dare cum without my permission Joshua…otherwise I will spank your pretty ass again…”

I was on the sexual precipice once more, but Jenna drew back and smirked to purposely leave me dangling.

“…You stay here and talk to your little friend if he comes in, as I need to catch-up with Brad my boyfriend and I’ll tell you when I’m ready to leave.”

It was impossible to believe what she had just said but in awful despair I was forced to watch her walk across to Brad Barry - one of the muscular Jocks from the school I’d just left - who placed his overgrown arm around her slender waist before disgustingly his fingers slipped under the short white skirt while she sipped a tall drink and unreasonably let her heavenly body press against his buffed bloated form.

My friend Maurice was not due, and I wanted to leave - as she was obviously treating me unacceptably badly - but felt weirdly obligated or even compelled to remain just on the off-chance I could see her uncovered once more, and I tried not to notice Jenna beginning to tongue-kiss this boy or accept the fact that my hidden cock was uncomfortably solid-hard now.

I suffered in separated emotional agony for over an hour until mercifully this tall goddess of an elegant young woman walked over - when her companion left for a moment - then hissed at me lowly.

“Drive the car round the back as I will be saying goodnight to Brad there before we can depart together.”

Bizarrely perhaps, I did exactly and immediately as she ordered then waited furtively in the vehicle lost within dark shadows before sure-enough Jenna and this stocky-boy came out then slipped against a deserted wall where they embraced passionately before unbelievably Jenna kneeled until - by the base crude movements of her dark superior head - I knew she was definitely sucking him off.

Outrageously and unbelievably she was providing oral sex as if determined to torment me and rub my nose in it and although my impulse was to flee, all I did was disgracefully press my erection until I saw the bright blinding stars of a self-induced climax and when I opened my eyes then regained my debatable composure the boy was gone, and more scarily Jenna was walking my way with a sly smile on her wet lips.

The car door was opened and before I could speak Jenna kissed me until suddenly or disgustingly I was sharing the sickly sperm she had just extracted from the Buffoon Brad which I gulped in shame then swallowed what she offered weakly while the girl undid my buttons and felt the ejaculate that watching her had diabolically evoked.

Her fingertips held the end of my wet flesh in some unspoken triumph and she simpered with a trace of menace.

“Joshua you filthily jerked-off while watching me with Brad and directly against my orders…”

The tone of her voice became amused rather than angry.

“…However, you have proved that you clearly have the divine instincts I thought or hoped you did and if you wish to come into the house…”

My body felt so enfeebled.

“…Then a change of clothing and further instruction will of course be necessary…”

The compulsion to extract myself from this madness - where I obviously had no dominion over my life - and find sanctuary elsewhere was strong but paled to insignificance against the craving to continue with her and we drove without speaking until reaching her home and then entering inside the opulent hallway when Jenna sighed meaningfully.

“…Clothes off Joshua…everything…chop, chop…”

I was naked in seconds before she passed me black and white female clothing on a nearby hangar.

“…Put them on…as this is to be your uniform here.”

With shaking hands, I put on the tiny white slippery knickers first then looked at the other items she expected me to wear and in some shock then stared at her for empathy or pity.

“Please Jenna not this…please!”

She sighed thoughtfully.

“…Trust me, you don’t have to wear this all the time unless you wish to, but treat the idea or sensation of wearing feminine adornments as a small adventure and as an inspired attempt to win my favour…”

In spite on my revulsion or complaint her words or genial attitude proved persuasive and, after some momentary indecision, I finally put on the slippery pantyhose then the awful flat bra - with some help from her doing the clips at the back - before the frilly underskirt and finally the short black dress and white pinafore at which moment Jenna kissed my lips in apparent delight.

“…Oh Joshua, how heavenly you appear…”

Her dark mesmerising eyes seemed to look through me and deeply into my soul.

“…Don’t you like and enjoy the sublime feelings the divine fabrics give you…?”

I nodded or blinked to confirm there was definitely some unmentionable illicit thrill in looking like this before my feet slid into flat black shoes waiting on the marble floor and Jenna giggled then softly stroked my available bottom below the short hem.

“…Lovely, now let me show you off to Mother…”

We then entered the television room where her maternal blonde parent was sitting reposed, as she had the other night, when her daughter held my hand in guidance and smiled wanly.

“…This is Joshua or when he is here…Julia the maid.”

The Matriarch of everyone here merely chuckled and glanced purposefully at me.

“Excellent, but do you feel comfortable Julia as we certainly need you to be relaxed and settled?”

My face flushed in embarrassment but in all truth this was simply secret and harmless fun that gave me incredible access to such beautiful women - at the same time - although I did mumble with some confusion.

“I’m not sure, Mrs Mayfair, as being here like this is definitely unusual but…”

My whole skin seemed to be tingling in surreal titillation.

“…I would admit that just to hang around Jenna and all of the family is indeed a privilege.”

She listened quietly and replied almost empathetically to me.

“Well that’s very honest of you Julia but if you would like to get to know this life better, then if my daughter is happy with your overall performance or attitude and as we occasionally go horse-riding on Sunday mornings, you would, at her invitation, be more than welcome to join in.”

I knew how to ride - although I was not expert - and the idea that I could be accepted enough by them all to mix in with such an intimate family expedition was sorely enticing which made me forget my obvious ignominy then respond with enthusiasm.

“Yes, Mrs Mayfair, I would definitely love that, and rest-assured that I will make every effort to meet Jenna’s expectations.”

Her head weaved then bobbed before speaking again.

“Fine, let us see how things go tonight and if you are as receptive to my elder daughter’s influence as you appear to be then a formal offer may be extended shortly when who knows…”

Her red lips twisted waspishly.

“…In time I might also wish to buy you some divine gifts.”

Once more I was bemused.

“What do you mean?”

Her breath quickened and made my position in her eyes perfectly plain.

“Darling Girl, you need a wardrobe, Julia…and I would get great satisfaction in seeing you in sheer silk stockings, garters, corsets…and…”

It was more feminine fantasy than I could deal with as I visibly shuddered spots of climactic juices into my fresh panties as the sound of her voice soured acridly.

“…Poor Darling Girl…you do so obviously enjoy this, now lift your dress Sweetie…”

I raised the dark sensual fabric of the front to show my revealing stains that were obvious in the smooth sheer material before she smiled casually.

“…Enjoy at the moment Julia but be warned that if you can’t control your fetid impulses to spurt then you will in time have to be caged for your own good.”

The woman turned away from me almost in distaste before Jenna then led me out of the room and when we stood outside her hands patted down the front of the short hem as she sighed in apparent concern.

“Are you OK, Julia, as I wish you to be at peace here and you can change then leave if you wish to because there is no obligation upon you at this time?”

Surprisingly perhaps, in the shortest space of time and in the anonymity of these four elegant walls, I was beginning to find the sensation of the underwear alongside the constriction of the outfit strangely exotic as I blushed and simpered.

“No Jenna perhaps I can adjust to it and if I am honest there is some unexpected relish in sharing this adventure with you all.”

She kissed me softly and I tingled as her lips whispered.

“How delightful you are Joshua but if you are set or willing to play the part of the maid Julia, then may I suggest something…?”

I stood with my feet respectfully together in keeping with the game of make-believe and listened because it was less of a question and more like a proposal.

“…It would have more gravitas if you called all the girls here, Miss.”

Amazingly - and as though my mind had melted - I almost curtsied without meaning to then murmured softly.

“Of course, Miss, that sign of etiquette would not present a problem.”

Jenna stroked my tummy then slipped her hand under the frills to press against my tights and find me revealingly aroused as she laughed.

“Julia…Bad Girl…now let’s get you on laundry duty before you mess your sticky knickers again and then I have another surprise for you in my room if you would enjoy that?”

I responded enthusiastically.

“Oh yes Miss, thank you…where should I start?”

She took me to the utility area where there was a pile of crumpled feminine items and I swiftly started to hand-clean the pretty delicates then separate the items for the washer or drier.

The process of kneading or teasing the material of the various knickers with my fingertips was again a mercurial mixture of debased agony or erotic bliss especially when I realised there were some items of Petal’s mixed in which gave me a distinct subversive thrill and caused my hot blood to noticeably surge.

In time I hung the fine lingerie up to dry then sorted out other items of the younger sister’s uniform until after an hour everything was pristine and Jenna returned, inspected my work with sharp, dark eyes, then slipped her hands around my waist and squeezed it firmly.

“What a Good Little Maid you are Julia…”

I turned and we kissed for a while which made me go limp before she felt the wetness in my crotch and chuckled in observation.

“…Perhaps you are truly born to play this submissive role…”

Her hands expertly smoothed out her sister’s clothes into a neat stack before pushing me forward.

“…Let’s go and see Petal and find out if there are any other duties for our new and favourite maid…?”

Jenna knocked sharply on her sibling’s door then marched forward - with me in tow dressed strangely within my cute outfit carrying the cleaning - holding my hand as she did so and smiling perhaps in conquest.

“…This is Julia our new domestic who has something to say.”

Automatically I did an obligatory formal half kneel of respect then placed the items I had just laundered on the bed and smiled almost proudly at my ingenuity.

“Is there anything else you need washing Miss?”

The gorgeous blonde girl who was still in her divine uniform gazed at me in clear aqua-blue pity then shook her head theatrically.

“Oh Joshua, whatever have they done to you so quickly…?”

She rose up off the bed and stroked my arm then the back of the insidious dress I had on then shrugged aimlessly.

“…I would admit though you are really believable as a girl and you obviously seem to be having fun so you can clean my dance outfit in the bag over there as I need it tomorrow, but I might add that…”

I felt ashamed suddenly in my demeaning guise, but it did not stop my penis twitching then getting hard in the panties and nylons.

“…There is a large part of me that is very disappointed in you Joshua!”

With that critique I took the leotard and feeling unbalanced yet unabashed I then entered her mother’s room alone where I collected a couple of pairs of expensive panties - one of which I pulled off her warm body - and a silken white slip before meekly kneeling and licking her hairy pussy as she demanded until she had selfishly aromatically shivered in orgasmic release on my increasingly educated tongue.

She released me immediately after her animalistic climax and I spent the next half an hour or so silently salivating as my fingers illicitly scrubbed the aromatic musky crotch of the dance leotard Petal had used - and given me to make delicious once more - then other frippery which was shortly left out to dry before at last my menial jobs for the evening were complete.

Jenna came to check the quality of my work as normal but seemed satisfied enough because she then held me again in a display of contentment.

“Well done Julia…do you want your treat now?”

My very bones were shaking in her arms while I sighed softly.

“Yes Miss…please.”

I undressed Jenna, while she stood still like some lifeless luscious model in the privacy of her room before the tall girl relaxed nakedly on a soft chair without even a stitch on then smirked acidly.

“You enjoy being a Ladies Maid, Joshua?”

My face flushed as I whimpered barely knowing what to say.

“I suppose I might do Miss.”

She settled back further on the supple seat and opened her divine thighs to amazingly show-off the bald heavenly pussy trimmed only by some dark hair above the tip of it then simpered.

“Then lick me off Julia and I’ll inform you about some of the wonders that are to come...”

My head then lowered and burrowed into the warm aromatic female sliver and after my previous recent experience regarding such deviance I was becoming more confident where to press or probe while Jenna picked me up if I was not performing precisely to her expectation.

After a while - and as she was directing the sullied process - she inevitably came to glory; ultimately when I madly flicked the evasive clitoral hardness with the tip of my tongue before she held my head, quivered and exhaled evocatively in the release of the sexual tension that had built.

“…Fuck, I needed that because I undeniably find you so arousing like this…”

The glamorous but now tranquil girl shivered then cooled in satisfaction.

“…Run me a bath…and use the oils as I showed you…”

I did so diligently then watched as her elegant form slid into the waiting water and began to wash this divine skin before she started to chill and then sighed meaningfully in my direction.

“…Are you having fun Julia…?”

My eyes blinked and cheeks flushed revealingly, and Jenna laughed at my patent fluster or fervour for what she could offer because we both recognised that the question was rhetorical.

“…Of course, you are…now take your clothes off, clean the panties, bra and tights then return here when you can bathe and, if you are good, I will provide further treats.”

I took off the dress, shoes, underwear, layered underskirt and pinafore then walked back to the utility room unclothed while passing her mother on the way - she paid me no heed as if my brass nakedness was perfectly normal - and I soon used my new-found skills to make the female adornments immaculate once more before leaving them to dry with the other items I had performed this humbling domestic-trick with earlier.

However, secretly I took strange personal pride in my subversive labours, and soon sauntered uncovered back to Jenna, as if this behaviour within such an enlightened environment was not much of a bother and perhaps this was true because no-one saw me, and I felt almost secure while incredibly sensate and alive permissively acting as I was.

In Jenna’s large room I slipped into the bathroom then used her warm heady water to make myself smell delicious before casually strolling into the main bedroom with a large towel draped around me as if bizarrely I belonged there.

My formidable but fabulous host was in a short white nightie with knickers and she picked up a matching set in pink then grinned meaningfully.

“Put it on if you want to stay…?”

There was not even any mental reservation in this regard, as I quickly removed the towel then slid the divine material over my skin then shimmied as the over-arching sensations of delight that hit me were debilitating and powerfully compelling.

Almost naturally I slipped over her cool creamy legs as she sat on the bed then hung listlessly as Jenna stroked my ass then lowered the panties and slapped me gently which was becoming a weirdly addictive activity for me.

She sensed my capitulation and did not hit me overly hard but kept up a slow easy rhythm before sliding her finger into my anal entrance and applying oil to create slight access as she sighed.

“…That’s good Julia…we need this permeable…now breathe in…”

I did so automatically because she squeezed something small and hard into the partially formed opening which made me whimper and my cock to become ever harder.

“…Good Girl, Julia…we have to make this fuckable in due course…”

Shockingly to this insane presumption I ejaculated into the fresh underwear before her hand spanked me harder in mock correction.

“…Oh Joshua, you are indeed just sublime.”

We cavorted like girlish nymphs for about another hour or so when we again enacted the nefarious sexual positions she had shown me a few days earlier and to my disgrace I released more viscous semen into the wet crotch when she play-fucked me from behind, because the sensation of hardness along with the crude motion was truly irresistible for my emerging libidinous feminine senses.

After a final cleansing of the outfit I had stained - along with the removal of the plug up my bottom - I left this house of mischief or depravity feeling utterly exhausted but secretly as if I was strangely floating on some fluffy - or possibly grimy - sensual cloud.

I still did not have Jenna’s number, but we met up a few days later at the bar where once more I stood by myself as she cavorted with Brad before giving him another blow-job while I disreputably viewed in the dim light and from the relative obscurity of the car.

Then, after she had shared the warm seminal fluids with me, as on the previous occasion, during the eventual drive back to her house I proffered up a question because many of the things that were happening were still confounding.

“Why do you want me to watch you disgrace yourself with Brad then have me swallow what you have in your mouth?”

Jenna stretched her arm above her head as if in celebration of being gorgeous and carefree then laughed gaily while stroking my leg.

“Julia…really, what a query when the answer is obvious…”

I could still disconcertingly taste the earthy essence on my palate.

“…It’s simply a demonstration of how to perform such delicious depraved acts because…”

As I looked down her fingertips squeezed the unwarranted stiffness between my legs as she gurgled.

“…You’ll be doing it as well soon because a real girl enjoys such self-indulgent decadence…”

Her dark eyes glared expectantly.

“…You do wish to be a true female in service with our family don’t you Joshua?”

I felt so enfeebled as I whimpered in bemusement but not wishing to upset her.

“Yes Miss, I suppose I do.”

The pressure on my cock was more pronounced while her next question stung me.

“And what would you like to wear if I invite you into my home.”

My brain was about to erupt but then my genitals beat it to the imminent explosion as I wet my shorts and gasped pathetically.”

“I would truly like to be the maid again, Miss…”

In truth I had not stopped thinking about repeating my sensory salacious character-part again since I left her home, as I had secretly revelled in the implausible provocative theatre of it all and murmured in confession.

“…Please!”

Jenna snickered at my wild disclosure and upon entering the feminine sanctuary I promptly changed into my aesthetically pleasing but sorely perplexing uniform and then continued my exotic part within the home exactly as I had before with each of the mercurial women that inhabited this dumbfounding perfumed place.

Without doubt they all seemed mysterious or exacting in their own unique demanding womanly ways.

The always alluring mother was increasingly welcoming but seemed to take delight in my developing emasculation while continually seeking fleeting sexual favours from me along the way.

Only Petal seemed contrary; she was always aloof but was content enough to allow me to complete her domestic requirement while always giving me the impression she was desperately disappointed in what was happening to me as a former independent man. 

Jenna was simply domineering and took command of me and my body relentlessly, as she had from the first conversation in the bar, although to be fair I increasingly loved the time we spent together and began to secretly crave her authority as the sensual or sexual bliss I gained from her omnipotence was hard to describe, explain or even more difficult to give up.

So, the depravity or decadence continued for a week or two while I became more attuned to the feminine clothes and the domestic rhythms of this surreal female family as Jenna broadened my mind then stretched my bottom with plentiful viscous fluids or devilish anal toys which were troublingly as permissive as all the rest of these fetid indulgences.

Then, as if I had already been fully integrated into the connected family group one evening, when I was dressed in my comely maid’s uniform, the mother - we were alone - looked up at me from her familiar perch on the settee then smiled dryly.

“I have been monitoring your progress, Julia, then spoken to Jenna and we have agreed that you have demonstrated enough humility and girlish willing to justify another step with us and you will be allowed to stay over this Saturday night and join our ride on the Sunday morning if you would like to…?”

Her mouth curled in devious pleasure.

“…When you will of course appear to be another desirable part of the team.”

The offer sounded incredible and I spoke with genuine gratitude.

“Thank you Miss you have all been so generous to me I am overcome and hardly know what to say.”

The Matriarch nodded at my fervour then merely smiled.

“If you keep learning and doing your duties Julia then there will be more indulgencies in store as you become integrated into our lives through Jenna.”

I was surprised at such news and queried.

“Is she serious about me?”

The mother of my romantic focus merely exhaled meaningfully.

“You would not be attending us as you are if we weren’t considering bringing you into the fold Julia…”

My body pulsed in excitement which she picked up on.

“…Do you think you might find bliss or joy in being with us always?”

My head nodded eagerly, and she seemed gratified by my responses as Jenna came to get me then took me to complete my menial work before ensuring Petal and her mother had their laundry done and I could enter into my Love’s bedroom where I was as always bathed dressed and treated like a sensitive girl.

Jenna seemed to constantly seek to extend my sensual boundaries all the time and would have me suck increasingly large dildoes in my racy lacy nighty - like she had to Brad - when I always jerked to climax in the soft scented panties as if I wanted to do the filthy act for real.

All was ongoing play-theatre, delectation mixed in with confusion, but my penchant or appreciation of feminine clothing had become dangerously real and although I often felt abashed or regretful at my actions - after I separated from Jenna and her clan - when I was with them all without doubt I embraced the whole seductive experience.

On the Saturday before I was due to join them on the horse riding excursion, I served the three girls dinner in my cute uniform and diligently tended to my chores which included sucking the mature woman’s always needy slimy pussy to climax in her room then washing the gorgeous Petal’s dance, cheerleading and school uniforms which were privately always very appealing for me to handle.

Even though she was much younger than I was, we were about the same size or shape and I unforgivably longed just to try the outfits on because they were so indescribably tactile and irresistible to my increasingly refined senses.

I slept with Jenna for the first time that evening, after we had bathed then gone through the familiar divisive processes with toys in my mouth then bottom, which was always an indecently evocative experience and pathetically caused me to leak endlessly into my delicate knickers.

This was much to the chagrin of my more experienced partner who warned me constantly to control or my submissive bent, but this was to no avail as it was disgracefully beyond my powers to resist or deny the resonant salacious thrill of what she ignominiously put me through along with the resultant messy orgasms.

It seemed that the mornings of these equestrian expeditions began early, as I was woken then bleary-eyed in the shower and came out to the shock of seeing my outfit for the tack on the bed as I gasped.

“You expect me to wear this?”

Jenna merely glowed happily.

“Of course, Julia, we’ve borrowed the clothing from Petal because she is pretty much your size and as a family we all must look our female best at all times when having these outings.”

I glared at the underwear, jodhpurs, jacket, blouse and high black boots as if they might bite me then gazed at her in puzzlement and groaned. 

“Doesn’t she mind me borrowing her stuff?”

Jenna smiled blandly.

“No, Sweetie, if you are happy then her first obligation is to help both her mother and I and we think…”

Her voice was high and excited.

“…You’ll look exceptionally beautiful…”

In grudging acceptance, I threw off my covering towel then let her help me with a white cotton bra and delicate thong panties where the rear cord slipped disturbingly into the crease of my bottom before Jenna placed a soft hygienic pad in the gusset and sighed.

“…This is to keep you absolutely flat and soak up all your excited juices that will surely flow because you are going to just have an absolute ball with this adventure…”

I doubted her prediction until she padded my bra with tissue paper then made me draw over my hips and legs the tightest beige jodhpurs that held my lower body and crotch like a glove before - with the white shirt and black jacket - I looked into the mirror and shuddered reflexively because I appeared without question utterly desirable as a girl.

The final addition to my show was the inky riding boots and I was shaking visibly by this stage as Jenna kissed me then ran her fingertips over the flat mound between my thighs that alarmingly looked entirely female.

“…Sexy, Julia…our leader today, Roger, will utterly adore you almost as much as he does me…”

I could not stop seeping into the absorbent pad but mercifully no-one could tell but Jenna who applied rouge then bright red lipstick, put me in a cute hard hat before, with all the family looking succulently divine, we took the Land-rover across country with her mother driving.

Petal was wearing slinky taut darker trousers with a red jacket then unexpectedly took my hand and smiled compassionately at me.

“As mentioned, I definitely don’t approve of what Jenna and Mum are doing to you so unnaturally Joshua, but I would admit that you do look especially adorable dressed like this and if it pleases you then I don’t mind you trying on anything you want of mine.”

I appreciated her kindness but suddenly felt uncomfortable at being in the outside world dressed like this but nodded in courtesy then bit my painted lips in tension as suddenly I was feeling vulnerable and way out of my depth in this divisive feminine guise.

However, we reached the stables that seemed to be at the centre of an enormous estate where there were sleek horses waiting, and after some kind remarks of how glamorous we all appeared - which absurdly made me blush - Jenna and I took to the tracks or fields with slim but sturdy Roger, who was the rakish blonde-haired son of the owner of the estate.

His father, Joe - a squat powerfully built older man - led the mother and Petal on a different route which I assumed was perhaps less challenging because under Roger’s watchful eye we seemed to travel or track apace.

Almost immediately I could feel the blue eyes of our handsome blonde guide upon me and after I had cantered erratically down a sharp slope he drew alongside me and placed his hand presumptuously on my leg.

“Be careful Julia you demonstrate some ability but it’s clear that you have not ridden for a while so please…”

For the first time I was secretly grateful I had the snug pad in place because the pressure of my penis hitting the horn or pommel of the saddle and now the feel of the young man’s rough palm on the skin was making me heady and very wet while his voice tailed off.

“…Take it easy as you look so deliciously pretty or fragile!”

I took heed to his warning for a few salient minutes before the subconscious urge to impress him with my pluck, grace or style overwhelmed my rational senses until I took a kick or crack of a whip too far, causing my powerful steed to unexpectedly dangerously bolt.

All I could do was limply hang on for dear life while my taut backside bumped up and down and my penis got crushed as it caught against the iron leather before I could see a small forest of stout trees ahead and closed my eyes then waited to inevitably pass on to a simpler after-world.

Amazingly though, the horse abruptly suddenly stopped, and I looked up to see Roger holding the reins before he promptly dismounted, drew me off the saddle until I was safely in his arms where I held on to him tightly and did not object as he placed his hand on the cheeks of my bottom and pulled me reflexively against his hard-muscular body.

He instinctively leaned back against the tree where impossibly my mound rubbed against his stallion of a cock as he grumbled in high emotion.

“Silly Girl you could have been killed.”

Suddenly Jenna was at my side and she sighed emotionally.

“Well kiss her then Roger…I know you want to!”

His mouth pressed on mine before our slippery tongues automatically entwined while I groaned and pushed against his male power as if I was truly female.

As we found deviant passion I noticed Jenna had wilfully unbuttoned his trousers, drawn them down before easing out this enormous erection into the fresh morning air that she devilishly licked and suckled attentively - as if it was an old friend - before rising and patting my hard hat in direction.

“It is a riding tradition that if a man saves your life then you have to show appreciation, Julia, so open up Darling and thank him…”

Almost unbelievably I slid down to a crouched position before almost effortlessly this thick rope of flesh was between my red painted lips - just as I had learned with the sexual toys - while I gasped and gabbled stupidly.

“Thank you Roger…oh thank you…thank you!”

My mouth and tongue then involuntarily washed or lingered over his vibrating prick - as if it was honeyed - and I felt only wanton desire while I kneeled then performed feverish fellatio before Jenna held my head and grunted.

“Finish him off now, Julia, as we have to be getting back…”

Jenna immediately teased his full balls with her fragile fingers as he proceeded to fuck my face with increasing fury before I sensed him tense and finally release a thick fountain of warm rich salty semen down my throat and into my belly while my supposed friend beside me gurgled in audible satisfaction.

“…Good job, Julia…now lick it clean and he might let you do it again next time we come.”

In some secret despair, at what I had just ingloriously performed, I licked the last trace of white aromatic fluids from his reducing penis before his large hands helped me back onto the saddle but stayed dangerously on my smooth beautifully decorated backside as he smiled.

“Would you like to visit again and join me riding, Julia?”

I pushed my flat soaked mound against the heavenly solid horn of my seat and shivered in flaming heat.

“Yes Roger, that would be fabulous and given that you have saved me that would be the least I could do.”

It was hard to believe what I was saying or doing but I was too aroused to think straight and in automatic mode I trotted slowly and sedately behind him while still tasting his hormonal essence in my mouth and wondering why I did not feel more disgusted at myself.

When we reached the stables, Petal was already waiting by the car and as Jenna walked off to keep her company I took the reins of two of the sweating muscular horses then - alongside this blonde lithe man - led the powerful beasts to the stalls at the rear of the courtyard where I heard the revealing but obvious cries of a woman being sexually taken before we furtively looked over to see Jenna’s mother being rudely rutted from behind in the straw-covered wooden pen next door.

As I trembled in confusion Roger promptly pulled me back into the shadows then back against the brick wall and slowly undid his fly once more before sighing expectantly.

“Quickly Julia…we have a few minutes and I wish to feel you again.”

Without a moment’s pause or hesitation I suckled him shamelessly on my knees and this time secretly luxuriated in the sullied act as I teased or pleased him with my mouth to climactic resolution and only sensed a noticeable wave of shame or regret when I saw Jenna and Petal looking on in curiosity from a discrete distance with the mere corner of my eye.

My decadent girlfriend had an expression of dry amusement while her precious sibling appeared disgusted but all I could do was finish my oral duties, swallow, say my goodbyes, then wipe my debased sticky smeared lips and sit in the back of the vehicle understandably quietly on the way back to their house and pretend that what had transpired was simply some weird nightmare.  

Worse perhaps, when I reached their small mansion, I was taken by the mother to strip her then kneel and lick her sodden slick semen-coated vagina while bending over on the floor and she cooed at me in celebration of our combined sullied pleasure.

“Good Girl Julia…make me cum then you can change into your sweet maid’s outfit, serve lunch then continue with your domestic duties until your departure later…”

The woman was so disdainfully cold, separated and without empathy to my swirling feelings, although the taste of her sodden sperm-infused pussy remained strangely appealing as she writhed on my tongue and gurgled in hilarity.

“…My daughters told me what you did with young Roger...”

The rapacious Matriarch of this licentious family trembled and shrieked as her body quietly convulsed into an orgasm.

“…Twice from what I understand, and I would say or admit that although I had my doubts about you at first Joshua…”

She shivered for a moment longer in the base appreciation of foul ecstasy then purposefully pressed me away.

“…I think in time and with the privileged education of you living here full time as Julia…everything may work out perfectly for us all.”

The mother soon casually dismissed me before I went to Jenna’s room, started to remove this divine riding outfit, released the plug in my backside and saw how saturated my hygienic pad and knickers were - as a result of my continual ejaculations - before I whimpered at my hostess, who was already unclothed, as if we were both women and she did not have to cover her divine skin around me.

However, Jenna’s observant eyes had already noticed how my panties were literally soaking causing her to exhale in some irritation as I pre-empted what she was about to say by way of deflecting the scolding to come.

“I know that I have to stop spurting constantly Miss…but you said you could help me…?”

She removed my bra then pulled my boots off as I mumbled on.

“…Please, I don’t want to ruin my clothes all the time and it appears just as you mentioned that I really can’t control my impulses.”

She patted my warm milky bottom in the direction of the shower and simpered.

“All in good time, Julia now make and serve lunch do your chores then you can leave, and we will discuss it on Tuesday.”

Obediently I cleansed my skin and felt how small my penis had become after so many orgasms, but in the cascading water and with the addictive pheromones in my veins I no longer cared as I happily put on my sublime sensual uniform and made every effort to serve this family that had already given me so much.

I ate in the kitchen - I was forbidden to sit at the table as the maid - before tidying up then working for an hour on the dirty items before everything was spic and span and after an appreciative peck or kiss from everyone I left for my own home while privately hating the fact I was unfortunately in male clothing. 

All I could do was strangely ache for the time I would be back with these amazing girls and although there was the continual sense of disconcertion for my feeble effeminate impulses or actions, these were not enough to quell my irrational desire for more incredibly compelling games.

Over subsequent weeks I fell ever deeper into the pit with Jenna who made me practice sucking large thick plastic cocks and endlessly tormenting me by recalling what I did with Roger until I declared bashfully I was not ashamed of my recent indiscretions, as if I wanted to repeat them again and again.

She appeared to know my mind better than I did and dressed me in silk, lace and flimsy showy clothing until I constantly craved the feel of such fancy adornments under her strict but caring supervision

Then, when apparently Jenna felt I was suitably under her perfumed thumb and in answer to my request to end my fetid inclinations to spurt far too readily, one fateful night her fine manicured fingertip ceremoniously caged my genitals in a tiny golden chastity device and declared unilaterally that we were a couple.

There was no immediate argument from me, as I did not wish to foul the heavenly panties or female clothing I always wore and was more than happy to leave any decisions - as far as my filthy desires to ejaculate all the time - in Jenna’s more experienced hands.

In my rose-tinted eyes she had my total obedience and seemed to appreciate, even from our first conversation, what I yearned for or required because I never enjoyed the company of gorgeous women quite like this - and had already worked out - nor would again if I carelessly let the surreal opportunity pass me by.

In summation, after a few short mercurial mucky weeks under Jenna’s tender tutelage there was no discernible spunk or fight let in me because I licked her pussy to order - as I did with her enigmatic mother - while she abused me mentally emotionally or physically in irresistible ways which I loved and hated at the same time until all I could think about or see was her.

Jenna continually showed me off proudly to Petal, as if only to demonstrate what could be achieved with an uncertain man, but the young girl always remained unimpressed or aloof and merely let me tend or serve her because that was the way of things within the household.

Then early one evening I was in Jenna’s room, after she had just showered, and I noticed she had exquisite revealing clothes on the bed which she purposely nodded towards in gesture.

“Dress me Julia as I have a date with Maxim the black trainer from my gym and…”

While she spoke, I had already put on the wide garter, black silky stockings attached to suspenders as she shivered.

“…Undoubtedly I will be full of him upon my return and will of course expect…”

Her smile was sick or slick.

“…You to suck the masculine juices out of me…”

My body surged in agony but was contained by the shiny restriction I always wore at the house now, and could only clip the short tight black skirt into place then the blouse before she stepped into the high-heel shoes and sadistically laughed at my plight

“…If I get pregnant then we shall of course marry, Joshua, and you can live like this eternally Sweetie…”

Feverishly all I could think to do was use my foolish mouth to inhale or kiss her perfumed mound through the sheer patterned material of the panties, but the back of a hand pushed me back with impatience while her voice snapped in irritation.

“…Don’t crease it Julia, Silly Girl…and declare you wish to be here with us exactly like we are.”

I was so deluded all I could do was mumble pathetically.

“Yes Miss…of course that would me a dream for a man like me.”

Her head nodded in expectation and a subtle release of tension.

“Good, then if I have the energy after Maxim, I will fuck your sweet ass later to seal our bargain and start you on hormone treatment because I expect my potential future husband to be especially feminine, comely and shapely.”

As if to humble me entirely she made me remove my maid’s uniform until I was naked - all I had covering me was my golden cage - then took me in to her younger sibling who was on her bed as normal and barely blinked an eye at my uncovered shameful state as Jenna gurgled.

“Mum and I are both out dating this evening and won’t be back till late…”

In some bravado, pride and sense of purpose she threw the shimmering gold key to my gilded prison - that was normally around her slender neck - to her equally flaxen sister and murmured.

“…Julia can take the opportunity to wash his cute outfit with the other bits that are there in the utility room but…”

Her pink glossed lips giggled vacuously.

“…Kindly give him something from your divine uniforms to wear as he does so covet them Sweetie, or maybe you’ve never noticed?”

My cheeks blushed brightly because what she said was undeniably true and I merely stood still while eventually hearing the front door bang shut meaning sweet blonde Petal and I were alone in the house for the very first time.

She looked up from her familiar prostrate pose - face down on the sheet - and deliciously shook her glistening head in mock despair.

“Oh Joshua…look at you…I did warn what would happen…”

Her azure eyes then glinted in mischief then gestured to the crumpled clothes on the floor.

“…However, you seem content enough in this role so put on my dirty panties, tights and dance leotard and let me see how it suits and if sadly Jenna is in fact correct…”

As if I was already hypnotized by her many female charms I drew the white briefs then sumptuous black tights up my calves and hips before dramatically stepping into the leotard - I had cleaned so many times - then stood before my young audience who cooed softly.

“…My, Joshua, you look so flat and petite…do you truly enjoy wearing them as my sister mentioned…?”

My hand involuntarily pressed my small bulge and even though the restraint had stopped my natural erection it could not prevent revealing little drips of ejaculate that showed through the tight crotch which made her gurgle or gas.

“…Calm down Joshua…it is obvious that you do, and I might mention that clearly you look so believable as a gorgeous girl but now you can entertain me so dance as if you were in my class…”

Ignoring my absolute ignominy at her fine hands I stretched and balanced on my tiptoes as she observed in some obvious amusement and delight.

“…How elegant you are and as you demonstrated with handsome Roger…”

Perhaps cruelly she recalled my recent debasement.

“…With your cute mouth as well…!”

She wagged her delicate fingertip at me as if impressed or annoyed at the same time.

“…Come here…”

I went to her instinctively when she sat up, removed my only coverings then as I looked down in some fear her perfumed hand used the key to gently undo the awful debilitating cage around my prick and balls before wiping my tiny limp cock with a tissue and simpering in curiosity.

“…Did you like sucking and swallowing him so disgustingly Joshua?”

My irrational penis pulsed unfairly as what remained of my masculine mind felt ashamed.

“No Miss of course not but Jenna forced me to.”

Her blue globes gazed up at me with circumspection then she sighed as if to prove a point.

“Put on the cheerleader outfit, also on the floor, and try to live out what you think is your supposed sleazy dream…”

The chance to do so was secretly unmissable and soon I was in the white, blue and gold uniform jumping or gyrating in time to an up-tempo music track before she stopped the energetic sound and glared purposefully at me.

“…Bend over and let me see your taut ass because filthily some of my squad are already letting the Jocks fuck them there….”

I was gasping breathlessly as she spun a tangled sexual web for me.

“…Would you like that Joshua, for some young Stud to take your moist knickers down and fuck you bottom like some tacky Whore?”

My throat groaned because I had disastrously uncontrollably spurted into the crotch of the panties.

“No, no, no of course not!”

Petal - as if on a mission - had me remove this gorgeous guise then wiped my leaking limp prick once more before placing the chastity device back on and exhaling deeply.

“Put my school uniform on now, go and do your domestic work then come back because I need to speak seriously to you.”

My brain was confounded by a dizzying overload of just released hormones or sensual confusion and I quickly put on her tights, panties, pleated tartan skirt and white shirt before running out and spending a reflective but luxurious time washing the many items of divine clothing before at last everything but what I had on was immaculate.

I dutifully placed the related items back in her mother’s room, then on Jenna’s bed before finally returning to Petal with her cleansed garments and once more she was wrapped up in the computer as I coughed slightly to inform of my return.

“It’s all done Miss.”

The fabulous girl that seemed to be continually bathed in the celestial light of her innocent aura rotated until she was leaning provocatively on her arm and glared at me disapprovingly.

“Is this what you want for your life Joshua to dress up like a simple Sissy Girl then be a slave to Jenna and my mother?”

My cock that had been mercifully quiet for a while surged against the confounding restriction as I groaned in despair.

“No Miss…but it’s not like that!”

She snarled at me as if I was ill-informed.

“That’s exactly what it’s like Joshua…my sister is going to fuck that hung black Hunk Maxim tonight then will get you to do unspeakable things to her with your tongue before she returns the favour with you in ways I don’t wish to think about…”

Her revulsion was understandable and written all over her sublime face.

“…As sadly is the case with my misguided feckless mother…”

Her head shook from side to side in trauma as if she wanted to similarly shake mine.

“…Is this what a clever, presentable if not admirable boy with your untapped potential wishes for your future?”

The sense of humiliation and regret that surged inside me was palpable and made me cry out in sudden introspection and regret.

“No Miss…of course this is not who I am.”

Petal nodded in unspoken wise communality and confirmation with me before gently removing my female clothing, until I only had the thin thong panties around my genitals, then pulled them down a fraction and slowly - if not ceremoniously - removed the golden cage again.

This was just before her gentle fingers took my diminutive but increasingly hard penis and berated me with some sincerity.

“Then I am forever releasing you Joshua from this aberration…on the condition that go away from Jenna and my dissolute mother and never return because they will surely corrupt you and I think you are meant for much better than that…”

Her high voice had a bitter but hopeful edge to it.

“…This is all just a juvenile mistake so stop now…I will let you cum in my panties for the last time and thereby allow the ultimate perverse shame to cleanse your soul before you should go and experience a more uplifting and honourable life…”

My mind and feverish blood were racing madly as she sighed in prediction.

“…Or you will forever spend your days serving us all while looking to the whole world like a real girl and sorely craving the fresh taste of sperm between your painted lips or up your increasingly malleable ass…”

To this wild outrageous assumption, I - disgustingly but definitely - creamed the gusset of the insidious cotton underwear before Petal pulled them off me and spoke resolutely while my muddy brain began to ultimately clear.

“…You are officially liberated now Joshua…I have unshackled you as promised so go and don’t look back…leave this town to break the wicked spell Jenna has placed you under and never venture along this greasy path again because…”

She fetched me my male clothing and smiled in satisfaction - as if she had done her good deed for the week - when I was promptly back in my proper gender and form.

“…I feel with some certainty that it has the power to utterly consume you.”

With her words as my guide I stood up to my full height - which was slightly smaller than her - and spoke with genuine warmth and sincere appreciation because her insight had surely shown me the much-needed light.

“Thank you Petal…you are definitely right because it weirdly seems as if I have strayed from my former path or been placed under some perverse magic and I am eternally grateful you have saved me from a feminised servile fate that I see now is actually worse than death…”

My very bones shook to visibly or emotionally brush off this addictive plague before moving slowly to permanently flee towards the open door but glanced back for a moment with eternal gratitude.

“…My eyes see clearly again now, and you can be assured I will never tread this demeaning road again because from this moment I set out to be the strong man that I was always meant to be in my stars…”

There was a noticeable, inherent but unspoken most powerful instinct of love I secretly felt for Petal and I wanted desperately to embrace her for this truly enlightened selfless gesture on her part, but sensibly felt such actions under the circumstances were inappropriate and all I could was murmur sagely.

“…Be informed that I shall ensure the next time we meet…I will be a new man and the person you have undoubtedly shaped by your generous, prescient and persuasive words this evening…”

Petal took her normal place - down on her expansive bed - and blew me a theatrical kiss with her open then clenched fist as I threw one back then made my last, final and forever departure.

“…Thank you Petal…I will never forget how you have helped me….”

She smiled, as if truly pleased that she had saved a soon to be captured soul, and when I walked through the door to a fresh more honourable existence - finally seeing the hell I had fortuitously just escaped from for what it was - I exhaled in relief and whispered almost to myself.

“…Thank you!”

I drove off without a backward glance and felt renewed purpose in my heart or manly spirit because I knew I had been exceptionally lucky and, but for this brave heavenly slip of a girl, I could have succumbed so easily to a sad, tawdry fate with them all.

To mark the change of fortune, ironically a couple of nights afterwards I saw Jenna at the bar and sure enough she came over to where I was - as if things remained as they once were - then smiled amicably.

“I missed you Joshua, and had a lovely surprise for you the night you left so rudely but my sibling in her sweetness or innocence allowed you to abscond although…”

Jenna tried to play the same hypnotic trick with her mesmerising black eyes to emasculate me once more.

“… I am willing to give you a second chance as…”

She laughed as if this was all some humourless joke.

“…The washing is piling up and my mother has bought you some stockings with lacy suspenders to wear with your uniform that are spectacular and awaiting the return of your slight or slender form.”

My response and voice were icy and cold as I literally spat at her.

“Be warned Jenna that I’m no longer some pathetic panty boy for you to dress in female clothes and wait on you and your family simply for your petty amusement.”

Her reply shocked me because there was not a trace of regret or remorse for what she had put me through.

“But Julia that’s exactly what you are still…even though you deny the obvious I know that you secretly want or crave to serve, be a pretty sister and slave to us all and become entirely feminine…don’t you see…?”

To my despair I was inexplicably hard but sensibly turned my agitated body away to shield this unfortunate instinct because I was determined I would never fall down the dangerous rabbit hole again even though she pressed my unstable head and expect me to.

“…We had only just begun and soon you would have willingly lived as a girl and enjoyed sex like that; especially as Roger is keen and keeps talking about you along with your sweet tight ass.”

I exploded quietly but firmly as there were people about.

“Petal told me what you and your mother did was diabolical, and I agree; I deserve much better than what you have in mind for me, and on consideration…”

My nose went high as I spoke; in taking the elevated moral ground.

“… There is no way I will ever return to the depraved likes of you!”

Incredibly Jenna merely laughed in my scarlet face.

“Oh, for goodness sakes Joshua…don’t listen to Petal, my sweet Darling sister has barely matured yet and when she does…”

It was clear that Jenna might have been outstandingly beautiful, but she had no clue about real life or her considerate, generous of nature and caring sister.

“… Rest assured and in the shortest time my moralistic sibling will be far worse than my mother and I could ever be.”

Her tone and condescension were insufferable as I berated her and protected the young girl that had rescued me so altruistically.

“Don’t you dare talk about her like that; Petal is kind, empathetic, a better person than you’ll ever be and thanks to her…

My shoulders straightened as I boasted quietly.

“…I’m leaving town to take up a business course and will not be coming back; so, you and your mother can politely…”

Suddenly I had the upper hand and perhaps the last word and felt omnipotently empowered as I scowled.

“…Fuck off and go to hell!”

Once more Jenna was unflappable as she held my hand and simpered.

“How utterly adorable you are Joshua…well what can I say but good luck,…I’m genuinely sorry you appear upset, but my family and I sincerely love you and only wanted what I sensed strongly would have made you happy…”

She kissed my cheek as if she meant it.

“…But maybe I was wrong although…”

Her hand discourteously and presumptuously softly patted the slight bulge in my trousers which she knew impulsively was there.

“…I think with some certainty you just might regret this rash move…and if you do…”

The falsely sympathetic, utterly fiendish but still sublimely attractive girl walked away and exhaled with scented breath as she moseyed along.

“…Then you know exactly where we are...!”

She stopped for a moment and then turned and murmured seriously.

“…But don’t leave it too long and be sure that if you return…”

It seemed that even in victory I always lost the battle with her quick wit.

“…I will be stricter with you than ever I was before!”

I span fully away and for safety walked directly away from the bar, then the following day took a flight to college to start three-years of study  - which was a large step-up from my previous plan of wasting my inheritance - and I declare that my mind never thought of Jenna or her permissive brood ever again.

Well, to be frank, that was not specifically true because although I tried to close my brain to recent raw sordid memories, in my weaker moments - of which I had many - they tended to return constantly then tease and torment me in troubling wicked ways I could never quite comprehend and ultimately the only way I could free myself temporarily from madness was to weakly reach orgasm at my own unworthy hands.

This quietened the deviant demons for a while - which allowed me to focus - and as the time passed gradually I found that I could move on to other girls which was easy because as always the female of the species always drifted towards me.

At first I had some minor sexual successes in the proverbial sack, but in the adult world I inhabited I soon had the unenviable reputation of being the delectably delicate boy that needed to be permanently placed in the agonising friend-zone once more.

This was while the Alpha guys I lived with screwed my female classmates one by one and all I could do was observe and suffer innumerable mixed and debilitating emotions while I tried not to think too much about anything at all, because when I did my often fragile mind actually hurt.

Then quite spectacularly - and somewhere unexpectedly out of the great blue yonder - a year after I had moved here I received an email from Petal informing me that she had got my address from someone I used to know from school and wondered how I was getting on.

I replied immediately and gushingly before this started a daily routine that quickly blossomed into a developing internet romance meaning I saw my Love secretly - naturally her family did not know - when I had holiday periods in my hometown and after a while she even caught a train to come and see me on campus.

Wonderfully she eventually trusted me enough to sleep in my bed wearing staid cotton pyjamas because Petal was naturally a virgin and we both wanted her to stay that way; in any case our relationship was high above such unseemly inappropriate primitive base thoughts or actions.

Unlike her unethical scurrilous sister and mother, I might mention.

It was hard to believe Petal was from such decadent depraved blood because to me her mind, body and soul were entirely spiritually pure, and it felt heavenly to have finally found something and someone that was truly special.

Even as I thought about the word special it made my whole being shiver or shake because as I am sure you appreciate it had unnerving connotations for me.

However, thankfully those wayward atrocious uniformed days were long behind me now and even though my new love-interest was so young we became ever closer - then almost inseparable - until six months before her eighteenth birthday I laid out my aching heart, proposed on one knee and bought her a sparkling diamond ring to record for eternity the memorable occasion.

We were then officially engaged to be wed with the date set between us when she turned eighteen - we did not wish to tarry - and only at that formal stage did I realise I had to face down her mother and sister which I did the next time I was in the small familiar town of my mis-spent youth.

Amazingly, with pretty Petal sitting demurely beside me in an exquisite pink layered lace petticoat dress, I was well - if not gladly received - and to my further astonishment both her mother and precocious elder sibling promptly blessed our forthcoming union openly as if not wishing to stand in our way.

The only grey cloud on the horizon was when Jenna took me on one side - after Petal left for a moment - and informed me plainly that both she along with her mother were primarily concerned for me, because my fiancé was not fully formed yet as a woman, as in their family the eighteenth year was when everything changed completely for the females in their clan.

I knew transparently right there and then she was still resentful or even jealous that mercifully or sagely I had left her and now chosen Petal for my bride.

Therefore, of course I sensibly ignored any warnings - born from spite or envy - she or her devious mother raised, but just to smooth things over reluctantly agreed to a pre-nuptial which limited my wife to be to only $1million of the $3million trust fund I was due in a few months’ time.

As if she or I needed such protection when it was obvious to anyone with clear eyes to see that what Petal and I shared was utterly unique, entirely untarnished and filled with fabulous destiny!

They - it seemed - were still living in a licentious sullied past while my future with Petal seemed all pink or perfect and, confident in my path now, most assuredly I was never going to let them rain on my parade anymore.

So, after my graduation, and a few weeks after Petal’s eighteenth birthday, we were married in some style and celebration at which point it would be fair to comment that I was absolutely and utterly in love with my heavenly bride that looked so indescribably beauteous, blonde, innocent and divine in white taffeta and lace as she floated deliciously down the aisle. 

In that moment all my fluffy fabulous dreams had surely finally come true and we soon after jetted off into the sunset to have a carnally adventurous honeymoon, before settling down to an idyllic life together when we of course lived happily ever after.

The End

As if - as I am sure the more astute of you readers already realised -

because traumatically, distressingly and however painfully it is for me to admit such unfortunate facts…of course it did not pan or play out… quite like that!

………….

The Torrid Tale

I tentatively walked up to the glossy white front door between the daunting pillars - that were shimmering disturbingly in the low bright light of the late-afternoon sun going down - and felt my stomach beginning to turn over because I had always vowed I would never return to this God-forsaken place.

For the last six months I had been living in a town far away, on and off, with my new wife Petal, but the immediate fractures in our marriage - that were so patent even on the first days of our honeymoon - had now frighteningly opened up into a fissure that was becoming so large it harrowingly seemed too unbridgeable for me to cross alone.

Divorce seemed already inevitable and as Petal had swiftly become too distant or too busy to speak to me I felt there was now no option but to bury my pride then talk to her crazy family and specifically her mother because on cruel and bitter analysis they clearly knew my bride far better than I did.

In that fateful moment, marry in haste and repent at leisure, was a metaphor no longer lost on me.

Sensibly I had rung first to make an appointment with the mercurial elder woman as I certainly did not want to run into Jenna again - for obvious reasons - and this seemed my only logical option to at first raise then discuss my weighty problems and discover, with her hopefully insightful input, if there was any possible solution I could not find alone.

With trembling fingers I rung on the polished doorbell at which point this mature intimidating blonde woman opened the door - to this evil den of iniquity - and I expected an immediate lecture about having to put on something female, but all she did was nod agreeably in welcome and take me into her study where we sat opposite each other upon two single supple chairs, as if suddenly and unexpectedly we were equals.

The superior Matriarch of this female fearsome tribe breathed deeply then smiled in genuine friendship or warmth, I had never noticed before.

“Whatever the situation, you are family Joshua, so the historic rules you knew about wearing feminine clothing in the house do not apply any longer and I am here as requested simply to listen and see if I can help you and my daughter…”

Her hand smoothed down the front on her loose-fitting black medium length skirt and she murmured empathetically

“…I know things have been difficult for you, Joshua, but I am not here to criticise or judge; we are related legally so relax and explain to me precisely what you think the difficulties between you and Petal are…?”

The measured thoughtful approach or reaction of this normally obtuse woman truly surprised me, but in mentioning this fact, I certainly did not wish to reveal personal sorely embarrassing matters between me and my wife, so I skated in-between the real intimate humiliating details to stay firmly but safely around the periphery of our troubles until the mature Lady finally held her hand up to stop my gabble and sighed in some visible exasperation with me.

“…Look Joshua…just so you know my name is Debra and you have permission to call me that, but I must say it is blindingly obvious that you do not wish to disclose the probably tawdry nitty gritty and as I have of course already spoken openly to Petal who naturally has my ear as her mother…”

Her body leaned back as if the meeting between us had already spent its course.

“…I think under the wretched circumstance the proposed divorce is advisable and, as Jenna and I foresaw this eventuality, I would remind you that we generously limited you to only losing a third of your trust fund…”

Her expression had lost its kindness or colour as she whispered in summation.

“… So, you have the means to start again after the unfortunate formalities have been dealt with although I think, given our concern for you…which was not reciprocated I might add…you should thank us for our prescient advice.”

In that instant my mind remembered how I had curtly run and rejected their friendship or hospitality before suddenly- as if the private purgatory I had been experiencing was all too much - I began to break down then cry miserably in cloying self-pity.

“I am grateful, Debra, because with what I have learned I now recognise that you and Jenna were just trying to protect me but…”

My voice sounded suitably tragic or pathetic in keeping with my grey and sombre mood.

“…I don’t wish to lose Petal as I love her more than ever…”

The woman subsequently smiled blankly then finished my sentence with words or truth I would never have expressed by myself.

“But you don’t know how to cope with her fucking other men?”

She seemed to know way more that I realised as I murmured in despair.

“Petal told you?”

Her mother chuckled dryly and sat up a fraction in sudden animation.

“No, Joshua, in fact my precious child did not mention a singular sullied word, but she did not need to because that’s how our internal libidos effect all women in our family when we turn eighteen…for good or bad we sorely need the company of strong virile men…”

Her smile was caustic as were the words that followed.

“…Although we like to marry or live with more comely sensitive boys like you who have an attractive feminine bent to them…”

I looked at her with an open mouth - like a frantic fish out of water - as she went on.

“…That’s why Jenna sought you out as she did, then attempted a foray into initial training, but you became overly influenced by my as yet uninformed youngest child then felt demeaned or knew better than we did…”

Her shoulders shrugged expressively.

“…Subsequently, we gave you the opportunity with precocious Petal but charitably warned you she would in due course become more cunning and cruel than we ever could be.”

My eyes looked down in overwhelming sense of shame and humiliation and admitted almost in a whisper of melancholy or despair what I had been trying to hide.

“She’s had a string of lovers starting from just after the wedding…”

Debra smacked her hands together sharply in anger to prevent another wasteful, self-indulgent diatribe.

“Don’t dare say another word, Joshua, in truth I don’t wish to know as this is entirely her affair if you are to be separated.”

Instinctively I kneeled on the floor then wept openly at my unbearable plight and pleaded with a distinct lack of honour or self-awareness, as if all hope for me had been lost.

“How can I get her back, Miss, tell me tell me, as she won’t listen or talk to me as a husband and we can barely hold a conversation anymore.”

This complex cunning female grinned broadly as if she had all the cards.

“Don’t be coy Joshua, because you already know the answer to this particular puzzle…which I assume is the real reason you are here?”

My face flushed then blushed revealingly because there was a repressed, buried part of my soul that actually did understand what she was referring to which made me whimper weakly because I could not disavow what I knew to be the harsh reality any longer.

“I need to go back into training, Miss, to learn properly to be her female friend and personal intimate maid which I see now was Jenna’s kindly purpose with me…”

My tone sounded suitable tragic and remorseful.

“…And not try to play a masculine role I am clearly not designed for.”

Debra blinked and inhaled and unexpectedly we both felt a definitive release of tension at such a confession then smiled as if my troubles would soon be over…or were they just beginning?

“Your uniform is still hanging where you left it, Julia, but understand that if you put it on then you are committing to the whole process and to all of us forever, because in marrying Petal and if she ultimately decides to accept you under these fresh terms, means once fully schooled you are to serve the entire family…”

My potential life flashed before me in a dynamic second as I shivered or dithered in panic but there was no time for procrastination as she berated me.

“…Make a decision Joshua because even if you accept this potential destiny then you will have to ultimately impress Petal with your usefulness to her; and that is after persuading Jenna to begin your education again because she was understandably displeased with your foolish flight to unwisely marry her juvenile sibling.”

My mouth moaned lowly in pale introspection and unforgettable memory.

“I must admit Miss, that the happiest time I had was with you all and there is not a day that passes when I don’t miss what we shared…”

I rose up and lowered my head meekly.

“…May I retake my position here please Miss, as I accept I was misguided and realise that to be surrounded by such luscious lovely women to serve and savour is actually a privilege for someone like me and possibly a calling…”

My voice had a note of authenticity because what I said in my desolation was inarguably true.

“…If I can be educated and shown how to ingratiate myself with my wife once more than I will contentedly submit to you all as before.”

She listened then simpered contentedly.

“Then go and get dressed, Julia, as I have already put out new stockings suspenders and a pretty delicate garter to wear below your frilly skirts because…”

There was an air of satisfaction in her manner.

“…Maybe I anticipated your necessary requirements long before you did.”

As I slowly trod the strangely comforting curved staircase to Jenna’s room my penis hardened, and I quickly removed my skin-deep male façade and pulsated wildly when I saw the divine black and white uniform with the new luxurious lingerie hanging beside it as promised. 

The sensation of nylon on my skin again was beyond description or explanation and I clipped the sublime six-suspender garter to the stockings then slid the silken back panties into position and felt myself surge in delicious arousal.

In all veracity I had not felt such libidinous energy since departing this mesmerising place

By the time I had put on the bra, frilly underskirt, dress then pinafore my head was flying before I eventually arrived back downstairs and stood demurely before the mistress of the house who puffed out her cheeks noticeably in appreciation and sighed.

“Welcome home Julia, don’t you look delicious…”

She settled into the seat of her soft leather chair, then spread her thighs to show me the feminine wonders below and murmured distractedly.

“…Do your duty now Julia and you can reveal what the true problems were with your imprudent marriage to my radiant but rash daughter…”

I pulled up her soft skirt, let my tongue slide past the frilly edge of her knickers to find the warm female slit below and began to suckle it as she inhaled in audible pleasure.

“…And leave nothing out because I will…”

She wriggled in reaction to me swiftly finding her evocative clitoral hardness and gasped.

“…Surely know if you do!”

Between providing the base delight she demanded, I quietly confessed that from the first night we were together as a married couple I had agonisingly been unable to make love to my wife which soon led her into the arms and bed of another man at our hotel within a couple of argumentative or agonising days.

Although Petal gave me further opportunity to consummate the union at other times my head was always too confounded and mixed up thinking about my secret subversive sexual inclinations or her numerous indiscretions, many of which she did openly right in front of my jealous nose, as if she found real gratification or sadistic bent in my debasement.

While this was happening, as I explained to this woman and suckling her pussy a second time - after a swift initial climax - I knew that there was something in my brief but remarkable indoctrination with Jenna I could have called upon or used, but I was fighting a losing internal battle to remain the man that I thought my adorable but difficult wife expected me to be.

My mouth spluttered then explained in more demeaning detail to this experienced woman that even within the first few weeks, things in the questionable romance went from bad to worse, because I did not know how to be with her daughter, and she soon looked at me as if I was irritating dirt on her shoe while taking ever more interest in her latest buffed lover.

When my pathetic tale was fully, but eventually told, the now suitably relaxed mother stroked my head patronisingly while I licked up the pungent juices from her last orgasm and exhaled.

“You Poor Boy…we did warn you, but if you wish to be here or live with my youngest child then be warned that all your false manhood has to go because it is preventing you being the feminine servant we all require or demand.”

My tongue ran along her saturated female groove as I slurped the plentiful fluids.

“I know, Miss, and believe me I am prepared for such an eventuality now…”

My mouth luxuriated on the rich female ejaculate and groaned.

“…Please ask Jenna to aide me in my quest…please.”

Suddenly I heard a distant, but never to forgotten voice behind me.

“Ask Jenna to do what?”

Her mother did not let me turn around just brought my head tighter into her salacious slippery line and gurgled at her older unpredictable child.

“Hello Darling, I did mention that an old friend might be dropping in.”

Jenna sat beside her mother and then watched me with interest as I lapped more at her mother’s saturation before grumbling drolly to me.

“I take it after suffering under Petal’s pretty whip and given her emerging carnal appetites as I mentioned, she would soon discover and recognise that you do not know enough to serve her and save your relationship…?”

Her fingers teased my lengthy blonde hair while her mother murmured in satisfaction with my ongoing administrations.

“…And I presume after speaking to my mother who has undoubtedly explained your delicate predicament in some detail, you now wish to be instructed all over again?”

My lips trembled through the terrible pressure of it all.

“Please Miss, I love my wife and recognise that you were all just trying to assist me in learning then adapting so I could become part of your family…”

Her parent pressed me away then rose up and instantly departed the room - as if I needed to bargain with Jenna alone - and once she had disappeared I remained on my servile knees where I groaned regretfully.

“…Please forgive me for running away, Miss, and I will do anything for a second chance.”

Her fingertips pulled my fair hair until it hurt then scowled in barely restrained fury.

“Up on your feet Julia and raise the hem on the skirt so I can see what a pathetic little worm you are…”

As I lifted the material, my small unappealing bulge of excitement was patent, and she looked on then chuckled.

“…The training if I decide to do it will need to be intensive as Petal is…”

I caught her gaze which immediate made me quiver in fear of her,

“… To be blunt, fuck-happy at this stage of her development and your only way back into her graces is to become a willing servant and female friend…”

My small cock was bursting as she went on.

“…Should you persuade me to help, then from this moment you will live as a girl, be our maid and have access to my juvenile sister’s old clothing that you coveted so much because she undoubtedly has moved onto a new more refined wardrobe with access to your money…”

I was unnerved by her indifference, but Jenna had not finished.

“…And talking about money I will expect a payment of $1million from your trust fund for my efforts on your behalf because this time if you give up I will be reasonably recompensed for my efforts unlike before where you scampered off so ungraciously…”

Her dark eyes were cruel and piercing.

“…Is that what you want Julia? Because if it is then I grant permission for you to spurt into the new pretty panties my mother has provided then we can transfer the funds and begin instantly as from today…”

My body shivered before I exhaled in salvation or ignominious shame while my soft silken gusset moistened due to fetid spots and fluids from my unstable penis as she laughed.

“…You shall live with us as prescribed and do everything I instruct to this fabulous feminine end!”  

In a feverish hormonal state, I followed Jenna to her room and once again inside her familiar lair or den I used the computer on her desk to send half of what dissolving wealth I had remaining then looked at this former love and mumbled weakly.

“I have paid Miss and I promise to be a good student so please tell me what I should do now?”

She sat on the bed - while I stood to attention - before perusing me intently then grumbling.

“Come and lay over my knee Bitch, I need to vent out my anger on you…”

Suddenly I was truly back under her wilful control and she pulled up my hem and frilly underskirts before tugging down the new now-wet panties and began beating me smartly with her open palm.

“…You Stupid Girl, I saw a long time ago what was your true destiny and had you not been so wretched you could have already been fully capable of serving developing Petal or any of us, but now I’m not sure if I can prepare you sufficiently in the next few weeks…”

My lips howled as she rained retaliatory blows on my bottom making it glow pink and red in the process.

“…Because if I do not get you back to her in this timescale, so she can accept you in this fresh guise as her husband or partner come female maid, then sadly you cannot be of use to any of us at all…”

Her words were intimidating and demonstrated how much was at stake.

“…As any marriage in our family in respected reverentially, no man in any form can enter into our home without such sanctity and Petal will have to approve of you before any long-term plans can be made.”

I whined as her sharp fingertip overly generously oiled my tight anal entrance which absurdly made me pulsate again.

“I did explain to your mother, Miss, I am fully committed to do whatever is necessary enabling me to remain with my wife and become available to you all.”

As I tried to sell what remained of my enfeebled masculine body or soul Jenna squeezed a hard-destabilising device into my rear passage then stroked my scarlet skin as if pleased it had now been fully consumed.

“We shall see, but in the meantime I will have you on some hormone tablets in the morning to aide your adjustment to your new servile role as I have much to do if we are to succeed…”

She prodded me back onto my feet where I stood to await her instruction.

“…Begin laundry duties then attend the kitchen as the Cook will inform you how to prepare all type of meals…”

Her lips broadened into an empty grin.

“…Like all women in our family you have to be expert both in the kitchen and the bedroom, Julia.”

I was too overcome to discuss or argue about such obtuse ideas as I went through the partially forgotten washing ritual with the items in the utility room before - after a couple of diligent hours - I began my labours in the kitchen with the Spanish cook, Carmen, who I had seen in passing before but never formally met.

However, the plump lady treated me as a female help and soon kept me busy until eventually a sumptuous feast had been prepared which I duly served to Jenna and her dominant mother at 7p.m precisely.

Once the first course had been eaten and I had taken the used plates back to the kitchen, Jenna smiled generously in my direction.

“My mother and I may allow you to join us for the main course, so go and change into the pretty clothes I have left in Petal’s room from her wardrobe and if you look the part then you can sit…”

In response my face flushed appreciatively as she waved me away with a flash of her thin wrist.

“…Off you go and be back promptly.”

It was a privilege to dine with them but when I found the clothing chosen I baulked slightly because it was a pale blue, short party dress with full frilly underskirts to be worn above white hold up stocking and a soft cotton bra and panties.

My emotions were immediately again in turmoil, but this was merely the first step onto a long winding road I had begged to be guided upon and - in acceptance of my spoken aims - I swiftly removed the uniform I was wearing then drew on the evocative feminine items before the image I saw in the mirror made be shudder.

After all these recent years being the man again, suddenly I looked like a sweet teenage girl - I was still slender and petite - and as if I had no male ego or any other option but to embrace these surreal games, I filled out my bra with paper, applied make-up then red-lipstick and finally teased my long blonde hair until even I did not recognise myself any longer.

Then with some high shoes I re-entered the dining room to a couple of low whistles from Jenna who simpered enthusiastically as I posed because in their company I was allowed or even expected to feel divine.

“Good Julia, you look lovely which is important because to fit in then you need to be indivisible from the females you are involved with…”

Her hand drifted below the skirts and found that I had already saturated the knickers given the whole sensual experience of this drama had sent me over the provocative edge many times.

“…As I thought Julia, but I will allow you to indulge or enjoy yourself at the moment because I wish you to sense or savour the thrill of discovering new sensations and materials so please be seated and…”

I could see her mother’s dark eyes glinting in pleasure at my obvious ability to demean myself.

“…Learn to eat and interact naturally as a girl.”

As instructed I promptly took my place and - after some initial concern or self-awareness at what I was doing - gradually began to settle until I was thoroughly enjoying the company of beautiful women along with my ability to show a genteel or internal feminine physical and mental side to my character.

My giddy mind convinced me this was all necessary, and each lesson along the way should be embraced and well-learned if I was ever to be able to demonstrate to my wonderful but temporarily affected wife. 

I saw her indiscretions as merely a transient rite of passage enabling her to go from juvenile teenage promiscuity into a far more mature and companionable approach, and it was my obligation or duty as a good husband to stand by her and become a stoic husband in any manner or form that she could rely on.

Therefore, with each second I was in this house I did my chores or tasks with dutiful eagerness and right from that initial evening I happily tidied up, finished whatever washing was waiting and then - when the house was spic and span - walked to Jenna’s room silently relishing how the ruffles of the sublime underskirt made my skin tingle.  

Before my shower I took the insidious tablet she offered then slipped into Petal’s old room where I hung up her dress, put the stained underwear out for cleaning and then selected one of her pretty nightie sets in charming yellow to wear once I was suitably perfumed and fragrant.

I suddenly marvelled that the whole of her tactile selection of clothing was available for my use and the realisation made my small cock constantly hard and somehow brought me closer to Petal, as if she would surely have approved of my selfless actions on her behalf.

It was a fanciful notion, but I grabbed onto it.

Therefore, with a noticeable spring in my step I returned to her older sister’s private space where I washed and scented my body then stood before her nakedly as she smiled at my diminutive erection.

“Look how swiftly you are adjusted Julia…now put on the cute outfit you have picked, and we will see what you remember from our previous lessons.”

In no time I had soft sheer material covering my top and hips before she reacquainted me with the sexual positions that soon had me quivering and shivering to climax as her hands squeezed a larger phallus in my taut bottom before her solid hips mock-fucked me in the doggie position I seemed to disgracefully relish so much.

Once I had tasted fetid release or debauched bliss in this divisive form I became ever more malleable and receptive as I suckled her bald female crease and revelled in the heavenly feelings of lush lascivious fabrics then tender caresses or touches that kept me bound in continual ecstasy.

Our interaction continued for many hours and by this time I was entirely captivated then seduced - almost without reservation - by this delicate, fabulous feminised game and generously gave then hopelessly received divine pleasure solely in a female fashion or way.

The morning brought further showering and pampering before yet-another tablet was consumed and I put on my sweet black and white maid’s uniform then started a full day in my new employment as a female assistant and intern under this surreal sensory direction.

In many ways an intern better described my unique position in this feminine environment because I was being truly educated in so many of the mercurial ways of the female mind or body and the learning curve I was set upon was especially steep because of the pressure of time.

As had already been explained by my hosts, if I could not return to my wife within a fortnight then she would surely lose the interest or need to provide a chance of a reconciliation then be lost to me forever, and even with my best efforts it was a daunting if not impossible task to digest enough to make such a worthwhile dream of mine possible.

Subsequently, I sorely threw myself into the evocative journey with all my heart or soul while using every divine item in Petal’s sublime closet to amuse or titillate myself and took private satisfaction - as the days passed by - of just how increasingly but improbably alluring and believable I looked in even the slightest or tightest of my wife’s teenage outfits.

The mother of these two extraordinary daughters I was involved with used my mouth and tongue casually on demand which heightened my innate senses and refined what oral skills were emerging, before the subsequent nights spent with luscious Jenna subjugated me to the developing emerging powerful female instincts or impulses most of which I would never have realised or recognised I possessed. 

Even though I had experienced some previously when I tentatively travelled along this perverse path some long time previously.

Within a week of having my backside or sense of masculinity tortuously teased or stretched, my lithe lofty Tutor in depravity had me degradingly kneeling on the bed in a constricting corset and sensual black stockings before she slowly and carefully fucked my ass as I screamed and whined - ironically perhaps - exactly like a helpless promiscuous girl.

Once this part of my virginity or sanity had gone then Jenna took me pretty much at will, sometimes in my uniform or occasionally when we were out shopping and socialising and the decadent opportunity came dangerously in some deserted shadowy out of the way place which always made my blood run hot.

Inevitably perhaps - after what had happened on my last period with her - there was an early morning outing to the stables where unfortunately the selfish blonde mother went off with flaxen-haired Roger while Joe - the old stocky master of the Estate - took Jenna and me off in another entirely different direction.

We dismounted after an hour at a familiar tree in the forest where almost without thought or discussion we submissively both sucked his enormous cock - only I swallowed - before my clingy jodhpurs then damp pink cotton panties were drawn to my knees and the ancient but surprisingly able Brute took my bottom with iron living flesh as I hung on to Jenna’s hands and tried to disguise how much I was shockingly enjoying the debasement.

The arrogant self-indulgent virile Bastard barely seemed to care if I was a girl or half- girl as long as I looked the succulent part and my scented shapely malleable body suited his foul purposes.

However, as if I had already surrendered entirely to corruption, when we all returned to the stables I walked the horses alongside the sturdily built mature man where shamelessly I suggestively wriggled my ass at him before I was provided with a crude but generous second helping of fornication, as I hung onto the side of the stall while Jenna and her mother looked on approvingly from a thoughtful discrete distance.

I remembered of course that this was the very-same spot, where the mother had been used by this predatory man on our last visit, and part of me wanted to feel disgust or indignity but the insane feeling of being treated sexually as a girl was indeed strangely addictive and as I rode the car home with the two women - with a sticky backside - my mind experienced an unusual but definite sense of euphoria.

The next few days provided more time to hone my embryonic female skills using different or devilish toys along with going over a multitude of sexual positions until nearly two weeks had passed and I was called to stand before my two hosts or benefactors - improbably in one of Petal’s smallest bikinis - at which time the mercurial Matriarch of this crazy family observed me closely then sighed in a mixture of approval then concern.

“You have done exceptionally well Julia, as even within my daughter’s most delicate costume it is impossible for me to see you as a male…”

She cackled like a witch.

“…You dress, give head and fuck like a girl but although you look the part I would confess that I fear it is insufficient to win or woo Petal because if truth be known she still does not see the debateable benefit of having you around…

In desperation I wanted to speak but her hand waved me silent.

“…I have however spoken openly to my capricious daughter and asked that she give you a chance which she has eventually agreed to…”

My spirits soared in anticipation but then she went on.

“…As Petal is due to go on vacation from your hometown with Yancy, her latest black lover, she has reluctantly been persuaded to let you serve her for the fortnight and see if you can be as useful as I have suggested or described…”

Jenna grinned dryly at the slight but noticeable puffiness in my breasts - from taking the hormone tablets - to fill out the bikini bra while embarrassingly my stiff but diminishing penis barely caused a bulge in the tight white shapely bottoms before her mother whispered.

“…I understand she is trying for a child with him so, as you will all be in a lovely opulent suite, then the experience will assuredly make or break your future together with my precocious child…”

She could see I was bursting and about to explode but her lips laughed cuttingly.

“…It clearly makes you aroused just to think about her infidelity so you may cum for the last time because when you do I will cage your insignificant genitals and any future ejaculations will be up to your wife’s discretion who will own your very manhood and golden key to permit any such further indulgences…”

I disgustingly jerked to fetid glory to this terrible news before Jenna came to me, pulled off the wet bottoms then wiped my tiny man and soft balls before putting on the shiny golden cage of my incarceration while smiling in the process.

“…So, pack entirely with her clothes for somewhere hot because when you take a car to catch your plane in the morning you shall do so as a girl in service, primarily to your wife and then if you are lucky, then possibly to us all…”

They both seemed to take unnatural delight in my trauma.

“…That is, if Petal can somehow be turned or tempted into a more enlightened way of existence.”

They summarily dismissed me, and I went to Petal’s room and began to place various items of summer clothing from her wardrobe into the suitcase on the bed before Jenna joined me and provided helpful suggestions or advice as to what I might require for the entire two-week period.

It seemed impossible to me that I was only packing female items, but the code by Jenna and her mother had been laid out clearly since I had arrived, and it seemed churlish to argue now as I listened then put out the outfit for me to travel in before then ensuring my documents were in order.

Given the liberal attitude to men dressing as woman in these modern days, amazingly I did not need to change my passport; it was therefore not too long before everything was entirely ready, and I changed back into my maid’s uniform then continued my normal domestic duties for the remainder of the day.

As was our recent custom, I indulged myself with one of my wife’s lacy frilly dresses for dinner when, although I was due to take the cab in the early morning, this did not stop the mother demanding some sullied oral satisfaction before Jenna temporarily removed my shimmering cage then took my ass doggie-style as I submissively bent over in a silky white negligee just prior to sleep rescuing me.

Perhaps at the time they saw it as a final or Sailor’s goodbye!

The alarm woke me from deep slumber and - as if to provide a parting gift - Jenna dozing nearby took my hard early-morning penis in her fingers and sighed sympathetically.

“You may cum for the ultimate time under my authority Julia, because as you are aware such latitude will be in my sister’s hands from now on if she accepts you as her husband and maid…”

Instinctively I thought about what was possibly in store and pulsed automatically in her palm as she gurgled in amusement.

“…You always did have such good instincts for this way of life Julia because truly you need to be in servitude to strong females and live out your days as a girl…”

My cock spurted weak dribbles of semen over her skin - to such insanity - which she brought to my mouth and lips to lick off and exhaled.

“…Embrace the fact that you are a weak Sissy Fuck, Julia…and personally I hope you succeed in coercing Petal to accept you because both my mother and I have developed a quiet appreciation you…”

She roughly pushed me out of bed and towards the shower then whispered.

“…Because if you don’t then sadly we will never meet again!”

I washed thoroughly and made myself smell divine before Jenna put on my chastity cage, placed the key of my gaol around my neck and watched me put on the white bra and knickers with covering blue tights under a short navy skirt, white shirt, denim jacket before finally slipping on some sneakers.

Kindly my divisive wife’s sister then helped me with just the right amount of make-up then teased my long hair until I looked suitably fair and feminine before finally smoothing out the creases of my coverings as I grumbled quietly.

“In all honesty, Jenna, I will try my best with Petal as I would like to return here and live like this with you all.”

Her hand reached below the short hem and gently stroked the deliciously covered soft skin on my backside.

“I know that Julia, because this is your obvious calling and place in the universe but if you do not remember my advice and direction then, given my sibling’s youthful zealous state of mind she will surely dispense or dispose of you…”

My spirit surged to her gentlest touch as I hung onto her words.

“…You can afford no trace of masculine instinct or memory and must act or live entirely as a girl in strict obedience to your wife or lose the chance forever…”

She concluded with a fact I already had surmised.

“…Somehow you need to make yourself indispensable to her because if you don’t…where is a feeble feminised boy like you going to find the opportunity of an entire female family to take you on like we have proposed?”

I blinked in acknowledgement of her intuition then meaningful point and promised sincerely that I would do my level girlish best to please Petal, before grabbing my pink trolley case and taking my seat in the waiting taxi which was due to take me through the darkness the seventy miles to the main airport where my wife and her lover would undoubtedly be waiting to board.

As the car moved away I wondered if I would ever see the high pillars of this house again - that had weirdly felt like home - and in some cloying anxiety then pulled my legs tightly together below the high skirt and let myself drift into a weary worried doze so I could not think too much about what on earth I was embarked upon.

It seemed a salient thing to do under the circumstances.

There was little or no traffic on the highway and I was dropped at the terminal in good time then proceeded to the check-in desk then waited for my wife or possibly and hopefully the girl that would become my Mistress, but it was early and there were few people around.

Then suddenly I saw her in tight white shorts and a cut- off blue top strolling hand in hand with a giant of a black man and as they approached the desk I ambled unsteadily to her because she surely did not recognise me.

“Hi Miss, I’m here as promised.”

Her blue eyes widened in some surprise then her pink lips curled in droll humour.

“Oh my, Joshua…”

She corrected herself immediately.

“…I mean Julia…”

To my despair she turned to her tall muscular companion.

“…This is my husband, Yancy…and along with my family, Julia fancies that his only place in the world is now to become my ladies’ maid…”

Obviously this was utterly humiliating - especially before her new boyfriend - and right there and then I felt like running away in shame as she continued to laugh at, then degrade me.

“…They must all be crazy because…”

My wife leaned up to hug this stranger’s broad chest and her giggle sounded like the shrill knell of doom to me.

“…I mean what do I need him for when I’ve got you?”

The rugged powerfully built man merely looked me up and down and murmured with some certainty presumably borne from fetid experience.

“It’s not so unusual Baby and if this is your husband then all I might mention is he’s truly made an effort in this surreal regard and…”

To my horror he leaned down, softly patted my pert backside and planted a small quick kiss on my flushed cheek.

“…Actually, looks strangely hot like this!”

She slapped his barrel chest in hilarity and from that prickly point ignored me entirely as we embarked onto the aeroplane where our paths diverged because they were in first-class and I was unfortunately obliged to fly with the poor people in keeping with my new status in life.

The agony that they were enjoying this luxury on my money - Petal had full unrestricted unilateral access to - was understandably painful to bear, especially as I sat beside a small curly-haired screaming infant and her fat, less than fragrant mother, then tried to settle in for the long haul to Maui.

After an hour or so a tall supercilious lanky stewardess with tied up dark hair patted my arm - though I was a child - and whispered lowly, as if telling me some secret or other while trying not to sound too entertained at my flagrant female show.

“Your wife wishes to speak to you.”

I could clearly read the hilarity in her dark eyes at the exhibition I was surely making of myself, but an unbreakable commitment had been made to Jenna and her mother meaning I swallowed any ego then followed the lofty woman into to the privileged section, through a sliding panel where Petal and her lover had two reclining seats opposite each other in the luxury of complete privacy.

My wife was visibly relaxed back in the one chair, and I looked away because she had nothing on beneath or below her colourful shirt, but the sharpness in Petal’s voice made me focus more intensely in her direction.

“Yancy thought it unreasonable of me in being so curt when we met so I have brought you here to apologise and let you know that if you are indeed set and determined to serve me then I should at least give you the opportunity…”

Her thighs then opened slightly and in spite of my determination not to stare I was compelled to look closely at her tight female line covered only by soft blonde down that had masses of sickly slippery white semen all over it as she chuckled without any abashment or discomfort at all.

“…As you can see I have just become a fully-fledged member of the mile-high club on Yancy’s large cock…”

The unpalatable news made me sick to my stomach, but the sight of her glorious used pussy was also utterly magnetic and - as if to torture me further - she calmly opened her legs wider and took great delight in mocking me.

“…I mean you could never have achieved such a result with your tiny penis could you Darling which is why I have had to find a powerful lover like Yancy?”

I nodded meekly and murmured respectfully and with caution before ceremoniously removing the key to my chastity cage which was around my neck -like a lead weight - and handing it to her.

“Yes Miss, I now understand that, after strict tuition with Jenna who has caged me as you can obviously witness…and please take this key as a statement and token of my servile position in your world.”

The look of horror and almost disbelief on her pretty face that I could demean myself so willingly was agonising as her lips gasped.

“Oh, my goodness Joshua, you have surely been entirely gelded and corrupted, but I will not save you this time if you can’t save yourself so pull your skirt up and panties down and let’s see what this penile prison looks like…”

In seconds I had embarrassingly complied which brought more howls of derision then a sly dry question.

“…Very cute Darling, but dare I ask what else have you learned from my evil sister?”

Almost without thinking I kneeled between her parted knees and nervously kissed her inner thighs as I mumbled.

“Ways to please and release you if I am allowed?”

Her head was thrown back in abandon to provide permission for such a base sensual indulgence before suddenly - if not confoundingly naturally - I was soon lapping at the congealed male juices while her voice slowly became soft and distracted.”

“Oh Julia…that is unexpected lovely…lick all of his sperm out of me Darling as I am so very sticky.”

I began to find a certain rude rhythm in sliding my tongue against her velvety groove and soon probed deeper inside the mucky wetness to suck up the viscous mess before concentrating on the subtle clitoral nub and becoming sorely engaged as I heard my wife’s breath quickening towards hormonal glory.

But then I was unreasonably pulled back from my labours and the place of my tender mouth on her reactive pussy was usurped by Yancy’s enormous erection that began to promptly pound her delicate but saturated female entrance as he grunted crudely.

“Fuck, this is how to do the Bitch…hard and rough just as you like it Petal…”

In answer to his boast my wife’s thin willowy legs reflexively wrapped around the sturdy black back above her while his stiff flesh took her over and over again before she groaned loudly - and with passion - then trembled to sexual completion as this Bastard held purposely still and poured more viscous seed inside her slight and petite body before pulling away and grunting in the apparent agony of performing at such an energetic level.

“…You Dirty Bitch…”

He cruelly jerked me by the hair back into my subjugated position once again then wiped his leaking prick on my partly exposed backside under my short hem and gurgled dirtily.

“…Fuck, your ass is almost cuter than hers…now eat it while it’s hot as I enjoy watching you do it and we’ll see how many times we can repeat this unexpectedly intriguing game in the next hour or so!”  

It seemed the deviant Yancy indeed got-off on me licking his slippery seed from my wife’s sodden cunt as over the next hour she impaled herself on his thick appendage in innumerable unspeakable ways.

After she had ridden him for the longest time, his ultimate ejaculation was mercifully the conclusion to our sordid session and when I had diligently suckled Petal’s pussy back to a pristine condition she gazed at me with glassy azure eyes and smiled wearily.

“It seems my dissolute sibling has truly enabled you to perform a few amusing tricks, but I declare I am bored already with you now Joshua so…”

I was still barely dressed as my skirt was around my waist and my white feminine but wet underwear seemed still disgracefully askew.

“…Pull your panties up then make yourself presentable and we will see you after we have landed.”

In some definite dither I tried to clean the mess to achieve some vain sense of respectability but when I was dressed Yancy presumptuously pulled me over his knee - as he sat in the luxurious chair - and grinned at Petal mischievously.

“Can I spank his ass…?”

My wife shrugged disinterestedly in visible ambivalence that she had no immediate interest in me at all, and as I lay helplessly his huge palm began to beat me before - to my alarm and despair - Yancy raised the hem up my lower back, lowered the tights and knickers once more and slapped my naked backside fiercely as I squirmed and whimpered while he merely laughed.

“…You husband is a real woman Baby and I bet he’s been…”

His finger drifted into my anal passage and she snickered, as he gurgled on.

“…Fucked here a few times already?”

The worst part about my ignominy was just how privately excited I had become, although the hateful restriction around my genitals thankfully stopped me displaying such terrible fact, and in the end I was ingloriously dispatched - as if they were both tired of my company - and it took me a full half an hour before I could calm my mind or body and try and get some rest on the remainder of this long tortuous ride.

It was sorely difficult to reconcile my recent involuntary arousal because the woman I loved - and had always put on a lofty pedestal - seemed to irrationally embrace the disturbing fact that this crass brute of a man patently treated her like a brainless whore and just used my precious wife’s body simply for his foul ends and needs.

Why such a scenario heated my mind - as it unsettlingly did - was perplexing as were these evolving female hormones, from the tablets, rushing through my veins along with the divine sensual clothes that enticed me equally and caused my penis to dribble spots of weak seminal fluid which unfortunately seemed to be my only sexual release?

Innumerable previous debased incidents had made it obvious that Petal enjoyed appearing to play the part of a cheap Tart or Slut for such dominant black men, and although I had been aware of her multiple indiscretions over the course of our marriage, to witness her infidelity so close up - as I just had - was utterly disconcertingly mind-blowing and only confounded me ever more.

Thankfully the obnoxious, miserable loud child had by now yelled himself to sleep in my recent absence which allowed me to swiftly slumber erratically before, after another nap, I awoke to find we were landing in the atmospheric early evening light of Hawaii.

I soon took a taxi to the hotel - by myself - because my wife, her lover and their first-class luggage had already been taken there in a private limousine supplied for the privileged guests by the exclusive complex that we were staying in.

They were already in the opulent suite sharing a drink when I arrived and as my wife and her man were sharing the master bedroom I took the small but wonderfully decorated space at the far end of the apartment where I quickly changed into my maid’s uniform and went up to where they were sitting on the private terrace then curtsied politely - as was my obligation - while courageously ignoring their combined muted laughter.

“I will unpack for you Miss, and will be in this female guise to serve you all the vacation…if that is acceptable?”

Petal childishly tried to exhale to suppress a building guffaw but still laughed anyway as she did so.

“You know full well I have never wanted such a pathetic servant Joshua, but…”

She waved her petite hand airily as if this was all some fanciful game.

“…If this is what you honestly crave then you may begin your duties…and run me a bath…as we will be dining out…while I expect you to eat at the buffet downstairs.”

I nodded obediently - as if I was content to be under her watchful eye - and walked towards their room but once again Yancy man-handled me then ran his inquisitive palms below my skirt where he briefly explored my frilly underskirt and ruffled knickers before snickering childishly at my wife.

“Fuck, this is all so weird or crazy but it’s definitely…”

Disgracefully he outrageously released his enraged penis until it was standing and pointing up at the uncountable stars in the stratosphere and disrespectfully wagged his little finger at Petal.

“…Got me going again so jump on board Bitch…as I need to fuck…!”

When I thankfully left them, my wife was again wedged tightly on his strong hips and even after I had finished unpacking both cases for them, upon my return she was still earnestly grinding or rocking on his hardness as his finger tweaked Petal’s perfect breasts while chiding her.

“…Tell me you love me Bitch…”

She pressed her gorgeous body down in appreciation or answer then forcefully forward in search of salvation and grumbled as if she had sorely lost her luscious mind.

“…I do Yancy…I do love you…want your babies…Oh Yancy…fill me up with babies…”

My wife’s splendid skin and delicate bones contorted like a scented acrobat on his iron manhood before it visibly audibly spurted inside her and she leaned over then kissed his broad chest while exhaling softly.

“…Enough…enough Darling, I have to wash and dress…let me go with the new maid and I promise that I will look scrumptious for you this evening…”

They uncoupled before she staggered on watery legs into the luxurious bathroom where her opulent tub was waiting, but to my definite shock she then stood still with her arms stretched out and sighed expectantly or impatiently.

“…Undress me Julia…and then lick him out of my pussy because…”

Petal shivered almost imperceptively.

“…Your mouth is a definite unanticipated delight after his ready roughness…”

Instinctively I removed her moist clothes then willingly suckled or lapped at her female dripping crease which encouraged my Love to stretch her delicate back in appreciation of such excess and groan in wonder.

“…Oh Joshua…you really will do anything to please me won’t you…?”

Her libido was unexpectedly now dangling on my educated tongue as she hung on to enjoy or extend the perverse tension and quivered.

“…I bet you would suck Yancy’s cock if I told you to…?”

My wide innocent eyes gave her the answer she already knew before my wife hopelessly shuddered to primitive glory then literally fell into the heated scented water and simpered exhaustedly.

“…My, my Joshua…it seems that I will definitely have to keep my eye on…you!”

I flushed in some discomfort, given the depth of the depravity I had demonstrated, but then laid out her clothes while trying to keep out of her coarse boyfriend’s clutches although part of me - to my definite further dishonour - didn’t want to, as the warm sensation of his expansive hand on by bottom was already becoming strangely but unspeakably appealing.

Petal washed and changed - looking exquisite in a tiny tight white dress I might add - before she and her well-turned-out Beau left for their dinner-date leaving me to tidy up before showering where I involuntarily thought about what Yancy would be doing to my wife and ached in pain because of the sadistic device around what remained of my masculinity.

However, I then put on some white succulent fine French knickers and a short blue dress that showed off my shape and slight growing breasts, then sauntered alone down to the dining area where I took dinner from the sumptuous buffet and felt entirely fluttery and almost comfortable dressed as a comely girl.

Perhaps I drank more wine than was sensible with the tablets I was on, because I then perched on a silver stool at the bar and when a handsome young man asked me to dance I did so bravely until our lower bodies were touching, and impossibly I could feel his sexual desire or even rage for me.

The fact I could make a good-looking strong lusty man sexually desire me - just by looking as I did - was nothing short of incredible and I suppose I should have been abashed at such an absurd fact but in the clammy heat and inside the perfumed heavenly clothing the desire to play the provocative young girl was proving more than I could possibly resist.

My new dancing partner and I enjoyed pressing and pushing our lower parts until they were tightly divinely connected, when to my growing disbelief I began to surely lose the entire sense of the man I used to be then just hung weakly onto his hips and looked up in a similar submissive manner as if waiting only for him to kiss me.

Which he did shortly afterwards in the nearby shadowy gardens near the terrace - that had doubled as a dance floor - where our tongues embraced before, in some flash of insane desire, I pressed the hardness in his trousers with my palm and started to unfasted the metal zip in my primal enthusiasm for the first step towards teasing or tasting him.

However, most fortuitously, I was saved from this further fall into debasement by the sound of my wife’s low icy voice from somewhere nearby in the darkness.

“What do you think you’re doing Josh…Julia…?”

I leapt up in my realisation of my outrageous sordid actions but bizarrely still kept my palm on this stranger’s erection through the coarse material of the trousers as Petal spat at me.

“…Let him go Julia…you Little Slut…and follow me!”

In some disturbance and definite growing panic I rudely abandoned the unknown man I had been about to pleasure, then walked directly in her wake and up to Yancy - he had also been watching my disgraceful performance from afar - who gently patted my ass when I walked past him, as seemed to be his instinct with me, then murmured in amusement.

“You are definitely a sexy Little Thing aren’t you!”

When we reached the suite, Petal led me into my room and made me strip to my bra and knickers before placing me over her knees and snarling in clear annoyance as she began to brutally spank my naked backside then admonished me in the unfortunate process.

“My husband is a Tart and you would have definitely given Head to him if I had not stopped you…”

She ran her fingertips into the crease of my bottom and discovered the small hard toy I had become conditioned - under Jenna’s strict tutelage - to put into place each morning then grumbled in natural bemusement.

“…Oh Julia, you have changed beyond measure…have you already been fucked here as Yancy alluded to…?”

I groaned in terrible shame because my wife could easily read my pathetic body language as she laughed.

“…Fuck you have, you have you Filthy, Filthy Girl…!”

My body was so inflamed and charged that I was in physical agony because it wanted to cum so desperately and, as if she could read the signs along with my giddy head, Petal removed the anal plug, undid the lock on the cage, then had me slip it off until my tiny genitals sat comfortably in the sensual gusset on the panties and sighed.

“…If you want to cum then ask me and I may allow it?”

It was clear that I had no dignity left in my soul as I whined.

“Please Miss, let me…let me climax.”

Her eyes were bright blue in humour or sadism.

“Then do so and I will have you wash before dressing you up in something fancy or slinky so we can lick Yancey’s cock together, as he is surprisingly very curious or even willing with you, and it will surely inform or entertain me as well…”

The thought of doing what she alluded to was utterly destabilising but made me incessantly rub my small but active penis until it reflexively spurted slimy male juices into the soft comforting fabric below me before my lips exhaled in bliss while she chuckled onwards at my boundless talent to disgrace myself.

“…It is unarguable that you desire to perform this subversive female act so go and shower and I will allow it this one time to see close-up just how debauched you have become!”

Somehow my wobbly feet tripped into the large cubicle in the small but fabulous en-suite to this room where I revelled in the freedom around my recently liberated balls and penis and to my further private ignominy I could not help but rub myself to foul feverish sensual serenity once more in the soapy flow.

When I emerged in just a small towel I already smelled divine, then meekly stood before my wife - who had by now changed into a short frilly nightie set - and sat on the bed where she stared at me before muttering with some obvious irritation.

“Let me place the cover back on…”

Without argument or denial I moved right in front of her to allow the golden prison to be slipped on my limp but now aromatic male flesh before she teased my hard-sensitive nipples and cupped or stroked my tiny but marked mounds that passed for breasts which made me squeal in reflexive arousal as Petal smirked.

“…You are so much like a girl now Joshua…”

Her fingers placed a very short sheer pink baby-doll over my already aching tingling skin then had me draw up matching sheer panties before letting her longest digit explore the entrance to my anus which was much more accessible than it had been when we had first met as she laughed.

“…I can see that Jenna certainly educated you in the various ways to please a man as without your device inside this aperture I can see it is very fuckable…!”

It was impossible to contain a whimper of despair or perhaps illicit yearning as her lips twisted in displeasure and warning.

“…If you ever do such a dirty thing with Yancy then be aware that I will dismiss you instantly and break your sweet neck at the same time, as letting you suck him this evening is just a one off.”

I was then promptly but extensively sprayed with expensive perfume which made me feel even more giddily exquisite as I gurgled.

“Of course, Miss, my aim is just to serve and please you.”

With that said we walked the few steps into the main bedroom where her black lover - in all his naked toned ebony glory - was standing tall in the centre of the room as the two of us kneeled then immediately began to suck and lick his thick already partially elongated cock until it was pointing forward like an extended thick black pipe.

Petal was quietly coercing my crazed head forward until my lips separated then began to consume the solid male force and scolded me at the same time.

“This is definitely what you want and would have given that other guy…so I will let you denigrate yourself right in front of my eyes, Joshua, to show me, just how unfathomably low you have fallen!”

Yancy then took brutal hold of my unstable cranium and held it tightly over his erection until the tip of him was almost down my gasping throat before grumbling meaningfully at my wife.

“Don’t be so cruel Baby…your husband is very pretty, and you need to appreciate this is surprisingly natural for delicate Sissy Boys like him…”

I wanted to flee and hide at his embarrassing analysis but disgracefully, all I could do was degradingly draw him as this base Bastard took great satisfaction carefully fucking my mouth until his pace slowly increased and I sensed the impending heady rush or gush of frothy ejaculate before he grunted breathlessly with expectation.

“…Can’t you see how he craves my…”

The tip of the hard, irresistible flesh in my mouth exploded as my throat spluttered then swallowed and swallowed again because it was like a surreal seminal dam had burst inside me before gradually the hormonal flood became a mere trickle and he relaxed the pressure on my head a fraction then sighed in satisfaction.

“…Cum…”

His hips moved to force me to provide more friction with my lips as he grinned arrogantly.

“…Now suck it clean then hard Sissy Girl so I can give your wife what she needs…because you can’t have all the fun!”

Although he was so obnoxious and insulting to me it did not prevent my dissolute mind secretly enjoying ingesting whatever sperm remained before incredibly this magical living penile appendage became inflamed once more - to my sensitive oral admonishments - and at this point Petal pulled me off it and growled almost in anger or even envy.

“Now fuck off Julia as to be sure I am not sharing him with you…”

She dragged the pumped-up raging man to the bed, pressed him onto his back and jumped up onto his vertical rigid black staff almost in the same instant before twisting her lithe slender ivory form around and snapping in my direction.

“…Now fuck off Joshua, as I’m busy, but be warned that I see you for the whore you are, and you will not be allowed this indiscretion or latitude again before I let you go at the end of the fortnight which I surely will…”

Her divine body was already gyrating or grinding down on the powerful masculinity embedded deeply inside her now which seemed to send her even more into delirium.

“…As you can be certain that I don’t want some debased deviant husband around me!”

In some dismay I slithered off like a low unwanted snake back to my own place in this elevated environment and tried to come to terms with the semen still on my palate and the fact that my libido and contained genitals were literally driving me insane with the craving for relief or liberation.

But there was no sanctuary in this ostentatious but cold dismal place, and I tossed and turned then unsuccessfully tried not to think about what Petal had said so disastrously or then listen in the near distance to the rising or falling sounds of my wife’s infidelity as it they ominously drifted or reverberated along the marble tiled hallways of this elegant suite.

Eventually I drifted off into some type of disturbed slumber but was rudely awoken by the feel of firm hands shaking my shoulder then a warm hot female body sliding beside me, and the whisper of Petal’s low voice complaining wearily.

“Lick me out Bitch…I need sating and cannot rest beside Yancy as he snores terribly…”

She was already laying comatose on the large mattress as I slipped noiselessly between her sublime thighs and began to gently suckle at her smeared spunk-coated pussy as she simpered softly and with obvious disorientation while providing more information than I needed to hear.

“…Between waking and fucking me so much I don’t know if I’m cumming or going…”

My wife was too tired to be aware of the unintentional pun she had just made and entered an entirely separated state after grumbling.

“…So, suck then soothe me Julia and let me rest!”

I worked purposefully on her subtle feminine folds as she dozed intermittently and thought or merely hoped that my position in her universe might be under positive review, but this seemed like a forlorn prospect because my tongue was merely used for her salacious needs before my wife slipped back into her lover for more foul attention when her body was clean, and energy restored.

Petal did return later that evening with ongoing fresh instruction or demands on my time and mouth and strangely she was asleep at my side - improbably in my bed - come the morning when I accidentally involuntarily hugged her as if we were still a couple.

To this unwarranted presumption she immediately pressed me away and berated me fiercely.

“Get up, change into your maid’s uniform and do your work Julia, I only rest here because I require some space from Yancy at night so do not read anything else into it…”

Suitably scorched I rose up then sleepily showered and changed into my divisive servile outfit and finally stood before her as she sat up under the thin white sheets and observed me with disdain.

“…I was correct not to want any man, especially a husband, in this humbling form and as I am obligated to keep you here for the rest of the holiday then you will stay mainly in the room and will be allowed out only when I tell you…”

Her blue eyes were dispassionately icy cold.

“…There will also be no repeat of your unforgivable behaviour with my Lover as of last night and although I will allow you to use the restaurant to eat for an hour or so each night, any fraternising with other men here will not be allowed under any circumstances…”

I found myself shuddering under her stern tone and disapproving gaze.

“…Do you understand you Cheap Slut?”

My head wobbled in confirmation that I did, and I was immediately dismissed to my tasks of cleaning her clothing alongside other menial duties and remained in my smart, secretly sublime but debilitating uniform throughout the day as my wife along with Yancy went to the pool or beach while I took what sun I could on the secluded balcony.

As she promised, Petal allowed me to dress up in comely often lacy revealing clothing simply to dine by myself, and although I saw the cute young man I had shared a moment with the previous evening there could be no conversation or interaction with him because I would not risk any more vitriol or ire from my wife who seemed to be watching my behaviour like a predatory vengeful hawk.

Therefore, the only route for me was sadly to accept that this whole wild, ill- advised scenario to gain my wife’s favour - and allow me back into her life in any form - was proving to be fruitless and with this in mind I reluctantly wiled out the days left before I would have no choice but to return to the past staid masculine existence I had previously known.

Part of my mushy mind should have been content in some ways that I had the chance to be a man once more, but this was not the case because somewhere along the recent decadent way - with the hormone tablets I took religiously, the hard, insidious plug forever in my anus or the sublime feminine clothing - I honestly no longer wanted that stale male existence anymore and seemed to increasingly view life with pastel pink feminised lenses.

The routine as dictated by Petal continued for a week when the only real communication or connection between us was when she sidled into my bed at night merely for me to soothe and sate her; at which time she played possum and simply regathered her physical strength again, but there was no real emotional connection at all other than my wife using me as some servile toy before inevitably returning to Yancy once more.

It was obvious that she craved the primal thrill this rapacious Black Beast could provide but in declaring this openly, I could also see, as the days swiftly sped by, he perpetually used my young sensual wife only as some sexual object - though she seemed to enjoy the roughness in short bursts - and undeniably there were visible or audible fractures and the beginnings of a few emerging relationship cracks between them.

Sensibly I tried to keep out of their combustible way when possible, and one evening as my wife stormed away from Yancy after some vicious heated argument at their table - in the vacuum of opportunity her sharp departure left behind - I quickly ate my dinner in the nearby area then left to seek out the man I had spent time with the week earlier, as we had been exchanging longing looks or glances again in recent days.

My handsome young blonde-haired romantic interest was soon re-discovered - Patrick was his name - who led me down to the deserted beach where we kissed passionately in the shadows while his busy hands tantalisingly ran over my raging body through the short tactile dress.

If this was not danger or lunacy enough, then most daringly and in escalation of our tentative intimacy his fingers slipped under the short hem of the layered petticoat dress as I groaned in understandable concern given what could be discovered just inside my panties.

“No Patrick I can’t!”

He immediately placed my flat warm palm on his crotch and hissed like a wounded animal in need.

“Please, Julia…look what you do to me.”

In confusion or possible mere survival sexual instinct, I subsequently kneeled in the dimness, removed the hard-pulsating flesh and eagerly began to suckle him as if merely to pleasure or placate us both.

In response or possible appreciation, he stroked my giddy head tenderly but began to sway then casually fuck my mouth before crazily and weirdly the earthy anticipation of his sexual release became utterly thrilling as I gently squeezed his balls and marvellously felt them about to reflexively explode.

When he did eventually erupt I swallowed the generous flow of hot sperm willingly but as he began to stop shaking we both realised that we could be partially viewed from the nearby veranda of the hotel and - knowing now furious my wife would be if she knew of my misconduct - I leapt up and scampered away as if I barely knew how to explain my licentious debased actions to him or in fact even myself.

Fortunately, when Petal returned to the room later I was already in bed and it was mercifully clear that my wife did not know about my indiscretions because when she slipped inside my bed in the dead of night there was no conversation at all, and just flopped onto her back then allowed me to make the soiled pussy peachy once more, while her weary spirit silently drifted off into space.

Annoyingly for me, it seemed that whatever tensions or issues my wife and Yancy had, nothing could stop this man fouling her special places as if his big black cock was the answer or pacifier to all disputes or troubles between them.

Such realities were entirely out of my hands and I continued to just play my subjugated part and not to ignite then fire the displeasure or temper of my wife, but then the following afternoon - unknown to me - Petal and her abominable man had a vitriolic slanging match by the pool resulting in her storming off into the town leaving Yancy isolated with his forever malevolent questionable musings.

I might point out he was - from what I had seen - not much of a thinker!

Subsequently, he arrived unannounced at the suite - when I was still in my cute maid’s uniform handwashing panties and other such finery - when his voice called out to me coldly.

“Julia come here right now.”

I responded anxiously but immediately to his acidic demand and stood over him as the Bastard lounged on the settee in just black swimming shorts over his honed steely body then looked up and smiled blandly.

“You wife’s gone off in a huff again so as you enjoy it so much you can kneel down then suck me off before I fuck your ass because I have noticed and mentioned many times that you do look so inexplicably appealing dressed like this.” 

His combined attitude, expectation and petulance were intolerable as I countered haughtily and insistently; because there was no way I would succumb to such a Devil, especially without my Love’s specific approval or instruction.

“No Yancy…Petal is my wife and mistress and she has forbidden me to do such things with any man here, so if you have such unreasonable fetid expectations of me like that then please speak to her.”

In answer to my admirable rebuke his fingers threw off the shorts to display his usual enormous erection pointing up vertically before he then laughed mockingly.

“How divinely commendable Julia…”

His black eyes flashed menacingly as he went on.

“…But maybe I might mention to her that I saw you last night giving equally commendable Head to some delicate blonde man as he stood against a palm tree on the beach…”

I gasped in horror while his cock surged with anticipation, and my legs instantly became wobbly then began to lose energy as he continued to threaten me.

“…Now do as you are fucking told you Sissy Girl or else and…”

His thick lips curled into an evil grin.

“…I know you want to.”

As if by dark design I was suddenly hopelessly soon prostrate with my tongue weakly lolling on the tip of this incredible solid black flesh while I whimpered in genuine terror.

“Please don’t tell Petal, she would be incandescently furious with me…”

The musky overwhelming smell of testosterone was mesmerising as I groaned pathetically…

“… Don’t force me to do this…”

The swollen bulbous penal apex of him was however already disastrously in my mouth as I spluttered.

“…Please Yancy don’t…don’t make me…!”

But it was already much too late for escape - even if I had wanted it - because, almost as if I was being hypnotised, I was sucking and licking this gargantuan flesh whilst he teased my hair then patted my lacy knickers below the frilly underskirt before his fingers extracted the solid toy in my backside and rutted the open aperture with them as I drew him earnestly and groaned.

“…Oh Yancy…no, no…don’t fuck me there…please!”

My impotent feeble cries of false denial must have merely aroused him to sullied glory as he spontaneously swiftly spurted voluminous earthy fluid down my throat then held my radiant head tightly and chuckled.

“Keep going Baby…make me stiff again…I want to feel it tightly inside you…”

Of course, I hated him and had from the beginning, but the whole filthy adventure was indescribable as the muscles in my mouth held and healed the wet flesh until it was magically extended once more at which tension-filled point the Beast crudely dragged me to my bedroom.

There, he commandingly had me kneel submissively on the covers while taking position at my rear before ceremoniously pulling my skirts up to the waist and slowly tugging the delicate panties down then patting the warm exposed skin.

“…Fuck, maybe you really are a girl…”

The Odious Predatory Bastard was ambitiously, rudely inside me in a lethal irresistible thrust which made me hold on the rigid bedpost as the rod of blackest steel began to gently move back and forward while he grunted malevolently.

“…So taut and sweet Baby…that’s it, move your cute ass and fuck it…like you mean to move me to hell and damnation.”

The power of his male force seemed to stretch me in two then dissolve my unstable brain at the same instant as I pressed back and capitulated with weasel words.

“Yes Yancy, take me…I want you to…”

Suddenly we were moving in unison or perhaps madness because I reached behind me to cup his balls and relish the sensation of penetration with living male flesh as I became to be a mere vassal for his lust then whined insipidly.

“…Fill me up…use me…fuck, fuck…fuck!”

Even inside the odious constrictive chastity cage I was so turned on that I still shuddered drops of slimy fluid to orgasm, as he held my hips with iron hands and poured his seed uncaringly inside causing me to gasp in shock before the Brute withdrew and promptly skulked off into the other room perhaps for sanity or safety while he spat at me.

“You keep your sweet trap shut Julia and maybe I will too!”

He then left the suite - as if wishing to escape the scene of the crime - and I busied myself with various empty tasks and tried to avoid the pheromones swirling in my scalding blood that secretly reminded me how I had surged to the depravity while naturally did not want my wife to ever find out for personal but understandable reasons.

Fortunately, when Petal did come back her demeanour was still sour, and she had no time to talk to me or anyone in this gloomy mood; the atmosphere only settled back into some kind of civility when eventually her lover re-appeared and after a further less-heated row he skilfully placated my wife in the only reliable way the Debauched Devil knew how.

This was bent over the chair in the bedroom when he fucked her rudely or roughly from behind and when she screamed to illicit heaven only then did the storm clouds between them abate and some holiday spirit appeared once more like speckled rays of sunshine after the storm.

But in reality this was the mere eye in their tempestuous association because after a night of her sliding in and out of my bed - for me to simply suckle her pussy clean - yet another furious spat ensued after lunch the following day which led to Petal disappearing for the afternoon which tragically allowed the time or space for Yancy to use my mouth and fuck my ass again.

Naturally, this was in the provocative black and white uniform he - not so secretly - admired so much!

As before I protested then detested this abhorrent faithless man but unconscionably silently acquiesced and craved or secretly savoured the sex because the sheer succulent taste and feel of him inside my craving body was sorely unspeakably addictive.

Subsequently, there was a further reconciliation between my wife and this awful hung man - like me she could not deny his cock or masculine vim - but after another depraved sexual night for them, and a restless one for me, in the dawn Yancy faithlessly absconded with his luggage then left a note to say he had met some other less argumentative floozie from a nearby hotel and would not be coming back!

Understandably Petal was inconsolable then distraught and went into erratic ranges of emotions from anguish to anger, but after a long endless morning of me wiping her tears and soothing my wife’s gorgeous brow she bravely sat out in the afternoon sun by the calming blue pool and most marvellously - from my perspective - allowed me to keep her company.

Unexpectedly, we were suddenly alone together, and it felt entirely comfortable for me to lay out in a tight blue one-piece swimsuit that wondrously hugged the contours of my new shape, as if we were close sisters rather than man and wife, but those facts or perplexities barely seemed to matter anymore.

We had a cocktail at the pool bar where she actually laughed when the man whose cock I had salaciously sucked a few days before came over then mentioned in passing that he and his friend were going to a nightclub later and would we like to come with?

Unsure of Petal’s capricious state of mind or temper I did not give Patrick too much attention or provide much latitude for him with my feminine favours and calmly pointed out we would be in the lobby at 11p.m if we decided to take him up on the offer, but not to wait on us.

Then Petal and I quickly departed to the room where her unpredictable feelings altered dramatically towards me because she sat on the master bed, pulled me over her knee and spanked me furiously for seemingly no good reason at all as her lips curled in distaste.

“My husband’s a Slut…I suppose you want to see Patrick later and suck his prick…?”

Her anger, that was bubbling just below the open surface, rose up like magma and burned me.

“…Like you did to Yancy…!”

My wife’s suffering mind began to wander in flights of unfortunate fancy or imagination as she went on blindly, but unnervingly hitting the unmentionable truth and vulnerable spot in the process.

“…Or did you fuck him because I know he got off on you in the frilly fancy maid’s uniform…?”

She ripped the suit off me then teased her finger into my anus while snarling.

“…Is that what happened Bitch…?”

I denied everything, as if my life depended on the lie, but my wife’s demeanour knew no bounds as she dragged my trembling form into the bedroom, took out a black strap-on dildo in my case and - after attaching it around her graceful hips - then placed me on the bed and took powerful position behind my back while her voice grumbled.

“…Because this ass is mine…!”

The inanimate lifeless rod speared me instantly and disgustingly before my wife pressed or pushed onwards in some driven insanity until I was under her rule or female motion while Petal fucked me firmly and eventually giggled as if she had truly lost her mind.

“…You’re my Sweet Sissy aren’t you Joshua…mine to rule and rut as and when I wish to…”

Improbably I was being sexually subjugated by my formerly docile and respectable wife as her fingers scratched my rear sensitive skin and her tone became equally cutting.

“…You Stupid Fucking Whore!”

The pace of fornication became frenetic before shamefully I shivered to foul shivering glory under her whim or whip at which point her energy dissipated and - as if she had exorcised the demons of her odious lover - divine Petal collapsed back on my covers and allowed me to tenderly adore her precious slippery feminine line before both of us were finally sated then settled.

The two of us at last dozed in fatigue for a while before my wife stretched her fragile arms and improbably hugged me purposefully in a rare display of affection.

“I needed that to get that horrible cruel Yancy out of my system Darling, now let’s shower and get dressed and you can have the privilege of us dining and spending the evening together…”

We washed separately but Petal picked out what she wanted me to wear - which was a tiny short yellow dress with thong panties and natural pull-up stockings - which was neatly laid out on my crumpled bed as her observant eyes inspected my skin which was entirely naked with the exception of the sadistic shiny cage.

Petal was also disconcertingly uncovered - although always unconcerned at her nudity - and her finger flicked at the tiny penis corralled in thin metal then sniggered meanly as I pulsed.

“…Poor Darling, are you suffering terribly…?”

I grimaced as she unfairly squeezed my contained genitals to torture me.

“…Would you like to cum and spend the night unencumbered?”

Without any trace of self-respect or pride I kneeled and lovingly kissed her perfect vaginal line that had only a trace of wispy blonde hair adorning it before murmuring meekly.

“Yes please, Miss…but I promise that I won’t cum unless you grant permission.”

Her hips pressed forward as an instruction to provide oral pleasure and I skilfully brought her to heaven exceptionally slowly but expertly before her crease spurted juices which she instinctively wiped on my lips then sat on the bed and sighed in contentment.

“Such a good obedient Girl, now come here…”

As I moved to where she was her hand removed the insidious flaxen key and chain around her graceful neck which was gently used to release the lock of my chastity before my wife took my limp cock in her fingertips and smirked.

“…It’s hard to believe you were ever a man and now this is even smaller…”

She glanced up and patted my plump chest with her free hand.

“…While you have sweet tiny breasts as well…”

All I could do was gasp and try to stop myself erupting even as she continued to torment me.

“…So maybe we should go dancing tonight and I can watch you suck or fuck that presentable young man you seem to admire so much…!”

It was too much to bear as I helplessly spurted revealing blobs of viscous white male fluid in her open palm which she promptly wiped on my red face then lips before tapping my bottom sharply and smirking.

“…You are such a Slut, Julia… but let’s get you dressed and maybe we can have some fabulous girlish fun to raise my spirits and get me to where I need to be.”

She sprayed me with copious amounts of expensive perfume then generously helped with my make-up before the two of us walked boldly to a bright and lively restaurant at the nearby small town where we dined outside on the cobbled streets, drank succulent wine and communicated as women far better than we ever did as man and wife.

The unique experience was truly intoxicating for me and - slightly inebriated - we met up with the young men who were gamely waiting in the lobby who drove us to a nightclub in the hills where Petal and I danced continually in celebration of us being alive young and beautiful.

Somewhere late into the evening our escorts dropped us home and although my wife was not sexually interested in her date, she allowed me to supply Patrick with my luscious mouth on the familiar shadowy beach at the rear of the hotel - while she looked on from a suitable vantage point - as a way of a thank you and goodbye because he was off back home in the morning.

I presumed she might have let me spend the night in his bed if I had wanted to, but in truth I preferred to be with her and once we had slipped into pretty nighties I was soon revelling in my wilful wife taking my ass once more from behind with the strap-on, as she grunted and groaned while in the throes of the deviant task.

“My husband the Whore…fuck, it’s all so unbelievable and you are more pernicious and promiscuous than me!”

It took me hardly any time at all to reach my sensual peak before she removed the divisive toy and we wriggled, squirmed or snuggled below the cool sheets in the luxurious tactile lingerie while endlessly touching and rousing each other to various heights of ecstasy.

The next few days were just Petal and I spending glorious extended time together, almost as a female couple, because we sunbathed all day in divine swimwear before dressing for dinner and dancing - with accompanying male attention which we both ignored - afterwards as if all we selflessly craved out of our illuminated existence was innocent female entertainment.

It felt as if finally we had arrived at a tentative tipping point where anything was possible until dramatically, with a couple of days left on the vacation, one late warm afternoon there was a firm knock on the entrance door - which on reflection was perhaps the sound of disaster for me - because to my unspoken horror Yancy appeared in the shiny frame when Petal opened the entrance to see who was there.

He wandered in with all his masculine muscular pomp and arrogance - as if he had never left so disloyally - then took my wife’s empty hand and looked down at her from a great height while she stared up as if already willing to be once more mesmerised by him and his blatant lies.

“Sorry Babe…guess I made a huge mistake, but I’ve left the Skank or Bitch that led me astray and have come back to make things right.”

Petal was precariously and unfortunately half-dressed in just her underwear as she tried to mount a protest.

“It’s much too late and I can’t let you treat me like this Yancy…”

His huge all-powerful hands were already apparently absentmindedly stroking her blonde hair by now as she tried to be strong.

“…You have to go!”

For a second I thought she could indeed resist him but then the Bastard undid her bra with the small sound of a plop, before audaciously cupping her warm plump breasts that poured out and then disastrously they were kissing passionately as she unreasonably surrendered her decency or common-sense and was soon pushing against his solid fingers as they slipped inside her panties then pussy while he simpered duplicitously.

“Babe…how badly I’ve missed you…I’ll never let you down again…forgive me Babe.”

Right before my strained pained eyes she entirely dissolved then let him pull her to the couch where my young naïve Love rode his enormous black cock - as if it was the only thing in the universe that was completely irresistible - then arched her lovely concave back in delectation.

“Oh Yancy…the days have been so long and empty without you…of course I forgive you…just make love to me now as if you mean it…”

With that he calmly span my patently mixed-up wife onto her front then took this delicate sensitive female flower forcefully from behind which made my precious Petal bend over in abject submission while this trickster or Defiler fucked her - she craved this position - before deviously winking at me in the middle of this cruel fornication because it was obvious she was disastrously already back in the saddle under his dominant demanding thumb.

When at last the unbearable theatre of their copulation was ended - with suitable climactic gaps or shrieks of release - she opened innocent baby blue eyes and whispered weakly.

“…Yancy Darling, I think I love you.”

And quite unreasonably - just like that - my fanciful dreams with Petal were agonisingly dashed, and I was back in in penal chastity then obligated to wear the seductive but servile Maid’s uniform while providing domestic labour during the remaining time within this awful experiment of rekindling a meaningful association with my wife, as it played on towards an inevitable conclusion.

Once again - with her lover’s presence - the only time I got to spend privately with Petal was during the night where she simply and silently used my bed and tongue as a temporary sanctuary of rest or recuperation from his rude rapacious masculine appetites.

The only light in the all-consuming darkness was that mercifully Yancy kept his distance from me - as if not wishing to create any possible cause for friction with Petal - because I upsettingly understood he was disconcertingly soon to be moving into, what had been my home with her.

When we boarded the flight away from this purported far-away paradise I took my seat in coach, as was my place when I was with my wife, in some personal emotional despair and wondered whatever I would do from here. 

Petal clearly didn’t appear to even like or sadly need me, as I could never supply what her lover could do so energetically, and understandably I felt demeaned or useless as a man or husband; especially as I was still parading about in heavenly revealing female clothing even though she had removed my cage in anticipation of our permanent parting.

Confusingly, even in the centre of my great despondency I could not envisage going back to my former male life because that part of my existence seemed dead now; although facing life as a semi-female without being under the protection or countenance of Petal along with her unusual family seemed daunting if not increasingly impossible.

All I could do was suffer on the long road back to uncertainty when thankfully there were no screaming cheeky children within earshot, and after a much-required sleep - somewhere along the way - eventually I stood beside my wife and Yancy at the baggage reclamation with my pink case in hand ready for the eternal ending of our association with only the obligatory divorce to come.

I observed Petal gently usher her dark-lover away I assumed to break the bad news privately and came back to where I was idly standing - as if there was nowhere else for me to go - and I listened in unspeakable misery while she spoke lowly.

“Thanks for the holiday Joshua and I genuinely wish you well in your life from here…”

My head dropped but this was exactly what I expected but then to my honest shock she took my hands together with some warmth.

“…But, I would mention that if Julia wishes to remain then I would freely admit I have got used to her special company and would offer her employment as my personal maid forever if she would want the job…?”

My heart began to come back to life then even skip a beat as her perfect fingernails slipped under the delicate short skirt I was wearing and proceeded to lightly scratch my soft bottom.

“…On reflection I think Jenna and my mother were right all along, and I see the future much more like they do now, because without question I can clearly appreciate the subtle useful qualities in you as a lifelong devoted servant that were surely lost to me before.”

Time and my confused body stood still while I put my heels together dutifully - as if waiting like Dorothy to return to Kansas - and whispered as meaningfully as I could.

“I would love to serve you Miss and willingly promise to obey you in all things.”

She laughed then sighed deliciously.

“I will not be easy with you Julia…as you will be a housemaid to me and Yancy eternally, and I will no-doubt dictate or command everything in the development of your female existence to come.”

As daunting and unsettling as this sounded all I could murmur in reply was. 

“That’s perfect Miss…but if I can ask…”

Her ocean blue shimmering gaze held me in dazzling curiosity.

“…Why have you changed your mind when it seemed so committed to cast me aside but now wishes to grant me such a golden opportunity?”

My gorgeous wife squeezed my hand again almost tenderly then kissed my painted flushed cheek in an equal display of fondness and just smiled happily as if she had amazingly seen the sweetest wood through the thickest overgrown trees.

“I’m not quite sure, Darling…but I think maybe over the last fortnight, through all the many complications or ups and downs, I just subconsciously got to enjoy Julia being around all the time…”

Her glamorous golden head shook slowly as if in private wonder of an unanticipated fact.

“…As if she was the only one I could depend on completely and would be there at my side come what may…”

Our lips touched longingly for a memorable moment as she simpered without any side at all.

“…Does that seem strange?” 

I picked up the moulded handle to my luggage just before we gradually began to walk towards the taxi rank - where I unfortunately knew the odious Yancy would be waiting - while I pushed her laden baggage trolley as well then exhaled with genuine happiness in response.

“No Miss…actually given what had happened over the last few years…”

As were neared the automatic entrance doors they parted dramatically at which unforgettable moment I could see the cloudy grey skies - after a recent rainstorm – and I would swear my teary bleary eyes caught sight of a distant brightly coloured rainbow causing me to murmur softly but sagely in acceptance or conclusion of my fate.

“…It barely seems strange to me at all!”

Epilogue

In spite of Petal’s expressed hopes or bluster perhaps she already knew that her uncertain romance with the disloyal but well-endowed Yancy was never honestly going to stand the test of time and, within a couple of weeks of me moving back into our marital home, the arguments between them had begun in earnest once more.

He then left almost exactly a month to the day after arriving and it would be true to mention that both my wife and I were silently pleased to see the back of him and his supercilious womanising ways, although undeniably the man’s huge cock would be greatly - but unmentionably - missed.

I think Petal had become aware that her immoral lover took sullied base pleasure with me when she was not around but my relationship with my wife was in continual developing flux and she appeared to judge me as a woman now, not as a husband, which thankfully provided us with far more latitude and tolerance than would have existed previously.

In the sanctuary of my former home I enjoyed my own room, but my duties as a maid in service were ongoing or extensive, and I was honour-bound to wear the fateful black and white uniform of my servitude which I did willingly because there was not a day that passed when I did not embrace the fact that Petal and I were miraculously still together.

However surreal the circumstances and day to day realities may have appeared to the outside world.

Perhaps on reflection my wife and I both now understood - far more than we ever had - that we were still relatively young and still unsure of just who we were and what we truly desired in our lives to come.

This was especially relevant to Petal who could suddenly see that there was much sense in being free and unencumbered to explore and sate her sensual appetites while always having someone dependable at home to come back to.

Once Yancy had emotionally departed her soul she soon took up with other men that satisfied her passing hormonal interest or sexual cravings, but they were always transient affairs, and the only real reliable constant for us both was the extensive time we spent together as companions and lovers where she always took the dominant role which sorely electrified and suited me absolutely.

I was of course still taking strong hormones each morning resulting in the condition where my mind and form were becoming almost entirely submissively female which meant I relished this graceful - but deceptively strong wife - taking my bottom when the fetid urge took her.

It went without saying that my tactile hands and trained mouth were available to sooth and sate her needs as required, which I might add was often on a daily sometimes hourly basis.

She was after all and without question - given what I had learned under some sufferance - an extremely sensitive and sensate woman.

Naturally, we met up with Jenna along with her mother on many occasions and although my Love listened to their frequent requests that we all move in together inside the main elegant house of our hometown, Petal firmly resisted such inducements as if still requiring and needing her own independence or liberty without any interference from anyone for the moment.

Even her own blood.

There was never any side or pressure between them and no jealousy at all because whenever we were together as a group I looked after and served them all proudly in all domestic, sensual or innumerable depraved ways and was simply pleased to be able to play my small part in the tightly-knit group.

Most of the time in their company I was treated disdainfully - in keeping with my position in the hierarchy - as merely the maid, but I had accepted or embraced this destiny long before and simply tried to be the proverbial rock they needed in their orbit as they experimented endlessly or got on with their busy lives.

Outside of the occasional family gatherings, Petal and I enjoyed many holidays as females where we would dine, sunbathe and party for weeks on end, when invariably I would be allowed to encourage meaningless sordid trysts with some stranger or other while my wife would fall in love yet again with another new Stud when - as always - she swore this was the one and I would soon have to pack my bags then move on.

Her initial tastes in the male of the species were for rugged, muscular black men but gradually her palate changed or perhaps matured and became more eclectic as the many months filled out or rolled along with eternal socialising teasing and fornication.

In all veracity, very slowly my mind truly became indifferent to her flings - that’s all they were - because I had seen it all before and the many lauded men swiftly flamed then burnt out trying to win or woo the divine but forever complicated Petal.

Then, just over a year after we had returned from that unforgettable first holiday, my wife’s belly was becoming slightly rounded - the anonymous father was unimportant - and one evening I held her hand, reminded my Love that I was to be at her side eternally and suggested perhaps it was time for us all to go back to the beginning. 

Which is exactly what we did a few months later when we arrived at the grand historic house with the sparkling white pillars at the front and it truly felt to me as if we had truly finally arrived home.

Almost seamlessly I took up my place in the spare room as the honorary maid because I had innumerable duties with regarding all the feted women of the house to attend to, although I did seen to end up in Petal’s bed most of the time as if we had become used to each other’s warmth or companionship in the dark and quiet of the lonely nights.

It went without saying that all the Ladies took or fucked me when the internal hormonal madness dictated they do so, but whether it was giving or receiving sexual pleasure in their regard I did what was required gratefully, ungrudgingly and with selfless passion because I saw what we shared together as a rare gift that I truly treasured.

There was a point, as my breasts grew larger and the formerly male skin seemed extra soft and sensitive that I broached the idea with the all-powerful mother - then the daughters - of a full sexual alteration but this was quickly dismissed out-of-hand.

It was firmly explained that my forever flaccid and useless penis under the tactile skirts and inside my knickers was seen by them as the honourable badge of subjugation or servitude that undeniably bound us all together.

As it was their apparent heritage and had been for generations, only trained Sissy males could ever live with such elevated and superior women that existed in their exclusive tribe.

Although my duties under their governance were mostly lowly and demeaning I was still seen as a family member and allowed many dispensations including the freedom to ride and even form brief relationships with passing men now and then.

Subsequently, I took up with one the enlightened young grooms at the stables who enjoyed taking me to dinner and then taking my ass in his room later on, but as with other romances concerning the sublime females at this unusual household, the suitors invariably came and went like warm invisible vapour on a summer’s morning and only the family remained.

Which I might mention - as the years passed - became ever larger because my wife bore two children with one more well on the way, while Jenna had produced a single offspring then stopped this innate impulse for procreation as if not bearing to risk losing her perfect figure that had mesmerised and corrupted me so long ago.

It went without comment that all the babies were girls because that just seemed to be the way of things within this unique and distinctive clan.

Even fifteen years - that sped by in a flash - after moving in with them all, I did not regret recklessly sacrificing my manhood or masculinity which to be frank had been such a heavy burden to bear in my younger more uninformed past, before I quite recognised that it was.

In truth Jenna had undoubtedly saved me from myself, because I would certainly have spent an eternity trying vainly to prove I could play the accepted dominant male role in the universe when such an eventuality would have always been way outside my reach.

From as far back as I could recall I had always adored women, and to be around such fabulous beautiful creatures each and every day I definitely saw as a privilege that in truth was way beyond any fanciful fluttery dreams of my youth that I could ever have imagined or believed possible.

My own relatives - mostly shocked at my direction in life - had over time died or faded into history by now and all I had remaining was my precious fabulous wife and her wonderful kinfolk who I valued and loved just as I hoped they loved and appreciated me.

Although there were the occasional moments of cold introspection, given that I had chosen to live as a submissive female live-in servant to Petal and her sister and mother, any moods or melancholy soon washed over because for the most part I relished the decisions I had made long ago, leading to the endless days of decadence or duty I now led.

And I would add, as a further definite bonus, I still absolutely got off on the pretty uniforms and exquisite clothing, given I now possessed a wardrobe full of frippery and lace that was truly to die for.

So, if you are reading this tale with some circumspection but were born a shy uncertain male - that silently holds some unspoken cravings or appreciation of all mercurial female things - and a gorgeous superior woman that you know is way out of your league comes up unexpectedly to make conversation, then have courage, take a deep breath and quietly hear her out.

I mean she could perhaps see something in you that you had missed entirely or possibly did not fully understand was simply waiting to be released, and with some slight attention or tactile training under her subtle subversive influence there could be a whole world of feminine treats in store leading possibly to you spending the rest of your days in limp chastity, luscious finery and female submission exactly as I have?

But there again - and in some introspective truth - such a conclusion is surely subjective and maybe such an unlikely event is never to be repeated, because it is hard to believe anyone else could ever be quite as lucky as me…is it?

The End
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